
        
            
                
            
        

    
 










  
-Praise for Karolyn James-

__

 

All Access (Brothers of Rock #1)

 

I loved the way Karolyn James brings in music into every aspect of their love. It's amazing...and I definitely am going to pick up the sequels about the rest of the band!

 

WOW!!! that’s all I can say.

__

 

Open For Him

 

I would recommend this book to anyone and everyone. It is a book that surprises you in all the best ways.

__

 

Falling for the Billionaire

 

The sex is hot.

 

Once again the sex scenes are sizzling.

__

 

Serve His Needs

 

I don't write reviews but for this book I had to say something this time. I just fell in love with this book, the characters and author.

 

The different sex scenes with Alexander participating in the flesh or not could make a girl forget her name.

 

The sex scene in the limo was smoking.

__

 

For His Taste

 

"...this book was one of my favorites."

 

http://www.amazon.com/Karolyn-James/e/B008E0GHL4/ref=ntt_athr_dp_pel_1








STRIPPEDRock Her Curves #1


 


Emily is a quiet, shy romance writer and her untamable roommate, magazine writer, Annie Crossfire, is the total opposite. After Ann drags Emily to a concert, Emily meets a sexy stranger whose hold on her is instant. Their first encounter isn't quite their last, and the way he touches Emily's curves and savors her body, she can't stop thinking about him.


 


Emily joins Ann for another show and when the band, Down Silent, takes the stage, Emily realizes that her secret encounter is the lead singer of the band.


 


Gunnar is hot, commanding, and he can't get enough of Emily's innocence or her curves. He takes her to his private room complete with a bed and handcuffs. There, he opens her...


 


But what starts out as erotic and sexy quickly turns serious. Ann wants to write a story on Gunnar and begs Emily for help to make it happen. Gunnar refuses to talk and as tension mounts, Emily begins to wonder if her feelings for the rockstar go beyond the bedroom. The question is... Will her curves and passion be enough to fix a broken rockstar?


 







“Can you tell me what you want?”


“Want out of what?”


“Life.”


“I want love.”


“What kind of love?”


“I only want the greatest kind.  The kind that teeters on obsession.  The kind that makes your heart crush and build itself back up, piece by piece, day after day.  That’s the kind of love that matters.”


“Why?”


“Because it’s the kind that can and will last forever.  It can battle any situation and any emotion.”


“Have you ever felt that kind of love?”


“Sometimes I feel that kind of love every single night.”


“What about right now?”


“Right now... I’m feeling...”
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Emily looked in the mirror but she didn’t see her reflection. Years of training had given her the ability to apply mascara and other makeup without actually looking at the rest of the herself.  In fact, she would imagine other people looking back at her as though she were a makeup artist for the rich, famous, and sexy.  

Emily felt none of the three applied to her.  If she dared to have a full length mirror anywhere in her apartment, she’d have to face her curvy body.  There presented a love-hate battle that had been going on for years.  There were parts of her curves she enjoyed and there were parts she didn’t.  Compared to her tall, skinny, and super flirty roommate, Ann, she would always hate the curves.

“Oh, damn this!” 

Speaking of Ann...

Ann had come to California from Washington state last summer, hell bent on not just taking an internship with a statewide music magazine, but getting a full time job with the magazine as their go-to writer who could, and would, follow any band anywhere to get the best story possible.

And yes, that included using her body.

Emily stepped from the bathroom and found Ann standing just inside her bedroom, struggling with the zipper on a pair of leather boots.  They were what Ann dubbed her ‘fuck me boots’, coming close to her knee.  She wore them with a short skirt, a tight top to accent her breasts, and her angel looking face.  Emily had to hand it to Ann, she had quite a contrasting look... her soft features screamed innocence, but her dark, sexually driven eyes and provocative clothing screamed wild.

“Need help, Ann?” Emily asked.

Ann looked up at her roommate and then sighed.

“What?” 

“You don’t look like a groupie,” Ann said.

“I don’t want to be a groupie.”

Ann rolled her eyes.  “That’s your call.  If I have to go backstage tonight... they probably won’t let you...”

Now Emily rolled her eyes.

“What?  I’m serious.  These guys are serious, always looking for a chance to talk about themselves.”  Ann bit her lip and pulled, winning the battle with the zipper.  She then popped back up and pointed to Emily.  “By the way, don’t forget.  Call me Annie tonight.  All night.”

“Annie?  I don’t see you as a proper girl named Annie.”

“First off, I’m not a girl.  I’m a woman.”

Emily laughed.  It felt good sometimes to see Annie feel a little self conscious.  Everyone asked Ann if she was eighteen and sometimes she really did look young.  

“And second,” Ann continued, “when I write, I’m not Ann.  I’m not Annie Crosmen either.  I’m Annie Crossfire.”

“Annie Crossfire?” Emily asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Totally.  I need a good name.  Come on, it’s the business.  The bands get names.  The members get names.  So I want a name.  You should pick a name too.”

“I’m fine with Emily.”

“What about I call you Em?”

“Like the letter?”

Ann shook her head.  She grabbed a small bag with her makeup in it and walked from the bedroom towards the bathroom.

She stopped and looked at Emily.  “Try to have fun tonight, okay?”

“Fun.  Okay.  I’ll have fun.”

Ann nodded and started to go into the bathroom.  She froze in place and looked over her shoulder.  Her dirty blonde hair tossed around and she had a mischievous smile on her face.  Emily understood the appeal of Ann.  But secretly, she hoped her friend wouldn’t get into trouble.  Not that Emily knew anything about music or bands, but she did have images of big parties, living fast, and dying young.  And for some reason, Ann’s personality seem to fit right into that.

“By the way, when I get backstage, you head home.”

“I won’t leave you,” Emily said.

“You will.  Because it’s not a quick thing.  I don’t just ask questions and write the answers down.  I bring my recorder and I get the story I want.  If it takes all night.  If it takes drinks.  If it takes... anything...”  Ann smiled and winked.

Emily opened her mouth but had nothing to offer.

It would be no use, especially to Ann.

When the woman put her mind to something, she got what she wanted.

Emily walked away from the bathroom, back into her bedroom, and took her seat at her desk.  She moved the mouse to her laptop, bringing the screen to life.  With a few clicks of the keyboard she stared at her latest manuscript.  

The original plan was for Emily to finish her last book and move somewhere else.  It had been a whirlwind ride since winning a writing competition when she turned twenty, thus leading to publication offers.  Nothing was extravagant, but her willingness to continuously write gave her a healthy bank account and what felt like a steady job.  But it was all done under pen names.  Two to be exact.  The publisher wanted nothing to do with Emily and her actual life and image.  They told her it was better and easier if she wrote under fake names so they could create the author as a character and as a brand.  It seemed fun at first, being more than one person at a time, but now that her pen names were more popular than herself, it felt strange.  Not to mention when people asked her what she did for a living she had to pull strings out of the air.  If she dared to mention that she wrote books, people didn’t understand how she made a living.  She felt certain she could tell people who she really was, but she didn’t want to tarnish her image.

She envisioned moving someplace small and quiet to write and have a simple life.  Somewhere in her mind she imagined that small town had the perfect guy waiting for her.  A perfect little life filled with love, much like the sappy romantic storyline she pushed as one of her pen names.

The cursor blinked at the end of a sentence.  Emily read the sentence three times and hated it.  She considered deleting it but that would mess with her head for the rest of the night.  Deleting something without replacing it would leave her feeling empty.  She’d feel like a failure.

The story had started out so good... so easy... but the conflicts came and never stopped... 

She considered turning it into a series, but to do that she’d have to pitch it to her agent to pitch to the publisher.  They preferred the whole story in one shot so she could start working on the next book.  

Just one more thing that Emily felt powerless about.  

She hated feeling powerless and if she had to be honest with herself, going to stand in a club full of strangers to watch a band play would be the most powerless feeling ever.  Seeing those artists on stage, pouring their truth out to whoever would listen, now that was art.  Sitting hidden in a room typing away another romance book didn’t feel like art... at least not like it used to.

“Em, you ready?”

Emily closed her laptop and turned.  Ann was now dolled up in makeup.  Emily knew she was nervous tonight because of how much makeup grazed her face.  A good friend would tell her she looks like shit.  A great friend would smile and go along with it, to be as supportive as possible.

Emily stood up and smiled.  “Don’t call me Em.  Please.”

“Fine.  Be Emily.  It’s cute actually.  Sort of innocent.  You’re so virginal.”

“But I’m not a virgin,” Emily said.

“When was the last time you had sex?” Ann asked.

“I’m not answering that.”

“Unless you’re having your cake somewhere else, there’s no action in this bedroom unless it takes batteries.”

Emily swallowed hard as her cheeks burned red.  Her hands slowly moved to her stomach.  Did Ann have to make a cake comment?  Not that she meant it in a way to pick on Emily’s curves, but it just didn’t feel right.  

Changing the subject, Emily pointed to Ann’s bag.  “Have everything you need?”

“Totally ready,” Ann said. “This is pretty cool, right?”

“I guess so.”

“Are you kidding me?  We get to go to this show for free... we get to meet rockstars...”

“You get to meet rockstars.”

“If you would just wear a tank top and show off that chest of yours...”

“No,” Emily snapped.  “No.  I don’t do that.”

Ann rolled her eyes.  “Whatever.  All I know is that if I had a chest like yours, I’d be using them for anything I can get.”

Emily’s eyes moved to Ann’s breasts.  Comparing body type to chest size, Ann was holding herself just fine.  Plus, wouldn’t a guy rather perky handful size breasts?  Emily tried not to imagine her own large breast but couldn’t help it.  Everything about her chest was bigger.  Her curvy size probably added a little, but she was born to have big breasts.

“Ugh, I hate this conversation now,” Emily said.

“Why?  Because it’s about sex?  You’re going to get lost in one of them books you’re writing, you know that?”

Emily refused to answer because her roommate was right.

“I’m being honest, Em... ily.  You should try writing something flirty and sexy.  Make two people go at it like wild and see what happens.  Or better yet, use me tonight.  Tell some guy that you’re with a reporter from the magazine and get yourself some.  If we’re lucky, my buddy, Chris, might be the bartender.”

“Buddy?”

Ann smiled.  “Yeah?  So I fucked him a few times last year, who cares?  I drink for free now, don’t I?”

“Is that a permanent pass to drink?”

“Well, I have to do little favors here and there... but not tonight.  Tonight is business.  If he’s there, you’ll drink for free and you’ll take him home.  On my behalf.”  Ann looked at her phone.  “Shit.  My editor just emailed me.  Let me take care of this.  Then we’re leaving.”

Ann disappeared and Emily felt angry.  She threw the finger at the open door. 

She felt ridiculous and even more ridiculous was the idea of hooking up with a bartender because Ann’s too busy to do so.  No way Emily was going to be the backup plan to anyone, especially Ann.  In some odd way, Emily loved her roommate, but then again, tonight she wasn’t dealing with Ann... she was dealing with Annie Crossfire.

“Crossfire,” Emily whispered as she left her room.

She knew it was going to be an interesting night, no matter what.
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The club was called D.  Literally.  D.  Outside of the place hung a large letter D, slightly tilted, with quite a few of the lights burned out.  Emily stared at it and wondered if it was done on purpose.

“Here, come with me,” Ann said as she reached for Emily’s hand.

They walked across the street and beyond a small line out front.  A few guys turned and whistled, either at the sight of two women holding hands or the sight of Ann in her clothes.  

At the side door to the building, Ann knocked.  A bouncer opened the door, standing about ten feet tall, looking too wide to fit through the door.

“Annie Crossfire,” Ann said and smiled.

The bouncer looked at Emily.

“She’s a big fan,” Ann said.  “A really big fan.”

The bouncer smiled.

Emily wasn’t sure whether to feel embarrassed or not, and she didn’t have a choice because the bouncer stepped to the side and let them in.

“What are we doing?” Emily whispered.

“Backstage for a few minutes.  I like to see before the show.”

“Are we allowed?”

“Who cares?  I’m the press.”

“I’m not.”

“You’re with me.”

Ann pulled Emily.  There was one door down the small hallway and Ann burst through it like she owned the building.  

The sight was sudden shock and awe for Emily.

There stood four men, all but one had long hair.  The one without long hair had no hair at all and sat in a chair with a pair of drumsticks, practicing on a black pad.  A guy with blond dreadlocks sat on the arm of an olive green couch playing notes on a bass.  The other two stood face to face, one with black hair holding a small plate while one with blond hair had his nose to the plate.  

He inhaled a long line of cocaine and then threw his head back, put his arms out, and smiled.  

“Fuckin’ a...”

“Hey,” Ann said, calm and cute.

Emily’s heart pounded in her chest.  She’d never seen anything like it before.  Backstage at a concert, even a small venue.  

“Hey, love,” the blond said as he wiped his nose. He wore a ring on every finger and had several bracelets on his wrists.  He wore no shirt and while he didn’t have much muscle definition, he looked good.  Sexy in a bad boy way.

“I’m Annie Crossfire,” Ann said.

“Ah, yes, the beautiful Ms. Crossfire,” the man said.

He reached out and took Ann’s hand.  He kissed the back of her hand and then forced her pointer finger straight.  He touched her finger to his lips and he gently nibbled on it before laughing.

“This is Rex,” Ann said to me.  “He’s the lead singer for Dying Desires.”

“Hey,” Emily whispered.

“And these guys are the band,” Ann said.

“To hell with the band,” Rex said.  He looked and laughed at his band mates.  The man with the black hair was already taking his turn with the drug filled plate.  The bass player continued to play and the drummer continued to jam.  

Something told Emily that they were all stoned.  

“You only need to worry about me,” Rex said.

“Is this cool?” Ann asked.  “I know you don’t go on for another hour but I like to meet the band before all the press bullshit starts.”

“Oh, snappy tongue,” Rex said.

“You don’t want to know what I can do with this tongue,” Ann said.

Rex slithered his way towards Ann as though a song was playing.  His hands touched her hips and he thrust at Ann.  It forced Ann to grab his arms and hold on tight.  

“We can discuss tongue techniques in a little bit,” Rex said. He slowly turned and looked at Emily.  “What’s up with you, love?  Did that pussy cat get your tongue?”

Emily opened her mouth but had no words.  This was insane, wild, and Ann was okay with it all.  

Before Emily could find any words, the man with the long black hair offered her the plate.  She’d never done drugs before, or at least drugs this hard.  She had her occasional fun back in high school and college like anyone else.

“Rock it or pass it, babe,” the man said.  He had a deep voice and his eyes were just as deep and sexy.  

Emily started to feel dizzy.  She didn’t want the drugs but she didn’t want to mess up Ann’s game.

“We’re set for now,” Ann said.  “Is that cool, Rocko?”

“It’s always cool,” black hair - Rocko - said.  He put the plate down and stood staring at Emily.  

Emily looked at Ann who now stared back at Rex.

“Did I hear you say pussy?” Ann asked.

Rex laughed.  “One of my favorite things.”

Ann came forward and kissed the tip of Rex’s nose.  She licked it and said, “Mine too.”

“Well, isn’t that a wonderful treat?” Rex asked.  He looked at Rocko with a devilish grin.  “Maybe we can have ourselves a good time tonight.  The reporter and her quiet friend... going at it.”  Rex reached out and touched Emily’s face.  She shuddered and blinked fast.  “I bet we can find a way to loosen you up, love.”

Emily smelled alcohol on Rex’s breath, which was the least concerning thing that was happening backstage.

In the far distance a voice announced a band taking the stage.  After a few clicks of drumsticks, a song started.

“Oh, damn,” Ann said, “that means we have to go.”

“Those bar bands are terrible,” Rex said.  

“You were a bar band once,” Ann said.  “Started playing any venue that would take you.  And when there were none, you played empty warehouses.”

“We played on whatever stage we fucking wanted,” Rocko called out.  

“We created all we have,” Rex said.  “We do.  We take.  We enjoy.  We leave.”

“My kind of band,” Ann said.  “And my kind of man...”

“You’re not going to put this in our interview, are you?” 

“Do you see my pen and paper?  My recorder?”

“No, but I do see a set of cute little lips that are probably good for a number of things.”  Rex’s finger grazed along Ann’s lips.  

“I guess we’ll find out soon enough,” Ann said.

Rex released his hold on Ann and backed away.  He moved to the back of the room and found a bottle of whiskey on the counter.  As he took a hearty drink from it, Emily felt her stomach churn.  She couldn’t imagine how painful that kind of drink would be... or the fact that Rex had done it so much he didn’t notice.

“You want me to play you a private song?” Rocko asked, his eyes dead set on Emily.  He stepped towards her.  “You can come with me, into a little more private room...”

“I will,” Ann said.  “Em here actually has to go out front.  She’s here to watch the opening bands.”

Rocko looked at Ann, smiling, his attention already diverted.

“There is room for everyone here,” Rex called out.  “No matter the size.”

The band started to cackle as they all looked at Emily.  She felt three times her curvy size and reached for Ann’s wrist.  She pulled at her, forcing her to the door.

“What the fuck?” Ann growled under her breath.

“They’re taking drugs,” Emily said.  “They want you alone...”

“It’s my job,” Ann said.  “Go out to the bar.  Sit.  I’ll be out.”

“Ann, please don’t...”

“Annie Crossfire,” Ann said with her eyes and nostrils both flaring.

“This is insane.”

“This is my damn job.”

“Is there a problem, love?” Rex called out.

Emily looked back just in time to see him drink some more whiskey.  Rocko had sat on olive green couch, his head bobbing to nothing, his stare down at the plate.  There was enough cocaine scattered on the plate for another hit, or at least Emily assumed.  She certainly didn’t want to wait and find out.

“Just go out to the bar,” Ann said.  “Please.  I’ll be out in a few minutes.  Watch the band, have a drink.  Ask for Chris.”

“I’m worried...”

“Okay, I’m off to find some fun,” Rex announced.  He put the whiskey bottle down and turned to find a door.

“To the bus,” Rocko said.  “I have some more fun there.”

“Let’s do it, boys,” Ann said.

She moved by Emily and walked towards Rocko.  Her fingertips touched his shoulder and ran past him.  She stared at Rex with a devious smile on her face.  The thoughts burning in both Rex and Rocko’s mind was so strong that Emily could sense them.

As she put her hand on the door to the backstage room, she hoped she was doing the right thing.  Before leaving, she looked just in time to see the other two band members looking at her.  She couldn’t be sure of their intentions but just the aura of drugs and sex in the room was enough to almost choke the air from Emily’s lungs.  

The door clicked shut and Emily had one choice, follow the sound of the music.  She walked, sighing, almost reaching a point of regret.

Would it be that bad... to have some wild fun like that?
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Emily walked along the wall of the venue, looking at the crowd of people enjoying the music.  She was shocked to find a seat at the bar.  It was along the left side, allowing her to see the band play and check out the entire club.  

D.

She still couldn’t believe the name of the place, but Ann had rambled on about the reputation over and over.  D. had seen some of the now biggest bands play right before their big break.  And it still got a lot of action from those bands whose time had since passed but was still able to pack a house on a regular basis.  

It was Ann’s dream to maybe get in close enough with a band that when they finally broke big and set off across the country - and the world - they’d offer Ann a job to be their personal photographer, writer, and to help with anything she could.  In any way possible.  Emily always thought it was sad to see Ann so lost in a fantasy... then she casually reminded herself that she made a good living by writing fantasies just like that.  Girl meets guy.  Instant sparks.  Depending on the series... some sex.  Everyone is happy.

“Are you twenty one?” a voice asked.

Emily looked up at a handsome bartender.  Dark hair, dark eyes, dark features.  A dark shirt with the sleeves rolled up and as he leaned towards Emily, an attempted good guy smile on his face.

“Is that a pickup line?” Emily offered back.

“You look like the kind of woman who enjoys a cold beer.  None of that fancy stuff I bet.”

He reached down and grabbed a beer, twisting the top off, and sliding the bottle to Emily.

“Oh.  Thanks.”

“That’s my pickup line,” the bartender said.

“You must be Chris,” Emily said, hoping to catch him off guard.

“See?  My name is so far out there, it’s amazing.  They all know me.”

“I came with Ann.”  Emily didn’t need to say that.  She didn’t know why she did.

“Ah, yes.  Ann.  I know Ann.  Quite well.”

Chris’s eyes moved up and down what he could see on Emily.  Emily knew that look and those eyes.  The comparing eyes.  The judging eyes.  

“She’s backstage, making a name for herself.”

Chris looked up and frowned.  “Oh.”

“I take it you’re not in a band.”

“Not unless you count playing drums in my car.  Only when nobody is looking.”

Chris turned and Emily felt crushed.  She had no reason to feel that way, there really was no way she would go home with Chris.  First off, she’d have to wait until the bar closed at two.  By then she planned on being at least two hours into sleeping.

Emily hung her head for a second and then sought comfort in the cold beer Chris gave her.  On the house.

At least something good came of the night.

She casually watched Chris serve the bar, moving with ease, talking, flirting, selling his good charm along with the fresh drinks.  Emily liked to study people, even more so when they didn’t know her or didn’t know she watched.  It was all part of work for her, to find the next character for a story.  Sometimes she felt like she lived in a world that didn’t really exist.  A world she floated above to watch, to learn, and to write about.

Chris came back a few minutes later, leaning against the bar as if he knew Emily all his life.

“Most of the bands suck,” he said.  “But sometimes we get a good one.”

“What do you like?” Emily asked.

“Whatever catches my attention.”

“Who are these guys again?  Desires or something?”

“I don’t know,” Chris said.  “And to be honest, I think Ann is wasting her time with Dying Desires.  They’re old and washed up.”

“Jealous?”

“Maybe I am.”

Emily froze at Chris’s honesty.  Her thumb peeled at the label on the neck of the beer bottle.

“Then again, what the hell do I care?  I get to serve beautiful women all night and take a few home.  Or just wait for Ann.  Or Ann’s friend...”

Emily laughed, not because she wanted to, but so she could break up her own thoughts.  

“No reason two people can’t have a little fun,” Chris said.  “Plus, you’re so different than Ann...”

“What does that mean?” Emily asked.

“Yes.  What does that mean?”

Emily turned to seek out the third voice and found herself staring at perhaps the most beautiful man she’d ever seen in her life.  She felt odd saying the word beautiful but that’s what he was.  And that was just from his cheekbones, his lips, and his chin.  The mystery man wore a sweatshirt with the hood pulled up and a pair of dark aviator sunglasses.  They somehow went together with his looks.  He had the faintest touch of a five o’clock shadow and when he put his hands to the bar, Emily couldn’t help but mentally point out how long his fingers were.  

“I’m sorry,” Chris said.  “Are you...”

“Tell you what, mate.  Grab me four fingers of your finest scotch.  Drink it so you’ll forget anything you said to this pretty girl next to me.  Then bring me the bottle so I can enjoy.”

Chris stood like a statue.

A wave of confusion roared through Emily’s body.  But she almost liked it.  This was the closet she’d ever come to having two men battling for her attention.

Not that it seemed there existed much of a battle from Chris.  He rubbed his hands together and nodded.  Emily watched as he found a glass and then reached for a bottle of scotch.  When he came back with the glass and the bottle, the sexy stranger stood up.  

To Emily he was ten feet tall.  He reached for Chris with one hand, grabbing his arm and pulling him so he could whisper to him.  Emily wasn’t sure if the move was threatening or not, but when the man moved away from Chris, the bartender gazed at Emily for a second and nodded.

“You enjoy your evening,” Chris said.  

With that, he disappeared down the other end of the bar.  And something told Emily that she wouldn’t see Chris for the rest of the night.  Or at least as long as the stranger sat next to her.

“That’s a little bit rude, isn’t it?”

Emily wanted to feel uncomfortable but she didn’t.  She turned a little on her barstool and took a drink from her beer.  

“What am I supposed to do when this is empty?” Emily asked.  “You chased the bartender away.”

The stranger smiled.  He stood back up and to Emily’s shock he leaned over the bar.  Emily then realized just how long the man was.  He wasn’t necessarily built but she could see the tone of his arms as he found another beer for Emily.

He sat down and slid the sweaty bottle towards Emily.

“You must know the bar pretty well,” she said.

The man leaned towards her.  “There’s something else here I’d like to get to know better.”

Emily blushed but had the comfort of the dim lighting in the club.  The song playing behind her kicked up into what she hoped would be the last chorus.  She saw the man look over his shoulder at the band, his face like stone.  He absorbed the music in a way Emily never saw before.  It was like he felt the music, sensing from the inside of his body, not just appreciating it with his ears.  

