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Billionaire Max Lane and his gorgeous wife, Lexi, take a night away from the twins to enjoy one of Houston's famous Galas, The Tour de Champagne.

As the gala benefits the Cystic Fibrosis Foundation many people with great wealth are in attendance as well.

Prior to performing, Aussie rock star and billionaire Kip Dixon makes his way around to sample some of the many champagnes and gourmet foods chefs from all over the world have prepared for the generous donators.

One last mini quiche on a silver tray has Kip and Max both reaching for it, but they come up empty-handed as the quick and very pregnant Lexi beats them both to it.

The men become fast friends, forming a tight bond as Max invites Kip to stay a few days at his mansion.

Lexi finds Kip full of charisma and charm yet extremely lonely and offers him some advice, leading Kip to think in a different direction. 
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Pinks and yellows fill the sky as the sun sets, and I take my wife out on a much-needed date. Lexi waves out the window of the Jag at Zoey and Zane as they hang onto Hilda’s legs and whine about getting left behind. The two-year-olds seem to think they must go every time Mommy or Daddy leaves the house.

I reach out and run my hand over Lexi’s large tummy. She’s seven months pregnant with our next child, a little boy we will name Zakk. She’s pretty stoked to be only carrying one baby this time.

“Are you ready for a night of bumping elbows with some of the richest people in Texas?” I ask.

She smiles. “I’m ready to eat some of the gourmet food from all around the world, prepared by famous chefs, if you must know the truth. I have my billionaire; I don’t need to meet anymore.”

“The Tour de Champagne benefits the Cystic Fibrosis Foundation, and all of Houston’s elites come out to donate. There may even be some stars there. I hope you don’t find yourself star-struck by any of the beautiful people.” I move my hand and take hers in mine, lifting it up and leaving a kiss on top of it.

Her cute little nose wrinkles. “I’ve been around plenty of beautiful people; they don’t phase me anymore.” She twirls a lock of her long blonde hair, which she had Cake curl for this event. The press will be there, and she wants to look her best, so she let our stylist fix her up.

I got a haircut, and I keep it short now. Lexi makes me keep it a little longer than I think is fatherly. She says she has to have something to hang onto every once in a while, the little vixen.

The twins have blonde hair, tan skin, and green eyes. They’re a perfect combination of the two of us. Somehow, everything is finally working out for us!

As I stop, the valet waits for us to pull in, and one of them helps Lexi get out of the car. Even in her present state, she moves with such elegance, and she doesn’t even realize it. Motherhood has made her more confident; it radiates around her and makes her even more gorgeous.

As I catch up to her, I take her hand and place it in the crook of my arm. “Allow me to escort you, my lady.”

She giggles and kisses my cheek. “Too sweet, you are.”

The place looks fabulous, and Lexi spots the first tray of food. She smiles as she picks up a dainty little piece of, I have no idea what, and pops it right into her mouth. She makes a long yum sound, and I know she’ll completely enjoy this evening.
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My mates from the band didn’t want to come with me to the Tour de Champagne, They don't have as much money as I do, and the gig I have later is just me playing acoustic, so I'll be flying solo tonight.. Mum is a famous model from Australia who is rich in her own right, and Pop is a famous eighties rocker from London who is rolling in the green stuff. My parents are still together, somehow, despite the crazy life of models and rock stars. I’m their only child, and as such, I’m pretty well off just by being that. I have my own band, and I dare say I have made a tidy sum on my own as well.

The Champagne and the grub make this little gig a real treat for me, plus I don’t have to get all rock-starred out for this elite crowd. The food is pretty decent, and I haven’t had decent eats since we came to Texas on this American tour. 

They seem to fry everything in this state!  

I’ve gained three pounds in the last few weeks as we’ve gone from one big city to the next. Texas has so many large cities. With how many places we’re stopping and playing at, it's like its own country.

We have four days here in Houston to hang out before we trek over to some place called San Marcos to play a charity event at the college there. Its small potatoes compared to the arena shows we’ve been doing, and I hope I get to do a bit of hob-knobbing with the locals.

I miss my home in Australia. Everyone is so friendly and down to Earth. The people who want to be around me now are all on the take or so damn giddy about meeting me they act crazy. The other entertainers are arrogant, most of them anyway. 

I detest arrogance!

No one seems to recognize me so far, and I’m thankful for that. On stage and for all my photos, I color my hair black, spike it up, and wear more makeup than my mother does. When I’m out on my own, I wash the black stuff from my sandy blonde hair and leave the makeup and leather clothes at the hotel. Being this is a high-class event, I have on a very expensive Burberry suit I bought the last time I was in London.

I spot A mini quiche on a silver tray with only one left, and I must have a taste of that. I reach out to take it, and another black-sleeved hand also reaches for it. Pausing my action, I look up to see a tall man with dark hair and the greenest eyes I’ve ever seen looking back at me as we both say, “Sorry, did you want that?” We both chuckle. A woman with an ample belly and long blonde curls reaches between us, snatches the last quiche up, and pops it in her mouth.

“Mmmm,” she moans. “Thanks guys.”

I watch her move on to the next tray and smile. The other man looks a bit embarrassed, so I have to assume the woman is with him. “Is she yours?” 

He nods. “Sorry about that. My wife is pregnant and seems to be very hungry.”

“That’s okay,” I say and extend my hand. “I’m Kip Dixon, and you are?”

The man takes my hand and gives it a good stout shake, which I like in a man. “My name’s Max Lane. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Dixon. I’m a big fan of your music, and so are my two-year-olds, who love to jump around to it.”

“Call me, Kip. May I call you Max?” I find another tray going by me, reach out, take a piece of whatever is on it, and eat it. It’s sour, and I make a little face, which has Max smiling at me.

“You’re a lot like my wife, just grabbing and popping food in your mouth without even looking at what it is you're about to eat.”

“What can I say? I like to live dangerously.” The tall woman he said was his wife and stole my quiche comes back to Max’s side and smiles at me.

“Did I hear you say your name is Kip Dixon?” she asks.

I nod and get ready for
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