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PROLOGUE
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Mark and Heather had finished their wedding preparations before he had to go back on tour at the end of January. He would return home at the end of May, a week before their wedding on June 8. Heather had finished most of what she and Mark hadn’t completed before he left at the end of January.

As their wedding day drew closer, the strange texts she had been receiving became more frequent. It surprised her because when she moved to London, Mark had bought her a new phone, and naturally, it had a different number from the one she had in New York. She had no clue who was sending the messages, but they seemed to know a lot about her relationship with her dad and, more importantly, with Mark.

Previously, Heather had discussed the possibility of her dad having been in Witness Protection instead of dying, as the Air Force claimed. Mark had suggested they take her phone to someone who could track where the messages were coming from, but neither of them had had time to find out where they could go. 
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CHAPTER 1
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Mark waited until Heather came home from work to leave. They went out to dinner before riding to the airport together. Tears streamed down her face when it was time to say goodbye, but he placed his hands under her chin to face him.

"Don't cry, Babe. I love you, and when I get back from this tour, it will only be a week until our wedding. You think about that, okay?"

"I will, but I'll still miss you. I love you so much, Mark Spencer."

"And I love you, Heather Randall."

"Come on, Mark, let's hurry up," Rick said. "Finish saying goodbye to your fiancé and get over here."

"Sorry, Hon. I have to go, but I'll talk to you soon."

"Bye, Darling. I'll miss you."

"I'll miss you, too."

Heather kept herself busy over the next few months with work and completing things for their wedding, like picking out her wedding gown. He also told her to look at houses, so when he got home, they could make a bid. They had told the landlord they may not stay beyond the end of June but would give him at least 30 days' notice. She looked at several houses and found one she totally loved. It was off the beaten path and had enough room for her to have a home office. She had been with Music World for over a year by then (when counting the time in New York), and John knew when she and Mark started having children, she wanted to work from home, at least when he was on the road. 

Mark returned home on the 28th of May, and she met him at the airport. It was a few days earlier than he originally thought, but one venue canceled the concert because of an electrical emergency and another one because of an impending tropical storm. 

Steve had told both venues Mark would not be available again until July, and they were fine with that once he told them the reason. They were so glad to see each other again—-they just hugged for about five minutes before they finally got in the car and drove home. As soon as he walked into the house, he took her in his arms. 

"It's good to be home. You have no idea how much I've missed you."

"This is the longest we've ever been apart. It's been so lonely without you, but I've tried to keep busy."

"It certainly looks like it from some photos you sent me. The house off the beaten path that you really love seems a good choice. Have you seen the inside?"

"Not yet. I thought we should look at it together."

"You're probably right. See if you can arrange it over the next couple of days."

"I'll call tomorrow and set something up. Everything is ready for the wedding. I got your tux ordered like you asked me to do."

"Good. You're the best."

"Are you hungry? I made some meat pies while you were gone and put them in the freezer. I only need to heat them up."

"Oh, I'm hungry alright, but not for that kind of food," Mark said, grinning.

"That doesn't surprise me," she quipped.

"What do you expect, Babe? I've been gone for four months."

"That's true. Those phone conversations we had didn't substitute for the real thing."

"That they didn't. Some of them made it worse. I had to take a lot of cold showers," he said, laughing. "I have never broken my promise to you, and I never will. You're the only woman I need in my bed."

"Nor have I. The only man I need is you. I know I have no one to compare you to, but you satisfy me. That's all I care about."

"Glad to hear that, my love."

"Let's have dinner first, then we can go upstairs for dessert," she said with a sly grin.

By that time, it had been over a year since the first time she had let him make love to her when they were at the French Riviera the preceding April. They were still learning things about each other, and Mark was an excellent and patient teacher. 

Heather took the next day as a work from home day. She set up appointments with a realtor to see several houses. Mark loved the one she also loved, so they put a deposit on it and made a bid. 

"How soon would you like to close?"

"Soon," Mark said. "We're getting married the 8th of June, and then we will be on our honeymoon for two weeks. It would be great if we could resolve it before then or as soon as we return."

"What kind of loan are you looking for, Mr. Spencer?"

"Money isn't an issue. My band is on top right now, so I have more money than I'll ever spend. I could probably pay cash, but I'd rather make a down payment and finance the rest."

"Oh, you're THAT Mark Spencer. I am well acquainted with your band. I didn't put the two together."

"Yes, that's right. Rock Revolution is my band."

"This shouldn't be a problem, then. I don't know if we can do it before your wedding, but we can arrange it when you return from your honeymoon."

"That'll work. It's not a problem. I go back on tour in July, so we'd like to be settled in before I have to leave again."

