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      At 7:15 a.m., the automatic curtains in Amir and Melodee’s Manhattan loft slowly slid open. The thick fabric formed long pleats as it invited the rising sun's orange-yellow glow into the bedroom. Melodee rolled off her side and onto her back, at once stretching her arm to her left. She reached for Amir before her eyes could even open. Melodee had done this every morning for the past year since moving into Amir's Tribeca loft and he's always been there. That morning and for the last three weeks, he was out of town on business. On location in California Amir was away filming the final scenes for his biggest film to date. Critics predicted this film would make him Hollywood's newest golden boy. Amir had been MIA in NYC but still stayed present in Melodee's heart. She stopped the frown threatening to pull her lips down. That morning marked two days before she and Amir's wedding. And that long hiatus of not seeing each other would come to an end.

      She sat up slowly, glancing around the room. For the past three weeks, she'd been sleeping in another bedroom in the loft. After the first night of restless sleep without Amir, Melodee spent her nights in the guest bedroom deciding she would spend every night in that room until they were together again. That guest bedroom, was smaller but still larger than the average loft bedroom in New York City. She took a deep breath and leaned over, crawling to the other side of their king-sized mattress, reaching for her phone.

      She noticed she had one missed phone call. From Amir.

      During those weeks they were apart, they spent a lot of their nights speaking on the phone until their eyes weighed so much it felt like a workout to stay awake. But it was their thing and their way of still feeling close even when Amir was 3,000 miles away in California. He called every morning around 5 a.m., 2 a.m. Los Angeles time, when he knew she would be asleep all so he could leave her a voicemail that she could listen to when she woke up.

      Melodee stepped off the bed and grabbed her second smartphone. She used this phone specifically for listening to music… something Amir insisted she do to preserve battery life on her main phone. Melodee made her way out of the guest bedroom and down the corridor of the top floor, headed to the master bath. Along the way, she logged into her music phone then tapped into her iHeart radio app to tune in to her favorite station 102.4 FM.

      "What up, y'all, it's your girl LaLa and you are now tuned in to LaLa in the Morning on Power 102.4," the radio host's voice streamed out of Melodee's phone speaker. "I got some new music from rapper Panama Wattz titled, "Good Girl," off his upcoming untitled LP. He just signed a major distribution deal with Hip Hop label Collateral Records. Congrats to him. Be sure to keep it locked after the break! Our girl Mimi will be here with your morning news."

      Melodee entered the master bedroom.  Her eyes immediately glided over two garment bags, designer shoe boxes, and a sea of high-end luggage sprawled all over the floor and on she and Amir's bed. They were all wedding stuff. And in half an hour, assistants, wedding coordinators and the likes would fill the loft, busying themselves with packing all that stuff up to have the items whisked away to a castle in Long Island where Amir and Melodee planned to exchange their vows.

      She stepped into the bathroom and turned on the water in the marble stand-in shower while accessing Amir's voice message on her main phone.

      "Good Morning, baby," Amir said in his message.

      She sighed.

      His honeyed baritone made Melodee bite her bottom lip. And the grin on her face stretched so wide people would be able to see it from the tallest skyscraper in New York.

      "For once," he added, "I wish there wasn't 24-hours in a day so that I could have the power to speed up time and make the day after tomorrow our today. I can't wait to make you my wife, Mel. But you're aware of this right?" He laughed. "I love you, and I'll see you soon."

      She moved the phone from her ear then pressed it against her chest, closing her eyes and taking a deep breath. Like every morning, after hearing his voice message, she wanted to call him. The only thing keeping her from doing that was the time difference. It was 4 a.m. in Los Angeles and disturbing him was the last thing she wanted to do after he'd been working so hard all day. So, like always she practiced patience.

      The theme song for Power's popular Gossip Hour segment started up as Melodee stepped into the stand-in shower.

      "What's up, Mimi?" LaLa said. "I know you got some tea to spill. What you got for us to sip on this morning?"

      Host Mimi giggled then said, "you know I do. And today's tea is all about your boy Amir Jones's July 4th wedding."

