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WHEN I REMEMBER
LOVE

 


“That that is, is.”

~ Shakespeare, Twelfth Night

 



Chapter 1

 


Aidan Price was resting comfortably in the
back of the limousine. He was on his way to the venue for his final
concert. This would be his last performance in London and the end
of his European Tour. He couldn’t wait to get back to California
and home to his family. He had never felt more fulfilled. He had
the family he longed for and the career that most entertainers
could only dream about. Closing his eyes, he smiled as he thought
of his wife Jenna; he was still madly in love with her. His life
had not really begun until he had met and married her five years
ago. They had been blessed with four healthy, beautiful children,
and he thought he must be the luckiest man in the world.

He had been in Europe for three weeks
promoting his seventh CD, and he decided to return home for a short
vacation from show business. He wanted to spend more time with his
family. He had just spoken to Jenna on his cell phone, and she had
sounded so lonely.

Teasing her, he had said, “I’m going to be
home so much that you’ll want to get rid of me again soon.”

She had giggled and said, “Not a chance. Just
hurry home, baby.”

They both knew that his stardom wouldn’t last
forever and that he had to seize the moment before his popularity
waned. Right now he was one of the most sought-after singers in
America, and he had just broadened his horizons into Europe.

He was about to doze off when he heard the
dreaded blaring of screeching tires. He opened his eyes in horror,
his life passing before him, as the truck, which was desperately
trying to stop, plowed into them.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 2

 


Jenna

 


“Fate rules the affairs of mankind with no
recognizable order.”

~ Seneca

 


Jenna Holden awoke from a wonderful dream.
She had dreamt that she had just met her soul mate. He was
charming, loving, amusing, and sexy. He was just about to reveal
himself to her when she had suddenly awoken. Jenna squeezed her
eyes shut as tightly as she could and tried to recapture the dream,
but all her attempts were futile. She then thought of her mother
Kate, who had just died two months earlier from brain cancer. She
could feel the bile rise in the back of her throat. Her eyes welled
up with tears as she cried and shook uncontrollably.

She wondered why God had wanted to take her
mom so young; she was only forty years old. For the life of her,
Jenna couldn’t understand, but she knew her mom would want her to
go on living. She wouldn’t want her to wallow in self-pity.

Propping herself against the pillows, Jenna
sat up and dried her tears with the back of her hands. She thought
of the special bond she had shared with her mother. Her mom had
been her best friend. They had done everything together. Jenna’s
mom—smart, creative, altruistic, gorgeous, and witty—was her role
model. Jenna had learned so much from her. Her mom had taught her
to be kind, unselfish, fair, open-minded, and tolerant.

Jenna’s mother, Kate, had been a wonderful
cook, and Jenna was a quick study. Together, they loved to
entertain friends and family with elaborate dinner parties. After
everyone left, they would giggle and laugh as they cleaned the
kitchen together.

One day Kate developed an excruciating
headache. Jenna was frightened and drove her to the hospital’s
emergency room. The doctor immediately admitted Kate in order to
run a few tests. Jenna stayed with her mom overnight and slept in
the lounge chair next to her bed. After all the testing was done,
it was confirmed: Kate had inoperable brain cancer.

Jenna’s father, Nate, fell completely apart.
He had been married to his wife since both were twenty, and they
were still very much in love. Jenna's mom had always told her that
she and Nate had fallen in love at first sight. Jenna’s parents
were a truly romantic couple, always laughing, kissing, and holding
hands. All of Jenna’s friends loved her parents and confided in
them often. Jenna was their only child, and she felt truly blessed.
They always referred to her as their “love child” and made her feel
special. She hoped that someday she would have a marriage like
theirs.

In the hospital, Jenna sat in the chair next
to her mom’s bed and reached for her small, delicate hand. With
tears in her eyes, she asked, “How will I ever live without
you?”

The tears fell freely down Jenna’s cheeks.
Her mom dried her tears with her thumbs and said, “Someday, you’ll
have a family of your own…a husband to love you unconditionally and
a child with whom you can share a special bond.”

The next day they brought her mom home to
die. They spent three and a half heartwarming months together.
Jenna quit college and became Kate’s private nurse. She was taught
by the hospice nurse how to give pain shots and became quite good
at it.

 


She and her mom talked about everything. One
day, Jenna asked her mom, “How will I know when I am in love?”

 


Her mom smiled and said, “Sweetie, when it’s
right, you will know it. First of all, you’ll care more about him
than you do yourself. Also, you'll want to wake up with him beside
you every day, and when you gaze into his eyes, you’ll feel warm
and fuzzy inside.”

Jenna, thinking that she would never meet
such a man, sighed. They talked about Mark, her boyfriend of two
years.

“He’s not right for you, Jenna,” her mom
said. “Be patient; you’ll find that special someone who’s worthy of
you.” She smiled. “Don’t settle, honey. It’s the rest of your
life!”

“Mommy, I love you so much, please don’t
leave me,” Jenna sobbed.

“Jenna, my sweet baby.” Kate reached for
Jenna’s hand and placed it over her heart. “I will always be with
you…here…where it counts. Please remember that.”

Jenna crawled into bed next to her mom and
laid her head on her stomach, and then she cried and cried. Kate’s
slender fingers brushed warmly over Jenna’s cheek, pushing back a
tendril of her curly, strawberry blond hair that had fallen loose
from her ponytail.

“I love you, my beautiful baby,” Kate said
over and over again.

Her mom passed away in early January. It was
a bitterly cold and snowy day in Boston. So many people loved her
and came to pay their respects that it was overwhelming; there were
over three hundred people at the funeral. Kate's younger sister,
Vanessa, flew in from California. Vanessa was Jenna’s favorite
aunt, and Jenna was very happy to see her even though she was too
distraught to verbalize her feelings.

Jenna and her dad had requested that only
immediate family join them at the gravesite. The Rabbi had given a
beautiful eulogy, expressing the essence of Kate’s soul. Sitting
next to her dad, Jenna rested her head against his chest and felt
the wool fibers of his winter coat against her cool cheek. The few
snowflakes that fell on the coffin evaporated quickly. They watched
silently as her mom’s casket was lowered into the ground.

Mark stood stoically in back of Jenna,
rubbing her back as she wept. Her dad kissed the top of her head
and vowed, “We will get through this.” She looked up and watched
the tears rolling down his face as he spoke to her. “Jenna,
sweetheart, you’re my gift from God.”

Gazing into her dad’s eyes she whispered,
“Daddy, I love you.”

Before leaving the graveside, each family
member in turn grabbed hold of the shovel and filled it with dirt.
They each then threw the earth into the grave, on top of the
casket, to pay their final respects. Jenna and her dad each threw
one red rose, her mother’s favorite flower, to signify their
undying and everlasting love.

After the funeral, they all went back to the
Holden residence. Her grandparents were so grief stricken over
having lost their eldest daughter that they were crying
hysterically. Jenna couldn’t console them because she was so
overwelmed. She was thankful that her aunt was there to lend her
support.

A few days later, when it was time for
Vanessa to leave, she took Jenna aside and begged her to come and
visit her family in California when she felt ready.

Jenna thanked her politely and said, “I’ll
think about it, but I need time…lots of time.”

“Of course you do, sweetie.” Vanessa smiled.
“Remember, I’m only a phone call away.”

The months that followed were tough on Jenna.
She slid into a deep depression. Every night she cried herself to
sleep, feeling a terrible void in her life. Her friends were
wonderful; they always called and came over to see if they could
help in any way. They would tell her that she needed to get out,
that her mom would want her to go on living.

Mark was a different story. Jenna was twenty
and proud of the fact that she was still a virgin. He started
pressuring her to have sex with him. He would start out by saying
how immature she was, reminding her that they had already done
everything else sexually together. Then he would smile and say,
“The release would be good for you and, of course, for me.”

They spent many nights together cuddling in
her bed, but she wanted to save her virginity for that special
someone. Mark had a bad temper and was immature at times. She knew
he wouldn’t make a good husband and that her mom had been right
about him.

Finally, his pressuring unnerved her, and she
asked for some space. He reluctantly agreed and told her that he
would accept her terms because he loved her. She assured him that
it was only a temporary situation, but deep down she knew that the
relationship was over.

Jenna and her dad would go out for dinner
every Wednesday evening and rush back to watch the reality talent
show American Star. The first time she saw Aidan Price, he took her
breath away. He was so charismatic, sexy, and handsome, with the
sweetest personality; she was totally smitten with him. And when he
opened his mouth to sing, he had the most beautiful voice, a voice
that touched her soul and made her smile again. His music gave her
solace and hope for the future. Someday, she vowed, she would meet
Aidan and thank him for helping her to deal with this grim period
in her life.

It was the beginning of April, and she was
constantly in contact with her aunt in California. Vanessa was a
musical agent with the International Creative Agency and had just
told Jenna she was excited about signing a hot new male artist.
Jenna asked whom she was going to sign, but Vanessa didn’t want to
jinx the deal and said she would tell her after the contracts were
signed.

Vanessa would frequently ask Jenna when she
was coming to visit. Jenna’s dad also encouraged her to go.
“Sweetheart, it would be good for you to get away,” he would often
say.

Finally, Jenna relented and agreed to go for
a visit at the end of April. She asked her aunt, “Could you get me
a ticket for the American Star finale?”

Vanessa laughed to herself and said, “I’ll
see what I can do. We’re so pleased that you’re coming.” Her new
client was Aidan Price, and she was more than aware of Jenna’s
fascination with him. She could see why Jenna was smitten. He was
indeed stunning, standing over six feet tall, with jet-black, curly
hair, olive skin, and the most piercing green eyes she had ever
seen. His chiseled features reminded her of a young Johnny Depp. He
had sensuous, full lips with pearly white teeth and the most
charming

Southern drawl. Women of all ages were
infatuated with this handsome young man, and even if he didn’t win
the competition, he was still a star. What Vanessa liked most about
Aidan was that he was very down to earth, which was so refreshing
to see in the music business. His manners were impeccable; he was a
real Southern gentleman. Many agents were after him, so she felt
privileged and grateful that he had chosen her.

Vanessa was thrilled that Jenna was coming to
visit. She knew that Jenna was having a tough time dealing with her
mother’s death, as was she. Kate had been her best friend and
closest confidant. When she had first arrived in Boston for Kate’s
funeral, she was mesmerized by Jenna’s natural beauty.

She always thought that Jenna was a pretty
girl, but now the young woman was absolutely gorgeous. Perfect
features adorned her beautiful, oval-shaped face, which included
huge dimples. Jenna’s eyes were the color of blue sapphires, framed
by long dark lashes. She was tall and long-legged, with a lovely,
curvaceous body. To sum it up, she was special.

Kate was a wonderful person who had raised
Jenna to be selfless and unassuming and it showed. When you spoke
to Jenna, she gave you her undivided attention, and it was like you
were the only person in the world. Vanessa couldn’t wait to see the
expression on Jenna’s face when she introduced her to Aidan
Price.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 3

 


Aidan

 


“What does not destroy me, makes me
strong.”

~ Friedrich Nietzsche

 


 


Aidan Scott Price was born
on November 10, 1978, in Burleson, Texas.
His father, Scott, was a womanizer who had left his mother, Hope,
for another woman when Aidan was just two years old. Hope was
devastated and lavished all of her affection on her only son. His
father moved to Dallas, where he started a new family. He never saw
Aidan again.

When Aidan was three years old, his talent
was quite apparent to his mom, and she decided to do everything she
could to cultivate it. Every Sunday morning they would attend
services at their neighborhood Southern Baptist Church, and when
Aidan was old enough, he sang in the choir. Even then his voice was
amazing, and his mother would beam with pride when she heard him
sing.

His mom always made him feel special, and she
would show him off every chance she could. Hope worked as a nurse
at a local hospital and would bring Aidan with her on occasion, and
he would entertain the entire staff with his golden voice. They
were all greatly impressed by his pure, unmitigated talent.

Grade school and junior high were difficult
for Aidan. He was diagnosed with Attention Deficit Disorder and
Dyslexia. Every day he was taken out of class to spend time in
Resource, which was a special class designed to help him with his
disability. He felt embarrassed and stupid. The boys had always
bullied him, calling him stupid and gay because he would rather
sing in the choir than play sports. He had tried to laugh off every
taunt and insult, but he had vowed to get even someday. When Aidan
came home from school sobbing, his mother would always smooth back
his black curly locks from his forehead with her soft hand and tell
him that although the boys wouldn’t be able to play sports all
their lives, he would always have his beautiful voice. He adored
his mom.

His choir teacher in grade school, Mrs.
Wilson, had also been a positive role model in Aidan’s life. She
told him that a voice like his didn't come around that often and
that someday she would be in the audience shouting his name along
with thousands of other fans. She was a beautiful woman who gave
him hope, and he would always be indebted to her for that. He had a
huge crush on her and hoped one day to find someone as lovely as
she was, with whom to spend his life.

By the time Aidan entered high school, his
mom had married again, and he had blossomed. He was tall, dark, and
handsome. All the girls were crazy about him. The boys had begun
showing him respect and had stopped teasing him, but most of his
friends continued to be girls. He decided that they made better
companions. His new stepfather, Rick Anderson, was a kind man and a
wonderful role model for Aidan. In his junior year, Aidan landed
the lead role in his high school’s production of Grease. He was
fantastic and blew the roof off the auditorium. Everyone knew that
he was destined for stardom, and they all wanted to befriend him.
He was nice to everyone, but he would never forget who his real
friends were.

 


His first love was named Jodi. She was
bright, articulate, funny, pretty, and extroverted. He loved the
fact that she was considerate and kind. They met at a party in
their sophomore year of high school and immediately became an item.
He would sneak her into his house after his mother went to work for
her evening shift at the hospital. Once inside his bedroom, they
would get naked and then lie in bed together, experimenting with
each other’s bodies. They didn’t have sexual relations until she
started taking the pill, and then their lovemaking became frequent.
After sex he couldn’t wait to get rid of her, so he knew that it
wasn’t love. When he broke up with her, she was devastated. The
constant phone calls and messages that she left became unnerving.
He tried talking to her and asked her to please stop, but to no
avail. He finally had to have his phone number changed. Everywhere
that he turned, she was there stalking him. She looked at him with
tears in her eyes and told him how much she had missed him. He felt
like such a jerk, guilty and insensitive, so he eventually let her
back into his life. Two months later, they sat down together, and
he explained to her that he was too young to be in a committed
relationship. This time, they remained friends, and she soon found
another boyfriend. He vowed he would not enter a serious
relationship again, not until he was much older and wiser.

Aidan went to college at the University of
Texas after obtaining student loans to help pay for his education.
He supplemented his income with his voice, singing at weddings, bar
and bat mitzvahs, and parties given by the rich and famous. That
was where he met Angela. She was a beautiful and wealthy socialite
who threw the opposite sex into constant turmoil. Her father was a
rich oilman with a gruff exterior. His claim to fame was making his
spoiled, beautiful daughter happy. When Angela wanted something,
she usually got it, and she wanted Aidan Price. At first, knowing
that she would be trouble, he resisted her, but she had been
persistent, and he fell prey to her charms. Aidan loved everything
about her, and when they became intimate he couldn’t get enough of
her. She knew how to please a man, and she became his sexual
slave…nothing was off limits with Angela. When they were together,
time stood still and they were the only ones who mattered to each
other. They were in love. Big Daddy didn’t like the fact that Aidan
didn’t make much money and that he was studying to be a lowly
social worker.

Angela’s father gave her an ultimatum: “Break
up with Aidan or be disowned.”

She cried and screamed, but Big Daddy was
firm and wouldn’t relent. The next day, with much regret, she broke
up with Aidan, breaking his heart and hers as well. Aidan had
trouble eating and sleeping, but somehow his life went on. Angela
began calling and telling him how much she loved him and that she
couldn’t live without him. The next day they planned to meet for
lunch and to make plans for their future, but it wasn’t meant to
be. While Angela was on her way to meet Aidan for their lunch date,
a drunk driver killed her in an automobile accident.

Aidan was devastated and cried openly at her
funeral. Big Daddy was inconsolable and collapsed into Aidan’s
arms, sobbing like a small child. He apologized to Aidan, but it
was too late. Angela was gone.

Two weeks after Angela’s death, Aidan’s
stepfather, Rick, was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer. Aidan took
a leave of absence from college to help his mother take care of
Rick. Two months later, Rick died, and once again Aidan was
distraught. He loved Rick and knew that he had made his mother
happy.

Angela’s and Rick’s deaths left Aidan with a
tremendous void in his life. Unable to concentrate on his studies,
he decided to quit college and formed a rock band. When he
performed, he loved the adulation from his new fans, who would
flock in droves to hear him sing. These fans begged him to audition
for American Star, so just to keep them quiet, he did!

The first audition took place in Dallas. He
met many talented people and didn’t think he had a chance. When it
was his turn to audition, his nerves got the best of him, and he
could hardly speak. Joanna, the female judge, rose from her seat,
walked over to him, and whispered in his ear, “You can do it!” He
smiled, thought of Angela, and began singing “Unchained Melody.” He
had them all in tears. The four judges were very impressed with
Aidan Price, and all agreed that he would be a major contender in
the competition. So Aidan went off to Hollywood with one small
suitcase and just $300 in the bank.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 4

 


Love Is In The Air…

 


“When one loves somebody, everything is
clear—where to go, what to do—it all takes care of itself and one
doesn’t have to ask anybody about anything.”

~ Maxim Gorky

 


Jenna arrived at LAX on Monday morning. The
sun was shining brightly, and the temperature was a warm
seventy-five degrees. This was a welcome change from chilly Boston.
Her Aunt Vanessa’s husband, Bruce, was waiting at the baggage claim
area. He was tall, blonde, and lanky, with boyish good looks.

After they hugged each other, Bruce told
Jenna that Vanessa had an impromptu business meeting with an
important new client. Grinning sheepishly, he said, “I guess you’re
stuck with me.”

Kissing him on the cheek she said, “I guess
stuck is stuck!”

He stared at her for a moment before he
spoke. “Jenna, you have turned into such a natural beauty.”

Leaning against his shoulder, she gave him
another quick peck on the cheek. “Uncle Bruce, I think that you’re
just a wee bit prejudiced, but thanks for the compliment.”

“You’re entirely welcome, gorgeous.”

All the way home, he talked about his
children. Sarah was eight years old and Jack had just turned
four.

“They're so excited that you’re coming.”

“I can’t wait to see them too…it’s been
ages.” Jenna could hear in his voice and see in his eyes that he
was crazy in love with his kids. The last time she had seen them,
they had been adorable babies. A lot had changed in four years.

“I hope you brought your earplugs with you,”
he warned, “because you’re going to need them…they are
pistols.”

“Uncle Bruce, you know I love kids. Remember,
I was studying to be a teacher before Mom became ill?”

Bruce’s demeanor and mood quickly changed. He
became solemn. “Jenna, I hope you’re not angry with me because I
didn’t come to Kate’s funeral. We couldn’t find anyone responsible
to stay with the children. Our housekeeper and nanny had just quit
and…”

She reached for his hand and patted it
gently. “I understand. Really I do.”

“Your mom was my favorite,” he said. She
could see that he was visibly upset.

“I know, Uncle Bruce. She felt the same way
about you.” Jenna bit her bottom lip and tried not to cry. Bruce
couldn’t believe that her sweetness matched her beauty.

When they arrived at his luxurious Brentwood
home, the children were on the front lawn waiting for them.

“Cousin Jenna, you’re here!” Sarah and Jack
shouted in unison. Jenna stepped out of the car and dropped down to
her knees, wrapping her arms around their little waists
simultaneously and squeezing them tightly against her chest. She
told each one how grown up and beautiful they were.

Jenna stood up, and Jack put his little hand
in hers as they walked towards the front door together. They began
telling her their life story when Bruce came to Jenna’s
defense.

“Take it easy, children. We don’t want to
scare Cousin Jenna away…do we?” he chuckled.

The kids ignored their father, fighting each
other for Jenna’s attention and affection. Jack begged Jenna,
“Please come see my room.”

Sarah pushed Jack out of the way. “Cousin
Jenna’s going to see my room first, because I’m the oldest…right,
Cousin Jenna?”

Uncle Bruce whispered in Jenna’s ear, “I
warned you.”

She promised to see both of their rooms and
spend special time with each one if they gave her a few moments to
get settled. They reluctantly agreed.

Once in her room, she was starting to unpack
when her cell phone rang. She recognized the familiar number
displayed in the Caller ID and answered, “Hi, Mark.”

Not realizing she was away, he asked Jenna if
he could come over and talk. “I miss you, baby,” he whispered
seductively.

She rolled her eyes. “Mark,” she explained,
“I just arrived in California. I’m visiting my Aunt Vanessa and her
family. I’ll be staying for a few weeks, and when I get home, we’ll
sit down and talk.”

“That sounds like a plan, sweetheart.”

She rambled on about the kids and how
beautiful the weather was.

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door.
“Mark, I need to go now. I’ll call you back later.”

“I love you,” he said and then hung up.

She opened the door and flew into her aunt’s
waiting arms, hugging her tightly.

“I’m so happy you’re here, Jenna,” she said,
returning her niece’s hug.

Walking hand in hand down the spiral
staircase, they headed towards the kitchen. Vanessa introduced
Jenna to their new housekeeper, Mary. She smiled and spoke to
Jenna. “I heard many good things about you, Jenna, but they
neglected to tell me how pretty you were.” Jenna blushed and
thanked her.

They had a delicious early dinner. The kids
sat on either side of Jenna, each vying for her attention. During
dinner, they asked her all sorts of questions. Vanessa finally told
her children to be quiet and let Jenna eat in peace.

After dinner, Jenna read the children stories
and spent quiet time with each one. They both went to bed quietly
without incident. She loved spending time with them and wanted to
have her own children someday soon.

When she went downstairs, she joined her aunt
and uncle in the family room. They talked for a long time and then
Jenna began to tire and yawned. Her aunt asked Jenna if she would
like to join her and her mystery client for lunch at The Ivy the
next day.

“Are you sure that your client won’t mind if
I join you?”

Vanessa smiled. “I spoke to him today and he
said that he was fine with it.”

“All right, then it’s a date.” She yawned
again and said, “I’m exhausted…I’m going to turn in.” They hugged
and kissed each other goodnight.

Once again in her room, Jenna sat down on the
bed and called Mark back. They talked for a long time until she
couldn’t keep her eyes open any longer. He told her to get some
sleep; he would call her tomorrow.

Aidan had been having a hectic morning. It
seemed that everyone wanted him. He didn’t know how to handle his
sudden fame and felt a little uncomfortable with it. The finale was
nine days away, and he was feeling the pressure. This whole fame
thing was making him nervous. He had interviewed managers for weeks
before finally deciding to go with Vanessa. She was honest and
levelheaded, not pushy like the others. And it didn’t hurt that he
found her to be very attractive, with long blond wavy hair,
beautiful shimmering blue eyes and a fit body. He felt comfortable
with his decision and was excited about finalizing their
partnership today at The Ivy. Vanessa had called Aidan earlier and
asked if her niece Jenna might join them for lunch. She explained
that Jenna was visiting from Boston and was a huge fan of his and
American Star. Aidan said that he would love to meet one of his
fans.