The sellers accepted their offer, and they scheduled closing for the day after they returned from the Canary Islands. Beverly, Karen, Dan, Mike, and Sheila arrived on June 1. Dawn, Marcie, and Pam had elected to fly commercial instead of on Mark's private jet and were due to arrive on June 5th. Only Beverly would stay at the house for now, but Sheila would join her after the wedding, so they could take care of Bear while Mark and Heather were away.

Mark sent the limo to pick everyone up on June 5th. Everyone initially came to the house, but he had arranged for a rental house for the others. Karen and Dan had left the kids with Dan's parents, who were more than happy for the extra time. 

"This is a cute little house," Sheila said. "It looks like you've really done a lot to it."

"It's served his purpose. We close on our new house the day after we get back from the Canary Islands. I'll have to send you guys pictures once we are settled. Mom, you know where the guestroom is. Mark can take your things upstairs for you."

Heather had to work the next two days, but then she would have off for two weeks. After the rehearsal dinner on Friday evening, Mark spent the rest of the night with his parents as they wanted everything to follow tradition. 

Jodi was going to do her hair and makeup in the bride's room at the church. Despite all the preparations and the fact she and Mark had been living together for almost a year, she was still very nervous on the morning of her wedding. She was, after all, marrying her best friend and the love of her life, and she wanted everything to be perfect. Her brother was going to walk her down the aisle.

The only thing that would make it more perfect was if her suspicions were right and her dad showed up. She was still receiving strange messages, and after she moved to London, they became more frequent. Their engagement had been in the paper in both New York and London, and Mark had made an official announcement, so it wasn't something they could hide. She had last seen her dad when she was 10, and she had turned 23 in January. After 13 years, surely, he could leave Witness Protection if he wanted to do so.

The time was near. Her hair and makeup were perfect, and her wedding gown made her look like a princess. As she prepared to go to the front doors of the church, something made her stop. Where was Mike? He was supposed to walk her down the aisle.

Instead, there stood an older gentleman, someone close to her mother's age and wearing an Air Force dress uniform. He held out his arm for her to take it and whispered how beautiful she looked. After walking her down the aisle to join Mark at the front, he sat next to her mother, which she thought was odd. She couldn't tell if her mother recognized him, but why did he sit next to her?

Mark looked at her and smiled, eyes shining with love. He had never seen her look so beautiful. He looked at her and whispered in her ear, "You look like a princess. You're so beautiful." The music continued to play the wedding march softly as they said their vows, choosing love, honor and cherish instead of love, honor and obey. After exchanging rings, they heard the words they had wanted to hear from the day he proposed, "I now pronounce you husband and wife."

As they walked toward the back of the church, the man who had walked her down the aisle walked up to her and hugged her. She wasn't sure what to think, and even Beverly and Karen had a puzzled look. Only Mike seemed to know what was happening. 

"Heather, do you have a minute to talk?" the man said.

"Not right this moment, but if you want to join us at the reception, I will speak with you."

"I will be there."

"Who is he, Honey?" Mark asked.

"I don't know, but I have an idea. I think he is the one who has been sending strange messages."

"Your dad?"

"I think so, but I can't be sure until I talk to him. Who else would show up on my wedding day and walk me down the aisle? I was only 10, and he was much younger then. Plus, they may have done surgery to change his looks if he was in Witness Protection. Mike is the only one who doesn't seem surprised, so I suspect my brother knows."

"Dan could be behind it, too. If not, he may have a way to find out these things. Was he in the military?"

"Actually, yes. Dan was in the Air Force for four years. That's why they waited to buy a house."

"Makes sense. Maybe they sent him here, and that's why the messages increased when you moved here."

"That's possible. Okay, they're waiting for pictures."

"Let's go then, Mrs. Spencer."

They finished the pictures and headed to the reception venue. Once at the venue, they announced the wedding party—-Sheila was her maid of honor and Jodi her matron of honor; Dawn, Marcie, Pam, and April were bridesmaids; Mark's brother was best man; and Mike, Larry, Joe, Paul, and Rob were ushers. Then came the announcement: first time in public, Mr. and Mrs. Mark Spencer. They smiled when they heard it; both had waited months for this day to arrive. 

Following their first dance, Heather and Mark joined the man at a secluded table. He looked at her fondly.

"You are a beautiful bride. I would never have missed this day. It's been 13 years since I last saw you, years I can never get back, thanks to this damn Witness Protection program."

"Dad?"

"Yes, Honey, it's me. I've left the program now, but they want me to stay here in London. Apparently, the people who were sending death threats will be tried here in London, and I need to be there."

"That's wonderful, since that's where I live now. Does Mom know?"

"Only Mike knows, and he only found out today. I fought with the Air Force over this. When I read about your engagement, I knew I had to be here to walk you down the aisle."

"The accident?"

"It never happened. I was on a secret mission, and there were people following me who knew about it. Because of the death threats, they had to relocate me, and they chose London. I saw you around town with Mark and knew it was you because you look just like your mom at the same age. I know everything about your life, even the incident with that boy you dated."

