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   Sophie
 
   I’m still in utter disbelief that Marcus Hunter has asked me to marry him. Never in a million years did I think he would ever want to get married, he claimed he was going to ask me months ago, but I found it hard to believe. It all makes me excited and nervous at the same time. I get butterflies just thinking about it. 
 
   We decided to wait until we got home from our trip to London to do a pregnancy test, and yes it was positive. Ecstatic and petrified would describe how I felt when I found out I was indeed pregnant. This adds a whole new dimension to getting married, let me tell you. Marcus has been absolutely over the moon about it. Who would ever think a man would be that overjoyed at the prospect of bringing a child into this world? Let alone a man like Marcus, the international playboy. Really, it astonishes me each and every single day. Becoming a mother scares the living daylights out of me, the whole childbirth thing freaks me out. How women survive, it’s a wonder. Can you tell I’m scared? I honestly need to get a grip on the reality of it all. 
 
   Marcus is getting ready to move to London again, and I will follow shortly thereafter. I officially gave my notice to Bristol as soon as I returned and Mr. Ward was not one bit surprised. I think he wondered what took me so long; he knew I was dating Marcus Hunter.
 
    
 
   *****
 
   Tonight is the annual Hunter Investments Christmas party. How much has transpired in the last year, it would make any girls head spin. We arrive a little later than the others and immediately head to our table. Tasha is at our table and Christopher and Cassie sit next to us. Lovely, just the person I want to sit next to. Cassie Long and I exchange cool hellos. I still remember her last words to me, “So you think Marcus Hunter, the office player, will marry you?” I suppose she’s eating her words right about now. I catch her glancing at the rock on my finger, proving to her that yes, it’s official, we are indeed engaged to be married. 
 
   “I guess you proved me wrong Sophie. Somehow you were able to get Marcus to propose to you. The question is will you make it down the aisle with him, you have heard of broken engagements? Oh wait, as I recall you have already broken off an engagement before. Hope you aren’t going to become one of those runaway brides,” Cassie says with laughter in her eyes. She really knows how to make my blood boil. Cool, keep it cool Sophie. Don’t let her rattle you. She really goes for the jugular. I don’t understand why, what have I ever done to her?
 
   “All I know is that I’m one lucky girl,” I smile and reach over and rub Marcus’s leg and give him a flirtatious smile. He looks at me and returns a lustful stare. Take that Cassie Long. “He is incredible between the sheets too,” I lean over to her and whisper. She actually blushes and gets flustered.
 
   “So have you guys set a date?” Christopher leans over and asks.
 
   “Not yet, we’re in the process of moving to London. One thing at a time, we are thinking possibly this summer.” Although realistically, I want to have the baby before we have a wedding. I refuse to buy a maternity wedding gown. But no one needs to know about any of this just yet. 
 
   “I can’t believe you two finally got your act together, it was painful to watch you two go back and forth,” Christopher teases.
 
   “I know, it took a painful year to realize we couldn’t live without each other,” I say looking at Cassie and she returns a look of disdain.
 
   “Let’s get some more food,” Marcus suggests.
 
   “Cassie is mean, rude and insensitive,” I huff out, once we’re out of earshot.
 
   “Don’t let her get to you. For some she purposely tries to push your buttons.”
 
   “The reason is standing right next to me,” I quip.
 
   “Look, Cassie has been making a play for me since the day she started. Obviously she wasn’t successful,” he says, trying to reassure me that he is mine.
 
   “Were you ever tempted?” I can’t help asking. She is gorgeous and Christopher seems crazy about her. I’m not sure if the feeling is mutual, she keeps him around, but I can’t help wondering if she’s hoping to hook a bigger fish.
 
   “Don’t ask me those questions. You know I only have eyes for you babe,” Marcus says smoothly, he always says the right thing, my ladies man.
 
   “You always have a smooth response don’t you, Mr. Playboy,” I tease with a smile.
 
   “I love you,” he says softly, squeezing my hand as we approach the dessert table. I have a mean sweet tooth and have been craving sweets even more since I have been pregnant.
 
   “Marcus, Sophie, glad you could join us,” Mrs. Hunter says, coming up behind us. 
 
   “Oh hi Mother, yes we were running a little late tonight,” Marcus replies to his stern mother. She is an ice-cold maven. His father has come around, but Mrs. Hunter eyes me as a gold digger, especially since in addition to announcing our engagement, we announced I was expecting. I know she still wonders if I was trying to trap her precious son. I suppose I can’t blame the woman, she will see in due time that is not what I’m about. I will just need to be patient with her and prove her wrong.
 
   “Good Evening Sophie, you look very elegant tonight.” Mrs. Hunter actually gives me a compliment.
 
   “Thank you, I love that color on you,” I reply pleasantly, in spite of how I feel inside towards this woman who will ultimately be my mother-in-law and grandmother to my child. Mrs. Hunter has on a gorgeous dark red silk dress, which screams couture. She dresses beautifully and is always well coiffed. She seems to be making an effort and I’m more than willing to meet her halfway.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 2
 
    
 
   Sophie
 
   This week Marcus appeared on the cover of Bloomberg Markets as an up and coming hedge fund manager. He looks dashing on the cover and I can’t help feeling this could mean trouble for our relationship. Trouble as in women crawling out of the woodworks, new ones approaching him, trying to get a piece of him. I am constantly wary, as if I’m waiting for the other shoe to drop. In the blink of an eye being Marcus Hunter’s fiancée, his love interest, could be taken away from me. This isn’t like me to be insecure in a relationship and I don’t like it one bit. 
 
   At dinner tonight Marcus told me his phone was ringing off the hook. People he hasn’t heard from since his days at Harvard were calling. He seemed pleased about it, I’m sure being on the cover was a big ego booster, as if he needs his ego boosted any more than it already is. Hope he doesn’t get too big for his britches and too big for little old me. 
 
   It has been a couple of months since we got engaged and we’ve settled into our flat in London. Marcus found a lovely flat with a view of Hyde Park. There is no way I wanted to live in his other flat where he had entertained numerous women. The move was hectic and stressful for me, but we are now settled in and at a good place.
 
   I’ve been having some strange cramping all morning. I better lie down for a while. I hope and pray it’s not the baby. There it goes again, a dull pain almost.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Marcus
 
   Rough day at work fielding calls from various contacts and some people I barely knew congratulating me for making the cover of Bloomberg Markets. I must admit, it was a real feather in my cap, a nod from the industry that I’m more than just lucky sperm. I’ve worked hard at making a name for myself, in my own right. No longer in the shadow of my successful father, I can tell he is proud of me. 
 
   “Hi babe,” I call out, walking into our spacious flat that we call home together. “Sophie where are you?” I call out again and walk towards the bedroom in search of my beautiful fiancée. 
 
   “In here,” she says softly, her voice sounds strained and weak.
 
   “What’s wrong?” I immediately go to her and she’s in bed with the covers drawn up over her. I turn on the bedside lamp and sit down on the bed next to her, she’s been crying.
 
   “I think I lost the baby,” she says dejectedly.
 
   “What happened, why didn’t you call me?”
 
   “It all happened so suddenly.”
 
   “Are you alright, how do you feel?”
 
   “Really tired.” I take her in my arms and she starts to cry. Tears well in my eyes too.
 
   “Shhh, it’s alright,” I try to soothe her, comfort her as well as myself. This is a blow; we were both so excited. “You rest. Is there anything I can get you? Are you hungry or thirsty?”
 
   “Maybe just a glass of water,” she replies meekly.
 
   I walk briskly into the kitchen to get her a glass of water and come back into the bedroom and hand it to her shaking hand. My poor Sophie, it breaks my heart.
 
   “Do you need to see the doctor?”
 
   “I called and they said I could come in tomorrow.”
 
   “I will go with you babe. Let me change and I will come lie down with you.” I walk into our expansive walk in closet and sit on the ottoman in front of the full-length mirror. I take off my tie, strip off my dress shirt and slacks then toss them down in disappointment. 
 
   I crawl in bed with Sophie and just hold her all night long. I feel devastated by our loss. I can’t tell you how thrilled and ecstatic I was when I learned Sophie was carrying our baby. Even surprised the hell out of myself at my excitement. I felt ready to be a Dad, how scary is that? Now it won’t be, at least not in the near future.
 
   We came and went from the doctor’s office and he confirmed that yes she miscarried. He reassured us that this happens and there is no reason why we shouldn’t be able to have a child in the near future.
 
   “I want to set a date for the wedding,” I say, once we get home. Maybe she can distract herself with wedding planning. We need to move forward, I want to marry her as soon as possible. It hasn’t set well with me that we don’t have a date set yet, that was because of the baby. But now that it’s behind us, I want us to look forward to something else, getting married, making us official, make Sophie mine permanently, so she can’t get away from me again.
 
   “Where shall we have the wedding, at home or here in London?” she asks.
 
   “I never thought about having it here in London, I assumed we would have it at home. What would you like? I’m happy to have it wherever you decide.”
 
   “How many people will we have to invite from your side? I was thinking of something small and intimate, not over-the-top. Just something elegant.”
 
   “Knowing my mother, something small is out of the picture.”
 
   “I figured as much, that’s why if we have it in London, less people will probably fly over for it.”
 
   “Good point. Whatever makes you happy, I just want to set a date when you will become my wife,” I say. My comment brings a smile to her face and I take her in my arms. 
 
   “Remember, Christopher is coming to London at the end of the month. Can he stay here with us, or would you prefer I put him up at a hotel?”
 
   “I’m good either way, I’ll let you decide. I do love Christopher, I’m fine with him staying here if you’d like.”
 
   “Alright, I will just have him stay here with us.”
 
   “Is he still with Cassie Long?”
 
   “I believe so.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 4
 
    
 
   Sophie
 
   Christopher arrives and I stay home today to greet him. He is taking a cab over to our flat from Heathrow this afternoon after he lands.
 
