
        
            
                
            
        

    
PRAISE FOR KAROLYN JAMES AND THE BROTHERS OF ROCK SERIES:

 

“...this is not just a story about a guy and a girl, it's a story about a band who is as close as a family...”

 

“...the camraderie between the members of the band really gives a sense of depth to the story...”

 

“Good and enjoyable read from beginning to end. Another top notch book from this author. Worth the read. Thumbs up.”

 

“It sweet and sexy has all you need to hear read this book you can't put the book down. Love it...”

 

“I bought this because I have heard good things about Karolyn James, but I was hesitant because I have been very disappointed in the other "popular" rockstar romances.”

 

“This did NOT disappoint! Karolyn James knows music! The story was wonderful and it was filled with actual musical knowledge, which tied the whole thing together for me.”





  

A special note from Karolyn James…

 

Readers,

 

I have to dedicate this book and series to YOU. I wrote Stripped with the idea of it being a single book… maybe something else, but certainly not including Gunnar and Emily again. After releasing the book, I was bombarded with messages and letters from all social networks, readers begging for more Gunnar. It struck an idea that has now become the Rock Her Curves series. You have supported me and this is my thank you to you all… this is the last book for Gunnar and Emily, so please enjoy it. But let me just hint at this… it may not be the last time you get to read about Gunnar and Emily though.  

 

And as I always say… if you keep reading, I’ll keep writing. We honestly make the best team in the world, don’t we?

 

<3 Karolyn 






The erotic and heart wrenching finale of Gunnar and Emily's story...

 

Gunnar is back... for more shows, more access, and more Emily.

 

Down Silent is back on the road and this time it's bigger than ever. The venues are bigger, the crowds are bigger, and the shows take on a life of their own. The media frenzy around Gunnar and Down Silent is swelling.

 

Emily watches each show, amazed at how Gunnar can portray a stereotypical rockstar every night and then be his true self with her. But as the tour rolls on, she sees changes in the sexy rockstar. He looks distant and angry, and once they are betrayed by someone close to the band, Gunnar ties Ex up, to show her what it's like to be him. She must escape to be with him or end up alone. Gunnar's sexual appetite is as fierce as ever but behind his eyes, the pain is overwhelming.

 

On top of everything, he hires a curvy woman who is just like Emily... and Emily can't help but notice the way Gunnar looks at her. She is reminded that maybe her time with Gunnar is limited. After all, he is a rockstar... is it possible to fall in love with a rockstar and settle down? Or will the road never end?






1.

 

The first band playing had pulled up in a beat up van with an entourage of high school kids acting as though they were playing a football stadium.  They took the stage and  started to play.  They weren’t very good, they sound choppy, obvious they were nervous and just happy to be there.  To be fair, all the other bands equipment was on stage with them, so they had no room to actually move.  

Emily stood at the side of the stage with her arms crossed, wondering if they would ever become something worth paying to see.  It was always so easy to write off a band because there were so many.  Every kid that learned three chords on a guitar formed a band.  Every kid that listened hard enough - or just did an internet search for tablature - could learn how to play any Down Silent song and would suddenly be thrust into the halls of rockstardom, dreaming of bigger stages, bigger breasts, and even bigger habits. 

And then there were those who just loved music and wanted to speak through it.  Those smaller bands, sometimes one-piece guys with an acoustic guitar, pouring their soul out.  It usually worked but on stage meant for a big sound with a crowd wanting to slip away from reality, it was often met with the generic clap from a few people who felt bad.  It was like watching someone on a reality show embarrassing themselves because they wanted to become famous.  

It was all Emily had seen, day after day, night after night.  She walked the clubs and the small venues during the day, sometimes with Gunnar, sometimes alone, trying to absorb the atmosphere.  She swore to herself that if she was actually going to follow Down Silent on tour, she wanted to encounter it all.  

Not just Gunnar and his intense sexual appetite.  

The lead singer screamed, which sounded like an infant with a full diaper.  The guitarist threw his head around as if he had long hair when in reality his bangs ended just above his eyes.  Emily had to smile, at least these guys were in their own perfect world, thinking they were rocking it, inching closer to a deal.  And maybe they were... maybe that’s how Down Silent started.  Emily doubted it; some bands just connect.  With Gunnar’s vicious past and what little she knew about the rest of the band, it seemed only a matter of time before the guys bumped into each other and sparked what would be the wild fire of rock n’ roll and the lifestyle that followed.

The road wasn’t easy to deal with but Emily had the comfort of Ann... or Annie Crossfire as she demanded to be called.  Emily finally caved, knowing what the name meant to the woman who not that long ago was just a roommate and maybe a friend.  Annie Crossfire now got any interview she wanted, wrote about Down Silent on a regular basis, and became more and more herself.  Emily found it amazing and beautiful.  Annie lived her dream every day and every night.  Emily had been doing the same too.  She started a steamy novel based on her encounters with Gunnar and on a whim, she sent it off to her agent.  Her agent responded with an email saying it was too raunchy.  Emily pushed back and when her agent subbed it out, two publishers bid over and over and Emily’s pen name became an overnight success.  She was now under contract for two more of those raunchy novels, which Emily worked on during the late mornings and afternoons, usually as the band slept or on the days they were out doing press.  

Emily turned and pushed her way through the techs and security, backstage at the venue.  By then, she stopped learning the names of the venues they were at and sometimes she didn’t even remember the cities.  The only ones that stuck were the ones with famous landmarks.  Most of the time they were smaller cities, the kind of places Gunnar liked.  The ones Down Silent could pack tight with a crowd he could work.  It had been a miracle that Gunnar allowed the band to go on a bigger tour but he still kept everyone under strict touring rules.  

When the doors shut, the music finally became muffled enough that Emily could hear herself think.  The trio on stage seemed to be turning up their instruments with each song.  It didn’t make it sound any better, no matter what they told themselves.  They only had one more song before they’d have their friends hurry to load up their van so they could enjoy the Down Silent show.  That’s how payments worked for bands like that... you could stay for the real concert for free.  

Yet within it all, a sense of innocence existed that made Emily’s core ache a little.  She missed being innocent.  She missed fantasy.  But she didn’t miss Gunnar and she didn’t miss the life he brought.

As she walked the hallway towards the doors, Emily had the urge for a drink.  She didn’t remember when but the taste of vodka had become delicious.  She enjyed the idea of not having to worry about a damn thing.  They could drink and party whenever and wherever.  The band’s management made sure everyone stayed alive and out of jail, and made sure everyone made it to the next city.

Emily was looking for Annie.  She wanted to thank her for interviewing the local band on stage.  They weren’t a good band at all but something like Annie asking them a few questions about music and life might become a pillar moment that could change them forever.  

She knocked at the door for the opening act for Down Silent.  Emily didn’t remember the band’s name... something with Crash in it.  There were so many bands in so many different cities that the concert bill changed with the city. 

“Annie, open up,” Emily called.  “I want to talk to you.”

She heard a sound, a scuffling sound.  Emily put her ear to the door and heard Annie make a sound.  A muffled sound, like she was in pain. 

“Oh, fuck,” Emily whispered.

Everyone tried look out for each other on the road.  Sometimes other bands were crazy and sometimes people were just crazy.  When you fuck around with drugs, who knows what could happen.  Emily vaguely remembered finding some guitarist from another band hovering over Annie, kissing her chin and mouth as Annie was passed out cold.  

Emily turned the doorknob and found the door unlocked.  She pushed the door open and as she took a step, she knew she had no way of helping Annie.  No weapon.  Only her voice, which wouldn’t do much with the loud band on stage.

Inside the backstage room, she saw Annie on the couch, straddling someone.  She saw Annie’s bare back and a set of large hands filled with silver rings against her lower back, moving her.  Pushing and pulling, causing Annie to make the sounds she did.  Emily saw a pair of leather pants down at someone’s ankles, a huge silver belt buckle with an eagle on it.

“Annie Crossfire,” Emily called out.  

Annie screamed and the sex stopped.  She looked at Emily, her face flush, sweat trickling down her forehead.  

“What the fuck, Ex?” Annie screamed.

Emily just rolled her eyes now at the name Ex.  Gunnar insisted everyone call Emily that and she just went along with it.

“What are you doing?” Emily asked.

“I’m doing Ricky... he’s a guitar player...”

“Hey,” Ricky said, looking at Emily.  

Ricky had a few too many face piercings but bright blue eyes.  Annie’s weakness.  She could not contain herself with the deadly combination of guitar player and blue eyes.

“Just making sure you’re okay,” Emily said.

“I was, until you came in,” Annie said.

“Stay safe.”

Annie stuck her tongue out.  She turned a little more, letting Emily see her bare left breast.  It wasn’t too long ago that a sight like that would have made Emily feel uncomfortable.  Now it seemed this was the norm.  Sex.  Music.  Indulging.  

“I wanted to thank you for interviewing that band out there,” Emily said.  “Meant a lot to them...”

“That’s what I’m doing now,” Annie said.  

She leaned to her left, giving Emily a clear view as Annie’s body moved away from Ricky’s.  It was actually quite a sexy sight, one that Emily had to stare at.  The way their bodies connected, the sex right there in front of her face.  Of course, Emily told herself she only looked because it was research for her books... but in reality, she liked it.  She liked seeing sex like this.  It made her think of Gunnar and it made her think of things Gunnar did to her.  

Annie retrieved a pen and paper, along with a tape recorder.

“See?  I’m working.”

Annie moved back down on Ricky.  Emily saw Ricky’s legs tighten and his hands squeezed at Annie’s lower back.  He thrust up, forcing Annie to groan.

“Yeah, you’re real busy,” Emily said.

“Get the fuck out then,” Annie cried as she turned to face Ricky again.

A second later, Annie moved again, lifting and lowering herself.  Emily pondered the sight for a few seconds.  She felt her own body reacting, warm spots feeling extra tender and almost desperate.

“Just be safe,” Emily said and turned to leave the room.

“You be safe too,” Annie cried out and then ended the conversation with a growling moan.  

Emily closed the door and within a few seconds heard the wild sound of wet skin slapping together, over and over.  She had to walk away because it started to really get to her.

Then a fun idea came to Emily... she wanted to find Gunnar.  The band still had at least two hours before they were due to go on stage.  The rest of the band was probably  on the bus or with a few groupies, doing their pre-show stuff.

Emily made it to the end of the hall where turning left would take her to the largest dressing room in the venue, the one for Down Silent.  She made it all of one step before a body crashed into hers, forcing her to hit the wall.  She felt a big, strong hand take her wrists and hold them.

“Don’t fucking move,” a voice growled.
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Emily shuddered and wanted to scream as a large hand took hold of her wrists behind her back.  She froze and felt a body pressing hard against hers.  She strained her eyes to the left, wanting to see his face.  

She couldn’t.

He put his nose to her ear and took a calm breath, making Emily shiver.

“Do you want me to stop?” he asked, the voice mean and deep.

“Please, stop,” Emily whispered.

“That’s not what you want,” he said and thrust at Emily.

She felt thickness touch her backside, a thickness she couldn’t help but moan for.

“You know you want it,” he said.  “My beautiful Ex...”

Gunnar laughed and then ran his nose through Emily’s hair.

“I hate that voice,” Emily said.  

Gunnar squeezed at Emily’s wrists.  “I don’t care what you hate.  I only care about what you love... and I’m going to do something wild...  come with me.”

Gunnar took his body from Emily’s and started to move, taking Emily with him, but kept his hands on her wrists.  Emily looked at Gunnar and still felt like she could miss a few steps.  He was the most beautiful man she’d ever seen.  Each time she saw him, she swore she found another thing about him that was amazing.  Just like right then, as he walked with a purpose, his eyes forward, Emily looking at him from the side.  All his features looked chiseled, from his steel like jaw line all the way to the tip of his nose.  His eyes had that lust filled look to them, burning with sexual desire.  

Moving to the opposite end of the hall, Gunnar used his foot to kick open a door.  It led to a small set of stone steps.  It made Emily smile and think of the first time she and Gunnar met.  How he took her kind of like this and savored her.  

Gunnar released Emily’s wrists and pointed to the wall at the first landing.

“Go, now.”

“Gunnar...”

“We have a few minutes... then they’ll start bringing equipment up.”

“They?”

“I’ve made a few changes to things.  On purpose, of course.  For this moment.”

Gunnar smiled his sexually laced evil smile.  Between Emily’s legs, she was already a mess.  Thanks to Annie and her show and now thanks to Gunnar and his strong touch.

Emily walked down the three steps to the landing and turned.  From her vantage point, even with just a few steps of space and height, Gunnar looked like a monster.  A sexual thriving monster.  On stage he had the ability to command and control all the people in front of him.  Right now, his attention was to one person and that worked for Emily.  She didn’t like to share.  As she stared at Gunnar she felt like a horny teenager.  She had her favorite toy and she wasn’t going to give it up or let it slip away.  And she knew Gunnar could see that in her eyes.  He could sense it, smell it, and she was okay with that.  

“What do you think I’m going to do?” 

“I don’t know,” Emily said.  “You’re so unpredictable.”

Gunnar laughed.  “I like unpredictable.”

“Me too.”

“Tell me you don’t,” Gunnar said.  He took the first step and stood there.  

“I don’t... what?”

“Tell me you don’t want unpredictable.  Tell me you want me to leave you alone.”

Emily swallowed.  Gunnar lowered his head, his eyes moving up.  He looked evil.  Evil and sexy.  Deadly.  Venomous.  But Emily’s body loved every second of it.  She was ready everywhere for Gunnar and if he wanted her to play along and make him ready, so be it.

“Take me out of here,” Emily said.  

“Take you where?” Gunnar asked.

He didn’t take another step.  Emily hadn’t enticed him.

“Anywhere.  I don’t like it here.  Seriously, Gunnar... let’s go to the bus or to a hotel.”

“A hotel?  We have a show.  Come on, Ex...”

Emily backed up and let her back hit the wall.  She put her hands flat against the wall.  She shook my head.

“Don’t do it.  Don’t get wild.  Not right now, Gunnar, okay?”

Gunnar finally smiled.  And he took another step.  

“Are you afraid of what I might do?” he asked, his voice whispery and raspy.

“Yes.”

“You should be.  Put your arms over your head.”

“Gunnar...”

He took another step and reached to his belt.  He pulled the belt buckle and in a quick move, the belt slid off his waist.  The sound echoed and he held the belt at the connecting end, allowing the belt buckle to hit the concrete.

Emily gasped.  “What are you doing?”

“I’m going to show you fucking unpredictable,” Gunnar said.  “Just like the night I met you.  With that same face...”

Gunnar dragged the belt buckle on the concrete.  Emily heard the sound of voices below them and looked down the dark stairwell.  Things were getting serious.  Emily loved and hated Gunnar’s games sometimes.  She looked back at Gunnar, her eyes wide.  He smiled.

Everything was serious now.

Gunnar stepped towards Emily, killing the space between them.  The voices grew and then faded.

“Don’t worry,” Gunnar whispered, “we have a little time before they have to walk up here.  We better not waste anymore of it.”

Gunnar kissed Emily’s chin.  The tip of his tongue touched next and he drew a straight line up to her lips.  Emily parted her lips, wanting to taste Gunnar’s tongue but he wouldn’t allow it.  He licked Emily’s lips, once, all the way around her mouth and then pulled away.  

He moaned and rolled his eyes.  

“Fuck, Ex, I love the way you taste.”

Emily swallowed and sighed.

Gunnar came forward with his lower half, showing Emily how hard he was now.  It was twice what she felt when he had pushed her against the wall upstairs.  

“Now, I’m going to say it one last time... put your hands over your head.”

Emily slowly moved her hands up to the wall until they were over her head.  She interlocked her fingers and waited.  It was so much like the first time they met.  The memories of sex and lust came back to her in waves, making her breasts ache and fresh set of wetness spill between her legs.  

Gunnar lifted his belt and worked fast.  He began to wrap the belt around Emily’s wrists, over and over.  Gunnar pulled and twisted, making Emily cry out as he forced the belt buckle to connect to the belt.  

It worked and it was extremely tight.

“Fuck,” Emily whispered, almost whimpering.

Gunnar ran his fingers along Emily’s cheeks.

“Fuck is right,” Gunnar whispered.

He kissed Emily then, lips to lips followed by tongue to tongue.  

Emily moaned as they kissed.  An intense rage of passion crawled through her body.  In the very faint background music began.  The second band had taken the stage.  That left two more opening acts, then Down Silent.  

Fuck.  It was so hot...

Emily thought about all the fans out there in the crowd, the ones who worshipped Gunnar.  They all stood there wondering what Gunnar did while waiting to go on stage.

Gunnar ended the kissed and Emily let out a long groan that echoed.

Gunnar’s hands touched Emily’s hips and he pulled her from the wall.

“Turn around,” he whispered.

Emily listened, keeping her hands in the air.  She rested her belt tied hands against the stone wall and waited.  

“Don’t fucking look at me either,” Gunnar said.  “I’m going to show you unpredictable, Ex.  Unpredictable that’s going to make come so hard, so much...”

Emily’s lips quivered.

Gunnar could be so intense... all the time.

Gunnar pressed against Emily again.  She felt him move to his toes for a few seconds, rubbing his thickness against her.  He showed her what waited, what was in store for her.  

When he came back down to his feet, Gunnar reached around and unsnapped Emily’s jeans.  His hands moved into her pants, both hands going straight between her legs.  His fingers curled and he pulled, hard and tight, forcing Emily’s panties against her slit.  He moved his fingers, groaning at the feel of her heat and moisture.