      "Of course," Melodee mumbled to herself as she closed her eyes and walked underneath the sprinkling shower head. Media attention had become the usual for her. The public were familiar with her name and not for the reasons she would have liked. Officially a licensed psychologist, earning her doctorate just a few months prior, Melodee's popularity hinged on being the fiancée of an R&B superstar and less for her accomplishments. At first, it was a difficult reality to accept since she'd sacrificed so much of her time and energy paving her own way and independence by earning her doctorate degree. But her love for Amir meant so much to her and being secure in her relationship made it possible for her to stand in the shadows of the man she loved. For the time being, it wasn't so bad.

      "Amir and his beautiful fiancée, Melodee Delon, are planning to tie the knot in the illustrious Gold Coast Castle in Long Island in two days. Sources tell me the couple will only have a wedding party of two, one best man and a matron of honor."

      "How the hell they get all this information?" Melodee questioned.

      "They are so cute together and I dig how down-to-earth Melodee is," LaLa enthused.

      Melodee smiled.

      "Word. But let's hope that down-to-earth personality lasts when Mrs. Jones is in Hollywood," Mimi said next. "Because Melodee will step into a whole new world."

      Melodee rolled her eyes.

      "But back to the deets," Mimi continued, "the couple have reportedly spent close to one million dollars on the wedding alone..."

      "Two million to be exact," Melodee said as she lathered her arms with soap.

      "They'll have at least three hundred guests in attendance...."

      "Five hundred, actually," Melodee corrected.

      "And," Mimi added, taking a breath, "Guess how much their wedding cake costs?"

      "How much?" LaLa asked.

      "One hundred thousand dollars!"

      "What! That's crazy," LaLa chimed in.

      Melodee shook her head.

      "Fifty thousand, why exaggerate?" Melodee asked as she stepped out of the shower.

      "I am so excited to see the wedding photos, though," LaLa said. "I hope they release a few…."

      "I'm sure some will leak," Mimi stated, her confidence clear in her tone.

      Melodee wrapped her towel around her body. "Not if I can control it."

      "What about the bride's dress?" LaLa asked. "Who’s she wearing?"

      Melodee picked up her phone and clicked out of the app, silencing the two hosts.

      "Can't even listen to the radio in peace."

      An hour later, Melodee exited the loft’s elevator with a bunch of sunflowers tucked behind her left elbow. The loft's doorman was already up on his feet.

      "Good Morning, Melodee," he greeted, walking ahead of her.

      "Hey, Mo," she replied, "How you doin'?"

      "I'm cool. Especially knowing two of my favorite celebrities are getting ready to jump the broom in two days."

      "I am not a celebrity, stop."

      He chuckled.

      Mo held the heavy glass lobby door opened for her to walk through. "Excited?"

      "Of course," she said exiting through the first door of the lobby.

      "Well, I hope that doesn't mean I won't see you two anymore. The news is everywhere that you guys bought a mansion out in Beverly Hills."

      Melodee shook her head. "I'll never get used to everyone knowing everything."

      "I'm sorry," he said.

      "It's fine. You know we cool," she said giving him a pound. "I'll see you later."

      Flashbulbs from nine different paparazzi cameras went off as soon as Melodee's all-black Converses touched the New York City concrete outside of the second lobby door. Their cameras didn't fail to send off quick sparks of light.  

      Over here, Melodee

      Are you ready for your big day?

      Where's Amir?

      Melodee replied to not even one as she pushed her BVLGARI sunglasses up the bridge of her nose and sat them in front of her eyes. She took large steps toward the crisp white Maybach where her chauffeur, Cory, waited with the back door opened.

      She released a weighted sigh as she ducked into the car. Melodee placed the flowers on the seat beside her, drew her curtain closed, then leaned over the adjacent seat to draw the curtains on the other side closed too. Melodee flipped her shades up to the crown of her head and dropped her head back against the headrest.

      Once the chauffeur, Cory, sat in the driver's seat at the front of the car, he honked at the paparazzo standing in front of the Maybach.

      "Can you move? Damn," Cory yelled.

      "I apologize, Cory," Melodee mumbled.

      He turned in his seat to face her, smiling. "You know you need not be apologizing, Mrs. Jones."

      "Here you go." She laughed. "Not you too."

      "Hey, everyone else is doing it and it suits you." He shrugged. "So, where to?"