Jenna was delighted to be having lunch with
her aunt. It was such a good feeling to savor life once again. They
arrived at the restaurant and she immediately spotted George
Clooney.

When George saw Vanessa he walked over to say
hello.

She leaned in for a kiss and said, “George,
how lovely to see you again.” She smiled. “And you look gorgeous as
always.” After they hugged, he looked at Jenna and asked who the
beautiful lady was.

Vanessa smiled. “This is my niece
Jenna…Jenna, this is George Clooney.” George reached for Jenna’s
hand and he brought it slowly to his lips for a gentle kiss.

“Nice to meet you, pretty lady,” he said with
a wink. Jenna thought she was going to faint, but luckily kept her
cool.

She blushed and said, “Thank you, Mr.
Clooney.”

“Please call me George.”

“Okay, nice to meet you, George.”

Vanessa grabbed Jenna’s hand and excused
herself as the hostess escorted them to their table. Jenna
whispered in her aunt’s ear that George was gorgeous.

When they were seated, Jenna giggled and
said, “I just met George Clooney and he kissed my hand. I’m never
going to wash my hand again.”

Vanessa laughed and said, “Welcome to
Hollywood!” They had just started talking about Jenna’s mother,
Kate, and how much they both missed her, when a commotion erupted
at the door. A man was surrounded by a group of teenagers clamoring
for his autograph. His back was to them so they couldn’t see his
face. Suddenly, he turned around and began walking in their
direction.

Jenna put her hand over her mouth and gasped.
She recognized him right away. It was Aidan Price, and he was
walking towards their table. She couldn’t believe her eyes when her
aunt stood up and hugged Aidan. As he sat down in the chair next to
Jenna, he reached for her hand.

With a huge grin on his face, he said, “Hi,
I’m Aidan Price, and you must be Jenna.”

She smiled, unable to speak, and nodded yes.
Aidan couldn’t take his eyes off her. He thought she was the most
beautiful woman he had ever seen, with her big blue eyes, perfect
nose, and full lips that naturally turned upwards. He thought she
had radiant, flawless skin, and her lustrous, strawberry-blond,
curly hair fell beyond her shoulders. She was a force to be
reckoned with. And to top it off, she had huge dimples in both
cheeks.

Aidan was immediately smitten and could
hardly speak. Finally, he cleared his throat and found his voice.
“I’m glad to meet you, beautiful…I mean, Jenna,” he stammered.

Jenna stared back at this handsome young man,
never taking her eyes off him. He was even better looking in person
than he was on the television screen. The most stunning, luminous,
green eyes she had ever seen were staring back at her. His black,
curly hair was thick and shiny. At that very moment, she wanted to
lace her fingers through his ringlets. He was tall and muscular,
with chiseled features and a stunning smile. Simply looking at
Aidan, made it difficult for her to breathe.

Suddenly, Vanessa’s cell phone rang, and she
muttered, “Please excuse me.”

When Vanessa had left the table, Jenna and
Aidan were still holding hands. “I don’t want to let go,” she
whispered, still gazing into his eyes.

He smiled back and said, “Then don’t!”
Squeezing her hand tightly, he brought it to his lips and kissed it
while still holding her gaze.

At that moment, Jenna wanted Aidan Price more
than she had ever wanted any man in her entire life. Every touch
from him sent bolts of electricity shooting throughout her body.
She had never felt this way before and she could sense that he felt
the same way too.

“Jenna,” he asked sensually, “would you spend
the day with me?”

Without hesitation, she answered joyfully,
“Yes!”

He smiled appreciatively and squeezed her
hand once again. When Vanessa returned to the table, she felt like
an intruder. They were still holding hands and both were wearing
goofy expressions. Vanessa interrupted the awkward silence by
saying, “I’m starved. Is anyone else hungry?” Aidan raised an
eyebrow and winked at Jenna. He was thinking sinful thoughts.
Vanessa cleared her throat, trying in earnest to get their
attention.

Aidan finally answered.

“Vanessa, I’m not very
hungry. Maybe I’ll have something light?”

Vanessa thought they were in a trance. A
former client approached the table and asked to speak to Vanessa
privately. She excused herself once again, but neither one of them
noticed.

When they realized that they were alone,
Aidan started asking Jenna all kinds of questions. They discovered
that they had many things in common. She found him unaffected,
intelligent, and incredibly sexy. He loved her gentle nature and
bubbly personality. When Vanessa returned she was glad to see that
they were no longer in a trance. They were still holding hands, but
at least they were communicating.

Aidan looked at Vanessa and said that he had
invited Jenna to be his guest for the day and that she had
accepted.

Aidan winked at Jenna. They both were
fantasizing about each other and couldn’t wait to be alone
together. Aidan asked Vanessa, “Do you have the contracts? I’d like
to sign them before lunch.” She quickly opened her briefcase and
arranged the papers in a neat stack in front of him.

“Do you need me to explain them to you?” she
asked.

“No, that won’t be necessary. I reviewed them
this morning from the faxes you sent to the mansion.”

Quickly, he signed the contracts and said,
“Let’s order…I’m starved!”

Jenna giggled; she was really enjoying Aidan
Price. He talked so much, even between bites, and she felt totally
at ease with him. He was hyper and reminded her of the Energizer
Bunny. She liked everything about him.

After lunch Vanessa had another appointment
and needed to leave. She gave Aidan her address and Jenna a key to
her house. Aidan and Jenna thanked her for buying lunch. Getting up
from her chair, Vanessa asked Aidan to get Jenna home at a
reasonable hour.

“Don’t worry, Vanessa, I’ll take good care of
her.”

She thought to herself, I bet he will! She
replied, “Now you guys behave.” She had her doubts.

When Vanessa left, Aidan moved his chair
closer to Jenna, reached for her hand again, and stroked it with
his thumb. “So, beautiful, where would you like to go?”

“How about the beach?” she answered.

“Okay, the beach it is.”

Outside the restaurant, the paparazzi were
swarming around them. He pulled her close to him; her face nuzzled
his neck as he tried shielding her from the flashing cameras.

“Hey, Aidan. Who’s the babe?”

“Is she your girlfriend?”

“What’s her name?”

Thank God the valet came just in time for
them to make a quick exit. Once inside the car, he looked at her
and asked if she was all right. “I’m fine,” she giggled. He looked
in the rear view mirror to make sure that they weren’t being
followed.

“Jenna, what can I say? Welcome to my crazy
world.”

As they drove towards the ocean, Jenna began
telling Aidan about how her mom had lost her life to brain cancer.
Trying to hold back the tears, she confided to him about her
depression and difficulty in accepting her mother’s death. He
reached for her hand and stroked it lightly with his fingertips.
“Please don’t cry. I’ll take care of you.” It wasn’t a line, he
really meant it.

When they arrived at the beach, he parked in
a lot that was almost empty and turned sideways to look at her.
Smiling, he reached over and combed her hair with his fingers. With
his fingers still entwined in her hair, he drew her close to him
and kissed her lips softly. “I wanted to do this as soon as I saw
you,” he murmured.

His slender fingers brushed warmly over
Jenna’s cheek. Her eyelids fluttered and closed as he used his
index finger to outline her luscious lips.

“You’re so beautiful, sugar,” he whispered as
he touched her chin, which forced her to open her eyes and look at
him. She noticed the windows were tinted dark, which gave them more
privacy. The console between the seats was making it difficult for
them to get closer to one another. “Let’s sit in the backseat,
where we’ll have more room,” he whispered seductively.

She readily agreed. Jenna became breathless
and aroused when Aidan quickly ran around the car and opened up the
door for her. She took his hand and followed him without
hesitation. Once situated in the backseat, he turned his face
towards Jenna and kissed her lips gently. His heart was pounding
rapidly against her firm, round breasts. She moaned as she felt a
surge of desire streak through her body like fire, sizzling and
intense. Moving his hand, he cradled the back of her head as he
opened her lips with his tongue. Their tongues danced together
fervently. She pressed her body against his, but she felt as if she
couldn’t get close enough. His lips moved to her lengthy neck,
where he nuzzled and kissed her tender skin. She could feel his
arousal growing against her thigh. Moving back to her lips, he
kissed her once again. Opening her mouth slightly, she allowed his
tongue to slip through her parted lips. She sucked on his tongue,
which excited him even more, making him push his body forcefully
against hers. His hand reached up between their bodies, and his
fingers began unbuttoning her blouse.

He leaned back to look at her and muttered,
“Do you want me to stop?”

She gazed into his captivating, green eyes
and whispered, “No.”

“Good because I can’t!”

She wasn’t wearing a bra. When he looked at
her bare breasts he whispered, “God, you’re lovely.”

As they gazed into each other’s eyes, he
began fondling her breasts gently.

Jenna wrapped her arms around his waist. She
slipped her hands under his shirt and snaked them up and down his
back, which sent shivers down his spine.

He let out a sigh. “You’re driving me crazy!”
Tracing her lips with his fingertips once again, he stared into her
eyes and said, “I’m crazy about you, Jenna. Let’s get a hotel room
so that we can have some privacy.”

She looked him straight in the eye and
answered truthfully, “Aidan, I’m still a virgin.”

He smiled and said, “Great, because I want to
be your first, last, and always.”

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 5

 


Desire

 


“Love is the irresistible desire to be
desired irresistibly.”

~ Louis Ginsberg

 


Jenna stayed in the car while Aidan
registered at the quaint hotel situated on Pacific Coast Highway.
She wasn’t frightened; she was just excited and a bit anxious. When
he returned to the car, he had the goofiest expression on his face.
The keys to their room were dangling from his teeth. She giggled at
his antics and thought he was adorable.

After taking the keys out of his mouth, he
opened the car door. Holding out his hand to hers, he said, “Madam,
may I help you?”

She smiled and placed her hand securely into
his. They decided to stroll on the beach, which was located in the
back of the hotel. He scooped her up in his arms and carried her
down the small hill towards the ocean. She was laughing when he
playfully kissed her cheek before setting her down. When her feet
touched the sand, she and Aidan frolicked on the beach like two
teenagers in love.

She ran away and dared him, “Catch me if you
can!”

He loved games and couldn’t believe how fast
she ran. She became out of breath and stopped running. He came up
behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist, placing his cheek
against hers. “I’m crazy about you,” he whispered tenderly against
her earlobe.

She cupped her hands over his and squeezed
gently. An incredible, peaceful feeling came over her. Turning
around to face Aidan seemed like the most natural thing in the
world to do. This time it was she who initiated the kiss. They
strolled back to the hotel with their arms wrapped tightly around
each other’s waists. He loved the fact that she was tall and
long-legged. Her body was so gorgeous that he couldn’t stop staring
at it.

Once inside the room, he pulled her close to
him. He could feel her body trembling.

Kissing her forehead he whispered, “Please,
don’t be scared. I’m not going to hurt you…I promise.” She sighed
with relief. Their desire for each other fed on itself, and far too
quickly their kisses weren’t enough. Jenna wanted his hands on her,
and she wanted them now!

“Touch me,” she whispered.

She was not at all sure that he heard her;
she was not even sure that she spoke those words aloud. It didn’t
matter, because she felt his fingers unbutton her blouse, his hands
on her naked breasts, and then his mouth. The rest was lost, as the
air left her lungs and her knees threatened to collapse. She
clutched his shoulders as he picked her up and laid her gently on
the bed. Instantly, he was lying next to her, pulling her hips
close to his, and rocking her back and forth in his arms. She felt
his erection press against her thigh and she reached down to touch
him through his jeans. Their eyes locked for a potent moment. He
urgently kissed her again. She then whispered in his ear, “You have
a large package!”

He threw his head back and laughed.

Then he became serious and said, “When the
time is right, you’re going to love it!”

He nibbled on her bottom lip, and then he
kissed her passionately again. Leaning back, he gazed at her, his
eyes glazed with desire. She thought that she had never seen a man
so handsome. “Jenna, I never thought I could feel this way again,”
he murmured.

His hand wandered down her thigh, and his
fingers slowly lifted the hem of her skirt above her panties.

“Touch me,” she whispered against his
ear.

Their erotic symphony had begun. Sensual
sounds filled the air. He spread her legs open with his hand and
snaked his hand teasingly up and down the smooth skin of her inner
thighs. She thrust her hips instinctively against his hand. She
could feel his erection straining against his jeans when she
reached down to caress him again. She was sizzling with desire. He
returned his hand between her legs and glided it over her black
silk panties.

“God, you’re wet,” he whispered, leaning in
for another kiss. “Do you want me to touch you inside your
panties?”

She moaned and said yes at the same time.

“I will never hurt you,” he whispered.

He hooked his thumbs behind the elastic on
her panties, inching them downwards and pulling them off slowly.
The way her bottom raised off the bed—her hips moving upwards, her
legs parting ever so slightly—told him that she was ready for him.
His hand slid between her legs, and their kiss grew more intense as
she opened herself up to his touch. When his finger penetrated her,
she screamed his name in ecstasy. She gasped as his finger touched
her hardened sensitivity. He stared at her, watching her face
contort, seeing that he was bringing her immense pleasure. When he
found her g-spot, she bucked against his hand.

“Yes, baby, right there…don’t stop!” she
screamed.

She was very uninhibited, which excited him
immensely. Her breathing escalated and her hand reached down to
cover his. She pushed his finger deeper into her hot center. His
mouth moved away from hers; his eyes looked down at his
progression. She closed her eyes; her mouth opened slightly,
causing raspy sounds to escape from her lips. She started
trembling. She was flying and falling all at once and spiraling
through the sky. Jenna felt as if she had swallowed explosives; she
was on fire. She rocked her hips against his hand, grabbing the
bedspread with her free hand and thrashing her head from side to
side as he quickly brought her over the edge. After her body
calmed, he nibbled on her bottom lip. He removed his finger and
splayed his hand across her stomach.

He smiled sweetly and asked if he could taste
her. She blushed, but nodded yes. Putting her knees up, feet flat
on the bed, he spread her legs wide apart and knelt before her. His
eyes instinctively closed as he bent down… his lips kissed her soft
flesh and wiry hair…his thumbs opened up her womanhood as his
tongue darted in and out at a rapid pace. She wrapped her legs
around his neck, and his touch was tender and demanding at the same
time. His mouth was magical; he knew the right time to dive in
deeply and just when to stroke gently. Her hands moved down as she
entwined her fingers through his soft black curls.

“Mmm…that feels sooo good…Oh God!”

Her legs started quaking. She threw her head
back against the pillows and screamed in ecstasy as the waves of
orgasm overtook her once again.

Afterwards, he slithered his way up her body,
kissed her tenderly with her taste on his lips, and rolled on his
side facing her. He then gathered her tenderly in his arms.

Positioning herself against him, she lay in
the crook of his arm and placed her hand on his chest. “That was
incredible,” she muttered. He wrapped his arm around her shoulder
tightly.

“Sugar, you know I’m crazy about you,” he
whispered, stroking her arm with his fingertips. “Who’s my
competition?” he asked, not really wanting to hear the answer

.She giggled and said, “Well, if you had any
before that performance…you don’t now.”

“You flatter me,” he said.

They talked about Mark. She told him that her
mother hadn’t approved of him and had told her not to settle. He
grinned. “Your mother was a smart lady.” She started to whimper
softly. He leaned down and kissed her gently on the forehead. “Oh
darlin’, I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean…”

Sniffling, she replied, “It’s not your fault,
Aidan, it’s just that I miss her so much. She was my best friend
and…”

“I told you that I was going to take care of
you, and I meant it.”

She asked him if he had ever been in love.
That’s when he told her about Angela. After he finished, she
reached for his hand and told him how sorry she was for his
loss.

“We’re a fine pair,” she sighed.

He leaned down and kissed her once again,
trying to lighten the mood. “Take a shower with me, pretty lady.”
She readily accepted his offer.

Once inside the shower, the cascade of warm
water fell rapidly upon them. They stared at and admired each
other’s bodies. He thought she was perfect in every way, and she
thought he had a magnificent, lean, muscular body and that he was
very well endowed.

She made the first move and started kissing
his neck, working her way down to his pectoral muscle. She then
lightly tweaked his nipple between her teeth. He gasped at the
sensation, wrapping his arms firmly around her and digging his
fingernails into the small of her back. While still sucking on his
nipple, she glided her hand down his body and stopped at her
target. As she touched his naked member for the first time, he
cried out in pleasure.

“Yes, sugar…right there,” he moaned. “That
feels sooo good.”

She began stroking him and whispered
seductively, “Aidan, put your hand over mine and show me what you
like.”

He was only too happy to oblige. She used
both hands, one hand holding his manhood at the base and the other
moving up and down his shaft in a regular rhythm. When she got to
the head, she closed her fist and glided over it, increasing the
pressure. His breathing became labored.

“Yes…baby…Yes …I’m there…Sweet Mother of
God!”

She quickened her pace when she felt him
releasing. Then she simply stopped stroking and held him firmly in
her hand until he was finished. Screaming her name over and over
again, he collapsed against her, pulling her tightly to his
chest.

Afterwards, he told her that she stroked him
to perfection. “I shudder to think what you can do with that
beautiful mouth of yours,” he mumbled.

She grinned, knowing that he wouldn’t be
disappointed!

 


 


 


 



Chapter 6

 


All About Love

 


“Human love is often but the encounter of two
weaknesses.”

~ Francois Mauriac

 


On their way back to Vanessa’s, they talked
about their hopes for the future. Neither had brothers or sisters,
and they acknowledged that their childhoods were sometimes lonely.
They both wanted the same things out of life…love, happiness, and
many children.

Jenna checked her cell phone and sighed.

“What’s wrong, darlin’?” he asked,
concerned.

“I don’t want to hurt Mark, but unfortunately
I’m going to have to. He just left ten messages on my cell phone. I
don’t know how to tell him that it’s completely over.”

“But I thought that you had already broken up
with him,” he said, looking confused.

Stuttering from nervousness she said, “I did,
sort of…”

Aidan looked at her like a lovesick
puppy.

“Do you still love him?” he asked
anxiously.

She reached for his hand and quietly said,
“No.”

He breathed a sigh of relief. “Do you think
that you could love me?”

Looking at him through a sidelong glance, she
brought his hand to her lips and kissed each finger separately and
whispered, “Yes.”

He exhaled slowly and smiled, relieved.

After he took Jenna home, Aidan reflected on
the events of the day. One thing he knew for sure was that he was
falling in love with Jenna Holden. As soon as he met her, he knew
that she would be more than a passing fling.

When he arrived back at the mansion, his
fellow contestants gathered around him. They began questioning him,
wanting to know where he had been and telling him that the
producers were angry with him for being absent from the
rehearsals.

He smiled and said, “I have been with my
lady.”

They all looked at him with their mouths wide
open and asked in unison, “What lady?”

“You’ll meet her soon.” He smiled. “But now,
guys, I’m going to hit the sack.”

Once in bed, he thought about Jenna and
wanted to call her to say goodnight. He glanced at the clock: it
was 1:30 a.m. He dialed her cell number, and she immediately
answered.

“Hello.”

“Hi, beautiful, did I wake you?” he
whispered.

“Aidan, what a pleasant surprise. I was just
dreaming about you,” she said as she yawned.

“Oh, was I good?” he asked seductively.

She giggled and answered, “I didn’t get that
far.”

“Can I see you tomorrow?”

“I’d love to. What time?”

“We have rehearsals all day, but how about
dinner around 7:00?”

“Dinner it is.” She yawned again.

He chuckled, “Okay, I’ll let you go back to
your dreams…sweet dreams, darlin’.”

Jenna’s cell phone rang early in the morning.
Mark whispered, “Hi, baby.”

Jenna yawned and said, “Good morning,
Aidan.”

Mark shouted, “Who the fuck is Aidan?”

She sat straight up in bed, bit her lower
lip, and stuttered, “He’s… a friend.”

Sarcastically he said, “Jenna…sweetheart…you
have been in California for forty-eight hours and you already have
a male friend?”

She knew that Mark had a bad temper, and she
feared what was about to transpire.

“Jenna, you’re a whore. Did you blow him
yet?”

“Go to hell, Mark,” she screamed into the
phone before hurling it across the room. She watched in horror as
it hit the wall. She was surprised that it didn’t shatter into a
thousand little pieces.

Minutes later, the phone rang again. She
wiped her tears away from her cheeks with the back of her hand, ran
to pick up the phone off the floor and then she heard Aidan’s sweet
voice.

“Good morning, sugar.”

“Good morning to you…too.” She sniffled back
her tears.

“Have you been crying?” he asked
anxiously.

She started sobbing again and told him about
her conversation with Mark. Conveniently she left out the blowjob
reference.

“Hold on, Jenna,” he said as he covered the
mouthpiece of the phone with his hand.

She heard muffled sounds of people talking.
When he came back on the phone, he apologized and said that they
needed him to rehearse but he had something important to tell her
and he would see her at 7:00.

“I’ll be ready, Aidan.”

“Don’t be sad, beautiful. I’m crazy about
you.” He blew her a kiss and then said, “Later.”

When they hung up, she felt free…free to love
Aidan Price.

He picked her up exactly at 7:00. Sarah
greeted him at the door.

“You must be Aidan,” she said
indifferently.

“And you must be Sarah.” He gave her his
famous Price wink.

“Cousin Jenna has been getting dressed for
hours,” she said, sounding bored. “I think she loves you.”

He giggled. Sarah was quite amusing. He
looked up and saw Jenna gracefully walking down the spiral
staircase. He held her gaze. Beads of sweat covered his palms, and
his throat became dry as his pulse quickened.

Jenna could feel her heart fluttering as she
looked at him. The silence was making the anticipation almost too
much to bear. So with the last bit of resolve he could muster, he
finally spoke to her. “Jenna, you look beautiful.”

She smiled and hugged him. Aidan brushed his
lips softly against her cheek.

Sarah tugged at Jenna’s arm and commented,
“Your boyfriend’s cute.”

Jenna bent down and whispered into Sarah’s
ear, “I think so too.”

Aidan then knelt down so he was at eye level
with Sarah and told her that next time he visited, they would spend
more time together. She threw her arms around him, kissing him
sweetly on the cheek.

Aidan put his arm around Jenna’s waist and
guided her to his car. Once inside, he cupped her chin with his
hand and leaned in to kiss her.

“Hello, gorgeous,” he whispered between
kisses.

She nibbled on his bottom lip while staring
into his luminous green eyes.

He didn’t mean to say it, not wanting to
scare her, but he found it impossible to control himself. “I love
you. I don’t care if it has been two days…one week…or a year since
we met. I honest to God love you.”

She smiled at him, showing off her deep
dimples. She used her slender index finger to stroke his cheek
lightly.

“Aidan,” she whispered. “I have been waiting
for you my whole life. Never in my wildest dreams did I think that
I would fall in love so quickly, but I have. I love you too…so very
much.”