Emily felt the wetness soaking into her panties.  

Gunnar took his hands away and Emily listened as she heard Gunnar taking deep breaths.

“Oh, Ex, you smell wonderful,” he said.

Emily bit her lip and sighed, imagining Gunnar holding his hands to his nose, smelling the sweet scent of her desire and need.  

His hands were back to her, pulling at her jeans.  She slid down her hips and legs, right to her knees.  Gunnar then ran his fingertips along the back of her legs, making Emily moan and shiver.  He could move with a patience that drove Emily wild.  It was almost orgasmic how each and every move was as though he thought about it and planned it to perfection.  When he came to the line of her panties, his fingers slipped inside.  He ran along the line of her panties and then turned his hands and moved down and around.  Emily shook with anticipation.  He touched everywhere from back to  front and when he felt her warm, moist slit, both Gunnar and Emily moaned.  

He pulled at her panties, forcing them down to match where her jeans were.

“Time to step out,” Gunnar whispered.

Emily nodded.  She barely breathed, so of course she had no ability to actually say something Gunnar.  She wiggled and worked her jeans and panties down.  She finally stepped from the right side of them.  Gunnar’s right hand grabbed at the inside of her right leg and forced her to spread her legs.

“Nice and wide,” he said.  “Trust me, you want this.”

Emily shuddered and after the sound of movement, she felt something so wild that she cried out.  She felt Gunnar’s lips against her ass.  She jumped to her toes and tried her hardest not to lose her breath.  

“You can look,” Gunnar said.

She turned her head and looked down to find Gunnar’s tongue just about to touch the small of her back.  He kissed passionately as his hands slowly moved to her hips.  He squeezed tight, bracing her and holding her in place.  

That’s when his kissing started to move down... and down... over her left ass cheek, and finally to between her legs.  The tip of his tongue sliced at the bottom of her pussy, making the rest of her body quiver.  Her hole throbbed and her clit ached.  

Gunnar turned his head and moved his tongue in one cutting move that allowed him to taste all of Emily.  When his tongue made it to her clit, she cried out again, unlocking her fingers and trying to claw at the wall.  The pressure from the belt grew worse but Emily had become accustomed to pain and pleasure mixing.  She enjoyed it too.

As Gunnar circled Emily’s clit, his lips began to tease her moist flesh.  She felt every possible movement he gave, right down to how his fingers made their way to her inner thighs and squeezed gently each time his bottom lip moved against her labia.  The pressure for Emily was instantly intense and she already knew she’d come quickly.

Gunnar closed his mouth, engulfing all of Emily’s sweet center, holding tight, suckling, and as he sucked hard enough that it started to hurt Emily, she cried for more.  Her toes curled and as she breathed against the stone wall, her own breath bounced back to her face.  Her knees buckled but that only gave Gunnar easier access to her body.  

When he opened his mouth, his tongue licked her pussy once more then moved away.  His fingers quickly took over.  The tips of his middle fingers touched her wet skin, playing and teasing, keeping her toes curled on the edge of orgasm.

“You’re going to come now,” Gunnar said.  “We have about a minute until our friends walk up here.”

“Gunnar... please...”

“I love when you beg me, Ex, I do.  Beg me some more.”

“Please...”

Gunnar’s mouth appeared back between her legs.  Emily cried and jumped.  She wasn’t begging for more of his tongue - which she ultimately didn’t mind at all - but she begged to be fucked.  To have that fulfilling release with Gunnar’s thick cock buried in her.  

He licked fast at her slit, Gunnar’s tongue darted up and down, moving with a cutting perfection.  It was like his tongue was meant to split Emily open and leave her that way.  Fully exposed.  Delicious and ready to come.  

There echoed a loud noise below them followed by the sound of a door opening.  A metal door with its hinges crying, almost matching the cries Emily gave out each time Gunnar’s tongue rounded her clit.  

Two men began talking, laughing and joking.

Emily looked over her shoulder and down at Gunnar.

“Gunnar...”

He ignored Emily and licked her one last time.  His tongue ran up her right ass cheek and back to her lower back.  His lips came together and a loud, wet kiss echoed.

Footsteps began and Emily’s body shook.  She was on the verge of coming, her orgasm so intense, she knew nothing could stop it.  But she still needed Gunnar.  Her body felt paralyzed, so vulnerable and desperate, tears almost came to her eyes.  

Gunnar was gone and as Emily blinked, trying to regain focus, she saw him touching himself.  No, unzipping his pants.  She whimpered as his hand disappeared into his pants.  A second later, Gunnar produced his cock, long and thick.  He stroked himself once and smiled.

The footsteps started to grow louder.  The two men talked, asking if each other could handle whatever it was they were carrying.  

Gunnar came at Emily, sliding himself between her legs.  The top of his shaft rested hard against her delicate slit, torturing her with its defining presence.  He kissed Emily once on the lips and flicked his tongue at her, giving her a chance to taste her own body.  He then reached up and pulled at the belt, snapping it unloose, and quickly began to free Emily from the leather cuffs he had made.  The belt fell to the floor as the two men started to take the turn towards the landing where Gunnar and Emily were.

Emily put her hands flat to wall and thrust back.  There was no stopping her body or her needs.  Gunnar reached down and took his cock, positioning the fat tip to her small hole.  With a hard thrust, he forced Emily open and she accepted him.  He lingered for a second and then came at her with all his force, driving himself deep into her already tender body.

The orgasm was instant, her body convulsing, tightening, and pulling on Gunnar.  He held tight, his body to hers as the men became visible.

“Whoa, hey there,” one of the guys said.

Emily saw them carrying a big speaker.

“Got enough room?” Gunnar asked.

He was so casual.  

Emily closed her eyes and bit her lip.  Her body couldn’t stop itself now.  She started to come and Gunnar was deep in her, reaching parts of her core that she didn’t know she had.

“Yeah, we got it,” the man said.  “Everything good?”

“Sure,” Gunnar said.  “Ex and I are taking a breather.”

Emily could imagine how the scene looked but she didn’t care.  She didn’t have the time or opportunity to care.  The orgasm was so intense, she lost her breath for a few seconds.  Her knees tried to buckle again but Gunnar’s strength kept her in the same spot.  There was no relief and that was just fine.  The pressure was like nothing she ever experienced in her life.

The two men made it around them with no problem and walked up the steps to the other door.  They managed to get through and the second the door clicked shut, Emily found her breath, and her voice, and let out a long cry.

Gunnar touched her hair and reached around to her bare mound with his other hand, the very tips of his fingers playing with her hood and clit.

“Oh, that was wild,” he whispered.

He laughed and then pulled back, taking himself out of her.  Emily moaned and Gunnar thrust forward again.  He started to fuck Emily, making her realize that Gunnar didn’t come yet.  She pushed hard against the wall with her hands and began to thrust back at him, wanting to feel it.  Gunnar finally put both hands to her hips and lifted Emily to her toes.  With one last hard thrust, he entered her and climaxed.

The warm release poured into Emily’s body, bringing on another orgasm.  This one much milder in comparison to what happened a minute ago but it still felt amazing.  Breathtaking.  Perfect.

“And that,” Gunnar whispered as he pulled his cock from Emily, “Ex, is how wild can become unpredictable...”

Gunnar kissed Emily’s cheek and backed away.

He retrieved his belt and walked up the steps, leaving Emily in the midst of an orgasmic mess.  There was heat and wetness everywhere... her knees finally gave out and this time she had to fall.  There she gasped for air and let out another moan, then began to laugh.

Being on tour with Down Silent was perhaps the greatest decision of her life.
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Emily sat at the corner section of the bar, a section made available to her, Annie, and a few of the Down Silent crew.  It kept them from being pestered even though a few of the stupid and drunk thought they could out master anything.

The section was not marked off or taped off, but it was well known who sat there.  

Emily ordered a vodka and realized then that not only had her favorite drink become straight vodka, she now started leaving out the ice.  She used to have something else in the drink - orange juice, cranberry juice, something of the like - but they faded with each passing night.  Then Cliff, guitarist for Down Silent, told her to just pack it with lots of ice and drink it that way.  Tastes great and keeps it cold.  Of course, Cliff did this trick with much stronger drinks, on top of his favorite substance... a little white powder to speed things up, as he liked to put it.

But now Emily stared into a glass of clear vodka.  It had the allure of water but the smell of something much more potent.  She raised her glass to nobody and drank as much as she could in one drink.  It got easier with each night and the feeling inside her only felt better with the more she drank.  Win-win for sure.

Annie appeared.  She took a seat next to Emily, elbowing her on purpose, then ordered a beer.

“How was your fuck?” Emily asked.

“How was yours?” Annie asked right back.

“What are you talking about?”

“Please... I could hear you from a mile away... not to mention the two roadies talking about Gunnar plowing some hot chick in the stairwell...”

“They said I was hot?” Emily winked.

“Oh, stop it,” Annie teased and sipped her beer.

Emily looked down at herself, not able to see much of anything.  The venue was mostly dark, minus the dim lighting at the bar and the lights on the stage.  By the fourth band, the lights moved with the music.  Nothing like how it was when Down Silent took the stage but it showed the crowd that the best was being saved for last.  

As Emily touched her legs, she thought of Gunnar’s big, strong hands on her body.  Touching her.  Licking her.  It still didn’t make much sense to Emily.  She did not understand what Gunnar saw in her.  Her curves felt endless, some days bigger than others, but each time Gunnar touched her, it was really the only time she didn’t feel weird about her bigger than average size.  It did, however, feel more relevant sitting next to Annie Crossfire, who wore a super short skirt and a low cut shirt, showing off what breasts she had.  

Gunnar swore nothing compared to Emily’s body, but Emily didn’t believe it when he wasn’t around.  

“Hey sweetie, turn around...”

Emily glanced over her shoulder and a thick man stood behind her.  He wore a black hat backwards and held a bottle of beer in his hand.  He had a smug look on his face, one that suggested he believed he was better than the rest of the world.  

“Can I help you?” Emily asked.

Annie turned her head too.

“Not interested in you,” the man said and nodded to Annie.

“Good,” Annie said.  “I have no time for wanna be fuckhead jocks at a rock concert.”

“Feisty,” the man said.  “I like it... but I like the thicker ones better.  Less fight, more fun.”

“Fuck you,” Annie said.

“Seriously,” Emily said.

She turned back around, swearing to herself she wouldn’t let it bother her.  She reached for her glass of vodka when she felt the guy tap her shoulder again.

“Come on, sweetie, don’t be a bitch in front of your friend.”

Emily turned and swung her hand.  She hit the beer bottle out of his hand.  It hit him in the chin and then fell to the floor.

“You fu...”

He didn’t get another word out before one of Gunnar’s personal bodyguards threw a heavy right fist, connecting with the guy’s face.  He spun and fell to the ground, out cold.

“You okay, Ex?” the burly man asked.

“I’m fine,” Emily said.  “Might want to get here sooner.”

“I’m sorry.”  The bodyguard turned and faced the small crowd that had gathered.  “You all saw him hit this pretty woman, right?”

The crowd all murmured, nodding.

“I can’t fucking hear you!” the bodyguard bellowed.  He flexed his massive arms and shoulders, throwing daggers from his eyes.

The crowd all spoke up, screaming.

“Good,” the bodyguard said.  “Now I’m going to drag his sorry ass out of here to get some help.”

Emily and Annie watched the bodyguard reach down and lift the knocked out man.  He threw him over his shoulder and pushed through the crowd.  

“Forgot your hat!” Annie yelled, pointing to the black cap on the floor.

“Good for him,” Emily whispered.

She finally took a drink of her vodka, a big gulp that surprisingly emptied the glass.  It certainly seemed really easy anymore to polish off the glasses of vodka.

The band on stage stopped, thanked the crowd, and asked if everyone was ready for Down Silent.  Everyone erupted in a wild frenzy of cheers and screams.  As Emily turned, she saw what she called the surge.  

The entire crowd surged forward, everyone wanting to be the lucky few to get to the gate and hold on for dear life.  They all wanted to be as close to Gunnar and Down Silent as possible.  Those who weren’t smart enough to stand with their legs slightly parted, muscles tight, and a firm grip somewhere on the gate would be pushed off it.  Then they’d be lost in the sea of people.  It wasn’t first come first serve at that point... it was survival of the fittest.

All to get close to Gunnar.

The crowd pushed left, then right.  Forward and back.  Some people laughed and enjoyed the game, standing where they were, stepping when forced.  Others just hoped they didn’t fall and get trampled or get shifted to the back of the crowd.  

The surge only lasted a minute or so, right until the music on the radio picked up sound and the crew took to the stage to start preparing Down Silent’s instruments and stage setup.  The normal wait time was about twenty minutes.  That gave time for the techs to check all the instruments but it also gave time for the band to get ready.  Emily had stood backstage plenty of times, watching each band member prepare as they needed.    Gunnar usually stared into a mirror, not blinking.  When Emily asked what he was doing he said he was absorbing the feel of people waiting.

The lights finally went off, along with the radio.

The crowd cheered and even though Emily couldn’t see it, she knew the surge was happening again.  

Annie put a hand to Emily’s wrist and squeezed.

Even on the road, show after show, Emily had to agree with Annie... there was nothing like seeing Gunnar and Down Silent live on stage.
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Gunnar stood at the mic for the first two songs, not moving, not addressing the crowd.  Each night was a new show.  Gunnar never prepared an exact set.  He played to the venue.  To his emotions.  To the life happening around him.  Some nights he moved corner to corner on the stage.  Some nights he climbed the drums and jumped.  Some nights he spent most of the show down near the crowd.

Tonight, he just sang.

He was like a statue.

His eyes were beautiful, even at the distance.  Their crisp color and power.  But his eyes didn’t move.  

At first Emily worried.  She thought something had happened backstage.  She started to get mad at herself, wishing she had been backstage to help Gunnar.  He lived a torn life.  Torn between his image of a rockstar and his existence as man.  

“He’s really good tonight,” Annie cried into Emily’s ear.

Emily looked at Annie.  “You think?”

“Yes!  He’s living the lyrics...”

Emily looked back to Gunnar on stage.  It made perfect sense now.  By not moving, by not addressing the crowd, it forced everyone to focus on the sound.  The rest of the band stood in place too, the music becoming something greater.  It filled the space on stage and in the venue where Gunnar would be taking over.  The lyrics became clear and the message of the song attacked Emily.  She’d heard every Down Silent song and normally night after night the band played the same set list... but this was different.  This was something spectacular.

When the song ended, Gunnar lowered his head and the lights went off.  

The crowd cheered, everyone wanted more.  

A vibe soared through the venue.  They connected with the fans more than Emily had ever experienced before.  

Gunnar even had her hooked.

It made her think of the stairwell.  How he’d taken to a place similar to where their intense relationship had started.  All to show her he could still be unpredictable.  All to show her that he could still pleasure her.  All to show her that her curves were something to be cherished, even if Emily didn’t believe it.

Gunnar exhaled into the microphone and the crowd started to silence itself.  He then spoke, but not to the crowd.  He spoke lyrics.  The opening verse to the next song.  Emily caught her lips moving and she felt her heart racing, wondering what Gunnar would do next.  When he stopped, the crowd cheered but not with the same intensity they usually had.  Gunnar started over, this time singing... and the band joined him.  Everything was still in the dark.  

Slowly, the song built, gaining sound and speed with Gunnar’s big voice leading the way.  The drums played with the kick drum, keeping the beat as it got louder.  Then came a double kick... some snare... guitar feedback from the left... and Gunnar took deep breath, ending it all.  

The silence in the venue was amazing.

All the people waiting... waiting...
waiting...

And then all at once, the lights came on, the song moved into the first chorus, and the show continued.  Emily had never seen something so powerful before in her life.  The song raged on, in its normal tempo, the crowd jumping and singing along, Gunnar’s eyes now on the crowd, finally addressing them.  

He casually worked into an incredible show by keeping his focus on singing and making sure each and every person understood and felt the lyrics he sang to them.  Through the fast, hard rock songs all the way to the acoustic ballads, Gunnar hung onto every word he sang which made the crowd do the same.  

Emily found it amazing how they all listened to him... when he wanted their hands in the air, they did it.  When he wanted them to jump, they did.  When he wanted them to sing, they sang.  When he commanded silence, he got it.

The only indication of how much time had moved on was the sweat forming and running along Gunnar’s face, pouring from his hair.  When he lifted his shirt to wipe his face, his muscles were ripped and rigid, giving all the women in the crowd a chance to see something they’d fantasize about but Emily would taste.  

“This is one of the best on the tour,” Annie said leaning against Emily.

Emily nodded.

“I’m writing this one down.  Sending it in.”

“Do me a favor,” Emily said.

“Anything.”

“Let me read it first...”

Annie smiled.

Emily knew Annie loved it when her writing got attention, no matter how big of a stage it came with.  After getting the exclusive interview with Gunnar, Annie was now paid to follow Down Silent, write about them as much as she could, and meet and discover new and upcoming acts.  It really was Annie’s dream job and she got to live it.  She also got to have her own personal indulgences.

Gunnar approached the mic and ran a hand through his hair.  He looked at Emily and smiled, Emily’s body went wild.  He had a hold on her that stretched for miles and years.

“Okay, now it’s time for a little fun,” Gunnar announced.  “Apparently some time ago I got a little excited about a beautiful woman at one of our shows...”

The crowd already started to swell, this time led by the women.  They all heard the rumors and now they were going to fight to live in a fantasy.

Emily’s nerves pinched.  She hated this part of the show.  

Annie loved it.