      Melodee smiled. "Take me to the Queen, please."
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        * * *

      

      The Maybach's wheels slowed up the moment it drove through the gates of Rockville Angels Gravesite in Long Island, New York. The cemetery sat about five miles from the castle Amir and Melodee planned to wed. Melodee thought it was only right to visit there before the big day.

      The moment the vehicle stopped, Melodee heard Cory unhook his seatbelt, preparing himself to step out of the car to open her door.

      "It's cool, Cory, I got it," she told him, reaching for the bouquet of sunflowers beside her. She opened her own door and stepped out, her pupils adjusting to the bright July sun.

      She ambled to the larger-than-life headstone with 14-carat gold moldings and embossing. Already surrounding the headstone were fresh cut sunflowers that laid all around it and made the area resemble a garden.

      "Good Morning, Ms. Anita," Melodee said as she placed her bouquet beneath Anita’s headstone. Melodee glanced around herself before she took a seat opposite it. She leaned forward to press her hand flat against the headstone and smiled.

      Upon learning of Anita's gravesite location, Melodee had made it a priority to visit Amir's mother's grave at least once a month. The timing was perfect since she and Amir's wedding was scheduled to take place on July 4th. Melodee's scheduled visit was early enough in the month to stick to her monthly ritual.

      "The big day is in two days." She pretzeled her legs and looked down at her hands. Her attention moved to the paved driveway Cory drove her up before her eyes returned to scanning over the sun-bleached stone angel that hovered over Anita's black-and-white marbled headstone.

      Melodee looked past the headstone and into the distance then said, "I have told nobody this, but I'm nervous. As I'm sure you already know, this isn't my first time doing this married thing." She laughed to herself before sighing.

      The birds tweeted that morning. The wind whistling through the grass and trees, offering a peaceful aura around her. Melodee loved visiting Anita’s gravesite. She appreciated the silence the most… even when there were other people visiting their own loved ones and Melodee wasn't alone. The respect for silence appealed to her and for good reason.

      Melodee's life had become busy starting from the moment she accepted Amir’s proposal on that Grammy red carpet. Interview requests, photo shoot opportunities, editorial write-ups about her and what she did with and without Amir. Gossip mavens dubbed every move she made worthy of a news story and she didn't do much. It was exhausting. Amir's love made it all worth it though. He treated her like a Queen. Everything she wanted or needed she didn't even have to ask for it because he already provided her with it. Canceling studio sessions just to lay in bed with her all morning. Delaying interviews so that he could make love to her for just one more hour was the norm. They were in love. The fame was just a flaw she would accept in exchange for the happiness he always provided.

      "Despite it all, though, I love your son. I'll deal with a million paparazzi for him." She laughed. "You raised an amazing man, and I can't thank you enough for that," she said, staring at the hand-carved sculpture mended to the top of the headstone. Amir had the sculpture created in the likeness of Anita equipped with her very own crown.

      "Maybe one of these days, Amir and I will visit together. He prefers to visit you alone and I have to respect that. I know he's still hurting with you being gone." Melodee's eyes filled with tears that she blinked back. Amir had not told her explicitly that he didn't want her to go with him to his mother's grave when he visited every week but he never invited her either. His reason was that he didn't want for her to see him in that way, not yet at least.

      "But I know for a fact, you'll be at the wedding, huh?" Melodee beamed. "I know there's no way you'll ever miss that party."

      Melodee heard quick steps in the grass to her left. She turned her head in that direction and squinted her eyes, peering through the sea of headstones to glimpse a camera flash and then another.

      She sighed. "Time for me to go, they've spotted me," she said with finger quotes.

      Melodee leaned forward and wrapped her arms as far as she could around the headstone. "I love you, Ms. Anita. Make sure you look your best on Wednesday."

      Her phone rang as she stood up from her seat on the grass.

      "Hey, Melodee," Sheena said on the other end. "Girl, we're waiting for you at the venue. They need your final approval on a few things. Where you at bride?"

      "I'm just leaving Ms. Anita's gravesite," she replied, making her way toward the car. "I'll be there in about an hour."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      "It's gonna rain," Melodee said, her eyes fixed on the clouds outside her window. She sat near the tall glass of her Gold Coast Castle suite. On the day before her wedding, Melodee's eyes focused on the crisp white clouds up above. Her room continued to fill with people, about ten, all of them on phones confirming plans and setting up to prepare for the next day. Sounds of steamers hissing and people chatting filled her listening space. Amongst the ten people were her best friend Sheena and her mother Deedra. Sheena kept a watchful eye on the steaming of Melodee's ceremony dress while Deedra sat in a nearby corner. Deedra busied herself with laughing and chatting on the phone with a friend all while sipping on a tiny glass of cognac.

