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I ducked my head under one of the low
hanging oak trees as my feet crunched
along the gravel pathway. The ache in
my chest grew as I made the familiar
pilgrimage through the garden of
multicolored stones.  Cool Springs
Memorial Park was the last place on
earth [ wanted to be today, but my heart
drove me there.

Close to the duck pond and beneath



a massive oak tree was my mother’s
final resting place. “Hey Mama,” I
murmured, as I crouched down onto my
knees on the grassy earth. The only reply
I received was a few tweets from the
birds nestled in the tree above me.
“Brought you some flowers.” Although
the sun had yet to fade the bouquet of
silk lilies on her headstone, I had still
brought new ones. A smile crept on my
lips as I went about replacing the
flowers. I could almost hear her chiding
me while a perfect picture of her with
her hand on hip while wagging a finger
at me formed in my mind. “Jacob Ethan
Slater, why on earth would you bring me
new flowers when the ones I’ve got are
perfectly good? Didn’t I teach you a



thing about managing finances?”’

“There. That looks better, doesn’t
1t?” Cocking my head, I surmised the
deep reds, oranges, and purples of the
silk flower arrangement that 1 had just
placed in the bronze vase on her marker.
“Hope you like the fall flowers. Abby
picked them out. Of course, if she was
with me, she would know exactly how to
reshape them and all, but I have no
freakin’ clue.”

Although I felt like a tool doing it, I
always spoke aloud to her when I came
to visit her grave. It wasn’t like I thought
she could hear me—it was all part of my
grief counseling. After her death when I
had gone into a dark place, I had balked



at seeing any professional therapists. I
didn’t feel right sharing my deepest,
darkest thoughts and feelings with a
stranger. So Abby had volunteered her
mother’s services. As the wife of a
minister, Laura was used to consoling
people. At times, I still felt guarded
talking to her. She was the one who had
given me the idea to talk to Mama to get
my feelings out.

Rising to my feet, [ wiped my dirty
hands on my jeans. “I won’t be back for
a few weeks, but Papa i1s going to check
in on you. You know, make sure your
flowers are okay if it comes up a bad
cloud, as he would say.” Grinning at the
thought of my grandfather and his
Southern euphemisms, I brushed the back



of my hand over my face. “Abby and I
are leaving tomorrow for Mexico—
we’re getting married on some private
beach there. I can’t even begin to
understand what she has planned. I'm
just keeping my mouth shut and going
along for the ride.” Shaking my head, I
smiled when I thought of how the office
in my old house—now mine and Abby’s
—had been transformed into wedding
planning central.

Gazing down at the marker, I
sighed. “I know you’d be disappointed |
wasn’t getting married in a church,
Mama. Trust me, Abby’s parents totally
flipped out that we weren’t getting
married at her dad’s church. But this
island 1s beautiful, and it gives us



privacy from the paparazzi. We’ll have
the whole place to ourselves for a week
—they only bring meals and do
housekeeping when you call, and then
they come by private boat. After the last
few months of touring, I’'m stoked as hell
to have all that time alone with Abby.”

I knew I was rattling on now to try
and steady my out-of-control emotions,
but somehow in some small way, it
helped. A breeze rippled my clothing,
and I shifted on my feet, fighting the tears
that burned my eyes. “I’d give anything
in the world if you could be there, Mama
—for you to be sitting there in the first
row wearing a beautiful dress.” I shook
my head and then wiped my eyes. I
brought my fingers to my lips and kissed



them. Then I reached down to touch her
marker. “I love you as high as the sky,” I
murmured. With the familiar ache of
grief burning in my chest, I turned and
started making my way back to the truck.

It was hard to believe that almost
two years had passed since my mother’s
death. Sometimes it seemed like forever
since I had seen her smile, held her in
my arms, and kissed her cheek. Then
other times, her memory was so strong
that it was like I expected to turn a
corner in the house and see her there.
Through the dark cloud of grief, I hadn’t
been the easiest person to be around or
to love. Those first few months I drank
too much, slept too much and generally
acted like an asshole too much. But



somehow Abby held on and wouldn’t let
go. Having proposed to her so many
months ago, I couldn’t wait to make her
my wife.

But unfortunately, life had gotten in
the way. Just as I was dealing with the
implosion of my personal life, the band
experienced an explosion of popularity.
More was expected of us than ever
before. Our crossover tour with Jacob’s
Ladder grew bigger and bigger, and we
sold out more and more shows as we
crisscrossed the country. Then came the
Grammys eight months ago when we
really found ourselves in the celebrity
stratosphere.

Each and every time Abby and I



tried to set a wedding date, another
concert or appearance came up. I thought
I was never going to get to make my
angel Mrs. Jake Slater. But fortunately,
we had finally found a one week
window between the last leg of our tour
and the holiday season, and in less than
twenty-four hours, we would be
exchanging vows on our own private
beach in Mexico.

Just the thought sent a goofy grin
curving on my lips. As I turned onto the
road I’d called home for the last fifteen
years, | threw up my hand to one of my
older neighbors who sat on his front
porch. While he waved back, I could
only imagine he was grumbling about me
and how I’d caused all the traffic on the



one way, gravel road. Well, it wasn’t
entirely all me. Abby was to blame as
well since it had been her idea to have a
pre-wedding party at the farm.

When I pulled in the driveway, |
found cars lining both sides of the road
along with several catering trucks. I
eased up beside the barn and hopped
out. My dog, Angel, came yipping to my
side. “Hey girl, you keepin’ an eye on
things for me?”

She barked and wagged her tail. I
patted her head before I started back up
the hillside. Down below the house
where we usually held our bonfires, a
huge, white tent had been erected. We
were doing a sit-down dinner and



dancing celebration for over two
hundred people who would be unable to
come to Mexico since it was a
‘destination wedding’, as someone had
called it. Tonight was mainly friends,
extended family members, along with
our road crew. Tomorrow was intended
to be only our closest family and friends.
Abby had wanted to keep the actual
ceremony small with only fifty people in
attendance. She claimed that she had to
share me with so many people—the
world when it came down to it—that on
our special day, she wanted it to be as
private as it could be.

As I started up the front walkway,
the sweetest sound in the world floated
back to me. Abby’s singing. Although it



was a part of my daily life when we
were on tour, I never tired of hearing it.
Without her voice, she would have never
accidentally fallen into my bed for me to
fall in love with. Craning my neck to
find her, I jogged up the front steps.

Down at the far end of the porch,
Abby sat cross legged on the wicker
couch with a guitar on her lap. Eli sat to
her right in one of the rocking chairs. He
strummed along with her, harmonizing
on some of the lines. Gabe leaned back
against the porch railing, tapping out the
beat with his foot. Since we were
coming right off our honeymoon to go
back onto the road, I imagined they were
trying to get in a little last minute
rehearsal time.



Abby’s eyes pinched shut in
concentration, but as I made my way
down the porch, they flew open as if she
sensed my presence. Her gaze locked on
mine as she sang the lyrics, “And I get
lost in your eyes and thrilled at your
touch. Nights like these were made for
love.”

With a smile, I winked at her. A
pleased flush entered her cheeks as she
continued singing. When she strummed
the last chord, she glanced anxiously at
me. It tugged at my heart that she always
sought my approval when it came to her
music. I nodded. “Very nice.”

She gave me a beaming smile.
“Thanks. It’s a cover of an old song by



The Lynns. We wanted to add a song or
two to the set arrangement while we’re
writing the new stuff.”

“Hmm, I knew it didn’t sound too
familiar.”

Eli snorted. “The daughters of
Loretta Lynn were the best compromise
we could make with Abby that didn’t
involve busting out Coal Miner’s
Daughter or something hideous like
that!”

I laughed as Abby scowled. “I can’t
help that 1 appreciate the greats of
country music,” she replied.

I grinned at her. “I’'ll agree with
you on that one. I seem to remember



some Dolly Parton karaoke in your
past.”

Abby grinned. “That’s right.”
Glancing back at Eli, she said, “Be glad
I’m not asking you to do a duet of Islands
in the Stream.”

“Over my dead body,” he
grumbled.

“You have nothing to worry about.
I’m her only duet partner. Right, Angel?”

“No one but you—now and
forever.”

Gabe made a gagging noise behind
us. “Why don’t you guys get a room?”” he
suggested.



Eli shook his head. “Don’t give
them any ideas. That’s all we need to
send Mom completely over the edge—
Abby late for the reception after a bang-
fest.”

When 1 opened my mouth to tell
them to go fuck themselves, Abby
distracted me by leaning in and peering
at my watch. “Oh shit, it’s after five?
I’ve got to go get ready.” She handed her
guitar to Gabe before bridging the gap
between us. Glancing back at her
brothers, she then asked in a low voice,
“Did you get your errand done?”

“Yes, I did.”

She reached up on her tiptoes to
plant a tender kiss on my lips. “I wish



you would have let me go with you.”

I shrugged. “Just something I
needed to do. Besides, you had enough
to do here.”

Abby rolled her eyes. “Oh please.
Between the wedding coordinator, the
caterers and my mother, everything is
taken care of. I seriously got shooed out
of the kitchen when I tried to help.
That’s why I got the boys together to
rehearse.” A shudder rippled through
her. “Too much nervous energy.”

As she started into the house, I
teasingly asked, “Having cold feet?”

She skidded to a stop before
whirling back around to wrap her arms



around my neck. “Never, ever, Mr.
Slater. You’re getting me as your
lawfully wedded wife whether you like
it or not.”

I grinned. “Oh, I like it. In fact, |
fucking love it.”

“Good. I’'m glad to hear that.” She
kissed me again before pushing out of
my arms. “Okay, [ gotta go get
presentable for this pre-wedding shindig
of ours.” She eyed my ratty jeans and T-
shirt. “I’d say the same for you, too.”

“You’re such a bossy thing.”

With a wink, she replied, “Get used
to 1t, babe.”