The lead singer gave out one last cry and the song came to an end.  

“Thank you so much!” the singer announced.  “Enjoy the rest of the show.”

“What did you think?” Emily asked, sensing the stranger’s care for music.

He looked at her, the aviators blocking his eyes.  She wished he would take them off, even for a second.  Perhaps reading her mind, the man tilted his head and pulled the sunglasses down.  Emily now gazed upon a set of blue eyes that were magical.  They were the richest shade of blue she’d ever seen, and they almost took her breath away.

“Are those your real eyes?” she asked, knowing how ridiculous the question sounded.

“The only ones I’ve ever had,” the man said.  “Have we met before?”

Emily shook her head.  “No.”

“You have no idea who I am?”

“I’m sorry... no.  I don’t come here often.  I’m with my friend.  She’s a writer for a magazine...”

The man leaned forward, letting his right hand slide along Emily’s arm.  His strong fingers had a tight grip.  Not tight enough that it hurt but tight enough that it made Emily shiver.  For whatever reason, she had chills of sexual intention and desire racing through her body, like warm electric pulses.  Enough that she opened her mouth and tried to moan without making too much noise.

“If I could rest, just one more mile, to save this road, for just a while...”

He stopped talking.  

Silence fell between Emily and the stranger.

She waited.  She listened.

The sound of the bar - the voices murmuring, the occasional loud boom of laughter, the clanking of glasses and bottles - the sounds of the club - the low music over the PA system, people talking, a cymbal falling to the stage - it all became a dull rumble as Emily wanted to hear more.

There was a beautiful poetic tone in the man’s voice.

“Anything?” he asked.

“Anything what?” Emily replied.

“What I just said.  Does it mean anything?”

“I don’t know.  Should it?”

“We’ve been broken, from day to night, is it worth the fix, when this feels so right?”

Emily shook her head.  She had nothing to offer but she enjoyed the way it sounded.  It made her body feel really good.  When she looked down she couldn’t believe she had casually placed the tips of her fingers on the man’s knee.  

Was that a sexual gesture?

Was the man whispering in her ear a sexual gesture?

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Emily,” she replied without hesitation.  

“Do you want to know my name?”

“Yes.”

The man closed his lips and ran them up and down Emily’s ear, just once, and then pulled away.  He stared at Emily with his beautiful eyes that matched his gorgeous face.  

Through the silence he began to smile.

“You really don’t know me,” he said.

“Sorry.”

“I’m not so sure you should be.”  He put his hand out towards Emily, a gesture to shake hands.  Emily looked at his hand for a few seconds, wondering if it was better this way.  It certainly felt hotter... not knowing his name.  The flirting.  The whispers.  Chasing away the annoying bartender.  An aura hung around the stranger and because of that aura, Emily took his hand and shook it.  She wanted to know more.  

“I’m Emily,” she said.

“You already said that.”

“I know.”

“You still want to know my name.”

“I don’t know.”

“I can get in trouble if I tell you my name.”

“Are you on the run?”

“We all are.  Think about it.”

Emily did.  The still-stranger took his hand away and pondered Emily’s face as she thought.  She hated that she was losing herself in the stranger.  His face was beautiful and his words were even more beautiful.  He twisted the top off the scotch and poured himself a large helping.  He sipped it for a second and then began to down it with ease.  

When he slammed the glass to the bar and let out a sigh of relief, Emily had to ask him something.

“Doesn’t that burn?”

“Sometimes,” he said.  “But that’s the fun, isn’t it?  A little pain for a lot of pleasure.”  

His fingers started to move along Emily’s fingers, gently curling, moving in a motion like he wanted Emily closer.

“I couldn’t take a drink like that,” Emily said.

“But I’m sure there’s other ways you could handle a little pain for the ending result.”

“And what’s the end result of drinking like that?”

The stranger laughed and played a quick drumbeat on the bar.  “Ah, she asks the deep question.  And she doesn’t know who I am, even my name.”

“You’re asking me questions,” Emily threw at him.

“No, I’m giving you statements,” the man corrected.  “I’m telling you about pain and pleasure.  Any questioning is coming from yourself.  Because you’re thinking about it now.  And you’ll think about it later, won’t you?  When you’re home, in bed.  You’ll wonder about the last time you felt real pleasure, had real fun, and dabbled in your true wild side.”

“What makes you think I have a wild side?” Emily asked.

“Look at you,” the man said.  He moved fast, yet smooth.  He leaned back into Emily.  He pushed his sunglasses back up.  From the corner of Emily’s eyes she saw the next band ready to take the stage.  

It was going to get loud again.

Very loud.

Shit.

Emily didn’t want noise.  She wanted... him.  The gorgeous stranger.  And yes, maybe even pain.  Not bad pain, but good pain.  Whatever the hell that was.

“Look at you,” he repeated.  “Your eyes tell me a different story than the one you portray to the world.  And your body... those winding curves can take me places, can’t they?”

Emily stiffened.

Curves?

Did he really have to go there?

Emily swallowed hard, unsure if the curves comment was a jab or not.  The man had so much confidence in himself, he didn’t care if he hurt Emily’s feelings.  

With another drumstick count-off, the next band began.  

The roar of distorted guitars and bass had Emily’s body rumbling.  Her heart pounded but that had already happened thanks to the stranger.

He came at her with speed, his lips back to her ear.  

“Come with me, right now.”

He stood up, his hand clamping around Emily’s wrist.  He tugged and Emily resisted.  She looked up at him, a towering man of sensual desire.  She worried that if she stood, her knees would give out.  Looking around the club, Emily’s eyes focused on the door she had come through, after Ann sent her away from the backstage indulgence of drugs and sex.  

Isn’t that what Ann wanted?

What was the harm of a little fun?

There wasn’t anything the man could really do... they were in a club, right?

“Now,” he called out, his voice rising above the music.

Emily looked up at the man.  Her eyes drew a mental line along his perfect jaw.  Her tongue ached, wanting to move along that jaw.

She stood up and she didn’t fall.  

The man turned and began to walk, Emily right behind him.  They worked their way along the side of the stage, reaching the metal gates separating the crowd from the band area.  A bouncer rushed over and put a hand to the man’s shoulder.  He quickly twisted the bouncer’s wrist and pulled him down.  Again, with something whispered, the bouncer nodded and backed away, allowing them through.

Emily saw the door she had come through again, but the man kept moving beyond that, to a set of steps.  Three steps down was a landing, followed by another set of steps.  Emily didn’t count those steps, there were too many.  But at the bottom was another landing, this one much bigger.  That’s where he stopped, quickly pulling Emily and putting her in the corner.  A small light hung overhead and the area smelled of wet stone.

“What is this?” Emily asked.

“This... well, down there is the basement.  You don’t want to go down there.”

“Monsters?” Emily bit her lip.  She couldn’t believe how flirty she felt.

“There’s monsters everywhere,” the man said.  “But we’re not here to talk about monsters, or the basement, are we?”

“I don’t know.  You brought me here.”

The music was mostly silent, the stone walls thick enough to absorb most of the sound.

“You’re right,” the man said.  “I did bring you down here, didn’t I?”

“Can I ask why?”

“You just did.”

“Are you going to answer me then?”

“I prefer... a little action...”

He reached down and took Emily’s left wrist.  He lifted her hand over her head, forcing her arm flat against the wall.  His fingers ran against her arm, making her shiver and wiggle, somewhere stuck between being tickled and being pleasured.  Of course, the pleasure came manifested in her mind, wondering just how far this sexy man would go and what he had to offer.

“Leave your arm up,” he commanded.

Emily listened.

He grasped her right wrist and repeated the move.  

Both of Emily’s hands were above her head.  It wasn’t much of a submissive move but the closest to any submission Emily could remember in a long time.  

“Now,” he whispered, coming towards her, “I’m going to tell you my name.  And I want you to tell me how it feels.”

His lips touched Emily’s for a second.

“Bryce,” he whispered.  

“Bryce,” Emily repeated, her lips touching his as she said it.

“That’s right.”

Both of Bryce’s hands touched Emily’s hips.  

Emily felt her arms starting to bend, wanting to grab him and demand to know why he  touched her.  She resisted the self conscious urge to do so, and instead, bent her knees and sighed.

“Your curves are perfect, Emily,” he said.  “Your name is innocent.  But we’re going to break that innocence... and give you a new name...”

“Oh yeah?” Emily asked.

Bryce’s hands were then on the move.  He came up her sides, over her shirt, his fingers spread, his grip tight so he could follow and memorize her body.  Emily wished she could see Bryce’s eyes right then.  Then again, it was quite hot to be in this kind of position.  

Bryce seemed hidden, behind his sweatshirt and his sunglasses.  But he was so open and commanding when it came to Emily and what he planned for her sexually.  

At her breasts, Bryce’s left hand stopped moving and he held Emily’s chest.  She moaned as his right hand continued up, following along her arm.  He didn’t stop until he reached her wrists.  His hand was big enough, his fingers long enough, to hold both of Emily’s wrists with ease. 

He looked at Emily and she could see the reflection of herself against the big black lenses.  

“Tell me what you feel,” Bryce said.

“I’m burning,” Emily whispered.  “My insides... your hands...”

“What else, don’t hold back.”

“Your eyes,” Emily admitted.  “I want to see them.”

“Beg me.”

“Please.  Bryce, please.”

“That’s not good enough,” Bryce said.  There was a slight growl in his voice.  His hand tightened around Emily’s wrist.  She gasped for air.

“Oh,” she cried out.  “Bryce, please...”

“Getting better,” he whispered.  “But yell it.  Tell everyone.  Tell everyone in this fucking club that you want me.  That you need me.”

Bryce squeezed harder on Emily’s wrists.  She cried out again, throwing her head back.  Her voice bounced against the stone walls.  It sounded good.  Emily liked it.

“Bryce,” she cried out, her voice echoing again.  “I want you, Bryce.  I need you... Bryce... please...”

Emily looked at him again, her body confused.  She wasn’t sure whether she wanted to cry or scream again.  Her wrists hurt, but oddly in a good way.  Her nerves felt pinched, annoyed she couldn’t get away but she couldn’t resist her urge for Bryce and what he had hidden.

She opened her mouth to call for him again but it came out as a low muffle when Bryce put his lips to hers.  Their open mouths closed in a deep wet kiss, no tongue at first.  Bryce then flicked the tip of his tongue between Emily’s lips, offering a hint at other intentions simmering in the back of his wild mind.

He kissed her one more time and said, “Good girl.  Very good girl.”

Bryce took his hand from Emily’s breast and took his sunglasses off.  He closed them using his chin and hooked them to his sweatshirt.  The sight of his blue eyes made Emily wet.  The gush soaked her panties and made her knees bend again.  As she tried to seek relief with bent knees, Bryce wanted nothing to do with it.  His hold on her wrists was intense.  She yelped in pain, but then moaned from the feel of the wetness between her legs.

“Now, let’s see something else...”

Bryce’s hand touched her breast again but he moved down her shirt.  When his fingers curled around the bottom of her shirt, Emily exhaled a shaking breath.  She looked down and watched as Bryce’s big hand slowly crept up her shirt.  He touched her warm skin with his rough fingertips.  It made her shake and shiver, and when Bryce reached the bottom of her bra, she put her head back and whimpered.  

But Bryce wasn’t done yet.

His fingers forced themselves under Emily’s bra, allowing his hand to climb up and against Emily’s breast.  The first thing Emily noticed was that his hand was big enough to cup her large chest.  That alone sent an orgasmic shock through her body.  He gently began to squeeze Emily’s breast, but kept his hold rough and strong at her wrists.  The moves were so opposite.  Emily began to understand the pleasure and pain thing.  Her wrists were aching from her bones being forced together, but the feeling of Bryce’s other hand on her chest, moving slow and methodical, the palm of his hand massaging her nipple in a clockwise motion, forcing it against her breast, gave her more than enough pleasure that it overtook the pain in her wrists.

“Yes,” she whispered. “I understand...”

“What do you understand, Emily?”

“Pain.  Pleasure...”

“What hurts?”

“My wrists.”

Bryce squeezed harder on her wrists and opened his hand on her breast.  The pleasure subsided and the pain took over.  Emily cried out.

“What feels good?” Bryce asked.

“My breast...”

Bryce still held Emily’s wrists but now his hand held her breast again, pushing slowly, but with purpose.  

The pleasure came roaring back but the pain didn’t leave.  They started to collide, and Emily thought she was losing her breath.

She looked at Bryce again, her face desperate, her eyes wide and confused.

He was taking her innocence, right there in the stairwell of a rock club.  

“Now... let’s see...”

Bryce curled his fingers and lifted his palm from Emily’s breast.  His fingers then came together, digging their way into her soft, warm skin.  They came together at her nipple, feeling their way along her erect skin.  One by one, they moved off her nipple until there were just two fingers left.  His thumb and middle finger.  Just the presence of his fingers at such a sensitive spot made Emily’s toes curl.  Then he applied pressure, not little by little, but all at once.  

The pinch sent instant shock and pain into Emily’s body, but Bryce did his best to even it out with his tight hold on her wrists.  

Emily screamed his name, letting it reverberate along the stone walls again.  She stared at Bryce, refusing to look away, refusing to close her eyes.  Bryce stared right back, working her through the pain with a gentle smile.  

As Emily reached her personal breaking point, her nerves desperate to act upon the instinctive need to defend herself, Bryce thrust his body forward, against Emily’s.

She felt him... the length and hardness...

Her body tightened as she felt an orgasm suddenly begin to crest.

She whimpered and moaned as the intense pressure in her lower stomach climaxed.

Bryce moved himself up and down, left to right, ensuring Emily and her body understood what this little encounter had done.  

To Emily, Bryce’s body seemed endless.  He could have been down to her knee for all she knew and as thick as a closed fist. Just the reality of feeling it and imagining Bryce inserting himself into her tender body, brought the climax and pleasure on more and more.

Emily came and shuddered at the same time.  Her hands were fists, her own nails digging into the palms of her hands.  She wanted to touch herself.  She wanted to be touched.  Never in her life had she experienced such a satisfying orgasm yet she wanted more of it.  Bryce continued to move along her body, working with her motion, allowing Emily to enjoy such a wild orgasm.

In a perfect fitting to their sexual experience, as Emily let out her last pleasure filled, orgasmic breath, the music upstairs came to a stop.

The band was done.

Emily was done too.

Bryce then opened his thumb and middle finger, easing the pressure off Emily’s nipple.  All his fingers came back and he touched her breast one last time, taking away the pain and leaving her shivering for more.  His hand came down her body and left her shirt.  Then his hand at her wrists opened and was gone, but Emily didn’t move her arms.  She wasn’t sure if she was supposed to, or allowed to.

Bryce backed up, taking his body from her.  She stood in the corner with her arms above her head, her wrists touching.

“You still want it,” Bryce said.  He took a deep breath and exhaled with a growl.  

“Can I put my arms down?” Emily asked.

“I never said you couldn’t.”

Bryce tore the black aviator sunglasses from his sweatshirt and slid them on his face. Emily didn’t even get to have one last look into his beautiful blue eyes.  But the snarl of his lip suggested something had suddenly gone wrong.

Emily brought her arms down and stood with them at her side.

“Emily,” Bryce whispered.  “Come back here, tomorrow night.”

“Maybe I will,” Emily said.

“I didn’t ask.  I didn’t suggest.  I’m telling you.  Come back here.  Tomorrow night.”

Bryce reached out and drew a line around Emily’s lips.  He seemed annoyed, angry, pissed off.  He turned and took the steps two by two, his heavy shoes hitting like smashes of a sledgehammer to concrete.  Emily froze in place.  Eventually the sound ended and then a strange silence fell over the entire scene.

Emily brought her wrists forward.  The first thing she noticed was that she was shaking.  Pleasure, pain, desire, and fantasy... all colliding at once. The second thing she noticed was her wrists themselves.  They had marks on them.  The sexual encounter was that intense.

Then her mind played back something Bryce said.

You still want it.

Emily blinked a few times, trying to calm herself.  She looked to the empty stairs and smiled.  

Bryce was right.  Even though she had no idea who he was... he was right.

Emily still wanted it.
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Emily crept her way back to the bar, looking for Bryce with each step she took.  He was long gone, probably planning the next encounter for tomorrow evening.  Emily hoped it wouldn’t occur in the stairwell of the club, but then again, if that was Bryce’s version of pleasure and pain, then it could happen anywhere.  

She sat at the bar, finding her same seat.  In fact, both bottles of beer waited for her.  They were soaked with sweat, leaving Emily smirking and blushing.

Behind her, another set of roadies were hard at work, this time setting up for the main act.  For Dying Desires.  

Emily peered over her shoulder, watching as the rough looking men - most of them with heavy beer bellies - rushed around the stage like organized chaos, setting up mic cables, attaching the drums together, taping set lists to the stage.  

It was all part of the art.  The behind the scenes stuff that happened allowed Dying Desires to create their sound.  Emily compared it to her writing.  The background stuff of thinking, plotting, typing, editing. All for the enjoyment of a reader.  The difference was that Dying Desires would see their fans.  For all Emily knew, she could have plenty of readers in the audience, but she would never know them and they would never know her.

It almost depressed Emily, but the lingering pleasure moved through her body.

Thank you, Bryce.

Emily turned back around and took a sip of beer.  It wasn’t warm but it wasn’t ice cold.  She saw Chris, still working down the other end of the bar, and decided to just leave him there.

“Whoa, who is drinking here?”

Emily looked to her right as Ann sat down.  She grabbed the bottle Bryce had left.  

“Oh.  That.  Not mine.”

“Someone was hitting it hard.”

“Yeah,” Emily said and smiled.  “How was your interview?”

“Just fine,” Ann replied with a vixen grin.  “Got all I wanted.  Maybe more.”

“Look at me, right now,” Emily said.  

Ann did.

Emily looked deep into her eyes.  “Did you mess with drugs?  Did they give you anything...”

“I knew what I was doing,” Ann said.  “I need you to trust me.  I’m not going to get myself hurt.  I promise.  It’s all part of my job.  And plus, if you can enjoy a line with the lead singer of Dying Desires before he tastes your body, why not?”

Emily started to feel disgusted but then thought of Bryce.  

Ann twisted the top off the bottle and took a sip.  She winced as she swallowed, just bringing more testament to those men who could drink alcohol like it was a bottle of water.  

“I’m surprised those guys are still alive,” Emily said.

“Me too,” Ann said.  “But they actually eat really healthy.  They just have other indulgences.  The lead singer...”

“Rex,” Emily said.

“Yes.  Rex.  He actually died four years ago.  Right after a show.  They were in... Sweden.  Yeah.  Sweden.  He fell on his face and they took him to the hospital because his face was bleeding.  Then the medical help realized he wasn’t breathing and his heart had stopped.”

Emily looked to the stage again.  It was fully set, ready to go for an hour of rock.  The crowd now packed the floor, shoulder to shoulder, gently swaying with the movement.  A few people chanted, some yelled out lyrics, and most just talked.

The room started to build a little.

It was an interesting feeling.

“I can’t imagine it,” Emily said.  She wasn’t sure if she was referring to Ann’s story or to the aura of the club, waiting for the music.

“Tell me about your night,” Ann said.  “You look like a sexy mess right now.”

That got Emily’s attention.  She snapped her head back at Emily.  “What?”

“Your hair looks messy and your face is flush.  And I know you’re not drunk.  Were you flirting with Chris?”

Emily smiled.  “Nope.  Someone else came...”

“Are you serious?  Did you get a number or a date or something?  Am I in the way right now?  Shit.  Emily... you have to tell me...”

“Stop it,” Emily said.  “Listen.  There was this guy.  He was honestly the hottest guy I ever met in my life.  He had the most perfect face.  And his eyes... he had sunglasses on at first...”

The crowd grew louder as four figures took the stage.  Emily recognized them all.  Rex took the mic and gave an attempted rock n’ roll scream but it sounded like a washed up cry.  Regardless, it did the trick for the audience, and thus began the set.

As the song kicked in, Ann looked at Emily with her eyes super wide and face confused.

Emily didn’t understand it.

Ann hurried and took out her cell phone and began to type.  Emily assumed it was work related until she felt her purse vibrate.

Had Ann just texted her?

Yup.

Emily read it.

I have to take some pictures real quick.  Might hang out with the guys to see what else I can get.  ;)  Are you okay getting home?

Emily read the message a couple more times, battling her care for Ann.  She understood it.  Ann wanted to become Annie Crossfire.  She wanted the bands, the stories, the nightlife.  She wanted the loud music, fast shows, backstage doings.  Her mind and memory were built for it and her body complemented it.  Emily didn’t fear Ann getting hurt in the sense of someone physically hurting her... or sexually forcing themselves... Ann was a tough girl for her size.  Emily just feared losing Ann to the indulging side of it.  When things went too far and never came back.

But it was Ann’s dream.

Her chance.

Her break.

Emily took a deep breath and looked to Ann, smiling.  She nodded, telling Ann to go.  Ann came at Emily again and kissed her cheek.

She then screamed, “Thank you!  Have fun!” and disappeared but not before taking the bottle with her.

Yeah, it was going to be a wild night for Ann.

And for the first time in a long time, Emily didn’t care.  Not an ounce of regret or jealousy ran through her curvy body.  After all, Bryce had shown her what pain and pleasure could feel like.  

And he would do it again, tomorrow night.
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Emily woke to the feel of her bed shaking.  It felt like a gentle vibration at first but then turned violent.  When she thought the word ‘violent’ she thought of Bryce.  Had he found the apartment and was going to offer his sexy services?

She rolled to her side and then back, opening her eyes, only to see a haggard looking Ann hovering over the bed.

Emily quickly jumped up, reaching for the clock first, and then looking at Ann again.

“You look like hell,” Emily said.  “And it’s seven in the morning.”

“Just walked in,” Ann said and smiled.

“Are you kidding me?  What were you doing all night?”

“Ask me who?”  She winked.

“You look like a mess,” Emily said.  “Why didn’t you call me?  I would have picked you up in the car or something.  Ann...”

“Annie Crossfire,” Ann replied.  She stood tall, put her hands on her hips, and bent one of her legs, looking confident and sexy.

“Is that your pose?”

“It will be for my next story.  I’m getting the cover story.”

“The what?”

“The cover story.  The main story for the magazine!”

“Are you serious?  Ann... Annie Crossfire... that’s amazing.  Congrats.”

“I know, right?  I drove my editor nuts all night last night.”

“Wait.  Did you sleep with him?”

Ann sighed.  “No.  I thought about it a few times but that would only create a mess.  But I started emailing him some pictures of Dying Desires and snippets of the interview.  I spun the angle on how a band who never really made it into a worldwide mega success could still rock.  Could still care.  Could still party.  And could still take care of themselves.”

“Sounds intriguing,” Emily said.

Ann snapped her fingers and shook her hips.  “That’s what my editor said.”

“So are they making Dying Desires the cover story?”

“Oh my gosh, never.  They’re so washed up, those wrinkles are just from age.”

Emily laughed.

“I’m serious.  They’re nice guys I guess, but they’re too old.  They have nothing original.  I get to go after the biggest of the big.  The hottest band right now anywhere.”

“Oh yeah?”

Ann nodded.  She then drew lines with her pointer fingers as her eyes glazed over.  “Down Silent.”

She was star struck just saying the name.

“Down Silent,” Emily said.  “I think I’ve heard that name.”

“Everyone has.  They’re seriously the most amazing band in the world right now.  And they refuse to play big shows.  That’s what makes them so damn cool.  They like the smaller venues.  They want to make sure that when it comes time to go big and worldwide, they will pack stadiums like something nobody has ever seen.”

“Ann, I’m really happy for you.”

“I know.  It came out of nowhere.  I was on my ride home about an hour ago and my editor called me.  He sleeps as little as I do.  I think that’s why we get along.  We understand the world of less sleep, more coffee... and stuff...”

Emily looked to Ann’s bag, wondering what kind of ‘stuff’ was in there.  

“He said he loved the way I came up with an idea for the article on Dying Desires.  He felt bad that it was going to be a one page write up.  He got the okay to make it two pages so I could include a couple of the pictures I took - score for me!  But he still felt bad.  Then he mentioned that he had been tossing around taking one of their writers - some guy named Chaz - off the next cover story.  I swear, Emily, I pulled the car over and sold myself like I never have.  And it was over the phone, so I couldn’t, you know, really sell anything...”  Ann cupped her breasts and giggled.  