   “Hi Christopher, come in,” I say, and greet him with a hug. Christopher is like a brother to me now.
 
   “Hi Sophie, it’s great to see you,” he says, returning the hug and even plants a kiss on my cheek. I show him to our extra bedroom and he puts his suitcase down and freshens up while I wait for him in the kitchen.
 
   “This place is fabulous, but of course I would expect nothing less from Mr. and Mrs. Hunter,” Christopher says, joining me in the kitchen.
 
   “Have a seat, here is a snack and a drink for you,” I say, moving over to the kitchen table to sit across from him.
 
   “You seem happy playing house with Marcus,” Christopher remarks.
 
   “I am, we’re happy. Things are good,” I say reassuringly, although the pregnancy loss still makes me sad at times.
 
   “You look really good, glowing in fact.”
 
   “Why thank you. How are you and Cassie doing?” I can’t help asking. 
 
   “Good, I think.”
 
   “You don’t sound real confident.”
 
   “What’s your take on her? Be honest,” Christopher asks.
 
   “Well, if you want me to be honest, she screams Gold Digger to me.”
 
   “Tell me how you really feel,” he laughs.
 
   “She has made a play for Marcus since day one. I just call it like I see it. She’s not right for you.”
 
   “Hmmm, those words of dating advice sound familiar,” Christopher teases, rubbing his chin and looking off in the distance to make a point.
 
   “Yeah, yeah, I remember. Look where I am today from taking your advice,” I say, grinning back at my friend.
 
   “It actually worked out for you two. I had to eat my words. Maybe you will eat your words about Cassie.”
 
   “Are you serious about her?”
 
   “As serious as I’ve ever been about someone before.”
 
   “Really? You surprise me.”
 
   “Why, didn’t you think I would ever consider settling down?”
 
   “I guess I never thought about it. I always put you one step behind Marcus in the ‘I don’t do love’ department. But I guess there is a time when the right person comes along and sweeps you off your feet so to speak.”
 
   “You’re right on that one.”
 
   “When we least expect it right? When we aren’t even expecting it, it sneaks up on you.”
 
   “Cassie is special you know.”
 
   “She is very pretty,” I reply coolly, I’ll give her that. In her case, looks are deceiving, she is beautiful on the outside, but cold, calculating and mean spirited on the inside, judging by the cutting things she has said to me in the past. 
 
   “Why don’t you like her?” he asks. Should I tell him the truth? 
 
   “She has made cutting remarks to me about my relationship with Marcus,” I venture into dangerous territory. Maybe he should know how mean she can be, and then he can make his own decision.
 
   “Can you be more specific?”
 
   “Stuff like, do I really believe Marcus will marry me, or do I really think I will make it down the aisle with Marcus.”
 
   “Wow, you girls can be brutal to each other.”
 
   “Hey, I have never said anything remotely that rude or callous to another female,” I say in defense.
 
   “I agree with you, those are some pretty catty comments,” he says, looking none to happy about what I just shared about his precious Cassie.
 
   “She definitely has a mean streak, so I would be careful,” I warn. I feel bad telling him, but he should know what she is capable of and to be honest, I sense that she isn’t as into him as he seems to be into her. 
 
   “Warning heard loud and clear,” he says, stretching his legs out.
 
   “How are you feeling, tired from the long flight?”
 
   “Yes, I hate long flights, they kill me.”
 
   “Marcus will be home in a couple of hours and we will have dinner if you last that long,” I laugh.
 
   “I’m going to take a shower and take a short nap, if that’s alright?”
 
   “Go ahead, be my guest. Make yourself at home and let me know if you need anything.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 5
 
    
 
   Marcus
 
   Damn, my girl is sexy.
 
   “How did I get so lucky?”
 
   “I don’t know Mr. Hunter, why don’t you tell me.”
 
   “We’re sickening, aren’t we?”
 
   “I never thought I was capable of loving someone as much as I love you.”
 
   “I feel the same way, Marcus. It scares me sometimes.”
 
   “Sophie, it still amazes me how similar we are when it comes to relationships. Early on I though you were a female version of me.”
 
   “Oh really, I’ve never been a playgirl!”
 
   “Hmmm, the way you bedded me, but kept seeing another guy, I would call that being a playgirl, sweetheart.”
 
   “Would you now,” she says, brushing my lips with hers and rubbing her body up against me.
 
   My little minx is in the mood and who am I to ever deny her a session of hot sex.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The next morning Christopher and I are heading into work, Carlton is driving.
 
    “Hey man, you guys are loud,” Christopher teases.
 
   “Oh yeah, sorry, I was afraid you might hear Sophie. She can be a little minx.”
 
   “You’re a lucky man my friend. You know that, right?” he says.
 
   “That I do my friend, that I do. How’s it going with Cassie?” I ask. 
 
   “I like her, things are going well I think.”
 
   “So what’s with the I think?”
 
   “Sophie told me some cutting remarks Cassie has made to her and they were just mean and catty. To be honest, it turned me off to know she could take a dig at Sophie like that.”
 
   “I’m not sure she’s the girl for you, Christopher.” The way Cassie would come onto me, even right in front of him wasn’t cool. She screams opportunist to me, but how do I tell him that?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 6
 
    
 
   Sophie
 
   Marcus and I are taking Christopher out to see Belgravia Underground tonight so he can experience the London club scene.
 
   I love Belgravia Underground and am excited that I will get to feast my eyes on that Richie Stone. He is amazing on stage, inside I swoon like a groupie, but I play it cool in front of Marcus. I wouldn’t want him getting jealous on me.
 
   We walk into the dark club and Christopher takes in the scene once we settle in at a table up in front, to the side of the stage.
 
   “You’ll love this band, they are fan-freaking-tastic!”
 
   “Wow, they impressed you?” Christopher replies.
 
   “Hi, I remember you,” Julia says, coming up to our table. She is Richie’s girlfriend and she must remember us from the last time we came to see them play. That was almost a year ago. I certainly remember her.
 
   “Hi again, it’s Sophie,” I say, reminding her of my name just in case she forgot.
 
   “Yes, I remember. Hi, Marcus,” she says. She remembers Marcus because he has come to see the band a few times when we weren’t together. Marcus introduces Julia to Christopher.
 
   After we rock out and enjoy the music, the other half of the fun is hanging out backstage afterwards and partying with the band. I can catch up with Julia too. I really liked her the first time we met and could use a friend now that we will be in London for a few months.
 
   While the guys are bonding over drinks, we find a somewhat quiet table where we can chat. 
 
   “So, you are back together with Marcus?” Julia asks me.
 
   “Yes, we are actually engaged now,” I reply beaming.
 
   “Wow, that’s great. Congratulations! I knew you guys were meant to be, I could tell the last time I met you two and saw him with you. It just took you guys awhile to realize it.”
 
   “I know, it was me, I thought someone else was the one I should be marrying. Then I realized my heart was with Marcus,” I say, looking over at him standing afar with Richie and Christopher. Eyeing him from across the room still makes my heart flutter.
 
   “When are you getting married?”
 
   “This summer probably, we haven’t set a date yet.”
 
   “Where are you thinking of having the wedding?”
 
   “I am considering having it here in London. I want something small and intimate. If we have it at home it will turn into some lavish, over-the-top, affair his mother will no doubt orchestrate.”
 
   “Why, is she a handful?” Julia asks.
 
   “You could say that. I call her the ice maven,” I reply and we laugh at my nickname for his mother dearest.
 
   “Do you have any suggestions as to where would be a good place to get married and have a reception? The Savoy is kind of our special place. I was thinking of having the reception there.”
 
   “The Savoy is lovely, it would be a wonderful place. It’s really classy.”
 
   “I believe it would meet the Hunter family’s standard.”
 
   “You have a stunning ring on, are you and Richie engaged now?”
 
   “We are married now!” Julia exclaims.
 
   “You’re kidding me, congratulations! It seems sudden, but I guess it has been almost a year since I last saw you. A lot can happen in a year,” I reply and don’t I know it. I’ve had a roller coaster twelve months myself.
 
   “So what’s been going on in your life since we last met? If I recall correctly, you were set on not being with Marcus. But I knew better from watching you two together,” Julia says with a gleam in her eye.
 
   “Yes, you pegged us right.”
 
   “After I came to visit Marcus, I went back to LA and started seriously dating the husband material boyfriend. He ticked all the boxes, he was loyal, and hunky, successful and he loved me. We got engaged, planned a wedding and then fate intervened,” I divulge all the gory details.
 
   “You mean Marcus intervened?”
 
   “Yes, I ran into him at a money manager convention. We kept trying for one last night together, when I realized I wanted more than just one last night with him. I wanted every night with him,” I say wistfully.
 
   “Awww, that is so romantic. That’s passionate love at it’s finest.”
 
   “I know, I came to my senses and called off my engagement. Marcus has made me the happiest woman, although I still can’t help but feel like it’s all too good to be true,” I admit.
 
   “I know that feeling, I used to battle it too. The whole idea of marriage used to sound so final to me, I wasn’t sure it was something I wanted to do. But when you meet the right person, the one that makes your heart flutter, then marriage doesn’t sound scary anymore. It becomes something you want because you want to be with that person forever.”
 
   “Exactly,” I say in agreement.
 
   “Are you working at Hunter Investments now that you live in London?”
 
   “I will resume work next week. I have just been settling in the last couple of weeks,” I reply. My thoughts return to losing the baby and it fills me with sadness. I try and remind myself that it will happen for us. I wasn’t sure I wanted kids, but once I found out I was pregnant and after I got over the shock of it, I started to want the baby very much. Plus seeing Marcus so excited warmed my heart. 
 
   “What’s wrong, Sophie?” Julia asks.
 
   “Oh nothing.”
 
   “You looked far off there for a minute.”
 