      Preoccupied with getting things perfect and just right, it seemed no one heard Melodee except for Sheena.

      "Where is that damn wedding planner?" Sheena asked out loud, but no one responded. She turned to Melodee. "Did you say something, Melodee?"

      Melodee’s anxiety was obvious. She hadn't stopped chewing at the inside of her cheek since arriving back at the castle that morning. With all the plans in place, wedding planning the second time around proved to be simpler than her first wedding since she and Amir hired the top wedding planner in the country, Yolanda York.

      Yolanda had been handling all the tasks that both Amir and Melodee believed to be too tedious to focus on themselves.

      "It's gonna rain, tomorrow," Melodee repeated, still staring up at the white clouds.

      Sheena walked over to where Melodee sat and leaned forward to get the same view of the clouds as her best friend. Sheena's brows wrinkled above her big brown eyes when she stood back up and looked at Melodee. "Huh?"

      The chatter in the room swelled in volume as more people moved in and out of the space. If they weren't wheeling large carts of garment bags and shoes into the room, they were taking loud phone calls.

      "We should’ve planned to have the ceremony inside, right?" Melodee asked looking up at Sheena. "Maybe we should see if we can move the ceremony to inside the venue."

      Sheena leaned forward to examine the sky through the window once again when she said, "Melodee, it's mad sunny outside with just a few clouds and those clouds are linen white. What the hell are you talking about?"

      Melodee sighed then dropped her view down to her hands.

      Sheena jerked her head back and stared at Melodee for a moment. Sheena turned to the room full of people and clapped her hands twice to get their attention.

      "Okay," she said aloud, walking to the center of the suite. "I need everyone to step outside for a moment. There is too much going on in here and it's happening all at once."

      Silence fell over the room as everyone stared at Sheena.

      "Now," Sheena ordered. "Everyone get out, please."

      She gestured with her hands as the room full of people filed out the door one by one. Melodee turned away from the window to see Sheena making her way to Deedra who was still on the phone.

      "Excuse me, Mrs. Deedra⁠—"

      Deedra told her caller to hold on then pressed the phone to her shoulder and asked, "Mrs. Deedra, what?"

      Sheena giggled.

      "I know you weren't talking about me, too. I'm the mother of the bride."

      "Yes you are," Sheena confirmed.

      "So?"

      "I just need to speak with Melodee alone. Only for a little."

      Deedra huffed.

      "Will you allow me to do my matron of honor duties?"

      Deedra leaned forward, closer to Sheena, and whispered, "were you carrying out your duties during the first one? Because telling her to run the first time would have been nice."

      Melodee snorted. "Ma, I can still hear you."

      "I meant for you to." Deedra smiled.

      Melodee shook her head, smiling back. "You look like you need a refill anyway, Ma."

      Deedra lifted her short-stemmed glass and swirled the bit of cognac around the bottom of it. "I guess you're right."

      She stood up, the hem of her jet-black maxi dress falling around her ankles. Deedra walked up to Melodee and leaned forward to place a kiss on Melodee's forehead. "It's not gonna rain, baby doll, so stop trippin'."

      Melodee smiled as her mother turned to walk out of the room. Sheena closed the door behind her.

      "What's up, Melodee?" Sheena asked once they were alone.

      Melodee pointed at her window. "The clouds⁠—"

      "Oh, girl, please," Sheena said, placing one hand at her waist. "Those clouds are just fine. The meteorologist said it will be a beautiful day, all day, today and definitely tomorrow. One of the most beautiful days of the month. There will be no rain. So, what's up? Keep it real with me."

      Melodee sat quiet for a moment. She turned to peer out of the window again. This time, her eyes stared down at the Gold Garden where she and Amir planned to exchange their vows the next night. The $200 million mansion served to be the perfect setting for the celebration ushering Melodee and Amir into the next chapter of their lives.