“You’re insane,” Emily said.  “You need a shower and a bed.”

“Hold on a second.  So when he tells me he’ll give it to me, he wants me to get a one on one interview with the lead singer of Down Silent.  The only interview that has ever been done with the band.  But there’s such a mystery around the lead singer that he wants to know what it is and why it’s there.”

“When do you get to start?” Emily asked.

“Tonight.  Down Silent is playing at D.”

Emily’s eyes lit up.

“What’s wrong?” Ann asked.

“What?  Nothing.”

“No.  Your eyes just went wild.  Like a little girl looking at her crush.”

Emily felt her cheeks turning red.  She felt between her legs starting to warm.

“Tell me,” Ann insisted.  “Right now.”

“Remember last night... I met someone?”

“Yes,” Ann said.  

Emily looked down and Ann grabbed her arms.  Emily winced when Ann touched her wrists and Ann let out a small cry.  That’s when Emily saw the marks from Bryce had turned into small bruises.  That was okay... it was sort of hot.

“What happened?” Ann asked.

“That’s what I’m trying to tell you,” Emily said.  “I met him and we had a little fun, in the club.”

Ann’s mouth fell open.  “You... slut...”

“Whatever.”

“I can’t believe that.  My little Emily... growing up...”

“He held my wrists so tight as things happened.”

“That’s so hot,” Ann said.  “You submitted to him.”

“I didn’t have a choice.”

“That’s the only way to have it.”

“But there’s more,” Emily said.

“Okay.”

“He told me I better be there tonight.”

“Tonight.  At D?”

Emily nodded.

“That’s perfect!” Ann cried out.  “I’m so freaking nervous about meeting Down Silent.  They are touring the area for the next couple weeks, staying local, playing all the small clubs.  It’s going to take me a while to get the lead singer alone.  I need you with me tonight.  We can help each other.  So we’re not nervous.”

Emily twisted her arms free.  “I’m not nervous.”

“Look at you, all confident now.”

Was she confident?

Emily thought about it and it felt good.  It felt good to think about Bryce and what he had done.  And what he could do.

“I just had fun,” Emily said.  “He was dark, secretive, and sexy.  And like I said last night... his eyes...”

“Okay, enough talking for now,” Ann said.  “I need a shower and a nap.  I’ll be up by noon and then we start the day off right.  I need to go to the gym for a little bit and then get ready.”

“Okay,” Emily said.

Ann started to leave the room and a wild thought came to Emily.  Was it just coincidence that Emily was supposed to meet a sexy, mysterious man on the same night Ann was supposed to interview a sexy, mysterious man?

“Hey, Ann?”

Ann stopped.  “Yeah?”

“What’s the lead singer’s name...?”

“Of Down Silent?”

Emily nodded.

“Gunnar.”

“Gunnar?”

“Gunnar.  Super hot too.  Oh, I hope I get more than an interview.”

Emily laughed and shook her head.  

It was fun to have the ultimate fantasy, wasn’t it?  Even if Bryce wasn’t a lead singer in a band, he was still deadly sexy and sensually powerful.  

Emily opted to hit the pillow, hoping to dream about the night before.
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She didn’t dream and she didn’t really fall back asleep.  Instead, Emily climbed from bed a little after nine and spent the morning and early afternoon trying to relax.  That was more impossible than she ever thought it would be because each time she saw her wrists, she thought of Bryce.  Even when she plopped herself in front of her computer and tried to work on her book, she saw her wrists and gushed.  Her wrists started to ache, from trying to type and from Bryce’s strong sexual hold.  

Right on cue, Ann started floating through the apartment at noon, ready to start the day and ready to lose herself in another rock n’ roll fantasy.

Seeing Ann running up and down the hall - at first wearing clothes, second time naked, holding her breasts, third time wearing a towel - Emily could actually feed off her energy.  And it amazed Emily.  She really believed everything her mind said and ran with it.  Even the times when Ann would hit a brick wall, she never quit.  She never gave up.  Nothing else mattered to her than the current story.  

“The current story,” Emily whispered as she turned her attention back to the keyboard.  Again, the cursor blinked, like an evil reminder that nothing was being typed.  Emily finally had to face the fact that the current story
wasn’t appealing to her at all.  She knew what she had to type and she knew how to do it.  The motivation, however, had been drained from her body.  Something else had crept its way into her, making the tips of her fingers tingle with a sudden need for change.

Emily slowly moved the cursor to the top of the screen and opened a new document.  She looked over her shoulder and around the room as though she were about to do something very illegal.  

The cursor blinked again, but this time it had a much more upbeat look to it.

Emily was ready.

She licked her lips.

She looked at her wrists.

She thought about Bryce.

Her fingers worked...

He was electric, his blue eyes like steel, freezing my body in place, only on the outside.  On the inside, I’m on fire.  I’m alive in a way he couldn’t understand because he’d have to be dead first, like me.  Everything I’ve desired radiates from him, wrapping me tight enough to realize that my desires and needs were one in the same.

It all began for Emily with ease and it wouldn’t stop.  She vaguely remembered Ann waving to her as she left for the gym and didn’t remember hearing Ann come home and take a shower.  It wasn’t until Ann found Emily still at the computer, wearing pajamas, partially shaking from not eating all damn day did Emily finally realize just how lost she had become in this new, exciting story.

“You need a break,” Ann said.

Emily looked away from the computer screen for the first time in hours.  “What?  What’s wrong?”

“Em, it’s almost four.”

“Four...?”

“Four in the afternoon.  We need to leave in two hours.  And somehow eat in between there.”

“Eat,” Emily said.  Her stomach rumbled.  “Yeah.  I could eat.”

“I’m sure you could,” Ann said.

Emily touched her stomach and cringed.  Why did Ann have to make comments like that?  She couldn’t tell if it was an honest comment or a shot at Emily because of her weight.  

Bryce didn’t seem to mind Emily’s curves...

Bryce.

Emily looked at her freshly typed manuscript and realized she had typed not only what happened the night before but what she wanted to have happen.  From the deepest romance to the wildest submission, this already felt like the best thing she had ever written.

It came as no surprise when Emily fell back to reality knowing that her agent would probably tell her it wouldn’t sell.  She had names and a reputation with each name, not to mention a deadline schedule for her books that she couldn’t miss.  That meant she would have no choice but to force herself back to the romance novel before continuing this one.  Whatever this was.

For all Emily knew, this could be some kind of journal.  A personal journal that teetered on fantasy and reality all in the same breath.  

Now that’s hot.

Emily saved the document and closed her laptop.  She stood up, feeling alive before a wave of terror struck her.

Did Ann say two hours?

Two hours to get ready.  To leave.  To wait for Bryce.

“Oh shit,” Emily whispered.  

This was real.  Everything around her now was real.  It wasn’t just words on paper, words to be sent to an editor, then to be sold to collect royalties on.  This was real life, the existence of happening.  

“Shit,” she repeated.

The next two hours were the fastest of Emily’s life.  Getting ready, thinking about Bryce, ordering food for she and Ann, thinking about Bryce, eating, fantasizing about Bryce.  The cycle was intense and wouldn’t stop.  

Even Ann noticed it.

“I’ve never seen you act this way,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” Emily replied.  “But last night was just so... different.”

“That’s good.  That’s hot.  That’s why I do what I do, you know?”

“Just please be careful tonight,” Emily said.  “I know you always are but I care about you too much.”

“This is for the cover fucking story,” Ann said.  “Nothing is going to stop me.  I know what I have to do.  I’m a huge fan of Down Silent too, so it’s like meeting your idols and then interviewing them.  And getting paid for it.”

“Sounds unreal.”

“It feels it.”

Emily nodded.

Yes, the coming night did feel a little unreal.

It was Emily who suggested they get to club D early, hoping to find Bryce waiting or lurking in the gathering crowd.  Even getting there early didn’t do justice for the line of people waiting at the show.  Ann told Emily that Down Silent would have fans line up for blocks around town, hoping to just hear the music. 

The sight was amazing.

For a club that held a couple thousand people, it had the crowd of a stadium show.  Police were called in from two different cities to assist with the parking, the traffic, and anything else that could pop up.  

People were trying to sell t-shirts, scalpers walked casually between the crowd, announcing what they had, hoping to score money.  The crowd seemed to split down the middle between men and women.  

“Gunnar is fucking gorgeous,” Ann said as she and Emily walked beyond the crowd, heading towards the backdoor to the club.  “Wait until you see him.  It’ll make you forget about your little boyfriend last night.”

“Doubt it,” Emily said.  “I’ll never forget his eyes.”

“I bet you will when you see Gunnar’s eyes.  He wears aviators all the time because he knows how powerful his eyes are.”

Aviators... just like Bryce...

Ann stopped and turned to Emily.  “I bet your boyfriend is a big fan.  You said he wore shades, right?”

“Yeah,” Emily said.  “And he wouldn’t show me his eyes at first.  But when he did...”

“That’s so cool,” Ann said.  “I bet when you tell him your best friend is interviewing Gunnar, he’ll fuck you twice as hard as last night.”

“We didn’t...
fuck...,” Emily said.

“You will,” Ann said, giggling.  “Gosh, isn’t music amazing?  It opens so many worlds...”

Ann talked to the security guard, flirting when she didn’t have to, and for the second time in two days, they were ushered in through a door that any paying person couldn’t get through.  Before walking through the open door, held by the burly security guard, Emily paused to look back at the tour bus sitting next to a small parking lot.  It was huge.  Long, sleek, and black, with chrome wheels, looking like nothing Emily had ever seen before.

She couldn’t imagine what it would be like to be on a bus like that.  Or just to see the inside of it.  What kind of secrets it held.  The stories.  The songs.  The aura...

“Em, let’s go.”

Emily turned, ready to read Ann her last rights for calling her Em
but Ann was on the move.  When Emily caught up, she saw her best friend had the nervous jitters.  

“Relax, it’ll be fine.”

“What’s fine?” Ann asked.  “Am I not fine?”

“You’re fine.  You look nervous.”

“Shit.  Do I?”  Ann stopped and leaned against a wall.  “Fuck, I hate this feeling.”

“What feeling?”

“I usually walk into interviews knowing that I’m the one in control.  I’m the one there to dig out a story.”

“What’s different about tonight?”

“I sort of want... them to dig into me.”  Ann smiled and bit her lip.  “I feel like I’m going in there as a fan, not a professional.”

“So go in as a fan.”

“But it’s Down Silent... and Gunnar.”

“I understand that.”

“I’ve been around so many musicians and enjoyed them, but this one... the opportunity...”

“That’s what it is,” Emily said.  “It’s an opportunity.  Look what you did last night.  You got your editor to accept a story before you fully wrote it and got him to give you the cover story.  This is your dream.”

“My dream.”

“Ann, look at me.”  Emily touched her friend’s shoulders.  “You’re amazing at what you do.  Now go get the interview.  Soon you’ll be on tour with all the biggest bands, sending me postcards and naughty pictures.”

Ann nodded.  Her face became serious, her cheekbones looking high and beautiful.  A seductive look came over her face.  “Thanks.”

“Anytime,” Emily said.

She backed away and Ann called her name.

“Don’t call me Ann.  It’s Annie Crossfire.”

Ann led the way to the room they were in last night but tonight it was empty.  She then started to walk along the back halls of the club, seeking out Down Silent.  Their break finally came at a set of double doors.  It looked more of an entrance to a janitorial closet rather than a dressing room.  

Standing out front were two men, not security for D. 

They were bigger, badder, and when they looked down at Ann, they had the look and temperament of a pissed off rattlesnake.

“No fans, no autographs,” the first big guy said.  

The other one stood silent, refusing to even look at either Ann or Emily.

“That’s fine,” Ann said.  “I’m Annie Crossfire, here for an interview.”

“No interviews.”

“No, no, it’s okay if it’s with the band.  I understand Gunnar doesn’t like to speak alone.”

“Keep walking.”

“Sir, please,” Ann said.  “I’m from a local magazine - The Monthly Sound - and we’re featuring Gunnar and Down Silent for the cover story.  We want to talk about their request to tour at smaller venues...”

“Save it,” the security guard said.

He looked at the other and nodded.  

Both men stepped towards Emily and Ann.  Emily hesitated and backed up.

“Ann...”

“No, it’s okay,” Ann said.  “I’m media.  This is okay.”

“Gunnar doesn’t want to be bothered,” the guard said.  “Now move along or else we’ll move you.”

“You want try to, big boy?” Ann asked.

“Stop it,” Emily said. 

“Just get the fuck out of here,” the security guard said.

“Who the fuck are you to talk to me like that?” Ann yelled.

“Gunnar is alone in there, okay?  The rest of the band...”  The security guard paused.

Ann saw her small opportunity and moved closer to him.  “Come on.  You have to know what it’s like.  I’m just trying to do my job here.”

The guard whispered to Ann.  “The rest of the band is on the bus.  Maybe you can get them.  Okay?”

“Done,” Emily said and grabbed Ann’s arm. 

“What are you doing?” Ann asked.

“They’re going to hurt us.”

“No they’re not,” Ann said.  “They’re big pussies.  Fucking assholes.”

“So Gunnar is in that room alone?”

Ann nodded.  “He’s real sneaky and secluded.  Hey, you want to know something I read?”

“Sure.”

They stopped walking at the last corridor before the hall to the backdoor.  

“He likes to come to the venues before he plays them.  He sort of hides out and watches bands, the crowd.  Has some drinks and then sneaks out.”

Emily swallowed once, her mind picking up on some of the words.

Hides out.

Watches.

Drinks.

Sneaks out...

Emily looked at her wrists.

No way, she thought.  No way in hell.  Never.

“Listen, is it okay if I go alone here?” Ann asked.  “I really am media.  If I can get on that bus and make friends...”

“Go,” Emily said.  “I’ll go to the bar and find Chris.  Maybe I can get him to give me a drink for free.”

“Well, you’re certainly dressed better tonight,” Ann said, gazing down Emily’s shirt.  It was a little more revealing tonight, not just showing off Emily’s curves but also showing her large chest.

“You never know,” Emily said.

“Hey, don’t get too lost in Chris.  Your mystery man should be here soon.”

Ann laughed and walked away, waving with her hand high in the air.  

Emily turned and walked the way they came, moving by the security guards with a simple nod, just to be courteous.  Her heart and mind, however, couldn’t help but see the double doors and wonder if her mystery man wasn’t already there.
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At the bar, Emily found the last seat.  People poured in by the drones, flooding the floor more than they did the night before.  Something told Emily they wouldn’t be moving for the entire night.  They crammed and gently nudged and pushed, all wanting to be the ones on the gate, hoping to touch Gunnar to get close enough to smell him, or even taste his sweat.

Emily didn’t quite understand that kind of obsession but she had felt something like it.  Two times in the past twenty-four hours.  Once with Bryce in the stairwell and once this morning while writing her new book.

A local band took the stage ten minutes later.  They announced themselves but the mic was turned down too low and Emily didn’t catch their name.  They were generic sounding, complete with feedback from different instruments, choppy vocals, and a drum kit that was in desperate need of more mics and a better sound.  They were the band used to practice the speakers and sound on, allowing the sound to get better as the night went on.  

After playing just four songs, the lead singer asked if everyone was excited to see Down Silent tonight.  That brought out the loudest reaction from the crowd.  Hands went in the air, people cheered, and one loud woman screamed, “I love Gunnar!”

The lead singer of the local band looked into the crowd and said, “We all do, babe.”

They left the stage only to return a minute later to begin to take apart their gear.  They had no roadies and no help.  But they were happy just to be there.  Just to tell their family and friends they opened for Down Silent.

Emily appreciated that and ordered a beer from a woman behind the bar.  That meant she had to pay.

To her shock, right before the next band started to play, she watched as Ann came walking along the gate next to the crowd.  It seemed way too early for Ann to be appearing at the show.  Emily’s heart sank.

She expected the worst.

She started to stand from her barstool when the person next to her got up.  

“Are you leaving?” Emily asked.

The woman turned and eyed Emily up and down, as if the answer depended on it.  “I’m going to get in the mix while I can.  I hope I can stay close to the gate and touch Gunnar.”

Emily didn’t say anything.  She sat back down and picked her leg up, placing it on the now empty barstool, claiming it for Ann.

Ann moved like a bitch on wheels.  She threw her bag at the bar.  It hit, flopped, and fell to the filthy floor.  Emily bent down and picked it up.

“Rough night?”

“I fucking hate rockstars sometimes, okay?  Fucking... hate them.”

“Tour bus didn’t work out for you?”

“It did, sort of.  Whatever.”

Emily tapped her beer bottle on the bar just in time for the music to kick in from the next act.  They were much louder, much heavier.  It was too much bass, and it overpowered the vocals and the guitars.  It was definitely too loud to talk and when Ann leaned over the bar, shouting an order for a shot and a beer, Emily figured Ann needed the time alone.

So they sat and waited out the band.  Between songs, the lead singer spoke, his voice like a teenager.  Most of the crowd cheered and just like before, the loudest reaction came from the mentioning of Down Silent.  They finished their set in a typical fashion, the lead singer throwing the mic to the stage and diving into the crowd for a little fun.  Luckily, they caught him, crowd surfed him back and forward, then he got on the floor and started dancing with the crowd.  He seemed to have more fun in the crowd than on stage.

When the music ended, Emily leaned over to Ann.  “They weren’t that great.  Or the first ones.”

“Yeah.  I’ll probably be interviewing them next week.  Asking the same bullshit questions about their dreams.”

“Whoa.  What happened on that bus?”

Ann looked at Emily.  “Fucking Gunnar.”

“Did you meet him?”

“No.  Not even close.  He was in that room.  Where the guards were.  The rest of the band was on the bus, partying away.  I opened the door and walked up, waiting for someone to see me.  When they looked at me, then my bag, they pulled the same shit the security guards did.  I told them I wasn’t just looking to talk to Gunnar.  I wanted to know about the band, their plans... whatever.”

“What did they say?” Emily asked.

“Well, the fucking bassist, Acey, stood up, walked to me and put his hands on my shoulders.  He looked me in the eyes and said, ‘Our plans?  To rock that fucking club to its core.  That’s our plan.’  Then he walked away, slapping fives with the other guys, thinking they’re oh-so-fucking-cool.”

“No story then?” Emily asked.

“No story.  Unless I print that Down Silent wants to rock.  I can hear Dave - my editor - now... No shit...”

“It’s okay,” Emily said.  “You said it would be tough.  It’s the cover story.  It’s not supposed to be easy.”

“Maybe I should sleep with the bodyguards.  Both at the same time even.”

“Okay, that’s wrong.”

“Not really,” Ann said.  “I need to get to Gunnar.  If not... Dave will pull me off the story.”

“You’re overreacting,” Emily said.  “They haven’t played yet tonight.  And I know you, Ann.  You’ll get your story.”

Ann put her beer bottle to her lips and took a long drink.  She slammed the bottle to the bar and let out a long sigh.  “Well, at least the tickets were free.”

“Not a bad night.  I’m looking forward to seeing this Gunnar finally.”

“You won’t know what to think.  Hell, neither will I.  He’s fucking gorgeous and brilliant... and I hate him right now.”

The club started to go dark as the finishing touches were being put on the setup for Down Silent.  The drums were already built, just needing to be checked for sound.  A greasy looking man sat behind the kit and from the second he hit the kick drum, Emily felt it.  The perfect sound.  The perfect depth and tone.  When the bassist hit the low e, the thickest open string on the instrument, it let out a low rumble that made Emily shiver.  The guitars were tuned one at a time, then in unison, the guitar techs started playing, their gain filled sounds battling next to each other, spinning together to create a sound that had Emily standing from her barstool.

“Sounds good,” she said.

“They always sound good,” Ann said.  “That’s why they’re the hottest band around.  They could probably have a major recording deal right now and they won’t take it.  Gunnar won’t take it.  He likes the small clubs.  It’s insane.”

“It’s his choice,” Emily said.

All the lights went off in the club.

The crowd came to life, louder than the previous two bands AND
the bands from last night combined.  One by one, shadows of men took to the stage.  Emily counted four.

Four?

Was four enough?

She saw the bassist, two guitarists, and the drummer.  The second guitarist stood near the bassist, leaving a spot open at the microphone.  

There was five in the band.

Gunnar was the lead singer, and he wasn’t on stage yet.

The drums started to play a thump-thump beat.  Then came some snare, followed by the low feedback of the lead guitar.  As it squealed to life, the bass hit, it’s growl overpowering the guitar.  That’s when all the instruments came together and stopped.  In the couple seconds they took a break, Emily held her breath. The band came back together, leading into the first song.  Lights illuminated the stage, blue and purple colliding, one white light at the empty mic.  

The intro continued, leading into the first solo riff by the lead guitar and Emily recognized the song.  

It was ‘Torn’, the lead off single from Down Silent’s latest album.  

Emily could hear it her mind, the first line of the song, right after the instruments break again.  Just as it happened, from the corner of the stage, ran Gunnar, taking the mic just as it all began...

“Yeah, I’m torn!”

And the guitar riff came back.  Gunnar had beautiful dark blond hair that bounced along his wide shoulders.  When he threw his head back, and began to sing again, something amazing happened.

Gunnar looked towards Emily.

No.

He looked at Emily.

He sang and Emily heard nothing.

She could only see his eyes.

Those eyes.

Those fucking eyes.

Her left hand touched her right wrist, feeling a tingle of pain.

Gunnar...

It was Gunnar.

Gunnar wasn’t Gunnar... Gunnar was Bryce.

“Shit,” Emily cried out as she fell back towards the bar.
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‘Torn’ tore through the club ending with a long winded guitar riff as all the lights turned off.  The crowd cheered and Gunnar leaned back, his tall silhouette frozen in place.  The band stayed silent, letting the crowd pump itself up, ready for the next song.   They then kicked into radio friendly song, ‘Lost Spirit’, with Gunnar remaining in his statue like state until it came their time to sing.  Again, the spotlight flooded his sexy body, and again, he stared at Emily the entire time he sang.

Even from the distance - the stage to the bar - Emily could see the crisp color of his blue eyes.  Both his hands held the microphone tight, giving Emily erotic memories of the night before.  She wondered if he squeezed the mic as tight as he squeezed her wrists and nipple.  

When the song reached a clean sounding bridge, allowing Gunnar’s voice to overtake the entire band, Ann side stepped toward Emily.

“Fucking amazing, isn’t it?”

“It is,” Emily said loudly. “I have to tell you something.  About Gunnar.”

“He’s beautiful.”

“Ann...”

The drums beat in a building rhythm, leading to a guitar solo that ripped through the club, front to back, with the lead guitarist holding the guitar vertically, his fingers coming dangerously close to sliding off the neck of the guitar.  Something about that sound made Emily want to jump and cheer.  He climbed down the neck of the guitar with a fast and final run, setting up the song’s finale, going back to the intro riff and into one quick verse and two choruses.  

Another perfect song.

At the end of it, the band stopped and the light stayed on Gunnar.

“What’s up?” he cried out, bringing the crowd to a frantic scream.  

Everyone pushed and fought, desperate to gain an inch to get closer to the band.  Emily watched from the bar at the sea of people, moving like a pissed off ocean wave, wanting to get to the shore.  Little did any of them know - including Ann - that Emily hadn’t just gotten to shore, she’d gotten to fool around in the sand with Gunnar.

“Everyone ready for a little music tonight?” Gunnar asked.  He laughed and nodded, loving the energy.  “I got to tell you, you all packing these small places are making it hard for us to keep touring like this.”

“We fucking love you!” someone shouted.

“And we fucking love you too,” Gunnar said.  He threw his left hand in the air, the signal for the drummer to kick off the next song.

One... two... three... four...

“And the rain came down,” Gunnar said in a sweet, whispery voice, the lead guitarist playing a clean intro riff.

The song was ‘Pouring’, a semi-ballad that built heavier as it went along.

Emily reached for Ann’s wrist and pulled at her, desperate to tell her that Gunnar had been the man from last night.  

The song made the crowd move but it was Gunnar who brought them to life.  He started to move along the stage, singing and engaging in his band.  Then he took to the edge of the stage, reaching out to what looked like a million hands, all wanting the chance to touch their favorite rockstar.  He sang overlooking the crowd, holding the mic out when he felt like it, picking up where the audience left off, and never for a second, missing a beat.  The band really belonged in an arena, on a huge stage.  Gunnar could work a crowd of twenty thousand with ease.  Hell, he could do a stadium tour, bringing more fans to a football stadium than athletes.  