   The guys come and join us. Marcus plants a kiss on my lips and wraps his arms around me. I can’t get over how affectionate he is in public.
 
   A long, dark haired beauty approaches Julia and says hello.
 
   “Hi Bethany. I want you to meet Sophie and this is Marcus, her fiancée. This is their friend Christopher.” Julia introduces us to Bethany who is Johnny Price’s girlfriend. Johnny is the bassist for Belgravia Underground. Bethany’s roommate Vanessa is with her and we all exchange hellos.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 7
 
    
 
   Marcus
 
   Tonight we hit the club where Belgravia Underground is playing.
 
   We head backstage afterwards and hang with Richie and the boys in the band for a while then go to check on Sophie. We find her talking with Julia and some of her friends. 
 
   Introductions are made. One of Julia’s friends named Vanessa is a very attractive blonde. She is totally my man Christopher’s type. Let’s see if I’m right.
 
   “Hey beautiful,” I say, approaching Sophie.
 
   “Hi Marcus,” she says, giving me a kiss on the lips as I wrap my arms around her.
 
   “Fifty bucks says Christopher will like this girl Vanessa,” I whisper in Sophie’s ear. “She looks his type don’t you think?”
 
   “Oh my God, I was thinking the same thing. Like minds think alike,” my girl says as we laugh.
 
   Sure enough, Christopher sidles up next to her and is turning on his charm. She seems to be enjoying the attention as she smiles and laughs at his jokes. That’s always a good sign. 
 
   “I would like to see him end it with that Cassie Long, she’s bad news,” I tell Sophie.
 
   “You know how I loathe her. She’s not right for him, she’s a gold digger,” Sophie says in her direct way. 
 
   I know she hated the way Cassie would come onto me and try to belittle our relationship. Can’t say I blame Sophie for disliking the girl. It’s getting late and we decide to call it a night. But not before we see Christopher getting Vanessa’s phone number.
 
   “So, did you score a number?”
 
   “Of course I did, the girl is gorgeous. I want to take her out tomorrow night. Any suggestions where I should take her?”
 
   “Let me think about it,” Sophie says with a twinkle in her eye. She will make sure it’s someplace romantic. “I know, dinner at a Gordon Ramsey restaurant and then take her to the London Eye at night, it’s so beautiful and romantic to see London lit up at night,” Sophie gushes adorably.
 
   “Do you want to go solo or double?” I ask Christopher.
 
   “Maybe solo.”
 
   “Alright, suit yourself. She seemed really nice. English girls are sweeter that American girls,” Sophie says. I have to agree with her, but I don’t dare say a single word. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 8
 
    
 
   Sophie
 
   Marcus is in the wedding of a good friend of his from college, Kyle Townsend, from Harvard. The wedding is in Hawaii next weekend.
 
   I have mixed emotions about going to Hawaii with Marcus. Guilt clouds my mind, that’s where John proposed to me. I think about John now and then and wonder how he is doing. I know I broke his heart; it’s not something I’m proud of. It plagues me on my bad days, whenever I am filled with self-doubt about Marcus and I making it for the long haul. 
 
   We will be visiting the Island of Oahu, the wedding will be at the Kahala Resort and it’s where we are staying. 
 
   This evening we are gathering for the wedding rehearsal and dinner. It’s a gorgeous setting. The ceremony will be right on the water. I feel the cool breeze on my face and watch the breath-taking sunset.
 
   There’s a girl in the wedding party, and I don’t like the way she looks at him. A girl from his days at Harvard, no doubt. They’ve probably slept together, judging by the way she looks at him. She came hoping to rekindle whatever they once had would be my guess from my over active imagination. I can become such the jealous lover now days. I always imagine other women are eyeing my Marcus. Unfortunately, it’s more than just my imagination, it’s usually true. 
 
   Of all things, this girl is his partner down the aisle, lovely. She looks thrilled to be on his arm, it bother’s me to no end. 
 
   After the rehearsal, the wedding party and out of town guest head into the restaurant in the hotel for dinner. As we are getting seated Marcus introduces us.
 
   “Krista, this is my fiancée, Sophie Shawn,” Marcus says by way of introduction.
 
   “Unbelievable. I never thought I would see the day when Marcus Hunter settles down,” she says with laughter in her eyes.
 
   “No one was more surprised than I when he proposed,” I say right back at her. Her comment irritates be beyond belief, but I try and play it off. I refuse to let this girl, mock me or mock us. 
 
   Marcus wraps his arm around me. He can tell I’m getting heated as I give her an icy smile. She has the nerve to eye me from head to toe and then lets out a small awkward laugh.
 
   “Yes, well, lets take our seats, shall we?” Marcus says, trying to ease the tension and moves me towards the other end of the long table. He doesn’t want us sitting near Krista. “Easy girl,” he whispers into my ear.
 
   Dinner was delicious and we sat near the bride and groom and ended up having a good time, in spite of Krista Fairbanks comment.
 
   I ask him about her later when we are back in our ocean view suite, and sitting on our lanai, enjoying a nightcap.
 
   “Who does she think she is? Who was she to you?” I ask, letting my insecurities get the best of me.
 
    “Krista Fairbanks? I love seeing you jealous,” Marcus says with a devilish grin, trying to make light of my jealousy.
 
   “Don’t make me even madder. Was she at Harvard with you?”
 
   “Yes,” he replies, as his eyes shift down to his glass of scotch.
 
   “Who was she to you?”
 
   “Why do you ask?”
 
   “I could tell there was something between you two, she was thrilled to be on your arm.”
 
   “Krista and I were a lifetime ago. It was nothing.”
 
   “I see she is still single. Nothing to you, I’m sure. What about her?”
 
   “Why does it even matter? I’m marrying you, sweetheart,” he says, nuzzling into my neck and pulling me in closer. I know he’s right, but tell that to my heart.
 
   “Look we dated briefly when we were at Harvard. End of story.”
 
   “Then why does she act so possessive of you, like she still knows you so intimately. When was the last time you saw her?” I ask.
 
   He doesn’t answer me for what feels like an eternity. 
 
   “She came to London for business and looked me up when I was alone and we weren’t together,” he finally admits, adding the we weren’t together for good measure.
 
   “Oh I see. So you have seen her fairly recently, within the last year?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   This doesn’t sit well with me. My stomach is in knots and I can sense my pulse picking up, and my heart sinks to my knees. I just sit there and stare out at the ocean in the darkness, and watch the palm trees sway with the wind.
 
   “Sophie, you have no reason to be jealous. All those women are history, I only want you.” 
 
   I don’t have anything to say, as I sit here and wallow in self-pity, paying the price for being with a player. My thoughts are obsessing over Marcus’s womanizing past and it’s eating at me. Will he really manage to stay faithful to me for as long as we both shall live?  Especially someone like him who is so used to ‘variety’. I know I never felt these emotions when I was with John.
 
   “Sophie, what are you thinking?” he asks and I don’t answer him.
 
   “Tell me,” he commands softly.
 
   Do I tell him, should I tell him?
 
   “Marcus, how can someone like you, who has grown so accustomed to ‘variety’, really promise to be faithful until death do us part?” Heck, those words even scare me, now that I have said them out loud. “Forget I even asked.”
 
   We both get quiet and gaze at the stars in a deafening silence.
 
   “Sophie, look at me?” he says, turning my chin towards him, forcing me to look him in the eyes.
 
   “I love you and I want you to be my wife. We’ve been through so much to finally be together,” he pleads softly.
 
   I look at my handsome man, his eyes filled with what I believe to be sincerity, what I hope to be sincerity. I know in my heart I am still taking a huge chance with him. 
 
   “Sometimes, I’m still afraid to love you too much,” I whisper.
 
   He moves to kiss me tenderly.
 
   “Just know that I love you with all of my heart and only you,” he murmurs into my ear seductively. I’m addicted to his kisses; they still make my pulse race and my heart flutter. 
 
   “Let’s go to bed,” he whispers as he pulls away and stands up, taking my hand in his and leading us back into the room.
 
   We leave the lanai doors wide open as the tropical breeze blows into our room filled with moonlight. We stop at the foot of the bed and he slides the straps of my dress down and it pools on the floor. I don’t have a bra on and he cups them gently in the palms of his hands, dipping down to take a nipple in his mouth as he gazes at me with the most seductive look on his face I moan out as my sex clenches in anticipation of his loving me. 
 
   He pulls his shirt over his head and drops his shorts onto the floor and I feast my eyes on my sexy man. I slide my hands into the waistband of his briefs and tug them off. He springs forth, hard and ready for me. I drop to my knees before him, and look up at him, returning the seductive gaze he gave me earlier as I take him between my lips.
 
   “God, you kill me babe,” he murmurs, looking down at me. I love the taste of him.
 
   “Mmmmmm,” I moan, sending vibrations along his shaft.
 
   “Yeah, babe. I love you on your knees,” he says like the naughty boy he is.
 
   We move to the bed and I sprawl out for him, I want him to take me hard tonight, but he seems tenderer tonight.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 9
 
    
 
   Marcus
 
   “Nothing worth having comes easy. What scares us challenges us, what frightens us strengthens us. That’s what our love is to me. Worth having, challenging us and strengthening our bond each and every single day.”
 
   “When did you develop such a philosophical view on love?” I ask, enjoying this sensitive and caring side of Marcus.
 
   “The day I came home to find out you lost the baby, it brought me even closer to you. It’s a loss and a challenge we share together and made me love you even more. I know in my heart nothing would make me happier than to make babies with you, that’s how I know this is forever for me. Like I told you before, way back when we were just dating, I have never felt this close to a woman before, let a woman hold my heart in the palm of her hand. But I let you hold my heart every day,” I say, taking her tiny delicate hand in mine and place it gently on my bare chest. I need to convince her and reassure her, quiet those doubts that are obviously still floating around in her head and in her heart. Those doubts have been with her since day one. I had to put up a fight at every turn for her love since day one, because I knew after the first night with her that there was something different about her and about us, together. 
 