      With thirty-two luxury bedrooms, Melodee sitting in one of them, the architect of the property specifically built it for parties like the one Melodee and Amir planned for the following night at 8:30 p.m. Though all over the property was gorgeous, the garden was its crown and glory and earned the castle top rankings on The Best of New York lists. At that moment, the garden looked bare, with just the assorted pruned bushes and trees lining the area, and geometrical shaped pools sparkling below the afternoon sun. But in 24-hours, decorators would deck the garden out.

      Melodee had only an idea of what the final results would resemble since she and Amir told their planner exactly what they wanted. Flowers. A lot of them. And everywhere. Pink and yellow roses, dahlias, and peonies spray-painted a glittering gold.

      "Do you think A.J. and I are moving too fast?" Melodee asked, her eyes still focused on the garden.

      Sheena furrowed her brows and sat in the chair across from Melodee.

      "Technically, we've only been together for a little over a year."

      "But you've known him since you were a teenager."

      Melodee shrugged. "We're so happy though. So in love. I'm just worried that marriage will make all that different, you know? It did the last time."

      Sheena took a deep breath then released her exhale through her mouth. "Marriage is going to change things. It's supposed to make things different. It'll get realer. You'll have the good times and the bad... more so the good because you'll be in Hollywood, yasss!"

      "Hmph," Melodee huffed. "That's part of my hesitation. The paparazzi are relentless." She shook her head. "I can't even listen to the radio without hearing my name. Go anywhere without being approached or asked to have my picture taken."

      Sheena moved her mouth to one side of her face, thinking. Finally she said, "yesterday, while I was meeting with the wedding planner, she was complaining about how impossible it would be to have the dahlia's arranged and decorated around the garden for the ceremony tomorrow night. She told me that because the weather would be so hot, the dahlias wouldn't last long enough to appear fresh for photos during or after the wedding."

      "What?!" Melodee frowned. "I really wanted dahlias by the altar⁠—"

      "Hold on now, I'm not done telling you the story." Sheena took Melodee's hand and held Melodee’s hand in her own. "So, as she's complaining, her phone rings. I'm guessing she reached out to Amir about the same thing but he was too busy to deal with her. As soon as she answered, she put him on speaker and told him the exact same concern she shared with me."

      Melodee was staring at Sheena waiting for her to continue. "And? What did he say?"

      "He said, 'Yolanda.'" Sheena deepened her voice to imitate Amir's.

      Melodee giggled.

      "Your man told her, and I quote, 'you are one of the top wedding planners in the country, at least that's what they tell me. And I'm paying you a quarter of a million dollars to give me, and most importantly, Melodee, whatever she wants on our wedding day.'"

      Melodee nodded.

      "So, Yolanda says... 'well it is impossible to make sure that the dahlia's will be right for the type of weather we'll be dealing with on the fourth. To keep the flowers from wilting the petals would need to be continuously watered every hour before and after the ceremony.' And you know what Amir told her?"

      "What?" Melodee asked.

      "He told her, 'Yolanda, I'm sure you can think of two hundred and fifty-thousand dollars worth of ways to make sure them dahlias are at that altar looking as beautiful as they can look during and after the ceremony. If my wife wants dahlias, you better have them dahlias at the altar. I don’t care how you get it done. Just get it done.'"

      Melodee couldn't help but to smile at that point.

      "The man called you his wife, Melodee." Sheena grinned. "It's already done to Amir. To him, he doesn't need a ceremony to confirm what he already knows and feels. So, to answer your question, no boo... I don't think you're moving too fast. You're moving way too slow if anything. Stop fearing the unknown."

      Melodee took a deep breath then sighed, hanging her head forward.

      "That shit with Jaden needed to happen so you could be here. Consider your time with him practice for the real thing."

      Melodee laughed leaning forward to shove Sheena. "Girl, stop."

      "I'm serious. You good now. You picked the right one this time. You've upgraded everything. The ring," she said lifting Melodee's hand, "the venue, your dress. But most importantly the man. It ain't gonna rain. Not today and not on your marriage."

      Melodee's eyes teared up.

      "Don't even start." Sheena pointed at her. "I'm saving all my tears for tomorrow night. I refuse to waste them right now."

      They both laughed.

      "You're a good ass friend, Sheena. For real," Melodee said.

      "I know." Sheena blushed.