The energy in the room intensified by the second, ready to lift the roof off the small club.  Emily understood what Gunnar wanted.  He didn’t want to just play a stadium, he wanted to own the stadiums and the big stages.  He didn’t want to open for bigger bands and work his way up.  The crowd in the club and the crowd outside the club, all those wanting to hear and feel the music... they would be the ones to take Down Silent to a higher level.

With that in mind, Gunnar stood back at the mic and looked at Emily again and she wondered how far Gunnar would take her, if he wanted to touch her ever again.  She hoped that she wasn’t just some groupie to him, so woman he picked up at a bar to play with.  But the way he touched her, the ways his hands slithered along her curves, the way he opened her without even actually touching her most tempting spot or having her sexually...

“I need him,” Ann cried out.

“You what?” Emily yelled.

“I mean, I need to talk to him.  This story is too big to let go.”

“You’ll get it,” Emily said.

“I think so.  He keeps looking over here...”

The song came to an end and Gunnar walked to the drums and grabbed a bottle of water.  He drank some, poured some on his head, and then threw the bottle into the crowd.  People fought over the water bottle that Gunnar had touched like it was a million dollar check.  It was unbelievable the power that rock n’ roll held.  From the creators to those given the music, it was like nothing else in the world.

“Okay, now we’re playing, right?” Gunnar asked.  He spoke to the crowd with such a casual tone, like they were all friends.  Old pals enjoying some music together.  That’s what made Gunnar a living rockstar.  He could hold the crowd in his hand.  He could also hold Emily in his hand, but she preferred his hands.  

Both of them, working together.

“I normally don’t do this,” Gunnar said, “but I’ll do whatever I want, right?”

The crowd agreed.

“We’re going to slow this show down for a song.  You all know it.  If you don’t, learn the fucking albums and come back tomorrow!”

The crowd started to bounce.

Gunnar looked to his left, at the lead guitarist, giving a signal.  The guitarist looked to the drummer and that set off a chain of head nods and signals as Gunnar spoke.

“I have always loved a good ballad.  They’re like cutting your heart and seeing what the blood makes on paper.”

The crowd slowly quieted.  The lights all turned off except a faint light on Gunnar.  He looked out beyond the audience.  It gave the appearance that he wasn’t talking to them, but there he was sharing himself.  Telling something deep.

Emily was hooked.

So was Ann.

“We all grow up to die,” Gunnar said.  “Some go young, some go old, but only our hearts can judge the reality of age.  We’re given memories to keep, but maybe sometimes those memories are a curse.  We can burn the pictures and drink away the pain, but the memories... I said, the memories...”

Gunnar put his head back and waited.

The audience, coming together, finished the sentence.

“Remain!” 

Gunnar put his lips back to the mic.  “This one goes out to last night.  We were alone but we weren’t a secret, were we?”

An acoustic guitar started playing as the drummer held the pace with closed hi-hat hits and the occasional tap of the bell on the large ride cymbal.  

That was last thing Emily cared about at that point.

Had Gunnar just dedicated a song to her?

And nobody knew it.  

She reached for Ann again and when Ann looked at her, her face dropped.

“Are you going to throw up?” she yelled.

Gunnar’s voice came in, leading the beginning of the song as two people meeting.  Emily knew the song, ‘Whispering Memories’, because it was a huge ballad hit.  With its simple chord structure, emotional lyrics, and powerful tone, the song stuck in everyone’s head that heard it.  The story followed two people through the ups and downs of a relationship until it finally came to an end.

Emily shook her head and her knees bent.

“Come with me,” Ann yelled and she took Emily by the wrist.

Emily tried to scream in pain, thanks to Gunnar, but when she looked at the stage, feeling the song and picturing the night before, the pain started to feel good again.

Ann led the way to the bathroom, which was, no surprise, empty.  People would rather squeeze their legs together than miss a second of Down Silent.

“What’s wrong?” Ann asked.

Emily leaned against the sink, looking in the mirror at herself for a second, then looking back down.  The sound of Down Silent poured through the heavy stone walls but it was low enough that she could talk.

Finally.

“Ann, do you know a lot about Gunnar?”

“Yeah.  A lot.  Why?”

“What’s his first name?”

“Seriously?  You brought me in here for that.”

“Answer me,” Emily snapped.

“Bryce.  Okay?  Bryce Gunnar.”

Emily groaned and turned the water on.  She splashed a little water on her face.  Her emotions were raging.  The erotic emotion of last night was coming to terms with who Bryce or Gunnar really was.  

Ann put a hand to Emily’s back.  “What’s going on with you tonight?”

“You said that Gunnar disguises himself, right?”

“Yeah.  So I’ve heard.  He likes to check places out.  He does it hidden and at random.  To feel the place out.  To see it.  To hear music so he could perfect his sound.”

“He was here last night,” Emily said.

“Who was?”

“Gunnar.”  Emily looked in the mirror again, focusing on Ann’s reflection inside of her own.  “He was here.”

“When?”

“You were in the back, with those other guys.”

“No way.”

“He had a hooded sweatshirt and big black aviators.  But he showed me his eyes, twice.  They were the most beautiful eyes I’ve ever seen.  They... they controlled me.”

“You met Gunnar.  Wait a second, that bottle...”

Emily nodded.

“Holy fuck!  I drank from a bottle that Gunnar did?  Why didn’t you tell me?  I don’t know what I did with that bottle.”

“I didn’t know it was him,” Emily said.  “Not until he took the stage tonight.”

“That’s the greatest story I ever heard,” Ann said.  “Oh, wow, check this out.  Maybe I can put you in my story.  Yes!  Listen to this opening...”

The ballad played beyond the bathroom, the words hitting Emily hard.  

“Em, listen to me,” Ann said.  “I open the article painting this scene, right here.  ‘Whispering Memories’ playing the background as I find a woman standing at a bathroom sink.  She looks confused and I talk to her.  She paints the scene to confirm one of the sexiest rumors in rock n’ roll today.  The fact that Rock God, Gunnar, disguises himself and goes to venues before Down Silent shows.”  

Ann’s eyes were wide.  She was into it.

Emily wasn’t sure how to feel.

“Imagine that... then I bring in Gunnar’s story.  I could even talk to the band.  Maybe the cover story can be how elusive he is.  But I just need a few minutes with him.  Alone.”

“Been there,” Emily whispered.

“Been what?”

“There’s more,” Emily said. 

She held out her wrists.  Ann saw them and looked back to Emily slowly.  

“What did you two...”

“It was the hottest night of my life,” Emily said, finally admitting it in the open.  “He controlled me.  My mind.  My body.  And all he used were his hands.  I wasn’t allowed to touch him.”

“Holy fuck,” Ann said for the second time during their conversation.

‘Whispering Memories’ reached the guitar solo and Emily started to move to the bathroom door.

“Wait a second,” Ann said and grabbed her arm.  “You and Gunnar fooled around?”

“I wouldn’t call it fooling around,” Emily said.  “He commanded me.”

“Holy fuck.”

“Yeah.”

Emily left the bathroom, Ann behind her.  She realized it was the first time in all she could remember that she led the way.  It was something small and probably insignificant compared to all the events in life, but Emily noticed it and looked to the stage to see Gunnar holding the mic, taking the song into its final verse which would go into the chorus again and end.  

What had Gunnar done to her the night before?

Talking about it in the open with Ann didn’t just bring it back to life, it gave Emily a whole new life of her own.  

Emily took her spot back at the bar, now with a smile on her face, staring at Gunnar, waiting for him to make eye contact with her.  When he did, she could feel it.  The rush of excitement, the control of his eyes, and the hope that last night wasn’t just some random hookup.  

After all, Gunnar had insisted she come back tonight, right?

The song came to its end, Gunnar singing the last chorus directly to Emily.  It wasn’t just coincidence or that the lead singer of a rock band just so happened to be looking at someone.  Gunnar sang to Emily, his hands reaching out.  It was so obvious that people started to look back, looking for whatever Gunnar stared at.

That’s when Emily began to feel uncomfortable.  Compared to the hundreds of skinny, beautiful woman in the club - including someone like Ann who knew everything about Gunnar and Down Silent - it didn’t seem fair that he would choose Emily.

Why her?

And Emily thought that too.

Why me? 

When the band finished playing and the crowd started to cheer, Gunnar grabbed a guitar.  He came to the mic as the rest of the band looked confused.

“I’m not finished with that one,” he said, and started strumming the chords.

The guitar wasn’t nearly loud enough and after a few seconds, Gunnar looked to his left and said, “Hey, help me out here, come on.”

A moment later, someone ran on stage with another microphone, positioning it right at the guitar.  This brought the acoustic instrument to life, allowing it to be heard through the speakers in the club.

Gunnar started to whistle, running through his version of the guitar solo.  It sounded perfect.  Dangerously perfect.  Emily had chills and when Ann grabbed her arm, she knew this had to be something special.

Gunnar sang the last verse and the chorus, the entire time spent looking at Emily.  By the time he decided to end ‘Whispering Memories’, it felt like the entire crowd stared at Emily.  Her entire body felt like it was blushing.  

The hottest rockstar on the planet was singing to her.  And only to her.

He strummed the last chord, letting it ring out, and grabbed the mic.

“Never let her go.  Even if she begs...”

He laughed as he stepped away and Emily had to sit on the barstool.  Her body felt like jelly.  She oozed, throbbed, and ached for Gunnar.

Ann stepped in front of her, amazed.  “I can’t believe he did that.  You’re probably going to go backstage...”

“You come with me,” Emily said.  “Then you can talk to him.”

“Excuse me...”

The voice was deep and the man towering over Ann looked familiar.

It was one of the bodyguards from before.

Ann looked over her shoulder and scoffed.  “Coming to throw us out again?”

“No.  I’m going to take your friend.  Gunnar has requested her appearance in the dressing room.”

“What?” Emily yelled.

“Come on,” the big man said.  

He tried to touch Emily and she wiggled away.  “Don’t touch me.”

She looked at the stage and saw Gunnar slithering his way back to lead off another song.  He threw his arms out and the crowd went wild.  Then he looked at Emily and let out another laugh.

Gunnar knew what he was doing.

So did Emily.

“I’ll come if Ann does too.”

“She’s press,” the bodyguard said.  “Gunnar will throw a fit.”

“I don’t care.”

“I do.  It’s my job.”

“I’ll sneak in,” Ann said.  “I’ll follow and sneak in.”

“I don’t think so,” the guard said.  “Tough luck, chick.”

“Chick?” Ann asked.  “Who the fuck...”

“Stop it,” Emily said.  “I won’t go.”

“Yes, you will,” the bodyguard said.  “I don’t care if I pick you up and carry you out of here, you’re going.”

“Fuck you,” Emily said.

“Just go,” Ann said.  “Seriously, Em, go.  It’s fucking Gunnar from Down Silent...”

“But it’s your story...”

“Don’t worry about me,” Ann said, offering that devious smile that Emily generally hated.  She could practically read her friend’s mind.  Ann wanted Emily to get close to Gunnar.  Then through Emily, Ann could get to him.

“I hope you know what you’re trying to do,” Emily said.

“I hope you know what you’re trying to do,” Ann winked.

“Hurry up,” the bodyguard said.  “He’s not going to wait and it’s going to be my ass.”

“Aw, poor baby,” Ann said.  She took to her barstool and looked back to the stage.

Gunnar set his attention back to the crowd when Emily started to walk with the bodyguard.

“How about some more music?” Gunnar asked.

Before the crowd could really respond, the lead guitar took control and another gain blanketed riff shredded the small club to pieces.  

And Emily walked, feeling a step ahead of the world, but she knew she wouldn’t be a step ahead of Gunnar.
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This time, he double doors were opened for Emily.  The other bodyguard welcomed Emily with a smile and a grin, as though he knew what was going to happen.  Emily smiled back, making it well aware that she would be the one with a rockstar that night.  Whatever Gunnar wanted, he’d get.

The second Emily stepped into the backstage dressing room, the doors were shut.  And locked.  She turned and thought about trying to leave but nothing would come of it.

The room looked similar to the one from the night before, just much bigger.  There were four leather couches with blankets draped over the back.  A table was the centerpiece of the room, complete with bottles of beer and whiskey, scotch, and vodka.  Under the table was a small brown box.  Emily could only guess what was in there.  

She closed her eyes and took a breath.

Was she really going to fight it?  Was she really going to play the good girl about it all?  

Something existed, something erotic and wild within the idea of drugs and sex with a rockstar like Gunnar.  The possibilities of what he could do to her, staying in full control.

Emily’s body ached for Gunnar more than ever.  She walked to a small bar on the back wall and found a mini-fridge stocked half with water, half with beer.  Emily took a bottle of water and drank, hoping to calm herself.  The more she thought, the more it all came to her.  The band was going to come back here.  Not just Gunnar.  

Gunnar and the band.

Down Silent.

Would Gunnar share?  Would Gunnar want to share?  Would the rest of the band be invited to see and enjoy what Emily’s body and innocence had to offer?

As she began to breathe heavy, Emily backed away from the bar and looked around the dressing room.  She spotted a door and hurried to it.  She assumed the door led to another room, or another set of rooms.

Yes.

It had to...

She turned the knob and nothing happened.

The door was locked.

“Shit!” she cried out and kicked the door.

The only thing left to do was kill time by pacing the room, going from the bar to the couch.  The temptation to drink was only beat out by the temptation to look in the box under the table.

Maybe if Gunnar came back and Emily was already done up he’d be impressed.  At one point Emily reached under the table and touched the box but shuddered and pulled away.  Her hands then rested on her legs, trying not to think but she couldn’t help it.  

She still couldn’t figure out what Gunnar really wanted with her.  Emily wasn’t used to getting attention.  Most men didn’t understand nor appreciate her curves.  They’d soon rather drool over Ann than talk to Emily.

But yet Emily was in the dressing room.

The music came through walls with a low sound and when it stopped - for good - the silence that followed made Emily’s heart race.  She breathed slowly and her heart become the sound of a brick being thrown against a stone wall.  The heavy thuds rang in her ears.

The show was over.

They would leave the stage.

Down Silent was coming.

Gunnar was coming.

Emily didn’t have to wait long.  The surge of cheers from the crowd wanted more from the band but they didn’t plan an encore.  She heard the band members when the crowd stopped.  

The double doors opened and in walked five men, dripping with rock n’ roll sweat, sex in their eyes, and a passion that filled the room in seconds.  They all moved towards the table and bar, searching for something to drink.  The drummer dropped his sticks to the floor, trading his grip for a bottle of whiskey.  He threw back what had to be equal to at least five shots, making Emily’s stomach turn.

“There she is,” Gunnar said appearing from the back of the group.

Seeing his blue eyes made Emily’s mouth fall open.  She went to him without his request and the first thing he did was grab her wrists.  He came nose to nose with Emily and took a deep breath.

“I can still smell it on you,” he whispered.

“Oh yeah?  What’s that?”

Gunnar flicked his tongue at her lips.  “Sex.”  He kissed the tip of her nose.  “Innocence.”

His hands touched her sides and followed the intense lines of her curves and he groaned.  

“I can’t stop thinking about you,” Emily said.

“Of course you can’t.  Were you surprised tonight?”

“Yes.  I didn’t realize...”

“Not a fan?”

“No.  I mean, yes.  Wait.  I love Down Silent.  This is...”  Emily looked over her shoulder watching the other band members indulge.  “... like a fantasy.”

“How are your wrists?” Gunnar asked.

“Sore,” Emily said.

“Good.”

The intensity of Gunnar’s voice tonight made Emily feel uneasy.  He had nothing to hide behind or hold back.  This was truly his place, his world, his command.  

The doors opened again and a group of women came rushing in.  They were all tall, blond bombshells.  They had half shirts, short shorts, and breasts that poured from their tops.  All their breasts were obviously fake, but as they chose their member of Down Silent nobody seemed to complain.

A wave of jealousy hit Emily as she imagined one of the women touching Gunnar.  Kissing him.  Licking him.  Pleasuring him.  Their tiny bodies able to move in ways Emily couldn’t.  They probably had experience beyond Emily’s realm.  

“What’s wrong?” Gunnar asked.

Emily tore her eyes from the women and looked into Gunnar’s beautiful eyes.  “Nothing.”

“You’re not a very good liar.”

“Where’s your woman?” Emily asked.  “Or, should I say
groupie?”

Gunnar smiled.  His hand caressed Emily’s cheek.  “I’m staring at her.  You can be my groupie for a few seconds right now, but in a few minutes, you’re going to be my everything.  How about a drink?”

Gunnar slithered away from Emily and returned with a bottle of vodka.  He drank it like it was water, popping his lips and licking them.  He held the bottle to Emily.  She looked around the room again, watching the groupies drinking as much as the guys from Down Silent.  The aura of debauchery had increased ten fold, the pressure of sexual desire had become an invisible yet thick fog, encompassing everything.  It felt like a boiling pot with the lid ready to blow.  Emily could feel in a matter of minutes someone would be naked, pleasuring someone else.

She took the bottle, drinking what she could, but left the bottle tipped up with her lips shut, pretending to drink more.  As Gunnar smiled, she could tell he knew she was faking.

But whatever, Emily didn’t want to show any signs of weakness in front of the heartthrob rockstar.

“Now, come here, real close,” Gunnar said.

His hand was behind Emily’s back and he pulled her to him.  Their bodies came together and Emily’s sigh was more of a moan.  

“You like this, don’t you?”

Emily tried to stay focused on Gunnar, but a flicker of fire caught her attention.  At the bar, the two men she recognized as the bassist and lead guitarist were smoking cigarettes while their groupies were smoking something else.  Emily’s nose picked up on the two different smells.  The two women on the couch with the drummer were on their knees, one on each side of him, looking like they were going to go down on him.  The one on the left, with the biggest chest Emily had ever seen, reached between her breasts and pulled out a necklace.  She twisted the top of the charm on the chain and out came a small spoon.  With a quick snort, the woman laughed and then refilled the small spoon and handed it to her friend.  She took her shot and then the drummer made big chest put a hit to each of his nostrils.  His head then fell back in ecstasy and that’s when the groupies made their move.  They each put a hand between his legs, as if they were going to fight over who got to sample the drummer first.

Emily gasped and Gunnar held her tight to him.

“You’re seeing but are you really seeing?” he whispered.

“I see...,” Emily looked back and the lead guitarist stood with his back to the bar, his head back with his cigarette between his lips.  She couldn’t find the groupie that had been glued to his arm, but a second later she realized the groupie was now on her knees...

“Look at me,” Gunnar said.

Emily did, her body in a state of shock... but with a hint of enjoyment.  This was like nothing she’d ever seen in her life.

“I didn’t choose you for that,” Gunnar said.

“You don’t want me to suck your...”

“Oh, that time will come,” he said with a grin.  “But first, I’m not done stripping you of all your innocence.”

“Then take me,” Emily said.  “Gunnar... or should I call you Bryce?”

“Watch it,” Gunnar growled.  His hands squeezed at her hips now.  “Careful with what you know and what you experience.  Sometimes closed mouthed with memories is better than opened mouthed with stories.”

Emily nodded.

“Good girl.  Now, let’s take care of this party.”

Gunnar turned to his band, acting completely natural considering the sex acts going on.  

“Boys,” he called out, “my new friend and I need some private time.  I’m sure you all will enjoy the comfort of the bus.”

The drummer looked at Gunnar, acting unaware of the battle happening with two tongues between his legs.  He smiled and looked at Emily, winking.

She stiffened, trying not to feel impressed by it.

But she was.

She’d never seen a live sex act like this... and it drove her body mad.  She liked it.  It turned her on.

The lead guitarist reached down and said, “Come on, baby, we’re going to the bus now.”

“Can my friend come?” the woman asked as she stood back up.

“I hope so,” the guitarist said with a wicked smile.  “No worries, if she can’t come, I’ll fuck her until she does.”

“Or send her my way,” the bassist said.

“You could clean up the sloppy seconds,” the lead guitarist said.

The women didn’t care, not for a second.  

The band left the room as fast as they came, women hooked to their arms, already stumbling from the excessive shots of liquor they had forced down their throats.  That wasn’t the only thing that had been in their throats either and Emily couldn’t fathom what the activity on the tour bus would be like.

When the doors shut, Gunnar slid away from Emily towards one of the couches.  Thankfully it wasn’t the one the drummer had been seated on.

“Sit with me,” Gunnar said.

Emily walked towards him and when she tried to sit, he struck at her like a snake attacking prey.  His sudden grip on her wrists caused Emily to shriek.  He pulled and had her positioned on top of him before she knew what to do.  Her hands came to rest on Gunnar’s chest, feeling the sweat of all his work that night.

Reaching an audience.  Professing his art.  Commanding people and their lives, giving them hope.  Giving them purpose.  Giving them rock n’ roll.

And now Gunnar gave himself to Emily, in many ways.

Her tender body could feel the thickness of Gunnar, through his pants and hers.  She felt thick definition as his hands slid behind her ass and started to move her.  Gentle movements, but enough that Emily looked down, hoping to somehow be naked and have Gunnar preparing to enter her.

“You feel it,” Gunnar said.  “I feel it.”

“Yes,” Emily whispered.  

“And we’re all alone.”

“Yes.”

“I hope your friend didn’t mind this...”

“No, she didn’t.  But there’s something about...”

“I don’t care,” Gunnar said.

His hands danced along Emily’s curves again, taking what felt like an endless trip up her body and around until he cupped her breasts.  Emily’s chest throbbed and her nipples were sensitive, one more than the other, thanks to Gunnar last night.

From her breasts, Gunnar traveled to her face where he held her tight, keeping her eyes locked to his.  

“I can feel you,” Gunnar said.  “You want this so bad.  This isn’t a fantasy anymore, this is reality.  A reality you crave.  Just like I crave you.”

Emily pressed her body against Gunnar’s.

“In time,” Gunnar whispered.  “I’m going to keep you on the edge.”

Gunnar shifted Emily to his left.  She tried to claw at his body but couldn’t.  Having him away from her - at any distance now - was too far.  She sat next to Gunnar and put her hand to her chest to feel her racing heart.  

“I want to show you something.”  Gunnar slid to the edge of the couch.  “Actually, I’m going to share something with you.”

He leaned down and Emily watched his long fingers clasp the small brown box under the table.  Her mouth fell open and she hurried to bite her lip.  

Drugs.

Being alone and thinking about drugs was one thing.  She could play tough girl and make up a decision that would never be questioned.  But now, sitting next to Gunnar, under his rock God power...

“This is something special to me,” he said, lifting the box.  “Something I won’t even share with my band.”

Emily swallowed.

What was in there?  What kind of drugs wouldn’t he share with the band?  Had the urges moved beyond a little weed, a snort of coke... was it... 

“Are you worried?” Gunnar asked with a hint of sincerity as he placed the box on the table.

Emily memorized Gunnar’s face, the intensity of his perfect jaw line, and even the crispness of his eyes.  

He was the most overbearing man she had ever encountered, and it didn’t surprise her one bit.  Beyond the looks, beyond the stage, the music, and the life, Bryce Gunnar had built an empire for himself.  Emily now had to face the terms that she wasn’t just sitting next to a sexy rockstar, she was sitting next to a very wealthy man.  A wealthy man with power that most people couldn’t handle.

Gunnar flicked his thumb at a golden clasp on the box.

Emily shuddered.

This would be her moment.  

Do or die.

She couldn’t figure out the answer... would she try something?

Gunnar opened the box slowly.  The lid opened and the inside was made of a deep red felt.  Emily leaned forward expecting to see a variety of goods needed for drug use but to her surprise she saw the box was empty.

Empty?

No, it wasn’t empty.

“What...,” she started to ask, almost feeling disappointed.  

“It’s there,” Gunnar said. “I want you to get it.”

“Okay,” Emily said.

Gunnar sat back, stretching his arm out along the back of the couch.  His fingertips touched Emily’s shoulder and she jumped.

“Are you nervous?” he asked.

“Yes,” Emily admitted.

“Good.  Now hurry, I don’t want to lose my high.”

Emily turned her head.  Her face made Gunnar laugh.  He touched her hair, moving it, and then touched her face.  