A warm rush filled my chest as she
started into the house. I didn’t care if she
bossed me around for the next fifty
years, just as long as she was in my life.
I’d never imagined loving anyone as
much as [ did Abby. Selflessly and
unwaveringly, she had reached into the
very darkest places of my soul to bring
me back to the light. She’d shown me
what the true, unfailing love of a good
woman was. [ would always owe her for
loving me that much.

Close on her heels, the urge to
show her just how much I loved and
wanted her overcame me. My dick
instantly swelled at the idea of being
inside her. Just as she rounded the
corner to go into the master bedroom, |



grabbed her wrist, jerking her back to
me. My other hand came around to press
her body flush against mine. When I
ground myself into her core, her eyes
bulged. “Jake, what are you—" she
questioned breathlessly before I crushed
my lips to hers. My tongue danced along
hers as I wrapped my arms tighter
around her. Her little moan caused me to
shiver.

When she felt my half-mast hard-on
pressing into her stomach, she jerked
away. “No, no, no!” she hissed. Her
blonde ponytail flipped wildly back and
forth as she shook her head at me.
“We’re abstaining until our wedding
night, remember?”’



I groaned. “You’re the one who
made that decision, not me.”

“You agreed to it,” she countered.

“Yeah, that was a week and a half
ago when I was coming off of an all-day
sexathon with you. I didn’t realize what |
was agreeing to.”

Abby rolled her eyes. “It’s only
twenty-four more hours, Jake.”

Reaching over, I nuzzled my lips
against her neck. I wasn’t playing fair
since I knew it was one of her sensitive
zones. A little sigh escaped her mouth
when I ran my tongue across her jawline
to suck on her earlobe. “I could explode
by then.”



“I just want our first time as man
and wife to be special, that’s all.”

I pulled away to arch my brows at
her. “Do you really think tomorrow night
i1s going to be the most amazing sexual
experience of your married life?”

She jerked her chin defiantly up at
me. “Maybe,” she countered.

My amused chuckle almost seemed
to piss her off more. “Angel, we’re
going to be exhausted from tonight’s
party, jetlag, and the ceremony and
reception. Bray and Lily didn’t even
have sex on their wedding night—they
passed out into an exhausted coma.”
Taking her face in my hands, I grinned
down at her. “By the flush on your



cheeks and the way you just moaned into
my mouth when I was kissing you, I can
tell you really want to take me in that
bedroom and have a quickie.”

Abby chewed on her bottom lip,
and I could tell her resolve was slowly
fading. “It’ll have to be fast. Everyone is
supposed to be here at six.”

“We can shower together—you
know, multitask.”

She grinned. “Oh, you say the most
romantic things. Think you can whisper
more sweet words in my ear?” she
teased.

“Yeah, how about this? You're
such a sweet looking smartass,” 1 said



before bringing my lips back to hers.
Her eager tongue thrust into my mouth as
she tightened her arms around my neck.
Grabbing Abby by the ass, I hoisted her
up and wrapped her legs around my
waist. We both moaned at the closeness.
With my lips locked on Abby’s, I
balanced her under the ass with one hand
while my other groped blindly for the
doorknob. When I finally found it, I flung
it open and staggered into the room.

“Shit!” came a voice from the bed.

When my eyes flew open, I was a
goner. One glance was all it took to kill
my wood. On the bed, Mia scrambled to
close the front of her shirt with one hand
while she held Bella in her other arm.



She pivoted on the bed, so her back was
to us.

“Jesus,” I groaned as I glanced
down at my crotch. Just that one glimpse
of AJ’s breastfeeding fiancée was
enough to completely obliterate my junk.
My dick shriveled even further when
Bella began shrieking and howling in
protest that her meal had been
interrupted.

Mia gave us an apologetic look
over her shoulder. “I’m so sorry, guys.
With all the catering staff and people
buzzing around, I thought this would be
the best place to feed her before we got
dressed for the party. I should have gone
in the bathroom.”



“Oh, don’t apologize, Mia,” Abby
said.

When 1 didn’t respond, Abby
elbowed me in the ribs. “Oomph,”
escaped my lips before I could stop
myself. “Yeah, uh, it’s fine,” I replied.
Gently, I set Abby down on her feet. |
jerked my chin towards the bathroom.
“You go on and get a shower. I’'ll use the
one off the guest bedroom.”

“You don’t want me to come with
you?” Abby asked coyly.

I scratched the back of my neck
furiously. Part of me really wanted to
shower with her, so we might finish
what we started. But the other part was
so traumatized that I knew there would



be no way I’d be ready. “Um, no. I better
take a rain check.”

Abby’s blue eyes widened in
surprise. She stared at me for a moment
before turning to Mia. “Excuse us,”
Abby said, as she grabbed my hand and
led me into the bathroom. “What is
wrong with you?”

With a shrug, I replied, “We were
interrupted.”

“It’s never stopped you before.”
She cocked her head at me. “Did seeing
Mia bother you that much?”

I couldn’t help shuddering. “Yeah,
it did.”



“It’s just a breast, Jake. I mean,
you’ve seen your fair share of them.”

“Not like that I haven’t.” At her
amused expression, I threw up my hands.
“That’s my best friend’s fiancée out
there. I don’t need a mental image of her
boobs seared into my mind.”

“You are too adorable,” she said,
before leaning up to kiss me.

“It’s not funny,” I argued feebly.
When Abby’s warm lips covered mine, |
decided to shut the fuck up and not argue
with her anymore. Knowing that she was
trying to start something up again, I
reluctantly pulled away. “You need to
get ready.”



“Are you sure?” When I nodded,
she sighed. “Okay then. To be continued
tomorrow night?”

I smiled. “Oh yes.” I leaned over
and pressed my lips to hers. “Love you.”

“Love you, too,” she murmured.

When 1 exited the bathroom, 1 kept
my eyes glued to the hardwood floors.
“Jake?”

Shit. It was AJ. “Yeah?” 1
questioned still not glancing up.

“What’s this I hear about you ogling
Mia’s boobs?”

I jerked my head up to glare at him.
“Excuse me?”” I demanded.



Mia smacked AJ’s arm. “You’re
such an ass!”

He grinned at her and then back at
me. “I’m just screwing with you, man.
Mia and I don’t give two shits about
what happened.”

As I took a step toward him, he
motioned down to where he balanced
Bella on his hip. “Easy now.”

“Using a baby as your shield?
You’re such a pussy.” When I glanced at
Bella, who was giving me a toothless
smile, I grimaced. “Sorry for the p-
word.”

“It’s okay. He deserved a Ilot
worse,” Mia replied with a grin.



“I gotta go get ready,” I said, as |
motioned to the door.

“Ill walk you out,” AJ said. He
glanced at Mia. “Do you need any help
getting Bella ready?”

“We’ll be fine. Of course, if you
want to go get changed and come back to
get her while I’m getting ready, that
would be wonderful.”

AJ smiled. “Anything for you,
amorcito mio.”

“Thanks, baby.”

I snickered as I went out the door.
“What?” AJ demanded behind me.

“I just never thought I would see the



day that you were completely and totally
whipped.”

“Oh yeah, well, T could say the
same damn thing about you,” he
countered.

I skidded to a stop in the hallway,
causing AJ to bump into me. “Oh God,
we’ve become the dudes we used to
make fun of, haven’t we?”

He winced. “Yeah, I think so.”

With a sigh, I added, “We probably
owe Brayden an apology for ragging his
ass all these years.”

Al grinned. “Nah, no use in letting
him know he was right. 1’1l just inflate



his head even more.”

Poking his head in the hallway,
Brayden said, “I heard that, dickweeds.”

“Dammit,” I groaned, as we came
into the living room.

Brayden  rolled  his  eyes.
“Whatever. Like I didn’t already know I
was right, and you two shitheads were
wrong,” he scoffed.

“Daddy, what’s a shithead?”
Melody asked.

As Brayden flushed, AJ and I
busted out laughing. He glanced up to
narrow his eyes at us. “Laugh now. Your
time is coming.” He pointed to AlJ.



“Especially you.”

I laughed at AJ’s grimace. I could
only 1magine he was thinking of how bad
his potty-mouth was, along with Mia’s.
If Bella’s first word was a cuss word, I
wouldn’t be surprised. “Well, on that
note, I’'m going to run upstairs and get
ready. See you guys in a few?”

Brayden nodded while AJ replied,
“Wouldn’t miss it for the world.”
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After Jake left me partially sexed-up
with no finish in the bathroom, I slipped
into the cold shower that I knew was in
order to get me through the night. As I
lathered up my hair, I could barely
contain the excitement that bubbled
within me when I thought about my
wedding day. 1 was probably most
excited about the honeymoon, which for
me wasn’t just about the sex. It would be



the first time that Jake and I were
actually alone together. The last few
months had been so hectic with our
touring schedule. Since my brothers
wanted to cut a new album, most of my
free time was spent working on material
with them. Even though I’d helped Jake
write I’ll Take You with Me, I still felt
like a total and complete newbie when it
came to songwriting. Luckily, Micah
was willing to lend his skills to our
cause.

While I was spending late nights at
the studio, Jake and Runaway Train
were also working on their next album.
Considering the last one had been
Grammy winning, the pressure was on to
make the next album even bigger. So,



between the touring and the albums, we
rarely had time when it was just the two
of us. And while we would only have a
week alone together, I planned on
making the most of every single second.

After I finished showering, I got out
and toweled off. Grabbing my robe oft
the door, 1 slipped into the silky
material. At the sound of a squeal in the
bedroom, I grinned and padded over to
the door. When I opened it, I saw Bella
on the bed with Mia bent over her. As
Mia blew raspberries on Bella’s naked
belly, Bella giggled and kicked her feet.
Mia pulled away to cock her head.
“Now can we put on your pretty dress
without you pitching a hissy fit?”



Bella replied with a coo and a
wave of her arms. Mia glanced over her
shoulder at me. “I’m putting her in the
one you gave her at her baptism.”