      Melodee bit at the inside of her lip, thinking. Finally she asked, "is any of this weird for you at all? Are you cool? You can be honest with me."

      Sheena pursed her lips. "You ask me that now? After you said yes to the man's proposal, set the date, and asked me to be your damn matron of honor?"

      Melodee burst into laughter and so did Sheena.

      "Of course I am," Sheena said with a grand smile, her eyes sparkling. "I already told you the past is the past. The man was made for you, and you know it."

      Melodee grinned.

      "Here." Sheena stood up from her seat and approached the ice bucket holding the gold label champagne bottle. Sheena removed the cork and poured the champagne into two waiting glasses, walking them over to Melodee and handing her one. "Let's toast. Here's to your big day tomorrow and the start to a dazzling future."

      Melodee lifted her glass and clinked it against Sheena's before bringing the flute to her lips, failing to conceal her smile behind the rim.
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        * * *

      

      Hours later, and in one of the thirty-two luxury suites inside Gold Coast Castle, Melodee laid sound asleep on the large king-sized bed. She rested below the gold canopy, the moonlight shining bright through the window with the curtains drawn. Just before 2 a.m., her smart phone chimed two inches away from her head. With eyes still closed, she answered the phone with a groggy voice.

      "Hello?"

      "Hey, Mrs. Jones," Amir said on the other end.

      Her eyes peeled open, and a smile pulled at her mouth. "It's late."

      "I didn't think you would answer. I planned to leave a voicemail like I usually do."

      Melodee giggled. "I'm anxious so I was half-asleep."

      "I heard." He chuckled. "Your mama and Sheena keep telling me that you keep telling them you think it's gonna rain."

      "Them, and their big mouths."

      "It ain't gonna rain, Mel. If I gotta go up there and stop the rain myself, I will."

      Melodee laughed. "Oh yeah?"

      "Yup."

      She was quiet, again. "I miss you, A.J."

      "I miss you too, but we'll see each other tomorrow, right?"

      Melodee tucked her top and bottom lips into her mouth and tried her best to swallow her giggles.

      "Right, Mel?" Amir asked again, this time in a serious tone.

      Melodee burst into a fit of giggles. "Of course, we will."

      "You play too much," he said with a laugh, his voice shaky. "Well, good because I got you three wedding gifts."

      Melodee gasped. "What? Three?!"

      "Mmm-hmm," he confirmed. "The first one is outside your door right now. I dropped it off a moment ago."

      "A.J.," she whined. Melodee stepped off the bed in haste and ran with her hand extended for the doorknob. With the phone still to her ear, she opened the door, her eyes dropping to her feet where a medium-sized velvet box laid inches away. She glanced down the hall, her head turning from left to right in an attempt to find any evidence he'd been there. "Why would you not knock on the door and come in the room? I know you got the key, anyway."

      "It's the night before our wedding, baby. I'm not about to break tradition or jinx this."

      She grunted. "You could've stopped by for a little."

      "I know what you want, Mel." He let a sexy laugh escape from his mouth that made her body ache. "I'll give you that and more tomorrow night. I promise."

      "It's been three weeks though," she said leaning against the open door. She was referring to the time they'd been apart while Amir wrapped up the filming of his movie. Three weeks ago was also the last time they made love.

      "Three. Long. Weeks." He groaned. "But I got you in a few hours, don't worry about that."

      Melodee moaned. She leaned forward to pick the box up and off the hallway floor and brought it into her room.

      "Do you see it?"

      "The box? Yes."

      "Don't open it," he instructed.

      "Why not? What is it?"

      "Just something I want you to put on under whatever you wear when we fly out for our honeymoon. But I don't want you to see what's in it until tomorrow night after you get the matching band to that rock on your finger."

      Melodee grinned. "You won't tell me where we're going for our getaway and now you won't tell me or let me see what's in this beautiful box. That's not fair."

      "Just promise me you won't peek at it until tomorrow evening."

      "I pinky promise."

      "Good girl."

      Melodee smiled.

      "All right, beautiful, get some rest. I'm gonna need all your energy tomorrow, aight?"

      "Couldn't you come to my room for a few minutes? I know you're here⁠—"

      "I am here and no I will not come there not even for a second."

      Melodee pouted her lips.