“Oh, Emily, it’s not always about drugs,” Gunnar said.  “Although they are fun... I’m talking about the high of music.  Of playing.  Of holding the power in your hand.  I’m not just writing music or singing songs.  Performing even.  I’m holding those peoples lives in my hand.  I bear my soul to them so they can bear theirs to me.  We’re connected, our lives entangled, our sole purpose to find meaning beneath the surface of a song.  To find meaning in the music, the drums, the lyrics, and the story that not only I’m telling, but their telling right back to me.”

Emily shuddered.  It was romantic poetry to her.  Everything Gunnar said she could picture being chiseled somewhere or working itself into his songs.

“That’s why I haven’t decided on a large scale tour yet.  I stare into the eyes of thousands every night and have them.  Can I do the same with twenty thousand people?  Forty thousand?  Can I do the same through a music video?  Or an interview to be printed in a newspaper or magazine?”

Emily swallowed.  

Did Gunnar know who Ann was and why they were really there?

“I don’t know,” Emily whispered.  “You seem confident enough...”

“Confidence is just a showing of emotion,” Gunnar said.  “Power is what holds true.  And with power comes trust.  Those people trust me to take them away.  They trust me to change them.  To touch them.  They trust me to bring a level of spirituality in their lives that they cannot obtain alone.  And just like you, Emily, they all need me.”

Emily had the overwhelming feeling to cry, to just break down and offer her body, her soul, even her life to Gunnar.  The man knew... everything.

“Look in the box, Emily.  Understand your next path of fate.”

Every nerve in Emily’s body shook with something she couldn’t identify.  She leaned over the box more, her left hand moving to the table for balance.  Just in case.  Her right hand touched the side of the box and her fingers moved, feeling for the soft cloth of the inside.

There were no drugs, nothing even close to drugs.

But there was something.

A single object.  

A key.

Emily touched the key, finding nothing different nor special about it.  It wasn’t an odd shape or design.  It wasn’t too big or too small.  It looked like an average key, one used to open a door to a house.

Or the door that remained locked in the dressing room.

The thought came to Emily as she lifted the key.  Her fist tightened around it and she held her hand out to Gunnar.

Their eyes met, the penetrating command and beauty of his eyes flooding her body with an electric feeling.

“You understand,” Gunnar said.  “I can see it.”

“The other door,” Emily said.  “I tried to open it.  Your bodyguards locked me inside here and I wanted to see if there was another open door.”

“To leave me?”

“No, I swear.  No.”

“Just curious then?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”  Gunnar’s hands were back on her body.  “I’m curious too.  I want to see what you’ll do.  How far that innocence goes.  How deep that fear runs.”

“Fear?”

“Fear of your body, Emily.  All the curves and places I can get lost, all of which you refuse to embrace...”

Gunnar stood up, his left hand gripping around Emily’s right wrist.  Pain stung for a few seconds but Emily barely noticed it.  She felt used to the pain, which made her body ache even more for Gunnar.  She stood too and followed him to the door.  

He stepped back behind Emily.  His body came against hers a second later, and Emily could feel his throbbing sex, long and hard, pulsing against his pants and now her backside.  She put her head back and moaned.  His hands came to her stomach and then moved over her breasts.  

Gunnar’s lips touched her neck, followed by the gentle but threatening graze of his teeth, all the way to her ear.

“I want you to open the door,” Gunnar said.  “But I want you to know one thing.  When you open that door, there’s no turning back.  There’s no leaving this room until I allow you to leave.”

“Doesn’t the club shut down?” Emily asked.

“I shut it down when I’m ready.  Nothing stands in my way.  Do you understand?”

“Of course I do.”

“Good girl.

Gunnar’s hands left Emily’s chest.  His left hand held her wide hip while his right hand slipped down her arm to her hand.  He forced Emily’s hand open as she put the key between her thumb and pointer finger.  Together they worked the key into the keyhole.  Then Gunnar’s hand opened and he moaned into Emily’s ear.

“Do it.  Now.”

Emily turned the key and felt the lock disengage.  She touched the handle and turned, gasping even though it was unlocked.  She pushed and the door opened.  Emily saw nothing but darkness.  A cool pitch black pounding at her.  Her instincts kicked in and her hand searched the wall for a light switch.  

She found it.

With a quick flick, light came to the room, and Emily let out a cry.

There was a bed in the middle of the room, with red silk sheets.  The walls were filled with what looked like hanging blankets, obviously the set up of Gunnar at his request.  The bed turned Emily on, knowing that Gunnar would have her body.  

But there was more to it.

The bed had tall bedposts, all painted black, similar to the spikes from an old gated fence.  Attached to each bed post was a set of handcuffs.

Emily started to look over her shoulder when Gunnar pressed his body harder against her body.  His teeth touched her ear again, leaving Emily shivering on the outside and burning on the inside.  

Gunnar groaned and took a breath before muttering a single phrase that would change Emily forever.

“Welcome... to the after show...”
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Emily found herself walking without the aid of Gunnar.  Her feet moved on their own, her body tingling and warm in all the right places.  Then it hit Emily, she liked it.  She liked this.  Beyond that simple thought, she wanted this.  

When Gunnar moved by her, he checked the quality of the room, touching the blankets on the walls, fingertips grazing the top of the sheets, his pointer finger teasing the handcuffs, lifting and dropping them enough so the metal clanked against the bedpost.  One by one he did it, all the while he looked at Emily.  She moved with Gunnar, moving much slower than he did, but she couldn’t help looking into his eyes.  Their color was perfect.  The shadows of blue poured a sense of hidden innocence.  Maybe desperate innocence, but it certainly didn’t match the bed and the handcuffs that were now a part of Emily’s destiny.

“Come here,” Gunnar said.

He stood against the bed, on the opposite side.  When Emily reached her side, they were separated by the bed.  Gunnar leaned and placed his hands flat to the bed.  Without saying a word, the intensity in the room started to grow by the second.  Any thoughts of innocence were swept away by the that Gunnar offered to Emily.

She touched the bed too, knowing the silk sheets would be covered in a sticky mess when Gunnar began to touch her.

“Keep coming,” Gunnar said.

Emily slid her hands along the sheets, reaching as far as she could.  As she leaned down more,her chest began to push from her shirt.  When her chest touched the bed, she spread her hands outward.  Her eyes were level between Gunnar’s legs. It would make for the perfect chance to taste him, but there was still plenty of bed creating too much space between them.  

“On the bed,” Gunnar said.

Emily pulled back and bit on her lip as she started to lift her leg.  Her self conscious feelings about her curves started to tease her, telling her she wouldn’t be able to lift her leg high enough to seductively climb the bed.  Her leg shook and her fingers gripped the sheets.  She refused to look like a fool, not right now, not like this.  Gunnar would have his way, his command over her, no matter what, but Emily wanted to save a little grace for herself.  She knew that Gunnar could be seduced and she knew he could crack, even lust a little.

Her knee touched the top of the bed and with a quick jump and a moan, Emily was on the bed.  On her hands and knees, looking at Gunnar.  Her eyes and body dripped with need and she felt the same thing coming back to her from Gunnar.  

“Come to me,” Gunnar said. 

Emily crawled to Gunnar and when she was close enough to smell his body, her mouth couldn’t contain itself.  Her lips went for his chest, kissing him gently at first, reveling in the taste and fantasy of her lips touching his chest.  Her tongue came forward, tasting rock n’ roll sweat.  

She kissed up, moving to Gunnar’s neck when he put both hands to her face and pulled her away.  Emily sighed.  She wasn’t done...

“You kiss down,” Gunnar said with an evil grin.  “Understand?”

“Yes,” Emily whispered.  

She tried to move but Gunnar held her in place.  “But first...”

He pulled Emily towards him as he moved down at her.  Their lips touched and their mouths opened.  The kiss was hot and Emily took her hands off the bed because Gunnar kept pulling at her, wanting her higher.  Her hands found comfort at the top of his pants.  Her fingertips were inside his pants and her right thumb started to move, wanting to feel him.  Her right hand followed suit and as her hand slipped down, she had a handful of Gunnar.  

Even over his pants, just like last night, she could feel him.

His length.  His thickness.  His hard desire.

Her fingers worked frantically at Gunnar’s leather belt, pulling, wanting him undressed completely.  With the belt now open, all Emily needed was to unbutton his pants and...

“No, no,” Gunnar whispered.  His mouth was open, a centimeter away from Emily’s mouth.  “You’ll have it soon enough, I promise.”

Emily exhaled a breath, knowing she sounded and looked desperate.  

She couldn’t help it.

“Stand tall on your knees,” Gunnar commanded.  

His hands opened, allowing Emily to get into the requested position.  She propped herself up high, on her knees, her lips level with Gunnar’s neck and throat.  He looked down at her, the man of power.

He touched her shoulders and moved down her arms, his fingers making her shiver and tingle.  Between her legs, she was a mess already.  She could feel the moisture pulling at her panties.  It was reminiscent of the night before only tonight her body wouldn’t accept being clothed and teased.  Last night had been a whirlwind of erotic emotion.  Tonight... Emily moved her eyes to one of the bedposts.  Handcuffs.  She shuddered.

Gunnar’s fingers lined up with Emily’s fingers.  He closed his fingers, making fists on top of Emily’s fists.  He held for a few seconds and moved his hands away.  This left Emily’s hands closed and she let them remain that way.

Gunnar moved to the bottom of Emily’s shirt.  He started to lift and Emily gasped.  Yes, she knew that getting naked meant taking clothes off.  She knew that naked meant... naked.  But her body, her curves, her...

“Relax,” Gunnar whispered.

Emily inhaled and exhaled, then lifted her hands into the air.  Gunnar lifted Emily’s shirt up and over her head.  The shirt was then in the air for a second and gone.  Gunnar’s strong hands touched Emily’s sides, bare skin to bare skin.  Gunnar groaned and licked his lips, ready to have her.  The passion in the room now grew faster, building upon Emily’s thoughts and Gunnar’s intended actions.  He touched her breasts, using his pointer fingers to trace where her bra rested.  

Emily felt the urge between her legs, her lower half slowly starting to thrust at Gunnar.  She couldn’t stop it.  Her body was reacting to her needs.  Her desperate needs that Gunnar had brought to life.  

He didn’t creak the spark, he set the fire.

Gunnar reached behind Emily and unsnapped her bra.  The weight of her chest pushed forward, her bra slipping down.  Emily looked down at the rosy rim of her nipples then looked up to Gunnar.

“Do it,” Gunnar said. “Show me. Show me you want to...”

Emily placed her hands to her breasts.  She used her fingers, pushing her bra down but continued to hold her breasts.  It was a devious move, one that made Gunnar raise one side of his lip in a snarl.  A wave of confidence soared through Emily.  Gunnar wanted her.  As much as she wanted him.

Gunnar moved forward again, placing his lips to her ear.  He opened his mouth and exhaled.  “You better move your fucking hands, Emily.  You don’t want me to be angry, do you?”

“Do I?” Emily teased.

“You’re going to be the one handcuffed in a few minutes.  Think about it.”

Emily smiled, only for a second, as her mouth fell open.  She closed her eyes and moved her hands away.  

“Emily,” Gunnar whispered.

His hands took over, at the top of Emily’s chest and moved down, fingers spread, purposely running alongside her nipples but not touching them.  It caused Emily to groan Gunnar’s name.

“Louder,” he said.

His fingers came back up, his thumbs stopping directly under Emily’s nipples.  She ached for him to move his thumbs - just move them - so she could feel that erotic pulse surge through her body even more.

“Gunnar,” Emily cried out.  “Gunnar... please...”

“Say it,” Gunnar said.  “What are you thinking.”

“Touch me.”

“I am.”

“Touch my nipples.”

Emily’s cheeks burned red as more of her innocence cracked away.  She had never talked to a man like that before.  

“Good girl,” Gunnar whispered.

His thumbs came up and over her nipple.  Emily cried out even louder.  The gush between her legs felt orgasmic, her core burning and throbbing.  If it were last night, she would have come.  But tonight, she was already different.  

Gunnar’s thumbs came back down over her nipple and then were gone from her breasts, touching her stomach, right down to her pants.  He started to open her pants and as Emily tried to look down, Gunnar’s mouth made its move to her chest.  His lips touched her nipples one at a time.  The softness of his lips to Emily’s chest made Emily feel like she was going to burst.  She started to pull at her own pants, working them down.  She needed to be naked.  She needed to be touched.  

Right now.

“Please,” Emily whispered with a whimpering cry at the end of it.  “Please... do it all to me.”

“You can’t control yourself,” Gunnar said.  “There’s too much happening inside you, isn’t there?”

“Yes.”

Gunnar’s right hand came around from Emily’s hip to her slit.  His palm rested against her mound while his fingertips were able to explore her soft, wet folds.  His fingers curled with a gentle touch, working with purpose, touching Emily’s clitoris.  

She cried out again.

“This is why I have it set up like this,” Gunnar said.  “So you can’t stop me.  You can’t think about it.  All you have to do is feel me.”

Emily turned her head and saw the handcuffs dangling from the bedpost.  Three other sets waited too.

Fuck.

“It’s time,” Gunnar said.  

He reached for the handcuffs.  

Emily had never been handcuffed.  The closest she could say she felt bound was when her watch caught on her sweater.  She couldn’t pull her hand away without ruining the sweater.  It was such a pathetic memory to bring up, but Emily needed it to prove her innocence to herself and Gunnar.  

She moved to her back and put her arms out, assuming that’s what Gunnar wanted.  He took Emily’s right wrist and bent down to kiss it.

“Still tender,” he said.

“I don’t mind,” Emily said.

“Trust me.  You will.”

Gunnar placed Emily’s wrist into the handcuff and closed it.  He walked around the head of the bed to the other side and repeated the same move, kissing Emily’s wrist and cuffing her.

Emily tried to fight her natural instinct, but lost the battle when she pulled on the cuffs.  The metal made noise and the cuffs cut into her wrists, bringing fresh pain to her bruises from last night.

By then Gunnar was already down the bottom of the bed.  He reached for Emily’s pants and panties, sparing no ounce of care as he pulled at them.  Emily wrestled and fought, lifting and lowering herself, trying to find the perfect position to allow Gunnar to take her pants and panties off.  As she moved, her breasts bounced, giving Gunnar quite the show.

When they were finally off and on the floor, Emily closed her legs.  She didn’t want to but she couldn’t help it.  She ached and throbbed and having her legs shut created a false sense of pressure.  

“No, no,” Gunnar said.  “This won’t do.”

He placed his pointer fingers to her kneecaps and pushed them open.  His eyes widened at the sight of Emily’s wet core.  He licked his lips and Emily rocked her hips gently, needing to feel it.  Needing to feel pleasure.  Needing to feel Gunnar.

With both hands, Gunnar stretched Emily’s leg to the bedpost and placed her ankle into another cuff.  He snapped it shut and set his attention on her other leg.  Before Emily could take another deep breath, she was officially handcuffed - wrists and ankles - to the bed.  In the back dressing room at a rock concert.  With the lead singer of Down Silent.  

With Gunnar.

“Now,” Gunnar said, placing his hands on Emily’s thighs with a strong grip.  “Now we can begin.”
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Gunnar climbed the bed next to Emily’s shaking body.  She continued to try to move, half expecting the cuffs to fall off, half coming to terms with the reality of her next sexual adventure with the beautiful rockstar.  

Stopping right under her breasts, Gunnar went to work.  His lips touched Emily’s body and she let out a long cry.  Her pussy ached for his tongue, among other things.  The night had been filled with calculated torture.  Starting with the concert, watching Gunnar work the crowd, dripping in sweat, singing to her, commanding her backstage without speaking a word.  And now this.  Naked, handcuffed to a bed, feeling his lips and tongue work down her body.  Once he was between her legs, Gunnar brought his hands to her inner thighs to force Emily open wide, not that she could really close her legs.  The sudden touch and sight of Gunnar’s mouth so close to her slit made her legs jump.  The cuffs pulled and scratched at the bedposts but held their position.

So did Gunnar.

He took a deep breath and inhaled Emily.  Her sweet smell, her desire, and the lingering innocence drove Gunnar mad.  He then licked her, bottom to top, his tongue flat and effective, tasting her tender labia straight up to the hood of her slit.  He curled his tongue, sampling her clit, then flicked right back down.  There he stopped at her hole, letting the tip of his tongue slowly penetrate her, feeling the desperate throb of her body.

The entire time, Gunnar stared at Emily, watching how her body reacted, watching her face.  He was tasting her with his tongue and his eyes, controlling her, taking everything she had to offer.

Emily finally looked down and met the stare of his blue eyes and began to moan.

Gunnar made circles with his tongue, trying to stretch Emily.  His thumbs slowly moved up the inside of her legs until he touched her.  He spread Emily with his thumbs, giving himself access to her pinkness, not wasting a second to enjoy.  

The tip of his tongue was like nothing Emily could have ever predicted.  He moved so fast and so perfect, touching her, licking her, and sampling.  The speed didn’t just feel amazing it created pressure everywhere, inside and out, because Emily’s slit couldn’t figure out where Gunnar would be next.  When he held his tongue out, stiff, and moved his head up and back, in and out of Emily, she clawed at the silk sheets again, trying to lift her body.  The resistance from the handcuffs cut into her ankles and, somehow, Emily’s body blocked the pain and she lifted off the bed.  The pleasure was so intense for those few seconds, but once the pain came back she had to fall back to the bed.

Gunnar pulled away from her body, and offered a soft kiss to her hole.  He moved his hands to the top of her legs, slithered his way to her mound, and then his thumbs were back at work again.  He pulled at the hood of her vagina, exposing her clitoris even more.  His mouth came to her pussy again, this time suckling her soft, sweet skin.  

Emily moaned and felt the intense ache of her entire body.  She pulled at her wrists, trying to listen to her body.  She wanted to touch herself.  She wanted to hold her breasts, run her fingers along her nipples.  For the first time in her life, sexually and beyond, she appreciated her body and what it could do.  

Gunnar had freed her... but he wasn’t stopping there.

She felt his tongue between her legs again, now his lips, tongue, and entire mouth worked together.  She felt an orgasm building and cresting.  Her mouth opened to call out for Gunnar, to tell him what he had done to her, but she found nothing but gasp as she started to lose her breath.  And her mind.

The rush came hard and fast.  Every muscle tensed.  Her slit quivered as she tried to move in the same motion as Gunnar’s perfect tongue.  Even then she was no match to him.  He knew what to do, how to do it, and when.  She came with a fresh gush of warmth and wetness, all of which Gunnar welcomed as he continued to taste her.  It left Emily in shock, her mouth open, body shaking as the pleasure and pressure raged on.  Colliding together.  Throbbing.  The insides of her body tensing, wanting more.  Never wanting to stop.

Last night her orgasm had been electric, but it had been quick.  And quick being normal for Emily’s experience.  The feeling of climax and nothing else.  

But this...

Gunnar opened his mouth and slid his tongue back down to the bottom of Emily.  The change made her jump and finally cry out.  She didn’t have much of a voice as it crackled in a desperate yell.  Then just as he had started, Gunnar licked up Emily’s slit and back down.  Just once.

He came forward with his lips, kissing her skin and up to her mound.  He ran his lips along her stomach, depositing the wetness of Emily’s sex to her body.  

And with that, he moved from the bed.

Emily stared at Gunnar, unable to speak.  There were no words to say.  The results spoke for themselves and Gunnar knew it.  Gunnar knew what he had done.  What he had destroyed within Emily and yet, in the same moment of erotic intensity, what he had created.  

Emily wasn’t sure how it could get any more intense but then Gunnar touched the buckle on his pants.  As he began to strip himself down, Emily felt another gush between her legs.  It was another orgasm.  One much like last night’s... satisfying but not the explosion she felt thanks to Gunnar’s tongue.  Even still, to have an orgasm by watching a man take his pants off...

Her eyes watched as he became exposed.  The root of his sex appearing first under a thatch of black pubic hair.  His sex continued to appear, his shaft thick and full, and the longer it took, the more Emily realized just what she had gotten herself mixed up with.  When the tip of his phallus finally emerged from his pants, its engorged size and shape made Emily’s mouth water.

Gunnar stepped from his pants and walked, his erection stiff and barely bouncing.  He walked back to the bed and climbed up again, prepared now to pleasure himself using Emily’s body.  

In any way he preferred.

Emily looked at the handcuffs as her mind thought of a dozen things she wanted Gunnar to do to her with his cock.

Using one hand, Gunnar pressed his thick shaft against her soft, warm stomach.  Gently, he thrust himself between her body and his own hand.  

Emily moaned and pulled at the handcuffs, forgetting she was cuffed.  The reminder wasn’t so gentle as the edges of the steel dug into her wrists.  She cried out, stuck between pleasure and pain as Gunnar started to slide his erection along her body.  

“Feel it,” Gunnar said.

“I do,” Emily said.  “I want to feel it... inside me...”

“In time,” was the response.

Gunnar lifted himself from her.  Emily’s eyes were stuck upon his erection.  At her breasts he paused, taking himself with one hand.  He touched the tip of his thickness to her left nipple, flicking her nipple with his cock.  The sensation made Emily whimper.  She tried to move her chest in any way possible, wanting to both please Gunnar, and seek relief for herself.  

“No, no,” Gunnar said with a wicked grin.

He cupped Emily’s breast with his free hand and started to draw circles around her nipples.  It started slow but as Emily reacted - her desperate breaths turned into soft, desperate cries - Gunnar started to move faster and faster, rubbing the soft bottom of his tip.  

Emily watched Gunnar come to life some more, his face and eyes becoming animal like, his body stiffening more.  

When he finally moved, Emily’s nipple was super erect and slightly moist from Gunnar’s erection leaking on her.  

Next he moved to her mouth.  His hands clamped the top of the headboard, and his cock dangled over her face.  Emily’s eyes were wide, her mouth already open, knowing what he wanted.  She knew what she wanted to do but wasn’t sure if it would work.

“Taste me, Emily,” Gunnar said.  “Right now.  Taste me.”

Emily stuck her tongue out, sampling the bottom of Gunnar.  Her tongue shook with fury and desire.  She licked along his shaft, running over his throbbing veins.  At the head of his erection, she swirled her tongue, trying to get up and around Gunnar.  She couldn’t.  Her tongue couldn’t reach and he was too thick.  If she had her hands free...

“Keep trying,” Gunnar said.

Emily moved her tongue again and again, finally stretching her tongue and neck hard enough that she could lick the top and bottom of Gunnar’s tip.  When she tried to get her lips around him, he slowly pulled away, teasing Emily.

“You’re going to taste me,” Gunnar said.  “And swallow me.”

“Yes,” Emily.  “Please... yes...”

She opened her mouth wide and waited.

Gunnar gripped the root of his cock again and positioned himself to Emily’s open mouth.  Gently he slid forward, allowing the tip of his sex to move inside Emily’s mouth.  Her lips were thin but tight.  Her tongue, eager, pressing up, moving left to right.  

Gunnar smiled and pressed hard.  He battled against Emily’s tongue, sliding halfway into her before stopping.  His hand moved back to the headboard and he slowly started to pull from Emily’s mouth.  She moaned, not wanting him to, and just when she thought Gunnar was going to pull out, he thrust back into her mouth.  

Deeper than ever.

Emily moaned louder as her eyes closed, trying to relax her mouth for him to enjoy.  Gunnar repeated the same motion, slow but penetrating thrusts, forcing himself inch by inch into Emily’s mouth until he tested her deep enough that she couldn’t breath.  All she could do was trust Gunnar, hoping he would know when to pull away.  

He did, at the perfect time.

He removed his erection fully from her mouth, allowing Emily to gasp for air, catch her breath, and prepare for more of Gunnar.

There was no conversation needed.  Gunnar came back down, using his hand for a second, just to guide himself back into her mouth.  Now he began thrusting, setting the pace that Emily would have to get used to.  She started to move her head, wanting Gunnar deeper, wanting him faster.  It wasn’t just the taste of Gunnar or how long he was or how thick he was... it was the ending result.  The command to swallow him.  Tonight Emily would leave with a part of Gunnar.

She moaned thinking about it and Gunnar started to speed up.

“Yes,” Gunnar growled.  “Emily... yes...”

The speed increased.  Gunnar reached down and ran his fingers through her hair.  Emily continued to move, trying to match his speed and movement.  

Emily’s breaths were few and far between, each one ending with a groan.  She wanted to taste him, she needed to taste him.

“Oh, Emily,” Gunnar said.  “Your innocence... is almost gone.”

Emily opened her mouth and let out a cry.  

“Tighter,” Gunnar growled.  “Now.”