I smiled. “She’ll look beautiful in
it, I’'m sure.” I had been both surprised
and honored when Mia and AJ had
asked me to be Bella’s godmother. I felt
there were other more deserving family
members, especially AJ’s sister. But
Mia had insisted. So four months ago I’d
stood with AJ’s brother, Antonio, at the
altar of Christ the King as Bella was
baptized. Among several gifts I’d gotten
her was a dress I’d hoped she’d be
wearing to her parent’s rehearsal dinner
since it was lacy and frilly. But it looked
like she was going to be debuting it at



mine since Mia and AJ weren’t getting
married for another four months.

“Sorry about Jake freaking out like
that on you,” I said, as I toweled my
hair.

Mia adjusted the enormous
lavender bow on Bella’s head. “It’s
okay. ’'m surprised it didn’t happen to
him sooner like it did to Rhys when we
were out on tour.”

“Oh no. Did he have a similar
reaction?”

Mia laughed. “Worse. He ran into
the wall trying to get away from me.”

“Seriously?” I asked.



“Sadly, yes.” With a smile, she
shook her head. “Men spend their lives
being obsessed with boobs, and then the
moment a baby is attached to it, they lose
their minds.”

I grinned. “I know, right?”

“Well, when it’s all said and done,
I’m really, really sorry that I interrupted
you two.” She winked at me. “You guys
looked pretty hot and heavy there.”

“It’s okay.” When Mia gave me a
‘yeah right’ look, I shook my head.
“Trust me, it was fine. Besides, Jake
was trying to break my resolve on
abstaining until our wedding night.”

Mia’s dark brows furrowed in



confusion. “Excuse me?”’

“Oh, I decided to make our
wedding night special, we wouldn’t
have sex for a week before the
wedding.”

“Hmm, maybe I should torture AJ
with that in a few months.”

I laughed. “Why not?”’

She grinned. “Considering we’ve
already done everything backwards, I
don’t think we need to worry about our
wedding night being very special. In the
end, you make your special moments,
and they usually happen when you go oft
the script.”



“The script?”

“Oh, you know. The life script—the
way you’ve meticulously planned out
how everything is going to happen in
your life.” Mia picked up Bella. As she
stared into her daughter’s face, pure love
emanated in her eyes. “My life script
never would have ever included AJ. 1
mean, a rock star? Who in their right
mind would want to marry someone who
lives a rootless existence on the road
with  beautiful women constantly
throwing themselves at their feet?” She
snorted. “Not me, that’s for damn sure.
But that’s where I was wrong. And when
I decided to just screw the script, that’s
when I found the truest of loves and the
greatest of happiness.”



“I see what you mean.” I’d been
pretty rigid with my life script lately,
and I couldn’t help wondering if it was
for the best. “Maybe I should go to Jake
tonight after the party,” I murmured.

Mia adjusted Bella on her hip.
“And finish what you started?” she
asked with a sly smile.

“Oh yes.”

She grinned. “I think that sounds
like a wonderful idea.” She then
motioned to the bathroom. “Now go
finish getting ready so you can put this
plan in motion.”

I laughed. “Yes, ma’am,” I replied,
before hurrying to the closet for my



dress.
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At a few minutes past six, Jake and
[ made our way down the hillside to the
tent. It was already teeming with people
as waiters in white jackets hurried about
serving hors d’oeuvres. With a
champagne flute in my hand, [ weaved in
and out of the tables as I tried to greet
each and every one of our guests. “Don’t
you look like a living dream?” Frank
complimented when I came to the table
full of Runaway Train roadies and their
families.



I glanced down at my dress. I had
picked a white, strapless, Grecian-styled
dress with a glittering bodice for
tonight’s party. Around my throat were
Susan’s pearls. As I turned to the side, I
asked, “You like 1t?”

“It’s beautiful, but you’re even
more beautiful init.”

“Aw, you’re too sweet.” I leaned
over and kissed his cheek, which earned
hoots and hollers from the men.

“Hey, now, save some loving for
me,” Jake teased from behind us.

“Fine, fine, you can have some
too,” I replied, before kissing his cheek.



“Thanks, Angel,” Jake murmured
with a wink. As he stayed joking with
the guys, I moved on since dinner would
be served promptly at seven. While I
chatted and laughed with friends and
family, there was one table that I kept
putting off going to, and that was the one
where Jake’s father and stepmother were
seated. Taking a long gulp of my
champagne, | bit the bullet by plastering
on my best smile.

“Hey, how are you guys?”

Jake’s stepmother, Nancy, returned
my smile. “Great, thank you. Don’t you
look exquisite?”

“Thank you.”



“I can’t wait to see what your dress
looks like tomorrow,” Nancy said.

“It’s a little more poofy than this
one,” I replied with a smile. When I
turned to address Jake’s dad, Mark, he
stared expectantly at me.

“Can I talk to you for a moment?”
Mark asked.

I couldn’t help nibbling on my
bottom lip before I responded. “Um,
sure.”

When he rose out of his chair, I
couldn’t hide my surprise. “I thought it
would be better to discuss this alone,”
he said in a low voice.



“Okay,” I replied. With his hand at
the small of my back, Mark eased me
away from the crowded tables to the
outside of the tent. He made sure we
were out of earshot from the others
before he spoke. “Abby, I just want you
to know that I couldn’t be more pleased
that Jake has found a girl like you to
settle down with.”

“Thank you,” I said, hesitantly. |
knew from his tone and expression, there
was a lot more Mark wanted to say.

With a ragged sigh, he gave me a
tight smile. “Because of the woman you
are, I know if there’s anyone who can
mend the relationship between myself
and Jake, it’s you.”



My eyes widened. “I think you
flatter me a little too much.”

“Jake values your opinion more
than anyone else’s. Ever since Susan
died, he’s cut himself off even further
from me.” He shook his head sadly. “I’ll
be the first to admit that I’ve made
mistakes in my life. But I love my son,
and I want to be a part of his life.
Please, Abby, please try and talk to
Jake.”

My heart ached for Mark as he
stood pleading in front of me. “I don’t
know what I can do—" When Mark
opened his mouth to protest, I held up my
hand. “But [ will try. I promise you that.”

“You will?”



“Yes. I want peace and happiness
for Jake in all areas of his life, including
you. Someday when we have children, I
want you to have a part in their lives.”

Tears shimmered in Mark’s eyes.
“Thank you. That means so much to me.”

He reached over and gave me a
quick hug. When he pulled away, he
glanced over my shoulder with a smile.
“Evening, son.”

“Evening,” Jake replied.

“I apologize for stealing your
beautiful bride-to-be for a few minutes.”

“It’s fine.” I inwardly cringed at the
coolness of Jake’s tone.



“m looking forward to the
wedding tomorrow. Allison is really
excited to be a bridesmaid.”

“We’re happy to have her. She’s
such a sweetheart,” I said.

Mark swayed on his feet, and I
could tell there was more he wanted to
say. “Well, T'll leave you two
lovebirds.”

“Goodnight,” I said.

He turned to go but waited until
Jake finally replied, “See ya.”

As Mark walked away, Jake
wrapped his arms around my waist. He
nuzzled my neck with his warm lips



before asking, “What did he want?”
“Just to talk.”

“Mmm, hmm.”

“He loves you, Jake.” When I felt
him tense behind me, I quickly added,
“He wants nothing more than to mend the
broken fences, so that you two can have
a real relationship.”

Jake snorted. “Too many years and
too much shit have passed between us.”

Turning in his arms, I brought my
hand to his cheek. “It’s never too late for
forgiveness.”

His brows shot up at my words.
“And just whose side are you on?”



“Yours.” I emphasized my words
by drawing myself close to his chest.
“I’m always on your side, and you know
that.”

He kissed the top of my head. “I
don’t know, Abby. Some things are
better left the way they are.”

Pulling away, | stared into his face.
“Just promise me that you’ll try a little
harder where your dad is concerned.”

A defeated growl came from his
chest. “Fine. I’ll try.”

“Thank you,” 1 said, before
bestowing a kiss on his lips.

“Come on. Let’s go eat.”



“Sounds good to me.” I let Jake
take my hand and lead me through the
crowd to the table at the head of the tent.
It was for us and our wedding party. As
the catering staff bustled around serving
the first course, Jake picked up the
microphone off the table.

“Everyone,” he began. When
people kept talking, he tapped the top of
the microphone. “Helloooo? Can you
guys hear me out there?”

At the top of his lungs, AJ shouted,
“Hey everybody, shut the fuck up!”

At the dead silence, Jake shook his
head and grinned. “Thanks, buddy.”

“Anytime,” AJ replied with a wink.



“Yeah, so, I’'m not one for speeches
and shit like that, but I did want to take a
second before everyone started stuffing
their faces to say thank you from both
myself and Abby for being with us on the
eve before the big day. Everyone 1n this
room is family, whether we’re related
by blood or by a business or personal
relationship. You’ve seen us through
some tough times over the last few
years, and we can never forget how your
love and support stayed consistent
through the bad times, as well as the
good.” He turned to me and smiled.
“Most of all, I hope you’re with us for
many more to come. So thank you very,
very much.”

“Now let’s eat!” AJ exclaimed



banging his fist on the table.

Jake rolled his eyes. “As the
caveman said, let’s eat.” As applause
rang out around us, Jake eased down into
the chair beside me. Although my nerves
were working in overdrive, my stomach
was not affected. I couldn’t wait to
finally eat what I had picked out so many
months ago. Plus, I had been eating as
little as possible in that week or so to
get into my dress. All my willpower
seemed to go out the window when the
Caesar salad. I dug in like a woman who

hadn’t eaten in weeks. “Pace yourself,
Angel,” Jake joked.

“I can’t help it, ’'m starving,” I
mumbled through the mouthful of bread I



had just stuffed in.

Jake grinned. “I'm so glad I'm
marrying a woman with an appetite.”