His hand moved to the back of her head, and
he pressed his mouth against hers in a passionate kiss. Their
tongues delayed not a single moment and danced eagerly with one
another. He leaned back and stared at her. “We’re in trouble,
sugar.”

She giggled and pushed her body against his
chest and whispered into his ear, “I’d like to get in trouble with
you.”

Pressing her face against his cheek, he
rubbed her back gently, as erotic thoughts invaded his mind.

“Are you hungry, sweetheart?”

“Yes, I’m hungry with desire for you.”

He leaned down and whispered in her ear, “If
you keep this up, you are not going to be a virgin for long.”

Facing him, she stared him straight in the
eye. “I want you to be my first, last, and always.”

Turning on the ignition and grinning from ear
to ear, he said, “Let’s get out of here.”

They checked into the Malibu Beach Inn as Mr.
and Mrs. Jones. Aidan chose the room with a hot tub on the balcony
overlooking the ocean. He wanted this night to be special. Once
inside the room, they were locked in a hungry kiss, tongues
plunging and arms tangled together in a passionate embrace. Pulling
away to look at her beauty, he suggested that they go out for
dinner.

She frowned.

“Aren’t you hungry, sugar?”

She licked her full lips and winked at
him.

He laughed. “But we can’t live on love
alone.”

They dined at a little romantic café down the
highway. Before leaving the room, Aidan set the thermometer on the
hot tub, knowing that when they returned the water temperature
would be perfect for their rendezvous.

Sitting opposite from each other, they held
hands and giggled while eating dinner. When Aidan asked her if she
wanted dessert, she smiled at him, kicked off her shoes under the
table, and traced the fly of his zipper with her bare toes.

He leaned in and whispered, “You don’t play
fair.”

With a huge grin on his face, he motioned for
the waiter. “Check… please!”

 


 



Chapter 7

 


The Proposal

 


“It has been wisely said that we cannot
really love anybody at whom we never laugh.”

~ Agnes Repplier

 


On the way back to the Inn, they shared
kisses at each red light. When they reached their destination, he
began nuzzling her neck. She gasped when his lips brushed softly
against her earlobes.

Whispering breathlessly into her ear, he
said, “I love you, Jenna.”

She rested her head against his chest and
wound her arms around his waist. He swung his arm over her shoulder
and pulled her close to him.

“Aidan, I have never felt so comfortable with
anyone…ever,” she purred. “This is what my mom meant when she said
that I would know when I fell in love.”

He leaned down and kissed the top of her
head. There were no games or pretenses. This was real. They both
knew it and relished their newfound love.

They decided to walk down to the beach.
Seabirds cried out in the distance, and the scent of the pungent,
salty sea filled the air. Both of them loved watching the
white-capped waves crashing against the rocks.

The hill was steep and Aidan cautioned her to
be careful. He reached for her hand, but it was too late. She
tripped over a rock and tumbled down the hill. He dashed over to
her still body. When he saw her lying on her back with her eyes
closed, he fell to his knees and hovered over her, staring down at
her face. His heart was pounding vigorously within his chest. She
opened one eye wide and began to giggle.

“Oh, darlin’, you are so done!” He then
tickled her and she tickled him right back.

“Are you all right?” he asked, his voice
tinged with concern.

Jenna could see the apprehension on his face.
“I’m fine,” she said. “I’m sorry if I scared you.”

He sighed with relief. “Please don’t frighten
me like that again. I was really worried.”

She pulled him towards her for a kiss and
whispered against his lips, “I’m sorry.”

They were two beautiful, needy people on the
brink of love. They sat on the beach, wrapped themselves in each
other’s arms, and watched together as the soft moonlight
illuminated the ocean before them.

The air grew chilly, so they decided to
stroll back to their room. Once inside, Aidan extended his hand to
Jenna and asked, “Dance with me?” She walked into his waiting arms
and placed her head on his shoulder. His arms enveloped her, and
slowly they swayed. He began singing to her with his beautiful
melodic voice a song that he had just penned for her entitled,
“Will You Let Me Love You.”

 


“Will you let me love
you?

Will you let me care?

I am thinking of you

Everyday

Everywhere I go…

 


Will you let me love you?

Will you let me care?

Can you hear my heart beat?

When you're near to me, my love

 


I promise to care for you

I promise to be true

All I want from you, my darlin’

Is to know that you care for me, too

 


I can hear your heart beat

When it's close to mine

I can feel your passion

Deep inside my soul

Deep inside my soul

 


Will you let me love you?

Will you let me care?

I am thinking of you

Everyday

Everywhere.”

 


She was glowing within. His voice was so pure
that it touched her soul. After he ufinished singing, he told her
that it would always be their song and he wrote it only for her.
The love she felt for him at that instant in time permeated her
entire being.

Aidan excused himself for a moment and went
into the bathroom. He came out smiling brightly and holding his and
hers matching, white, terry cloth robes.

“Here, darlin’, put this on,” he ordered.

She reached for the robe and turned
around.

He grabbed her wrist and whispered, “Please,
undress in front of me.”

She blushed but obeyed quietly, never taking
her eyes off his handsome face. He asked her to stop and then he
finished removing the rest of her clothing. He was demanding and
strong. She liked that combination.

Crouching down, he pulled off her silk thong
panties, and when he rose to his feet, he pulled her close with one
hand and with his free hand he parted her legs. Gently, he began
stroking her damp folds with his index finger. Praying silently
that her legs would not buckle, she moved her hands up and down his
muscular thighs. He leaned in, opening her lips with his tongue and
filling her mouth with a passionate kiss. Her hot center began
thrusting against his touch.

“I love you,” she said between their
kisses.

She unzipped his jeans and reached into his
shorts. She wrapped her hand around his hardened manhood. He gasped
as she set his anxious member free. She stared into his radiant
green eyes as she licked her lips.

He scooped her up in his arms, walked over to
the bed, and laid her down gently. Immediately, he lay next to her.
Hovering over her, he moved quickly down her body.

“I want you to feel good too,” she said
breathlessly.

“Sweetheart, making you feel good makes me
feel good,” he whispered sincerely.

Her fingers dug into his scalp, as he loved
her orally. Demanding and tender at the same time, his magical
mouth drank her delicious juices and he breathed in her aromatic
scent. He found her hardened sensitivity and began to focus all of
his attention there. His fingers penetrated her slowly between
flicks and kisses of his tongue.

“Oh, God, that feels so good,” she moaned.
Bucking her pulsating center against his mouth, she screamed in
ecstasy as the waves of orgasm overtook her body again and again.
She was multi-orgasmic, which made him feel like a king.

He slithered back up her body and whispered,
“You’re perfect,” as he smoothed the damp hair off her face.

He stroked the back of his fingers over her
breast and watched intently while her sensitive nipple puckered
under his touch. She was melting, dissolving in the pleasure he was
lavishing upon her.

He then kissed her luscious lips gently and
asked her to put on the robe and join him on the couch because he
had something important that he wanted to ask her. She was
confused, but she followed him just the same. He sat down on the
couch first, buttoning his jeans while holding her gaze. Then he
reached out his hand to her, pulled her on top of his lap, and
smiled brightly. She wrapped her arms loosely around his neck.

He cleared his throat and began to speak.
“Jenna, I love you and want to grow old with you. I want you to be
the mother of my children and when I go to sleep at night, your
face is the last thing that I want to see when I close my
eyes.”

“You do?”

“Yes, darlin’…I do, and when I awake, I want
to see your features in the dim morning light. I want you to join
me on my journey to stardom. Will you marry me?”

She didn’t have to think about it...not for a
moment. He was her soul mate. “Yes, I’ll marry you.” She planted
little wet kisses all over his handsome face and thought that she
was the luckiest woman in the world.

Smiling broadly, he lifted her up in his arms
and spun her around the room. Putting her down on her feet gently,
he kissed the tip of her perfect nose and said, “Jenna, you have
made me a very happy man.”

She began undressing him, and he removed her
robe. They celebrated in the Jacuzzi and began making wedding
plans. He wanted to get married as soon as possible, so they
decided that on Friday evening they would fly to Las Vegas for the
wedding. The producers of the show had decided to give Jett and
Aidan part the weekend off before the finale. They knew what kind
of pressure they had endured during the season and wanted to take
the strain off of them. The rehearsals would resume on Sunday
afternoon.

Being a bit old-fashioned, Aidan wanted to
wait until the wedding night to consummate their union. Jenna
thought that he was a breath of fresh air, and she couldn’t wait
for them to be together forever.

They both were a little worried about their
parents’ reactions to their impulsiveness. Aidan put his hand on
the back of her head and turned her face towards his. He kissed her
lips lightly.

“My mom is going to be crazy about you.”

“And my dad is going to want to strangle
you,” she giggled.

Clutching at his throat with his hands, he
said, “Oh, God, I hope not!”

He saw a tear emerge in the corner of her
eye. Perceptively he said, “I know that your mom is with us in
spirit, sweetheart.”

Clinging to him, she wept. “I miss her so
much. She would have adored you,” she sniffled.

Aidan had a hard time imagining life without
his mother. She was his biggest fan and supporter. He would be
devastated and lost without her.

His fingers traced Jenna’s face lightly as he
leaned forward to capture her lips once more. Leaning back to look
at her, he said, “I love you, Jenna Holden.” Smiling, he took both
of her hands in his and kissed each palm separately. “I promise to
always provide for you and our children, and I will always try to
protect you from the insanity of life in the music business.”

“I know you will.”

“I wish that I could take your hurt away, but
unfortunately that would be impossible. Maybe in time, my love for
you will ease your pain.”

She gazed into his eyes and whispered, “It
already has.”

 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 8

 


Promises…promises!

 


“Marriage is our last, best chance to grow
up.”

~ Joseph Barth

 


When they finally arrived at Vanessa’s house,
it was very late. Aidan pressed Jenna’s back against the front door
and crushed his lips to hers as they embraced passionately.
Suddenly, the front door flew open, and they literally fell into
the foyer together. Vanessa stood there with her hands on her hips,
obviously agitated.

“Do you know what time it is?” she
demanded.

Aidan looked at his watch. It was 2:30 in the
morning.

“I’m sorry, Vanessa, but we lost track of
time,” he said.

“Aidan, I tried both of your cell phones, but
obviously you had turned them off. I was worried sick.”

Jenna chewed on her lower lip and stared down
at the floor as Aidan pulled her close to him.

“Vanessa, we need to talk.” Grabbing Jenna’s
hand, he pulled her into the living room after him and sat down on
the couch. Jenna silently took her place beside him.

Vanessa looked confused but sat down on an
overstuffed chair facing them.

Aidan didn’t mince words. He brought Jenna’s
hand to his lips and kissed it gently. “We’re in love, and I have
asked Jenna to be my wife,” he said proudly. Looking at Jenna
lovingly, he continued, “I’m happy to say that she has accepted my
proposal.”

Vanessa’s mouth dropped to the floor.

“You can’t be serious,” she stammered. “My
Lord, you hardly know each other.”

“Auntie, I have never felt like this before,”
Jenna explained. “I love him, and we want to share our lives
together.”

Aidan wrapped his arm tightly around Jenna’s
shoulder and drew her in against his chest, kissing the top of her
head softly.

“Vanessa, we’d like you and Bruce to be our
witnesses. We’re planning to get married Friday evening in
Vegas.”

“Aidan…Jenna, this is crazy.” She stared at
them in total disbelief. “I think that you two should wait and
then…”

“We’re in love and we’re going to get
married, with or without your consent,” he said firmly. Jenna
looked up at him with admiration. He cupped her chin in his hand
and gazed into her sparkling blue eyes, kissing the tip of her nose
affectionately.

Vanessa could see the determination in
Aidan’s eyes. She discussed with them in detail the problems that
awaited them. She told Aidan how he would be committing
professional suicide if this wedding were to leak out to his fans.
After much conversation, Vanessa gave in and said that she and
Bruce would be happy to accompany them to Vegas to witness their
wedding. Jenna hugged her aunt and thanked her for understanding;
Aidan beamed as he witnessed their exchange of affection.

Aidan had a show that evening, and, because
it was late, Vanessa suggested that he sleep in the spare guest
room. His eyes lit up as he readily accepted her offer and winked
at Jenna.

Jenna took a shower and walked into the
bedroom wearing her red silk robe and a towel wrapped around her
wet hair. Aidan was lying against the pillows on her bed with his
hands clasped behind his head.

“What took you so long?” he asked with a
sheepish grin on his handsome face.

Dashing to the bed, she tripped and fell over
him. She grimaced in pain.

“Oh, darlin’, are you all right?” She rolled
off of him and sat on the edge of the bed. Bending down, she held
her ankle in the palm of her hand and began to gently rub it. Aidan
bounded off the bed and knelt on the carpet in front of Jenna to
inspect her injury.

“It’s beginning to swell.” His voice revealed
his concern. “We should really get some ice on it.”

She giggled and said that she was a klutz but
that she was fine.

“A klutz…what’s a klutz?” he asked, narrowing
his eyes.

She laughed and explained that it was a
Jewish expression that meant being clumsy.

“Oh, I guess that I have a lot to learn.” He
laughed and held her gaze.

She knotted her fingers through his curls and
leaned down to kiss him.

“You know that you really shouldn’t be here,”
she told him between kisses. “But I’m glad you are. I love you,
baby. Now, did you remember to lock the door?” she asked
seductively, nipping playfully at his bottom lip.

Nodding yes, he rose up from the floor. She
scooted over on the bed, putting her head on the pillow and
shifting her body to the side. She patted the space beside her with
her hand, inviting him to lie next to her. He welcomed her
invitation and hurried to take his place beside her.

Still fully dressed, he began to unbutton his
shirt. Helping him, she undid the snap of his jeans. He unzipped
his zipper and wiggled his narrow hips out of his pants. They
crawled underneath the comforter together.

As they faced each other, he untied her robe
and slipped it off over her shoulders.

“That’s better,” he moaned, touching the
silky bare skin of her thigh.

She moved her hand down and reached for his
swollen manhood. “May I kiss it?” she asked provocatively.

Nodding yes, he laid his head back on the
pillow and let his eyes close as she moved slowly down his body.
Reaching down, he removed the towel from her head and weaved his
fingers through her damp hair and murmured, “I love you,
darlin’.”

“I want to taste you,” she whispered, “but we
must be quiet.” After issuing that caution, she began sliding her
hand up and down his shaft before taking it into her wet, warm
mouth. He moaned in pleasure, as she orally loved him. When he was
on the brink of orgasm, she raised her hand to his mouth to silence
him.

“Oh my God,” he kept whispering over and over
again against the flesh of her fingertips.

Afterwards, she wiggled up his body, gazed
into his eyes, and told him that he tasted delicious.

“That was amazing. You’re amazing…I love
you,” he said in a raspy voice, still trying to gain some
composure, his heart hammering loudly inside his chest. Placing his
hands on the back of her neck, he pulled her face towards him and
kissed the pale, pink-hued lips that had just brought him such
intense joy.

He wanted to pleasure her, but she told him
that since he had a show that evening, she wanted him to get some
rest. They slept entangled in each other’s arms, and when they
awoke, they cuddled and kissed until he needed to leave. He wanted
her to come and see him live that evening, but she wanted to shop
for a dress to wear to their wedding the next day.

“Don’t forget to wear white,” he said with a
loving wink.

He gave her an American Express Card and told
her not to be frugal. That day she and Vanessa shopped till they
dropped.

They ate lunch at a little café on Sunset
Boulevard. Vanessa tried talking to her about the problems that
awaited them. Jenna smiled politely and said, “I’m totally in love
with Aidan, and I am going to do everything in my power to make him
happy and successful.”

Vanessa didn’t say another word, deciding any
interference would be futile.

When they arrived home, Jenna looked down at
her ankle and saw that it was swelling again. Praying silently that
it would be better by tomorrow, she grabbed ice from the freezer
and made a cold compress by wrapping a kitchen towel around the
frozen cubes. Sitting down in the kitchen, she raised her foot up
against the chair next to her and laid the compress on her swollen
ankle. The chill from the ice made her shiver. Just then her cell
phone rang, and Aidan was on the line. He told her that he just
wanted to say how much he loved her and to remind her to watch the
show. He also asked her about her ankle. She winced quietly and
quickly lied, saying that it was fine.

He paused before he said goodbye and
whispered, “Jenna, thank you for last night. You were amazing,
sweetheart.”

She blushed and told him, “I aim to
please.”

He laughed and said in his Southern drawl,
“You sure did please me.”

“Aidan, I love you, and good luck tonight.
I’ll be watching you,” she assured him.

“I’ll call you later, darlin’.”

Jenna, Vanessa and Bruce watched the show
together and thought that Aidan was surely the front-runner to win
the contest. His melodic voice soared with emotion, and Jenna was
so proud of him. The ladies in the audience were going crazy over
his slightest moves and gestures, and Jenna could tell he was
enjoying it. Actually, it was making Jenna uneasy or perhaps even
jealous; she couldn’t decide which emotion she was feeling, and she
tried to put her concern in the back of her mind. All she thought
about all day was Aidan and how much she adored him. She didn’t
hear from him after the show and tried his cell before going to
bed, but his voice mail answered instead. Her eyes were closing
when her cell phone rang.

When she answered, Aidan asked, “Did I wake
you, beautiful?”

Yawning, she told him what a great job he had
done and how proud she was of him.

“Jenna…sweetheart…I’m in your driveway.”

She sat up in bed yawning. Rubbing her eyes
she said with excitement, “I’ll be right down, baby.”

Throwing on her robe, she hobbled down the
stairs and limped outside to his car.

When he saw her limping, he flung open his
car door and rushed to meet her half way down the driveway. He
scooped her up in his arms and kissed her hello as she wrapped her
arms tightly around his neck. He carried her back inside the house
and bounded up the stairs to her bedroom.

Kicking the door closed with his heel, he sat
her gently on the edge of the bed and sat beside her. “Now let me
have a look at that ankle,” he said, kissing the tip of her nose
and giving her the famous Price wink. Her heart fluttered with
anticipation.

She swung her leg over his lap and licked her
lips slowly. Bending over he began to massage it gently. Jenna
leaned her head down to kiss the back of his neck and ran her
fingers through his luscious curls.

“I missed you,” she whispered sensually.

Swirling his wet tongue in long strokes
around her swollen ankle he muttered, “I missed you, too, and
counted the minutes until I could see you again.”

She made a fist of her hand in his hair,
pulling him up. He turned sideways as she pulled him towards her.
She parted his lips with her tongue, and their passions fed on each
other as their tongues danced fervently together.

Carefully lifting her leg off his lap, she
whispered, “Did you lock the door?”

He stood up and told her that he wanted to
move his car out of the driveway and get some ice for her
ankle.

“Hurry,” she whispered anxiously.

She must have closed her eyes and dozed off,
because she didn’t hear him come in. When he placed the cold pack
on her ankle, she shivered and opened her eyes. She smiled up at
him.

She scooted over, and he crawled into the bed
beside her. Turning on his side to face her, he put his arms around
her waist and gazed into her sleepy eyes.

“I’m going to let you sleep now,” he
whispered. “I want you to have plenty of energy for tomorrow night
because, darlin’, you’re going to need it!”

“Promises…promises!” she said.

 


 



Chapter 9

 


Goin' to the Chapel…

 


“Love is a fever which marriage puts to bed
and cures.”

~ Richard J. Needham

 


That day at rehearsals, Aidan had trouble
concentrating and was forgetting the words to his songs. His
friends began to worry about him, and the producers told him to get
some rest over the weekend. He was counting the minutes until they
finished and he could return to Jenna and they could begin their
new life together.

Before he had left her that morning, Jenna
had called her father to tell him that she was dating Aidan Price
and that she was crazy about him. Aidan grabbed the phone and
introduced himself and asked if he would come to the finale next
week as his guest. Nate hesitated for a moment and then asked to
speak to Jenna again.

“I hope that you will consider my invitation,
Mr. Holden,” Aidan said before handing the phone to Jenna, mouthing
to her apologetically, “I tried!”

“What’s going on, Jenna?” her father asked
incredulously.

“Daddy, I’m so happy. Aidan wants to meet
you, and I miss you so much. Please come,” she begged.

He chuckled and said, “Okay, sweetheart, I’ll
come.”

She covered the mouthpiece of her cell phone
and whispered to Aidan, “He’s coming.” Aidan smiled broadly and
leaned in to kiss her neck.

She spoke to her dad for a long time while
watching Aidan get ready to go to the studio. “Daddy, I have to go,
but I’ll see you on Tuesday…I love you.” She blew a kiss into the
phone and hung up.

Hugging Aidan, she said coyly, “Now it’s your
turn.”

He called his mom as Jenna leaned against his
shoulder and listened. “Hi, Mom.” After making small talk for a
while, he finally said, “I met a girl and I’m in love. Her name is
Jenna. You’re going to be crazy about her, and she can’t wait to
meet you.”

“Son, what’s going on?” she asked
fearfully.

“What do you mean?” he replied
cautiously.

“Aidan, I hope you’re not being impulsive.
Your career is just beginning, and…”

“Mom, you worry too much. Did you get the
plane tickets that I sent you?”

“Yes, and I wanted to thank you. I’m so
excited about the finale. I know that you’re going to win. Everyone
is calling and wishing you well.”

“Mom, I love you, but I have to go now. I’ll
see you Monday.”

When he hung up, he wrapped his arms around
Jenna’s waist and kissed her forehead lightly.

“She’s going to hate me,” Jenna whispered
ruefully.

“Hogwash,” he laughed. “She’s going to love
you, just as I do.”

The stage had been set…the players were in
place. They both decided to enjoy the moment and to deal with the
repercussions later.

Aidan did promise Jenna another wedding in
six months, so that her dad could walk her down the aisle, and his
mom could witness her only son’s nuptials.

He arrived at Vanessa’s in the late
afternoon. The limo was already parked in the driveway. Vanessa’s
secretary had taken care of all the arrangements, and all he had to
do was show up. He smiled as he thought about Jenna. The love he
felt for this young woman penetrated the depths of his soul. Depths
he never knew existed. It was a love so strong that he would do
anything to hold on to it…anything!

Sarah opened the door with Jack standing
behind her. Aidan crouched down on his knees and hugged both of
them.

Sarah sighed and said, “I heard that you and
Cousin Jenna are getting married today.”

“That’s right, sweetie, we are.”

“Why can’t Jack and I come?” she whined.

Jenna peered over the staircase and came to
his defense. “Aidan, I need your help,” she asked politely.

He looked up at her with a bright smile. He
kissed the children on their little pudgy cheeks and bounded up the
stairs. Taking her hand, he led her back into her room and closed
the door with his foot.

Staring into her eyes he said, “Thank you for
saving me. Wow! You look gorgeous. I love your hair straight and
you smell so good.”

“I do?” she asked modestly.

Putting his arms around her waist, he pulled
her close and embraced her tenderly. Whispering against her ear, he
said, “Yes you do, and tonight you’ll be mine forever.” He leaned
back to look at her face; he kissed her forehead and nose and
nipped at her lower lip.