Emily’s mouth shut.  As tight she could make it.  She felt the intense feeling of Gunnar’s rod-like shaft forcing its way along her lips.  Back and forth.  In and out.  The pumps becoming harder.  The thrusts wild.  His body tense.  Gunnar looked down and Emily smiled.

It was time.

With one last thrust, deep into her mouth, Gunnar began to climax.  The rush moved through his shaft and into Emily’s throat.  

She tasted the sudden warmth and moaned in delight.  Gunnar pulsed over and over, depositing more and more into her mouth.  Slowly, he slid his cock from her mouth, putting a hand to the base of his shaft.  One more pulse offered a little mess on Emily’s lips for her to lick up and then he placed himself to her breasts again, finishing with a small collection of his milky orgasm on her right nipple.  

Emily whispered Gunnar’s name.

“You’re not so innocent anymore,” Gunnar said.  “You need a different name.”

“I need a what?”

“You can’t be Emily anymore,” Gunnar said.  He slowly moved from the bed, finding his pants.  Everything was so casual and yet sexy.  The way he moved, talked, the way his body reacted to everything.  “Emily is a name of innocence.  You’re obviously not innocent anymore.  So I’m going to call you...”

Gunnar stopped and slowly walked around the bed.  His fingers touched Emily’s body any way he could.  His fingertips grazing along her toes, her ankles, her legs. Her thighs, stomach, wrists, and arms.  Her shoulders, her face, and her hair.

Everything.

Gunnar became everything in that moment.  

Then he stopped, at the foot of the bed, putting his hands to the chains of the cuffs holding Emily’s feet in place.

He said one word to her.  

“Ex.”

“Ex?”

“That’s what I’m calling you.  Emily is gone.  You’re now Ex.”

Ex.

Emily smiled.  She liked it.  

She thought of Ann.  She couldn’t wait to tell Ann.  Now that Ann was Annie Crossfire.  

Speaking of which...

“Why don’t you like interviews?” Emily asked.

Gunnar’s eyes were intense.  “All people need to know about me they can find through my music.”

“I have a friend... her career could be based on talking to you.  Even for a minute...”

“Is that what this all is then?” Gunnar asked.

He pushed on the handcuff chains and Emily cried at the pain.

“No!” she cried.  “No.  Never.  You told me to come back tonight.”

“And you brought someone to interview me?”

“No.  She came... I came...”

“You were outside the dressing room before the show.”

“Yes.  Ann needed me...”

“What is there to know?  Tell me?  What do you want to know?”

“I’m happy, like this,” Emily said.  She smiled but Gunnar wasn’t buying it.  “I meant nothing by asking you... Ann had a nickname too...”

“Ex is not a nickname,” Gunnar said.  “It’s you, now.”  He put his head back and took a deep breath.  When he looked at Emily again, something had changed.  He didn’t look like the same Gunnar.

His blue eyes were still beautiful but they were different.

“I’m sorry, Gunnar...”

“No.  Sorry and sorrow are weakness.  A deafening weakness.  Sorry is an excuse for something planned.”

Gunnar released his hold on the cuffs at Emily’s feet.  He backed away from the bed, stuck between shock and anger.  Emily didn’t understand it and she was too afraid to ask.  Gunnar walked to the far wall and moved the blanket attached to it.  There, taped to the wall, was a small key.

The key to the handcuffs.

He took the key from the wall and brought it to Emily’s hands.  With two twists of the key, Emily’s hands were free.  He then put the key into one of Emily’s hands and looked at her.

“Gunnar, I came here for you,” she said.

“I hope your friend isn’t too pissed,” he said.  He swallowed with his lip curled and then spun, leaving the room.  

The door shut with a horrible thud and Emily started to scramble, trying to sit up and reach the cuffs at her ankles.  The next thing she heard was the sound of glass shattering.  It was the sound of a tornado rocking through the dressing room.  The sounds of shattering gave way to smashes and thuds.

Emily finally unlocked herself.  She moved from the bed, found her clothes, and hurried to dress.  She needed to get Gunnar to calm down.  She needed him to listen.  

Guilt poured through her body.

Why the hell did she say something about Ann?

Why?

Emily opened the door to leave the private room and found the dressing room in shambles.  All the bottles of whiskey and beer were in shattered pieces on the floor, their liquid pooling and absorbing where it could.  The couches were flipped to their backs and the table that once rested in the middle of the floor was broken in half near the counter.  

“Gunnar,” Emily said as the beautiful lead singer stood at the double doors.

He looked over his shoulder, staring at Emily in a way she knew.  The eyes that stuck to her curves.  The eyes that judged her.  The eyes that... maybe hated her.

“Go home,” Gunnar said.  “If you need a ride, someone will give it to you.  If not, just go home.”

He opened the door and left.

Emily stood in the mess around her and looked at it, realizing the broken bottles and furniture weren’t the only mess.  She was a mess.  And obviously so was Gunnar.

If he went off the handle that quick over an interview, how far would he go?  What would trigger him?  

Emily... thinking of Gunnar naming her Ex... she wasn’t sure if she wanted it.  Gunnar had taken her innocence, opened her eyes in a sexual way no man had ever done.  He’d given her an experience.  He’d given her a nickname.  He’d given her something she could have forever.

And that was the easiest way to end the night.

Leaving forever as a memory.
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The next three hours were terrible.  

Emily had never seen a club after hours before.  The stage was dark, the floor empty, a small gathering at the bar made up mostly of people and the crew traveling with the bands that played that night.  One thing was for certain, Ann was nowhere to be found.  

Wherever Emily walked, if there stood security, they would let her go.  Any door.  Any room.  Any hall.  It was like having an invisible backstage pass, one signed and stamped by Gunnar from Down Silent giving Emily the freedom to walk and the freedom to explore her sexuality.  That part Gunnar led, and did so very well.

By the time Emily found the backdoor to the club, her hands were shaking, and she left.  She had to leave.  Everywhere she looked she thought of Gunnar.  The walls now housed the memories of what they had done, two nights in a row.  The stairwell behind the stage, where Emily’s orgasmic whimpers seeped their way into the concrete.  The dressing room closet, converted into a room for sex.  She could still hear the metal sound of the handcuffs rubbing against the bedposts.

The cool air outside came as comfort, actually cooling Emily down for the first time that night.  The first thing she saw was the tour bus.  The long black bus.  There were faint hints of light trying to find their way out of the tinted windows and the closed blinds.

Was that where Gunnar went?

On the bus, with the rest of his band.  With the drugs.  With the women.

Emily began to wonder if she had given Gunnar all he wanted.  The thought of him touching another woman started to make her angry.  A wild night with a rockstar was any woman’s dream.  Emily had been lucky enough to have it, but she wasn’t done yet.  It wasn’t as much emotional as it was physical.  She had yet to touch Gunnar.  She had yet to feel him inside her.

But he was on the bus.

The night was over.

Down Silent would travel to the next show.  Another crowd to rock, another night for Gunnar to bear his soul on the stage.  Emily understood why he didn’t want the interview, but it bothered her that Ann’s career hung in the balance of a man who was so sexy, so sexually charged, and yet so troubled and potentially violent.

Emily looked at her wrists, under the pale light raining down from a streetlight.  They were red, they were swore.  When she touched her wrists they invoked erotic memories, leaving Emily gripping her wrist, wanting the pain in order to live the memories.  

Emily decided she didn’t want her best friend to worry about her.  She phoned a cab and within an hour, she opened the door to the apartment.  The faint smell of Ann’s strong perfume gave the impression of home, something Emily embraced but regretted at the same time.  Her anger came back and this time - maybe the first time ever - it didn’t change into sadness.  Her hands were in fists just thinking about Gunnar and his reaction.

Did it really matter he was a rockstar?  Did it really matter he was rich?  Did it really matter he could speak and do things people dreamed of?

Emily forced her mind to say No! but a debate almost began.  Thankfully it was cut short when Ann opened her bedroom door, rushing from her bedroom wearing a black bra and a black pair of panties.  She was so tiny and perky, so comfortable in her tight little body.

“Em?” she cried out.

Ann turned on the kitchen light.

“It’s just me,” Emily said.  “Why aren’t you wearing clothes?”

“I always sleep like this.  Gosh, you just scared the hell out of me.  I thought someone broke in.”

“So you greet them in a thong?”

“Maybe it would scare them away.”  Ann smiled and put a hand to her hip.  “Speaking of breaking and entering... how was your night?”

“Bryce Gunnar is an asshole,” Emily said.  “Find a better story.”

“Wait.  What?”

Emily tried walking by Ann but she shot her arm out, stopping Emily.

“Nothing,” Emily said.  “It was a crazy night, that’s all.”

“Did you fuck him?”  Ann was excited, like a horny schoolgirl, desperate to hear a fantasy come true.

“No, I didn’t.”  It wasn’t a lie.  Of all the things Gunnar did to her sexually, opening her mind and body, he didn’t fuck her.

Why?

“You didn’t fuck him?  Then what happened?”

Emily knew she could just put it all to rest, but sadly it excited her to have something Ann wanted so bad. Plus, she was still pissed at Gunnar.  She held up her wrists and watched Ann’s reaction.

“What did he do to you?” she asked.  “Did he tie you up?”

“Nope.”

“He did something though.  He’s into that stuff?  Oh, wow.  He could hang me from the ceiling...”

“He had a special back room,” Emily said.  “Inside the dressing room there’s another room for his... needs...”

“That’s like the ultimate sex thing,” Ann said.  “Could you imagine... being there with him?”  Ann looked at Emily.  The wheels were turning, trying to find a story.  “The lead singer of Down Silent, the sexy and seductive Gunnar, takes his groupies into a private room for private treatment.”

Private.

The word hit Emily like a brick.  

Everything was private with Gunnar, wasn’t it?  Right down to the sex.  The rest of the band had no problems indulging in front of one another.  From booze to drugs to women.  But not Gunnar.  Everything had to be secluded.  Hidden.

Emily opened her mouth and another word hit her.

Groupies.

It was the first time she thought about it.

Had she been the first person in that room?  Had she been the first person handcuffed and pleasured?  A vivid image came to Emily, one of a skinny, big breasted groupie handcuffed to the bed with Gunnar kneeling over her mouth.  

Was that just part of the show for Gunnar?  The grand finale... taking a woman into his private room and tasting her, then forcing the woman to taste him.

Was any of it really special?

Emily reminded herself that Gunnar had given her a nickname.  

Ex.

But he could do that with anyone.  

“Em, are you okay?” Ann asked.  “You look upset.”

“I’m tired,” Emily said.  “And don’t call me Em.  Seriously.”

“Look, I’m so-”

“Call me Ex,” Emily said.  “That’s what Gunnar did.  He called me Ex.”

“Ex?  Wow, that’s kind of hot.  Look at you... a Down Silent girl.”

“No,” Emily yelled.  “No.  I’m not a Down Silent girl.  I’m a Gunnar girl.”

She pushed past Ann and went to her bedroom.  Ann didn’t follow and that was fine with Emily.  As her head crashed to her pillow, something else came to her.

I’m a Gunnar girl...

No.

I was a Gunnar girl.
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Emily woke before nine, growling at the neon numbers on her clock.  She didn’t want to be up this early.  Her head hurt, ironically from a night of not drinking.  Gunnar crashed into her mind, as expected, but it came with nothing but the feeling of anger.  Going to bed calling herself a Gunnar girl
now felt stupid.  She wasn’t some teenager, hanging onto written lyrics, staring at a poster, wishing some rockstar would appear and take her away.

She was her own woman, not perfect, but neither was Gunnar.  That much had become very clear the night before.  Sexually, he may have been perfect.  But emotionally...

A knock at Emily’s door took her thoughts away.

“Ann?”

“Are you awake?” Ann asked.

“Obviously...”

The door opened a crack.  “Can I come in?”

“Sure.  What’s wrong?”

“What happened last night?”

“Nothing,” Emily said, not really caring how clear of a lie it was.

“That’s shit,” Ann said.  “Come on.  I need something for this interview.  You saw him.  You were near him.”

“I mentioned you,” Emily said.

Ann’s eyes went wide.  “What did he say?”

“He doesn’t do interviews.”

Ann rolled her eyes.  She looked forward and avoided eye contact with Emily.  

Something was up.

Something big.

Emily could read Ann.  

“What’s wrong with you?” Emily asked.  

“Nothing.”

“You’re acting strange.”

“No.”

“Yes.  Show me your hands.”

Ann looked shocked.  “My hands?  Why my hands?”

“Just do it,” Emily growled.  “It’s nine in the morning and I’ve had no fucking sleep.”

“Okay.  Fine.  Here...”  Ann turned her body, her face guilty.  She put her hands forward.  Her left hand, open, was empty.  Her right hand...

“A fucking recorder?” Emily asked.  The anger swelled.  “I’m not some fucking stranger.  Damn, Ann.”

“It’s not on,” Ann said.  “I swear.  Here, take the tape even.”

Ann’s hand shook as she presented the tape to Emily.  Emily took it and sighed.  She understood that Ann was just trying to do her job.  Ann needed the interview to get the story to launch her career.  But that would be the same as Emily saying she needed the next bestselling romance novel to launch her career.  Maybe it would happen, maybe it wouldn’t.  Emily didn’t ask Ann to write books so it wasn’t fair to trick Emily into talking.

“You can record people in secrecy,” Emily said, “I don’t care.  But you can’t do it to me.”

“I wasn’t trying to tape you,” Ann said.  “Okay?”

“Then why did you ask me about last night?  What do you really want to know.”

“The truth?”

Emily nodded.  

Ann stood up and handed the tape recorder to Emily.  

“I thought you might stand a chance,” Ann said.

“What do you mean?”

“There’s a black limo outside our building.  Gunnar is in the back.  Waiting for you.”

Ann walked to the door and Emily scrambled from the bed.  The sheets stuck to her body and as she twisted and turned, she ran out of bed and fell to the floor in a heap.  She kicked and managed to get to her feet, reaching for Ann but missing.  Finding balance against the doorway, Emily called for Ann.

“Annie Crossfire, get back here,” she cried out.

Ann stopped, shaking her head.  She looked over her shoulder.  “He’s waiting for you... Ex...”

Emily winced at the nickname Gunnar gave her after sexually liberating her the night before.  

Today Emily didn’t feel like Ex.  Not even close.  

“What does he want?” Emily asked.

“How do I know?  I saw the limo and I had to check.  He rolled down the window enough so I could see his eyes...”  Ann paused, her face turning dreamy.  “... and then he told me he needed to speak to my friend.  And to make sure my tape recorder belonged to you now.”

“Why?”

“Instead of asking questions that I can’t answer, why don’t you go out there?”

It wasn’t the most logical thing Emily heard since opening her eyes.  She turned, planning on stopping in the bathroom to at least check her hair.  

“Oh, Em?”

Emily stopped a few inches in the bathroom.  “Yes?”

“He said don’t disobey him.  That there’s plenty more to experience.”  She winked.

Hearing it from Ann didn’t have the same effect as if Gunnar said it, but Emily could hear it.  She could hear his voice.  The way he talked.  The tone.  The command.

Emily skipped the bathroom and went back to her room to find the tape recorder.

Outside, she saw the limo and scoffed.  For a man so emotionally troubled who wanted to be hidden, he certainly had no problem flaunting his success and wealth.

Three steps towards the limo and the window slowly came down, just enough so Emily could see his eyes.  

Fuck, they were perfect.

She continued to walk and when close enough, Gunnar opened the door and waited for Emily to step inside.

She didn’t.

She stood in a position of power, knowing she had something Gunnar wanted.  Herself.  She looked down at Gunnar as he sat in the limo.  He wore a fresh change of clothes, a white t-shirt that hugged his body and a pair of black pants that gave him the real deal rockstar look.  Then again, it was Bryce Gunnar.  He could wear anything he wanted and make it rock n’ roll.  His arms were outstretched on the top of the seat, looking annoyed that he had to wait.

Maybe Emily’s power wouldn’t last long at all.  

She resisted though, standing at the open door.

“I’m not getting out,” Gunnar finally spoke.

“Maybe I’m not getting in.”

Shit, why did she have to say maybe?

Gunnar looked at her and smiled.  “Then I guess I’ll just wait.”

“You’re not going to order me into the limo?  Maybe break a window if I don’t listen?”

Gunnar’s smile faded. He turned his attention from Emily.  “Why don’t you get in the limo, Ex?”

And there it was.

The name.

Ex.

Emily liked it.  A lot.  A real lot.  Especially coming from the lips of Gunnar.  Those same lips that just a short time ago were between her legs, exploring her body.  

“Fine,” Emily muttered and climbed into the limo.

She pulled the door shut.  “Are we leaving?”

“Oh, Ex, we’re already gone.  Long gone.  You have no idea where you are right now.”

“Looks like a limo.  With a man who’s afraid of himself.”

“Listen to me,” Gunnar said.  He moved his hand down, casually, and touched Emily’s shoulder.  “Ex, listen.  Last night was about you.  Not me.  Not your friend.  Not some fucking interview about me.”

“It wasn’t about an interview,” Emily said.  “It was just a passing thought...”

“Why was your mind focused anywhere but your body?”

“I don’t...”

Emily had nothing.

Point taken.  

She saw what looked like hurt in Gunnar’s eyes.  

“You know, it’s funny how things can just happen in life.  How the lyrics we write, the chords that create our songs... how it just comes together.  I can have a line scribbled for a year before it finds a song that it works with.  If it were any other woman, Ex, I would have been gone for good.”

“So why me?  What did I do that’s so special?”

Gunnar looked at Emily, overpowering her.  “Because you make me want you.  In a way I’m not sure I understand.  Your worry, your fear, your desire to hate yourself... it drives me mad.”  Gunnar slid towards Emily.  His left hand came across his body, touching Emily’s leg.  Gently, he moved to her hip, squeezing at her, appreciating her curves.  “I can’t turn my urges off, Ex.  And you make me want to open myself.”

“I’m right here,” Emily said. 

Emily watched as Gunnar moved his eyes to the window.  The tinted window left everything a dark haze.  She knew what he was looking at.  

The apartment building.

Thinking about...

“Ann,” Emily whispered.

“Again, your friend makes an appearance.”

“I’m sorry,” Emily said.  “But it’s the biggest story of her life.  And it could be for you.  Talking to your audience in interview.  Putting mystery to rest.”

“Why?  What do I have to say or offer?”

“The same thing you offer in your music.  Your soul.”

“You want a piece of my soul on paper... written by someone else... for their benefit, not mine.”

“You know what?  I don’t care.  I really don’t care.”  Emily threw the tape recorder to the floor of the limo.  “I have no benefit in this.  You trashed a dressing room last night because of something I said.”

“It was the moment,” Gunnar growled.  “That was your moment.  Your body freeing.  I wanted you to be lost in yourself, appreciate yourself, but instead, you’re too worried...”

“No...”

“Yes.  And not just because of your friend - Miss Annie Crossfire - but because of yourself.”

“Of me?”

“You want to know,” Gunnar said.  He moved closer to Emily.  Close enough that she could feel her warm breath on her cheek.  “You want to know, just like the rest of the world.”

“I don’t know about that...”

“Yes you do, Ex.  You want to know all about me.  What makes me tick.  What makes me lust.  What makes me create so many things.  My music.  My body.  My... tongue...”  Gunnar flicked at Emily’s ear and laughed as he pulled away.

Emily’s heart raced, her body back to the same state it had been the night before.  She tried to control her breathing and her insane thoughts.

I want him... I need him... I can’t control myself...

“Tell me what you want to know,” Gunnar said.  

“I want to know why you really won’t do interviews.”

Gunnar laughed.  “Look at that.  Again, not worrying about yourself.  Asking about me.”

“Maybe I can benefit.”

“How so?”

“Because I care too,” Emily said.  She reached out and touched Gunnar.  

He looked at Emily’s hand, then to the tape recorder.  Emily hoped she had found a crack in Gunnar that she could expose.  Something to dig her finger into and twist, to find out more about him.  

Gunnar looked at Emily, his blue eyes shining with delight.

“You care.  Okay.  I believe you, Ex.  You care about me.  And I care about you.  And somehow in the mix of it all, your roommate is involved.  I’ll give her what I want.  Under my terms.”

“An interview?” Emily asked.  She had to fight the urge to smile.

“An interview,” Gunnar said.  He leaned forward and grabbed the tape recorder.  He looked at it as if it were a foreign object.  “Without this.”

“Fair enough.”

“Everything you need to know you’ll remember.”

“Everything I...”

“Oh, yes, Ex.”  Gunnar pulled at Emily, forcing her body close to his.  “You’re going to interview me.”

Gunnar’s tongue flickered along her lips and then searched the inside of her mouth.  The erotic kiss melted Emily in many ways and her hand that had been placed on Gunnar’s leg to show care now sought another purpose.  She cupped between his legs, feeling him.  She squeezed and felt her fingernails move up the zipper of his pants.

She wanted him in the limo.

Gunnar’s hands held Emily tight.  He moved the kissing from Emily’s mouth down her chin, forcing Emily’s head back.  The tip of his tongue slid down the middle of her throat, to where her shirt began, and then to the side of her neck and up to her ear.  He moved with such confident precision.  

“You.  Me.”  He whispered between breaths.  “You can ask me anything you want, as long as you listen to me.”

“Okay,” Emily said.  Her fingers tried to pull at his zipper.  

Gunnar reached down and forced Emily’s hand to his bulge.  

She groaned, wanting more.

“My, aren’t we feeling a little wild today?” he asked.

“I learned from the best,” Emily said.

“Oh, Ex, don’t forget who I am...”  Gunnar slid his cheek along Emily’s.  Their eyes connected and Gunnar’s right hand touched along Emily’s wide side.  He couldn’t get enough of her body, her curves.  Her body was something to explore, with plenty to touch, taste, and hold.  

“And who are you?” Emily asked.  She smirked and added, “I’m just practicing for the interview.”

“I’m everything,” Gunnar said.  “Not just in the limo and not just for this interview.  But to you.  To the thousands who follow Down Silent.  We’re playing a show tomorrow night at the biggest venue within a hundred miles.  Tickets went on sale at eight and already sold out.  Six thousand tickets in a matter of six minutes.  Strange, isn’t it?”

“Not at all,” Emily said.  She sensed a vulnerable side of Gunnar.  “You speak to people who want to listen.”

“No.  I speak to those who don’t want to listen.  I speak to those who need to listen.  They need to hear something to help them reconnect to the world and to themselves.”

Gunnar pulled Emily, forcing her to move closer to him, eventually making her straddle him.  When she came to a rest, after a moaning gasp, her lower half hovered over Gunnar and her hands were on top of the seat.  Gunnar’s hands slipped under Emily’s shirt and went for her breasts.  He held Emily.  She slowly lowered herself, allowing her body to touch his.  

“Gunnar,” she whispered, “I need...”

“Of course you do,” Gunnar said.  “Everyone does.  Come see me tomorrow afternoon, before our show.”

“Are you commanding me?” Emily teased.

“I speak and people listen.  It’s how this works.  If you want the interview, you’ll be there.”

The change started to occur again in Gunnar.  His hands pushed at Emily, moving her away from him.  She sat back down and watched Gunnar, noting how uncomfortable he looked.  How annoyed he looked.  

It didn’t take much... just like last night.

“Gunnar, I didn’t mean...”

“You can go now,” Gunnar said.  “You heard what I said.”

Emily took a breath and leaned forward to get the tape recorder.  Before she could get within two feet of the recorder, Gunnar’s foot flew forward and kicked the recorder.  It hit the other side of seats.  Nothing happened to the small device but the message Gunnar sent was received.

“No recorder,” Emily whispered.

“No recorder,” Gunnar said.

Emily opened the door and her heart felt strange.  She was stuck between emotions.  She wanted to forget about Gunnar and enjoy the erotic memories of his hands on her body, his tongue tasting her, and she tasting him.  But when she looked back at him, catching him looking at her, there was a dark beauty within his eyes.  Something Emily wanted to explore.  

Not to mention... this was it.  A chance for Emily to help Ann.  To get the interview that could change Ann’s career.  

“Ex,” Gunnar called out.  “Just because you’re asking questions does not mean I don’t control the answers.”

Emily nodded and the limo began to move, with the door open.  As it drove away, she watched Gunnar reach out of the moving vehicle and close the door.  

She stood for a few minutes, absorbing it all.  

When a tear came to her eye, Emily wiped it away, unsure why she was so emotional.