“I’m in the mood for something beyond rock n’ roll,” Gunnar said.  “For something created by the power of music.  The gateway to our hearts and souls... to expose us... to bring us so close... yes, close.”

Gunnar put his hands out.  Hands went up, people pushed forward.  Emily even noticed a few men were pushing too.  It amazed her to think that boyfriends or husbands would be willing to do anything to have their significant other be taken backstage to be with Gunnar.  

The power of music and celebrity.

“Does anyone want to have a little fun with Down Silent?” Gunnar asked.

The response was obvious.  The rest of Down Silent started to play the next song, a sexually laced riff that was choppy but with a walking bass line and a perfect drumbeat, it had all of the allure of sex.  In fact it was the same song that on the Down Silent album, fans could hear Gunnar having sex with Emily.  

Gunnar swayed his hips and lost himself in the song.  As he sang, he pointed throughout the crowd, waiting to choose the right woman.  The meaning of the lyrics and the aura of rock n’ roll had quickly shifted to the necessity of lust.  Women looked ready to kill for a chance to touch Gunnar.  

During the chorus, Gunnar threw his head back and sang with passion.  He did the move on purpose to force all attention to his body and between his legs.  

It wasn’t until the guitar solo did Gunnar finally make his decision.  

Emily caught herself sliding from her barstool, trying to following Gunnar’s pointing finger.  He made circles with his finger and one of his monster bodyguards cut into the crowd and found the lucky woman.  She was short, blonde hair, small tank top, and a big chest.  She had Annie’s body and Emily’s breasts.  As much as Emily didn’t want to feel it, jealousy ran through her veins like a thick poison.  

The bodyguard led the woman from the crowd and down along the side of the stage to the backstage area.  

Emily knew that feeling of being led away.  Then standing in a room that was empty, hearing the music, wondering how long everything would take.

“Another winner,” Annie said.

Down Silent finished the song and Emily turned around at the bar, tending to her drink.

“Doesn’t it get to you?” Annie asked.

“Get to me?  No.  Why?”

“Gunnar is yours... you’re a Gunnar girl, right?”

“Every woman in this audience is a Gunnar girl.  I’m just maybe the luckiest one.  For now.”

“What do you mean for now?” Annie asked.

“Tours don’t last forever.  Neither do feelings.  Do you plan on spending your entire life with Down Silent?”

“As long as it pays the bills... and as long as Gunnar keeps these shows crazy... I’ll be there.”

Emily nodded.  Emily knew she’d be there too... as long as Gunnar wanted her.

Down Silent moved into their next song, which would be the last before a four song encore that would get the music louder, faster, and the entire crowd moving.  When the show finally ended and Down Silent left, the ringing in Emily’s ears was so intense, she swore she could still hear the songs being played.

The crowd made its way out of the venue but Emily and Annie didn’t.  They remained at the bar, waiting for another set of drinks.  Annie had a notebook and pen out, scribbling ideas and sentences.  Emily just stared ahead at nothing, thinking and wondering how everything backstage was going.  She knew she had another few minutes before she could go back and find Gunnar.  

Until then, it was wait... and drink.

“Have your story?” Emily asked.

“Yeah.  I have an angle.  A good one.  But we need to go back there... really soon.”

“Couple minutes,” Emily said.

“Come on, Em, doesn’t it eat you up?”

Emily smiled.  She looked at Annie, feeling a little guilty.  So much had been built around lies with Annie that it sometimes left Emily feeling empty.  But she had the comfort of her writing, and Gunnar.  Always Gunnar.  Always.

“It is what it is,” Emily said.  “This is the lifestyle.  There are no rings on my finger and I never asked for any.  Gunnar is intense.  And you should talk... were you recording yourself with that guitar player before?”

Annie giggled.  “No.  The interview sort of got boring.  Typical bullshit of how music changed his life.  So I figured I might as well get something out of it.”

“And you did.”

“Oh, I did.”

Emily shook her head, smiling.  What a change in life.  It wasn’t that long ago she’d be in front of a computer, typing a romance book.  Now she sat a bar, feeling warm and good, thinking about Gunnar and her next steamy book.  

“Okay, let’s go,” Emily said.  “Let’s go bust in and see what’s happening.”

“Yes, thank you,” Annie said.  “I want to see what happens backstage...”

Emily stood and took Annie’s hand.  

These were the moments when illusion and reality collided.  It didn’t bother Emily so much, just as long as she could still pick out the difference.
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Emily guided Annie through the almost quiet halls of the venue.  It was eeire that not so long ago there was music bouncing off the walls, roadies and techs charged up and down the halls, making sure every wire and cord functioned, every guitar had been properly tuned, and that the sound system made sure that Gunnar and Down Silent sounded the absolute best they could possibly sound.

Now, the crew had to get all the equipment packed up and ready for the next show in the next city.  Emily stopped asking about the next show a while back because it became almost too intense to bear. 

At the band’s dressing room, Emily stood for a second and then looked at Annie.

“Be cool,” she said, “and don’t linger.  Look around and get out.  Go write your article.”

“Swear on it,” Annie said as her eyes shined with excitement.

Emily opened the door and stepped in.  It didn’t surprise Emily that the room only contained two people but it caught Annie off guard.  Emily had to smile... now Annie knew how she felt when she walked in on Annie straddling some guitar player.

The lucky chosen woman wasn’t straddling Gunnar and Gunnar wasn’t fucking the lucky woman.  He did however have her sitting on a table, his hands on the table, his body very close to hers.  Her eyes were beautiful and blue, captivated by Gunnar’s words and presence.  

At first it used to bother Emily.  It would pinch at her nerves so hard she would actually feel pain everywhere.  Her stomach.  Her heart.  Her head.

The vodka helped, as always, since she’d learn to embrace the illusion of the lifestyle Gunnar needed to show.  Emily knew the truth about Gunnar.  The pain he suffered, how his mother left him to die in a burning house.  And now he didn’t want people to see him in pain.  Except Emily.

The woman put her arms around Gunnar and pulled him.  She put her head back, wanting Gunnar to smell her, to flicker his tongue at her chest.  Anything for that touch.  

Gunnar got close, close enough that Emily took a step, envisioning herself attacking the woman and trashing the dressing room.  But at the last second, Gunnar moved away and reached for a bottle of whiskey.  He held it up and made a tsk-tsk-tsk sound over and over.

“Look at us,” he said, “so irresponsible.  What would the band think if they saw us leaving a bottle so full?”

There wasn’t much whiskey in the bottle but Emily judged the lucky woman’s size and knew that the amount of whiskey in the bottle would definitely knock her back a few steps.  It would keep her stumbling, guessing, and enjoying whatever night her mind wanted her to believe she was going to have.  

Gunnar put the bottle to his lips and tilted his head back.  He stopped just before the amber liquid touched his mouth.  He opened his mouth and lowered his head, letting his tongue circle the rim of the bottle.

“You drink,” Gunnar whispered.  “I want you feeling free.  Open.  Exposed...”

“Okay,” the lucky woman said.

She began to drink and Emily nodded in appreciation of the woman’s appetite for whiskey.  She took a drink big enough to get Emily drunk, which was exactly what Gunnar wanted.  The woman needed to be drunk.

Emily took a step and the woman drank from the bottle again.  In the matter of a few seconds, there remained one last sip in the bottle.  Gunnar took the bottle and finished it off for himself.  He gave the bottle back to the woman, placed his hands to her lower back, and pulled.  The second the woman’s feet touched the floor, she looked ready to topple.  Gunnar helped her and then stepped behind her, his hands at her hips.

That’s when Gunnar made eye contact with Emily.  The look was all she needed to know that soon enough Gunnar’s hands would be on Emily’s body, where they belonged.  

“Slam the bottle down,” Gunnar said.  “Break it.  It’s fun.”

The woman giggled and swayed.  She wound up and threw the whiskey bottle to the floor.  It hit and broke into chunks of glass.

“Perfect!” Gunnar cried out and laughed.

Emily heard the sound of voices and opened the door just in time for the rest of Down Silent to walk into the dressing room.  The lucky woman instantly went into shock, realizing just how lucky and perfect her night had become.  She now had the entire band.

Cliff took over and wrapped his arm around the lucky woman and pulled her close.

“Look at this one,” Cliff said.  “She’s a keeper.”

The lucky woman laughed as her eyes scanned the room.  The overwhelming feeling of sex, drugs, and music all coming to her at once.  Cliff offered the lucky woman a little white pill which she had no problem taking.

“There’s much more fun on the bus,” Cliff said.  “Let’s get out of here...”

The lucky woman agreed and had an arm around Cliff and another around Gunnar.

Emily turned to Annie as the band left the dressing room and said, “That’s the night.”

“Holy fuck,” Annie whispered.  “I get it... oh, I get it.”

“Get what?”

“The whole thing.  The allure.  The need.  The thickness of the aura in this room.  Gunnar is so intense and then the band... what woman wouldn’t go on that bus.  She’s going to get the entire band.  In one night.”

Emily smiled.  “You should have bought a ticket and stood in the crowd.”

“I can’t believe it doesn’t get to you.”

“It’s the life,” Emily said.  “Now go write your article.”

Annie hugged Emily and left.  Emily watched Annie walking and then jogging, down the hall, back to the front of the venue.  She’d rush back to her hotel room and write.  

Perfect.

Emily took two steps from the dressing room and Gunnar appeared from her left side, one of his big strong hands slipping into hers.

“There she is,” Gunnar whispered as he kissed Emily’s ear.

“You have me nervous.  I thought...”

“Nothing,” Gunnar said.  “I can’t survive without your body, Ex.  Your desire, your passion, and your innocence.”

“I’m still innocent to you?”

“When I look in your eyes, Ex, it’s there.”  Gunnar ran the tip of his tongue along Emily’s ear.  “And I’m going to keep tasting and savoring you until I get it all.”
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While the rest of the band was on the bus, enjoying the company of the lucky woman plucked from the crowd, Gunnar had his security team make sure the elevators and halls of the hotel were clear for his arrival.  Seated in the backseat, Gunnar had a hand on Emily’s leg but he stared out the window.  Emily picked up that Gunnar’s mind moved at a mile a minute.  She knew better than to ask or pry at him.  She’d find out anything he wanted her to know in time.  

That’s just how it was.

The black car parked out back and the driver opened the door, letting Emily out first.  Gunnar came second, donning a hooded sweatshirt and his signature pair of black aviators.  They made it no more than three steps before shrieks echoed in the back parking lot.

“I see him!” a woman’s voice cried.  “I fucking see him!”

“We love you Gunnar!” another voice added.

Emily reached for Gunnar’s hand and found it already in a fist.  Gunnar needed his seclusion and he preferred the music to speak for itself.  What happened backstage and what happened on a tour bus were different than the privacy of a hotel room or his personal life.

Gunnar looked at the security guard next to him and said, “You’re going to be fired tomorrow.  This place isn’t cleared.”

Emily held Gunnar’s fist and pulled, wanting him to know she was there and not going anywhere. 

More people started to gather and they had to rush to the back of the hotel.  Once inside, Emily felt like she was part of a super secret operation.  The bodyguards talked to each other with deep voices and hand signals, moving Gunnar and Emily up the steps, landing by landing, pausing and keeping communication clear and thorough.  

Once they were able to go through one of the doors, almost at the top of the hotel, Emily felt tired and annoyed.  She wished they could have walked through the front doors.  Maybe hand in hand.  Maybe a happy couple going to their room for the evening.  She looked at Gunnar from the side.  The hood blocked most of his face and the aviators blocked his eyes.  

Was this a way to live?

Emily’s question sort of became answered when Gunnar opened the door to their hotel room.  Another magnificent room, greater than the size of the apartment Emily still paid rent for thousands of miles away.  The fridge fully stocked.  A bar fully stocked.  Everything available at the press of a button the phone.  

“We’re good here,” Gunnar said and allowed the door to shut.  “The entire floor is ours.  The guys will be back soon enough to crash and the buses will move.”

Emily nodded.  She knew the routine.  The buses left, giving the illusion that band had left town.  

“Wild fans, huh?” Emily whispered.

“Only the best,” Gunnar replied.

“Do they scare you ever?”

Gunnar paused as he stood near one of the windows in the hotel room.  He considered the question and smiled.

“No.  They don’t scare me.  It’s the passion surging through their body.  They want the existence beyond the stage.”

“And it’s not there?” Emily asked.

Gunnar smiled.  He put his hood down and took his sunglasses off.  He tucked them over the zipper of his hoodie and motioned for Emily to come to him.  She walked to Gunnar and he positioned her in front of the window.  

“It’s there,” Gunnar whispered.  “The passion, the existence of it all is our lives.  We live it and breathe it.  When the fans go beyond the moment and it becomes an obsession, that’s what scares me.”

“Obsession?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m obsessed with you, Ex, and I know what it does to me.”

Emily closed her eyes and moaned.  Her toes curled in her shoes and when she moved, she felt Gunnar’s body right against her.  He was already getting hard.  That’s all it took for him.  It amazed Emily and in the beginning she wondered if it was just his reaction to being near a woman.  The rockstar who wanted to fuck anything with a pulse.  But Emily quickly saw as each time Gunnar chose a woman out of the crowd, he never got too close and never got turned on.  And Gunnar was big enough that when he was hard, it couldn’t be hidden.

“Out there, what do you see?” Gunnar asked.

“I don’t know,” Emily replied.  The vodka still in her blood made her feel honest, not that she had any reason to lie to Gunnar.  “I see a city.  A town.  A place.  Somewhere different than yesterday and somewhere different than the day before that.  And you do all of it for the love of music.”

“For the need of music,” Gunnar said.  “Music can heal.”

“Does it heal you?” Emily asked.

“Nothing heals me,” Gunnar said.  “I am an open wound, a scar that won’t form, and a pain that won’t subside.  Now back to the window, Ex.  Beyond the lights and town, can you see the silhouette up there?”

Emily squinted and barely made out the extreme black something in the distance.  She nodded.

“That’s the highest point here.  You can overlook and see across the city and state.   It’s quite like being on top of the world.”

“Don’t you already feel that on stage?” Emily asked.

She smiled, knowing how much something like that meant to a man like Gunnar.

“Of course,” Gunnar said.  “But I’m talking for you.  To claim all your innocence.  I’m going to take you up there and fuck you, Ex.  On top of the world.”

Gunnar’s hands moved to Emily’s hips.  He pulled at her, making sure she was tight to his body.  Emily moaned and Gunnar moved her hair out of the way.  He nibbled at the back of her neck and groaned.

“I want to test you,” Gunnar said.  “To show you what it’s like to be me.”

Emily nodded.  She wanted the feeling too.  To be high above the world, overlooking everything.  With Gunnar.  His hands.  His body.

“Do you think this is all too much?  That I’m losing... the hold?”

“The hold?” Emily asked.

“The hold on the crowd.  The crowds are growing each show now,” Gunnar said.  “It’s not just about selling out venues or selling tickets.  It’s the experience.”

“Trust me,” Emily said, “not a single person left that concert tonight without an experience.”

“But what about me?”

“You didn’t experience anything?”

“I experienced a show,” Gunnar said.  “But did I experience an experience?”

“Have you been taking Cliff’s magic pills...?”

Gunnar had his left hand around Emily’s stomach and his other at her chest, his fingers digging at her neck.  Emily tensed and felt Gunnar’s body instantly change.

“I grew up in a world of that shit,” Gunnar said.  “That’s no reality to live in.  Reality is about feeling, not hiding it.  Not masking it.  Isn’t that right?”

“Yes,” Emily said.

“How can you say Yes...?  You don’t know what I’ve been through.”

Emily shifted and managed to turn around.  “But I know what I’ve been through.  I sit there, night after night, watching thousands upon thousands of people push each other for an inch of space to get closer to you.  Your power... your command... it is mind blowing.”

Gunnar blinked but his face didn’t change.  

“Look at you,” Emily whispered.  She touched Gunnar’s face.  “An artist deep in his own pain.”

“It’s my life,” Gunnar said.  “Looking out at a thousand people, I can hold them.  Have them.  But ten thousand?  Fifteen thousand?  I can’t see their eyes, Ex.”

“But they can see yours,” Emily said.  “And they hear you.”

Gunnar touched Emily’s shoulders and slowly made his way down to her wrists.  He squeezed for a few seconds, bringing enough annoyance to Emily that she moaned.  

“I want you to understand that feeling,” Gunnar said.

“What feeling?  Power?”

“No.  Hell.  Helplessness.  The heat licking at your skin, the seconds wasting... no, burning.  Literally burning in front of your face.”

“I’m sorry about your past,” Emily said.

“It defines me.”  Gunnar hesitated a few seconds and then swallowed.  “I’m going for a walk.  Security will see that I make it just fine.”

“Where?” Emily asked, already feeling anxious to imagine Gunnar leaving.

“I want to go across the hall to the balcony.  I want to see the street and see what’s there.”

“I’m sure there’s a lot of fans.”

“I need them right now,” Gunnar said.

He kissed Emily’s forehead and stormed from the room.  The first few seconds alone, Emily felt like she was floating.  She’d never met someone with the temperament and attitude of a pissed off animal.  Always ready to strike yet always ready to love.  

Emily heard her cell phone vibrate in her bag on the floor where she dropped it.  She found the phone and it was a message from Annie.

Email.  Read about G.

Annie wasted no time writing, which Emily didn’t mind.  It would at least take her mind off Gunnar for a little bit.  Emily used her phone to navigate her email.  She waited impatiently for the connection to refresh and when the email popped up, she took a seat and read.