He picked up her carry-on luggage and said,
“We have to hurry now. We don’t want to be late for our own
wedding, do we?”

She giggled and placed her hand securely into
his. They began walking down the spiral staircase and into the
beginning of their new life together.

When they arrived at the Las Vegas Airport,
there was a limo waiting for them outside the baggage claim area to
drive them to the Bellagio Hotel. Vanessa and Bruce smiled as they
watched Aidan and Jenna’s enthusiastic faces light up on the ride
down the Strip towards the hotel. Both had never been to Vegas
before and were in awe of all the large hotels and massive
billboards surrounded by sparkling, flashing lights.

Jenna looked out the window and pointed.
“Aidan, soon those marquees are going to have your name in the
center, with neon lights encircling them.”

He pressed his face against her cheek and
whispered, “From your mouth to God’s ears.”

They conversed freely while stealing kisses
like a couple of hormonal teenagers. Vanessa and Bruce felt like
intruders as they witnessed young love in full bloom.

The first thing the happy couple did when
they arrived at the hotel was go to Fred Leighton’s Jewelers. The
store was located on the main level of Bellagio’s and was well
known for its prestigious collection of Estate and Antique Jewelry.
They decided on two-toned 14-karat-gold hammered matching wedding
bands with rope design edges. The center of the ring was finely
brushed with high polished edges. Inside Jenna’s ring, Aidan had
engraved: Yours Forever, Aidan.

Aidan insisted on buying Jenna a diamond
engagement ring. Being a minimalist, she protested, but he wouldn’t
relent. Not wanting to argue, she picked out a 1-carat princess cut
diamond set in white gold. He looked down at her hand and then
looked up at the salesman and said to make the diamond larger,
perhaps a 2-carat, and then they would take it.

Jenna sighed and worried if they could afford
such a frivolous expense. Looking at him, she asked why he had
insisted upon it.

“I want you to have the best,” he said,
covering her hand with his.

When they entered their suite, Jenna put her
hand over her mouth and gasped. The spacious living room featured
an overstuffed couch, three Queen Anne chairs, and a glass coffee
table embellished with a lovely fresh flower arrangement. Rich
woods with floral and warm-toned upholstery and draperies adorned
the room. Floor to ceiling windows in the living room and bedroom
offered sparkling views of the Las Vegas Strip. The bedroom had a
walk-in closet and was furnished with a four-poster king size bed
and two comfortable club chairs with matching ottomans. The Italian
marble bathroom featured double vanities with brass accents, a
bidet, a deep soaking Jacuzzi tub, and a glass-enclosed steam
shower with a large granite bench.

They walked around the suite with their arms
around each other’s waists. Looking up at Aidan, she beamed, “This
is perfect, baby. I love it, and I love you.” He turned to face
Jenna, and pulled her close to him. He stared into her sparkling
blue eyes and kissed her gently on her forehead, then her nose, and
finally her mouth.

“We’re going to have such a wonderful life
together,” he muttered between kisses.

Jenna took a few things out of her suitcase,
grabbed her garment bag, and retreated to the bathroom to dress for
their wedding. “No peeking,” she warned.

Aidan dressed in the bedroom, knowing that
she needed her privacy. She fussed with her hair and dabbed on a
minimal amount of make-up.

Bruce and Vanessa knocked on the door.
Vanessa had come to help Jenna finish dressing and then to escort
her to the Terrazza Di Sogno, where the wedding was to take place.
Security was outside the door waiting to accompany Bruce and Aidan
to the Terrace. The hotel had taken many precautions to make the
wedding secretive and to assure the couple’s privacy.

Aidan tapped his fingers on the bathroom door
and said, “I have to go, darlin’, but I’ll see you soon. I love
you.”

She leaned against the door, closed her eyes,
and thought that she couldn’t remember ever being this happy.

The Terrazza Di Sogno was a beautiful terrace
overlooking Bellagio’s Lago Di Como, which had expansive views of
the Tuscan landscape. This magnificent terrace was set amidst the
backdrop of an Italian balcony; its walls were tinted a warm,
golden patina, and its toasted marble flooring complemented the
beauty of the expensive paintings on the walls. As if that wasn’t
enough, the Terrace also afforded a spectacular view of the
Bellagio Fountains. The Fountains of Bellagio are set on a lake of
more than 8.5 acres of water, and every day, every thirty minutes,
spectators can see an elaborate show of dancing fountains
choreographed to music and lights. Over 1,000 feet of water soars
as high as 240 feet into the air. Musical pieces that accompany the
show range from classical and operatic to popular music and songs
from Broadway shows.

The wedding package included a performance of
the Bellagio fountains; one song of their choice was to play at the
point in the ceremony when they embraced and kissed. Aidan and
Jenna picked the romantic love song, “When a Man Loves a
Woman.”

Aidan stood anxiously at Bruce’s side,
dressed handsomely in a three button black wool suit with a chest
welt pocket and front flap pockets. His dress shirt was white, and
he wore a thin black and silver striped tie. Aidan nervously tugged
on his sleeves and fidgeted with his tie when Bruce cleared his
throat to get Aidan’s attention. Bruce then gave the young man a
warm smile and nod to calm him. Aidan wasn’t apprehensive about
marrying Jenna; he was just excited because he knew that she was
the perfect woman for him and that she would soon be his
forever.

When he saw Jenna and Vanessa strolling
towards him, his smiled brightened. He walked to meet her and
escorted her back to the altar. She slipped her arm through his as
he leaned in and whispered how beautiful she looked. Her elegant,
strapless, white gown had lovely embroidery embellished with pearl
beading. The bodice of the dress was made of satin, and the organza
skirt was highlighted with a satin ribbon at the bottom of the
gown. Pearl beads accented the entire dress.

Aidan couldn’t take his eyes off of her as
they gazed lovingly at one another while holding hands.

A single tear fell from the corner of her
eye. Aidan wiped it away and whispered, “She’s here with us.”
Squeezing his hand and smiling, she nodded yes.

The Justice of the Peace talked about love,
life, family, and commitment and asked them to repeat the words
after him. Once they had recited their vows, they slipped the gold
matching wedding bands onto each other’s left ring fingers. When
they were pronounced husband and wife, Aidan winked at his new
young wife and leaned in for a passionate kiss. They wrapped their
arms around each other’s waists and watched the fountains dance to
their song.

She had found her prince charming and he had
found his princess bride. Together they would build a wonderful,
happy life together.

 


 



Chapter 10

 


The Wedding Night

 


“Sex ought to be a wholly satisfying link
between two affectionate people from which they emerge unanxious,
rewarded, and ready for more.”

~ Alex Comfort

 


After the wedding, the four of them dined at
the Prime Steakhouse located lakeside at Bellagio, against a
backdrop of the flowing fountains and shimmering lights of Las
Vegas. The room was brimming with Baccarat chandeliers, plush
furnishings, and velvet drapings; that, along with the blue marble
floor, created a setting reminiscent of a Roaring Twenties
speakeasy.

A native Bostonian, Jenna was excited to see
live Maine lobster as an entrée on the menu. Her new husband
chuckled at her enthusiasm.

Aidan was so great at telling jokes and
stories that he had the wedding party in stitches during dinner.
Jenna laughed so hard that her stomach hurt.

After dinner, Aidan turned to Vanessa and
said, “Thank you for bringing Jenna into my life.” He reached for
Jenna’s hand and brought it to his lips. “She’s my life now, and I
will do my best to make her happy. I’m the luckiest guy in the
world.”

Jenna smiled, countering that she was the
lucky one to have married such an incredible man.

Aidan had his arm wound tightly around
Jenna’s waist as they walked back to their hotel suite. Jenna told
a funny joke and had him laughing hysterically. She teased him,
saying that he wasn’t the only entertainer in the family.

While the lovers were standing in front of
the door, their laughter faded, and their faces turned more serious
as they stared into each other’s eyes. Aidan fumbled in his pocket
for his card key. Then he scooped up his gorgeous bride and carried
her over the threshold. Throwing her arms around his neck, she
kissed him playfully and nibbled on his lips. Her heart was
pounding with anticipation. She loved this man with all her heart
and was going to do her best to make him happy.

When he whispered how much he loved her, she
laid her head in the crook of his neck. Feeling her warm breath on
his neck, he moaned in pleasure. He sat her down on the couch next
to him. Turning to face her, he cupped her face with one hand, and
with his other hand he smoothed the hair off her face and placed it
behind her ear with his fingertips.

“You’re so hot,” he whispered, moving his
lips softly against hers.

She retreated into the bathroom, telling him
that she had a surprise for him. He cocked his head and opened his
eyes wide. “My little bride is full of creativity,” he said with a
wink.

Aidan undressed and sat on the bed. Throwing
the pillows off to the side, he leaned his back against the
headboard. Covering himself with the blanket, he stretched his legs
out before him and began to wiggle his toes. Anxiously he waited
for his new bride to appear. He kept glancing at the bathroom door,
wondering what was taking her so long. Closing his eyes, he
daydreamed about tasting her sweetness with his tongue.

Suddenly, she was standing over him and
asking, “Do you like?”

Startled, Aidan jumped. Jenna giggled and
turned around slowly, modeling her new black lace negligee. Aidan
swallowed hard as she climbed onto the bed and crawled on her hands
and knees towards him.

“You look sexy,” he said, his voice soft and
seductive.

Grabbing her, he locked her in a hungry kiss,
their hands clutching, tongues plunging, and arms tangled together
in passion. Soon Aidan slipped the negligee from her shoulders and
laid her next to him, kissing the soft flesh of her alabaster
skin.

Jenna nuzzled Aidan’s neck and whispered,
“What about birth control?”

He pulled back and looked her straight in the
eye. “No birth control, darlin’. We’ll take what God gives us.
Maybe we’ll be fortunate enough to make a honeymoon baby.”

Jenna smiled brightly and quickly climbed on
top of Aidan and straddled him with her long, athletic legs. His
hands roamed over her breasts slowly, while his mouth quickly
latched onto her nipple, sucking, tweaking, and rolling it ever so
gently between his teeth. She laced her fingers through his curly,
dark hair, holding him firmly against her as she sighed, “That
feels amazing.”

Soon they tumbled and Aidan was on top of
her. He began kissing her neck, and his hands felt the fullness of
her youthful breasts. His hungry lips kissed hers as she ran her
fingers over his bare chest.

Aidan muttered, “You’re perfect” as he
smoothed her silken hair from her face. He stroked the back of his
fingers over her breasts and watched intently while her sensitive
nipples puckered tight for him. She was melting, dissolving in
pleasure.

She cried out in ecstasy and began thrusting
against him. “Don’t stop…please don’t stop,” she begged. His hand
reached down and expertly slipped off her lace panties. His fingers
glided over her moist folds. She covered his hand with hers, not
wanting him to leave her precious love nest. He fingered her
gently…she bucked against him forcefully. He slithered down her
body and his mouth replaced his finger. His tongue delved deep
inside her womanhood. They both shuddered as if feeling an electric
bolt coursing through their bodies.

As he moved his mouth away from her throbbing
center, she cried, “No!” He swallowed hard, thrilled by the
knowledge of the power he held over her, and he stimulated her
again with his finger while positioning himself directly over
her.

“I love you, Jenna. Let me show you how
much,” he panted.

His skin was damp with perspiration as he
supported himself above her with his arms. His face was tight, his
eyes were fixated on her, and his arms quaked faintly while he held
himself rigid above her.

“Jenna, I’ll try not to hurt you,” he
whispered as his hand guided his swollen manhood into her throbbing
core.

She winced in pain; it was a tight fit. Her
eyes were closed as he gripped her hips with his hands and thrust
slowly into her.

“Open your eyes, Jenna,” he implored.

With his name on her lips, she held onto him,
digging her fingernails into his biceps. He leaned down and kissed
her. He fought to keep her glazed eyes open and focused on him.
Aidan kept up with the unerring, slow grinding of his hips forward
and back…forward and back. She tilted her hips up as he sank more
fully into her. He slowly withdrew, only to sink deeper and deeper
again. Now she began thrusting against him, wrapping her legs
forcefully around his waist.

“Come with me,” he pleaded, cupping his hands
under her bottom and plunging into her deeper, faster, and
harder.

“Oh, God, Jenna!” he screamed as he released
his seed deep inside her.

Her legs began trembling and immense pleasure
flowed through her veins. Her whole body started to shudder as she
followed him over the edge into utopia.

She was multi-orgasmic, and when he was
spent, he used his thumb to manipulate her clit, bringing her to
orgasm again.

Afterwards, they clung to each other with
their hearts pounding, as they tried to catch their breath.

Aidan tried lifting his weight off her, but
to his surprise she muttered, “No,” and pulled him back down on top
of her. Smiling, he kissed her temple, the tip of her perfect nose,
and then her lovely mouth.

“Are you all right, darlin’?”

“Yes, baby, I’m perfect.”

“Did I hurt you?” he asked with concern.

“Honestly, it did burn at first, but it was
the most amazing experience…ever.”

“Mrs. Price, I love you. You’re going to make
a good wife.” He winked.

“Baby, can we do it again?” she asked
innocently.

Aidan threw his head back and laughed out
loud. Sweeping her into his arms once again he said, “We can do it
all night if you wish.” He leaned down and kissed her eager
lips.

“I want to be on top,” she blurted out.

His eyes widened. “Be my guest, my little sex
kitten.”

He climbed off her and lay on his back. She
straddled his hips and positioned herself above his massive
endowment.

Giggling, she said, “You know that I used to
be a pretty good equestrian.”

“Jenna Price, you’re the best thing that ever
happened to me!”

“I’ll never bore you,” she reassured him and
reached her hand down to stroke his limp penis.

Reaching out to her, he fondled her full
breasts with his large hands.

When his erection was quite evident, she
released her hand and squatted down on his shaft. He slid in
effortlessly. She leaned forward and kissed him, their tongues
passionately exploring each other’s mouths.

His trembling hands were now grabbing her
hips, guiding her movements…up and down…back and forth…up and
down.

He gasped at the warm, tight, and wet feeling
surrounding him. His hands wrapped around her bottom.

“Spank me, baby,” she begged.

He slapped her lightly at first, but she
begged him to do it harder. And when he did, she quickened her pace
and rode him long and hard.

“Come with me, Aidan,” she pleaded.

Her movements became more frantic with each
grind of her hips. She leaned forward and buried her face into the
crook of his neck. As the raw sensation of the act gripped her, her
enthusiasm mounted.

The sound of moans, groans, screams, and
slaps filled the air. They were spiraling and flying together
through time. Aidan held her still as her orgasm coursed through
her, leaving her legs trembling above him. When he released himself
into her, he felt intense pleasure encompass his entire body. She
collapsed on top of him as her whimpers turned to sobs.

“Shhh…darlin’…did I hurt you?” He moved his
hands to her brow and combed her hair off her dampened face. He
whispered in her ear how much he loved her and begged her to speak
to him.

She looked up and said, “Aidan, I’m so sorry.
I just became overwhelmed. You’re such an unbelievable lover, and I
never thought that I could be happy again.”

As she lay her cheek back down against his
chest, they were silent, each drowning in the love they felt for
the other. He lightly grazed his fingernails down her back, over
her waist and hip, down her thigh, and back up again, over and over
until her skin was covered with goose bumps.

He asked her not to move, to enjoy their time
together and take pleasure in their newfound closeness. “I wish I
could express how incredible it felt to be inside you.”

“Show me,” she muttered.

They made love again…slowly. Their bodies
danced together with ease, and they traveled to that special place
where time stood still and no one else mattered, but the other.

 


 



Chapter 11

 


The Morning After

 


“Nobody has ever measured, even poets, how
much a heart can hold.”

~ Zelda Fitzgerald

 


Jenna opened her eyes and stared at the alarm
clock. It was only 6:30, but she was famished. Wiggling out of
Aidan’s arms she tiptoed quietly to the mini bar and opened the
door, taking out a can of nuts, a Snickers Bar, and a Diet Coke.
Then she went into the bathroom and bent over to turn on the faucet
to fill the Jacuzzi tub. Making sure that the water temperature
wasn’t too hot, she stuck her big toe in first before getting in.
She turned around to grab a towel and grabbed Aidan instead.

“Want company?” he asked.

She leaned in for a kiss and apologized for
waking him.

He nibbled at her earlobe and whispered, “I’m
a very light sleeper.”

“I guess that I won’t ever be able to sneak
out in the middle of the night,” she teased.

“I hope you won’t ever want to.”

She giggled and took his hand as they stepped
over the rim of the bathtub together. Once inside the tub, she
splashed him playfully with warm water. He reached his arm around
her waist to turn on the jets.

Looking down at the junk food on the floor
beside the tub, he narrowed his eyes and asked, “Are we having a
picnic?”

She quickly climbed on his lap and said,
“After that workout last night, I’m starving.”

He traced her lips with his fingertips. “I
don’t want you eating that crap. When we get out of the tub I’ll
order room service.”

“But Aidan, I love junk food.”

He silenced her with a kiss. She was about to
find out just how controlling and complex her new husband was.
Kissing him back, she repositioned herself on top of him and
wrapped her legs firmly around his waist.

He pulled back and looked at her. “How can
you look so beautiful in the morning, Mrs. Price?”

“I’m not that beautiful.”

That was one of the things that he loved
about her: she wasn’t caught up in any of the glitz and glamour.
She had been raised to believe that beauty on the outside was not
all that important. Her parents had instilled in her the virtues of
generosity, kindness, and love at an early age, and it showed.

“Yes, you’re beautiful, but I don’t want your
head to swell,” he laughed.

Deciding to change the subject, she looked at
him and grinned. “I love you,” she said, “but I also love
Mister.”

Pangs of jealously tugged at his heart. “Who
the hell is Mister?” he asked, sounding somewhat annoyed.

She reached her hand down and gently grabbed
his growing erection.

“This is Mister, the other love in my life,”
she giggled.

Feeling relieved, he beamed and reached his
hand down to stroke her femininity. “Can I name yours?” he asked
politely.

“Be my guest,” she twittered.

“I’m going to call your sweet pussy
Sweetness.”

She blushed at his choice of words.

His mood became serious and he said, “Mister
would very much like to be in Sweetness now.” She felt his warm
breath on her neck as his hands reached out to cup her firm
breasts. He kissed her neck as his fingers caressed her swollen
nipples. His hand moved across her neck as his long, slender
fingers outlined her jawbone. They stared at one another longingly,
beholding a mixture of love and desire in each other’s eyes.

Her arms tightened around his waist. “I love
you, Jenna,” he whispered and then leaned in for an eager kiss.

The steamy Jacuzzi water vibrated and rushed
all around them. Their passion was mounting and their desire could
not be denied. They made love again. Aidan held her as the hot
waves of pleasure shot through her, leaving her shaking above him.
He then released his own pent up desire and felt the tension leave
his body. He looked into her sparkling blue eyes and used his hand
to smooth back the wet hair from her face. He loved the radiant,
rosy glow in her cheeks that was the usual result of their
lovemaking.

“That was fantastic, sugar,” he said with a
smile, his white teeth gleaming in the morning haze.

“I love you.”

“I love you more,” he whispered and then
kissed her lips tenderly.

He went into the living room to dial room
service. She was just finishing in the bathroom when he called out
to her for her order. Walking into the room wearing a white terry
cloth robe, looking fresh and stunning, she sat beside his naked
body.

Reaching out to grasp his free hand in hers,
she answered, “I’ll have two eggs sunny side up, hash browns well
done, crispy bacon, an onion bagel, French toast with real maple
syrup, and a large fresh orange juice.”

He stared at her in total disbelief.
“Anything else?”

“And strawberries, whip cream, and chocolate
for dessert.” She winked.

He squeezed her hand supportively and mouthed
the words, “Now we’re talking.”

Waiting for their breakfast, Aidan and Jenna
curled up on the couch together. He began stroking her arm lovingly
and asked her quietly if she wanted to take a walk later to see a
little bit of Las Vegas. Playing with the few black hairs on his
chest with her soft fingers, she said that she would rather stay in
bed with him all day and make love.

He flashed her the broadest smile and said,
“I think that could be arranged.”

When breakfast arrived they sat cross-legged
on the bed facing each other. Now both of them had on matching
white robes and were enjoying watching one another devour their
food. Maple syrup dripped out of the corner of Jenna’s mouth, and
Aidan quickly leaned in to lick it off with his moist tongue. Then
his hand moved towards her waist. His mouth sought her lips as he
untied the belt of her robe.

Whispering against her lips he said, “How
about a little dessert?”

“I’m not hungry.”

He laughed. “I didn’t mean…hungry for
food.”

.Without speaking, he grabbed her shoulders
and pushed her backwards onto the bed. Her strawberry blond curls
splayed across the soft, white, silk pillowcase. Before straddling
her, he removed her robe seductively.

“I’m going to devour you, Mrs. Price,” he
growled.

“You don’t scare me,” she said as she grabbed
a bunch of his hair in her hands and pulled his mouth down to her
lips. She pushed her lips into his and kept tugging on his hair.
Instead of causing Aidan pain, it gave him pleasure. She kissed him
passionately, their tongues dancing earnestly together.

Their breathing escalated and she told him to
lose the robe. Throwing his robe across the room titillated her.
His erect member lay across her bare stomach. Moving her mouth away
from his lips and across to his ear, she nibbled on his earlobe and
then stuck her tongue in and out of his ear.

“God, Jenna, I love that,” he moaned.

She bent her knees and spread her legs wide
open, inviting him in. Her pelvis moved up and down against him
slowly. When he entered her, she moved her hands from his hair and
grabbed his butt cheeks, squeezing them tightly against her. She
moved her body back and forth in sync with his thrusts. Their
bodies began slapping against each other while their arousals
heightened. When they climaxed simultaneously, their souls
entwined, and afterwards they lay still together, enveloped in the
love they felt for one another.

That evening they changed their minds and
decided to take a break from lovemaking to go out for dinner. Jenna
dressed in tight jeans with a low-cut crop top and no bra.

Aidan looked at his new bride and said,
“We’re not going out unless you change your top and put on a
bra.”

She tried protesting, but he was adamant.
Being so much in love and wanting to please her new husband, she
reluctantly changed.

As they walked down the street, their arms
wound tightly around each other, the bright lights of the Las Vegas
Strip mesmerized them both, and the energy was contagious. During
dinner they snuggled in the back booth of an Italian restaurant in
Caesar’s Palace. Aidan wore his disguise: sunglasses and a hat. It
seemed to work. There were a few stares, but nothing to worry
about. People seemed to look more at Jenna than at him.

After dinner Jenna began stroking Aidan’s leg
and whispered in his ear, “I want to kiss Mister.” Grabbing the
check off the table, he reached for her hand and literally pulled
her from the booth.

“Did I say something wrong?” she cooed. Her
pouty lips and batting eyes brought forth a sinister laugh from
Aidan.

“Jenna Price, you’re going to be the death of
me, but what a way to go!”