“You might not be saying that for
long, especially if I can’t get into my
dress tomorrow afternoon.”

He snorted. “I highly doubt that.”
He leaned over to where his warm lips
brushed against my earlobe. “Besides,
more of you is just more to love,
especially loving your delicious curves
in the bedroom.”

“Hmm, we’ll see if you keep that
attitude when I get pregnant and put on
fifty pounds.”



Jake stiffened beside me. I had
found the right words to cool his
advances. Although he loved cuddling
with Bella or playing with Jude and
Melody, Jake was still gun-shy about the
idea of us having children. When anyone
mentioned us having kids, he would
scoff at the idea. He claimed we had at
least two more American tours and a
world tour to get through before he even
thought of knocking me up. With the
world tour scheduled to take off in a
year, | had a feeling even after that, he
still wouldn’t be ready. There was
something deep inside him that didn’t
feel like he was capable of being a
father. Thinking that was how he felt
broke my heart. He had so much love to



give a child. I wanted more than anything
for him to be able to see that, but I didn’t
want to press the issue now. We had
time to work on it.

I guess he sensed my sadness at his
reaction because he kissed my cheek
tenderly. “We’ll have to wait and see,
Angel.”

Satisfied with his answer, I smiled
at him. “I’ll hold you to it.”

With a wink, he said, “Sounds like
a plan.”

Two courses of mouthwatering
food later, AJ stood up and took the
microphone. “Oh Jesus,” Jake muttered.



“As you know, it’s customary for
the best man to make a speech at the
wedding reception. Since some of you
won’t be with us tomorrow, I felt it was
best to give my speech now, so no one
missed out.” AJ flashed a wide grin.
“When I was twelve years old, a family
moved next door to us. While 1 went
over to be friendly and introduce myself,
I really just wanted to get a better view
of the hot chick.” He glanced out into the
audience. “Sorry, Andrea, but it’s the
truth.”

“Oh please,” she muttered, while
burying her head in her hands.

“Anyway, while on my chick-
seeking mission, I found out that there



was a kid my age who would be visiting
every other weekend. I was pretty stoked
at that news ‘cause at the time, I thought
1f I made nice with the dude, then I
would be around more to see his step-
sister.”
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“You’'re such an ass,” Jake
muttered with a grin.

“So, the first weekend Jake came
out of the boonies to visit his dad, I went
over to meet him. I had no idea that day I
was meeting my new best friend. I mean,
it certainly wasn’t too memorable. We
sat around eating junk food and playing
video games. No, it was the next day that
our fates were sealed when Jake brought
out his guitar. While he wanted to sing



and play some hokey Johnny Cash shit
his grandfather had taught him, I quickly
took him downstairs to the basement
where my drums were. I guess you could
say it was then and there our true and
unfailing bromance began.”

As everyone laughed, AJ turned to
me and winked. “Over the years of
watching Jake the Lady Killer in action,
I knew it was going to take a special girl
to snag his heart and make him toe the
line. One who was feisty and sassy,
sweet and kind, beautiful and sexy, and
his creative and musical equal. And then
one day, this woman...” he pointed at
me. “This gorgeous woman right here
literally fell into his bed and didn’t take
his bullshit. Ever.”



I groaned but smiled in spite of
myself. “Thanks for bringing that up in
front of everybody.”

“You’re welcome,” he replied. As
he cocked his head at me, a mischievous
twinkle entered his dark eyes. “You
know at first, I kinda hoped that maybe
this beautiful little firecracker and
myself might be meant to Tango into the
sunset together. But no, it was clear
almost from the very beginning that she
was meant for only Jake. I'm just
honored to call her a friend and musical
collaborator. But best of all, tomorrow I
will get to call her my best friend’s
wife.”

“Oh, AJ,” I murmured, as my hand



came to my throat.

“His ball and chain for now until
the day he dies,” he added with a grin.

I laughed and shook my head at him
as he picked up his champagne flute.
“So, I ask you to raise a glass to the
couple of the evening, the man and
woman of the hour, and along with me,
wish them all the blessings, joy, and
happiness that life can bring.” He thrust
his drink into the air. “To Jake and
Abby.”

“To Jake and Abby,” the crowd
recited, as they lifted their glasses.

Jake clinked my glass with his
before dipping his head to kiss me.



“Here’s to us, Angel,” he murmured,
against my lips.

“To us,” I replied breathlessly. 1
brought the crystal flute to my lips and
took a sip while Jake downed his in one
gulp. “Now who needs to pace
himself?”’ I teasingly asked.

“What do you say we dance?”

I  couldn’t  help laughing.
“Seriously? You hate to dance.”

“With anyone else, yes. But with
you, I’d love to.”

“If you’re sure...”

“I'm positive.”



“Okay, then.” 1 slipped my hand
into his and let him pull me out of my
chair. We made our way in front of the
main table where a wooden floor had
been erected for dancing. Across from
us, a band had been tuning up. Jake gave
a nod to the lead singer—a tall, lanky
guy with shaggy dark hair.

“Okay, everyone, I have a special
request from the groom-to-be. It’s an
oldie...actually one we weren’t even
familiar with, but since Jake wants us to
play it, then by God we’re doing it.”
Glancing over his shoulder, he then
counted off.

Instantly, I recognized the song. It
was one Jake had on his 1Pod under a



playlist called My Angel. It was from
the 90s, if you considered that an oldie,
and it was called How Do You Talk to
an Angel?

Jake smiled down at me. “Good
choice?”

CCOh’ yes.ﬁ,
“I thought you’d like it.”

Tomorrow my brothers would be
reuniting with Micah to do the singing at
the ceremony and the reception. Tonight
had been up to Jake. “So, I don’t think I
ever asked who the band 1s?”

“It’s Brayden’s cousin, Cade’s.” A
sheepish look entered Jake’s face.



“Remember the second night you were
on the bus with us when the guys and I
were supposed to go hear a band play,
but I got wasted, puked on you, and
passed out?”

I quirked my brows at him. “How
could I ever forget?”

Jake laughed. ““Yeah, thought you
would. Of course, I kinda hoped you
would also remember that was the night
I truly came clean with you, and that I
wanted a chance to win you over.”

“I remember that, too.”

“Good,” he murmured, before
kissing me.



As the song faded to an end, Jake
and I remained lip-locked under the
twinkling lights of the tent. I could have
stayed in that moment forever—wrapped
in his arms, feeling the intensity of his
love with each and every kiss. In the
end, I just hoped to be able to bottle up a
little of the feeling, so that when there
were hard times or fights or when I felt
like his love had waned, I could look
back on this moment in time and know
how truly and deeply we loved each
other. It was true bliss and heaven on
earth.

Only the sound of a rumbling
explosion caused me to pull away. Over
Jake’s shoulder, the night sky lit up in a
multi-colored  array. I  gasped.



“Fireworks?”
Jake grinned. “A little surprise.”

People abandoned their chairs and
walked outside of the tent. “Too

redneck?” Jake asked, as he slid his arm
around my waist.

I laughed. “No, I love it.”

“I figured you were used to big
finales during our shows, so I thought
our party needed a big moment.”

“They’re amazing. I mean, they’re
as good as the ones at Stone Mountain on
the 4th of July!”

“I’'m glad you think so,” Jake mused
as we tilted our heads to take in the



display.

When the last streaks of color
followed a sonic boom, Jake took my
hand and brought it to his lips. “How
about we cut that cake now?”

“That sounds good to me.”

As we waved goodbye to the last
guest, Jake peeked at his watch. “Wow,
I’m impressed. Everyone ate, danced,
and drank and were outta here by eleven
thirty.”

“That’s because there weren’t many



Italians or Mexicans here,” Al
commented with a grin. “We party until
the sun comes up. Don’t we, Mia?”

Mia nodded. “Yep, it’s true.”

I laughed. “Then 1 better start
training for your wedding.”

“Oh, i1t’s going to be epic for sure,”
Al remarked.

“Well, considering we have a
slammed day tomorrow, I’m kinda glad
that everyone decided to go home a little
early,” I said.

“It was a nice party though, wasn’t
1t?” Jake remarked, as we started up the
porch steps.



“It was beautiful—everything I
hoped it would be,” I said.

With a smile, Jake said, “Best of
all, we get to party more tomorrow.”

Mia glanced down at Bella, who
was sound asleep in her arms. “I better
get this pumpkin to bed.” When Al
started to ease down on the sofa, Mia
grabbed his shirt sleeve. “I could use a
little help.”

Al grinned. “Is that code for you
want me to come downstairs so you can
have your way with me?”

At Mia’s laugh, Bella stirred, so
Mia quickly covered her mouth with her
free hand. “Yeah, Mr. Latin Lover, that’s



exactly what I was thinking,” she replied
softly.

“Mmm, good deal.” With a wave of
his hand to us, he added, ‘“Night
bitches,” before following Mia to the
basement stairs. Glancing over her
shoulder at me, Mia winked, causing a
flush to enter my cheeks.

Trying to recover before Jake got
suspicious, | asked, “Think our house
guests will think we’re poor hosts if we
go on to bed?”

Jake shook his head. “I think your

parents and brothers understand. And
from the sound of it, AJ and Mia are
covered.”



“I think so,” I replied with a smile.
“So I guess this 1s goodnight, huh?”

I nodded. “Yep, the last night we’ll
ever spend as single people.”

Cocking his head, Jake asked,
“Remind me again why I didn’t have a
swinging bachelor party?”

I smacked his arm playfully.
“Because you’re marrying an insecure,
overbearing shrew who couldn’t stand
the thought of some fake-breasted,
plastic Barbie giving you a lap dance?”

A wicked gleam burned in Jake’s
blue eyes. “Actually, I think it was more
that I was a caveman who didn’t want



some oiled dude in a banana hammock
dry humping you.”

“Ew!” I cried while wrinkling my
nose.

“I’m sure that with some hot, cute
little number like yourself, all the Magic
Mike douchebags would have wanted to
rub up on you.”