   I literally did feel the earth move that first night. 
 
   I have to admit, I was slowly falling for Sophie, even before I got her into bed and had my way with her.
 
   She intrigued me with her intelligence, wicked wit and killer business instinct. Then add that sweet and sassy personality of hers and I became immensely turned on by her. I would fantasize about her in the office. 
 
   She may not scream sexy siren outwardly. But she has class, a sense of sophistication about her and is extremely sensual, especially when the bedroom door closes. I have to brace myself for what she has in store for me. She completely satisfies me in every possible way.
 
   “Hey, I really like Lauren. You did well for yourself man,” I say to Kyle as we walk ahead of the group.
 
   “Thanks, same with you. I like Sophie. Looks like you have met your match with her.”
 
   “I know, right? She completes me.”
 
   “We are two whipped guys aren’t we?”
 
   “Never thought I’d see the day when you would settle down,” I say with a grin.
 
   “Same with you Marcus. I thought you would be a confirmed bachelor.”
 
   “I know, I thought I would be too. But Sophie, what can I say. She does it all for me,” I reply.
 
   “I bet she does,” Kyle laughs.
 
   “Tread lightly there, we’re talking about my future wife.”
 
   “Hey, Krista keeps circling around.”
 
   “I know. She was hoping to rekindle the flame. Especially after you two hooked up again in London last year,” Kyle says a little too loudly. I glance over at Sophie and she’s talking with Lauren. 
 
   “Keep it down. Sophie asked about her and got a little jealous.”
 
   “For good reason. You were pretty into her at one time if I recall.”
 
   “Yeah, I know. But that’s ancient history my friend. Let’s keep it that way. I have worked long and hard to get to where I am with Sophie and I don’t intend to blow it.” 
 
   Talking about Krista and I makes me uncomfortable, plus I don’t want to get Sophie started again.
 
   Krista Fairbanks is part of the reason why I swore off relationships, off attachment, and off love. We were embroiled in a passionate love affair our sophomore year at Harvard. I thought the sun rose and set around her. She represented everything that was perfect to me. But some other guy came along and stole her away from me. She dropped me so fast, my head spun. After that I swore I would never let a girl get that close to my heart again.
 
   Fast forward ten years later and I meet Sophie Shawn. Normally, I wouldn’t give a girl like Sophie the time of day; I had learned my lesson about dipping into the office pool. Day in and day out, I grew to admire Sophie. I had come to genuinely love and respect the ball-busting Sophie Shawn. She was my equal in so many ways and really kept me on my toes. The fact that she didn’t press me for anything more than friends with benefits, made her a challenge I could not pass on. She had me wrapped around her finger from day one without even trying. She acted like she couldn’t care less if our arrangement continued or not. The thrill of the chase was it for me. 
 
   The time Krista and I spent reuniting in London was good, she was a nice physical distraction for a while, but my heart was still with Sophie. Krista had now become the one who wanted more. Her love life hadn’t turned out like she had planned for herself and she was hoping to rekindle the flame with me. At thirty-one, she wasn’t married with 2 kids and the white picket fence like I’m sure she had imagined she would be by now. Who could feel sorry for her, certainly not me?
 
    
 
   The rest of the wedding party catches up with Kyle and I and we are all about to sit down to dine. 
 
   I look over at my Sophie, laughing with Lauren about something. She looks radiant in a Hawaiian print sundress she bought earlier today. She is breathtaking in its vibrant colors. Her eyes meet mine from across the room and she offers me a small smile. Oh how I have fallen in love this girl, hook, line and sinker. All she had to do was reel me in. I walk up to her and wrap my arms around her waist and pull her into me and press my lips to her softly.
 
   “Where are we sitting?” she asks, looking up at me with those exotic almond eyes of hers.
 
   “Let’s sit at the end near Lauren and Kyle.” We take our seats.
 
   “You could pass for one of the island girls,” I tease Sophie.
 
   “Really? I think some of them are so beautiful.”
 
   “You’re just as beautiful. I love you,” I say smoothly. She looks contented until her eyes scan down the table and see Krista staring daggers at her.
 
   “What is her problem? I know there is something more that you’re not telling me,” Sophie says accusingly.
 
   “Babe, don’t let her get you.” 
 
   Sophie says nothing more while she peruses the menu. 
 
   Krista is not making this easy for me. Actually, she is going out of her way to make it rough for me. She is purposely trying to make Sophie jealous, or drive a wedge between us. I’m going to have to tell her in no uncertain terms that we are through and to knock it off.
 
   I excuse myself to go to the gent’s room. 
 
   When I come out, Krista is lying in wait for me in the corridor.
 
   “Marcus, you can’t tell me little Sophie is satisfying all of your needs like I can,” Krista says seductively, rubbing her hand up and down my thigh. 
 
   “Krista, stop,” I say, grabbing her hand.
 
   “Don’t be such a prude Marcus, it doesn’t suit you.”
 
   “What is up with you Krista? We’re done, through, finito. I am marrying Sophie. I told you that the last time we spoke on the phone.”
 
   “I still find it hard to believe you’re actually settling down,” she says, leaning into me. 
 
   Just then Sophie walks by us on the way to the Ladies room and she is seething.
 
   “Don’t let me interrupt you two. You really should get a room,” Sophie spats out at us and walks into the Ladies room.
 
   Fuck.
 
   “Krista, stay away from me,” I growl, extricating myself from her and heading back to the table. 
 
   I’m going to have to explain myself out of this one tonight and it’s not going to be easy. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 10
 
    
 
   Sophie
 
   Jealousy isn’t an emotion I usual do. I don’t like the way it makes me feel, out of control with my feelings. I like to be calm, cool and collected, but I do have a hard time keeping it together when it comes to Marcus and his endless string of other women.
 
   I should’ve known better than to go for and settle down with a player.
 
   Caught him in a somewhat compromising situation earlier tonight. 
 
   I saw them in the corridor and I could’ve turned around and high tailed it out of there. But I had to use the ladies room and I wasn’t going to let them stop me.
 
   Plus, I wanted him to know I caught him getting cozy with her again. Made me sick. He is sleeping in his own room tonight, that much I know.
 
   When I return to our table, I give him a cool stare as I take my seat next to him.
 
   “Sophie, it wasn’t what you think. She was coming onto me.”
 
   “I’m sure.”
 
   “It’s true.”
 
   “I know how irresistible you are Mr. Hunter, I believe you. However, you are sleeping alone tonight.”
 
   “Babe, don’t be like that,” Marcus says, as he wraps his arm around me and kisses me on the cheek. 
 
   I glance in Krista’s direction and she’s staring at us with a scowl on her pretty little face. Girl looks like a freaking model, which bothers me even more. A tall, model thin blonde, Gisele Bundchen comes to mind.  
 
   Marcus’s scent makes me tingle between my thighs, as difficult as I want to make it for him tonight, I may not be able to resist my intoxicating fiancée. 
 
   “If you let Krista make you angry than she’s winning. Don’t let someone like her win.”
 
   “Love your psychology, you clever, clever man. But it’s not going to work on me,” I reply.
 
   “Let’s go for a walk along the beach tonight,” Marcus suggests as he stands and reaches for my hand. I can’t be rude in front of everyone so I place my hand is his and stand up. 
 
   “We’re going to call it a night, we’ll see you bright and early,” Marcus says to Kyle and we all say our goodnights.
 
   We stroll through the lobby and hear the piano playing, on our way out the double doors to the lagoon where the dolphins swim.
 
   It’s a beautiful night, warm with a tropical breeze blowing. You can see the stars and the swaying palm trees rustle from the wind.
 
   “Sophie, do you know how much I love you?” Marcus says, pulling my hand up to his lips.
 
   “Sometimes I’m uncertain about it all,” I say, giving him my most honest answer. 
 
   “What, uncertain about us?” Marcus says, stopping in his tracks and looking straight at me. 
 
   “Look, if you want to be with Krista again or have any doubts about our future together, I would appreciate you speaking up now rather than later. I’m a big girl, I can take it.”
 
   “I don’t have a single doubt in my mind about spending the rest of my life with you.”
 
   “Are you sure?” I whisper, hearing the vulnerability in my voice bothers me. Marcus has me wrapped around his finger, but I don’t want him to know that, although he probably does.
 
   “Let’s go up to our room and I will show you how sure I am.”
 
   “I told you that you are sleeping alone tonight. Didn’t I make myself clear earlier?” I try to say as firmly as I can. 
 
   “I’m going to wear down your defenses,” he breathes close to my ear, his warm breath enticing me, as his hand gently cups my breast through my thin silky dress. He lightly brushes his thumb over my hardening nipple.
 
   He grazes his lips against mine, as if teasing me.
 
   “Don’t you want me?” He knows I always want him. The animal magnetism between us is so strong; I’ve never been able to fight it.
 
   My hand grabs his crotch and sure enough he’s ready for me.
 
   “Make love to me on the beach,” I murmur.
 
   “Are you serious?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “I never took you for an exhibitionist.”
 
   “It’s perfect here, it’s secluded and dark over there in the alcove where the beach ends. Come on,” I say, tugging at his hand. I start laughing at Marcus’s shocked expression. What is it about Marcus that has me losing all of my inhibitions with him? He brings out the sexy minx in me, although he too can be such an animal in the bedroom. 
 
   “Do you really want to get sand all over your body? I thought you were a bed sex kind of girl. I love making love to you in our suite, with the lanai doors wide open, it’s almost like we are outside with the breeze blowing on our heated skin,” Marcus says, trying to talk me out of being an exhibitionist.
 
   As we near the alcove, someone else has already beaten us there. 
 
   “It looks like Kyle and Lauren beats us here,” I giggle.
 