"Brian?"

"Yes, and I knew you gave up on guys before you met this young man here."

"Yes, indeed. Mark has been good to me, but how did you know about Brian? That incident wasn't public knowledge."

"I have my sources. I have seen how Mark treats you, too, and know about the song he wrote for you. See, I didn't cut ties with everyone. I stayed in touch with Larry, but he never told Jodi. He passed along information about you and Mark, so I followed your romance all along. He sent me pictures all the time. In fact, I even know about your trip to the French Riviera. I knew you were happy, and I cried when I read about your engagement. I wanted nothing else but for you to be as happy as your mother and I had been." 

"Why? And how did you find out about the Riviera? Only a few people knew. Larry knew we went, but there were things about the trip even Jodi didn't know until after we came back to New York, and Mark rented the penthouse."

"I cried because I couldn't share in your happiness. Larry told me before Christmas, Mark was going to propose to you on Christmas Day. As for how I found out about the Riviera trip, Larry told me about it."

"How much do you know about that trip, Dad?"

"I know enough, but you don't need to be embarrassed. I was around, and I saw the two of you together. Your love for each other lights up every room you enter. There was no doubt in my mind you two were in love."

"I guess you also know Mark and I have been living together since shortly after I moved here."

"I do, but again, Heather, I know you two are in love. After Larry found out more information from Jodi, he also told me there was no one before Mark. And making the man wait six months—-he has to love you."

"Mr. Randall, why now?" Mark asked.

"Because I no longer want to live as a shadow of my old self. I lost my wife, my children, and all my friends. A year ago, maybe a little longer, I read the people who were following me had been arrested. That's when I decided to leave the program. So, your husband is a rock star?"

"Yes, Mark is the founder and drummer for Rock Revolution. Well, the actual name is Mark Spencer & the Rock Revolution. Many people shorten it, but everyone knows who they mean."

"Larry told me he arranged the first meeting between you two. He said both of you were in a bad place at the time and thought you would make a good match. From the looks on your faces, he made the right assumption."

"Yes, and Mark and I hit it off immediately. He arranged for me to do the interview for Music World, where I was due to start the following week. He gave Sheila and me tickets to the concert the following night and arranged for backstage passes. Before the concert, he called and invited me to have lunch with him, and after the concert we went back to the hotel where Sheila and I spent the night and had breakfast with the band the following morning. After the interview, Mark and I went to dinner together, but not on a date. After that, he started calling me and coming to see me when he could, and by November 2000, we had fallen in love."

"And here you are. Now you're married."

"Yes, and we're getting ready to buy a house."

"Would it be okay if I started visiting you and Mark?"

"Of course, Dad, but we'll be leaving tomorrow for the Canary Islands for two weeks."

"Oh, I didn't mean right now. I want to give you some time to spend with your new husband first."

"Okay. Give me your number, and I'll call you when we get back."

They went back to their table and joined in the dancing. It was their party, after all, and the band was playing a lot of slow songs. They were friends of Mark's, namely his friend Tom and his band. 

"Okay, everyone. Why don't we have the bride and groom join us in doing the song Mark wrote for Heather when they were dating? More accurately, the song Mark wrote for her after they admitted they had fallen in love. We might not do it as well as Rock Revolution, but we want to give it a shot here on Mark and Heather's wedding day."

They both walked to the stage, and Tom turned the mike over to Mark. "I first sang this song at Wembley Stadium. It was one of the few times I took lead away from Paul, but my bandmates thought since I wrote it for Heather, I should be the one to sing it. She was my girlfriend then and now she's my wife, but it still holds very special meaning for both of us."

Every time Mark sang the song, it brought tears to her eyes. No one could ever understand the depth of love they had for one another. When they met, he had been recovering from a relationship riddled with infidelity, and she had still been hurting because of an ex who tried to rape her. They pulled each other back to reality and fell deeply in love. Now they were married and had so many dreams they wanted to fulfill. It was a future filled with uncertainty, but one filled with love.

They walked off the stage together, arm in arm, faced with applause from all their guests. Some had never heard the song and thought it was the sweetest thing he could have done. When they opened their gifts, Heather couldn't believe it. One gift Jodi and Larry had given them was a DVD of the Wembley concert and her birthday, where he sang the song he wrote for her. Heather had no idea Jodi had videotaped both events. 

Another special gift was a DVD her mother had recorded of the Christmas morning Mark proposed. The guys in the band had ordered a plaque with the lyrics to 'Heather' and engraved it with, 'Mark and Heather Spencer June 8, 2002.' There were other gifts as well, and Mark's dad had brought his truck to take them back to the house since Mark and Heather were spending their wedding night in the honeymoon suite at the Dorchester Hotel.

"Well, Mrs. Spencer, are you ready to leave?" Mark asked his new bride.