“I would have totally declined
since I’'m very happy having you, and
only you, rub up on me.”

Jake’s amused expression grew
serious as he traced my cheekbone with
his thumb. “Are you sure?”

My eyes widened. “Excuse me?



Am 1 sure about gross, oily male
strippers?”’

He laughed. “No, I meant about me
and only me.”

“Considering we’re getting married
tomorrow, I think that shows I’'m pretty
damn sure.”

“But are you sure you’re okay with
me being the only man you’ve ever slept
with.” His brows furrowed in thought. “I
mean, do you think you’ll look back one
day and wish you’d had more
experience?”’

I shook my head furiously from side
to side. “Never, ever.” Sliding my arms
around his neck, I smiled. “I can’t ever



imagine anyone being a better lover than
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you.

“And since you have no one else to
judge that by, I don’t—"

Bringing my hand to his chest, I
silenced him. “Don’t go there, Jake. |
know what I’ve felt with you, and I don’t
want anyone else. I’'m fully satisfied that
you will be the only man I sleep with for
the rest of my life.”

Although I wasn’t entirely sure he
believed me, a pleased smile curved on
his lips. “I’'m satisfied that you’re the
last woman I’ll ever sleep with for the
rest of my life.”

“I sure hope so.”



“Give me a goodnight kiss, future
ball and chain,” he teased.

I leaned up on my tiptoes to bring
my mouth to his. He snaked his arms
around my waist, drawing me flush
against him. As I deepened the kiss by
thrusting my tongue against his, Jake’s
fingers came to tangle in the bottom
strands of my hair. He tasted sweet like
the chocolate cake we had fed each other
for dessert.

When I pulled away, Jake groaned.
“Yeah, guess we better cut that out for
tonight.”

I bit my lip to keep from smiling
since I knew what I was going to do as
soon as the house was quiet, and I was



sure everyone was asleep. “See you
tomorrow then,” I said.

“Night, Angel. I love you.”
“I love you, t00.”

Jake gave me a chaste kiss on the
lips before heading out the front door.
Fighting the butterflies in my stomach, I
made my way down the hall to the
bedroom. Although I slipped out of my
dress and into my pajamas, I had no
intention of going to sleep. Instead, I lay
in bed, listening to the sounds around
me. Long after the last footsteps
could be heard pattering down the hall
or the sound of water in the pipes, I
finally threw back the covers and
hopped out of bed.



I knew exactly what 1 wanted to
wear, and it only took two seconds to
pull it out of my suitcase. I then slipped
into the bathroom and got dressed. As
soon as I was done, I crept out of the
bedroom and down the hall. I could hear
my dad snoring in the guest bedroom,
while the sound of muted TV came from
the office where Eli and Gabe were
sleeping on an air mattress and the
pullout couch. Grabbing a flashlight out
of the hall closet, I then snuck out the
front door. I jogged as fast as I could in
my robe and slippers across the front
lawn and down the hill. Thankfully,
Angel had actually listened to me when I
told her to stay on the porch. The last
thing I needed was for her to start a



barking marathon and alert everyone that
[ was running around half-naked outside.

When I got to the barn, I reached
under one of the potted plants to get out
the hide-a-key. Gently, I unlocked the
door and stepped inside. When I closed
the door behind me, I heard rustling in
the bed upstairs. Without hesitation, I
made my way across the living room
toward the stairs. Of course, I didn’t
expect Jake to have left his shoes in the
middle of the floor, causing me to trip
and bang into the ladder.

“Ow!” I cried before I could bite
down on my lip.

“Abby?” Jake questioned. Within a
few seconds, he was peering over the



railing of the loft.

Gazing up at him, I teased, “Yes,
it’s me. Were you expecting someone
else?”

His brows furrowed. “I wasn’t
expecting anyone, especially you.”
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“Well...surprise

Jake gave me a funny look as I
started climbing the stairs. When I got to
the top rung of the ladder, he helped me
off. “What are you doing here?”

To answer his question, I undid the
tie on my robe. I then shimmied it off my
shoulders and let it fall to the floor.
Jake’s eyes widened while his mouth



gaped open at my skimpy lingerie.
“Abby...”

“Do you remember this?” I asked,
running my hand over the silky material.

As the revelation washed over him,
desire burned in his eyes. “You were
wearing that the night we made love for
the first time.”

“Yes, I was.” Stepping forward, |
wrapped my arms around his neck. “I
want you to finish what you started
carlier this afternoon. But most of all, 1
want you to make love to me again on
our wedding eve in the same place we
first came together.”

Jake’s gaze left mine to



momentarily flicker over to the clock on
the nightstand. “But it’s after midnight.
That means it’s our wedding day. What
about the bad luck?”

“We make our own luck. But more
than anything, we make our own
memories, and I want to make one with
you tonight.”

As his arms wrapped tighter around
me, he cocked his head at me. “Trust me,
Angel, I certainly don’t want to argue
with you. I just don’t want you to regret
it later.”

“There hasn’t been a single moment
I’ve regretted with you.”

Jake’s brows rose in surprise.



“Really?”
“I promise.”

He smiled. “I’m really glad to hear
that.”

“So are you down with my plan?”

“Oh, hell yeah,” he said, as he
backed us over to the bed.

“Since when do you wear T-shirts
to sleep in?” I asked.

He grinned. “I found the more
clothes I had on, the better I reigned
myselfin.”

“Oh no, has our abstaining caused
you to spend a little extra time with your



hand?” I teased.

“I refused to rub one out, which is
why I’'m wearing the clothes, instead of
sleeping naked.”

“Poor baby,” I murmured. Taking
the hem of his T-shirt, I had to stand on
tiptoes to whisk it over his head. Once I
tossed it onto the floor, I went for the
waistband of his boxers. As my fingers
skimmed along his abdomen, I glanced
up. His hands remained at his sides,
rather than ripping off my clothes like he
usually did. “Is this how we’re playing
it? You naked and me in my lingerie?”

He grinned. “Maybe.” His hand
came to cup my breasts through the lacy
fabric. “Maybe seeing you in this



number gets me so hot that I want to
enjoy it as long as possible.”

“Hmm, that’s nice.” After I shoved
the fabric over his hips, I was rewarded
with a sight of how ready he was for me.
Dropping to my knees, I leaned forward
to bestow a kiss on the crown of his
head. His abdominal muscles clenched.
As I pushed his boxers down to the
floor, I kissed a slow, tedious trail over
his calves and thighs. “Angel,” Jake
pleaded.

Deciding to put him out of his
misery, | took his length in my hand. At
his sharp intake of breath, I slid my
fingers up and down his erection. Jake
sucked in a breath as he stared down at



me with hooded eyes. Licking my lips, I
brought my mouth to him and sucked his
length inside. Jake’s deep groan
reverberated around the bedroom. He
swept my hair aside to watch what I was
doing to him. “Fuck, you drive me
wild,” he murmured. I kept sucking him
harder and deeper while pumping my
hand up and down.

Just as I felt him begin tensing up,
he jerked away from me, and his
erection fell free of my mouth. With
gentle hands, he lifted me off my knees.
His hands went to the hem of my nightie,
and he lifted it over my head. As one
hand came to cup my breast, the other
went to jerk down my thong. “Easy now.
Don’t rip it, caveman,” I admonished



him with a smile.
“You’d like it if I did.”
“OhIwould?”

His head bobbed up and down.
“You like it when I take control.” His
thumb flicked over my nipple, causing
me to gasp.

“Not bad,” I murmured.

When both of his hands came to
pinch my nipples, moisture flooded my
core, and I couldn’t help moaning. He
then eased onto his back on the bed.
Taking my hand, he jerked me over to
where I was straddling him. He then
pulled me further up his body until his



mouth connected with my core. “Oh
God,” I moaned, as Jake’s tongue dipped
inside me. With his hands clamped tight
to my thighs, his mouth continued a
steady assault. My breathing became
erratic, and I pitched forward to grab
hold of the headboard. My hips moved
in time with the thrusting of his tongue
inside me. Unable to grip the headboard
for long, my hands felt blindly along the
side of the bed. Jake’s grip on my thighs
released, and his hands clasped with
mine. As | squeezed his fingers with my
own, I continued riding his face and
tongue. A powerful orgasm rippled
through me, causing me to throw my
head back and scream his name.

I was still riding the pulsing waves



of my orgasm when Jake slid me down
the length of his body and then impaled
me on his erection. With his hands
gripping my hips, he began working me
on and off of him. Each time I came back
down, he thrust his hips up to meet me. |
splayed my palms flat across his pecs,
but his hands seemed to be everywhere.
Tangling through the strands of my hair,
cupping my breasts, sliding up and down
my back—his touch was all over me,
and it drove me deliciously wild into
sensory overload.

He pushed himself into a sitting
position and wrapped his arms around
me. We were now chest to chest, face to
face and eye to eye. I shivered with
pleasure at the feel of more of his skin



brushing against mine. The fine, dark
hairs on his chest tweaked and teased my
nipples as we rubbed against each other.
As he brought his mouth to mine, his
tongue plunged in and out in the same
rhythm. After sliding a hand between us,
his fingers stroked my swollen clit, and I
came again, shouting his name and
clinging desperately to his broad
shoulders. As I started coming down,
Jake continued pumping in and out of
me. When I sensed he was getting close,
I pulled back. I wanted to be looking
into his eyes when he went over the
edge.

“Abby,” he moaned, as his hips
jerked, and his body shuddered in
release. When he was finished, he



remained buried inside me. He lay back
on the bed, taking me with him.

As I snuggled into his side, I sighed
with contentment. “That was...”

“Amazing. As always.”

I grinned as I propped my head up
on my elbow. “Do you think it’ll always
be like this?”

“You mean, after we’ve been
married for twenty years and you’ve
popped out a kid or two, will we still be
having sex as hot as this?”

“Yeah.”

“I sure as hell hope so,” he replied,
with a grin.