   “Come on, let’s leave before they see us. I want to take you to our suite and ravish you sweetheart,” Marcus says.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The lanai doors are wide open and the warm summer trade winds are blowing into our room. I’m riding Marcus hard and my nipples are pert from the cool breeze caressing them. Marcus is gazing up at me as he cups each one in his rough hand. I sit upright; I want him in as deep as he will go. I grind my swollen bud onto him, enjoying the sweet bliss I’m feeling between my legs and it vibrates through my entire being.
 
   “Ah, yes, ah, yes,” I moan, rocking back and forth along his manhood. Then I do my bounce move, which really turns my man on every time. He groans loudly. I love knowing I’m the one that incites that low groan from Marcus Hunter. 
 
   He grips a cheek in each palm, and pulls me hard onto him.
 
   “God, Sophie you feel amazing wrapped around my shaft and rocking us into ecstasy.”
 
   “Yeah, you like it big boy?” I ask seductively, letting my long hair tickle his chiseled abs.
 
   “You know I do,” he says, abruptly turning me over so he can piston into me hard. He loves to bang me hard, show me whose boss. He has his Alpha Male moments in the bedroom and who am I to object? I love it any way he will give it to me. Sometimes he will give me a playful slap and tickle. Bring it on baby.
 
   “Hey, you weren’t supposed to sleep in my bed with me tonight,” I say.
 
   “Who said anything about sleep?” Marcus growls. We are so close to losing it.
 
   After our lovemaking, which was amazing by the way. I can’t help but speak my mind, you know me. “Marcus, if you have any doubt in your mind, if you still have any feelings for this girl Krista, speak now. I would be cool with it. I would only want you walking to the altar with me if you’re 100 percent sure, I’m a big girl, I can take it. I see the way she looks at you. There was obviously something between you two at one time.”
 
   Marcus doesn’t say a word for the longest time. As if he’s thinking about it and I wait with baited breathe. Will he do to me what I did to John? Karma may be rearing its ugly head. I would deserve it if he did.
 
   “Sophie, sweetheart,” he starts to say. Oh no, here it comes. I close my eyes shut, bracing myself. 
 
   “Open your eyes, babe.”
 
   I look deep into his penetrating eyes and my heart still skips a beat, that’s how much I love him.
 
   “Babe, I thought long and hard before I asked you to marry me. I know deep in my heart that I want forever with you. There isn’t a single doubt in my mind. Now what about you? That’s the big question. You don’t think I worry about it. Why do you think I’m pressing for the wedding as soon as possible? You’re the one I worry about bolting, you’ve done it once before. I know how skittish you can be about love and relationships. Some might say I’m the one taking a chance on you.”
 
   I let his words sink in. I never looked at it that way, in my heart I’ve always felt like I was the one taking a chance on the player. I suppose I see his point, as much as his words sting, he’s right about me. He’s always been right about me. He seems to know me so well because we’re so similar.
 
   “I never thought of it that way, but I suppose you’re right. I’ve just always thought I was the one taking a chance on the player,” I say, as I trace a finger along his luscious and kissable lips.
 
   “I love you, Sophie,” Marcus murmurs as I watch those words roll off his lips.
 
   “I love you too.” I can’t believe how easily I can say those words now. It took me a lifetime to say them and mean them once I followed my heart back to Marcus. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 11
 
    
 
   Marcus
 
   The wedding goes off without a hitch. Lauren and Kyle are pronounced man and wife, he kisses the bride and the bridal party files out behind them down the aisle. I meet eyes with Krista and offer her my arm to escort her down the aisle together. It’s an awkward walk as our past together flashes through my mind. There might have been a fleeting moment in our long history together where the thought of us being together forever did cross my young and stupid mind.
 
   As we walk down the aisle arm and arm together, my eyes meet Sophie’s gorgeous eyes. I feel a little sheepish because of what I was just thinking about Krista and I. 
 
   I offer Sophie a smile and she doesn’t smile back, but turns away. Clearly she’s not happy with me. Could she have read my thoughts?
 
   Krista laughs and flirts with me and hasn’t let go of my arm as I see Sophie heading towards us, then she turns on her heel and walks the other way, back towards the hotel lobby. Where is she going?
 
   “Sophie,” I call out to her. “Excuse me,” I say to Krista, extricating her from my arm. 
 
   “Pictures Marcus, you can’t leave,” Krista pleads.
 
   “I’ll be back in five,” I reply, walking briskly to the elevators. 
 
   Sophie’s gone by the time I get there. I press the going up button, anxious to get to her and calm her down. I get to our room and slide the card key into the slot and walk in to our suite.
 
   “Sophie,” I call out as I walk through the sitting room and into the bedroom. I find her sitting on the bed, and she just looks at me with a blank look on her face. 
 
   “Why did you leave? The reception is starting soon,” I ask, as I sit down next to her on the bed. She looks down at her hands.
 
   “Babe, look at me. What’s wrong?” She doesn’t say anything, so I cup her face in my hand and turn her towards me.
 
   “I don’t like seeing you together. I can’t stand watching her fawn over you and you don’t seem to mind either. You make a lovely couple, you look like Ken and Barbie,” she says with sarcasm in her voice. 
 
   “Sophie, please, she means nothing to me.”
 
   “How many times have I heard that line from you? It seems many of your past ladyloves meant nothing to you. Do you even have a heart? Or is all this just a smoke screen, are you faking that you care about me too? Like all of these past women, at some point down the road will you say I meant nothing to you?” Sophie spats out at me, in her version of a jealous rage.
 
   “Sophie, sweetheart. You are the only girl I have ever been so in love with as to propose to. I want you for my wife, doesn’t that say it all to you?”
 
   My phone starts ringing in my pocket, it’s Kyle, and he needs me downstairs for pictures.
 
   “I need to go, freshen up and come down. Will you?” I ask, leaning in for a kiss and she pulls away. “Come down in half an hour, please?”
 
   “For Kyle and Lauren I will come down, but not for you.”
 
   It’s kind of cute to see Sophie jealous. It shows me she cares about me and about us, which is always a relief to me, considering our more than rocky start.
 
   “Krista, you have to knock it off,” I say firmly, once I get back downstairs and join the bridal party on the beach for wedding photos.
 
   “Knock what off?” she asks, with a flirtatious lilt to her feminine voice.
 
   “Stop coming onto me and flirting with me. I am one hundred percent in love with Sophie and we’re getting married before she gets away. I’m not going to let you ruin what we have. I’ve worked so hard to get her right where I want her and I’m not going to let you win. Not this time, not ever again.”
 
   Krista is actually left speechless. She doesn’t say a word for the longest time.
 
   “Marcus, I’m still in love with you,” she breathes out softly, for my ears only. You could knock me over with a feather. She never would admit she even loved me the first time around and now she’s telling me she “still” loves me.
 
   “Still, I never knew that you ever loved me,” I reply in shock.
 
   “I realized it the last time we reconnected in London a few months ago. I have always loved you, Marcus.”
 
   “You sure didn’t seem to way back in college, you dropped me pretty quickly once that other guy came around. You didn’t give me or what we had together a second thought, so it would seem.”
 
   “I was young and naïve back then, a young girl who followed her every whim,” she tries to defend herself.
 
   “So are you saying you’ve grown up now?”
 
   “Yes, don’t you think so?” she asks, pressing her whole body against mine. I look around in a panic hoping Sophie can’t see us.
 
   “Krista, I told you to give up. I’m spoken for now, and happy about it.”
 
   “Here comes your future bride now,” Krista says and I pull away from her quickly. Maybe too quickly, I hope it didn’t look obvious.
 
   I glance over at Sophie and judging by the look on her face she did see us. I’m in trouble again. Damn Krista, why does she have to drop this bomb on me and claim she still loves me? It’s total bullshit. If I recall correctly, when I told her I loved her back in college, she almost laughed in my face. I never said it again, although I felt it in my heart.
 
   We are finally done with pictures and I head over to the open bar, and Krista is stuck to me like glue. I need a drink, and I have got to shake her. After I get my cocktail, my eyes scan the reception area looking for Sophie. I finally spot her in the crowd and she’s smiling. Whew, that’s a good sign. I walk over towards her and I see that she is talking to a tall, dark and handsome stranger. Who is this guy?
 
   I walk right up to her and wrap my arm around her possessively. “Hi babe,” I say, pulling her into me.
 
   “Oh Marcus, this is Jordan, he works with Kyle in Los Angeles,” Sophie says, introducing me to Mr. tall, dark and handsome. I eye the guy from head to toe before I say it’s nice to meet him.
 
   “So, you know Kyle from Harvard?” Jordan asks.
 
   “Yes, we were roommates freshman year and have been close friends ever since,” I reply.
 
   “Can you introduce me to that beautiful blonde you escorted down the aisle?” Jordan asks boldly. The guys got good taste. First he sidles up to my Sophie, now he wants to try his luck with Krista. Be my guest, be my guest. Take her off my hands, please distract her, I feel like saying out loud. I glance at Sophie and she gives me an encouraging smile.
 
   “Be happy to, follow me,” I say. I take Sophie’s hand in mine and we go in search of Krista. We find her standing by the bar, flirting with the bartender of all people. She lights up when she see’s me approaching.
 
   “Krista, I want you to meet Jordan, he works with Kyle,” I say by way of introduction. The ball is in your court now Jordan.
 
   “Hi Krista, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” Jordan says smoothly.
 
   “Oh, the pleasure is all mine,” Krista says flirtatiously. 
 
   “If you will excuse us,” I say to them, and Sophie and I walk away in search of the table we are sitting at for dinner.
 
   “Lucky you. Jordan should be a nice distraction for Krista,” Sophie says.
 
   “Why, do you think Jordan is good-looking?” I feel a pang of jealousy.
 
   “What do you think?” she questions.
 