 


 


 



Chapter 12

 


Reality Check

 


“All our interior world is reality- and that
perhaps more so than our apparent world.”

~ Marc Chagall

 


Aidan awoke early. The sunlight was cresting
through the curtains, as he looked sideways at his gorgeous,
sleeping, young bride. Jenna was lying in the crook of his arm,
which was carefully draped around her shoulder. He slowly removed
his limb from around her neck and propped himself up on his elbow
to stare down at her. How did I get so lucky? When he stroked the
back of his palm lightly against her cheek, Jenna began stirring
and slowly opened her eyes.

“I didn’t mean to wake you, Mrs. Price,” he
whispered, leaning down and lightly brushing his lips to hers.

“Yes, you did.” She smiled and wrapped her
arms snugly around his chest.

“Okay…you’re right,” he chuckled. Suddenly he
turned serious. “You were wonderful last night,” he said as he
traced his index finger tenderly over her lips.

She blushed.

Smiling at her pink rosy cheeks, he leaned
downward and planted tiny wet kisses against her shoulder, into the
hollow of her throat, up her neck, and across to her ear.

He whispered into her ear, “I love you. I
want to know everything about you, your likes…your
dislikes…everything. I never thought I could feel this way again.
You have changed my life and made me a very happy man.”

Wrapping their legs around each other, they
lay engulfed in each other’s love.

“I wish that we could stay longer,” she
said.

“I promise you we will have a long honeymoon
as soon as we can, but the important part is that we will be
together forever.”

“Aidan, you make me feel alive again. After
Mom died, I thought my life was over. The first time I saw you on
television, I knew that in some way you would change my life. Your
music touched my soul and made Mom’s death bearable.”

Wrapping his arms around her, he buried his
face between her breasts and closed his eyes, knowing that he had
found a little piece of heaven.

Aidan needed to return some phone calls, and
Jenna wanted to take a shower. He assured her that he would be done
quickly and then he would join her.

She entered the large walk-in shower and
turned on the water to a pleasurable temperature. Closing her eyes,
she smiled and stepped under the cascading water. Aidan entered the
bathroom and watched her through the glass as she ran her fingers
through her long, wet hair. He stepped into the shower, picked up
the shampoo, and began lathering her hair from behind. She opened
her eyes for a moment and then closed them again, tilting her head
backwards; his long slender fingers worked the fragrant liquid into
her scalp. Shivers ran down her spine; she sighed and quietly
moaned. She turned around to face him and allowed the stream of
warm water to gently rinse her hair. His hands moved down her
curvaceous body, across her breasts, down her flat tummy, and
stopped on the inside of her thighs. His finger found its way to
her warm center and stroked her sensitivity lightly. Removing his
finger he leaned in to kiss her. Jenna’s arms wrapped around
Aidan’s waist, and her mouth opened to his. Their tongues darted in
and out of each other’s mouths playfully. His kisses became more
demanding; as his body pushed her up against the cold tiled wall,
he grabbed her butt cheeks and lifted her into the air. She was
spiraling out of control, and her heart was pounding against his
chest. Her legs wrapped around his waist tightly as he guided her
onto his firm erection. Using the tile wall as leverage, he thrust
into her deeply as the water beat down on them. He kissed her
passionately. Her hands were on his shoulders as he plunged into
her faster and faster, deeper and deeper. Squeezing her buttocks,
he begged her to come with him. She screamed in ecstasy as the
water pelted her skin and orgasm overtook her body. He bit her on
her neck, leaving his territorial mark and branding her as his
property forever. Her nails dug deeply into the flesh of his
shoulders. Her head fell back, hitting the tile wall in back of
her.

“I’m almost there, darlin’. Come with me
again,” he begged. With one final thrust, he screamed her name as
his body quivered and shook uncontrollably against hers. No longer
were they two separate entities: at that very moment they became
one.

After his release, he realized that she was
still aroused. He couldn’t leave her that way, so he knelt before
her and orally loved her. She dug her fingers into his scalp and
screamed words of intimacy over and over again. Afterwards, they
sat on the granite shower bench intertwined together and professed
their love for one another.

When they dressed and were ready to leave the
suite, they stood inside the doorway. Aidan put his arms around
Jenna and looked down at her, promising that they would return one
day soon. He moved his hand slowly down her arm and slipped his
hand into hers.

“Are you ready for reality, my love?” he
asked, smiling down at Jenna.

She nodded yes as they walked hand in hand
out of their love suite and into their new life together.

 


 


 



Chapter 13

 


You’re My Angel

 


“A good heart is better than all the heads in
the world.”

~ Edward Bulwer-Lytton

 


Vanessa picked the newlyweds up at the
airport. She looked at them and commented that married life agreed
with them. They were both smiling from ear to ear.

As they drove down Santa Monica Boulevard,
Jenna saw a homeless woman pushing a shopping cart filled with all
her worldly possessions and asked Vanessa to pull the car over and
stop. Vanessa pulled into a strip mall, and Jenna quickly opened
the car door and jumped out.

Aidan was going to follow her, but Vanessa
grabbed his arm and said, “Just watch her. Her mom Kate was the
same way, always wanting to help the less fortunate.”

He watched his wife talking to the lady.
Jenna kept making a lot of hand gestures and was hugging the woman.
More importantly, he observed her listening intently to what the
stranger was saying. A few minutes later she reached into her purse
and took out her wallet. When she gave her money, the homeless
woman hugged Jenna with tears in her eyes. Aidan couldn’t hear the
words, but the exchange of emotions between Jenna and the homeless
lady brought tears to his eyes.

Vanessa cleared her throat to get Aidan’s
attention and said, “I bet you didn’t know that you married an
angel. Isn’t she special?”

He looked at Vanessa with a look of pride in
his eyes and simply said, “She’s amazing. I’m a very lucky
man.”

When Jenna got back into the car, she
snuggled up to her new husband in the back seat. “Aidan, someday I
want to open a shelter. There’s no reason for anyone to be homeless
in America today. I just want to make a difference and help
people.” Then she started to cry.

Consoling her, he wrapped his arms around her
shoulders and promised her that the homeless would be their charity
of choice. “Someday, Jenna, I will make your dream come true, and
then we will open Jenna’s House.”

He dried her tears with his thumbs as she
looked up at him. “You humble me, sugar…I love you so much.” He
leaned down and nibbled on her lower lip.

She sniffled and looked up at him. “Did you
really mean it when you said you would give money to the homeless
and that someday we could have our own shelter?”

“Of course I meant it, or I wouldn’t have
said it.”

Smiling broadly she flung her arms around his
neck and planted little kisses all over his face. “Thank you, thank
you,” she kept saying in between kisses.

Once they had pulled into the driveway at
Vanessa’s house, Aidan hugged Vanessa and thanked her for
everything. Vanessa and Bruce were exceptionally generous when they
had offered the happy couple their guesthouse to live in for
however long they wanted to. Jenna and Aidan were very appreciative
and accepted graciously. When they had time they would find a home
of their own, but in the meantime the guest cottage was perfect. He
held Jenna’s hand as she walked him to his car. He needed to go to
the studio for rehearsals and was already a little late. They
kissed at the car and noticed that their bellies were speaking to
one another with sounds of hunger. Realizing that they hadn’t eaten
breakfast, they giggled together. They were both thinking about
other things that took precedence over eating. Jenna asked Aidan to
wait a moment and ran into the house to make him lunch. She hurried
and came back with a large bag full of goodies for him.

“You’re too much, darlin’. What a great wife
you already are.” He winked.

They kissed a final time and then he was
gone.

Jenna didn’t hear from him the entire day.
Knowing that he was busy with rehearsals, she didn’t want to bother
him. By the time he called, it was past 7:00 p.m., and he told her
that he would be home by 9:00 and that he was starving.

“But I fixed you a huge lunch.”

“Not for food, silly,” he laughed. “I have to
go, but please make dinner reservations for 6 at 9:30.”

“Can you tell me who’s joining us?”

“My friends. I want them to meet my new
wife.”

“But Aidan, we were not supposed to tell
anyone. Remember your career?”

“Darlin’, these are my friends. They would
never tell. Besides, I’m so proud of you that I can’t wait for them
to meet you. See you later, sweetness, and dress appropriately. I
love you.”

When she hung up she hurried to find
something suitable to wear. How controlling, she thought, for him
to dictate how she should dress, but it was also sweet that he
cared so much.

She had just taken a shower when she heard a
knock at the guesthouse door. She looked through the peephole and
saw Aidan and his friends at the door.

“Aidan, I’m not ready yet.” She glanced at
the clock. It was only 8:30.

“I’ll be back in a moment,” he replied.

In a short time he was back alone and knocked
at the door once again. Promptly, she opened the door and pulled
him in by his shirtsleeve. Quickly she kissed him and then scurried
around trying to pick up her clothes, which were scattered all over
the floor.

She finally grabbed a short skirt off the
ground and shimmied into it. He shook his head in disagreement,
looked down at the carpet, then bent over and picked up a pair of
black gabardine slacks and a long-sleeved button down beige
blouse.

“Wear these, darlin’. They’re perfect.”

She quickly dressed and put on a little
lip-gloss, blush, and mascara. She wore her hair in a simple
ponytail.

“You look stunning, Mrs. Price,” he said with
a look of admiration in his eyes.

Jenna slipped her arm through Aidan’s as they
walked out to the pool together. Aidan’s friends were sitting
around the patio table chatting. When they saw Jenna, their mouths
flew open and huge smiles covered their faces.

Jett was the first to speak. He stood up and
extended his hand. “Hi, Jenna, I’m Jett,” he stammered. “Aren’t you
something!”

To break the ice, Jenna leaned in and hugged
him. “Nice to meet you too, Jett.”

Next, Richie stood up and asked for a hug
too. When she hugged him, she also gave him a little peck on the
cheek. He fell back on his chair, clutched his heart with his
hands, and said, “I’m keeping her.”

Aidan laughed at his antics, but he was less
than thrilled that Jenna had kissed Richie. He made a mental note
to talk to her about it later.

Jordan saw the jealousy in Aidan’s eyes and
decided to stay seated. He did welcome Jenna and congratulated both
of them on their marriage. And then he asked if she had a
sister.

Aidan assured him that she was one of a kind:
an original!

At dinner they talked mostly about the music
business and the show. Jett was Aidan’s competition for the finale,
and the others were going on the national tour with the group.

Jenna reached under the table and rubbed the
top of Aidan’s thigh. He turned and looked at her, leaned over to
her ear, and whispered, “I adore you.” She moved her hand towards
his crotch and lightly stroked Mister over his jeans. He moved his
lips from her ear to her mouth and kissed her passionately.
Suddenly the table was very quiet. They were all getting a show for
free.

On the way home, Aidan told Jenna that he had
called his mom that afternoon and had told her about their
marriage.

Jenna sighed and asked, “Was she
shocked?”

“That’s an understatement. She hung up on me
five times and called me a moron.”

“Oh great. She hates me.”

“Darlin’, she’s going to love you.”

“Is she still coming tomorrow?”

“Of course she is. After she calmed down, we
talked for a long time and I told her that we would have another
wedding that she could help you plan. She’s actually looking
forward to meeting you. Jenna, my mom is a fantastic lady. You’re
going to love her.”

He pulled the car over to the side of the
street and killed the engine. Turning sideways, he held her face in
the palm of his hands and leaned forward to kiss her. She wrapped
her arms around his neck, pulling him closer.

“Don’t be scared,” he whispered against her
lips. “It’s all going to work out. You’ll see.”

She looked at him and asked, “Who’s going to
pick up your mom at the airport tomorrow?”

He kissed her again and whispered, “You
are!”

She jerked her head back and glared at him.
“Me…alone!” she stammered.

He replied cautiously, “Well not exactly
alone. You’ll have a driver.”

Her eyes challenged his. “Did I hear you
correctly?”

Smiling broadly and moving his seat
backwards, he gestured with his index finger for her to come to
him. She crawled over Aidan and straddled him with her long
muscular legs. Gazing into her eyes he ran his fingers through her
hair, removed her rubber band, and watched her hair fall down past
her shoulders. Then he nuzzled his face against her hair and
murmured softly, “I love you.”

She pulled back and said, “I’ll do it on one
condition.” He raised his eyebrows and looked surprised, and asked
her to continue. “I want us to go back to where we saw Rita earlier
and see if we can help her. It’s such a chilly night. I’m worried
about her, and I want her to be safe and warm, in a hotel.”

He bent forward and kissed her forehead.
“You’re my angel. Let’s go find Rita.”

They drove around the same area five times
and were about to give up when Jenna spotted Rita lying on a bus
bench. This time Aidan pulled the car over on a side street, and
together they walked hand in hand to the bench. Jenna knelt down
and saw that Rita was fast asleep. She touched Rita gently on her
shoulder, trying not to startle her. Rita jumped up in fright, but
she calmed when she saw Jenna’s beautiful, smiling face before
her.

Rita stared at Aidan and then looked at
Jenna. “Rita, this is my husband Aidan, and we’re here to help
you.”

Aidan crouched down smiling, reached for
Rita’s hand, and gently held it in his. Jenna convinced Rita to let
them assist her. Once in the car, Jenna sat with Rita in the back
seat and held her hand in hers. Aidan listened intently to their
conversation and was impressed by how Jenna interacted with her. It
was amazing how she calmed Rita, took away her fear, and explained
their plan to help her. Once at the hotel, Aidan paid for a month
with his credit card and gave Rita money for food. Jenna hugged
Rita goodnight and told her that she would see her tomorrow evening
and bring her some new clothes and other things. .

Rita thanked both of them. Aidan and Jenna
took turns hugging her again. They gave her their cell phone
numbers and then left.

As they drove home, the couple talked about
Rita’s dilemma and how they were going to help her. Jenna suggested
that Rita could stay with them as soon as they rented a house.

Aidan raised his eyebrows and stared at the
road. “Jenna, darlin’, we’re newlyweds, and we should be spending
time alone.”

“Aidan, stop the car…please.”

He pulled the car over on a dark residential
street, turned off the ignition, and gazed into her eyes.

She leaned over to kiss him. Then she caught
him by surprise when she asked him if he wanted to have sex in the
backseat. Without even answering her, he leaped out of the car,
walked around to her side, and opened the car door for her,
practically pulling her out and throwing her into the rear seat. He
looked around for any signs of the Paparazzi before following
behind her. She immediately straddled him and began kissing him
sensuously. The windows began steaming immediately as his hands
cupped and caressed her breasts through the fabric of her blouse.
Her mouth moved down to his neck where she blew her hot breath
against his flesh. She then began covering his face with little,
moist kisses.

The kisses continued as she whispered into
his mouth, “Do you want to fuck me?”

He almost choked, but he nodded yes. Their
tongues continued their assault on each other’s mouths. Aidan
grasped her bottom, hugging her closer to him.

“Take off your pants, sugar,” he murmured
against her lips.

“Take them off yourself, big boy,” she
teased.

Aidan’s eyes gleamed with excitement as he
lifted her off of him and began pulling down her pants in one fell
swoop. He then removed her bikini underwear and bent down to kiss
Sweetness. His tongue slowly slid across her moist folds, and then
he used his fingers to penetrate her simultaneously. She laid her
head back against the seat and closed her eyes as Aidan kneeled on
the carpet and positioned himself between her legs. She knotted her
fingers through his hair and pulled him closer to her searing
core.

Digging her nails into his scalp, she
whispered, “Oh God, baby, that feels so good. I love how you love
me.”

Every nerve ending was inflamed. Her wildly
quivering body was shaking uncontrollably. Arching her back, she
bucked against his mouth and wrapped her legs tightly around his
neck, screaming his name over and over again.

Aidan tried to calm her by placing his free
hand on her lips, but it was too late. Opening his eyes he stared
straight ahead, watching the changes in her face as he manipulated
her sexuality. His head began moving from side to side at a rapid
pace. Her hands were running through his hair, pulling and tugging
at his scalp. She whimpered as he found and explored her hardened
sensitivity with his tongue, capturing the tiny erect bud in his
mouth. Carefully he nipped at it gently with his teeth, sending her
orbiting through space. Shivers and goose bumps ran across her skin
as the waves of orgasm took her to places she had never gone
before.

After she stilled, he slithered up her body
and pressed his lips against hers.

“Are you all right?” he asked between
kisses.

Panting, with her heart racing against his,
she smiled generously and held his face in her hands. “I’m
fantastic! I love you, baby. You’re such an incredible, selfless
lover. How did I ever get lucky enough to have found you?”

He leaned back and sighed. They gazed at one
another with love and admiration. “Sugar, I love you, and I’m glad
that I make you happy, but let’s get out of here. This back seat is
so small and uncomfortable. I think that I got a whiplash.” He
frowned as he rubbed his neck.

She giggled. “That’s what you get for going
down south.”

“Jenna, I’m a Southern boy. I love tasting
you. I love your scent. I love going down south, but now I’d like
to be in a bed.” He winked.

As they were driving home, Jenna leaned over
and stroked Mister. Aidan reached for her hand and held it in
his.

He smiled and said, “Jenna, don’t do that
until we get home, because you’re going to make me have an
accident.” He brought her hand up to his mouth and caressed it with
his lips.

“You’re such a worrywart, Aidan,” she
chortled.

“Oh really!”

“Yes…really!” she exclaimed.

“You’re so done…Sweetness. When I get you
home I’m going to make you take it back.”

“Are you going to spank me?” she asked with
an excited look in her eyes.

Glancing sideways at her he replied, “No… I
don’t think so. That would give you a little too much pleasure.
Don’t worry… I’ll come up with something. You know how creative I
can be.”

She moaned, “I can’t wait. I love
surprises.”

He stepped on the gas and smiled to himself
as he thought about the warmth of their passion. They were only
blocks from their home and minutes away from a night full of
ecstasy.

 


 



Chapter 14

 


Alex Goldman

 


“Success is not so much what you are, but
rather what you appear to be.”

~ Anon

 


Alex Goldman was born into a working class
Jewish family in Brooklyn in 1960. Alex was ambitious, intelligent,
and focused; he also possessed movie star good looks. He worked
hard in high school and was awarded a scholarship to Columbia
University. After graduation, he acquired student loans and went on
to attend Harvard Law School. His first job after passing the bar
was with a firm whose main client was Recording Artists of America.
That job was the beginning of a successful career in the recording
industry. The executives at RAA were very impressed with Alex, and
he read everything he could get his hands on relating to the music
business. He became quite knowledgeable. When they offered him a
position within the record company, he readily accepted. His
talent, love for music, good looks, and charisma allowed him to
quickly climb the corporate ladder at the prestigious record
company.

In 1995, at the age of 35, Alex became the
youngest president in RAA’s history. He discovered many famous
artists and was well respected among his peers. His business acumen
and eye for musical talent were unsurpassed and had made him one of
the most beloved men in the industry.

His personal life was not as successful as
his professional life. Enamored with women at an early age, he
married Lauren when he was only twenty-two. Initially smitten with
the tall, beautiful redhead, as time went by he became bored beyond
words. She was selfish, jealous, and argumentative. They had two
adorable daughters named Nicole and Ali, but their life together
was crumbling before their eyes. Going to marriage counselors only
proved how wrong they were for each other, and they decided to
split-up. Alex saw his daughters often and developed a wonderful
relationship with both girls.

He remained single for quite a few years
until he met Jessica. She was an aspiring vocalist, and he was her
record producer and biggest fan. Jessica was adorable: petite with
long, thick, shiny chestnut hair and huge brown eyes. They had
unbelievable chemistry together, and their sex life was amazing.
Jessica was ten years younger than Alex, but that didn’t seem to be
a problem at the time. When she became pregnant, Alex was on top of
the world, and they were married in Las Vegas. Shortly after the
birth of Sophia, Alex surprised her and came home for lunch one
day. He found her stoned and in their bed with her lead guitarist.
She cried and apologized, saying it was the drugs that had made her
unfaithful. Alex and Jessica had a horrible fight and he told her
to get out but to leave the baby. She stared at his frigid eyes
that were glaring back at her and begged him to reconsider because
of their child.

“I can’t trust you, Jessica,” was all that he
said.

They soon divorced. Alex was very generous
and gave her two million dollars as a settlement. In return, he got
sole custody of Sophia. She was the light of his life, and he was a
loving and doting father. His parents Molly and Dave moved to Los
Angeles to be near their new grandchild. Everyone was crazy in love
with this beautiful, confident, and well-mannered little girl.

Jessica moved to Europe, where she became a
huge star and visited Sophia a couple of times a year. Alex and
Jessica developed a deep and lasting friendship because of their
daughter.

Alex was sitting in his office waiting for
Aidan Price. Aidan had called him on his cell phone early in the
morning and had said that he had something important to speak to
him about. They made an appointment for 10 a.m., and Alex was
curious about their meeting. Alex had been proud of his affiliation
with American Star. When they had called him five years ago and
asked him to be the main record producer for the show, he had
gladly accepted. He loved discovering new talent, and the show had
produced some big stars, but this year was different. Aidan Price
was an anomaly, possibly the best tenor voice he had heard in a
decade. Once in awhile, a talent comes along like this, and Alex
was glad to be in the infancy of Aidan’s stardom. Not only was
Aidan talented, handsome, and charismatic, but he also was
principled and humble. Even if Aidan didn’t win the contest (which
was highly unlikely), they were still going to sign him to a very
lucrative recording contract. Two weeks ago, they had held a
meeting, and Alex had given him a signing bonus of sixty thousand
dollars and leased him a car of his choice. He knew that Aidan
didn’t have much money or transportation, and it was his way of
endearing the young star to him. Either way—win or lose—Aidan Price
was a star, and Alex’s company was going to profit big time by
having him aboard.

 


 



Chapter 15

 


Judgment Day

 


“Work and love—these are the basics; waking
life is a dream controlled.”

~ George Santayana

 


Monday morning was hectic. Jenna awoke and
immediately called her dad. She wanted to explain to him about her
marriage since Aidan had already told his mom earlier. Aidan sat
next to her in bed, with his arm draped around her shoulder, as she
made the dreaded phone call.

She began by saying, “Daddy, I need to tell
you something important, and please don’t be mad.”

Aidan leaned down and kissed her bare
shoulder while she spoke.

“Remember I told you that I was in love with
Aidan?”

“How can I forget?” he answered, laughing
nervously.

“Well, we got married last Friday evening in
Las Vegas.”

There was dead silence on the other end.
Jenna’s lips began to quiver and her eyes filled with tears.

“Daddy, please say something,” she
begged.

Aidan smoothed back the hair off the side of
her face and kissed her check softly.

“Jenna, I’m surprised that you would marry a
virtual stranger. Your mom and I brought you up to be a free
thinker and to pursue your dreams. If your dream includes Aidan,
then so be it. He must be a special young man for you to give your
heart to him so quickly. At this moment I’m not thrilled, but give
me time to deal with and accept it.”

Tears streamed down her face. “Thank you,
Daddy. Are you still coming tomorrow?”