“Me too.”
“Sweet dreams, Angel.”

“Only of you,” I murmured, before 1
closed my eyes and fell into a contented
sleep.
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As the sun streamed in through the wide
window panes, it warmed my body
under the sheets. I'd been awake long
before dawn. I’d savored the feel of
Abby wrapped in my arms. In the quiet, I
listened to her sleeping, the sweet little
snores she emitted. There was nothing
quite like holding my girl as she slept—
the feel of her soft curves pressing into
my body. I don’t think I ever felt safer



and more secure than I have with her by
my side.

At the same time, my mind had also
been preoccupied. The tell-tale signs of
a new song waiting to be written
flickered through my subconscious. It
had started out small—a few jumbled
words, a few chords. And then as I came
awake, 1t built and built. In a low voice,
[ hummed a melody—one that was now
playing on loop through my mind.
Beneath the sheet, my foot began tapping
out the rhythm. My eyes snapped open.
Now that I truly had it, I didn’t want to
lose it. Fumbling with the sheets and
comforter, I threw them off and bolted
from the bed.



Abby raised her head and gazed at
me with drowsy eyes. “Jake, where are
you going?”

“I have to get my guitar.”

“Seriously, I don’t need a wedding
day serenade,” came her muffled reply,
as she burrowed deeper under the
COVETS.

I snorted. “Sorry to burst your
bubble, but that’s not it, Angel.” I threw
open the closet door and turned on the
light. Most of my good guitars, or the
ones I preferred, were up at the main
house. I would have to make do with my
Papa’s old Gibson.

When 1 returned to the bed, Abby



sat cross legged with the sheet clutched
around her breasts. The sunshine
streaked across her body, making her
skin glow. “Damn, you’re so beautiful.”

A flush entered her cheeks. “Thank
you,” she murmured.

As I eased closer to her, I said, “I
woke up to a melody in my head.”

“Really?”

“Mmm, hmm.” 1 leaned over to
open the nightstand for a pen and pad.
Then I started scribbling down some of
the chords that had been floating through
my mind. Once I had those down, I
propped my guitar on my legs. As I
began strumming the melody I’d heard so



clearly in my head, I closed my eyes to
let the lyrics that were jumbled in my
mind unfurl. I cleared my throat and
began to sing.

“When you fell into my life, I was
shattered beyond repair.

But as the shining angel of
redemption, you didn’t seem to care.

While the tempest swirled around
me, you led me to solid ground.

You’re the purest, deepest love a
man like me has ever found.

There is a fire that burns within me
that only you can ignite.

You’re the light that fills my soul in



the darkest, bleakest night.

You’'re the balm that cures the
wound; the lifeline in the storm.

You are the song of my heart, the
music of my soul.”

Abby blinked a few times. “It’s...
amazing.”

“You think?”

“No, I know it is. I can’t believe
you woke up with that in your head.”

“Let’s just say I had an inspiring
night,” I commented, before winking at
her.

A flush filled her cheeks as she



ducked her head. Even with Abby’s vote
of confidence, 1 felt there was still
something missing in the song. It needed
a deeper layer to make it have even
more feeling. And I was looking right at
that beautifully naked and disheveled
layer.

When she glanced up again, Abby’s
eyes widened. “Why are you staring at
me?” she questioned softly.

“I’'m trying to decide what your part
is.”
Her brows rose in surprise. “I have
a part?”

I smiled. “You shouldn’t even have
to ask. You have a part in every single



thing in my life, Angel. You’re every
word in this song—every note. Only the
purest and sweetest melody could be
inspired by you.”

“Oh Jake,” she murmured, as tears
welled in her deep blue eyes. Before I
knew it, she had closed the gap between
us and thrown herself into my arms. My
guitar made a screeching noise as her
warm lips met mine in a frenzied kiss. “I
love you so much it hurts.”

“I know. I feel the same way.”

Pushing her hair away from her
face, I then brought my lips back to hers.
I wanted nothing more than to stay in that
moment forever with the most important
things in my life—my love, my guitar,



and my music. But the sound of the front
door bursting open caused me to pull
away. It took only seconds for AJ’s
booming voice to echo throughout the
loft. ““Yo, twatcake, are you up and at
em? We leave for the airport in half an
hour.”

I groaned. “It’s always an
interruption, isn’t it?”

Abby giggled. “Sometimes 1 think
I’m not just marrying you, but the boys,
too. I mean, they’re so much a part of our
lives.”

“Yeah, well, just remember you’re
mine and only mine, got it?”

She kissed my cheek. “Yes, Mr.



Possessive.”

With a wink, I said, “And don’t you
forget it.”

Al bounded over the side of the
ladder, causing Abby to squeal and grab
for the sheet. “Oh shit, I'm sorry,” he
said, before whirling around.

“It’s okay.” Once she was wrapped
as tight as a mummy in the sheet, she
hopped off the bed and ran into the
bathroom.

When the door closed, AJ turned
around. He held up his hands. “I swear |
didn’t know she was here.”

“It’s okay, man.”



“By the way, her mom is looking
for her.”

“Oh shit,” Abby moaned from the
bathroom.

I laughed. “You’re about to be a
married woman, and you’re still worried
about your mother?”

She poked her head out the door.
“I’1l never be too old or too married not
to worry about my mother.” She glanced
at AJ. “Quick, get me a pair of Jake’s
sweats and a T-shirt.”

‘CWhy?,,

Abby rolled her blue eyes.
“Because I’'m going to pretend I went out



for a walk this morning to clear my head.
The last thing my mother, least of all my
father, needs to know is that I just spent
the night with Jake.”

“Got 1t,” AJ replied, before
heading to the closet. When he returned,
he thrust some clothes at Abby.

“Thank you,” she replied, as she
slammed the door.

“You don’t think they’re going to
wonder why you’re wearing my clothes
that are about two sizes too big for
you?” I asked.

“I’ll say it’s because I missed you
and wanted to be close to you. That also
covers us if they smell you on me,” came



her muffled reply behind the door.

AJ grinned. “She’s good. If we
ever need an alibi, she’s our girl.”

Then Abby appeared from out of
the bathroom. Her former bed hair had
been tamed into a ponytail. She leaned
over the bed to kiss me. “I love you, and
I’11 see you this afternoon.”

“Yep, sunset on the beach. You’ll
be the one in the veil, and I'll be the one
forced to wear a pink vest.”

“Hey, at least you don’t have to
wear a full tux or suit,” she argued.

“Guess you’re right. But damn,
Angel. Did you really have to choose



pink?”’

She gave me a teasing wink. “I’m a
true steel magnolia, so of course, I
wanted some blush and bashful in my
wedding.”

My brows furrowed. “What the hell
are you talking about?”

“Don’t worry about it. See you
later.” She grinned and blew me a kiss
before hightailing it down the ladder.

When the door slammed behind her,
I tossed the notebook at AJ. “Got us a
new hit.”

As he glanced over the lyrics, he
bobbed his head. “Abby inspired, I



presume.”
“Oh, yeah.”

“Brayden will be glad to hear it.
He’s feeling the pressure of the new
album.”

“I have a feeling I might get even
more inspired on my honeymoon.”

Al grinned. “I say go for it. Just
make sure you take the time to enjoy
yourself.”

Throwing back the covers, I started
for the bathroom. “Oh, I plan on enjoying
myself several times a day,” I replied
with a wink.



The main suite of the island’s house
teemed with people. As nervous energy
hummed through every fiber of my being,
it took everything I had to sit still in the
chair in front of the mirror. It still felt
surreal that I was even here—that after
hopping a plane and then taking a boat, I
was in my own island paradise. I’d been
dreaming of this day my entire life, and
now it was finally here.



To combat my nervousness, I'd
been tapping my foot restlessly while
Marion, the band’s makeup and hair
stylist, went about transforming me.
When she started in with the eyeliner,
she gave me an exasperated look.
“Would you stop with the tapping, or
you're going to look like some Goth
chick.”

“Sorry.”

She grinned. “I don’t think I’ve
ever seen you this nervous before.”

I sighed. ““Yeah, there’s a reason
for that. I mean, today’s the biggest
performance of my life—my wedding
day.”



“Oh honey, you’re going to be just
fine,” my mother’s reassuring voice said
from behind me. When I glanced into the
mirror, she appeared behind me. “I can’t
believe it’s really happening. My baby
i1s getting married.” Tears glistened in
her eyes, causing her to wave her hand
in front of her face. “No, no, today is a
happy day. No tears,” she said to
herself.

“I agree. Plus, I don’t want to have
to redo your makeup,” Marion said with
a smile.

Leaning over me, Mom thrust a
granola bar, along with a Coke, into my
hands. “You need to eat that, sweetheart.
We don’t want your blood sugar acting



up on today of all days.”

Even though 1 was too nervous to
be hungry, I appeased my mother by
unwrapping the granola bar and taking a
bite. As I chewed, I couldn’t help the
smile that formed on my lips. The day |
had met Jake my hypoglycemia had
reared its head. How could I ever forget
passing out right after seeing AlJ,
Brayden, and Rhys and realizing I
wasn’t on my brothers’ bus? Of course,
it was the moment preceding that when |
had found myself in Jake’s bed that
meant the most. Our worlds had collided
in that moment, and neither one of us
would ever be the same again.

Once I finished eating, I took slow



sips from the Coke out of a straw.
Marion checked my lips to make sure I
hadn’t smudged the liner or color while
eating. “Okay, make-up 1s done. Now for
the dress and veil.”

I eased up from the chair and came
to stand in the middle of the room. My
mom and Mia brought the dress out of
the closet and then out of its massive
bag. It was satin and strapless with a
heavily beaded bodice. It fell into yards
of satin. It was a little impractical for a
beach wedding, but I didn’t care. The
moment I had seen it, I knew it was the
dress of my dreams. I took off my robe,
leaving me in a bustier and underwear.