   “That you only have eyes for me,” I say.
 
   “True,” she says sweetly.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 12
 
    
 
   Sophie
 
   We’re back in London, exhausted from our trip to Hawaii. For me, it was both physically as well as emotionally draining.
 
   Seeing Marcus with an old flame, who obviously was still in love with him, was difficult to stomach. Especially when she was so drop dead gorgeous, it brought all my insecurities to the surface. I just need to remind myself that beauty is only skin deep right?
 
   We crawl into bed tonight, and it’s still nagging at me. What was it between Marcus and Krista anyway?
 
   “Marcus, tell me, was Krista all that in college?”
 
   “Sophie, that time in my life was closed years ago. I won’t discuss it,” he says. “You are the love of my life.”
 
   “Yeah, yeah, tell me more,” I tease.
 
   “I realized a long time ago that I actually started falling for you even before we ever slept together. That’s what made all of this so different for me, different in a good way. It’s one of the reasons why I’m so in love with you. I took the time to get to know you first. I was intrigued by you from the beginning. Of course your beauty and hot body drew my attention first, but the more I got to know you, your whole package sucked me in. Do you remember how many hours we worked together, late into the night sometimes. I saw how you performed under pressure and you were resilient, yet kept your sassy, ball busting charm.”
 
   “You found my sass charming?”
 
   “I did, I love your wicked sense of humor too. In the beginning I couldn’t believe the stuff that would come out of that pretty little mouth of yours. On the outside you look so classy, sophisticated and professional. But boy you really surprised me our first night together between the sheets, sweetheart.”
 
   I let out my throaty and seductive bedroom laugh.
 
   “Touch me, feel what your naughty laugh does to me,” Marcus says huskily, taking my hand a pressing it along his steely shaft. “I fell for you hook, line and sinker, and I’m never letting you go.”
 
   His well-chosen words reel me back in and reassure me that he does love me, all of me. I squeeze his rigid manhood as his lips press urgently to mine as I deepen this delicious kiss from the man of my dreams.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   My Mom is less than enthusiastic about my pending nuptials with Marcus. In spite of the fact that he is the love of my life, she can’t get past me not marrying John. 
 
   She absolutely adored John. He was perfect for me, or so she believed. But we know when it comes to affairs of the heart, no one knows better than the person going through it. Yes, John looked good on paper, heck he looked great in person as well. Unfortunately, for my mother, my heart felt differently. It was Marcus all along, as hard as I tried to fight it. 
 
   I need to go shopping for another wedding dress soon. My mom and I went together the last time, so I don’t dare ask her to do it again. Makes me sad that she won’t be here today, but at this point I will just be happy to get her to fly all the way over to London for the wedding. She doesn’t like airplane travel. I can tell when I do talk to her on the phone that she thinks I am making a mistake marrying Marcus. Knowing this makes me feel beyond terrible inside, because I know usually mothers know what’s best for their children. She thinks his name, his money and his slick charm swayed me. In the back of my mind I know mothers are usually right, but I brush the fleeting thoughts away and remember how much I love him, and how much he loves me. Doesn’t love conquer all?
 
   I asked Julia Robbins to go shopping for a dress with me today. Since she is a new bride, and did this recently I thought she would steer me in the right direction.
 
   “You are going to love this shop. They have got all of the latest designs in wedding couture. It’s where I found my dress, so of course I’m partial. I took the liberty of making you an appointment with my salesgirl at 11:00,” Julia says as we  walk down Bond Street, making our way to Just Say I Do.
 
   “Perfect, thanks so much for coming with me today,” I reply.
 
   We walk by the gorgeous storefront window, which displays mannequins wearing the most amazing wedding dresses. Once we walk in, we are greeted by a classy older woman, who says to feel free to browse while she let’s our salesperson know we have arrived.
 
   “What do you have in mind?” Julia asks, as we roam the displays of dresses.
 
   I know in my mind I have to get something totally different then what I picked out for my wedding to John. God, as I look through the dresses, it feels strange. I feel a strong sense of guilt, remorse and sadness when I think about John. How I practically left him at the altar. 
 
   “What’s wrong Sophie?” I hear Julia saying to me while I was lost in my own guilt-ridden world.
 
   “Oh nothing,” I reply, shaking my head slightly, as if trying to shake my memories and guilt out of my mind.
 
   “Hello ladies.” A pleasant looking woman in her forties greets us. 
 
   “Louisa,” Julia squeals, and gives Louisa a hug. She then introduces us.
 
   “So Sophie, what kind of dress did you have in mind?”
 
   “You both pick out what you think would look good on me and I will just try them on,” I reply. Louisa hesitates, and looks at Julia.
 
   “Alright,” Louisa says to me as she steps back and seem to appraise my stature and figure. “I have a few styles I think you would look fabulous in.”
 
   I like hearing this, I just can’t think straight right now. 
 
   “Come on, Louisa is the best,” Julia says.
 
   We follow Louisa around the boutique as she plucks 3 or 4 dresses off the racks before leading us into the dressing room. 
 
   The first one I try on is a very sexy, almost corset style dress. When I walk out of the dressing room, Julia let’s out a whistle.
 
   “Too sexy siren?”
 
   “You rock that dress! Once Marcus see’s you in that dress, all he will want to do is get you out of it,”
 
   I twirl in front of the mirror. “No, it’s too much, to vixen.”
 
   I come out in dress number two.
 
   “That dress is more sophisticated, you will make a striking bride, Sophie,” Julia exclaims.
 
   “This is more the look I was going for,” I say, admiring myself in the mirror.
 
   “Let me get a veil that will go perfectly with this dress,” Louisa says, disappearing into the back of the boutique.
 
   As I gaze at myself in the mirror, I try and imagine Marcus at the end of the aisle waiting for me. I start to freak out a little. I try and take a deep calming breath.
 
   “What is it, Sophie? You have the strangest look on your face,” Julia asks.
 
   I don’t have to answer her as Louisa has returned and is adjusting a beautiful veil on my head. She drapes it across my face. I actually start to tremble and almost hyperventilate. I was trying on dresses less than a year ago to marry John. What the hell am I doing? Maybe my mother is right. 
 
   “What do you think?” I finally hear Louisa ask for the second time.
 
   “Looks lovely,” I say softly, and then turn to go back into the dressing room. I can’t do this right now. Plan another wedding. I put back on my clothes in a flash, I need to get out of here and get some air.
 
   “Thank you for your help today. I’m going to think about the second dress,” I say to Louisa.
 
   “Yes, of course,” Louisa says, giving me a puzzled look at my abruptness.
 
   Julia and I walk out of the store and decide to have lunch at a bistro nearby.
 
   “Sophie, what happened in there?” Julia asks once we are seated in the restaurant.
 
   I stare out the window and breath out a heavy sigh.
 
   “I don’t know, I started freaking out I guess.”
 
   “Why, you mean you were getting cold feet?”
 
   “I guess you could call it that. You know I was engaged to marry someone else less than a year ago? I went through a lot of the wedding planning. Bought a dress and everything. Trying on dresses again just brought up these feelings of guilt and remorse. I love Marcus, I do. But marriage to someone like him scares me.”
 
   “What about it scares you?”
 
   “He was such a player before, enjoyed variety. How can he really commit a lifetime to me?”
 
   “Marriage is a gamble. I had some of those same feelings with Richie. Wondered if I would be enough for him. It’s hard marrying a man who has girls throwing themselves at him. It’s hard marrying a hunky man,” Julia says with a wink.
 
   I let out a small laugh. “I’ve actually met two of Marcus’s ex’s and he tells me they meant nothing to him. Maybe that’s what he will be saying about me five years from now.”
 
   “No Sophie, I see the way he looks at you. With the look of eternal love.”
 
   I give her a coy smile as I fiddle with my water glass. “He does seem pretty devoted to me.”
 
   “I think what you’re going through is normal. Just remember, follow your heart.”
 
   “I know, you’re right.”
 
   “Now, back to that amazing dress. Is it the one?”
 
   “Yes, I did love it on.”
 
   “Then let’s go buy it after lunch and you can check that off your wedding to do list.”
 
   “Sounds good. Thanks for going with me today. I would have loved to have my mom with me, but I will be lucky to get her to fly all this way for the wedding.”
 
   “Really? Why do you say that?”
 
   “She adored John, my ex. She thinks I’m making a mistake marrying Marcus. She doesn’t think he is a long haul kind of guy.”
 
   “That’s too bad. I wasn’t sure my parents were going to like my tatted up rocker man, but once they spent time with him, they saw how sweet he is and he won them over. Has your mom spent anytime getting to know Marcus?”
 
   “No, not really.”
 
   “Then she doesn’t really know him does she?”
 
   “True.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 13
 
    
 
   Marcus
 
   “Hi, any luck finding a dress today?” I say, walking into the kitchen. Sophie is pulling something out of the oven and I give her a peck on the lips.
 
   “Not yet,” is all she replies. She’s a little sedate tonight and seems preoccupied.
 
   “Did you make an appointment with the Savoy?”
 
   “Not yet.”
 
   “Sophie, I want to set a date. We need to book the reception venue soon.”
 
   “I know.”
 
   “What’s wrong, do you want it somewhere else?”
 
   “No, the Savoy is fine.”
 
   “Just fine, Sophie, it’s one of the poshest places in London to have a wedding. Can you show a little more enthusiasm?” Damn, my feelings are hurt. It’s as if she doesn’t want to get married or something.
 
   We eat in silence for a while before she speaks again.
 
   “I’m sorry, it’s been a long, overwhelming day.”
 
   “I thought girls love wedding dress shopping and all that girly stuff.”
 
   “I just missed having my mom there with me.”
 
   “Oh, I see,” I reply. I know all too well how Mrs. Shawn feels about me. She doesn’t think I am right for her precious daughter. I’m going to give her the world on a silver platter, but that’s still not good enough for Mrs. Shawn.
 