Another night, another city.  You would think traveling this way would weigh on someone.  I know those around me feel it.  The road.  The venues.  The fans pack the place, shoulder to shoulder, acting like a calm before the storm.  Through the local bar bands looking for that one shot to say they opened for a band as big as Down Silent the crowd remains loyal to what’s waiting.  There’s no room.  There’s never any room.  The last opening act finishes their final song, a well tuned song that could easily work its way into a radio station rotation.  They hit that last chord and then offer the crowd a teaser... is everyone ready for Down Silent?  Of course the response is equivalent to a bomb going off in the venue.  The screams, the cheers, the aura multiplying by the second.  That’s when something amazing happens.  The crowd starts to move.  The crowds starts to swell.  Sure, I’ve seen it before, but tonight, at this vantage point, next to the floor, at the bar, it’s beautiful.  The sea of people create a wave, a push forward, left, right, and even back.  Everyone wants that extra step, that chance to find an opening to get closer to the stage.  To get closer to the sound... and closer to him.  To the man who controls it all, Gunnar.  Everything is getting louder and louder, the passion from the fans radiates around the venue.  We’re in bigger places now so it takes more to fill up.  But it quickly fills up.  From the worst possible seat to the person with their arms over the gate, holding on tight, knowing that each second is another second closer to seeing Gunnar.  To being so close to the band, to the music, to everything...

Emily stopped reading and smiled.  That’s basically how it all went.  Emily got to witness it night after night.  Some nights people would fight over a spot on the floor.  These were usually tough guys, shoulder bumping to defend their girlfriends or trying to be the alpha male in the crowd.  None of it mattered when Gunnar took the stage.  He was the ultimate alpha male, in control of every person.

The rest of article talked about the show and of course touched on the pick a woman antics that had become so popular.  Annie spared no detail of how Gunnar did it, the woman he chose, and then she mentioned how for the first time, she was able to go backstage and actually see how the rest of the night began.  It bothered Emily to see Gunnar painted as some horny rockstar.  As some kind of asshole guy looking to snort a line of coke and fuck the first woman in sight.  Emily knew it was part of the life and part of the image that Gunnar had (an image that Emily helped to keep alive) but the more she toured with Down Silent the more she saw the way Gunnar’s face  seemed to grow tired of it all.

Emily grabbed her cell phone and sent Annie a text.

Annie... I love the beginning.  Why mention the backstage stuff?

Emily knew she risked a fight but she didn’t care.  She grabbed her bag and went into the extra large bedroom and found that just as Gunnar had told her, her bags were waiting on the bed.  The bedroom had a long thick desk and Emily wasted no time setting up shop.  She opened her laptop which opened her latest manuscript... a story about a new neighbor that was erotic and intense.

That’s what her agent wanted now.  

Erotic and intense.

The opposite of what she used to write.  The contract for her contemporary romance novels was still in place, but she had a much stricter deadline for the new steamy books.  

Emily started where she left off.  

The woman standing in her bedroom window, looking next door.  Wearing a silky robe and nothing under it.  The description of her breasts and nipples.  How the silk touched her nipples and made her shiver.  The sexy, dominating neighbor finally appearing in his window... 

That’s where Emily had purposely stopped taking notes.  She wanted to pick up with a hot scene.  In her mind she could picture it all.  The sexy neighbor forcing the woman to strip, touch herself, and sexually torture her without his physical touch.  

Emily’s phone vibrated.

People want it all.  They want to know every detail of Gunnar.

Emily rolled her eyes.  Her fingers skipped the keyboard on the laptop and went to the keyboard on the cell phone.

I get it.  But isn’t this supposed to be about the music?

Emily remembered a time not so long ago when Annie Crossfire only cared about music.  She loved to meet bands, she loved to indulge with the bands, but she loved to get in the mix of the music.  Her job was to follow Down Silent and talk about the tour... but the more it went on, the more it became almost like a journal on everything Gunnar did.

As Emily started to type, her cell phone went off again.

Just doing my job.  People love ‘dirt’

Emily felt her lip curl.  She read the text aloud.

“People love ‘dirt’?” 

Emily shook her head and put her phone down, setting her attention back to her manuscript.  Annie’s dream had been to follow a band, but the more Emily thought about it, Annie seemed more of a paparazzi than someone interested in capturing the rock n’ roll essence of playing shows and writing music.  It wasn’t just about the partying, the drugs, the women.  It was about what Down Silent meant and what they created for the world to enjoy.

Or at least that’s how Emily saw it.

She told herself she would talk with Gunnar and maybe something could be done.  Maybe Annie would be given certain access.  Emily hadn’t really had much of a chance to meet the band’s management team and she never had an interest in it.  The only time she had met their manager he pointed a fat finger at her and told her not to steal a fucking thing.

Fair enough.

Emily typed her manuscript, the words flowing rapidly, but they quickly started to dam up.  She pictured herself as the woman, standing at a window with a stranger watching her silky robe falling down her shoulders.  She painted the sexy neighbor the best she could as an individual man but no matter what she did, the man always came out as Gunnar.  And it wasn’t just in this book, but all her new steamy books.  The men had the sex appeal of Gunnar.  Even down to their features... they always had these eyes that made it hard for Emily to write about because thinking and writing about Gunnar turned her on.

She managed a few pages and called it night.

Or, according to the clock on the nightstand, morning.  

Midnight came and went and Gunnar was still missing.  Emily learned not to worry about Gunnar.  He worked without a sense of time.  He could sleep an hour and feel refreshed.  He could sleep a day and feel like death.  Anyone near Gunnar just had to go with everything.  It was the only way to survive the fierce, deep man.  

When Gunnar opened the door, Emily rushed from the bedroom and saw him standing with a stone face.

“Come with me,” he said.

“Right now?  Is it... safe?”

“It’s never safe, Ex.  We’re never safe.  We’re victims of the world and of ourselves.  Now... come with me.”

Emily couldn’t argue when Gunnar lifted his sunglasses, showing his eyes.  It was always the eyes... always.
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Emily walked next to Gunnar with security surrounding them.  She had no idea what Gunnar had planned or why.  They walked to the elevator, giving Emily a little relief.  She didn’t want to have to deal with the operation of getting Gunnar down sets of steps.  The elevator was clear and when the doors opened on the first floor, Emily’s eyes went wide as she looked towards the front of the hotel.

“Gunnar...”

Gunnar slipped a hand to Emily’s hip and pulled her tight against him.  

Security walked first, making sure the lobby was clear.  

At the doors, Gunnar called for security to stop and break apart.  They listened, even though the looks on their faces suggested it perhaps wasn’t the best idea in the world.  

Gunnar held the door and ushered Emily outside.  They were together yet alone.  A black car waited against the curb and Emily took the natural route, walking towards the back of the vehicle.  Gunnar stopped her and opened the passenger door.  She looked at him but didn’t say a word as she climbed into the vehicle.  She watched Gunnar walk around the front and get into the driver’s seat.

“What are we doing?” Emily asked.

“We’re living a little,” Gunnar said.

He started the car and began to drive.  Emily looked around and saw a few people stopping and pointing, already picking up on the fact that the rockstar himself was driving the car.  

Gunnar didn’t seem to notice or mind if he did notice.  Emily held the door and tried her best not to stare at Gunnar but as he drove wearing his dark sunglasses she wondered how he could see.

“What did you see on the balcony?” Emily asked.

“I saw life,” Gunnar said.  “And I didn’t want to stand and stare down at it.  So we’re going to drive around for a minute or two.  That’s all.”

And that’s what they did, in silence.  Gunnar drove straight ahead for a little bit, then turned right.  Emily couldn’t help but watch people react when they saw the car.  She couldn’t know if the people knew who drove the car or if it was the fact that the black car was fast, sleek, and the windows black.  

When Gunnar started to drive back towards the hotel he was a few blocks away, leaving Emily to guess that Gunnar planned on parking in the back lot of the hotel.  That made her feel a little more safe.  If people knew Gunnar was out driving around, how fast would it become news?  She imagined hundreds of people all grabbing their cell phones, sending out messages to friends and on social networks, talking about Gunnar.  The buses were supposed to create the illusion that Down Silent was gone but it didn’t happen.  Not anymore.  People were smart and people were dedicated to Gunnar and the band.

Gunnar cut the wheel and made the tires cry as he pulled into the parking lot of the hotel.  He chose an open parking spot... a little too open for Emily’s comfort.

“You should park between two cars,” she said.

“I don’t care right now,” Gunnar said.  “It’s wild, isn’t it?  It’s free.”

Emily nodded.  Her heart raced.  A month ago she was just an average person.  A woman writing books to earn a living, debating on her next book and next move in her literary career.  Driving a car, parking in a spot, it had no merit in life.  But now, with Gunnar, it was a big deal.

Gunnar kept the car running and had it in park.  He turned towards Emily and his left hand touched her right cheek.  He forced Emily to look at him.

“Ex, come to me.”

Emily turned and leaned, meeting Gunnar halfway.  Their lips touched and Gunnar’s hands turned aggressive instantly.  His hand slipped around to the back of Emily’s neck and he pulled her tight.  Their heads turned and when Gunnar parted his mouth, Emily moaned, doing the same.  His right hand wasted no time touching one of Emily’s breasts, over her shirt.  He cupped her and squeezed.

Emily moaned again and spoke, even with Gunnar’s mouth to hers.

“Take me upstairs,” she said.  “I need you right now.”

“Right here,” Gunnar said. 

“Here?”

“Come here,” he growled and pulled.

Gunnar turned and moved his seat back.  He reached for Emily again and wouldn’t take no for an answer.  His hands were tight at her hips, helping Emily across the console of the car.  She came to a rest hovering over Gunnar, basically sitting on top of him.  She balanced herself for a few seconds until Gunnar put both his hands to the top of her pants and forced her down.  

Emily felt Gunnar’s thickness again and cried out.  

“That’s it,” Gunnar whispered.  “You feel me...”

His hands cupped Emily’s ass and he started to move her, forcing her curvy body to grind against him.  Back and forth and even with a few thrusts, Gunnar made damn sure Emily felt all she could considering the clothing that separated their bodies.  

Gunnar moved his hands and slid under Emily’s shirt.

“Keep going,” he said.  “Keep me fucking hard, Ex.  Feel me.  Mess yourself if you have to... I want to feel it, smell it, taste it...”

Gunnar flicked his tongue at Emily’s lips.  It sent a surge of heat through her body.  She attacked Gunnar’s face then, showing him how bad she wanted it.  Whatever he had planned, she wanted it all.

She thrust her hips as hard as she could against Gunnar, her body identifying as much as she could, knowing there was so much more to experience if Gunnar were only naked.

Gunnar’s hand continued up Emily’s shirt and to her surprise, he skipped her breasts, forcing Emily to let him take her shirt off.  He dropped it to the seat and put both hands to Emily’s face.  Gently, Gunnar tilted Emily’s head back.  Her breaths bounced off the top of the car which was only an inch away.  Gunnar’s lips touched Emily’s chest, kissing what parts of her breasts spilled from her bra.  It was just lips, no tongue.  The move could have been romantic but Emily’s body accepted it as torture.  But what it did was cause Emily to bounce on Gunnar, desperate for more.  

“Good girl, Ex,” Gunnar whispered.  “You want so much more...”

“Yes, Gunnar, please.”

Gunnar’s tongue appeared on Emily’s breasts, starting with her left side.  He used the tip of his tongue and sliced his way into her bra, licking as much as he had to until he sampled a quick lick of her nipple.  The move was so erotic that Emily gripped the headrest of Gunnar’s seat and grinded so hard she felt herself ready to come.

“Not yet,” Gunnar whispered.

His hands moved down to Emily’s ass and he lifted her.

Emily groaned, the throbbing sensation between her legs begging for more.  She looked at Gunnar, knowing her face was flush.  But she didn’t care.  She was in a car with Gunnar... the small space heating up quick.  The logistics didn’t make sense but Emily knew Gunnar would find a way to pleasure her.  

Gunnar shifted, allowing himself to reach down to unzip his pants.  

“Lean back,” he whispered.  “You won’t go anywhere.”

He flicked an erotic smile and Emily stared down, watching as Gunnar reached into his pants for himself.  It was the second time she had to watch this now and she refused it this time.  She reached down gripped Gunnar’s wrist as tight as she could.  She then looked into Gunnar’s eyes, gauging what he would do next.

“Let me,” Emily whispered.

“Oh, Ex,” Gunnar said.  “Of course...”

Gunnar put his hands to Emily’s sides, his fingers gliding along her supple curves.  Emily tried not to focus on Gunnar touching her, keeping her focus and attention on his pants.  She unbuttoned his jeans, making it that much easier to enjoy him.

When Emily touched the hard bare skin of Gunnar’s shaft, she cried out.  Her fingers wrapped around him and squeezed.  She pulled, feeling his thickness.  She opened her hand and squeezed again at the fleshy tip of his cock.  Gunnar groaned a warm breath that spread across Emily’s face and down her chest.  He leaned forward and began to kiss just above her breasts.  His tongue came out and flickered, teasing her.  Emily smiled now as she moaned, her hand squeezing and releasing, creating a pulse on the tip of Gunnar.  He began to thrust and she knew he wanted so much more.

The tip of Gunnar’s tongue became razor blade accurate in a matter of seconds, cutting between Emily’s deep breasts.  He tasted down as far as he could then curled his tongue, coming back up.  His tongue remained on her skin, up her chest, to her throat, and finally to her chin.  That’s when he put his head back and let out a long, much needed groan.  The look on Gunnar’s face was all Emily could take.  She wrestled his large cock from his pants and slid her hand all the way down his shaft to his root and held tight, staring down at Gunnar’s thickness.  She could almost see him throbbing, and she felt it too.  

“Fuck,” she whispered.  

“Yes,” Gunnar growled.  “Do that.  Right now.”

Emily swallowed and tried to imagine how to do it.  It didn’t make sense.  If she were in a dress or skirt... yeah, it would be easy.  

Before she could debate on what to do or say something to Gunnar, his fingers were at her pants, opening the button, going for her zipper.  Emily hurried back to the passenger seat.  That meant she had to let Gunnar go and as she sat in the seat, forcing her pants and panties down in one swift move, she couldn’t keep her eyes off Gunnar.  So big.  So thick.  So ready.  

Gunnar didn’t touch himself, instead he remained seated, his eyes scanning up and down Emily’s body.  When she finally had her pants off, she started to move and Gunnar threw his hands at her, grabbing at her chest, forcing her back to her seat.  Emily gasped, forgetting just how strong Gunnar was.  Looking at him was like looking at chiseled stone.  He didn’t care about the size of muscles that went with his strength though.

“What’s wrong?” Emily asked.

“Spread your legs,” Gunnar said.  “Show me... everything...”

Emily swallowed and put her hands to her bare mound, feeling her smooth skin.  She curled her fingers and pulled, making the fold of her slit look more and more enticing.  Gunnar let out a growl and Emily opened her legs.  She felt her moist labia peeling against the insides of her thighs.  Gunnar moved Emily’s left hand and forced her to hold his cock.  She whimpered at the feel of his rod shaft in her small hand again.  With her right hand, she used two fingers and spread herself, offering Gunnar the sight he had commanded.  Her tender, pink skin.  The moisture obvious, glistening against the soft light inside the car.  

“Oh fuck,” Gunnar whispered.  

Emily watched his hands tense up.  She could tell he wanted to touch her, maybe even taste her, but he somehow controlled himself.  Emily didn’t know how he did it.  Her toes were already curled and her hips gently trying to thrust, desperate for Gunnar.  

“Get the fuck over here,” Gunnar growled at Emily.

Gunnar lifted her hand off his shaft and reached for her hips again, guiding her back up and over the console, positioning Emily’s curvy body directly over his.  Emily’s instinctive urge was to lower herself and fuck Gunnar, but his strength wouldn’t allow it.  Emily growled at Gunnar and he growled back.

“You wild girl,” Gunnar said.  “You want me to fuck you so bad, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Emily said.  “You have no idea...”

“Tell me then.  How bad?  How bad is it?”

“Just feel it,” Emily said.  “That’s your answer.”

Gunnar puckered his lips and shook his head.  “Fuck.  Ex.  Just... fuck...”

Gunnar moved his hands in a hurry up to Emily’s waist and pulled her down.  He didn’t allow her to lower herself on her own, he forced her down.  That meant instant and deep penetration.  Emily felt everything all at once.  Her hands went above her head, touching the roof of the car, finding nothing to hold onto.  Her body sought both pleasure and relief.  She wanted to lift herself, to seek out relief.  And she wanted to come down again on Gunnar, to feel pleasure.

But Gunnar wouldn’t allow it.

He held her tight.

“You feel it?” Gunnar asked.

“Fuck,” Emily cried out.  “It’s so... everything.  Big.  Everything...”

“That’s right.”

Gunnar thrust at Emily and lessened his grip, finally allowing her to have control of her own body and sexual destiny.  Emily lifted and lowered on Gunnar, feeling him and fucking him all in the same motion.  Over and over.  As fast as she could being in a car.  

Gunnar matched Emily’s speed and passion with thrusts so hard and thorough, orgasms raged through Emily’s body fast and strong, just like before.  She wasn’t sure how it was possible but it definitely felt like Gunnar had more to offer.  

Her body throbbed on Gunnar, pulling at him, wanting him to release too.  Gunnar’s hands climbed up Emily’s body and stopped at her breasts.  He groaned and his fingers became aggressive and he pulled at the top of Emily’s bra, exposing her large breasts.  

Gunnar gripped Emily’s breasts tight and Emily put her hands on his.  Together they moved, they pumped, and they fucked.  Gunnar’s beautiful blue eyes were locked tight to Emily’s and she could read him.  She could sense him readying to come just from staring at him.  