Once I stepped into the dress, Mom



went about zipping up the back. I loved
the fact that a row of intricate buttons
covered the zipper and gave the effect
that I had been buttoned in. Jake would
probably freak when he saw it, thinking
he had to undo all the buttons to get me
naked. I laughed at the thought.

After I was secured into the dress, |
realized it was going to be tough
breathing for the rest of the day between
the bustier and the tight bodice.
“Oomph,” I muttered, as I smoothed my
hand over my chest.

“Little snug, huh?” Mom asked
behind me.

“Yep, just a bit. I probably overdid
it last night at dinner.”



Mom laughed. “I don’t think so,
sweetheart. They altered it to fit that
way, remember?

“I guess.”
“You’ll get used to it.”

I grinned. “I hope so, or ’'m going
to pass out before the day is over.”

“I don’t think I breathed the entire
day of my wedding,” Lily mused, as she
fluffed out the bottom of my dress.

I shook my head. “What we
sacrifice for beauty.”

“Now for the veil,” Marion said, as
she lifted it out of the box.



The intricate lace was interwoven
with pearls and sequins. It fell to the
floor where it intermingled with my long
train. It was held in place by a glittering
tiara—an heirloom piece that 1 had
actually rented from Tiffany’s. I
considered it my ‘something old’ and
‘something borrowed’. My something
‘old’ also came in the form of Susan’s
pearls, which Jake was thrilled I was
going to be wearing, and my new was
everything from the dress to my
underwear.

After she fixed the tiara on the top
of my head, Marion stepped back and
smiled. “You’re ready now.”

Turning left and right in front of the



mirror, [ took in my reflection. I blinked
furiously as I tried processing what I
was seeing. “Wow, I’m really standing
here in my wedding dress about to get
married, huh?”

Marion had worked quite a
transformation with my makeup. It was
softer than she usually did it for the
shows, but it was also dramatic enough
to bring out my eyes and highlight the
peaches and cream complexion I’d been
blessed to inherit. My hair, which was
pulled back on the sides with sparkly
combs, hung in curly waves down my
back.

“You look...” my mother’s voice
choked off. Tears once again filled her



eyes, and she bit her lip.

“Just like an angel,” Mia finished
with a smile.

“Which will make Jake so very
happy,” Lily added.

Mom nodded. “Yes, you do look
absolutely angelic, sweetheart.” She
drew me into her arms to hug me tight. “I
can’t believe you’re all grown up. It
seems like just yesterday you were a
baby in my arms.”

Instead of telling my mother to stop
with the over the top emotions, I just
hugged her back. I knew that after today,
everything would change between us. I
would always be her little girl, but I was



going to be Jake’s wife. Someday in the
future, I would be starting my own
family. “I love you, Mom,” I said, as I
squeezed her.

“I love you, too.” When she pulled
away, she smiled. “No matter what, I’'m
so very happy for you. To love and be
loved 1s one of the greatest miracles in
life. You’re truly blessed.”

I smiled. “I believe [ am.”

After smoothing her hand over her
pale pink suit, she nodded. “Well then, I
think it’s time we got you married.”

Allison appeared with my bouquet.
[ brought the fragrant mixture of pink
roses and white lilies to my nose. The



blush-colored flowers brought out the
deep pink hues of the bridesmaids’
dresses while the stark white lilies were
in memory of Susan, Jake’s mother. Her
favorite flowers had been lilies.

I drew in a deep breath and then
made my way out of the bedroom. Mia
and Lily trailed behind me making sure
my train didn’t get caught. When we got
out onto the porch, I could hear the
strains of the string quartet playing the
pre-ceremony music. Mom hugged me
one last time before she went on to be
escorted to her seat by Eli and Gabe.

Glancing down below me, I saw
my father. At the bottom of the stairs, he
paced around on the landing. Outfitted in



his best suit, he looked so handsome. But
the sadness on his face was palpable,
and my chest caved with pain. I knew he
hadn’t taken the news of my engagement
well, and I guess he had hoped we’d
have an even longer engagement than we
had. I was his only little girl, his baby,
and I imagined he felt like Jake was
stealing me away. At the same time, he
had always treated Jake with love and
respect, and [ was so thankful for that.

The moment he saw me, he forced
a smile to his lips. “There she i1s. The
beautiful bride,” he said.

Clutching my enormous bouquet, I
carefully made my way down the
narrow, stone stairs. When [ finally



reached him, he pulled me into his arms
and gave me a tight squeeze. “You look
absolutely breathtaking, sweetheart.”

“Thank you, Daddy.” I pulled away
to smile at him. “Ready to give me
away?”

He shook his head. “I could never
do that. I may walk you down that aisle
and consent for Jake to marry you, but
I’ll never fully give you away. You’ll
always be my little girl.” His hand came
to his chest. “You’ll forever remain right
in my heart, Abigail.”

“Oh Daddy,” I murmured, as tears
stung my eyes. When I glanced back at
the girls, I expected them to chide me on
crying and potentially wrecking my



makeup. Instead, their eyes were shiny
with tears as well.

“So sweet,” Mia murmured, as she
quickly wiped her eyes. From her
expression, | knew she was thinking of
how hard it was going to be for her own
father at her wedding in a few months.

The wedding coordinator appeared
wearing a headset and carrying a
clipboard. “Okay, I need the flower girl
and ring bearer to line up followed by
the bridesmaids.”

After handing her bouquet to Mia,
Lily bent down to straighten Jude’s shirt
and tie. “You know what to do, right?”

I could tell he was fighting the urge



to roll his eyes at her. “Yes, Mommy. I
walk down the aisle holding the pillow,
and then stand next to Daddy. I’m not a
baby, you know.”

With a smile, Lily patted his chest.
“I know, sweetheart. I just wanted to
check.” She then turned her attention to
Melody. After she fluffed out Melody’s
frilly dress and adjusted her headband,
Lily asked, “And what about you, Miss
Priss? Do you know what to do?”

“Throw the flowers!” she cried
with a grin.

I laughed at her enthusiasm while
Lily shook her head. “No, you’re not
supposed to throw the petals. You need
to gently toss them on the sand. Do it just



like we practiced. Okay?”

Melody bobbed her head, but in my
mind, [ didn’t think she was totally
onboard with the whole “gentle” thing.
Lily rose up to give me a tight smile.
“Don’t worry. I’'ll be right behind her in
case she goes crazy or something.”

“It’11 be fine,” I reassured her.

The wedding coordinator motioned
for Jude and Melody. Just as they started
around the chairs toward the aisle, the
string ensemble started playing Ave
Maria. As Jude and Melody started
down the aisle, Lily followed close
behind them. Then Mia went followed
by Allison, who I had asked to be my
maid of honor. There were friends in my



past I could have asked, but Allison was
about to become my sister-in-law. It felt
like the right thing to do. And regardless
of how Jake felt about his father, he truly
loved his little sister with all his heart.

“Okay, Abby, it’s time.”

Unable to form words, I merely
nodded. My arm trembled slightly as I
slipped 1t through my father’s. “I’ve got
you, sweetheart,” he said, as he smiled
down at me. The quartet changed music,
and the sound of Here Comes the Bride
filled the air. This was really it—the
moment [ became Jake’s wife.

As the crowd rose from their
chairs, I put one barefoot in front of the
other. Craning my neck, I desperately



tried to catch a glimpse of Jake. I could
see Brayden, AJ, and Rhys in their
island casual khaki pants, crisp white,
button-down shirts, and pink vests. But
there was no Jake. Finally, as we curved
around the last row of chairs to start up
the aisle, my eyes met his. The smile that
spread across his lips caused my heart to
still and restart.

I couldn’t remember a time when he
had looked more handsome. His dark
hair was perfectly slicked back. His vest
hugged his muscular frame while his
biceps bulged against the fabric of his
shirt. Even from my place down the
aisle, I could see his deep blue eyes
sparkling in the twilight. 1 couldn’t
believe how lucky I was to be marrying



this gorgeous man. But it wasn’t what he
looked like on the outside that mattered
to me. It was his caring heart and
sensitive soul that made the true
attraction for me.

My mind was on sensory overload
as I tried to take in every detail of my
walk down the aisle. The smiling faces
of friends and family, the gentle breeze
that rippled through my hair, the way the
warm sand squished between my toes,
the sound of the waves crashing against
the shore below us.

When I reached Jake’s side, the sun
had started its descent into the west,
sending an array of reds and oranges
across the deep, blue sky. In the fading



sunlight, thousands of candles and
twinkling lights lit our perfect piece of
heaven on the shore.

Kissing my cheek, my dad then left
my side to take his place at the head of
the altar. He was pulling double duty
giving me away, as well as performing
the ceremony. “Dearly beloved, we’re
gathered here in the sight of God to join
together this man and this woman in the
bonds of holy matrimony...”

I couldn’t help tuning my dad out to
glance over at Jake. I was rewarded
with a pleased grin from him. Leaning
over slightly, he whispered, “Oh Abby,
you look like a dream...like my true
angel.”



Gazing up at him, I mouthed,
“Thank you.”

When my dad cleared his throat,
both Jake and I jumped and then quickly
gave him our full attention. “It’s
normally at this part of the ceremony
when I ask who gives the woman in
marriage. Of course, | already know the
answer to this question.” Smiling at
Jake, my dad said, “Laura, and I, along
with her brothers, proudly and happily
give Abby’s hand to you, Jake.”

“I gladly take it, sir,” Jake replied,
with a grin.

“You know, from the time Abby
was born, Laura and I prayed that God
would send her a companion. Someone



she could spend her life in love with.
Someone to support her in the good
times and bad and be her true soul mate.
Of course, we didn’t expect him to come
in the package of a tattooed rock star.”

Laughter echoed around us. When it
had faded away, my dad’s expression
sobered. “Two years ago when I first
met you, Jake, I don’t think I could have
ever fathomed being in this place today.
I wanted Abby to marry someday—one
day long, long in the future. But our time
isn’t always divine, and I have no doubts
that you two are meant to start your lives
together at this very moment in time.”