   “You know how she hates to fly, so I didn’t bother asking her to come help me.”
 
   “I do know how she feels about us getting married, about you marrying me. Is that what this is about?” I ask. Sophie shrugs.
 
   “Look Marcus, I went through all this not too long ago and it’s just overwhelming me.”
 
   “Do you have any regrets,” I dare ask and then hold my breath while I wait for her reply.
 
   “No regrets, more like remorse and guilt for what I did.”
 
   “I love you Sophie, and I want you to be my wife. Do you want to be my wife, do you want ME to be your husband?”
 
   “Yes, of course I do. You know I do.”
 
   “Well sometimes you don’t act like it,” I say with a scowl. Do you know how many women would love to snag me as a husband, I feel like saying, but I bite it back. What’s up with her? I know she loves me. She’s afraid of marriage.
 
   “You’re afraid of marriage aren’t you?”
 
   “I think so.”
 
   “Usually it’s the guy that gets cold feet, my dear. But then again you aren’t the typical female, I knew that from our first night together,” I tease.
 
   “I know, our relationship hasn’t been the typical courtship, now has it?” she says with the wicked smile I love.
 
   “No, you made me chase you, I had to fight for you tooth and nail.”
 
   “You weren’t used to that were you Golden Boy? You were used to getting what you wanted, when you wanted it,” she quips.
 
   “You got that right, but in the end I won you over, didn’t I?”
 
   “Yes you did. I love you Marcus, I do.”
 
   “But you still have cold feet.”
 
   “No, it’s the wedding planning that’s getting to me, that’s all.”
 
   “Fine, then I will schedule the appointment with the wedding caterer at the Savoy and we will go together,” I say.
 
   “That sounds perfect.”
 
   “It’s settled then.” I can’t believe how much I have to push Sophie down the aisle, this girl who is the love of my life. It’s like she’s dragging her heels to the altar. Isn’t it usually the girl dragging the guy to the altar? What’s wrong with this picture, I think to myself. All I want is to make my Sophie happy.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 14
 
    
 
   Sophie
 
   I feel so much remorse for what I did to John. Sometimes it makes me feel like I don’t deserve happiness because of it. Shopping for a wedding dress again today brought all of these emotions to the surface again. As hard as I’ve tried to ignore them lately. I look at a picture of Marcus and I took together in Hawaii and then it makes me think of Krista.
 
   “Hi Mom,” I say when my Mom picks of the phone.
 
   “Hi honey, how are you?” 
 
   “A little overwhelmed.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “I went wedding dress shopping today and I really wished you could have been there with me,” I admit and am met with silence on the other end.
 
   “Sophie, you know how I feel about it all.”
 
   “I know, that’s why I didn’t ask you to come." I know I’ll be lucky to get you over here for the wedding.”
 
   “London is far for me.”
 
   “But you will make it right?”
 
   “Have you and Marcus set a date?”
 
   “Not yet.” There’s a deafening silence on the other end of the phone.
 
   “Mom, can’t you try and be happy for me?”
 
   “I was happy for you…”
 
   “Was as in you aren’t now?”
 
   “You really think you can tame a man like Marcus?”
 
   My mother goes right for the jugular, right to the heart of my insecurities. Now I’m the silent one. Is my mom right? Mothers usually are.
 
   “Oh, by the way, I ran into Mrs. Devereaux when I was shopping down on Rodeo, near their jewelry store. She was barely cordial to me, especially after how you treated her poor son, who could blame the woman.”
 
   “Mom, please. Not a day goes by that I don’t have remorse over what transpired between John and I. I’m sorry, but I had to follow my heart. Don’t you understand?”
 
   “No, but I’m sorry I don’t. John was so perfect in every way for you. How you could pass him over for a man like Marcus is beyond me. The Hunter name, his money and the lifestyle you seem to think he can provide you lured you in. I just hope he’s home with you at night. You will have always keep a close eye on that one, mark my words.”
 
   “Mom, I can’t listen to anymore of this. You will just have to get to know him better to see how much he cares about me. You should have seen how thrilled he was when I was expecting, I saw the love in his eyes.”
 
   “Yes, because you were carrying the heir to the Hunter fortune, he was hoping for the splitting image of himself, I’m sure.”
 
   “Mom, you’re cruel, do you know that?”
 
   “Just stating the facts dear. How was your trip to Hawaii? I haven’t spoken to you since you got back to London?”
 
   “It was nice,” is all I have to say as my memories of the beautiful Krista pops into my head. She would make a better trophy wife for Marcus.
 
   “Did you have a good time?”
 
   “Yes we did,” I don’t care to elaborate on the sordid details that I am sure my mother would love to hear, because they reinforce her theory about Marcus. She means nothing to me is his standard line about every one of his past dalliances.
 
   “I need to get going Mom, I want to get started on dinner.”
 
   “You’re cooking now?” Mom says in surprise.
 
   “Yes, I actually bought a cookbook and try and cook for Marcus when he gets home from work.”
 
   “Who would have thought my career minded daughter would ever be a little homemaker. Glad to hear it.”
 
   “Yeah, ok Mom. I’ll call you again once we have a date set.”
 
   “I will be waiting with baited breath.” I can hear the slight sarcasm in her voice. Parents, between my mother and Marcus’s mother we don’t have a very cohesive support system do we?
 
   Needless to say, my mom steams me. The less I talk to her the better. All she does is make me feel bad about my decisions. 
 
   We should just elope, find a reclusive resort somewhere in Europe and just elope. I’m going to suggest it.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 15
 
    
 
   Marcus
 
   “We have our appointment on Friday with Denise Carter at the Savoy.”
 
   “Marcus?”
 
   “Yes, sweetheart,” I don’t like her tone of voice. 
 
   “Can we just elope?”
 
   I look over at her, is she crazy?
 
   “Why would you even suggest such a thing? I thought every girl wants a fairy tale wedding. I can provide that for you, money is no object.”
 
   “It’s not about the money, or having some over the top wedding. I just feel like we aren’t getting much support, and I don’t mean monetarily, from our families.”
 
   “What happened today?”
 
   “I talked to my mom.” 
 
   Sophie’s mom makes me so angry. Every time she talks to her mother, I know the woman puts these seeds of doubt in my Sophie’s mind. Why doesn’t that woman like me? 
 
   “What does your mom have against me? She has only met me a handful of times and I have always behaved like a gentleman around her.”
 
   “It’s just that…”
 
   “I know, she was in love with that other guy. Well, then why doesn’t SHE go and marry him,” I huff out.
 
   Sophie lets out a small awkward laugh at my non-joke.
 
   “My mom just doesn’t know you like I do. She hasn’t had a chance to see the Marcus I see,” Sophie says. 
 
   To be honest, very few people see the Marcus I become when Sophie and I are alone, only then do I let all my defenses down. I’m sweet and sensitive towards no one but Sophie. She is my every thing, and I won’t let her get away from me again. No one will spoil it for us, including her mother. I won’t let her.
 
   “It’s probably better that she is an ocean away. I won’t let her spoil what we have. Don’t you want a wedding? I know I do, but lets just keep it small and intimate. That’s doable, right sweetheart?” I practically beg her. I’m freaking pathetic. I should be slamming my fist down and be pissed that she doesn’t want a big wedding to announce us to the world. But Sophie is so different from any other woman I’ve ever known and that’s what makes her so special to me.
 
   “We’re going to the Savoy to book our wedding date, agreed?”
 
   “Alright, you know best I suppose,” she says, snuggling into the warmth of my body. 
 
   “Do you love me?” I can’t believe I have to ask, but I need her reassurance, right now, at this moment. I’m feeling so vulnerable.
 
   “Of course I do. With all of my heart,” she says, pulling my face to hers and planting a big kiss on my lips.
 
   “Why don’t you show me how much?” I say, with a wicked smile playing across my face. I roll onto my back inviting Sophie to do all of the work. I want her to start with her ruby red lips wrapped around my steely shaft that has risen to the occasion.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 16
 
    
 
   Sophie
 
   The next few months are a world wind of wedding planning and I think we have just about covered everything. The Savoy took care of almost everything, from the flowers, to the cake, to the wedding photography to the live band. I’m now beyond thrilled that Marcus pushed to have it there. Denise Carter, their wedding planner, made it so easy for me to not feel overwhelmed. I can’t help but feel Marcus said something to her because she was so accommodating at every turn. Goes to show you what his money buys, impeccable service.
 
   I can breathe easier now that all the arrangements have been made, all I have to do is go in for another wedding dress fitting and start addressing the wedding invitations.  I need to get those out early since most of our guests will have to make long distance travel plans.
 
   We’re going out tonight with Julia and Richie, meeting them for dinner at an Italian Restaurant in Belgravia they seem to like.
 
   “The food here is so good. The pasta melts in your mouth,” I remark to Julia, as Richie and Marcus are engaged in a business conversation.
 
   “So is everything all set, wedding wise?”
 
   “Yes, I just need to go in for one more fitting and start addressing the wedding invitations.”
 
   “Do you need any help with anything?”
 
   “How is your cursive handwriting?”
 
   “Pretty decent.”
 
   “Do you want to come over and help me address wedding invitations?”
 
   “Sure, I would be happy to,” Julia says eagerly. She has really become such a good friend. I miss my girlfriends from home. My best friend can’t make it out for the wedding this summer because she will be way too pregnant to fly such a long distance. Her doctor already told her she couldn’t. 
 
   I’ve actually asked Julia to be my maid of honor, and she gladly accepted because that’s the kind of friend she has become to me. Even though we haven’t known each other all that long, we clicked immediately and have really bonded over the last few months. We are alike in so many ways. Independent and driven career girls who don’t expect a man to take care of us. We are self-sufficient on our own and our men are crazy about us! We’re both sickeningly in love, so we don’t make each other jealous. You know how that can be? When one friend gushes over her lover and the other friend has no one in her life, it gets awkward after awhile.
 