When Gunnar pulled Emily down for the last thrust, Emily kept her body down on him and rocked her hips hard and fast... back and forth, allowing her tender walls to bring Gunnar to an explosive climax.  

They both cried out and as Emily began to whimper, trying to keep her senses together, Gunnar groaned over and over, matching the throb of his body.  

He finished and Emily let out one last cry of relief and looked down at him.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

“Fuck,” Gunnar said.

As Emily opened her mouth to say something - what she was going to say her mind didn’t know - a flash came at the right side of her peripheral vision.  

“What the fuck?” Gunnar growled.

Looking from the window, everything was black.  Total black.

The small light came again and this time, Emily cried out.

“It’s a fucking camera!” Gunnar said.  

He smacked his hand to the window.

Emily saw it this time, understanding.  The white light flashed.  It wasn’t super bright thanks to the super dark tint of the windows.  

“Fuck!” Gunnar screamed again.

Emily watched him make a fist and swing.  She knew the window would shatter and braced herself the best she could.  But as she cringed, her body tightened, creating a sense of pleasure since Gunnar was still deep inside Emily’s body.

The window shattered and so did another piece of Emily’s innocence.
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Small pieces of glass shattered all around Emily.  She managed to take hold of her exposed breasts just as the camera flash went off again.  Emily thought she had her eyes shut and her head turned enough but she couldn’t be sure.  

Gunnar was suddenly insistent on getting out of the car.  But with Emily on him it was impossible.  

“Who are you?” Gunnar screamed.

His hands clawed at Emily’s sides, making her scream.  

“Gunnar!  Stop!”

Gunnar growled and pushed Emily off him.  She wasn’t sure how he managed to move her so hard and fast but he did.  She rolled back to the seat and hurried to grab her panties and jeans to cover up her lower half then fought with her bra to cover her breasts. 

Emily looked and could see the faint silhouette of someone running.  Gunnar still opened the door and charged after the person.  As Emily fought with her clothing, she screamed for Gunnar.  She feared Gunnar’s life and the life of the person taking pictures of them.  

Who could it be?  

And why?

If it was some crazed fan, what if they hurt Gunnar?  It had happened before... 

Just like Gunnar...

Emily buttoned her jeans and opened the passenger door.  By the time she climbed out, she saw the small dots of Gunnar’s eyes coming back to the car.

“Did you...”

“Fucking gone!” Gunnar cried out.  “Fuck.”

“What was that?”

“Camera,” Gunnar said.  “What did you think it was?”

Emily shook her head and walked to meet Gunnar.  He took her wrist and hurried to the back of the hotel.  He pounded on the door and a few seconds later a security guard opened it.

“Gunnar...”

“Get the fuck out there and kill someone,” Gunnar said. 

“Kill?”

“Someone took a fucking picture of me.  Go find them and kill them.”

Each time he spoke he squeezed tighter on Emily’s wrist.  As much lingering pleasure her body felt thanks to Gunnar she also felt the same amount of steady pain.  Emily wanted to do something, she wanted to make noise, pull away, she wanted to find the person that took the pictures and break their camera.  Anything to ease Gunnar because at that moment when she looked at him, without his sunglasses, without his hood up, he looked dangerous.  His eyes spun like tops and nothing about him seemed to be there in the sense of reality.

Gunnar reached back for the security guard and to Emily’s shock, he took a handful of the burly man’s shirt, right at the collar, and pulled.  The man started to choke as he fell back, almost going to the ground.  He bent down, as forced by Gunnar.  

Emily couldn’t be sure if the security guard was holding back his own urge to snap... if he stood, he could probably throw Gunnar halfway across the parking lot.  Or was it that Gunnar was really that strong?

“Get rid of that fucking car too,” Gunnar whispered between gritted teeth.  “Get me another one.  Not black but no fucking color, understand?”

“Gunnar... I’m security...”

“You want a paycheck?”

The security guard swallowed.  “I’ll handle it.  Go upstairs before anything else happens.”

“I’ll do that,” Gunnar said.

He twisted the security guard’s shirt, making the large man wince for a second.  

Then he was gone, storming up the steps, two by two.  Emily stood at the bottom of the steps, listening to the echoing thuds of Gunnar’s steps.  At the first landing, he stopped and looked down at Emily.  The light blanketed around him, creating a bright aura around the darkness of Gunnar that stared at Emily.  She could still see his piercing eyes, but what once held a deep passion for lust and pleasure now housed the cutting look of pain.

“You can get to the room,” Gunnar said.  

He turned and Emily charged the steps.  She missed the second step and almost fell, grabbing the railing.  Somehow, she kept her shins from smashing against the steps.  Gunnar didn’t flinch.  He just walked step by step, slowly, now that he was out of sight.  Emily froze and listened to the fading sound of him leaving.  She thought about chasing him and knew she could probably catch up to him.  

But was that what Gunnar wanted?

She didn’t want to push him away or chase him away.  She understood for the most part what he needed to do.  He would spend his night - or nights - in solitary, finding resolution because it would be the only thing to stop the pain.

So Emily remained on the steps, eventually sitting down.  When she did, she felt the warm mess between her legs, her panties pressing hard against herself, bringing back the reality that just a short while ago she had been on top of Gunnar, enjoying his body.  They were connecting, sharing an intimate moment.  Gunnar wanted to show Emily that wild could still exist and that maybe it could exist forever.  As Emily thought about it, she wondered how long the person had been standing outside Gunnar’s car with the camera.  Is that what life had become?  Thanks to a bigger tour... a bigger audience... the secrecy of it all shattered.  

Emily closed her eyes and felt her heart twisting.  It’s not what Gunnar had wanted.  He wanted the small shows, the ones where he could take care of the crowd.  The venues where he could sneak in and enjoy a show the night before and go undetected.  Now he was more open, more exposed, even if he didn’t want to be.  That all came from Annie Crossfire... and it burned in Emily.  She blamed herself for everything.  For begging Gunnar to give Annie the interview.  And on top of it all, everything the world thought they knew about Gunnar was a complete lie.  A complete fallacy to uphold the fantasy of the party-til-you-die rockstar life that fans were so eager to see and so desperate to experience.

The door opened and the same security guard stepped back inside.

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.  “Is... Gunnar...”

He looked around.

“He went upstairs,” Emily whispered.

The security guard nodded.  “I didn’t see anything.  Whoever it was is long gone.  I called for the car to be taken away.  The window...”

“Gunnar punched it,” Emily said.  “He wanted to go after the photographer.”

“He’s a serious man,” the security guard and swallowed.  “I feel bad for whoever took that picture.”

“I feel bad for those who allowed it to happen,” Emily shot back.

The security guard stiffened and folded his arms.  “We were instructed not to follow you and Gunnar.  We were told you two were going out for the night and to just listen for a knock at the back door.  Which is exactly what I did.”

Emily stood and being on the third step now she was eye level with the behemoth of a man.  Her lip curled and she saw herself slapping the man across his face.  But she didn’t.  It wasn’t his fault.  He did his job, as told, even if it was a stupid idea.

Without a word, Emily turned and walked up the steps.  At the first landing she went into the hallways of the hotel, knowing she could walk as an unknown person.  People could walk by her and see nothing.  She could bump shoulders and offer or get an apology without a worry.  Nothing like if Gunnar walked next to her.  They couldn’t walk down the hall, hand in hand, lost in their own world, could they?  Another sting of pain hit Emily as she pressed the button for the elevator.  All the vodka had since wore off, leaving her feeling dry, thirsty, and very empty.  Emotionally empty.  Physically empty.  Mentally empty.

What a fucking night...

After opening the door to the hotel room, it took Emily all of a second to know Gunnar wasn’t there.  Not that she expected him to be there, but somewhere in her heart she hoped that even in the worst of events Gunnar would trust in her comfort to help.  But that’s just not how Gunnar worked.  

The only thing that could make Emily feel better, considering the silent sobriety was about to give her a panic attack, was writing.  She found herself back at the desk in the bedroom, pressing any key on the laptop keyboard to boot it up.  When she typed in her password and saw her manuscript, she sighed.  Her mind entered the book, back to the scene she had been writing.  

The woman at the window.  The tops of her breasts exposed, leaving only her nipples covered.  The woman looks down and sees the very outer rim of her nipples and shudders.  Can she do this?  Can she just drop her top like this?  To a stranger?  To her neighbor?  She begins to think about the casual encounters with her new, gorgeous neighbor... getting the paper in the morning.  Standing on the porch, holding a mug of steaming coffee, and how he comes out with his robe untied.  Once he had no shirt on under his robe.  That morning the woman masturbated for the first time in months.  The intense orgasm served as the deciding factor to obsess over the new sexy neighbor.  She’s still lingering at the window, her fingers shaking.  She wants to do this... but... she...

“Can’t,” Emily whispered and let her head fall back.  “I can’t do it.”

The urge and passion were gone.

She couldn’t get the woman to drop her top and begin what could be a fun, erotic experience with her neighbor.  It just wasn’t there.  It wasn’t happening.  It wasn’t like it had been before.  When Emily started writing that first steamy book, it was all done by accident, as a way to relieve her body’s urges.  After being with Gunnar that first time... how mysterious he was, how beautiful he was, it left her body lingering in a way that she needed to write to get it out.

An idea sparked inside Emily.  

She opened a new document on her laptop.  A fresh, blank document on the screen, a blinking cursor, patiently waiting for Emily to make a decision.

Her fingers went to work.  It was just a random scene but something she had to get out.  A man and woman walking down a hallway... no, a sidewalk.  A partially lit sidewalk, black pillar lights with oval bulbs.  Every few feet, sticking out of the ground with square chunks of sidewalk missing, multi colored gravel being the base for the lights. 

Emily’s visualized the people walking, casually.  After a minute, their hands casually touched, a product of walking.  Then it happened more and more, on purpose by each of them.  The man wondering if it’s okay to hold her hand and the woman wanting to man to hold her hand.

When they finally held hands, Emily typed it, finished the sentence, leaned back, and read what she had written.  It was beautiful, perfect, to the point, and most of all, it was romantic.  It was the moments before sex.  When emotion held together the strings of a budding love.  It was about the subtle touches, the flirty glances, the everything that put someone’s heart into a tailspin.  When thoughts took control and became true love when reality matched those thoughts.  

“Shit,” Emily whispered as she read the story again.

Suddenly, the opposite started to happen.  Before, she wrote romance novels with the inner dream of creating something a little more steamy.  Now she wanted romance again.  She wanted the innocence of people meeting and the potential for love.  She looked over her shoulder at the large bed, the untouched large bed, and felt her stomach flip.  She wanted Gunnar in that bed.  Resting.  Waiting.  Naked.

Emily saved the new words and closed the document.  She decided that sleep would cure everything.  She had been awake for over twenty hours and the amount that happened within that time was quite a bit to handle.  It now stood at almost three in the morning.  Emily checked the hotel door, making sure it was locked.  She retreated to the bedroom, alone, and plopped down on the bed.  It’s soft comforting feel pulled at her like a set of strong arms, hugging her and loving her.  Emily felt her eyes close instantly and she whispered Gunnar’s name.

She hoped that the morning would bring some sense of normalcy, if that could ever exist again.
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Emily opened her eyes to the sound of her phone vibrating, ringing, beeping, rattling against the wooden desk, ready to stand up and dive at the bed.  It was like the rhythm of a really bad song, the same things happening over and over.

When Emily sat up in the big bed and took a deep breath, she waited a few seconds for the headache to attack.  There had to be a headache, right?  After all that vodka... staying up so late... the drama... 

There was no headache.

Emily rubbed her forehead and ran a hand through her knotty hair.  Life on the road had trained her body to fight off hangovers.  The rest of the bed remained empty.  Emily placed her right hand to the side where Gunnar should have been.  She rubbed the sheets and tugged at the blankets, thinking about her moment of romance writing and.  She left the bed just as her phone started to go off again.  When she saw the time, she was surprised.  Six hours of sleep wasn’t such a bad thing.  Normally, she’d function on four to five hours.  

Score one for the day, Emily thought.

She looked at her phone and it was messages and calls from Annie.  A couple from numbers she didn’t recognize.  Those were the voicemails she went to first.  The first one was from Cliff.  A very drunk or high Cliff, barely able to make a coherent sentence.  Emily didn’t understand much of the voicemail...

He’s... it’s all there... I saw it all... you two... wiiiilllddd...

Emily went to the next voicemail.  It was from the band’s management.  They were looking for Gunnar.  

...for his safety...

Management feared for Gunnar’s safety.  When the voicemail talked about pictures being taken, Emily’s heart sank.  

“No, no,” she whispered.

She listened to Annie’s voicemail next.

“Get online!  RIGHT NOW, Ex.”

“Fuck,” Emily said.

She sat down and waited for her laptop to turn on.  She read Annie’s messages.

The pictures were online.  Of Gunnar and Emily in the car.

Emily texted Annie right away.

What’s going on????

The laptop loaded and Emily started searching her name and Gunnar’s name.  It took less than two seconds for a search engine to produce, at minimum, ten links to  ten different web sites with pictures of Gunnar and Emily.

Emily hated to do it but she had to see them.  

She clicked the first link and stared in horror at the blurry pictures of her and Gunnar.  Thankfully the window tint distorted most of the image but thanks to someone editing and playing with the pictures, it was obvious that Gunnar was the man in the car.  With a woman on top of him.  With a headline that crushed Emily’s heart...

ROCKSTAR LOVES SEX AND CURVES!

Emily closed her eyes and swallowed everything down.  When she opened her eyes the pictures suddenly looked clearer and completely focused on Emily.  The look on her face, the size of her body.  Gunnar’s hands on her breasts.  The final picture was the best and worst of them all.  The best for fans who liked reading celebrity gossip.  The worst for Emily... and Gunnar.  

It was the picture snapped after Gunnar had broken the window.  The web site blurred out Emily’s chest but she and Gunnar’s faces were in perfect view.  

Emily scanned the article and read how Gunnar loved hard music, harder drugs, and apparently women with a little size.  The author spun it to seem like Gunnar hid his love for plus size women and that he enjoyed having sex with them in his car so nobody would know and so he could get rid of the women as soon as he finished...

Annie finally texted Emily back.

Did you see...?

Emily grabbed her phone.  

YES.  This is insane.  It’s so wrong...

Emily closed the web page and closed her laptop too.  She needed to find Gunnar.  She needed to make sure he was okay.  And then... figure something out.  The next Down Silent show wasn’t for another two days, so maybe the time off the stage, the down time, it would fix things.  

Emily wanted to believe it, but she didn’t.

Her phone vibrated and she read Annie’s next text message.

It’s just a story.  People like to read it.  It’ll blow over.

“It’ll blow over?” Emily whispered.

Was Annie really that cold about this?  Emily shook her head.  Annie knew how self-conscious Emily had always been about her body.  And Annie had been on the road long enough to know how Gunnar he acted and felt.  Sure, he lived the party lifestyle, but that was for show.

But Annie didn’t know that.

The fans didn’t know that.

Nobody really knew that.

Except Emily.

She threw her phone to the bed, refusing to talk to Annie right now.  She had to find Gunnar first.  That was priority one.

When she opened the door, she let out a scream when she saw Gunnar sitting on the couch in the middle of the hotel room, staring at the hotel room door.  

“Gunnar?”

He sat and said nothing.  For a few seconds, Emily hesitated, unsure what the next move should be.  Then it occurred that if romance was something stirring in her blood, why not just run with it?

“I’m so sorry, Gunnar,” she said.  “I promise you, when we go to the top of that mountain, together, we’ll see the world and be alone.”

Gunnar laughed.  It wasn’t a pleasant laugh.

Emily slowly walked towards the couch.  When she stood within reach of touching Gunnar’s shoulder, he jumped up from the couch and turned to face her.  Emily jumped back.

“I guess I scare everyone,” he whispered.  “With my wild attitude.”

His eyes were cold but still beautiful.  The tragedy of innocence and pain existed in them and Emily would never forget it.  

“It’s not like that,” Emily said.  “People are cruel...”

“It’s because I’ve lost control,” Gunnar said.  “Haven’t I?”

“No, you haven’t.  I’m still here.  And everyone...”

“... is becoming a product of an image.”

Emily swallowed and kept her lips tight together.  She watched as Gunnar began to pace.  That’s when she noticed an acoustic guitar on the floor.

“Will you play for me?” Emily asked.

Gunnar looked down at it.  His fists became tight balls and he brought his left foot up.  For a second Emily thought he was going to jokingly make an obscene bodily gesture at the instrument, but suddenly, Gunnar’s large foot came down and smashed through the guitar.  When he picked his foot back up, the guitar was attached to it.  With a swift kick, what was left of the guitar went flying across the room, hit a wall and came to a rest.

Emily’s nerves felt pinched.  She hated herself for looking at the door but it was the only thing that made sense.  She didn’t want Gunnar to do something crazy... or crazier... and hurt her.  Or himself.  Emily touched her sides and felt soreness.  With Gunnar’s back still to her, she lifted her shirt and looked at her sides.  There were almost perfect fingerprint bruises from Gunnar last night.  When the person was snapping the pictures, Gunnar was squeezing Emily, desperate to move her.  She then wondered if Gunnar had been with a skinnier woman, would he have been able to get out of the car and get the photographer?  

“The band had some nice pictures taken last night,” Gunnar said.  “Enjoying the bus... parked a few miles away of course...”

“Where did you go last night?”