      "Patience, Mel."

      "Ain't I always?" She rolled her eyes, fighting back her smile. "See you tomorrow. I love you so much, A.J."

      "Not more than I love you, baby. Good night."

      After ending their call, Melodee tossed the phone on the bed then picked up the velvet box. She brought her gift to the side of her head, shaking the present and its contents near her ear.

      "I wonder what he got me," she said to herself, smiling, wide awake, and full of anticipation.
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      The sun had finally set behind the sea of trees on the night of July 4th when the first wave of guests arrived. Amir gave Melodee the wheel for most of the wedding details, but he insisted on two things… the date and the time the ceremony would start.

      On that night, Melodee's nerves had evolved into bubbling excitement. Melodee peeled back the bridal suite's curtain to peek out onto the garden where she would walk out onto in a few minutes. She stood there in just a pure white silk robe, her undergarments already on and secure. Jewelry sparkled from her ears, neck, wrists, and her ring finger. That pink diamond engagement ring, just as Denise predicted, had become its own celebrity.

      Mock 11-carat pink diamond rings had increased in popularity on the home shopping networks and eventually dubbed, "The Melodee."

      Melodee's room was nothing short of busy. People hurried in and out, speaking loudly on headsets and in quick speech. They asked her over twenty times if everything was all right and if she needed anything. She'd never felt better than on that day. All she asked for was Amir. She took a deep breath as she turned to face the tripod mirror to her right. Melodee stared at her reflection. Admiring her hairdo, slicked to the back and secured in an elaborately detailed chignon. She had her makeup done to perfection. Melodee glowed. She resembled an Egyptian goddess in her light foundation, golden hued bronzer and soft pink lips. She smiled at herself, running her hand down her robe then pausing when her eyes caught the shine of her ring.

      Yolanda, the wedding planner, entered the room tossing her long brown hair over her shoulder. She dressed herself in a simple sleek black dress. On her feet, metallic silver stilettos. Yolanda held a clipboard in her grip which she peeled her eyes away from to address the suite full of people.

      "It's thirty minutes until ceremony time," Yolanda announced to the several people in the room. She glanced at Melodee and said, "my goodness. You're already red carpet gorgeous and the dress isn't even on yet."

      Melodee giggled.

      "Okay, y'all." Sheena entered the room, the air combing through her shoulder-length bottle blonde curls. Her eyes were focused on the digital clock on her phone’s screen. "You know the drill. Everyone out."

      Yolanda nodded. "That's right. The only people who should be in here right now are the bride and matron of honor."

      Sheena's dress sparkled under the overhead lights as she made her way farther into the bridal suite. Melodee selected a Chanel sequined rose gold gown for her girl that hugged Sheena in all the right places. Sheena gained a little weight from the pregnancy but it settled in her hips and backside. This worked to her advantage because the new weight gave her a thick Rihanna kind of shape.

      "You look beautiful, Sheena," Melodee said.

      "I know, right?" Sheena gushed. "My best friend sure knows how to hook a girl up. But you, Mel... you're glowing!"

      "Yeah?" Melodee turned to face the mirror in order to see for herself.

      "Oh yeah," Sheena replied. "Come on, bride. Let's get you into your masterpiece." 

      Melodee's wedding dress had become a mystery for most. The gossip mongers searched high and low for the details on her wedding gown but always came up short. All because Melodee made finding the dress a covert mission. The only people who saw it were her mother and Sheena.

      She had her wedding gown made by hand. A made to order couture gown with immaculate detailing. Melodee's eyes gleamed as Sheena unzipped the garment bag with the dress inside.

      Melodee disrobed, standing opposite the mirror in just her matching black bra and panties set. Snug around her thigh laid flat a handmade crystal and lace wedding garter, there waiting for Amir to find and remove.

      Sheena positioned the dress in front of Melodee. Melodee balanced herself with one arm on Sheena's shoulder and she stepped into the dress one foot at a time.  The gown molded to Melodee's form and appeared as if the designer painted it on her as soon as Sheena zipped and hooked the back. Meticulously constructed, the ivory and gold gown proved to be a masterpiece creation that resembled a filigree design circling and wrapping around Melodee's body from her breasts down to her thighs. The tailored fit of the dress held Melodee tight from her bust to
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