“Thank you, sir,” Jake said softly.
Dad nodded at my brothers and



Micah. Jake and I had argued over what
song to have played at the ceremony.
Finally, after months of discussion, we
finally decided on God Bless the Broken
Road. As Micah began singing the
familiar lyrics, Jake took my hands in
his. He squeezed them tight before
giving me a beaming smile. As my
brothers’ voices harmonized, Jake’s
thumbs rubbed circles over the back of
my hand. Not once did he take his eyes
from mine.

When the song faded to a close, my
dad opened his Bible to begin the vows.
“Jake, repeat after me,” he instructed.

Jake nodded and turned his
attention away from my father and back



to me. “I, Jacob Ethan Slater, take you
Abigail Elizabeth Renard to be my
lawfully wedded wife...” As he started
to echo the words my father said, he
blinked back the tears. Considering how
Jake was usually so cocky and so sure of
himself, his wvulnerability broke me
completely.

When it became my turn, I could
barely contain my sobs as | repeated my
vows. I was a shaking, stuttering mess,
but somehow I made it through them.
“Love you,” Jake mouthed with a smile.

“Love youmore,” I replied.

“And now, for the giving and
receiving of rings,” my father said.



I turned to Allison while Jake
turned to AJ. “With this ring, 1 thee
wed,” I murmured as I slid the platinum
band on Jake’s left hand. After Jake slid
mine on, we turned to my dad.

“By the power vested in me by
God’s holy ordinance and the state of
Texas, I now pronounce you husband
and wife.” With a little less bravado, he
glanced at Jake and added, “You may
now kiss the bride.”

A smile curved on Jake’s lips as
his hands came to cup my face. Tenderly
his thumbs stroked my cheeks before he
leaned in to kiss me. While our lips
lingered together, Jake dropped his
hands to then wrap me in his arms. He



squeezed me tight against him. When he
pulled away, tears shimmered in his
eyes. “l love you, Mrs. Slater,” Jake
whispered into my ear.

No matter how many times he said
the words, I simply couldn’t grow tired
of them. I knew I wouldn’t for the rest of
my life. “I love you, too. So, so much,” I
replied.

My father’s booming voice cut us
off. “I’m happy to present Mr. and Mrs.
Jake Slater!”

Applause cut through the air as
everyone rose out of the chairs. The
quartet struck up the Bridal March as |
took my bouquet back from Allison.
With my cheeks stinging from smiling so



broadly, I slipped my arm through
Jake’s, and we started down the aisle as
man and wife. As corny as it sounds, it
felt just like I was walking on air. I
couldn’t remember a time when I had
felt such joy, such love, and such
contentment.
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After an evening filled with dinner and
dancing, I stood on the dock with Abby
as we waved good-bye to the last of our
wedding party. With one arm wrapped
securely around Abby’s waist, she
snuggled tighter against my side. We
watched the lights of the catamaran get
further and further away. Finally, we
were alone. Just us. With an entire
island all to ourselves.



Gazing down at her, I smiled.
“Man, I thought they’d never leave.”

She giggled. “I know. I thought we
were going to just have to go up to the
house and leave them all down here.”

“The sad fact is it’s only midnight.”

Abby’s brows shot up in surprise.
“Seriously? I thought it was at least three

2

am.

I laughed. “No, the last boat for the
shore leaves at midnight. If we hadn’t
got their asses on there, we would have
had a full house for our honeymoon.”

Abby’s nose wrinkled. “That
would have been a nightmare.”



“Anxious to have me all to
yourself, huh?”’

“Mmm, hmm,” she replied before

yawning.
“Are you tired, Mrs. Slater?”

“Just a little,” she admitted
sheepishly.

“I kept you up too late last night.”

She shook her head. “I don’t regret
one moment of that.”

“That’s my girl.” Leaning over, I
cupped my arms beneath her knees and
swept her off her feet.

Her eyes widened. “Jake, what are



you doing?”” she demanded.

“You said you were tired, so I'm
going to carry you back to the house like
a good husband.”

Abby snorted as | started trudging
across the cold, wet sand. “This is really
chivalrous of you, but you’re going to
strain yourself.”

I cut my eyes over to hers. “Are you
insinuating that I’m not manly enough to
carry you across this beach?”

“Come on, Jake. This 1s silly. Put
me down.”

“All right. Fine. But don’t try to say
later on that I never did anything



romantic for you.” With her still in my
arms, | sank to my knees. She squealed
when [ pitched her forward onto the
sand.

“What are—?”

With a shrug, I replied, “You
wanted me to put you down, so I was
just obliging you.”

She glared up at me in the
moonlight. “Now I have a wet and cold
ass, thanks to you.”

“Hmm, we can’t have that now, can
we?” Looming over her, I nudged her
onto her back, which was what I had
planned on when I let her down. “Let me
warm you up.” I leaned in to bring my



lips to hers when someone cleared her
throat above me. Glancing up from
Abby, 1 saw the wedding coordinator
smiling apologetically at me. “Yes?”

“I just wanted to let you know that
everything is ready for you at the house.
It should only be another thirty minutes
for the catering crew to break everything
down. Then you’ll have the island to
yourselves.”

“Thank you.”

With a curt nod, she turned and
started high tailing it away from us.
“Glad she’s gone. Now where were
we?”

“The part where you get off me, so



we can go to the house and have our
well-needed privacy?”

I groaned. “No, not that part. |
wanted the part where I made love to
you in the moonlight with the waves
crashing over us.”

Abby laughed. “That sounds
wonderful, but not when we have a
potential audience. You can take me in a
hundred different ways all over this
beach tomorrow when we’re alone.”

“Damn, is that a promise?”’
“Yes, it 1s.”

“Hmm, okay then.” In a fluid
motion, I rose to my feet and then



extended my hand to her. When she
slipped hers inside mine, I pulled her oft
the sand. Keeping her hand in mine, we
started walking up the beach to the
house.

As we went by the bustling caters,
they kept their heads down and tried to
be invisible to us. “Thank you all, again.
Everything was just wonderful,” Abby
gushed.

A few “You’re Welcomes” were
said while they kept working. “You’re
too sweet for your own good, you know
that?” 1 asked, as we walked up the
stairs.

“It doesn’t hurt to say thank you and
show your gratitude for a good job,”



Abby countered.

“A lot of people wouldn’t. You’ve
never let your stardom or fame go to
your head. It’s just one of the million
things I love about you.”

“I’1l be sure to say thank you for the
amazing orgasms you’re going to give
me tonight,” she said, with a little smirk.

My brows rose as I thought about
her cocky little response. She was
betting on some orgasms, and I sure as
hell intended on giving them to her. “Oh,
you’re going to pay for that one, Miss
Sassy,” I said, reaching out for her. She
squealed and ran ahead of me into the
house. When I caught up with her, |
started to grab her but then stopped. She



stood stock still in the middle of the
living room. With her back to me, she
stared straight ahead. 1 knew she was
taking in the flickering candles and rose
petals that led down the hallway.

Abby glanced over her shoulder at
me, her blue eyes wide with surprise.
“You had them do this?”

I shrugged. “I made a few
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suggestions to their ‘romance package’.

“It’s beautiful,” she murmured, with
a small smile. Gathering up the front of
her dress, she began padding barefoot
down the hallway. With the candlelight
illuminating her golden hair and skin,
she looked just like an angel. My angel
—for now and always. Fuck, how did an



asshole like me ever get so lucky?

I heard her sharp intake of breath
when she entered the master suite at the
end of the hallway. “Oh Jake,” she
whispered. Candles lit the interior of the
room while on top of the bed, red, pink,
and purple rose petals were formed into
a giant heart.

“You don’t think it’s cheesy?” 1
asked tentatively.

“Never.” She turned around to
wrap her arms around me. “The fact that
it came from your heart makes it even
more special.”

“I wanted to make tonight beautiful
for you. I know chicks dig shit like



flowers and candles.”

Abby smiled. “It is wonderful,
Jake, but you’re all I need to make this
night wonderful. You and your love.”

“Mmm, I like hearing you say that,”
I said, before leaning in to kiss her. As
her ready mouth worked against mine, I
knew how hard it was going to be to
reign myself in tonight. But more than
anything, [ was ready to get the show on
the road. When I pulled away, I stared
into her expectant eyes. “Turn around,” I
commanded.

Abby quickly obliged. Her hands
came to sweep up the long stands of her

hair to give me better access to undress
her. When I caught sight of the long row



of fine pearl buttons, I sucked in a harsh
breath of frustration. “Fuck me! Are you
serious?”

She burst out laughing. “It’s just a
zipper, babe.”

“Thank God,” 1 muttered. My
fingers went to the middle of her back to
find the zipper. I tugged it down. Once
the dress bowed open, I leaned forward
to bestow a trail of tender kisses across
the exposed skin of her shoulder blades.
I was rewarded with a dreamy little sigh
from Abby as she arched her back
toward me. After I'd given enough
attention to the soft, creamy skin on her
back and the base of her spine, my hands
then went to the top of the dress to push



it off her shoulders.

All T could see on Abby was a
white, lacy push up bra thing that
extended down her back to her waist. I
could only imagine how perfect she
looked from the front with her tits all
pushed up, just waiting for me to touch
and suck on them. Just the thought sent
my dick pounding against the zipper of
my pants.

I slid the dress off her hips and let
it drop to the floor. Offering my hand, I
helped Abby step out of it. “Mmm,” |
murmured, as she stood before me in
only a lacy, white thong and the bra thing
that sure as hell did thrust her tits up into
my face. A thousand and one different



scenarios entered my head of fucking her
fast and hard until we were a sweaty
mess and she was screaming my name.

“You look like you’re about to
devour me,” she whispered, her cheeks
flushing in the candlelight.

“I want to—I really do. But more
than anything, [ want to make love you as
your husband tonight.”

“Oh, yes,” she g