Gunnar looked over his shoulder.  “I stood on the balcony and watched the world.  All night.”

“You haven’t slept yet?”

“No.  I was waiting for the pictures to surface.  They did.  Quite fast, huh?  It all seemed so planned...”

Doubt flooded Gunnar’s words and Emily knew that a man like Gunnar couldn’t survive with paranoia surrounding him.  He’d literally lose his mind.  She looked at the shattered acoustic guitar and shivered.

Maybe he already had lost his mind.

Gunnar reached into his pocket and took out a small white pill.  He held it between his thumb and pointer finger.  

“What’s that?” Emily asked.

“My image.  Might as well...”

He threw the pill into his mouth and swallowed.

That sparked Emily into an inferno of anger, frustration, and love as she dove at Gunnar.  Her arms were around him as he stood still, swallowing over and over.  

“Don’t fucking do this!” she cried to him.  “Don’t.  It’s not you.  I’ll fix this, Gunnar.  I promise you.  I’ll fix it all...”

Emily put a hand to Gunnar’s cheek and forced him to look at her.  

Gunnar blinked.  

“I’m right here,” she whispered.  “Pictures are pictures.”

“They’re forever,” Gunnar said.  “Especially in today’s world.  This is why I liked smaller venues, Ex.  I could communicate with all the fans.  They understood.  They believed.  But now... what is this?  Just a show?”

“No, it’s not a show.  It’s life.  Don’t let a few pictures ruin it.  Take me to that mountain you showed me.  Take me.”

Gunnar swallowed again and shook his head.  “I’m leaving.”

“Don’t leave me.”

“I’m going to sleep, Ex,” Gunnar said and finally smiled. 

Emily could almost see him cooling down.  She wanted to feel good but knew that whatever he had taken might be kicking in.

Drugs.

That’s the last thing she wanted to handle with Gunnar.

“You shouldn’t...”

Gunnar opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue, showing the white pill.

He hadn’t swallowed it.

Emily sighed in relief.  

Gunnar put his tongue back into his mouth, letting his teeth scrape and forcing the pill to fall to the floor.

“Don’t wake me,” he said.  “And don’t leave the fucking hotel.  Ever.”

“Okay,” Emily said.  “I’m going to check on Annie.”

“Ah, of course.  The great writer.  The one who was supposed to capture the essence of music... but instead is like a tick.”

“Get some sleep,” Emily said.

Gunnar pulled Emily to him.  Their lips collided.  Something about the kiss made Emily melt.  It was as though they hadn’t kissed in years, or ever.  Gunnar kissed her over and over, lips on lips, smacking sound after smacking sound.  It made Emily’s heart race and butterflies fly around her stomach.  She thought of the romantic scene she wrote earlier that morning.  That’s what she wanted... right then and maybe forever, with Gunnar.

The kiss broke and Gunnar looked deep into Emily’s eyes.  She didn’t need any words, she could always see the truth in Gunnar’s eyes.  Romance to him was a word, not an emotion.  But as long as he touched Emily and kept her satisfied, she couldn’t walk away...
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Emily walked the halls of the hotel slowly, letting everything sink in.  She thought about everyone she knew seeing those pictures online.  Down Silent was a popular band and while Emily told herself something like that wouldn’t be breaking news, she couldn’t be sure of it.  Not with the extra promotion going on for the band.  Not with the bigger shows and bigger crowds.  

She rode the elevator down to Annie’s floor without blinking once.  

With a single thrust of her hand, she slapped Annie’s door.  When the door opened a few seconds later, Annie looked surprised, then concerned.

“Are you okay?” Annie asked.

Emily stepped into the room, bumping into Annie.  “He’s a mess up there.”

“Who is?  Gunnar?”

Emily looked at Annie and saw that look in her eyes.  She knew seeing Gunnar broken down would make for a great story.  Quickly, Emily had to retrace her steps.

“He didn’t go to sleep yet,” Emily said.  “Up all night...”

“I don’t know how they do it,” Annie said.  “I hit the pillow at four and got out of bed ten minutes ago... but before that, the texts and email were insane.”

“Why were you up so late?” Emily asked.

“Working.  Writing.  The usual.”

Annie turned and moved towards her kitchen area.  The room was nothing compared to Gunnar’s room.  It was more of a closet with everything jammed together in one tiny square.

“You sent me your article early though,” Emily said.  Something sparked her interest and she didn’t know what or why.

“Editing, Ex,” Annie said.  “Why are you asking me?  What’s wrong?”

“Nothing, I’m sorry.  I’m just... so upset about this mess...”

“What mess?  You’ve got proof of Gunnar.”

Annie smiled and winked.  Emily didn’t find it amusing at all.  She didn’t care about proof of anything.  It was nobody’s business what she did - who she did - or who they were.  

“I don’t look at it that way,” Emily said.  “We were out, trying to be normal...”

“What’s normal?” Annie asked.  “He’s a fucking rockstar, Ex.”

“He’s a man,” Emily said.

“Goes with the territory.”

Emily felt her blood starting to boil.  She couldn’t stand Annie’s attitude and when she took a step, she thought it was going to be the first of a few that would put her in Annie’s face.  Instead, she took that first step and stopped.

“This is why he wanted everything small and private,” Emily said.  “The image is overtaking the music.”

“But it’s what people want,” Annie said.  “They get the music when they buy the albums.  They hear it.  They feel it.  They experience what the album is supposed to bring.  Now, seeing Gunnar and the band, behind the scenes, this is gold.”

“For who?” Emily asked.  “You?”

“Everyone,” Annie said.  “You’re a Gunnar girl forever now.”

“Just like the women plucked from the crowd each night?”

“Oh, Ex, is that what this is?”  Annie moved towards Emily and grabbed her shoulders.  “Don’t worry about that stuff... he always comes back to you.”

Emily smiled.  A horribly fake smile at that.  

“It’s just... why is that such a big part of the show?  Why isn’t it just the music?”

“Because Gunnar
is the music,” Annie said.  “He made it.  He gives it.  And what’s a better way to experience it than to be with him?”

Emily had to give it to Annie.  That was one hell of a way to put it.  It gave a hint of the old Annie Crossfire.  The one chasing local bands around looking for a break.  That’s the Annie Emily lived with and it was the Annie she missed so much.  

“Then write it that way,” Emily said.  “The experience, not the gimmick.”

“What’s a gimmick?”  Annie asked.

“Pictures being taken of Gunnar.  In a car.  Sneaking around.”

Annie’s cheeks flushed and she shook her head.  “I can’t control that stuff...”

As Annie moved away from Emily, she almost tripped over her own two feet.  She disappeared into the bathroom, leaving Emily confused.  That’s when Emily started looking around the hotel room.  

Something didn’t feel right.

Something hadn’t felt right about Annie for a long time now.  Emily knew Annie would do anything to be popular.  Whether it was flaunting her small but perfect body or going to the extreme... 

“You okay, Annie?” Emily called out.

“Yeah,” Annie said.  “Stomach doesn’t feel so hot this morning.  Too much last night I think...”

Emily saw what she didn’t think she’d be looking for in Annie’s hotel room.  At first, she just saw that one of the cushions on the couch was propped up a little taller than the other one.  It wasn’t Emily’s business but something made her move forward to look.  

She lifted the cushion and felt a sting of pain in her heart.

The camera and the small neon purple flash drive were obviously thrown there in a hurry.  Something didn’t feel right, at all.  She looked at the bathroom, saw the door shut, and then reached down for the camera.  When she turned it around to look at the back, there were so many buttons and options, Emily growled.  She just needed the power button.  She found it and turned the camera on.  From there she started pressing buttons until she was able to see the pictures Annie had taken.  When she scrolled, she saw pictures from a Down Silent concert.  Emily recognized the venue and remembered the date from a while ago.  She then scrolled the opposite direction and saw them.

The pictures from last night.

The pictures of Emily and Gunnar.

“Fuck,” Emily whispered as a knot climbed up her throat.

“What are you doing?”

Emily looked up and dropped the camera.  She turned and Annie cried for her.

“I can’t do it,” Emily said.

“Ex, stop it,” Annie said.

She reached for Emily’s arm and when Emily spun she regretted not throwing a punch.  

“I can’t believe you did this.”

“Ex... my editor... he’s intense.”

“He’s intense?”

“He stopped liking the diary sounding shit as he put it.”

“Is that so?”

“Ex... Em... Emily... please...”

“I thought you wanted this,” Emily said.  “To follow a band.  To become something.  To capture rock n’ roll.”

“I did.  I do.  This is just... I make more like this.”

“Being a snake?  A bitch?”

Annie swallowed and Emily’s eyes tempted Annie to do something about it.  

“I don’t know what to say,” Annie said.  “My boss wanted more of the lifestyle.  This is what sells, okay?  This is what sells for everyone, including the band.  They’re in the news... they’re popular... and Gunnar...”

“Is hurt,” Emily growled.  “You have no idea what you did... you won’t be at the next show, that’s for sure.”

Emily broke Annie’s hold and backed out of the room.  She pointed at Annie and shook her head.

“Ex...”

“Just call me Emily,” Emily said.  “And do me a favor.  When you go back to the apartment, clear your stuff out.  Go find someone else to mooch off of.”

Emily turned and started to run.  She knew she couldn’t wake Gunnar up but she could at least crawl into bed with him.  She could try to hold him, comfort him, and she believed that when he finally did wake up, she would look into his eyes and feel that spark.  

That intense spark.

That romantic spark.

It had to exist... even for a rockstar like Gunnar.
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When Emily opened her eyes, she tried to move her hands but couldn’t.  She felt the tightness on her wrists and before her vision could focus, she felt moisture arrive between her legs.  That’s what Gunnar had given to her.  Any strong touch on her wrists turned her on.  

She blinked a few times and saw Gunnar hovering over her.  

He wore no shirt and she quickly looked down, hoping to see the rest of him naked but she wasn’t so lucky.  Even still, the sight of his chiseled body was more than enough for the moment.

“Gunnar... when did you...”

“An hour ago,” Gunnar whispered.

“How long have you been holding me down?”

Gunnar smiled.  “Half an hour or so.  I saw you in bed next to me and I couldn’t help myself.  I wanted to watch you sleep.  To taste your warm breaths.  To savor the innocence you give off when you sleep because that’s what you still are...”

“Gunnar... Annie took the pictures.”

“I know she did.”

“You know?”

“She came up here a little while ago and confessed,” Gunnar said.  “Gave me her camera.”

“What did you do?”

“I introduced the camera to my guitar.”

Gunnar smiled again and Emily shuddered.  She thought about the sound of the guitar shattering and she could only imagine what Gunnar did to the camera.  And Emily didn’t hear a sound of it.

“I’m so sorry, Gunnar.”

“She’s gone now.  And I’ll miss her.”

“You’ll miss Annie?”

“I liked reading her articles.  Reading about what I’ve created through the eyes of someone else.  It was nice.”

“She betrayed everyone.”

“She got lost in money.  Just like this tour.”

“No,” Emily said.  “The fans love you.  Annie gave you the wrong image... just like she did to everyone else.”

“I couldn’t agree more,” Gunnar said.

He released Emily’s wrists and climbed from her.  Emily shook her head, not wanting the feeling to go away.  She wanted Gunnar touching her.  

He sat on the bed and looked deep in thought.  Emily quickly noticed he seemed calmer and more like Gunnar.  Then it occurred to her, as she watched a small smile climb his face, that maybe Gunnar had done something beyond smashing Annie’s camera.

“Did you do something?” Emily whispered.  

She touched Gunnar, her fingertips tingling against the strength of his shoulders.  She didn’t understand how a man could be made of so much lean, sexy muscle.

“In life,” Gunnar said, “I look at pleasure and existence sometimes as the same thing.  Where the music comes in is like a bridge between those two.  There’s a gap for most people, one that has them standing on one side or the other, looking and searching.  Below them, between that gap is nothing.  Just pure blackness.  That’s where desire rests.  Where passion lives.  Some can think about it and some can look, but can anyone really go after it?  Music bridges it... for those looking for pleasure, the music serves as that.  It soothes them.  It caters to their needs.  For those looking for existence, they understand the connection of music.  They have something to connect with and something to exist for.  And that’s what it’s all about for me.  I’m sure you understand that already, Ex.”

“Of course I do,” Emily whispered.  

Her hand now spread across Gunnar’s shoulder.  She squeezed and released, moving to his chest.  Her fingers - and the rest of her body - couldn’t get enough of Gunnar.  Especially when he was calm and beautifully poetic like this.

“I’m still sorry about Annie,” Emily said.  “She was my... roommate... or friend or whatever.”

“She’ll do just fine,” Gunnar said.  “Her passion is a good story.  The kind that pops and sizzles for a few minutes.  That’s fine.  My story, however, is the kind that sticks for a long time.”

“Well, she’s gone now,” Emily said.  

Emily curled her fingers, clawing at Gunnar’s chest.  She pushed a little, knowing she couldn’t move Gunnar if she tried, but she wanted it to be a hint to him.  Gunnar listened and put his hands flat to the bed, leaning back a little.  The angle of his body oozed with sexual intention.  The way his arms locked and flexed.  His chest led to a set of rippling abs and Emily couldn’t help but imagine her tongue jumping from muscle to muscle.  But all of that couldn’t compare to what came after that.  

When Emily saw the bulge in Gunnar’s pants, she smiled.  Her left hand touched Gunnar, gripping him as she looked him in the eyes.  

“Oh, Ex,” he whispered.  “I hope you’re hungry.”

Emily licked her lips and said, “I’m starving.”

Gunnar gripped the bed sheets as Emily started to kiss his chest.  She didn’t want to waste all her time and fun teasing Gunnar but she knew the more she tasted his amazing body the harder he would be.  She felt him thickening and pressing harder against his pants.  When she reached his stomach, her tongue savoring every second, she started to open his pants.  By the time she reached the top of where his boxers should have been, her hand had already started to pull them down, exposing the root of Gunnar’s erection.  

The tip of Emily’s tongue licked hard and fast.  As she pulled his pants and boxers down more, her tongue followed, tasting more of his shaft.  When he finally popped free and stood tall, Emily opened her mouth as wide as she could, accepting his engorged tip into her mouth.  

Gunnar groaned and tried to thrust, but Emily’s free hand squeezed the bottom of his shaft, keeping him in place.  She opened her mouth again, exhaling a deep breath as her tongue swirled around him.  She then listened to the wet sound of her tongue slapping against her own saliva that coated Gunnar.  

Emily moaned and went at Gunnar again, this time forcing her lips and mouth further down on his erection.  Her small mouth served as no match for Gunnar’s intense size but Emily wasn’t going to let that hold her back.  She started sucking and moving as fast as she could.  When she felt the warm trickle of her saliva touch her hand still wrapped around Gunnar’s shaft, she began to stroke him, adding the best of both worlds.

Gunnar groaned in approval and whispered, “Yes... Ex...”

Emily moaned again.  The vibrations made Gunnar growl and thrust up as hard as he could.  This enacted Emily’s gag reflex for a second and she had to pull off Gunnar to regain her breathing and force herself to calm down.  She continued to stroke Gunnar.  She threw her hair to the left and looked up at Gunnar.  His piercing eyes locked to hers and she could see he enjoyed it.

After kissing Gunnar’s stomach again, Emily went back to work on him.  She allowed the tip of her tongue to climb and fall to the bottom of Gunnar’s thick shaft, wanting to taste all of his hard skin.  Gunnar then put a hand to Emily’s lower back and squeezed.  She felt a rush of moisture between her legs and cried out.  

“Do it,” Gunnar commanded.  “And don’t stop again.”

Emily took a few breaths and put Gunnar back in her mouth.  She went back to the same pace as before, this time ready for Gunnar’s thrusts.  As her lips moved along Gunnar’s perfect cock over and over, she felt his fingers climbing into the back of her pants.  She shuddered as the wetness poured from her body.  His fingers tickled along one  of her ass cheeks and then cut down and around to her warm center.  He rested his fingers there, forcing Emily to thrust her body if she wanted to feel him move.  

It was torturous but perfect at the same time.

It caused Emily to move faster on Gunnar to taste his release.  She felt him thickening more and more and as she groaned, Gunnar thrust harder and harder.

“Ex, it’s perfect,” he growled.  “Your mouth... your body... fuck...”

Emily continued moving, her hair bouncing all around her.  She moved her hips and body, feeling Gunnar’s fingers touching between her legs.  

Finally Gunner let out a long groan as every muscle in his body became stone.  Emily kept going, waiting for his climax.  When he started to come, the warm rush filling her mouth, Gunnar curled his fingers, forcing two fingers into her pussy.  It was like an instant orgasm for Emily too.  She tried to cry and moan but had no room and couldn’t stop moving on Gunnar’s shaft, accepting his release over and over.  

They remained in the same position for another minute, Emily slowing her pace, not wanting to stop tasting Gunnar.  His fingers were still inside her body, her walls throbbing and loving him.  When she finally pulled off him, she looked up at Gunnar with desperate eyes.  

“That was amazing,” Gunnar said.

“That was wild,” Emily whispered with a smile.

She looked over her shoulder and watched as Gunnar moved his hand out of her pants.  Her purposely pressed his fingers hard against her ass and back, smearing her own wetness on herself.  

Emily kissed Gunnar’s stomach, working her way back up, all the way to his chin, when Gunnar stopped her.

“You shouldn’t be rude,” Gunnar whispered.

“Rude?  What do you mean?”

“To our new photographer...”

Emily’s jaw dropped and when she looked left, she saw a woman standing in the doorway, holding a camera.  Gunnar put a hand to Emily’s hair, moving it out of her face. 