"Indeed, Mr. Spencer. It's been a long but beautiful day."

"Are you happy?"

"I couldn't be happier. Oh, look, Mark! Dad is talking to Mom, Mike, Karen, and Dan."

"I'm sure that made you happy, too."

"It did. It really did. That was the only thing that was missing. My dream had always included my dad walking me down the aisle."

"Come on, Babe. Let's get out of here while we still can."

She had already given Beverly her key to the house. She and Mark had their bags packed for the Canary Islands, but they were spending their wedding night in the Dorchester Hotel. Rick was at the wedding, of course, and loaded everything in his car to take to the jet before takeoff the following morning. The flight time was approximately four hours, and they planned to leave right after breakfast.

When they got to the hotel, Mark focused on another tradition: he carried her across the threshold into their room. Hotel staff had left a bottle of champagne with a note of congratulations on their wedding. They knew Mark well—-his reputation in the community was impeccable. They had changed into more comfortable clothes before they left the venue and were ready to just relax for the rest of the night.

"I've waited so long for this day," Mark whispered in her ear. "I knew from the moment I met you I wanted to be with you forever."

"So have I. It still seems like a dream, and if it is, please don't wake me up."

"No dream, my sweet. You are my wife, now and forever."

"Did I ever tell you I had dreams of this day before I ever met you?"

"Did you now?" he asked with a grin. "So when we met, was it a crush or something more?"

"When I think back, I think it may have changed as soon as I met you. Then again, it may have been before that because I totally followed you even before we met. I never told Jodi that part because I knew she would try to play matchmaker. I'm not sure if we had met before we did, things would have worked out the way they have. When we met, the timing was just right for both of us."

"You're probably right, Darling. It's all in the timing."

She was wearing a pair of cotton shorts and a tank top, while Mark wore jeans shorts and a tee shirt. She sat on his lap, straddling across his legs. They were face to face in the dimly lit room with soft music playing. He took her face in his hands and kissed her lovingly as he took his one hand from her face and helped her remove her top. As they kissed more passionately, he unsnapped and removed her bra. 

"Mark Spencer, I love you."

"And I love you, Heather Spencer."

"I so love the sound of that."

"So do I. Come on. Let's go into the bedroom."

As they finished undressing, she could see he was fully aroused. Last night they hadn't spent time together, so they were both ready for a night filled with passion and love.

"I missed you in bed last night."

"Oh, you did, huh? What did you miss?" he asked, grinning. "I think you should just show me."

"This," she said, putting his hand between her legs.

"Hmmm...I like it when you do that. You should always show me what you want."

"Yeah? Do you, now?"

They stopped talking and ventured into things they had not done even while living together. Whoever said having sex before marriage would spoil the wedding night was lying. Their wedding night was still special and had more passion than any other time they had made love. Maybe it was because she knew now, they were in this together forever. 

The next morning, they woke up about 9:00. They had never gotten up to shower or put on any clothes. They fell asleep wrapped in each other's arms, totally naked. It was their wedding night, after all. They showered together to save time and went to breakfast in the hotel's restaurant.

"So, what do you think, Luv?"

"I think I'm going to enjoy being married to you."

"I'll do my best to make sure you always feel that way. Are you ready to head to the Canary Islands?"

"Yes, I am. It's going to be a wonderful two weeks, just the two of us."

"Yes, it will, and I'll have a week left when we get back, but we'll be busy getting ready to move."

"It's okay. Oh, and Dad texted me. He said if you need help to move, he'd be happy to help."

"The sooner we can finish, the more time we can spend together before I go back on tour. Are you going to be okay alone?"

"Of course, Darling. I have Bear. I haven't talked to Mom, so I don't know what Dad told her, but he said he needs to stay here in London. If they reunite, she will have to move over here. I'm not understanding why that's necessary if he left the program."

"Just so you're sure you'll be okay. We have a lot to do when we get back. You got your green card because of your company, but now that we're married, we may need to change sponsorship. I need to see how long we need to be married for you to get permanent residency. You need to change your name on your insurance card, too."

"I will be happy to do that. Mark, I changed my mind about names. I'm only going to use Randall-Spencer for my writing. Everything else will be just Spencer."

"That's up to you, Babe. I'm your husband, not your mother. I won't tell you what to do. That's not what this union is about."

"Thank you for that, but I'm proud to be just Heather Spencer. I only want to do it for writing because people know Heather Randall, but they won't know Heather Spencer—-not right away, anyhow. Later, I will just drop Randall from my writing."

"So, Mrs. Spencer, did you enjoy our first night as husband and wife?"

"Oh, I sure did, Mr. Spencer."

"You were more adventurous last night. I loved it."

"I didn't feel guilty about it when we weren't married, but I just felt different last night."

"Whatever it was, it gave us a wedding night to remember
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