“I’ll be there, pumpkin, and I’m looking
forward to meeting Aidan. Everything that I hear about him has been
very positive.”

Aidan grabbed the phone from Jenna’s hand.
“Mr. Holden, I’m so sorry that I didn’t ask your permission to
marry Jenna. It all happened so fast. I love her with all my heart,
and I will do my best to make her happy. She’s such an incredible
person, and I feel so lucky to have found her. Before my first
album is released, we plan on having a wedding where you can walk
your daughter down the aisle. I know that’s every father’s
dream.”

Nate felt better after speaking to Aidan. He
really liked the young man’s sincerity, and even though the
marriage was sudden, Nate believed that they really were in love.
He trusted his daughter’s intuition and wished them many years of
happiness.

Jenna told her dad how much she loved him and
let out a sigh of relief when she hung up.

Aidan leaned over and pressed his lips onto
hers. “I told you it would all work out,” he whispered into her
mouth.

Jenna took a shower while Aidan called Alex
and arranged an early meeting that morning. He wanted Alex to meet
Jenna and to tell him about their wedding.

In the car, on the way to Alex’s office,
Jenna said, “I feel like today is going to be Judgment Day.
Everything is happening so fast. I feel like I’m spiraling out of
control.”

 


He reached for her hand and brought it to his
lips for a kiss. “Jenna, everyone is going to love you as I
do.”

“From your mouth to God’s ears,” she
chortled.

Aidan made sure that Jenna was comfortable in
the waiting room before he ventured into Alex’s office. He told her
to help herself to a donut and a cup of coffee. Leaning down, he
kissed her on the forehead and said that he would be back for her
soon.

Aidan walked into Alex Goldman’s office. “Mr.
Goldman, do you have a moment?” he asked without so much as a knock
at the door.

Alex glanced at his watch and quickly looked
up from his desk and said, “Is everything all right, son? You’re
early.”

Aidan asked if he could sit down, and Alex
motioned with his hand for him to take a seat.

“I’m not going to beat around the bush, Mr.
Goldman.”

Alex narrowed his eyes and wondered what was
troubling Aidan. He had heard rumors that Aidan had met a girl and
was quite taken with her. Since the finale was on Thursday night
and Aidan was the front-runner, Alex had decided not to question
him about his personal life.

“Mr. Goldman, I’m in love, and I got married
last weekend in Las Vegas. I hope that this isn’t going to be a
problem, but if it is, I understand.”

Alex looked at Aidan with a shocked
expression on his face. “You did what?” he said in a displeased
tone.

Now it was Aidan’s turn to be annoyed. “Mr.
Goldman, I don’t mean to be disrespectful or unappreciative, but
Jenna is my life now and…”

“Who knows about this?” Alex asked.

Aidan stammered. “Well, only my mom, Jenna’s
dad, Vanessa, her husband Bruce, and a few of my friends.”

“Good, let’s keep it that way!” Alex said
adamantly. “Aidan, you’re a heartthrob to many teenage girls and
women all over the world. If this were to leak out to the press,
the repercussions could ruin your career.”

“I already discussed it with Vanessa, and she
suggested waiting until my first CD is released. Jenna and I are in
total agreement and will keep it a secret till then. Listen, Mr.
Goldman, Jenna is in the waiting room, and she’s anxious to meet
you. May I go get her now?”

“Of course, Aidan, but please call me Alex
from now on.”

He held out his hand to Aidan and smiled.
“Congratulations! I wish the two of you nothing but happiness.”

Aidan shook his hand excitedly and thanked
him before leaving his office to get Jenna.

As he thought over the startling news, Alex
combed his fingers through his shiny straight hair and swiveled
around in his overstuffed leather armchair. Stupid pop stars, he
thought. Why did Aidan have to go get married? He would never
understand the stupidity of his artists.

When Jenna saw Aidan approaching, she stood
up and took a deep breath.

“Do I look all right?” she asked, smoothing
her dark suit with her trembling hands.

“You look sensational! Alex is going to be
crazy about you.”

Little did he know how much!

He slipped his hand into hers and led her
down the short hallway into Alex’s office.

Alex stood behind his desk to greet her. When
he first saw her, she took his breath away. She was gorgeous beyond
words, with a beautiful dimpled smile and a classy demeanor.
Lascivious thoughts ran through his mind as he reached his hand
across his desk and she clasped his hand into hers.

“Have a seat, Mrs. Price,” he stammered,
motioning her to sit in the chair across from him.

Jenna stared at this handsome man. He was a
little taller than Aidan, with dark brown straight hair that was
slicked back against his head. A few mislaid, long bangs fell
against his forehead. His eyes were yellow hazel, fringed with
long, black lashes. When he smiled, his teeth were perfectly
aligned, and they were the color of sparkling white pearls. His
chin was strong and adorned with a cleft. Jenna thought that he was
stunning.

Standing next to her chair as proud as could
be, Aidan reached down for Jenna’s hand and brought it to his lips.
“Isn’t my wife beautiful?” he beamed.

Jenna blushed and looked up at Aidan
cross-eyed. They both giggled. He leaned down to kiss her on the
lips.

Alex cleared his throat to get their
attention. Looking at Jenna he said, “Mrs. Price, Aidan is correct.
You’re very beautiful.”

“Please call me Jenna, and thank you for the
compliment,” she said and sank back comfortably into the large,
leather winged-back chair.

“And Jenna, please call me Alex,” he
replied.

A small smile crept over his face. She smiled
back.

They talked for a long time, and Alex
explained to Jenna the importance of keeping their marriage quiet
for now. He thought that it would be fine for them to be a couple,
and he would make a statement to the press to that effect. Jenna
and Aidan listened intently and agreed with Alex. She told him that
her husband’s future happiness was the most important thing to her
now.

Aidan needed to leave for rehearsals and
wanted to know if Alex had a driver available to drive Jenna to the
airport to pick up his mother.

Alex looked at his schedule and said that he
was free and that he would be honored to drive her himself. Jenna
felt comfortable with Alex and quickly accepted his offer.

Aidan was appreciative and kissed his young
bride goodbye before departing. “Now you guys be good!” he
warned.

On the way to the airport, Alex felt so
comfortable with Jenna that he told her his life story. He had
always been guarded, but he was not with her. She was like a breath
of fresh air. Now he understood why Aidan had married her so
quickly. If he had met her first, he probably would have done the
same. She was such a delicious temptation. Alex knew that he was
treading on thin ice, but he couldn’t deny his attraction to
her.

He asked her if she was happy.

She turned her head sideways and stared at
him. “Alex, Aidan is all that I am. I love him completely, without
trepidation. I never thought that I could ever be this happy.”

Alex thought that Aidan was perhaps the
luckiest man in the world!

Jenna slowly inhaled a few deep breaths as
they entered the airport together.

 


 


 



Chapter 16

 


“Yes!”

 


“No love, no friendship can cross the path of
our destiny without leaving some mark on it forever.”

~ François Mauriac

 


Jenna soon spotted Hope at the baggage claim
area. She ran over to her and flung her arms around her, almost
knocking her new mother-in-law to the floor.

Hope pulled back startled and started to
laugh. “You must be Jenna.”

Jenna smiled broadly at this lovely woman and
nodded yes. She couldn’t believe how much she looked like Aidan.
Beautiful features embellished her perfectly oval face. Her
complexion was fair and radiant with a natural pink glow that
dotted her cheeks. Gorgeous piercing green eyes, just like Aidan’s,
were staring back at her. Hope’s hair was a shiny, dark brown and
fell softly against her shoulders. She was tall and statuesque.
Jenna thought she was beautiful.

Jenna said, “Mrs. Anderson, this is Alex
Goldman, Aidan’s record producer. He was nice enough to bring me
today.”

“Please call me Hope. We’re related now.” She
winked at Jenna.

Hope held out her hand to Alex and said,
“Thank you for bringing Jenna, and it’s nice to meet you. Aidan has
a lot of respect for you, Mr. Goldman.”

Alex grasped her hand and replied, “Aidan is
an exceptional talent and a fine young man. We are lucky to have
signed him.”

Hope looked at Jenna. She couldn’t believe
how gorgeous her new daughter-in-law was. Her eyes were large and
as blue as the ocean. Her alabaster skin was aglow with just a hint
of blush. She could see why Aidan was so smitten with her.

Once in the car, Jenna insisted that Hope sit
in the front with Alex, while Jenna took her place in the back
seat. Meeting Aidan’s mom was easier than she had thought it would
be. Hope was so sweet and had such an engaging personality that she
made Jenna feel comfortable immediately. The two of them talked
incessantly and had similar interests.

Alex positioned his rear-view mirror so that
he could see Jenna clearly. When Jenna noticed, he looked away and
returned his mirror back to its original position. It was the first
time in a long time that he had actually had a crush on someone.
And to think that she was his fair-haired boy’s wife! The idea was
inconceivable to him. He smiled at the irony of it all.

Alex dropped them off at Vanessa’s house.
Jenna hugged him and planted a small kiss on his cheek, thanking
him profusely. He wanted to devour her, which was not a pleasant
thought since she belonged to his protégé.

“Anytime, pretty lady,” he said, winking.

Her aunt insisted that Hope stay at her house
instead of a hotel. Jenna told Hope about Rita and about her own
desire to help the homeless. That afternoon, Jenna and Hope picked
up Rita together and took her to the local mall for a shopping
spree. They had fun picking out clothes, shoes, make-up, and
accessories for her and were overwhelmed when she tearfully thanked
them for everything. Jenna hoped that Aidan wouldn’t be upset when
she charged it on his American Express Card. The last stop was
getting Rita’s hair styled at a neighborhood salon. They both stood
in back of the stylist Shami, witnessing the dramatic
transformation. Rita looked adorable and she thanked both of them
abundantly.

When they took Rita back to her hotel, they
told her that they would pick her up shortly for dinner. She tried
to protest, telling them that they had done so much already.

Jenna would only say, “Nonsense.”

Aidan called and asked Jenna how his two
favorite girls were doing. She started talking a mile a minute and
told him that everything was perfect.

When she told him about the shopping trip, he
said, “I hope you charged it on the credit card I gave you.”

Relieved, she giggled. “Mister, I love
you!”

“Mister loves you too…more than you’ll ever
know! Listen, Sweetness, I have to go…let me say hello to Mom.”

She gave the phone to Hope. “Hey, Mom, how do
you like my girl?”

“Aidan, if I had to handpick a wife for you,
it would be Jenna.” She looked at her new daughter-in-law, smiled,
and winked. “We’re crazy about each other and had such an
incredible afternoon.”

“Mom, I have to go now, but I made
reservations at the Ivy for eight o’clock. Please ask Vanessa and
Bruce to join us.”

“Aidan, we asked Rita too.”

“The more the merrier!” he chortled.

Aidan couldn’t be happier. When he hung up
the phone, he gave his friend and competitor Jett a high-five and
returned to rehearsals.

Flashbulbs popped in his face as the
paparazzi’s feeding frenzy enveloped him outside the door of the
restaurant. He smiled broadly and answered a few of their questions
before entering the eatery.

Dinner was delicious and full of
conversation. Aidan couldn’t keep his hands off his new wife. They
held hands under the table and kept making eye contact with special
smiles reserved only for each other. It was like they were saying
without words, “I can’t wait until we’re alone.”

Rita was quiet. Aidan stared at her and
couldn’t believe the transformation. She looked twenty years
younger. Her hair was cut short and was a lovely auburn color. Her
brown eyes were huge like saucers and she had a cute little dimple
in her chin. He thought she was quite attractive. Jenna always made
sure she was included in their conversations. Vanessa was almost
asleep on the table, and Bruce was engaged in a lengthy
conversation with Hope.

When they were finally alone in their little
love cottage, they sat down on the bed next to each other. He
reached for her hand and squeezed it tight. Looking at her he
whispered, “I love you.”

She started unbuttoning her blouse and
replied, “I love you more.”

“Here, let me do that for you.” He smiled and
eased her slowly back onto the comforter.

He lay next to her on his side and continued
to unbutton her blouse. “I’m glad that you like my mom,” he
murmured softly against her earlobe.

When she turned to face him, he noticed tears
falling down her cheeks. She began crying uncontrollably.

He wrapped his arm around her and drew her
close to him. Her voice quivered as she spoke between sobs. “I’m
sorry; Aidan, but I miss my mom so much.”

He kissed her tears away and gently stroked
her cheek with his fingertips.

“I know, sugar.” His eyes welled up with
tears. He could feel her pain.

She pressed her lips against his. He kissed
her back passionately. “Love me, Aidan,” she whispered against his
lips. He slowly undressed her, his eyes never leaving hers.

“I love you, Jenna. I love you so much. I
want to be your everything.” He began kissing her neck, moving his
lips slowly down her body. His hands started caressing her breasts.
He teased her nipples gently with the edge of his fingernails. Tiny
goose bumps covered her flawless skin.

She wrapped her hands around his neck and
drew his mouth onto her swollen nipple. He swirled his tongue
lightly over her tit before putting it into his mouth. She moaned
loudly. His hand moved down her body to her hot throbbing center.
She instinctively bent her knees and opened her legs wide apart to
receive him. Slowly he stroked her damp folds with the pads of his
fingertips. At the same time, he was still sucking her nipple
fervently and using his long fingers to explore her femininity. Her
body was an inferno, and her hips were thrusting violently against
his hand. As he gazed up and looked at her face, he saw her eyes
closed and mouth open. Loud moans of satisfaction escaped her lips.
Her breathing became labored, and her body trembled as the waves of
orgasm grasped at her very being. He splayed his free hand across
the top of her pubic bone and applied pressure to help intensify
her pleasure. He raised his head and gazed into her now opened
eyes. He smiled at her, and she smiled back.

“I adore you, Jenna.”

“Aidan, you’re such a great, selfless lover.
You make me feel incredible. Every touch is magical. Thank you so
much for your love.”

“You’re very welcome,” he beamed.

He slithered up her body and kissed her full
lips. Then he slowly rolled over and sat on the edge of the bed. He
started removing his clothing, never taking his eyes off of her.
She sat up and crawled over to sit in back of him and helped him
remove his shirt. Tracing his spine with her fingertips, she
planted little kisses over his broad shoulders and put her cheek
against his smooth skin there.

“I love you,” she murmured.

“Yes,” he said.

“Yes what?” she asked.

“Yes, Rita can live with us!”

He turned to face her and saw the shocked but
glowing expression on her face.

She threw her arms around his neck and
screamed, “Yes!”

Reaching down, she stroked his already erect
member. Looking down, she giggled. “Mister looks mighty happy
too!”

 


 


 



Chapter 17

 


The Night Before

 


“Growth demands a temporary surrender of
security.”

~ Gail Sheehy

 


On the plane, Nate sat next to a beautiful
young lady named Nicole. She was returning from visiting her
boyfriend, a student at Harvard Law School. She asked Nate, “What
brings you to California?”

He told her that he was going to visit his
daughter and that they would be attending the finale of American
Star together. She became excited and told him that it was her
favorite program.

Nate asked her who she thought would win the
contest, and without hesitation she said, “Aidan, of course…he’s
the bomb! The world is in love with him, you know. He’s handsome,
humble, quick witted, has the most beautiful melodic voice, and
he’s extremely sexy. I have the biggest crush on him too.” She
grinned.

Nate was fishing for information and asked
her, “Do you know if he is involved with anyone at the present
time?”

Nicole stared at him and said, “There have
been rumors on the message boards that he’s in love. Pick up a Star
Magazine this week; I believe that he and his new love are on the
cover. Pictures of her have been sighted on the boards. She’s
really beautiful. Everyone is upset that he might be taken for
good. I personally think it would be a mistake for him to fall in
love right now, because his career is just starting to take
off.”

Too much information, Nate thought and
changed the subject.

Bruce and Jenna were waiting anxiously for
Nate at the baggage claim area. Hope decided that Jenna needed some
private time with her dad, so she stayed at home. When Jenna saw
her dad coming towards her, she immediately started to run to meet
him. She flung her arms around his neck. He wrapped his arms around
her waist and lifted her off the ground, twirling her around in a
small circle. Smiling, he looked down and kissed her forehead.

“Daddy, I missed you.”

“I missed you too, pumpkin. You look so
happy. You’re actually glowing,” he said.

“Aidan makes me happy. I can’t wait until you
meet him this evening. Mary is making the most delicious Southern
dinner. Daddy, I’m so glad you came.”

“I’m glad I came too, sweetheart. It’s so
good to see you.” He kissed her again on the cheek.

The three of them stood together talking and
waited for his suitcase to come down the conveyer belt. Nicole
tapped Nate on his back. Nate turned around and smiled at her.

He reached for Nicole’s hand and introduced
her to Jenna.

Jenna extended her hand to Nicole and said,
“It’s nice to meet you.”

After they shook hands, Nicole did a double
take and asked, “Aren’t you Aidan Price’s girlfriend?”

Jenna smiled sweetly and replied cautiously,
“Yes… I am.”

“Oh my God! Everyone is talking about you on
the message boards. You’re the mystery woman. What’s he like? Is he
as nice as he seems?”

“Aidan is a wonderful person…very down to
earth. He’s everything you see and more.”

“Your dad told me that he was attending the
finale with you, but he neglected to tell me that you were Aidan’s
girlfriend,” Nicole said with a wink at Nate. The rest of their
conversation would be their little secret.

Nicole asked Jenna if she could get Aidan’s
autograph for her.

Jenna said, “I could do better than that.
Give me your address, and I’ll have Aidan send you an autographed
picture.”

Nicole wrote down her address on the back of
her bank deposit slip, gave it to Jenna, and squealed with delight.
She thanked Jenna over and over again.

In the car Nate said to Jenna, “I’m afraid
that your life is never going to be the same again. I hope you
realize what’s in store for the two of you.”

“We can handle it!” she assured him.

When Hope was introduced to Nate, she was
instantly enamored with him. What a good-looking man, she thought.
He was a little taller than Aidan, with dark brown wavy hair and a
perfect Roman nose. His eyes were as blue as cornflowers; his
well-defined lips were pale red and his white teeth glistened in
the afternoon sun.

Aidan had told Hope about Jenna’s mother
passing. He explained to her about the close relationship that
Jenna and her mother shared and how it was hard for Jenna to accept
her mom’s fate.

Hope expressed to Nate that she was sorry for
his loss and shared with him Rick’s demise. Both their spouses had
died in a short period of time from similar illnesses. They seemed
to develop a quick rapport because of their similar tragedies.

Jenna and Hope helped Mary in the kitchen.
Hope taught Jenna how to make sweet potato pie, and Jenna watched
Mary intently as she prepared the cornbread stuffed pork chops,
Aidan’s favorite. Her mom had always told her that the way to a
man’s heart is through his stomach, and she wanted to make Aidan
completely happy.

When Aidan arrived, Sarah met him at the
door. “Cousin Jenna said that I can sit next to you at dinner,” she
beamed.

He crouched down to her level and reached for
her hand. “I’d like that, Sarah,” he said and smiled.

“Cousin Jenna’s in the kitchen cooking for
you, and Uncle Nate is sitting in the den talking to your mom.”

“Let’s go find Jenna,” he said, winking.

When they started walking hand in hand to the
kitchen, a neighborhood boy knocked at the front door to ask if he
could play with Sarah. Turning around, Sarah ran to the door and
invited him in. Aidan chuckled as the two of them bolted up the
stairs together.

“I’ll catch you later, Aidan,” Sarah called
down to him from the top of the stairs.

He laughed and shook his head as he walked
into the kitchen quietly, trying to surprise Jenna. He winked at
Mary and put his finger over his lips, as if to say shhh…

“Hi, baby,” she giggled as she felt his hands
come around her waist and felt his hardness against her bottom. She
was literally up to her elbows in tepid water. He leaned down and
with his mouth moved her curly blond hair to the side and began
kissing her neck. She wiped her hands with the dishtowel and
reached down to cover his hands with hers.

Mary turned away blushing and quietly left
the kitchen to give the newlyweds some privacy.

“I missed you today, Mrs. Price,” he
whispered seductively against her earlobe. She turned around to
face him and held his face in the palm of her hands.

She kissed him and giggled. “I can tell!”

When Jenna introduced her dad to Aidan, he
immediately asked Nate if they could speak privately. Nate readily
agreed. Once alone together in Vanessa’s office, Aidan expressed
again how sorry he was that he didn’t ask his permission to marry
Jenna.

“It’s so important to me that you like me,
because I’m completely and totally in love with your daughter. Her
happiness is my primary concern, and she loves and respects you so
much.”

The more Nate spoke to Aidan, the more
impressed he became with this Southern gentleman. They talked about
the pitfalls of show business and how it could affect Jenna’s life.
Nate told Aidan that he wanted to be sure that Jenna never suffered
because of her husband’s stardom. Aidan assured him that he would
take the necessary precautions for her safety and would always
protect her from the paparazzi and his fans.

Aidan told Nate about Jenna’s sudden crying
spells over losing her mom and asked what he could do to lessen the
pain.

“Aidan, they were very close…best friends you
might say. Jenna’s mother was an extraordinary woman, much like
Jenna. She was kind to a fault. She always saw the good in people,
and she was beautiful. Kate and I met when we were teenagers, and
we were married at twenty and had Jenna nine months later. Jenna
was our love child, and we made sure that she knew it. I still
can’t believe that God took Kate from me so young. I miss her so
much, and the nights are unbearable. Just love her, Aidan;
eventually the pain will be tolerable.”

Tears streamed down Aidan’s face as Vanessa
called them for dinner. He couldn’t imagine the loss that Nate
felt; he couldn’t envision what it would be like to lose the love
of his life. His body shuddered at the thought.

At the dinner table, Sarah sat next to Aidan
and stuck to his arm like glue. She wrapped her little arm around
his and leaned against him, closing her eyes, with the proudest
smile on her innocent face. Jack sat on the other side of Jenna and
talked her ear off. Jenna and Aidan stole little kisses whenever
they could. Aidan raved about the dinner and was overwhelmed that
they had gone to all this trouble just for him. He was ravenous and
ate like he was going to the electric chair.

After dinner, Nate made a toast to the
newlyweds. Looking at them he said, “Jenna and Aidan, you’re about
to embark on wonderful journey together. Make each other your top
priority and never take the other for granted. Take time out of
your busy lives and rejoice in the love and passion you share
together. Laugh a lot, accept each other’s shortcomings, and never
go to bed angry.”

With their arms intertwined, Jenna and Aidan
were glowing as they raised their glasses in unison and took a sip
of each other’s wine. Aidan walked over to Nate, hugged him, and
thanked him for his kind words. He then kissed his mom and told her
he loved her. Jenna followed his gait and kissed her dad and hugged
Hope too.

They had promised the kids that they would
read them a story before bedtime. So the four of them snuggled
together in Sarah’s bed. Both of them took turns and read them
books of their choice. Afterwards, they had dark time for fifteen
minutes. The lights were turned off, and they each took their turns
telling scary stories. Jack fell asleep during dark time, and Aidan
carried him to his room.