“What the...”

“This is Lacey Caey,” Gunnar said.  “She’s the new photographer for Down Silent.”

Emily had no words.  Her eyes focused on the camera.  

Had this woman taken pictures of...

“Don’t worry,” Gunnar whispered.  “The few pictures Lacey just took are for my eyes only.”

“And hers,” Emily said as she started to sit up.

“It’s okay,” Lacey Caey said.  “I’m a professional...”

Emily eyed the woman, unsure whether to be pissed off or pleasured.  It would be kind of hot to see something like that... to see pictures of herself tasting Gunnar.  To see Gunnar’s hand reaching down the back of her pants, touching her.  

“She’s innocent like you,” Gunnar said.  “You two will get along great...”

Emily still stared at the woman.  Each time she swallowed, she tasted Gunnar’s release lingering in her mouth.  The woman seemed a little out of place.  It was certainly the complete opposite of Annie Crossfire.  Not just in attitude and confidence but also in size.  

As Emily eyed Lacey Caey’s curvy figure, she started to smile.  

An innocent, curvy woman... just like Emily... just the kind of woman Gunnar liked.
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Emily couldn’t remember the last time she had been so excited for a Down Silent show.  Not that each one didn’t possess its own unique and ability to change people, it was just the idea of Annie Crossfire sitting next to her, hoping to catch pictures that could be used to create a story rather than take the pictures that were the story.  Plus, this would be the first time for the new photographer, Lacey Caey, to be with the band.  To see them before the show, after the show, and get a different angle during the show.  It made Emily think back to the night Gunnar took her from the crowd... how everything began.

She stood against the sidewall near the stage, watching roadies and techs bustling to get the stage ready.  Some guys were with the band, some were with the venue.  Some argued over equipment placement and those who were lucky enough to touch instruments took a few private seconds to stand on the stage and look out, fantasizing of some kind of glory that never came to their own lives.  It actually inspired Emily for a few seconds and she wished she had a camera.  What an image to capture.

She heard the click of a camera and turned her head to see Lacey Caey strutting towards her.  For some reason, Emily smiled.  Lacey appeared so innocent and so happy, her full figure worked with her attitude and aura.  Something just felt right about the new photographer.

“Hope you don’t mind,” Lacey said.  “You looked so beautiful standing there...”

“Take a picture there,” Emily said and pointed to the guitar tech as his left foot tapped while he played the unplugged electric guitar.  

He had hair to the middle of his back, layered with a mild salt and pepper mix.  He stared straight ahead, there in his physical state, but mentally, he was somewhere else. Maybe in his favorite stadium, playing to a crowd of fifty thousand.  Maybe on stage with his favorite band.  Maybe playing a show for a single person, a woman that stole his heart years ago, somewhere on the road.

Emily had to look away.  She felt the writer inside herself coming alive.  It’s all she could think about.  Romance.  The emotion of love.  The connection.  The subtle... everything that went along with it.  

“That’s a great picture,” Lacey said as she turned the camera for Emily to see.

“I can look?” Emily asked.

“Of course.  Pictures were meant to be seen.”

“Oh.  I’m not used to looking...”

Emily wondered just what Annie had been taking pictures of.  It started to make her blood boil but Lacey’s presence somehow calmed her.

“Here, look at this one,” Lacey said, scrolling through the images on the camera.

She stopped at a stand holding eight guitars.  Different colors.  Different bodies.  Different headstocks.  To a musician, it was sincerely a playground, each guitar with its own sound and feel, maybe even tuned differently to achieve the perfect sound for the perfect song.  To a fan, it was eye candy.  

“I love it,” Emily said.

“Saw it backstage and had to take a picture.”

“Did you see the band yet?”

Lacey nodded.  “I snapped a few but let them be.  I kind of want everything around the band right now.  I mean, everyone knows who Down Silent is... or at least they feel they know who the band is.”

Emily smiled.  Lacey winked.  No words were needed.  Lacey Caey understood it.  She actually understood it.

“I look at it this way,” Lacey said, “when you see a mansion do you want pictures of the inside of the house or do you want to see the family sitting at the dinner table... over and over?”

“Meaning?”

“You want to see the rooms, the luxury, so you could imagine it for yourself.  That’s what I’m doing then.  I’m going to capture the life of Down Silent to let the fans fantasize it.  I’ll have pictures of the band, but it’s the life.  The guitars.  The empty stage.  The empty venue.  The venue getting full.  The crowd.  The everything that comes with a Down Silent show.  That’s what they want.  That’s the story.”

Emily couldn’t believe when she slid her arm around her and Lacey and pulled her close. Emily paused for a second but then laughed.

“I’m sorry,” Emily said, “but I’ve been waiting to hear that for a long time.”

“I’m not here to screw anyone over,” Lacey said.  “I know what happened... with the other...”

Emily nodded.

“Listen, I have to go now.”

“Backstage?” Emily asked.  “Be careful of the band close to show.  They like to indulge a little, if you know what I mean.”

“Oh, no, I’m done backstage.  I got some really great shots of the band getting ready.  Each one standing in front of a mirror, staring at themselves.  I’ll be honest, all but Gunnar look pretty haggard, but I think it’s beautiful.  No need to fear what it looks like.  They made the decision to give their bodies to the lifestyle.”

“To the lifestyle,” Emily whispered, nodding.  “You really get it, don’t you?”

“I understand what it all means,” Lacey said.

Emily was speechless.  She half expected some bright eyed, star struck fan to be wandering around the venue dreaming of their own rock n’ roll fantasy.  But instead, Gunnar managed to find someone who actually got it all.  Got the life.  Got the image.  Got the full picture of what Down Silent meant.  

“Care to join me for a drink then?” Emily asked.  “We have our spot to hang out and enjoy the show.”

“Oh, thanks but no thanks,” Lacey said.  She reached into her pocket and produced a ticket.  “I need to get in there before the floor fills up.”

“You have a ticket to the concert?”

“Yes.”

“Did you buy it?”

Lacey smiled then nodded.

“You don’t need to buy tickets,” Emily said.

“I know that,” Lacey said.  “But I wanted to.  I want to capture something amazing for Gunnar and Down Silent, right in the middle of their crowd of fans.”

“You’re not going to the gate then?”

Lacey shook her head.  “No need.  I want to be in the middle, then slowly work back.  Gunnar told me he felt distant... that he felt each show he played the stage was another ten feet away from the fans.  When I talked to him, I thought he was going to hire me, cancel the tour, then fire me, all in the same breath.  So I’m going to show him what he creates.”

Emily took a breath, fighting the urge to be jealous.  Lacey Caey was beautiful, shy, but yet had a sense of confidence about her.  Her big eyes were kind, innocent, and determined.  Gunnar would lose his mind with her.  As Emily’s heart twisted, she thought about her relationship with Gunnar.  What exactly were they?  Were they a couple?  Did they just talk and fuck?  Or... was Emily just the it woman for now?

Lowering her head, Emily thought about how much she had changed since going on tour with Gunnar and Down Silent.  Gunnar insisted her curves were still perfect and her innocence still intact and fun to take, but how far would it go?  And what would happen when Gunnar felt satisfied enough?

“I’m going to go,” Lacey announced.

Emily nodded and watched the new curvy photographer for Down Silent walk to the front of the venue, ticket and camera in hand, ready to catch what she believed was the real show that Gunnar and Down Silent performed.  

It made Emily feel good, for Gunnar at least.  He’d get back on his feet.  He’d command the crowd.  He’d see the proof.  He’d have the memories, in picture.  But even then, even as Emily watched Lacey Caey bump her way through the growing crowd, Emily knew that on the latest Down Silent album, it was her cries of relief and moans of pleasure that graced the background of a song.

Emily smiled, but everything still felt... off.
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Gunnar didn’t look happy.  

Emily stood in a new hotel room in a new city and watched as Gunnar stared out the window for a few minutes.  His face expressionless, almost dead.  The only thing reminding her he was alive was the movement of his eyes.  Those beautiful eyes shifting left to right, scanning the horizon.  

It was certainly a different horizon than the one before.  No giant mountain as a backdrop, like before.  And with that, there was no opportunity for Gunnar to take Emily to the top of a mountain to overlook the world and experience peace.  

“We can still enjoy it,” Emily said.

“Enjoy what?”

“Life.  The view.  Everything.”

Gunnar nodded and turned.  He walked to the counter where a plain envelope sat, opened, but untouched.  When Gunnar touched it, he tapped his finger on it for a few seconds.

“It’s just amazing,” he whispered.  “I already know what’s in here.  But I don’t want to see.”

“She’s good at her job,” Emily said. “If this is what you want her to capture.”

“Of course it is,” Gunnar said.  

Gunnar slid the pictures out of the envelope and spread them across the counter like a deck of cards.  He put his hands wide and stared down, scanning left to right at the pictures of his life.  At the pictures of what he created.  Emily couldn’t help herself as she smiled.  She wanted Gunnar to see it and understand it.  

“She was in the crowd,” Gunnar whispered.

“She wanted to show you from all angles,” Emily said.  “Pretty smart.”

“Yes.  It is.”

Gunnar swallowed and lifted his head.  There was a pause that grew by the second, making Emily more tense with each second that ticked away.  She could sense something building.  When she finally made the effort to take a step, Gunnar’s hands came together, scooping up the pictures in one motion.  They bent and crumbled and as Gunnar lifted his hands, he let out what sounded like a growl.  He started to tear all he could.  In the matter of a few seconds, the pictures were all ruined.  Some were creased.  Most were ripped.  A few were torn to shreds.  The leftovers littered the counter and floor and Gunnar turned, his eyes focused on Emily.

“Ex, I need you right now,” he whispered.

“I’m right here,” Emily said.

Emily stiffened and waited for Gunnar to come to her.  When he did, his hands touched her face first, for a few seconds, then he touched her hips.  

“What’s wrong?” Emily asked.  “You are in complete control...”

“Am I?”

“Yes.  You are.”

“I don’t feel it.  I don’t feel it at all.  I feel trapped.  Again.”

“Again?  When were you trapped?”

Gunnar lowered his eyes and curled his lip.  Emily quickly realized her momentary disobedience and quickly rectified it.

“I’m sorry,” she said.  “I know... back then... with the fire... but right now, nothing is trapping you.”

“The tour is,” Gunnar said.  “City to city.  Over and over.  Fan after fan.”

“All for you.”

“It’s like they’re drawn in,” Gunnar said.  “They’re told to come rather than feel the need to come.  Does that make sense?”

It didn’t and Emily refused to lie to Gunnar.  She just stood and didn’t make a sound or gesture.

“You don’t understand,” Gunnar said.  His right hand moved back to Emily’s face.  He touched her skin, her hair, and he inhaled her.  “I want to give you a gift, Ex.  You need to accept.”

“I would never deny a gift from you, Gunnar.”

“We’ve just been together for a long time now...”

Emily cringed.  It had been months... just months.  Not years.  Not decades.  Not a lifetime of love and pain to share.  Just months.  But Emily knew that for a rockstar, and for a man like Gunnar, life could be measured in months.  Months to survive, months to record an album, months to tour, months to build an addiction, months to kill an addiction, and months leading to death.  Gunnar didn’t live in the world of years... he lived in the world of months.

“Yes,” Emily said, “we’ve been together for a long time.  And nothing for me has changed.  You still surprise me, Gunnar.  You’re still wild.”

“Wild enough to end up online.”

Emily felt a stab to her heart.  She knew that what Annie did wouldn’t just be a small wound to Gunnar.  It would forever remain a scar.  The sex since then had been... different.  Still filled with pleasure but less passion, even lesser lust.  More an act of instinctive need and relief.

“Stay here,” Gunnar said.

When he walked away, Emily eyed the destroyed pictures on the floor.  Gunnar seemed to be changing by the minute and Emily wanted to pull him back in.  She wanted to save him and show him the world he created.  The world of music that did more for people than they probably understood.  

One of the ripped pieces had been torn perfectly and showed just Gunnar’s face.  His mouth partially open, at the mic.  Sweat on his forehead, his hair glistening.  His eyes, gorgeous and filled with life.  The most alive Emily could remember him being.  As much as it hurt her, Gunnar looked more alive in that torn up picture than he did when he stood before her just a few seconds ago.

When Gunnar came back, he handed Emily something familiar.  Something that made her nerves shake with anticipation and her body ache.

It was the same box from that night at the show.  The box with the key in it.  The key that opened a locked door, leading to a room Gunnar had made for he and Emily to enjoy each other’s company.  Emily’s wrists tingled, remembering the handcuffs being locked and tightened on her.  

“Gunnar...”

Gunnar placed the box into Emily’s hands and backed up until he reached the counter.  He stepped on the ripped pictures under his feet like they weren’t there.  When he touched the counter, he wiped the remaining pieces of pictures like they had no meaning or merit.  His eyes were completely focused on Emily and the box in her hands. 

“Open it,” Gunnar said.

The first time Gunnar gave her the box, Emily thought it was going to be drugs.  This time, the feeling was the same.  It couldn’t be a key, right?  Emily balanced the box in her right hand and ran her left hand along the side and top of the box.  Just like before, the wood and the allure of the box felt amazing.  When Emily touched the metal clasp, she sighed, ready to see what Gunnar had waiting for her.

She opened the lid and looked down in the box.  

No drugs.

No key.

Cloth.

Emily reached for the cloth and the second her fingertips touched it, she appreciated its silky feel.  It was white, which made her think of innocence.  As she lifted the cloth out of the box, she noticed the edges were frayed.  It had been obviously torn from a bigger piece of cloth.  

“Where did it come from?” Emily asked.  “And what’s it for?”

“The first question doesn’t matter as much as the second does,” Gunnar said.  

Emily nodded.  She put the box down on the top of the couch and continued to take the cloth out.  It was a decent size, she guessed at least three feet of white silk cloth.  She held it between both hands, letting it droop into a wide U in the space between her hands.  She made fists, wanting to understand the message behind it.  

“You don’t get it,” Gunnar said.

Emily looked at Gunnar and shook her head.  She didn’t get it.  She wanted to get it.  She like the piece of cloth.  

“I’m sorry, Gunnar,” she whispered.

“Don’t be.  You’re not supposed to get it.  That’s why you have that.”

Gunnar moved from the counter towards Emily.  She held her hands out, the cloth resting in her palms.  

“That’s just how it’s meant to be,” Gunnar said.

He put his hands on top of Emily’s hands and looked her dead in the eyes.  

“What is it, Gunnar?  Please... I need to know what you’re thinking.”

“I want you to understand everything,” Gunnar said.  “This is how...”

Gunnar’s hands were on the move.  He took the hanging ends of the white silky cloth and brought it up and around Emily’s wrists.  This made the cloth around her hands, palms, and wrists.  Gunnar repeated the motion, over and over, until most of the cloth was then wrapped around Emily’s hands and wrists.  

She swallowed and tried to moan but it came out loud.  

“Yes,” Gunnar said.  “Moan now, because you won’t be in a few minutes.”

Emily bit her lip and watched as Gunnar used the remaining few inches of the cloth to tie and knot, over and over.  When he was done he gently lowered Emily’s now tied hands.

“There,” he said.

“There?” 

“Yes,” Gunnar said.  “Now you’re trapped.  Now you’ll understand.”

“Am I supposed to stay like this?”

Gunnar shook his head.  “We can’t stay trapped forever, can we?”

“That’s hopeful.”

“No, it’s truthful.  The final escape is death.  If I couldn’t have gotten out of that bedroom when I was a kid, I would have burned to death.  The fire would have taken everything.  I wouldn’t have been trapped anymore, right?”

Emily considered it and swallowed hard.  The sincerity in Gunnar’s eyes was almost too much to bear.  He was being open and honest, shedding everything but himself and Emily.  

“You’re going to understand what it’s like now,” Gunnar said.  “I needed to escape to survive, you’ll do the same.”

“Are you setting the hotel on fire?” Emily asked.  She thought it was a joke when she said it but the look in Gunnar’s eyes told her he was capable of anything.  

“No,” Gunnar said.  He touched Emily’s face again, his fingers running along her cheek, down to her chin, and finally to her neck.  “You’re going to have to escape before I come.”

“Come where?” Emily asked.

Gunnar smiled.  He stepped next to Emily and tripped her, forcing her to fall into his strong arms.  Emily cried out as Gunnar lifted her.  He began to carry her towards the room.  Emily started to understand what Gunnar wanted.  

He wanted Emily to fight and escape... to pleasure him.
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Gunnar literally dropped Emily to the bed.  She bounced and gasped for air, then hurried to sit up, waiting for the next command.  The entire mood of the room changed and the feelings between Emily and Gunnar were thrown out the window.  This was the epitome of wild.  

“I’m going to take your pants off,” Gunnar said, “and panties, of course.  I want to make sure you understand what I’m testing you to do.”

Emily nodded.

Gunnar’s fingers touched the button on Emily’s jeans and she groaned.  She lifted her hands and watched as then stripped her of pants first, then ran his hands back up her legs to finish the job with her panties.  Instead of gripping her panties from the waist, he went directly between her legs, gripping the cloth undergarments there.  She was already burning and wet, which didn’t shock her, but it made Gunnar smile.

“My, you’re already there, aren’t you?” he asked.

“Your voice does it, all the time.”

Gunnar pulled and wrestled with the panties until they finally started to give up and tear.  By the time he worked them off Emily’s legs, they were loose and one side visibly torn.  Gunnar didn’t care as he dropped them, his eyes set between Emily’s legs.  She opened her legs, showing Gunnar what he had done to her.  