He was just some rockstar, nothing else.  And falling in love with him wasn’t an option... 
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“He wants you to do the interview?”

Emily nodded.  “That’s what he said.  Oh, by the way, he kept your recorder.  He doesn’t believe in recorders.  He said anything that needs to be written will be remembered, or something like that.”

“My recorder is in a limo with Gunnar from Down Silent.  That’s the closest I’ll probably ever get to him.”

“Don’t be an ass,” Emily snapped.  She stiffened and reached for her coffee.  “Sorry.  I’m just... annoyed.”

“Or horny.”

Emily sipped her coffee and ignored the comment.

“Do you know how to interview someone?” Ann asked.

“I ask questions, he answers.”

“It’s not that easy,” Ann said.  “You’re not in control.  He doesn’t want a thing from you.  You want something from him. It’s not like a job interview where you have to answer questions to prove your worth.  You need to converse with him, slowly work your way into opening him and slip questions in...”

“Ann, I don’t even know...”  Emily paused and prepared for what had been on her mind since she stepped back into the apartment.  The truth.  Her feelings as they felt at that very moment.  She wasn’t used to exploring her raw feelings.  

“You don’t know what?”

“I don’t even know if I’m going to do this.  Okay?”

“What?  Are you kidding me?”

“He’s not going to say anything.  And he’s not going to allow it to be published under your name.”

“Like hell he will,” Ann said.  “He won’t do a thing if it’s under my name.”

“What about me?” Emily asked.

“I already told you... I’ll open the article with you.  You talking to him.  You’re the one who talked to him, so essentially I’ll just interview you for the information and then the article becomes mine.”

Emily nodded.  Ann was good.  Quick thinking.  But it didn’t change Emily’s mind.  

“He won’t talk,” Emily said.  “He’s playing games.  Trying to get to me.”

“Then confront him about it.  No tape recorder, right?  I’d show up tomorrow and confront him.  Tell him what you said to me...”

“You’re selling this to me,” Emily said.  She had to admire Ann’s determination.

“Please, Em.  If he says anything worth writing, I need to know.  It’s so important to me.”

“I know it is,” Emily said.  “But I don’t know if I want to even be near him again.”

“Are you serious?” Ann asked.

Emily stood from the table.  She looked at her roommate and knew no matter what was said, Ann would never understand it.  She hadn’t been there.  Not in the stairwell.  Not handcuffed to the bed.  And not there to hear the destructive sounds as Gunnar took his pain out on the dressing room.  

“I have to get some work done today,” Emily said.  

“Em... please...”

Emily closed her eyes and took a deep breath.  She walked away from her friend, fighting the urge to feel guilty.  

In her room, at her computer, it should have felt like home.  Sitting in front of a new book.  Creating characters, stories, and worlds, was the only thing that made Emily feel alive.  Not to mention she earned a living from it.  She had both books open - the one with a deadline and the one inspired by Gunnar.  She read what she had written.  Gunnar was named Race in the book.  She wrote about the intense details of his eyes - dark in the book - and the strength of his touch.  Reading it didn’t just turn Emily on, it pained her.  She pictured Gunnar’s strong grip on her wrists.  How his fingers locked to her tender nipple.  How he played with the chains of the handcuffs, bringing the small but powerful surges of pain through Emily’s body.

He was so deep.

He stood on stage multiple times a week, telling stories and spilling emotions, but that didn’t mean he bared everything to those crowds.  The power of Gunnar was immense.  He could give a crowd enough to bring them back.  To change them.  To send them home with hope.  

But what did he have?

Did he change himself through music?  Did he find hope in singing to people?

Something told Emily he didn’t.  Something told Emily that behind the facade of being hidden, stubborn, and successful, there was a man like she had never met before.  And there was a man that nobody would guess Bryce Gunnar to be.

That’s why he refused interviews.

That’s why he refused stadium tours.

He liked the complete control of it all. 

Emily’s fingers tap danced on the keyboard as inspiration came and went in small waves.  She wrote three sentences and quickly erased them.  She switched to the romance novel, the document titled with the deadline date to keep her writing.  At this rate, she’d need a few really good weeks to get caught up.  

She started typing, and like an old gear working into a rhythm, she warmed up, and started going faster.  Soon the motion became an old habit to Emily.  She pictured the clean cut hero who rescues a woman from something.  Anything.  Any ideas that came were put to paper.  An hour went by, then two.  Her stomach gurgled, asking for breakfast, but Emily ignored it.  A small voice inside her body convinced her that by working as she would normally, everything else would go away.

But it didn’t happen.

At the three hour mark, Emily’s arms and wrists were achy.  She stretched her fingers and twisted her wrists.  She winced when she felt the pain.  

“Damn,” she whispered, coming to terms that Gunnar would be everywhere.

Her wrists would heal, sure.  But when she licked her lips, she tasted him.  His mouth, his body.  When she swallowed, she could feel his warmth rushing into her.  She couldn’t take back what happened.

And even if she resisted it all, there was no avoiding Down Silent.  They were on the radio, television, cell phone apps, everywhere.  For a band that didn’t want a huge tour, they cashed in everywhere else.  Emily couldn’t remember the last time a day had gone by that she didn’t hear at least three different Down Silent songs.  If they were staying local, the media buzz would only grow.  

Not to mention Ann.

Emily looked to her partially opened door.  She hadn’t heard a peep from Ann since leaving the table.  Everything Ann had worked for was in the balance and somehow Emily had been pulled into the middle of it.

She slapped her desk and cried in pain.  If she had just stayed in front of her computer...

Then what?

Emily rubbed her eyes and went back to the keyboard.  She wasn’t convinced typing would take Gunnar away, but she knew that writing something down had to feel better.  She closed her deadline romance project and went back to the story based on Gunnar.  Now her fingers moved faster than ever, pouring her side of the story to the page.  

By the time Emily quit for good, the afternoon had come and gone.  She found herself crying but without sound.  Tears would randomly collect and stream down her cheeks when she thought about Gunnar with other women, when she thought about Gunnar being in silent pain, and when she thought about the band name itself... Down Silent.  What the hell did that actually mean?  

She saved the story, refusing to read it, and shut her laptop.  

From the inside out, she felt uncomfortable.  She touched her sides, moving along her curves, wondering how Gunnar could enjoy it.  She saw the honesty in Gunnar’s eyes when he commanded her sexually.  It wasn’t just sex.  It wasn’t just fucking.  It was something so much greater... so much more liberating... 

Emily knew it.  Emily felt it.  Emily wanted it again.

And maybe that’s why Gunnar chose her.  Because she could feel.

When Emily finally left her bedroom, she opened Ann’s door to find magazines and papers sprawled on her bed.  Another tape recorder on her desk, and her roommate pacing, obviously working on a new angle for the Gunnar cover story.

Ann looked at Emily.

The silence consumed them both.

Emily blinked, fighting the urge to cry.

“I’m sorry,” Ann finally said.  “I don’t understand what happened with you and him... and it’s not my place...”

“I’m going tomorrow,” Emily said.  “To talk to him.  Alone.  Just me and him.”

“Em...”

“I’m going to meet him tomorrow.  One last time.  And I need your help.”

“Of course,” Ann said, her left side already pulling into a small smile.  “Anything you need, Em.”

“First off, don’t call me Em,” Emily said.

“Sorry,” Ann replied.  She smiled big and said.  “Anything you need... Ex.”
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The hotel had a group of people lingering out front, most of them wearing Down Silent memorabilia.  Some of the women had signs, confessing their love for Gunnar.  They ranged from Marry me Gunnar!
all the way to the extreme Fuck me Gunnar!.  

Emily smiled at that sign as a warmth came over her, knowing that out of all the women holding signs, wearing t-shirts, and fantasizing, Emily could be the one that Gunnar would actually fuck.  

Emily was alone and paused at the front of the hotel.  She looked up, knowing that Gunnar would take the top floor.  He’d take the biggest room, probably an expensive suit, the size of two or three average sized hotel rooms.  Knowing what she knew about Gunnar, she turned and walked to the side of the hotel, searching for the backdoor.  There was no way she’d be able to walk into a hotel and ask to see Gunnar.  

There was a method behind everything he did.

And that much was proven when she saw a familiar face standing at the back door.  The monster of a man, nothing but thick muscle and a pissed off face, standing with his arms folded, looking straight ahead.

“I’m here,” Emily said.

The bodyguard looked at Emily and raised an eyebrow.  “Bringing one back, huh?”

“What’s that mean?”

“I’ve never seen Gunnar bring someone back a second time.  You must have something he likes.”

“Maybe I do.”  Emily liked the thought of that.  She thought for a second and asked, “Any other women come and go today?”

“What do you think?  They just sit up there, waiting for their show?”

“I’m talking about Gunnar.”

“I open the door when told to, that’s all I’m going to say.”

The bodyguard smiled a sarcastic smile, knowing his answer would stab Emily through the heart.

“Then open the fucking door,” Emily said, digging deep to find Ex, the woman Gunnar needed right now.

Emily walked the stairs, listening to her shoes clicking and echoing.  She didn’t question the logic because nothing about Gunnar was logical.  At the end of what felt the longest stair climb of her life, Emily saw another bodyguard blocking the door to the hallway.  She didn’t recognize this one, but he certainly recognized her.

He opened the door without a word and even went as far as to avoid looking at her.

Once in the hallway, all Emily could do was guess.  Maybe knock on some doors.  Maybe get lucky.  Then again, how odd would it be for a plus size woman like her to knock on a hotel and ask, “Is Gunnar from Down Silent here?”

Yeah, right.  

The floor was built into a ‘L’ shape.  The end of the first hall was a large window with a chair beneath it.  At the end of the other hall... was a door.  A door with no number on it.  That drew Emily’s attention.  She rushed to the door and found a few small holes where number plates had once been attached.  

It had to be Gunnar’s room.

He took the numbers off so nobody could find him.

More seclusion.

Emily knocked and took a step back.

The silence bothered her and then she heard him.  

Moving.  Walking.

Talking.

“Who is it?”

“Ex,” Emily called out.

“Ex...”

The door opened and Gunnar stood shirtless, his tone frame almost glistening against the sunlight pouring in from the large hotel windows in his room.  He looked beautiful but he looked like a hidden mess.  His eyes were clear and potent, telling Emily he hadn’t been drinking nor indulging in drugs.

“Do you have a tape recorder?” Gunnar asked.

“Nope.”

“I’m going to check.”

“That’s fine.”

Emily stepped into the hotel room and Gunnar let the door shut.  He reached beyond Emily, purposely letting his body touch hers as he locked the door.  Emily closed her eyes and took a deep breath, savoring his scent, tasting it, memorizing it. 

“Now, come with me.”

Gunnar touched Emily’s wrist.  He watched as she winced, then smiled.  His fingers opened and found comfort interlocked with Emily’s fingers.  It was such an odd and romantic way to hold hands, especially with Gunnar.  

He led the way through the massive hotel room, meeting all of Emily’s expectations.  She tried to not let it get to her, but the awe and fantasy started to build inside her.  She thought about the women down on the street, feeling elated just by being in the same area as Gunnar.  They had their minds to play out what could possibly happen.

And Emily was the one moving towards a bedroom.

Gunnar left the door open as he pulled at Emily, forcing her to step faster, almost falling.  He had intense strength and Emily put her hands out as she moved towards the bed.  Her hands touched the sheets and she moaned.

She didn’t mean to moan, but being in a room with Gunnar couldn’t produce anything less.

“Spread your arms on the bed,” Gunnar said.  

He stepped behind Emily, making sure his lower half touched her.  The bulge was already there or maybe it was just his flaccid size.  Thick and always ready.

Gunnar touched Emily’s legs and came around so his fingers were at her inner thighs.

“I don’t have any pockets there,” Emily said.

“I just like touching you,” Gunnar said.  “Don’t move an inch.”

Emily had no reason to move.  

Gunnar’s hands came up and back around, cupping her backside.  His fingers dug into her heavy skin over her jeans and then he was at her hips.  His fingers were excited for her curves, moving in any direction they could, savoring every second he had with her body.  As his hands became flat against her back, Emily moved down more.  She pushed her backside towards Gunnar, feeling a gentle rub against him.  She had to bite her lip to keep from screaming.

He climbed up her back and then both hands took Emily’s thick hair and tossed it to one side.  Gunnar leaned forward, placing his body against Emily’s, and got close enough that Emily could feel him breathing on the back of her neck.

“Gunnar...”

“Ex... I want you to come with me.  To show you the power.”

“The power?”

“My limo is waiting out back.”

“I was just there...”

“It’s waiting.  Now.”

Gunnar’s hands left Emily’s body for a moment and then reappeared at her pockets.  His hands moved into her pockets, actually checking for a tape recorder.  Emily couldn’t be sure if she should be offended by the lack of trust or not.

When his hands left her pockets, he walked to the closet and retrieved a shirt.  Dressed and ready, Gunnar sent a message through his cell phone and slipped the phone into his pocket.  He found a hooded sweatshirt to wear, one similar to the one he wore the first night they met.  After sliding it over his head, he smiled at Emily.  She tried to piece things together but had no choice but to wait.

They left the hotel room hand in hand and walked to the elevators.  Emily hesitated, thinking about the people waiting for their chance to see Gunnar.  They rode in silence to the second floor and when the doors opened, the two bodyguards Emily had to get past to see Gunnar were waiting.  They ushered Gunnar and Emily down the hall to the steps and then out of the hotel and into the limo.  It all happened too fast and so smoothly.  Gunnar stared at the ground while it all happened and didn’t show an ounce of emotion until he was in the comfort of the limo.

“We’re going to the show, aren’t we?” Emily asked.

“Of course.  I always go to the venues before the show.”

“You came to D while another show was happening.”

“Sometimes I go during a show, sometimes I don’t.”

Gunnar looked at Emily and without speaking a word she could understand he had no interest in talking while they drove.

The Cress Center of Arts was only a ten minute drive away.  It brought in fans from hundreds of miles away and as the limo took a wide turn to a private entrance for employees and artists only.  Emily could almost hear and see the crowd of people that would be there in twenty four hours.  The people ready for their night with Gunnar and Down Silent.  The people who needed music.  The people who needed life.  Emily had a basic understanding of that feeling.  Being an author didn't allow her to know many readers and behind the cloak of pen names, she was quite literally invisible.  Her craft was expressed in success through royalty spreadsheets and automated deposits.  Sure, Gunnar probably had the same thing but he got to see his product come to life each time he took the stage.

When the limo stopped, Gunnar reached across Emily's body and opened the door.

"Here we are," he said. 

"Your next show?" Emily asked.

"I need to feel it."

They walked with their fingers interlocked towards the building, finding the front door open.  The woman who greeted them became star struck and it made her blush and act giddy.  Emily saw the annoyance in Gunnar's face and he ordered for security to escort them to the floor.  

"All yours," the security guard said.  "I'm Jason and just call if you need me."

"Thank you," Gunnar said.

Emily and Gunnar stopped walking at the middle of the large floor, at Gunnar's command.  They stood in silence, Gunnar’s face intent and his eyes beautiful and blazing their blue color.  He was focused on the stage.  It was empty but had so much potential.  He released Emily's hand and took a few steps forward, losing himself in a trance.

Emily saw an opportunity, a chance to get at Gunnar with some of his guard down.

"What are you feeling?" she asked.

"I'm feeling....," Gunnar started.  He took two more steps.  "I'm feeling the people, right here.  They're far enough from me but never too far.  I need to reach them.  To help them.  To guide them.  But they're the easy ones."

"How so?"

"Compared to..." Gunnar turned and pointed.  His attention was at the furthest corner of the venue.  "How can I reach them?  How can I make it real for them?  I want them on the stage with me.  Feeling it.  Experiencing what I have to say."

"Is that why you won't do a stadium tour?"

Gunnar looked at Emily.  "I see the interview has started."

"I'm just talking," Emily said, knowing that it was partially a lie.

"I want to connect with everyone.  One on one.  You can't do that with twenty thousand people separating you and the last person.  And you can't do that through a magazine article."

"Then I guess it's good I don't write for magazines," Emily said.

Gunnar walked again, towards the stage, stopping at the black metal gate that left a small path between the crowd and the stage.  It's where security would stand during the show and was used for emergencies.  

He looked at the stage that stood just a few feet higher in the air.  That’s where Gunnar would stand and bare himself.  Emily pictured it and it made her shiver.  She didn’t understand how he could do it.

“How do you do it?” she asked.  

“What do you mean?” Gunnar replied.

“All those people, all for you.”

Gunnar nodded.  He looked over his shoulder and smiled.  “I try to keep my true focus on just one person.”

Emily wasn’t sure what the comment meant.  But she couldn’t stop asking questions now.  The interview didn’t even matter to her.  She wanted to know more about Gunnar.  About Bryce Gunnar, the man hidden within the rockstar.

“Can you tell me what you want?” she asked.

“Want out of what?”

“Life.”

“I want love.”

The answer was so sudden and serious that it made Emily’s heart jump.

“What kind of love?”

“I only want the greatest kind.  The kind that teeters on obsession.  The kind that crushes your heart and puts it back together piece by piece, day after day.  That’s the kind of love that matters.”

“Why?” Emily asked.

“Because it’s the kind that can and will last forever.  It can battle any situation and battle any emotion.”

“Have you ever felt that kind of love?”

“Sometimes I feel that kind of love every single night.”

Gunnar looked back and smiled again, knowing the comment would hit Emily hard.  Even in a tender moment, Gunnar found control.

“What about right now?” Emily asked.

“Right now... I’m feeling...”  Gunnar opened his arms.  “I’m feeling alive.”

Emily slowly walked towards him.  She touched his sides first, pausing for a few seconds, and then put her arms around Gunnar.  One hand slid along his chest, the other along his stomach. She turned her head and rested it against Gunnar’s back.

“Why are you hidden?” Emily whispered.  “I want to know.”

“It’s not going to solve your problems,” Gunnar said.  “You’re hidden too.”

Emily shuddered.  

Silence fell.

She now understood the power of silence.  Of what it meant to be in a quiet venue that was meant to be alive.  This was why Gunnar did it.  To feel the calm but yet feel the aura of the empty venue.  To know what it will become.  

It was beautiful.  A beautiful silence.  

Emily took a deep breath and had the urge to thank Gunnar.  To thank him for choosing her and exploring her curves and her sexual needs.  But it was more than that.  And Emily still needed more from Gunnar.

“You don’t have to hide from me,” Emily said.  “The interview...”

“I have an idea,” Gunnar said.  He moved forward, breaking from Emily’s hold.  He climbed the black gate and jumped to the stage.  It was empty but when Gunnar turned around and looked out to the empty venue it suddenly looked and felt full.  

It was amazing how one person could do so much and mean so much.

Gunnar looked down at Emily.  She feared him reaching down for her.  She couldn’t climb that gate and she didn’t even want to try.  That would be embarrassing and would be ten times worse in front of Gunnar.

Thankfully Gunnar didn’t reach for her to come up on stage.  He did step to the black gate and balance himself for a few seconds before jumping back down to the floor.  He slithered close to Emily, his hands back in control, touching her body, pulling her close.  Their lips met in a tender kiss and Gunnar offered his tongue and Emily accepted it.  They kissed with a deep passion.  With the venue so empty and silent, Emily could hear the wet sound of their tongues touching and her deep exhales, as she tried to keep air in her lungs and keep herself from collapsing.

She’d never been kissed like that before.  

With such purpose, whether it meant something to Gunnar or not.  

Gunnar took Emily by the wrist now and walked her back to the hallways and to the backdoor where the limo was now parked.  Emily noted how he held her by the wrist instead of interlocking his fingers.  The signals were so deep and so far apart, Emily wasn’t sure what to do or who to be.  But now, with the aggressive hold on her, she had a feeling Gunnar wanted Ex to come alive.

And Emily was fine with that.

They rode in the limo in silence and Emily couldn’t look away from Gunnar.  Every little move he made, every facial expression.  She watched an artist creating without having to create.  She could only imagine what was going on in his mind.  Sorting lyrics.  Hearing music.  Picturing the show he’d play.  It was something magical and a few times, Emily felt her throat tightening.  She wanted to grab and shake Gunnar and tell him she understood how it felt.  

For the entire ride Gunnar didn’t let go of Emily’s wrist.  He held it sometimes tight, sometimes loose, and sometimes he would use his pointer finger and rub her skin, gently and slowly, bringing chills to Emily.  It turned her on too, but that went really without saying.  Since Gunnar had planted that wet kiss on her, her panties had been a wicked mess.  All she could do was hope that he would finally have her.  

Finally do everything and have everything.

The limo turned down a small alley and somehow the driver was able to maneuver the long vehicle back to Gunnar’s hotel without a single person seeing.  Some of the turns and narrowness of the alleys made Emily gasp.  She probably could not drive that well in her car.  

Security escorted Gunnar and Emily to the hotel and Gunnar still hadn’t let Emily’s wrist go.  In the elevator she stared at his grip.  His knuckles were slowly becoming white.  The possessive vibe he gave off bothered Emily but not as much as she liked it.  Not once had she felt so wanted and needed in her life.  That something about her was significant enough that she needed to be there with Gunnar.

Once in his hotel room, Gunnar led Emily to the couch where he sat down first and pulled Emily on top of him.  She let out a moan, hoping this was the moment she’d been waiting for.

His hands were fast and strong.  He pulled at her curvy thighs, forcing her down on him.  She felt his thickness and put her hands to his shoulders.  His hands slipped to her ass and he started to move her.  Emily grinded on Gunnar with delight.  For the first time, she felt as though her entire body was connected sexually.  From the subtle touch between her legs she could feel it making her breasts ache and her nipples throb.  Her mouth started to go dry and the wild images that came to her were almost enough to send her over the edge.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Oh, Ex...”

“Gunnar, I need you,” Emily confessed.  “My body.  My mind.”

“I know.  You want to open up to me.  I want to open you, Ex.”

“Please...”

Emily balanced herself on her knees and she did something she couldn’t remember ever doing... she started to make her own moves.  She grabbed the bottom of her shirt and lifted it over her head.  She reached for the back of her bra before Gunnar could say or do a thing.  When her breasts were exposed, she felt a sense of relief.  Her hands were still on the move, surprising herself as she cupped her breasts in her hands and massaged them right in front of Gunnar.  She was shaking with erotic need and felt fear start to strip from her body.  

Gunnar opened Emily’s pants and slipped his middle finger into her panties, running left to right along her smooth skin.  He forced himself down to the beginning of her sensitive folds and came right back.  Just enough to tease Emily.

She moaned and stood from the couch.  Gunnar was fully dressed and Emily pushed her pants down and stepped from them.  All she had left was a pair of extremely wet panties.  

“Why stop?” Gunnar asked with a grin.

Emily put her hands to her hips and slowly pushed her panties down.  She watched as she stepped out of them, realizing that she was fully naked in Gunnar’s hotel room.  Desperate for him.  Begging him with her eyes and body.  

Gunnar reached Emily’s hands.  He sent more shivers through Emily’s body.  Her nipples tightened some more as Emily tried to find a calming breath.  That was impossible.  Gunnar pulled at Emily, bringing her back to him.  His lips touched just above her chest and Emily groaned.

Gunnar then inhaled her... the reminisce of soap, a hint of perfume, and the sweetness of desire.

“I want to push you, Ex,” Gunnar said.  “I want to bring you to a place that will make it like nothing you could ever imagine.”

“It already is,” Emily said, feeling her lips quivering.

“I want you to be open.  More.  Be free.  Wild.”

Emily just stripped for Gunnar.  To her, nothing could be more wild.

“Stand up,” Gunnar said.

Emily hated to pull away from him but she did.  

“Good girl.  Now... the first door on the right, when you leave the room, is where the guys are.”

“The guys...?”

“I want you to walk in there and get me a bottle of wine.  They have a small kitchen in their room.  Just grab a bottle and come back here.”

Emily looked down at the pile of her clothes.  The pile she made.  She stripped in front of Gunnar.  She thought it was sexy, but Gunnar wanted more.  He always wanted more.  

When she met eyes with Gunnar, he was smiling.  Then, just to be sure Emily understood exactly what wanted her to do.

“Naked.”

Emily bent her knees and put a hand in front of her pubic area, as if that did something.  Her other arm she brought across her chest.  She blocked her most sensitive of areas but Gunnar wasn’t going to stand for it.  He stood from the couch, now looking down at Emily.

“I’ll be there too,” he said.  “If you aren’t there in a minute, then get your clothes and leave.”