Afterwards, they both kissed Sarah goodnight
and walked hand in hand down the spiral staircase. Aidan remarked,
“I want to have children as soon as possible. That was so much fun.
Those kids are too cute.”

Jenna stopped and just looked at him with
love and admiration gleaming in her eyes.

Aidan was tired and Jenna told him that he
needed to get some rest before the big night. “Yes, master,” he
said with a wink.

They said their goodnights to their families
and strolled to the guesthouse arm in arm. The shower was too small
for the two of them, so Jenna went first. When she walked out of
the bathroom, she noticed that Aidan’s clothes were sprawled all
over the floor and that he was in bed fast asleep. She finished
drying herself off and picked up his clothes. Since it was a cool
night, she put on a nightgown and slid under the comforter quietly,
trying not to wake him. She stared at her handsome husband and
placed her arm around his waist. Snuggling close and slowly closing
her eyes, she fell fast asleep beside him.

In the middle of the night, she woke up to
the feeling of his head nestled between her legs, his lips and
tongue beginning to work on her femininity. Her body began to
gyrate as she laced her fingers into his curly black locks. She
moaned and whimpered in ecstasy as he pleasured her.

“I want to make you feel good too,” she
whispered. “Do you want me to kiss Mister?” she mumbled between
groans.

He didn’t answer her, but moved away from her
just long enough to remove his briefs. She then followed him,
removing her nightgown. Swinging his legs around, he lay on his
side and encouraged her to take him into her mouth. His fingers and
tongue began to work on her again. He threw his head back and
groaned deeply as her tongue began sliding along his erection.
Closing her eyes she drew him deep inside her mouth and began to
orally love him. His free hand moved up towards her mouth and his
long slender fingers ran across her jaw line.

“I want us to try to make a baby,” he
whispered. She released him from her mouth; he turned around,
scooted back against the pillows and sat up, pulling her on top of
him.

“Jenna, you’re so beautiful.” He leaned in to
kiss her as she straddled him with her long, lean, muscular
legs.

Sitting on Mister, she drew him deep inside
her, squeezing her inner thigh muscles while moving up and down
above him at a rapid pace. Her nails were digging into Aidan’s
shoulder blades. His hands were clutching and slapping her butt
cheeks. They were lost in their erotic dance. He leaned down and
stroked her nipple with the hard end of his tongue.

“God…I adore you,” he moaned.

Their bodies were both wet with perspiration,
their breathing escalated as they exploded together as one. As they
wrapped their arms tightly around each other, she fell against him
and heard their hearts pounding loudly against one another’s
chests.

That night before the finale, the seed of
life was planted deep inside her, and they both felt it. This baby
would be the special extension of the love they felt for each
other…their own love child.

 


 



Chapter 18

 


The Finale

 


“In this life people have to pay extortionate
price for any exceptional gift whatever.”

~ Willa Cather

 


Jenna awoke and stretched out her arms
lazily. Beams of light were shining through the sides of the drapes
as her eyes fluttered open. Sitting up in bed, she rubbed the sleep
out of her eyes and glanced at the clock next to her. It was 9:30
a.m., and Aidan was nowhere in sight. Looking straight ahead she
noticed a note propped up on the dresser. Sliding out of bed she
walked over to the dresser and started reading the letter.

Hi, Sugar.

You looked so peaceful when you were sleeping
that I didn’t want to wake you. Thank you for last night! I didn’t
think it was possible to love somebody so much that it actually
hurts to leave her. You’re the air that I breathe and all that I
need to feel complete. I was able to obtain another ticket for
tonight’s show. Please feel free to bring “our new roommate” Rita.
I have arranged for a limousine to pick you up at 5:00 p.m. We can
have dinner together in my dressing room and maybe a little
dessert! I have a busy schedule today with rehearsals and
interviews galore. It’s hard work being a Pop Star!

Yours forever,

Aidan

 


Smiling broadly, she held the letter to her
heart. Aidan was the true and only love of her life.

That afternoon she asked Hope to help her
pick out something appropriate to wear for the finale. When they
looked in her closet, Hope picked out a cute short skirt and a low
cut silk blouse.

“I can’t wear that, Hope. Aidan will have a
fit. He doesn’t like me to wear something that is too
revealing.”

Hope narrowed her eyes. She stared at Jenna
and said that they needed to talk. “Jenna, my son can be very
controlling. Please don’t let him get away with it. Nip it in the
bud! You have a beautiful figure, and he should be proud to have
you show it off. He likes strong and independent women. He might
get angry at first, but he will respect you in the end.”

Jenna hugged Hope. She knew Aidan’s mom was
right and told her that she would talk to him about it soon.

They decided to go shopping that afternoon.
Jenna picked out a stunning, tailored, cream-colored pantsuit that
showed off all her curves. After shopping, they stopped at the
hotel to pick up Rita.

On the way to the Gibson Amphitheatre at
Universal, they were all in a festive mood. Jenna thought that
riding in the limo was glamorous. She reached for a Diet Coke from
the mini bar and remarked, “I could get used to this life!”

Everyone laughed and then continued their
private conversations. Vanessa and Hope were having a discussion
about the perils of the music business. Nate and Bruce were having
a political debate.

Jenna began explaining the finale to Rita.
“American Star is a talent show that has been a top rated
television event for the last five years. The show starts off with
twenty singers, ten males and ten females. Each week, four judges
judge them and then the public votes. The contestants who have the
least amount of votes are voted off the program weekly. Now there
are only two competitors left, Aidan and Jett. They are both
wonderful singers, but only one can win the grand prize. The prize
is a recording contract worth two million dollars. Tonight they
will each sing two songs and perform a couple of duets together.
Then the public will vote after the show for five hours, and when
the voting closes, the votes will be tallied. Tomorrow night there
will be another show where the winner will be crowned ’The American
Star.’”

Rita asked, “What will happen to the
loser?”

“The loser will still receive a recording
contract, just not for the same monetary amount.”

When they pulled into the parking lot
pandemonium ensued. Fans were lining up in droves to see their
favorite star. They were holding up creative signs with photos of
Aidan or Jett plastered over them. There were many news crews
setting up their cameras and already interviewing fans in the
street.

They were driven around to the back of the
venue, where Security met them. Security was tight. They were
handed special backstage passes with ID tags on lanyards to place
around their necks. Polaroid photos were taken and stapled onto the
tags.

Security escorted them to Aidan’s dressing
room. They stood outside of the room and heard Aidan’s voice and
people laughing. Hope commented that Aidan was always the
entertainer.

Security knocked on the door and said, “Mr.
Price, your party has arrived.”

The door flew open and Aidan smiled broadly
as he walked into the hallway. He hugged his young bride, his mom,
Rita, and Vanessa. Then he extended a handshake to Nate and
Bruce.

“Thank you for coming and bringing my wife.”
He winked at Jenna and wrapped his arms around her waist, brushing
his lips across her cheek to her lips.

Excitedly, he took Jenna’s hand in his and
escorted her back into his dressing room along with her entourage.
Proud as a peacock, he introduced her as his wife to his fellow
contestants, who were there to support him. Some of them knew and
some were shocked. They all commented that Aidan was a lucky
man.

Jenna looked with puzzlement at Aidan,
questioning him with a stare. Vanessa didn’t look too happy that
Aidan wasn’t abiding by their agreement. She asked him if they
could talk in private. Aidan followed her into the hallway with
Jenna in tow.

“Aidan, what are you doing? We had an
agreement, and now you’re telling everyone that you’re married. You
know that this is going to leak to the press.”

“Frankly, Vanessa, I don’t give a damn!” He
squeezed Jenna’s hand. “I got married because I’m in love. It’s not
fair to my wife to keep our marriage a secret. We’re trying to have
a baby and…”

Vanessa was not amused and threw her hands up
in the air in total frustration. She walked back into the dressing
room shaking her head.

After a quick buffet dinner in a large,
stark, white cement room (which was not exactly classy), Aidan
asked for some private time with his wife. They strolled back to
his dressing room arm in arm. Once inside, they sat quietly on the
couch wrapped in each other’s arms. They kissed and gazed into one
another’s eyes.

“I love you,” he whispered against her
lips.

Jenna begged him not to tell anyone else
about their marriage. “Aidan, Vanessa is right. Now is not the
time.”

He continued to gaze into her eyes and said,
“You worry too much. I have most of the day off tomorrow. We can
stay in bed all morning if you like.”

“I’d like that,” she purred. “But Aidan…”

He put his fingers on her lips to quiet
her.

“I don’t want to discuss it now,” he said
adamantly.

She dropped it for the moment, but intended
to bring it up later.

“Jenna, I’m sorry about dinner. I wanted us
to have dinner alone, but I didn’t want to be rude to the
others.”

She stroked his handsome face and said that
she understood. “By the way, thank you for your beautiful
letter.”

“I meant every word of it, sugar.” He leaned
in to kiss her again.

Suddenly there was a knock at the door.

“Yes,” he shouted, annoyed at the
intrusion.

“Mr. Price, you need to be in make-up and
wardrobe now.”

He asked for a moment while he called
Security and asked them to escort Jenna to her seat. The show would
be starting in forty-five minutes. As she entered the auditorium,
she was overcome with excitement. This would be the first time she
would see Aidan sing live (except in private). She sat between her
dad and Rita, waiting for the show to begin. Hope sat on the other
side of Nate. Vanessa and Bruce were seated on the aisle alongside
Hope.

Alex saw Jenna and walked over to say hello.
He was with a beautiful young girl, who Jenna presumed was his
daughter Sophia. Jenna stood up to greet Alex and his daughter. He
couldn’t take his eyes off her. He thought she looked stunning and
that her pants suit showed off her amazing body.

Jenna crouched down to Sophia’s level and
introduced herself. She asked her whom she would be voting for
tonight.

Sophia smiled shyly and said, “Aidan. I want
to marry him when I grow up. He’s so cute, and boy can he
sing!”

Jenna smiled and looked up at Alex. “I think
I have competition.”

She introduced her dad and Rita to Alex, and
then the lights began to dim. Before Alex went back to his seat, he
told Jenna that he would see her backstage after the show.

When Aidan came out to sing his first song,
he looked quite handsome. He was dressed in a black gabardine suit,
a black shirt, and a wide silver tie. Jenna could feel the waves of
acceptance and affection from his fans. The song that he chose was
“When a Man Loves a Woman.”

Her heart began to flutter when he started to
sing.

When he was singing, he carried the
microphone stand down the long catwalk.

Jenna was mesmerized as he slid his long
slender fingers up and down the stand. The way in which he caressed
it sent a chill down her spine. His magnificent voice soared with
each and every note. Upon completion, they gave him a standing
ovation and the applause was deafening. Even though she knew that
he belonged to her, she came to the realization that he belonged to
the world too.

After what seemed like never-ending
thunderous applause, Nate reached for his daughter’s hand. He
whispered into Jenna’s ear, “My son-in-law was amazing. What a
voice!”

Jenna smiled proudly. She was so happy that
her dad liked Aidan. She glanced at Rita and saw that she was
crying. Wrapping her arm around Rita’s shoulder, she leaned over
and asked what was wrong.

Wiping the tears with the back of her hands,
she said, “His voice is from God. I have never heard anything so
beautiful.”

Jenna leaned over and hugged her.

As Aidan stood in front of the judges
clutching his microphone, he looked apprehensive until they all
stood up and started clapping for him. Smiling broadly, he looked
relieved. They all had glowing words to say about his performance.
Joanna even said the word perfection.

Women were screaming, “We love you,
Aidan!”

Aidan replied, “I love you too.”

Jenna felt a tinge of jealousy, but she knew
that he loved his fans. She was feeling like a hormonal teenager
herself and was bouncing around in her seat.

The duets between Jett and Aidan were very
entertaining. Finally, it was time for Aidan’s last song of the
evening. He came out wearing a head microphone and dressed in black
leather. A soft white light illuminated him as he stood in the
center of the stage.

Jenna’s heart raced as he began to sing
“Crying.”

While he sang he flailed his arms and
clutched his heart, exuding angst. At the end of the song he fell
to his knees and dropped his head down between his legs. His black
curls splayed against the floor.

The whole venue erupted. Fans jumped to their
feet in praise of this phenomenal talent.

Jenna felt so proud of him as she stood
clapping loudly. She thought, He did it! He nailed it! He won! Our
lives are never going to be the same!





 


 



Chapter 19

 


Rita’s Story

.

“Horror is a feeling that cannot last long;
human nature is incapable of supporting it”.

~ James de Mille

 


After the show, Jenna and the others sat in
their seats talking until most of the people had left. Security
people came over and ushered them backstage. They were taken to the
media room, where the press had gathered to interview Aidan and
Jett. Jenna saw Aidan talking to a pretty young female reporter
with long, blond hair that contrasted beautifully with her tight
charcoal dress.

When Aidan spotted Jenna, he waved for her to
come over to him. He kept talking as she walked to him; his arm was
waiting to find her waist. She leaned into him as he wrapped his
long arm firmly around her waistline, pulling her closer.

The reporter looked slyly at Jenna and asked
Aidan, “Is this your girlfriend?”

Aidan replied proudly, “Yes, this is
Jenna.”

The blond reporter asked, “Is this a serious
relationship?”

Jenna couldn’t believe the brashness of this
woman. She thought to herself, I’ve got a lot to learn about this
business.

Aidan looked at Jenna, smiled, and replied,
“Very serious!”

“Does that mean that you’re in a committed
relationship?”

“That’s exactly what it means!”

The reporter looked shocked. Quickly she
realized she had an unexpectedly juicy angle on what had seemed to
be a routine assignment. “Wow!” was all she could manage to
say.

“Now, if you’ll excuse us,” Aidan said before
the reporter could think to pepper him with questions to dig out
the details.

Proudly, he took Jenna’s hand and started
walking over to greet the rest of their family. He spoke to her as
they strolled along: “You missed Alex. He was here with his
beautiful daughter Sophia. She seems to be quite a fan.” He looked
at Jenna and winked. “Alex needed to get her home because she has
school tomorrow. He asked for me to say goodnight to you. I think
he has a crush on my wife.”

She smiled, showing her huge dimples, and
said, “I saw Alex before the show and met Sophia. You’re right; she
is adorable. Did you know that she wants to marry you when she
grows up?”

He flashed his killer smile and said,
reassuringly, “Too bad, I’m already taken.” Jenna quickly forgot
any thought of competition from the reporter.

Jenna leaned into Aidan and whispered into
his ear, “Aidan, you were brilliant tonight. I’m so proud of
you.”

Stopping, he stared at her and lifted her
hand to his lips. He kissed it gently and said, “Thank you, sugar.
You’re the one I was trying to impress.”

Everyone congratulated Aidan, one by one.
Jenna’s dad even called him “Son.” Rita looked nervous and hid in
the corner. Jenna asked her what was wrong, and she said that she
didn’t like cameras. Aidan noticed her uneasiness and asked her to
ride with Jenna and him in his car.

She leaned over to Jenna and whispered in her
ear, “I want to tell both of you my story.”

They sat in a red vinyl booth, in the back of
Denny’s Restaurant. When Rita began telling her story, Jenna and
Aidan were immediately caught up in what she had to say.

“My parents were both alcoholics and abusive
to all four of their children. I had a recurring dream that I would
meet my Prince Charming on a white horse, and he would one day save
me from the nightmare that I was living.”

“Yes, Rita, I can understand that,” Jenna
interrupted.

Rita continued, “Looking back now, I don’t
know what drew me to Johnny Angelo in the first place. Everybody in
school knew he was fast and dangerous. The word was that if a girl
got in his car, she could kiss her virginity goodbye.

“We were in our junior year of high school
and in the same algebra class. He was flunking the class and needed
some help. Since I was a bookworm and always got good grades, he
came up to me after class and asked me to tutor him. Looking into
his dark black eyes, I was mesmerized by his charm, charisma, and
good looks. Almost immediately, I agreed to help him. We had many
things in common, and he made me laugh a lot. Soon we became
inseparable. He was good to me and asked me to move in with his
mother and him.”

“So did you?” Aidan asked.

“Yes. I quickly accepted his offer. I was
more than happy to get away from the enemy. Before we made love, he
insisted we go to Planned Parenthood. He didn’t want children for a
long time and wanted to make sure that I was protected. I was still
a virgin, and when we made love the first time, he was gentle,
kind, and loving. We got married at the courthouse after
graduation, with just his mother in attendance.”

“Sounds like you were living a dream,” Jenna
said. “You really did find your Prince Charming.”

“Well, things were wonderful for the first
three years,” Rita said. “He got a great job working as a blackjack
dealer for one of the best hotels in Las Vegas. One night he
arrived home late, and I could smell perfume all over him. I
questioned him about the scent, and he smacked me for the very
first time. I cried myself to sleep, thinking that it was my fault
that Johnny had been unfaithful.”

Rita, who was visibly upset, stopped for a
moment and took a sharp breath.

Jenna reached for Rita’s hand and patted it gently, trying to give
her moral support. “We’re here for you, Rita. Don’t ever forget
that.”

Rita’s eyes welled up with tears as she
continued. “The next morning he apologized and said it would never
happen again.”

“I would certainly hope not,” Aidan said.
“That’s no way to treat a woman.”

Rita tried to smile and continued, “Things
were better for another few weeks until his girlfriend started
calling the house. We argued again, and this time he beat me up bad
enough for me to be hospitalized with a concussion. Always
protecting him, I told the police that I had fallen down the
stairs. After I recovered, I told him that I wanted a divorce. He
laughed in my face and said that he would rather see me dead
first.”

Jenna gasped, and Aidan wrapped his arm
tightly around her and began rubbing her shoulder.

Aidan thought about how articulate and
controlled Rita was, as he continued to listen to her horrendous
story.

“I moved down to the den and slept on the
couch because I didn’t want to sleep next to him. He woke me up in
the middle of the night and tried to make love to me. I pushed him
away and he dragged me by my hair up to the bedroom and proceeded
to violently anally rape me. He kept saying that I better learn how
to satisfy him or else he would kill me. After a beating, he always
told me that I made him do it.”

“That’s usually the way with batterers, isn’t
it?” Aidan asked. “They try to shift the blame.”

Rita nodded and continued again with her
story. “By this point, I hated him, but I had nowhere to go. Johnny
frightened the few friends I had left. He threatened to harm them
if they gave me refuge. I wasn’t allowed to work; he told me what
to wear and when to speak. The little respect I had for myself was
gone now. His mother even loved the fact that he abused me. She
said that I didn’t know how to take care of my man and that I
deserved what I got.”

“What a witch!” Jenna interjected.

“Yes, she was. Then one night he came home
with a woman and made me have a threesome with them. He made me
watch them make love and then he wanted me to perform oral sex on
her while he watched. I told him to fuck off; he punched me in the
face. Blood was gushing from my nose as I ran down the street butt
naked and screaming. The neighbors called the police, and he was
arrested. He called me from jail and begged for my forgiveness. I
told him that I would drop all the charges if he gave me my freedom
and some money to start a new life. He sounded like the devil as he
laughed at me and told me that he would rather die first.”

“Or make you die first,” Aidan whispered
under his breath.

“That night I ran away to a shelter for
abused women. When he got out of jail, he hired a private detective
to find me. I had found work as a waitress, and when I got off work
late one night, he was out front waiting for me. I tried to run,
but he was faster than me. He told me that he missed me and that he
would prove how much he loved me if I would come home. I didn’t
have many options, so I agreed to give it another chance. Well,
when we got home I was amazed! He turned into a loving, doting
husband. We rented our own house, and every night he would bring me
little gifts. Then he wanted us to have a baby and threw my birth
control pills down the toilet. About a month later, I became
pregnant. He wanted to have sex every night, and I felt tired and
nauseous. But one night, about eleven weeks into my pregnancy, I
told him that I didn’t feel like making love. He hit me and called
me an ungrateful bitch. I tried to get away from him and tumbled
down the stairs. I must have passed out, and when I came to, he was
standing over me and began kicking me in the stomach. The neighbors
heard me screaming and called the police. Johnny was taken to jail
again, and I spent the night in the hospital, where I lost our
baby.”

Rita’s tears were falling fast and furiously
now. Jenna told her that she didn’t need to finish her story, but
Rita continued telling her nightmare.

“When I was released, I gathered my
belongings and bought a one-way bus ticket to Los Angeles. I had
very little money and was scared to go any place where Johnny could
find me. I went to various homeless shelters and stood in line for
dinner. The shelters take you in at 7 p.m. and kick you out by 5
a.m. You have to sleep in a dorm with people who haven’t bathed for
a long time. The smell of body odor was horrid, so I decided to
sleep on the street. So that is how I became homeless. Lovely
story, isn’t it?” She began to cry uncontrollably.

Aidan reached for Rita’s hand, stroking it
with his thumb, while Jenna slid into the booth next to her. Jenna
wrapped her arms around Rita and told her that she was never going
to be alone again.

“We are your family now,” Jenna said. She
began stroking Rita’s silky, short hair in a loving and soothing
manner.

Aidan kissed Rita’s hand and said, “Welcome
to our family!”

In bed that night, Aidan held Jenna’s face in
the palm of his hands. He kissed her forehead, her cheeks, and
finally her lips. “Happy Anniversary, Mrs. Price!”

“Oh, you remembered! I’m so lucky to have
such a loving, wonderful, and thoughtful husband,” she cooed.

She felt the soft tip of his tongue gently
lick her lips. When she opened her mouth, his tongue encircled
hers.

He then pulled away and peered into her eyes.
“Jenna, I’m so sorry. When Rita was talking about Johnny telling
her how to dress, I realized that I did the same thing to you. I’m
so ashamed, sugar. Please forgive me.”

Jenna’s tears streamed down her cheeks. “I
forgive you, Aidan. How could he do those things to her?” She began
to sob.

“He was a monster. I promise you, darlin’,
that we will make Rita’s life better, and we will help support the
homeless. Out there somewhere are a lot of women with stories like
Rita’s. Please don’t cry.”

He kissed away her tears and rocked her in
his arms until she fell asleep that night. Never in his life had he
believed that he could love someone so deeply. Angela was just a
blur in his past. He could barely remember her now. Jenna was
everything that he had ever wanted, and he would do anything he
could to make her happy.

 


 


 


 



Chapter 20

 


Guess Who’s Coming to Lunch?

 


“Where there is love, there’s pain.”

~ Spanish proverb

 


 


It was mid-morning. Aidan and Jenna were in
the midst of making love when they heard a knock at the door. They
looked at each other and chose to ignore it. Unfortunately, the
knocking became louder, and Jenna heard her dad’s voice.

“Jenna, I need to speak to you now!”

Giggling, she kissed Mister and told him she
would be back later. Aidan was not amused and begged her to
continue.

“I’m sorry, Aidan,” she purred like the good
little sex kitten that she was.

She jumped up and grabbed her robe from the
chair. “I’m coming, Daddy,” she shouted through the door. “Give me
a minute.”

With a huge erection, Aidan bounded out of
bed and into the bathroom.