   “Hey sweetheart, do you want to go hit a club tonight and go dancing?” Marcus leans over and asks, then gives me a loving peck on the lips.
 
   “You know I would love to,” I squeal. I love to go dancing and he knows it.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   We’re getting down to the wire; the wedding is less than two weeks away. I have my dress hanging in the extra room. The honeymoon is booked to the South of France, pretty exotic and romantic wouldn’t you say? Marcus surprised me with it. I’ve always wanted to visit the Cote d’Azur and Saint Tropez. I have to pinch myself sometimes, I feel like the luckiest girl in the world. But it’s not because of the trappings or the international travel I get to enjoy. It’s because I have the love and devotion of Marcus Hunter, that’s why I feel so lucky.
 
   My Mom is due to fly in at the end of the week and a part of me is dreading it. Why can’t she be happy for me? Look, I know she loved John, but she has to get over it and learn to love Marcus too. He will be my husband, to have and to hold, like it or lump it Mom. In case you are wondering where my father is, he past away a few years ago, right after I graduated from college. Maybe that’s why my Mom wanted someone more like my father for me, someone loyal, devoted, decent and faithful. John was all those things. But I think Marcus is capable of those same qualities. He has shown them to me, time and time again since we have been engaged, right? I won’t think about it too long, yes, yes he has. Either that, or else I have been blinded by love. I am determined to follow my heart this time and not listen to any noise in the background of my head that says otherwise. My life took that route for too long.
 
   “What time is your mother landing tomorrow?” Marcus asks.
 
   “At around 12 noon,” I reply. Waiting to see if he offers to go and pick her up from Heathrow or if he is just going to send a car for her.
 
   “I will have Carlton drive us down to greet her,” Marcus says, restoring my faith in him that he will make the effort with my mother.
 
   “That would be perfect. Thank you for coming with me to pick her up and welcome her to London,” I say, walking over to him and giving him a kiss.
 
   “I want your mother to like me and see how much I love her daughter,” Marcus says and my heart melts from his words.
 
   “When she gets to know you, she will see why I’am so crazy about you,” I say encouragingly, but I’m really not sure she will ever get over losing John. Pathetic isn’t it. Like I said, I think John reminded her of my Dad.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 17
 
    
 
   Marcus
 
   There’s an awkward silence in the town car as we head back to our flat after picking up Sophie’s mother. She’s a cold and reserved woman. When I think back to how Sophie was in the beginning, I can see where she got her cold and reserved attitude from, Mrs. Shawn is not giving me an inch. Try as hard as I may to charm her. 
 
   Once we get to our posh flat, she doesn’t make a single comment, like, You have a beautiful home. And you know me; we have a very posh flat that Sophie has made to look like something out of Architectural Digest. 
 
   “Mom, this will be your room,” I overhear Sophie say, as she walks her mom to the spare bedroom. I carry her suitcases into the room and place them down under the window.
 
   “I hope you will be comfortable here Mrs. Shawn,” I say.
 
   “Yes, Marcus, this should be fine,” she says, actually calling me by my name.
 
   Sophie and I leave her to freshen up. 
 
   “She will just have to get used to you, Marcus,” Sophie says to me once we are in the kitchen. She’s already making excuses for her mother’s cool behavior.
 
   “I will deal with it, don’t worry about me,” I say, trying to reassure her. I wrap my arms around her and she rests her head on my chest. Sophie doesn’t need any more stress this close to the wedding and her mother being here is definitely adding unnecessary tension around here.
 
   “Are you hungry, Mom?” Sophie says, pulling away from our embrace to go to the refrigerator to get her mother something to eat and drink.
 
   “Yes, and very thirsty. Those long flights are so dehydrating. Some water would be nice,” Mrs. Shawn says, as she takes a seat at our kitchen table.
 
   “I am going to head back into the office for a few hours this afternoon, will you be alright?” I ask Sophie.
 
   “Oh yes, that’s fine. We’ll see you at dinner then,” Sophie says.
 
   “Thank you for picking me up from the airport,” Mrs. Shawn says to me directly.
 
   “Of course, it was my pleasure,” I reply and give Sophie a kiss before I have Carlton take me back to the office.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 18
 
    
 
   Sophie
 
   “Pretty fancy, Marcus has a car and driver?” Mom says, with disapproval in her voice.
 
   “You almost have to have one in London, the traffic and congestion is worse here than in LA,” I reply.
 
   “You are caught up in this lifestyle,” Mom says, with a wave of her hand as she looks at her surroundings.
 
   “Mom, I love Marcus for who he is inside. None of the trappings matter to me and you know it,” I say, but my voice goes up a notch.
 
   My mom is silent, drinking her water and eating the cheese and crackers I put out for her.
 
   “Mom, please try and be happy for me. The more time you spend with Marcus, you will see what a wonderful man he is and that he treats me well. We love each other.”
 
   My words are met with silence.
 
   “So do you have your dress and is everything ready and planned just how you wanted it?”
 
   “Yes, the dress is in that huge bag you have hanging in the closet of your room.”
 
   “Marcus hasn’t seen it has he? It’s bad luck for the groom to see the dress before the wedding.”
 
   “Mom, that’s an old wives tale, but no, he has not seen the dress.”
 
   “Apparently you don’t heed tradition, since you’ve been living with him before you’re married.”
 
   “Mom, please don’t lecture me. At least I waited until we were engaged to live with him here in London.”
 
   “I’m exhausted, I’m going to take a nap before dinner. Is that alright?” Mom asks.
 
   “Yes, Mom, please go and get some rest,” I reply, maybe then she won’t be so grouchy once she gets some sleep.
 
   This is going to be a long week leading up to the wedding, as if I need any more stress.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter 19
 
    
 
   Sophie
 
   The day has arrived when I will be taking my wedding vows to become Mrs. Marcus Hunter. I still can’t really believe it all. It has been a long, tumultuous road to get here, but it has been worth it. This afternoon I will be marrying the love of my life.
 
   We got lucky with the weather. It’s perfect this afternoon. The wedding ceremony is set up on the lawn overlooking the River Thames. 
 
   I hear the quartet playing the wedding song as Christopher and I reach the beginning of our walk down the aisle.
 
   Since my Dad couldn’t be here today, I asked Christopher to give me away. I don’t have any Uncle’s and I thought since he has been with Marcus and I since day one, he would be a good choice. 
 
   All eyes are on me and everyone stands, as I gaze down at the end of the aisle I see Marcus with his gorgeous smile lighting up his handsome face. He looks nervous, but happy and ready to say I do. 
 
   To say marrying Marcus is a dream come true sounds so cliché. I never imagined I could find such happiness in love. Remember, I was the one that felt love was an over rated emotion, one I thought I wasn’t capable of. But I know now, I feel it for Marcus ten times over. And I feel it from him. A wise old woman once told me, if your heart skips a beat when he walks into the room, you are in love. My heart definitely flutters when my man is near. I have found my soul mate, the love of my life. 
 
   To think back to how this all started, as a flash in the pan, a roll between the sheets. In the beginning, I had absolutely now faith in this man or in us as any kind of real couple. I scoffed at the idea. But he proved me wrong and I for one am truly glad he did. It’s been a long road, but it was worth every step to get here. 
 
   “Do you Sophie, take Marcus, to be your lawfully wedded husband?”
 
   “I most definitely do,” I reply, without hesitation, without a single doubt in my crazy mixed up mind. I’ve never been surer of anything in my life, and that’s saying a lot.
 
   When I look deep into Marcus’s eyes, I see the same love staring back at me, mirroring my eyes. My eyes are starting to well up with tears of happiness. Sappy tears of joy I didn’t know I had in me. 
 
   “Do you Marcus, take Sophie to be your lawfully wedded wife?”
 
   “I do,” he says, in his usual sexy bedroom voice for the entire world to hear. 
 
   “I now pronounce you man and wife. You may kiss the bride.”
 
   Marcus lifts my veil covering my face and I’m beaming at him.
 
   “I love you,” he whispers for my ears only. And kiss me he does, he leaves me dizzy and blushing!
 
   We turn around and face our family and friends and they all cheer.
 
   I look at my dear little mother and I catch her dabbing her eyes. When we reach her I stop in front of her and hug her tightly.
 
   “I love you, Mom,” I whisper.
 
   “I’m happy for you, honey,” she finally says. The words I have been waiting all week to hear from her.
 
   I continue my walk down the aisle on the arm of my husband, my future, my life and I know all is right in our world. 
 
    
 
   ~THE END~
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Dear Reader, I hope you enjoyed my LOVE Dies HARD Series as much as I loved writing it. I fell in love with Marcus and Sophie and I hope you did too! I introduced Julia Robbins and Richie Stone and they have their own story in My Mr. London. 
 
    
 
   My Mr. London
 
   I need to get out of LA. My office, Adler, Brown and Simpson is offering a six-month job assignment in the vibrant city of London and I jump at the chance.
 
   My co-workers drag me out to this Underground London Club to hear our client, Belgravia Underground play. I got myself sexy and am ready to let my hair down tonight.
 
   The lead singer walks out on stage and my jaw drops and my panties melt. This guy is sex on a stick! 
 
   Richie Stone, bad boy, with a cocky swagger, tats and awesome hair, makes all of the girls in the room swoon.
 
   From the first moment I meet Richie the spark and the attraction is intoxicating.
 
   I can’t resist the temptation of the sweet, bad boy. 
 
   The problem is, he wants into my heart.
 
   Click the link below to be swept away to London again, one of my favorite cities in the world!
 
   http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00OVJILHK
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Add teaser to My Mr. London at the end of this book
 
   Be sure to put link in book 4 to book 5 and change blurbs to say 5 part series.
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