Emily didn’t have to question the seriousness in Gunnar’s voice.  She stared into his blue eyes and knew this was something she had to do.  Not just for Gunnar but for herself.  This was her moment to embrace her body and everything she now wanted.  Her chance to step out from the shadows of being hidden behind her books and pen names.  It was all somehow connected.

Gunnar touched Emily’s face and smiled.  “Don’t let me down, Ex.”

Gunnar walked from the hotel room and Emily watched the door shut.  It clicked and Emily moved her hands from her body to her sides and looked down.  It had been a long time since she really looked at herself.  Her large breasts, her thick curves, and everything Gunnar desired.  

Emily looked at her clothes again and felt the floor vibrate.  

Her cell phone.

Shit.

She knew what that was.  Time was running out, figuratively and literally.  All her plans could come to life or just crumble to dust.  

And it was Emily’s choice to decide which would happen.
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Emily hurried to the hotel door.  Every nerve in her body pinched and shook.  The idea of someone seeing her standing in the hallway naked scared her, but something about it excited her.  Her hand touched the door handle.  She knew the quicker she did this the sooner it would be over.  She also knew the quicker she opened the hotel room door the less of a chance some stranger would see her naked.  Not that everyone in Down Silent weren’t strangers.

She pushed on the door handle and of course, it was locked.

“Damn,” Emily whispered.

She knocked on the door and had to wait.

She pictured the band, sitting around their hotel room.  Gunnar probably told them everything and now they could just sit there, knowing Emily stood outside the hotel room, naked.

Emily knocked again, and again.  

“Whoa, whoa,” a voice called out.  “Is the place on fi...”

The door opened and there stood the bassist.  His eyes went wide and he looked up and down Emily’s body.  Emily felt a small rage of anger kick up and she pushed at bassist, moving him out of the way.  She walked into the hotel room with an attitude.  When the rest of the band turned their heads, they were as shocked as the bassist.  

When Emily saw Gunnar, standing at the small kitchen, in front of the bottles of wine, he had a smile on his face that said it all.  He hadn’t told the band about Emily and what he told her to do.  

“Look at this,” the lead guitarist said.  He grabbed a bottle of whiskey and took a big drink.

“It’s Gunnar’s girlfriend,” the drummer said.  “From the show...”

“What’s going on, Ex?” Gunnar asked.

Emily paused and put her hands to her hips.  She felt her body burning, teetering between feeling sexy and embarrassed.  She looked around the room, at the collection of booze and drugs, and felt worse about that than being naked.  

The drummer didn’t seem bothered by the idea of a naked woman in the room - even if Emily was very curvy - as he leaned forward and enjoyed another snort of the white power on the table.  He leaned back and took a deep breath with his hands on his legs.  All his fingers started moving at once, playing a fast rhythm.  The backup guitarist sat on top of the other couch in the room, strumming an acoustic guitar.  His eyes hadn’t left Emily’s body and the stare made her feel good.  When she looked at Gunnar and raised her eyebrows she noted perhaps a shade or two of jealousy from Gunnar.

Emily walked through the middle of the room, right next to the table where the band had gathered around for a little white powdered indulgence.  She strutted her curves right up to Gunnar and came within an inch of touching him.  With the smoothest move, perhaps ever in her life, she reached around Gunnar, leaning forward just enough to allow her breasts to touch his chest and she grabbed a bottle of wine.  She cradled it in her hands, reading the label like she knew what the hell it meant and as though it mattered.  

Emily held the bottle with one hand and leaned towards Gunnar.  In a daring move she nibbled at his chin, then turned and made her way across the room again.  She didn’t speak a word and she didn’t look back.  But one thing was for sure, the room had gotten deathly quiet.  No sounds of snorting, no sounds of drinking, no guitar playing.  

Emily never felt so naughty and sexy in her entire life.

She just needed Gunnar to follow her and finally have her body...
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Emily walked back into Gunnar’s hotel room and tossed the bottle of wine to the couch and retreated to the bedroom.  There was only one place this was going to happen.  Emily’s body remained on fire, her heart pounding and her body visibly, physically ready for Gunnar.  

In the bedroom she saw something on the dresser.  It made her smile and she hurried back into the living room area of the large hotel room to find her cell phone.  She saw the message that had been sent to her before leaving the room.  All it took was a simple reply to bring everything together.  

A sound at the hotel door made Emily jump and she rushed back into the bedroom, climbed the bed, and lay there, waiting for Gunnar.

He appeared in the doorway, looking sexier than ever.  An aura followed him this time, something that triggered Emily to realize that she had finally gotten to him.  She kept her legs tight together, leaving nothing visible but the folds of skin at her smooth mound.  Her breasts were heavy and she had her hands on top of them, holding herself and blocking Gunnar’s view.

“Ex,” Gunnar said.  “That was perfect.”

“You’re lucky I like wine.”

“Want me to open the bottle?” Gunnar asked.

“Why don’t you come open me...”

Emily opened her legs, feeling her wet folds clinging together.  She dug her heels into the mattress and gently lifted herself, seeking any kind of relief.

Gunnar pushed from the doorway, unable to resist Emily.  He stopped at the foot of the bed, bringing back vivid memories of being handcuffed to the bed backstage.  But here there were no handcuffs.  Emily was fully naked.  And as Gunnar started to strip his pants down, she knew nothing could stop it from happening now.  He tore his shirt over his head and dropped his boxers, revealing himself thick and ready.  He looked even better than when Emily was handcuffed to the bed.  Now Emily could finally touch him. Hold him.  Stroke him.

Gunnar walked to the side of the bed as though he could read Emily’s mind.  He stopped, his hands dangling at his sides.  Emily reached for him and watched, her mind seeing it all happen in slow motion.  Her fingertips touched the side of his shaft first before finally gripping him.  She held Gunner in her hand and let out a gasp and a moan.  His sex was thick and warm.  As she stroked down to the root of his sex, she watched his engorged tip pull and stretch for a moment.  Then she came back up and squeezed at the tip.

Gunnar groaned and he placed his right hand to Emily’s mound.  He made small motions with his hand, massaging her in such an odd spot.  It felt amazing, but torturous.  It didn’t last long, because as Emily allowed her hand to move back down Gunnar’s shaft, his fingers took the liberty to slide down and explore her slit.  He played, each fingertip touching her wet skin until finally he pressed his middle finger to her hole.  

The tightness amazed Gunnar and as Emily came back up on his shaft, he pulled away.  In a quick motion, he rushed on top of the bed, his hand still between her legs.  When he moved his hand away, he spread Emily’s sweetness along the body, all the way to her breasts.  Beyond there, Gunnar traced Emily’s lips with his middle finger.

“Lick your lips,” Gunnar said as his cock hovered a few inches from Emily’s tender slit.

Emily listened, and moaned.

“What do you taste?”

“Me,” Emily replied.

“Good girl.  Now...”

Gunnar came down, placing his thick tip to Emily.  She cried out, feeling the pressure already.  

“It’s okay,” Gunnar said.  “It’s worth it.”

Emily put her nails to Gunnar’s hips and clawed.  She wanted him but she wasn’t going to say it anymore.  Instead, she thrust up, forcing her body to open more for him.  Gunnar thrust forward and penetrated Emily.  He sank deep, fighting the resistance of her walls.  Together, they moaned and groaned until Gunnar was completely inside her, body to body.  Gunnar stared down at Emily as Emily started to feel her body come.

That fast.

That intense.

“Ex,” Gunnar whispered, “I’m going to make love to you first...”

Emily nodded and moved her hands to his back.

Gunnar slowly pulled himself from Emily.  As he came back in, he did so with a gentleness that allowed Emily’s entire body to feel him.  Inch by erotic inch, he slid into her, leaving crashing waves of pleasure caressing up and down her body.  Her skin tingled as her first orgasm started to crest.  The deep throb and warm rush attacked her just as Gunnar left her body again.  She looked down, seeing him glisten from her wetness, and watched as he entered her again.  

As she came, her body pulsed.  

Gunnar felt it and then switched his motion.  He started to pump at Emily, slow but perfect pumps, working her through the orgasm with nothing but heavy breaths and constant stares.  She felt her lips touching, quivering, moving apart, but nothing needed to be said.  Nothing could be said.  

When Gunnar pulled out again, Emily clamped her hands to his toned arms and let out a cry.  She lifted her body off him and rocked, begging Gunnar for more.

“Tell me what you want,” Gunnar said.  “Don’t stop, Ex, don’t stop...”

Emily bit her lip and growled.  She had to tell him... she had to say it.

“Do it,” Gunnar commanded.  “Tell me right now.”

Emily took a deep breath and said it.  Said what she wanted from Gunnar.

“Fuck me...”

Gunnar smiled and thrust forward with force.  He entered Emily in the same spot and then sank deep into her.  He worked into a fast thrust that saw Emily’s body already reacting.  A second orgasm was on its way and Emily was suddenly thrown into a world of multiple orgasms, finding comfort in her own body and what she could feel and what she could do.  

As Gunnar pumped at her, Emily thrust herself back.  They worked together, creating the hottest moments of Emily’s life.  Her hands clamped around the bed sheets.  Gunnar sped up some more, bringing the sex to a level Emily never thought possible.  The faster he went the more Emily could feel.  Beyond her own body, she could feel Gunnar thickening.  His moves were so deep and so intense.  His left hand cupped around her ass and his right hand worked its way to the back of her neck.  Gunnar held her, lowering his body to hers but never missing a beat with his sex. 

Emily cried his name, wanting to feel him come.

Gunnar put his lips to Emily’s ear, breathing a few times before talking.

“You’re wild,” he said.  “Your body.  Your mind.  Even your soul.”

“I want you,” Emily said.  “I want...”

“I want you even more wild,” Gunnar said.  “Get on top of me.  Make me come.”

Gunnar pulled away from Emily, leaving her body still thrusting for him.  It took a few seconds to move and then something came to her.  Something beyond wild.

She moved from the bed, allowing Gunnar to move to his back.  His erection stood tall, bouncing, waiting for Emily.

“What are you doing?” Gunnar asked.

“Showing you wild,” Emily whispered.

She reached for the tape recorder on the dresser.  She opened it and saw that there was now a tape inside of it.  It was the recorder Ann gave her, the one that Gunnar had in the limo and kept. She closed the small door and pressed the record button.  

Emily then walked to the bed and moved on top of Gunnar.  There was a small look of shock in Gunnar’s eyes, but once she lowered herself down to him, allowing him to penetrate her, his face changed.  Gone was the look of shock and out came the look of passion and lust.  Both his hands were now at Emily’s ass, cupping her and guiding her into the motion he wanted.  He moved her fast enough to pleasure himself but also at the perfect pace to allow for the best noise.  After all, the tape recorder was running.

Emily lost herself and each time Gunnar forced her body tight to his, ensuring every possible inch of his sex was inside her, she let out a groan.  The groans grew louder and faster.  She put her hands to Gunnar’s chest for a few seconds but once the speed started to reach an uncontrollable level, she had to hold her breasts.  That’s when Gunnar let out a growl and his entire body stiffened.  She looked down into his eyes as his hands came up her back to her shoulders.  He forced her down so they could kiss.  Their mouths opened and came together, Gunnar’s thrusts still fast and very hard.  When he started to come, he lifted his lower half off the bed and held, releasing into Emily.  

She cried out again, feeling the clinging warmth of Gunnar as he came.  She gently moved on him, using her body to get everything she could out of Gunnar.  When Gunnar finished, he forced Emily to stay in place.  He kissed from her mouth down to her neck and back up.  He let his teeth graze her chin and his tongue flicker at her lips.

Then Gunnar looked at Emily and whispered, “What do you want to know?”

“Everything,” Emily said.

She looked over her shoulder and thought about it.  She had to turn the recorder off, it was only fair.  As she moved off Gunnar, the rush between her legs made her shudder and whimper.  It was a desperate whimper and the rush was intense.  She shook for a few seconds and then finally managed to stay balanced.  She turned the recorder off and looked at Gunnar.

He slid back into a seated position, not caring that he was naked.  

His confidence was sexy.

“Ask me anything,” Gunnar said.

“I don’t have questions,” Emily said.  “I just want to know about you.”

Gunnar turned his head.  He wouldn’t look at Emily.  “They all think I’m a mystery.  A man of power and wealth because of music.  They all want the story.  The story they fantasize to be, so why not let everyone think it?”

“But what is your story?”

Gunnar looked at Emily.  “Left home when I was fourteen.  Had an overdose when I was fifteen.  Somehow ended up in California when I was sixteen.  Wrote my first song when I was seventeen.  Then I met Cliff.  He was playing guitar under a bridge so I started singing something over it.  Something about the bridge.  It was dumb but he liked it.  He offered to share his stash with me so we got fucked up and wrote ten songs over a two day stretch of drugs and no sleep.”

“Ten songs?  That’s impressive.”

“Those ten songs were from Welcome.”

“The debut album?”

Gunnar smiled.  “You are a Down Silent fan.”

“Why the name?”

“That’s what everyone said about me.  I’d always get so fucked up, I’d fall down.  Or I’d be so high I couldn’t talk.  Down or Silent.  Then we took out the ‘or’ and we had a band name.”

“Why did you leave home when you were fourteen?”

“I couldn’t be there anymore.”

“Why not?”

Gunnar hesitated and his lip curled into a snarl.  His eyes broke away and Emily knew she had touched on something deep and dark.

“My parents had a dark life,” Gunnar said.  “I saw a lot of people come and go from our house.  I never understood much of what they did or why they were there.  I assumed drugs but who knows.  One time I got up in the middle of the night to take a piss.  I opened the bathroom door and there were two people having sex in the shower.  The water running, their pants down.  It was wild.  Intense.  Something that stuck with me forever.  I took my piss because I had to go.  Then I left the bathroom and went back to bed.  When I woke up a little while later, it was because of a noise.  A clicking noise.  Metal clicking.”

Gunnar swallowed and stretched his neck.

“I found my mother at the bottom of my bed, chaining me to the bed.  She wrapped chains around my wrists and ankles, then locked them.  She smiled at me, her eyes wide and bloodshot, and then threw the key at me.  It hit my chest and she left the room.”

“Oh, Gunnar...”

“I didn’t mind,” Gunnar said.  “I was sleeping.  What the hell did I care?  It wasn’t the first time I was restrained.”

Emily tried to imagine Gunnar tied or cuffed... but then she thought about herself being held tight by Gunnar, being cuffed... was that why he explored it?  To find comfort in hidden pain.

“What bothered me,” Gunnar said, “was when the house caught on fire.”

“What?”

“Something they were doing caught the house on fire.  And they all left, leaving me there to burn to death.  I smelled the smoke, heard the cry of the smoke alarms, and watched as the smoke billowed under my door.”

“What did you do?”

“I fought.  I had to thrash until I broke the posts off my own bed.  By then, the key for the locks had gone somewhere on the floor.  I pulled my arms as hard as I could, breaking anything I could so I could at least use my hands.  The fire started to come into my room, the walls were peeling away.  I managed to find the key and unlock myself.  I knew I’d have no place to go so I packed a bag and left.”

“Christ, Gunnar... that’s terrible.  Did your parents ever get in trouble?”

“In some way, I guess.  They’re both dead.  Died years apart, both of apparent suicides.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I’m not,” Gunnar said.  “It got me to California and I met the band.  We wrote, played, recorded, and got a huge deal.”

“So I’ve been told.”

“By the wonderful Annie Crossfire?”

“She’s a fan,” Emily said.

“Look, we’ve stuck to the same plan.  We play for our fans.  We used to sell out the small places so much that record companies started to beg for us.  We commanded the deal we wanted.  Seven figures a piece and we control touring.”

“That’s amazing,” Emily said.

“But it’s our business.  That’s why I hate interviews.  I don’t want to talk about my broken past and become a cliché.  I don’t want to talk about our deal and look big and rich.  So we just be who we are... we live rock n’ roll all day and all night.”

Gunnar put his hands behind his head and smiled.

“I look at the empty venues and imagine where I could be.  I look at the packed venues, with other bands, and feel what they bring.  So I can do it better.”

“You could still touch people, even on a big tour,” Emily said.  “I’ve looked into your eyes long enough Gunnar...”

Gunnar wouldn’t touch the subject.  “When is your friend coming?”

“My friend?”

“Annie Crossfire.”

“What... there’s...”

“You got your interview,” Gunnar said.  “So share it.  Tell the world about Bryce Gunnar and his life.  Tell the world about the band.  Tell the world...”

“Let her interview you,” Emily said.  “Let Ann interview you.”

“I made my stipulations clear,” Gunnar said.

“Yeah and I showed you how wild I could be.”  Emily grabbed the tape recorder and threw it to the bed.  “And I’ll be at your show tomorrow night, waiting for you.”

Gunnar looked at the tape recorder and then at Emily.  “You reach me in a way nobody ever has, Ex.  You see me, and you keep my mind racing.  When I close my eyes I see you.  I see your figure first, then you.  I taste you on my lips... your lips, your body.”

Emily knew how that felt.  Gunnar was like an addiction and she was far from ready to quit her little habit.  

“But the band and touring,” Gunnar said.  “We travel a lot.  A lot of busy nights.  A lot of things happening...”

Emily swallowed, not wanting to hear or think about Gunnar on the road.  “All I’m saying is let Ann interview you.  Everything else... whatever.”

“Fair enough,” Gunnar said.  “I’ll let her come up here.”

Emily saw the look buried in Gunnar’s eyes.  He wasn’t ready to have the world really see him.  Then again, who was?  Nobody wanted that.  Emily didn’t.  That’s why she hid behind pen names.  People loved her romance novels and it gave her a career.  Gunnar had his words to carry everything.

Emily slipped out of the bedroom and dressed herself.  She sent a message to Ann telling her to come to the hotel but do not bring a recorder.  There were certain rules Emily would always follow.  She left the hotel room and went to the other room.  When the bassist opened the door, he smiled at her.

“What’s with the clothes?”

“I had my turn, now it’s yours,” Emily teased.

The bassist laughed.  “Everything good?”

“Yeah.  Totally good.  I need some stuff.  Gunnar and I... long day...”

The bassist nodded.  He looked over his shoulder.  “Cliff, Gunnar needs a hookup.”

“Nice,” Cliff said.  He stood from the couch and grabbed a small bag.  He walked to the kitchen area and added a whiskey bottle to the mix.

“Hey, give me that empty one too,” Emily said pointing to a bottle on the floor.

“Getting wild over there?” the bassist asked.

“You have no idea,” Emily said.  

Cliff brought her a handful of supplies and she left the room.  She had to kick at Gunnar’s door and when he opened it, he smiled and then looked confused.

“What the fuck...”

“Let’s do this the right way,” Emily said.  

She put the full bottle of whiskey on the table and dropped the empty one.  It hit and broke, just as she hoped it would.  She twisted the top off the fresh bottle and poured some on the bottle.  

“What are you doing?” Gunnar asked.

“Here, drink this,” Emily said.

Gunnar took the bottle and enjoyed a drink.  More than what Emily wanted for effect, but Gunnar was the rockstar, he could drink the stuff like water.

She opened the small bag and poured the cocaine on the table too.

“That shit’s expensive,” Gunnar said.

“Yeah, and so is your secrecy,” Emily said.

Gunnar froze and then reached for Emily.  He pulled her close.

“Be Gunnar,” Emily said.  “Be the rockstar.  Wow her with your eyes and flirt your way through it.  Answer nothing and she’ll be happy enough just to be alone with you.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re too beautiful to ruin,” Emily said.  She backed away from Gunnar’s embrace.  Her body tingled and was on fire.  The feelings inside her swirled, making her ponder thoughts she didn’t want to.  

A knock came at the door.

“Annie Crossfire is here,” Emily said.

“Ex... I’ll see you soon,” Gunnar said.

Emily smiled.  When she turned, she was struck with emotion.  She opened the door and found her roommate, looking scared to death.

“Thank you,” Ann whispered.

“Don’t fuck this up,” Emily joked.

Ann looked beyond Emily at Gunnar.  “The room smells like booze and sex.”

“I had to wear him out a little,” Emily said.

She walked past Ann and down the hall.  

She never felt so alive in her life.






18.

 

Emily looked at the cover, a picture of Gunnar with his head turned, his right thumb rubbing his left eyebrow.  There was a small glimmer of his perfect blue eyes but it seemed fitting he wouldn’t even look at the camera.

The story was written perfectly by Ann, capturing the aura of rock n’ roll, the power of music, and the ability to reach people that only Gunnar could.  Nothing about drugs and booze, nothing about his past, and nothing about bigger tours.  The article just explored Gunnar as the artist, how he wrote, how the band played, and what they were planning for the near future.  

More music.

More shows.

Just what the fans want.

Ann even got a sit down with the rest of the band.  That shocked Emily, but she was happy for her roommate.  She got the cover story she dreamed of and nailed it.

“You’re reading that again?” Ann asked as she walked by the table.

“You only have fifty copies around the apartment,” Emily teased.

“What can I say... when it works, it works.”

“This is really awesome.”

“You did it,” Ann said.  She walked into the kitchen and poured herself a cup of coffee.  “Which is why I need to talk to you...”

“What’s wrong?”

“My editor loved the story,” Ann said.

“You’ve said that a hundred times.”

“He loved it a lot.  He begged me for my secret to get Bryce Gunnar to fucking open up as he put it.”

Emily smiled.  That article had nothing about Gunnar opening up.  If anything, it just pulled the cloak over the sexy rockstar more.  The power of deception...

“That’s good,” Emily said.

“He wants more.”

“More?”

“Down Silent did something big today,” Ann said.  

“Big...?”

“They signed with a promoter.  They put out a new single and are hitting the road.  Cross country tour.  Not quite hitting the stadiums, but they’re open to bigger venues now.”

Emily stood up.  “How do you know?”

“I just know.  It’s going to be huge.  Tickets are going to sell out faster than fast.  They’ve toured the country but in small doses.  This is wide scale... eighteen months and that doesn’t include internationally.”

“Are you serious?”

“Internationally is a rumor,” Ann said. 

“What’s the good news then?”

“They want me to go on the road with Down Silent.”

Emily’s mouth fell open.

“But I can’t go alone,” Ann said.  “You’re the secret.  You’re the one he wants...”

“Ann..”

“No.  You have to be there.”

“I have a...”

“You write books,” Ann said.  “Amazing books.  And you can do that anywhere.”

“You’re killing me,” Emily said.

“It’s fucking Gunnar and Down Silent,” Ann said.  “We get to follow them.  Go to every show.  Talk to them.”

“I can’t answer anything right now.”  

Emily loved the idea of it, but she wasn’t sure about Gunnar.  Every time she thought about Gunnar naked, touching her, she thought about Gunnar cuffing her.  She thought about Gunnar holding her wrists and nipple so tight.  And she thought about the real Gunnar.  

He was deep.

He was dark.

He was troubled.

“You think about it,” Ann said.  “While you’re thinking... listen to the new song.  It’s amazing.  You must have done something to Gunnar.”

Ann pressed a few buttons on her cell phone and then placed it on the table.  She left the room and Emily listened to the sound of drums kicking in.  A few seconds later came feedback from a guitar followed by the main riff of the song.  It was fast and had a sexual appeal to it.  Emily quickly found herself moving with the song.

Then came Gunnar’s voice.  

Brilliant.  With purpose.  And singing about... sex.

Not coming out and saying it, but it explored all the senses of sex.  

The chorus boomed with Gunnar getting louder.

...you all over me all over you...

The song was called Spin
and just when it couldn’t get any hotter, a guitar solo kicked in.  It wasn’t the solo that got to Emily but the subtle background noise.  She listened closer and when the connection finally came, she gasped for air.  She felt her cheeks burning red and she closed her eyes, allowing herself to be taken somewhere else.

“Hot, isn’t it?”

Emily jumped and saw Ann reaching for her phone.

“Yeah, it’s good.”

“You heard that, right?”

Emily nodded.

“Sounded like two people... fucking...”

Emily nodded some more.

That’s exactly what it was.  

Two people fucking.

It was Gunnar and Emily, from the recording they made.

Gunnar put it into a song.

Emily’s body was on fire and only one person could contain it.  She put her hands to her hips, feeling her curves.  Only one person could pleasure her, only one person could handle her curves.  Her needs.  The desires that raged.

Emily looked at Ann and smiled.

“What’s wrong?” Ann asked.

“Let’s do it,” Emily said.

“Do what?”

“Let’s go on tour... with Gunnar...”
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