As she opened the door, the glare of the sun
caused her to squint. As she adjusted her eyes to the morning
brightness, she saw a worried expression on her dad’s face. “What
is it, Daddy?”

Nate walked past her into the room. He
noticed the clothes strewn all over the floor. He blushed slightly,
knowing he had just interrupted an intimate moment between a
husband and a wife.

Looking at Jenna he said, “Mark’s here,
pumpkin. He wants to see you and doesn’t know anything about you
and Aidan. Jenna, you need to be the one to tell him.”

Suddenly, Aidan appeared with a towel wrapped
around his waist. He witnessed the frightful expression on his
wife’s face.

She stammered, “But what am I going to say to
him? I mean, he is going to be so furious with me.”

Aidan’s eyes widened as he wrapped his arm
around his wife. He assured her that they would tell him
together.

Nate narrowed his eyes and looked at Jenna.
“Pumpkin, you know what you have to do.”

It was as if she could read her dad’s mind.
Looking at Aidan, she touched his stunning, worried face with her
soft palm and said, “Aidan, I have to do this by myself. I owe that
much to Mark. ”

After a quick shower, she dressed and Aidan
accompanied her to the back entrance of the house. He said that he
would be waiting in the kitchen if she needed him. Mary was making
lunch, and he sat on the stool and watched her. His mom came in and
reassured her son that it would be okay.

Aidan smiled at his mom and said, “I love her
so much that it hurts sometimes.”

Touching his arm, Hope replied, “She loves
you, too, Aidan. It will be fine…you’ll see.”

Mark was in the living room talking to Bruce
when Jenna entered. His hazel, blue-green eyes lit up when he saw
Jenna. He stood up and met her half way. Wrapping his arms around
her waist, he flashed his killer smile, stared into her eyes, and
said, “I missed you.”

She slipped out of his embrace before he
could kiss her. She felt cold and numb despite the warmth in the
sunlit room. Bruce excused himself and hurried out of the room.
Moving towards the couch, Jenna reached for Mark’s hand and asked
him to join her. Sitting next to Jenna, he tried to kiss her once
again. She quickly turned her face away from his lips.

“You’re still mad at me, aren’t you? I’m
sorry for the things I said to you.” He smiled again and gazed into
her eyes. “I do love you, and I’m ready to make a commitment.”

Her stomach started to ache as she studied
his handsome, rugged face. “Mark, I don’t want to hurt you.”

By this time Aidan was getting restless and
stood in the hallway adjacent to the living room. He made sure that
they couldn’t see him, but he ventured close enough so he could
listen to their conversation.

“Then don’t hurt me,” Mark replied
nervously.

Jenna closed her eyes and said, “I didn’t
mean for it to happen, but I’m in love with someone else.”

As Mark looked at her, she saw the conflict
and confusion play across his face. He took a deep breath and then
ran his hand nervously through his straight, dark brown hair.

“Mark, I have always been honest with you,
and I’m not going to stop now. Aidan and I were married last
weekend in Las Vegas.”

Jenna felt the bile rise in the back of her
throat. She didn’t want to hurt him and felt terribly guilty that
she hadn’t told him earlier. Mark looked at her as if she had just
stabbed him in his heart with a whetted knife.

“You’re lying!” he yelled at her.

Aidan heard the disdain in Mark’s voice. He
couldn’t wait any longer; he walked around the corner and into the
room. Mark looked at Aidan and, recognizing him, said, “You’re that
singer from ‘American Star.’”

Aidan nodded and sat next to his wife. She
leaned against him as he reached for her hand. Aidan couldn’t
believe how handsome Mark was. His sparkling, hazel, blue-green
eyes were embellished by a double row of long, thick, black
eyelashes. His features were classically imperfect; his chin was
strong with a deep cleft, which gave him a rugged, manly look. His
hair was dark chestnut brown, thick, straight, long in the back,
and shorter on the sides. He was about five foot ten inches and
well built.

Jenna introduced them. “Mark, this is my
husband Aidan.”

A shocked look crossed Mark’s face. When he
realized she was serious, Mark put his face in his hands and
started to tremble. Looking up with his tearstained face, he stared
at Jenna and asked, “How could you do this to me? I loved you!”

Jenna felt the chill of her betrayal
penetrate her very being. “I’m so sorry, Mark,” she cried. “It
wasn’t planned. It just happened. You know that we weren’t right
for each other, and…”

Aidan wanted to be anywhere but there. He
felt a twinge of sorrow for Mark.

Mark leaped off the couch and ran out the
door. Tears were streaming down Jenna’s face as she sat there
frozen, unable to move. Aidan told Jenna that he would go after him
and for her not to follow them. He would handle it!

Jenna began pacing nervously back and forth
in front of the French windows in the living room. She kept looking
through the panes for any signs of the two of them. After what
seemed like an eternity (it was actually only a matter of twenty
minutes), they suddenly appeared together walking up the brick
pathway towards the house. She met them at the front door and threw
her arms around both of them. Mark had calmed down, and he asked if
he could speak to Jenna privately. Aidan said that Rita had called
his cell phone looking for Jenna and that he was going to pick her
up at the hotel and bring her back to the house for lunch.

“Mary is making quite a spread,” Aidan said
with a grin. “Mark has agreed to join us too.”

Jenna thought, Guess who’s coming to
lunch?

Jenna breathed a sigh of relief. She asked
Mark to sit on the couch and wait for her while she walked Aidan
out to the car.

Aidan stood with his back against the
driver’s door of his car. Jenna wrapped her arms around his waist
and laid her head against his chest. It felt so good and safe to
feel his warm body press against hers. He stroked her hair with the
palm of his hands and asked, “Darlin’, do you have any other
heartbroken boyfriends lurking in the shadows that I need to know
about?”

She looked up at his face and grinned.
“You’re very funny!”

Aidan had a way of making her smile, even
when things were a little sullen. She kissed him, thanked him for
talking to Mark, and told him that she would finish what she had
started earlier.

He winked and said, “You better!”

Mark and Jenna talked for a long time. Mark
told her that Aidan had said that he would find him work if he
decided to stay in California. He thought that Aidan was a great
guy, and if he had to lose her to someone, he was glad it was
somebody that he liked. They laughed; they cried. He wondered how
he was ever going to get over Jenna Holden Price.

Mary announced that lunch was ready, just as
Aidan and Rita walked through the door. Vanessa was at work and the
children were in school. Otherwise, all the other players—Hope,
Nate, and Bruce—were already sitting at the table. Aidan hurried
and ate fast, since he needed to be at the Amphitheater for
rehearsals. He asked Mark if he wanted to come to the last show.
Mark was quiet and didn’t answer. He was having a hard time
accepting the situation.

Jenna pleaded, “Please, Mark, come with us. I
want you to be there. It would mean so much to me.”

He reluctantly agreed.

“Great,” Aidan said between bites. “I’ll send
a limo for all of you tonight.”

Pushing away from the table, he politely
excused himself. Reaching for Jenna’s hand he said, “Sugar, come
and wish me luck.”

They walked back to their love cottage hand
in hand. Once inside, he picked her up and dropped her on the bed.
Looking down at her, he started to unbutton his shirt and implored
her with his sparkling, peridot eyes to do the same. He then lay
naked beside her.

“Your body is so hot,” he murmured against
her lips. He moved his hands up and down her naked flesh.

She moved down his body quickly and began to
lick the length of him. He entwined his fingers through her hair,
digging his fingernails into her scalp.

“Yes, sugar, suck me, please,” he begged.

His hips lifted slightly off the bed as he
began to rock back and forth into her mouth. Looking down, he
watched her orally make love to him. When she swirled her tongue
around his tip, he moaned and whispered, “Don’t stop. Suck me. Take
me deep inside your mouth…oh God…yes!”

As he bathed her tonsils and her throat with
his size, she tried not to choke. She pulled back and then she
stroked his shaft with her hands.

He whispered, “You’re so good, darlin’. I
love how you love me!”

Concentrating on the tip, she sucked him to
completion. He screamed her name as he released into her mouth.
Afterwards, she slithered up his body and kissed him, separating
his lips with her tongue.

“Good luck!” she whispered against his
mouth.

He threw his head back and laughed. “You’re
too much! Good luck is going to have a brand new meaning to me
now!”

Jenna giggled. She liked the fact that she
amused him. “I love you, but you better get going. You’re already
late.”

“A few more minutes aren’t going to matter.”
Starting at her neck, he started using his tongue and mouth to lick
and kiss her body. He moved down south slowly. “I want to make you
feel good too,” he whispered between kisses.

She moaned as he spread her legs wide open
with his hands and positioned his mouth at the base of her
femininity. As always, his tongue was magical. She was the one
doing the thrusting now. Her body was on fire, and he knew exactly
how to keep it blazing. Splaying one hand firmly against her pelvic
bone, he applied pressure with the palm of his hand. His tongue
frantically licked her throbbing womanhood. Using his other hand,
he used his thumb to gently massage her clit.

“Yes, oh my God… that feels so good…right
there, baby…” Her body started to spasm, quiver, and quake, all at
the same time. Replacing his tongue with his finger, he raised his
head up to watch her facial expressions as she climaxed. He loved
to watch. Knowing that she was multi-orgasmic, he kept stimulating
her with his finger and watched her body wither in ecstasy. After
her body calmed, he snaked back up her body and held her tightly
against him.

“I love you, Jenna,” he whispered over and
over again.

“And I love you, Mr. Price. Tonight you’re
going to win American Star and our lives are never going to be the
same.”

“How will they be different?” he asked.

“I’m going to have to share you with the
world,” she said with a frown.

He sat up and gazed down at her. “Maybe my
voice, darlin’, but my body and soul belong only to you.”

 


 



Chapter 21

 


And The Winner Is…

 


 


“The crowning blessing of life ― to be born
with a bias to some pursuit.”

~ S. C. Tallentyre

 


 


After Aidan left that afternoon, Mark had a
change of heart. His previous behavior had been like the calm
before the storm.

Jenna and Mark were sitting by the pool
sunbathing, when suddenly Mark narrowed his eyes and stared at
Jenna maliciously. He abruptly grabbed Jenna’s wrist and squeezed
it hard. She winced in pain and pulled her arm out of his grasp.
She looked at him with surprise and said, “That really hurt! What
is your problem?”

“Jenna, you’re my problem. You’re a bitch!
You didn’t have the decency to call me and let me know that you had
fallen in love with someone else. I had left at least one hundred
messages on your cell phone, and you never called me back. You led
me to believe that we had a chance. I came all the way to L.A. just
to find out you got married. You made a fool out of me. It really
boggles my mind that you could be so cruel.”

Jenna looked at him with tears clouding her
eyes. “I’m sorry, Mark. Really I am. You’re right; I should have
called you and told you about Aidan.”

“Yes, you should have!”

“Everything happened so fast. After the final
show, I was going to call you and explain it all. Can you forgive
me?”

“The only way that I’ll ever forgive you is
if you come home with me right now and get an annulment. I still
love you and I know that we can be happy.”

Staring at him in disbelief, she said, “Mark,
I will always have a place in my heart for you, but I’m Aidan’s
wife now. I’m in love with him.”

He jumped up and glared at Jenna. His voice
escalated as he spoke. “You’ll regret this someday, and when Aidan
tires of you, I won’t be around to pick up the pieces.”

Rita suddenly appeared. She had heard enough
and intervened. “Mark, you can’t talk to my friend like that. You
need to leave!”

“Don’t worry, Rita. I have said what I needed
to say. I’m out of here!”

Mark stormed out of Jenna’s life without so
much as a goodbye. She wanted to run after him, but she knew that
it would only make matters worse.

Rita hugged Jenna and told her that he wasn’t
worth her tears. “You made the right decision marrying Aidan. He’s
a wonderful man, and he loves you. I’m afraid, Jenna, that Mark has
a dark side.”

Tears streamed down Jenna’s cheeks. “Rita, I
hate hurting anyone, especially someone I care about. You’re right
about Aidan. He’s my soul mate. I love him with every ounce of my
being. But I still can’t bear hurting Mark. I should have been
honest with him.”

Jenna was grateful that Hope and her dad went
for a long walk. She would have been embarrassed if they had been
witnesses to Mark’s wrath.

 


Rita and Jenna had a lengthy conversation
that afternoon. Rita was becoming Jenna’s best friend and
confidant. She was like the sister that she never had. They felt
close and comfortable together.

Rita had decided not to go with Jenna to the
final show that evening. She was afraid of the cameras and that
Johnny would see her and somehow be able to find her. Jenna
understood her concerns and didn’t pursue it, but she felt bad that
Rita wasn’t going to be there.

When Jenna was in the limousine, she called
Aidan and explained to him that because of the heavy traffic they
would be delayed and probably wouldn’t have time to go backstage.
She wished him good luck, which caused him to giggle and led her to
blush. He was busy with interviews, but he managed to tell her how
much he loved her.

She whispered into her cell phone, “I love
you more.”

When they finally arrived at the venue, they
were ushered to their seats by Security. She was surprised to see
Alex and Sophia seated next to her. After taking her seat, she
leaned over and hugged Alex and winked at Sophia.

Jenna remarked, “Sophia, you look very pretty
tonight.”

Sophia looked at Jenna and politely answered,
“Thank you.” She then quickly turned her head away.

Jenna looked at Alex and shrugged her
shoulders.

Alex leaned over and whispered into Jenna’s
ear that Sophia was jealous of her. He had told her that afternoon
that Jenna was Aidan’s girlfriend.

“Oh, now I understand why I got the cold
shoulder.” Jenna giggled, showing Alex her deep dimples. She had a
way of warming his heart. He tried not to stare at her.

The lights dimmed and Jenna reached for her
dad’s hand. She leaned forward and glanced sideways at Hope, who
was seated on the other side of Nate. Smiling, she held up her hand
with her index and middle fingers crossed for good luck. Hope held
up her hands together as if she were praying. They both giggled at
the silliness of it all.

Nate leaned over and whispered into Jenna’s
ear, “Don’t worry, Jenna, Aidan is going to win.”

“From your mouth to God’s ears,” she
snickered.

Jenna watched Aidan being interviewed by Matt
(the emcee of the show). Matt asked Aidan about his experiences on
American Star. He said they were all positive and that he was
grateful to the show for letting him showcase his God-given talent.
He then looked out at the audience and thanked his fans that had
voted for him week after week. He also said that with his new
celebrity status, he wanted to make a difference in the world and
to help the homeless. Jenna was so proud of him.

Finally, it was time for Matt to announce the
winner. A composed Aidan and Jett stood next to each other, holding
their microphones in their hands.

Matt spoke slowly. “America has voted and the
new winner of American Star is…Aidan Price!”

Aidan turned to Jett with a shocked
expression on his face. He hugged him and Jett patted Aidan on the
shoulder and stepped back, giving Aidan the limelight.

Applause erupted as fans stood up and cheered
for their new Star. Streamers and confetti fell from the ceiling
and pandemonium ensued. Jenna stood, in a state of euphoria,
clapping loudly. Tears of happiness were streaming down her cheeks.
Everyone hugged and congratulated each other. She then looked at
her husband standing on the center of the stage as his competitors
took turns praising him.

Alex grabbed her arm and said, “Let’s
go!”

“Go where?” she asked, puzzled.

He looked at Jenna and said, “I promised
Aidan if he won that I would escort you and Hope onstage. Let’s
hurry, so you can share this moment with your husband.”

Vanessa and Bruce offered to watch Sophia.
Alex smiled gratefully.

Security was waiting for them by the stairs
at the bottom of the stage. They were escorted up the stairs and
onto the platform. When Aidan saw them approaching, he ran towards
them and flung his arms around his mom and Jenna. Then he
graciously shook Alex’s hand and thanked him for bringing his girls
on stage.

“We won!” he beamed. Flashes from all the
cameras were blinding them. Jenna could hardly make out Aidan’s
attractive face as little black dots danced in front of her
sensitive blue eyes. Standing in the middle between them, he
wrapped his arms around his wife and his mom’s waists and guided
them back to center stage.

With tears in his eyes, he thanked his fans
for their votes and loyalty.

Aidan, because he was the winner, had to sing
one last song. The lights dimmed. Jenna and Hope started to walk
backstage with Alex guiding them. Aidan followed them and reached
for Jenna’s hand, asking her to stay. He escorted her back to his
mark on the stage. One single blue light illuminated both of them.
He knelt down on one knee and looked up into Jenna’s eyes, still
holding her hand securely in his. She was trembling. He squeezed
her hand and flashed his beautiful smile to calm her. His other
hand held the microphone to his lips as he began to sing, “When a
Man Loves a Woman.” The passion and intensity in his melodious
voice mesmerized the audience as he sung to her.

Afterwards, he quickly rose to his feet and
embraced Jenna. The audience went wild, and the applause was
deafening. He bowed and signed with his hands, I love you. Then the
curtains closed and it was over.

When they arrived backstage hand in hand, the
media was waiting for them. The flashes from the cameras were
giving Jenna a headache. It was Aidan’s time to shine, and she
didn’t want to upset him by telling him she wasn’t feeling well.
She stood next to him stoically, squeezing his hand tightly and
smiling during the interviews.

The questions came fast and furious. The
reporters were grilling him, trying to dig out the details of their
relationship. Aidan wasn’t rude, but he was firm in saying that
their relationship was private.

Finally, Jenna and her husband were able to
escape into the limousine. Because of all the hoopla, Nate, Hope,
Vanessa, and Bruce had decided it was safer if they drove Aidan’s
car to the restaurant. They were all going to celebrate at Arnie
Morton’s Steakhouse in Beverly Hills. Aidan asked the limo driver
to roll up the privacy window so they could be alone.

Aidan leaned over, softly kissed Jenna’s
forehead, and asked, “What happened to Rita and Mark? I thought
that they were going to come tonight.”

She peered into his eyes and said, “Rita was
scared of the cameras. She thought that Johnny might spot her and
somehow try to find her. She’s still deathly afraid of him.”

“I’d like to get my hands on that creep,”
Aidan said, clenching his fists. “And Mark, what happened to
him?”

“Can we talk about Mark later?” she asked
hopefully.

“No, darlin’. I can sense that something
happened between you.” He cupped her chin with his hand and smiled
sweetly.

She pulled back and looked down at her lap as
she spoke. “Mark and I had an argument. He was extremely upset with
me. Aidan, I hurt him so badly, and I feel so guilty. He stormed
out of the house and didn’t even say goodbye.” She looked up at
Aidan, and he saw a single tear fall down her cheek.

Clearly upset, he said, “I knew something
like that would happen. I shouldn’t have left you alone
together.”

“Baby, can we discuss this later? I want us
to celebrate your victory.”

“Okay, darlin’, but later I want to hear
exactly what transpired between you.”

Jenna nodded yes and wound her arms around
Aidan’s neck. She pressed her lips against his in a passionate
kiss. “I’m so proud of you,” she murmured between kisses. “Now I
have my very own Star,” she teased.

He pulled back and peered into her eyes.
“Darlin’, we need to leave for New York Sunday afternoon. The
producers have me scheduled for the week to appear on the morning
shows and Letterman. I hope that this isn’t going to inconvenience
you too much,” he said, sounding genuinely worried.

“My place is with you, baby. Don’t worry;
everything will work out. Maybe I can call my friends in Boston and
they can come to New York to meet us.”

“I’d love to meet your friends! What a great
idea.”

“Good, I’ll call them after dinner.”

“Sounds like a plan.” He looked relieved. “I
have been thinking, sugar, and feel that when I am on Good Morning
New York, I should announce our marriage.”

“Aidan, what about your career? Vanessa and
Alex will be furious!”

He leaned in and planted tiny kisses on her
neck. Jenna threw her head back and moaned softly. Between kisses
he said, “Honestly darlin’, I don’t give a damn. We are wealthier
than I ever could have imagined. My fans will support us; they want
me to be happy. I am crazy in love with you, and I want the world
to know it.”

“Whatever you say, baby,” she whispered.

He smiled. “Boy, are you easy.”

“We’ll see who’s easy.” She moved her hands
down and started tickling his loins.

He was laughing out loud and soon said,
“Okay, I give up. You win!”

She seemed satisfied with herself and quickly
cuddled against his chest. He encircled his arm around her and
pulled her close to him. “I love your spunk,” he said.

“And I love Mister.” She moved her hand down
and unzipped the zipper of his pants to stroke him. He threw his
head back and closed his eyes.

“You know just how to touch me,” he
moaned.

All of a sudden the limo stopped. Aidan’s
eyes snapped open as he saw the large neon sign of the restaurant.
His eyes widened as he viewed his family walking towards the car.
They both sat up. He zipped up his jeans and repositioned his
erection inside his shorts.

“I’ll take a rain check, sweetness.” He shot
her a lustful glance as he opened the door.

 


 


 



Chapter 22

 


The Dessert

 


 


Is sex dirty? Only if it is done right.

~ Woody Allen

 


As it turned out, Jenna didn’t need to call
her friends after dinner. She had turned off her cell phone when
she had entered the venue, and she forgot to turn it back on until
after they left the restaurant. In the limo, her cell phone began
ringing immediately. Christine, Jenna’s best childhood friend, was
the first to call.

Christine excitedly asked her friend, “Jenna,
when did you meet Aidan Price, and why were you on the stage with
him?”

Jenna started giggling as Aidan began kissing
her neck. “Christine, so much has happened in the past two weeks.
Aidan and I met through Aunt Vanessa, who had recently become
Aidan’s agent. You can say that it was love at first sight.”

“You’re in love with Aidan Price?”

Aidan was now beginning to unbutton the
buttons on her blouse. “Stop!” she said with a smirk.

He cocked his head and said loud enough so
Christine could hear, “You really want me to stop molesting
you?”

“You’re so bad!” Jenna mouthed and stared
angrily at him.

“And you’re so sexy when you’re annoyed with
me.”

Christine was confused and asked, “What is
going on?”

Jenna laughed. “Aidan is acting like a
child.”

“Aidan is with you now?” Christine
stammered.

Jenna took a deep breath and said, “Aidan and
I were married a week ago in Las Vegas.”

Christine began to stutter. “You...you
married that dreamboat, Aidan Price?”

“Yes, Christine, I married that dreamboat!”
she replied, pinching Aidan’s cheek.

Aidan grabbed the phone out of Jenna’s hand
playfully, and with the most charming Southern accent that he could
muster, he said, “Christine, Jenna has told me so much about you. I
can’t wait to meet you. We’re going to be in New York next week and
would really like it if you and Jenna’s other friends could meet us
there.” Aidan listened for a reply, but there was complete silence.
He then asked, “Christine, are you there? Please breathe for me,
honey.” He chuckled.

Jenna almost choked because she was laughing
so hard. She began tickling Aidan and grabbed the phone back.
“Christine, are you still there?”

“Jenna, I can’t believe that you married
Aidan. Are you sure that you’re not pulling my leg?”

“Calm down, girl. Aidan is just an ordinary
man with an extraordinary talent.”

Aidan raised his eyebrows and mouthed,
“Ordinary?”

Jenna giggled at her new husband.
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