“Beautiful,” Gunnar whispered.  “Look at you.  Just... beautiful.”

“What do I do now?” Emily asked.

“You can be greedy or you can escape.  It’s up to you.”

Gunnar stepped from the bed and when he lifted his shirt, Emily groaned and dug her heels into the bed.  Her hips thrust up, seeking some kind of relief between her legs.  

This was going to be pure torture.  Nothing but torture.  

When Gunnar took his pants off, he turned to the side, on purpose, to show Emily the large bulge in his boxers.  Emily bit her lip.  The boxers finally came off, leaving Emily staring at Gunnar, thick and hard.  He turned back to the bed and climbed it, opening his legs, positioning himself over Emily.

He gripped himself with one of his strong hands and stroked once.

“This is what I’m going to do, Ex,” he said.  “I’m going to pleasure myself, right here... between your pussy and your mouth.  You make the decision where you want me to finish, if you can escape first.”

Emily sighed.  “Gunnar...”

“If you don’t escape,” Gunnar said, “I’m going to come wherever it lands and then leave.  You want to understand what it’s like to be me, you want to understand who I am and why I am the way I am, this is your chance, Ex.  You’re trapped.  With everything you want and desire, waiting.  And you need to get out, before the fire takes you away...”

Gunnar’s eyes were suddenly intense.  His hand slowly started to move again.  Up and down his shaft a few times at first, then moving over his engorged tip, squeezing it and growling.

“Prove to me then how much this means to you,” Gunnar said.

Emily swallowed and nodded.  She pulled her hands apart, trying to gauge how tight the knots were.  It wasn’t too bad but she wasn’t battling just the white silky cloth on her hands and wrists.  She was battling Gunnar’s orgasm.  

How fast would he come?

He did have Emily tied up.  

He had the sight of her bare skin between her legs, the wetness obvious, her intoxicating sexual smell flooding the room.  

And each time Emily let out a breath, she felt her vocal chords throbbing, making sounds.  She didn’t want to make sounds, not right then.  She didn’t want to entice Gunnar to finish quick.  

It made her mind race then.

Gunnar’s hand moved faster now, stroking with purpose.  Emily’s fingers clawed at the knots, wanting out.

If Gunnar came, where would he go then?  Would that prove that Gunnar didn’t need Emily?  Worse yet... what if Gunnar went to look for Lacey Caey?  Maybe he’d do the same thing.  Tie her up and force her to get out before he came.

Emily growled and shook her head.

“Oh, Ex,” Gunnar whispered, “it feels empty... not the same without you... but it still feels good.”

Gunnar thrust himself into his hand. Emily watched his thick cock sliding in and out of his large hand.

“Fuck,” she cried out.

She brought the knots to her mouth and began to chew and pull.  In her mind it seemed easy.  Get into one of the knots and start there.  But Gunnar had tied them tight.  Really tight.  

Gunnar continued to touch himself, moving faster by the second.  When he looked into Emily’s eyes, she could see the need burning.  He wanted to come.  His own needs were thriving and he couldn’t control them.  That was the power of being a rockstar.  What Gunnar wanted, he got.

“Gunnar, the knots...”

“Hurry, Ex,” Gunnar whispered with a growl in his throat.  “I can feel it... building...”

Emily cried out and bit at the knots.  Her hands pulled and she groaned at herself.  She didn’t need the knots tighter, obviously.  Emily put her hands together, keeping the least amount of stress on the silky cloth as she could.  

Gunnar slid back a few inches, on his knees, holding his cock tight.  He looked down at Emily, her bare, wet skin. He licked his lips as one of Emily’s teeth moved into one of the knots. 

She’d done it.

She smiled.

Yes...

Emily shook her head as she pulled at the first knot, feeling it finally loosening.  She used the tip of her tongue to move into the cloth and kill the knot.  When she did, she took a deep breath.  

One down... a few more to go...

Gunnar grunted and Emily took notice of his hand moving fast again.  He then reached down to Emily with his free hand, his pointer and middle finger together.  He touched her bare mound for a split second before being there, at her slit, rubbing up and down.  

“Oh, Gunnar,” Emily whispered.  “Fuck...”

Gunnar turned his fingers and pushed, penetrating Emily’s tender hole with ease.  

Emily’s body tensed and she lifted herself, desperate to thrust, desperate to come.  She tried to regain composure and focus back to the knots but it was hard to do.  Gunnar then only made it worse as he lowered his body to Emily.  All focus on the knots and silk cloth tied around her hands and wrists was gone then.  Emily could only stare at Gunnar, watching his hand stroke himself, just inches away from Emily’s pussy.  

Gunnar didn’t touch himself to Emily but he was close enough that as his hand came up to the very tip of his erection, the side of his hand touched her.  A subtle touch, one that wasn’t necessarily meant to bring pleasure to Emily, but it did.  Each time Gunnar’s hand touched her tender skin, it made her feel how hard he stroked himself.  She could see him holding his cock but now feeling the motion... it was as close to sex as she would get right then.

“Fuck,” she cried out.

“Hurry, Ex,” Gunnar teased.  

He opened his hand and placed the bottom of his shaft to Emily’s bare mound.  He thrust himself, placing his open palm to the top of his thickness.  

Emily moaned and brought the silk cloth back to her mouth.  She fought with the next knot, repeating the same move as before.  The knot opened and instead of cheering, she went for the next one.  Gunnar moved back towards Emily, his hand back around his shaft, holding tight, stroking hard.  He put his head back, which pulled at his hard chest and chiseled abs.  With his free hand, he played between his legs, gripping his sack.  

“Oh, fuck,” he whispered.  “Ex... I can’t hold it...”

“No,” Emily said.  “Wait, Gunnar.”

Gunnar stopped with his hand at the root of his shaft.  He took his other from between his legs and gripped Emily’s hip.  He looked at Emily and she knew the look in his eyes.  He wanted to go... he was there, ready to explode...

Gunnar’s hand shook as he held himself.  Emily bit at the next knot, amazed at the intense thickness of Gunnar.  Every vein looked ready to pop.  She’d never seen him like this before.  By this point, Gunnar was usually deep in between Emily’s legs or in her mouth.  

With the final knot undone, Emily started to twist and pull her hands and wrists, feeling the cloth let up.  Gunnar’s hand started to move again, slowly stroking up his shaft.  

“I can’t help it,” Gunnar said.  “I told you...”

Emily groaned and watched the cloth loosening quick but not quick enough.  Now it wasn’t about being tied up.  It was about the length of the cloth.  

Gunnar worked his way back to the fast pace from before.

Emily felt her right hand fall free and she tended to her left one.  Her eyes couldn’t leave Gunnar though.  Watching.  Waiting.  She knew it was a matter of seconds before the unstoppable orgasm would surge through Gunnar’s shaft and leave its mark everywhere.  

“I’m there,” Gunnar said.

Emily shook her left wrist as fast as she could.  The white silk cloth finally fell free, almost floating down to the floor, disappearing out of sight. Emily leaned forward and grabbed Gunnar’s cock, moving his hand, taking control.  She stroked him once, feeling how thick he really was.  She then fell back to the bed and gripped her legs behind her knees, pulling her legs up and open. 

“Hurry,” she commanded, feeling so sexually empowered right then.  

She had proved herself to Gunnar.  She had escaped his test.  She freed herself.  And now she could give Gunnar exactly what he wanted.  

Gunnar pushed on the top of his shaft and positioned himself to Emily’s hole.  With one hard thrust, he was deep inside.  She clawed her own legs as she cried out, feeling pain and knowing she’d made herself bleed.  

Gunnar growled as he fucked Emily, managing a total of four hard thrusts before his need to come won the battle.  He held deep as his cock released, spilling inside Emily with such force, that she started to come too.  

As she came, her throbbing body matching Gunnar’s throbbing, she moaned each time he came forward at her.  Gunnar fucked through his entire orgasm, ensuring Emily’s body squeezed each and every drop of his orgasm out.  

When he finally pulled out of Emily and collapsed to the bed, Emily barely managed to take a breath before she lowered her legs, closed her eyes, and wasn’t sure what to do next.  She wanted to scream.  She wanted to smile.  She wanted to cry.  Being tied up and watching Gunnar almost coming made her nerves tingle.  If he had finished and left... 

Emily opened her eyes and looked at Gunnar.  He was on his back, his eyes shut.  She knew he wasn’t sleeping, but rather reflecting.  Emily reached over and put her hand to his chest, feeling his heart beating.  

She understood it.

Being trapped.

While Emily had to fight to get out of that silk cloth to pleasure Gunnar, to keep him happy and there with her, Gunnar had to fight to get out of a burning house before dying.

Emily felt tears rush to her eyes.  She closed her eyes to fight  them back and instead climbed on top of Gunnar.  She lowered herself to him and started to slowly grind.  There was plenty of wetness to be enjoyed and as Gunnar became hard again, Emily knew there was one sure fire way to help kill pain.
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When Emily opened her eyes, she saw it was late afternoon.  Three hours until the show would start.  Tonight’s bill only had two opening bands before Down Silent.  The local town had a strict noise curfew for ten-thirty.  That meant it would be an early night, which Emily wasn’t sure was a good thing or not.  Idle hands... on Gunnar...

Emily rolled over and saw the empty bed.  She couldn’t remember the last time actually waking up next to Gunnar.  She wasn’t sure how he did what he did, but sleeping on a few naps and a few hours of sleep didn’t seem possible, but Gunnar did it.  Then again, there wasn’t much about Gunnar that seemed possible.  

Emily sat up and hoped Gunnar was okay.  Wherever he was right then.  She wanted all the stuff with Annie to fade away.  She wanted Gunnar to embrace Lacey Caey for her photography skills, and maybe they could eventually look at all the pictures and read the stories and see what the bigger tour really meant.

As Emily slid her hand along Gunnar’s side of the hotel room bed she felt something under his pillow.  Her fingers closed and pulled.

A plain envelope, sealed.

She flipped it over a few times, making sure nothing was written on it.  

Emily looked around the bedroom and could sense Gunnar wanted her to open the envelope. Why else would it be there then?  Emily slid her finger at the top of the envelope and opened it.  When she looked inside, she quickly knew it was a picture.  Her body tingled with excitement, her mind knowing what picture she wanted it to be.  She reached in and took the photograph out.  

Upon seeing it, her toes curled.  Emily held her legs together tight, feeling the arrival of wetness and need.

It was the picture she wanted to see.

A large picture of Emily tasting Gunnar.  The picture Lacey Caey had taken when Gunnar snuck her into the hotel room.  

Emily stared at all the features of it... the way her mouth looked, halfway down Gunnar’s shaft.  Her right hand gripping the bottom of his shaft.  The look on Gunnar’s face, looking at Emily as she tasted him.  His face full of pleasure.  That alone brought a smile to Emily’s face, knowing that she really did take care of Gunnar.  

When Emily flipped the photo over, there was a note from Gunnar.

You’re beautiful.  And perfect.  

Emily flipped it back and stared at the erotic scene again.  Her finger traced along the edges first and then to the bodies of both her and Gunnar.  She traced along his face, broad shoulders, and then his arm, following all the way down to where his hand disappeared into Emily’s pants.  When she thought about Gunnar’s fingers touching her, she shivered and groaned.  When she traced her body, following her curves, for the first time (maybe in her entire life) she didn’t think actually think about her curves.  She just saw herself and her body as her own.  If it really gave Gunnar that much pleasure, that much satisfaction...

A knock echoed through the hotel room.

Emily jumped and quickly hid the envelope and picture back under the pillow.  She climbed the bed, revealing her full naked body and saw a robe hanging on the back of the door.  She grabbed it, put it on, and as she tied the thick strap into a knot, the knocking came again.

“Hold on,” Emily yelled as she rushed through the living room.

Her eyes couldn’t help themselves as they looked for any signs of Gunnar.  Anything he may have left behind or worse yet, destroyed even though she and Gunnar ended up falling asleep after some wild sex.  But it was Gunnar.  He had the ability to turn on a dime emotionally.

Emily opened the door and found Lacey Caey standing with a black camera around her neck, her face flush.  

“What’s wrong?” Emily asked.

Her first instinct was to picture one of the band members dead.  Or Gunnar in trouble.

“Is the band okay?” she asked.

Lacey nodded.  “Everyone is fine.  Gunnar went to the show early.  To walk around.”

“Yeah, he does that.”

“I know,” Lacey said.  “I have to apologize and then show you something.”

“Apologize?” Emily asked.  She raised an eyebrow.  She wasn’t ready for anymore apologizing.  Not from a photographer.  Not after what happened with Annie Crossfire.

“No, it’s not like that,” Lacey said.  She reached for Emily but quickly took her hand away.  “Can I come in?”

“Yeah, sure.”

Emily backed up and Lacey rushed in.  She quickly started playing with her fingers.

“Lacey, what’s going on?” Emily asked.

“Don’t be mad...”

“Just tell me what’s going on.”

“Did you see what Gunnar left you?”

Emily’s face dropped.  “You mean... the picture?”

Lacey nodded.  “You saw then?”

“Of course I did.  He put it in an envelope and hid it under his pillow.”

“Emily... or is it Ex?”

“Whatever you want to call me,” Emily said.  She used to tell herself that only privileged people called her Ex but what did it matter now?

“He forced me to do that,” Lacey said.  “I told him it was a private photo, you know?  I offered to let him share it but not to print it.  If that got out... or if you took it the wrong way...”

Emily watched Lacey almost work her way into a panic.  She took Lacey’s shoulders and squeezed.

“Lacey, you don’t have to apologize for that,” Emily said.  “It’s Gunnar.  He’s commanding and hard to say no to.  I get it.”

“I know what happened before...”

“You’re good at what you do,” Emily said.  “Gunnar wanted me to have that picture, and I have it now.”

“I was so worried.  I don’t want you or Gunnar to not trust me.”

“We trust you.  Please, Lacey, don’t let something like that bother you.”

“Does it bother you?” Lacey asked.  “I mean... being so exposed?  So stripped?”

Emily half smiled.  She looked at the innocence flickering in Lacey’s eyes and knew that it was such a long time ago that same look grazed her own face.  

“It doesn’t bother me,” Emily said.  “Not much does anymore.  It comes with the life right now.”

Lacey exhaled.  “Okay.”

“What did you want to show me?”

“I have a picture but I think it’s going to get me fired.”

“More with pictures?”

“I snuck there... with Gunnar...”

“Snuck where?”

“Check this out,” Lacey said.  

Lacey took the camera off her neck and started pressing buttons.  She then turned it around and showed Emily what could possibly have been the greatest picture of Gunnar she’d ever seen.

“I made it black and white to show you,” Lacey said.  “But I do have the original color one... and I can do it in any color...”

Emily nodded and started to ignore Lacey.

Lacey had followed Gunnar to that night’s venue.  She had been standing at the back of the venue and caught Gunnar standing in the middle of the open floor.  It was an arena, a smaller arena, but still something much bigger than the normal tours Gunnar and Down Silent had been doing for all their years together.  The picture was of Gunnar with his hands in his pockets and his head back.  The lights above Gunnar came down off his face with just enough light.  With his eyes shut, he looked as sexy as ever but the way the camera caught Gunnar’s face, Emily could see and sense it all.

The honesty.  The pain.  The world he surrounded himself with... the world he created but only came to life during certain hours.  

Emily realized it, everything.  Being in the empty venue was to sense the power, the ability to create life through music, but the empty venue only reminded Gunnar that the shows Down Silent played weren’t forever.  They were measured in dates and hours, not in lives... and Gunnar wanted it in lives.

“This is beautiful,” Emily whispered.  

She couldn’t take her eyes off the camera.  The picture really captured everything that made up Gunnar.  Emily could see more in the picture than what Lacey probably did but when Emily did take her eyes off the camera to look at Lacey, there was something about the woman that made Emily feel she maybe knew a lot more than she led on.

“Why did you follow him?” Emily asked.  “Just curious.”

“I wanted to see what he does when nobody is looking,” Lacey said.  “It’s easy to act a certain way when there’s a million eyes on you, right?”

Emily looked back at the camera as she nodded.  

“I’m not sure if this is going to get me fired or not, but it’s something I had to do.”

“I’m glad you did it,” Emily said.  “This is an important picture.”

“Can you help me then?  If he gets mad...”

Emily handed the camera back to Lacey Caey.  She smiled and said, “I’ll take care of Gunnar.  The best I can at least.”

“Thank you,” Lacey said.  “Again, I’m sorry about that printed picture.”

“Don’t be.  That’s a beautiful picture too.  A nice memory.  Something I can always look back on.”

“Are you leaving soon?”

“Aren’t we all?” Emily offered.

Emily watched as Lacey considered the question, appreciating her innocence.  She would do just fine in the world of rockstars and excessive living.  That was, if she could keep her tongue at bay.  Everyone sampled eventually... it was those who couldn’t stop tasting that ended up in trouble.

Lacey left the hotel room and Emily went back to the bedroom to retrieve the sexy picture again.  She stared at it longer this time, picking out every feature she could, memorizing the way Gunnar looked pleasured but still in control.  How she looked satisfied, desperate, yet slightly uncomfortable with her mouth having to open so far to accept Gunnar.  

When Emily finally put the picture away for good, her body throbbed and wanted Gunnar.  He certainly lived up to his promise to always be wild.  He didn’t want anything to calm down.  Emily was feeling good and started to believe that she wouldn’t be replaced.  

After an long, extra hot shower and a quick bite to eat, Emily left the hotel room and was able to walk the halls, ride the elevator, and walk right out the front door of the hotel to go to the show.  Outside, she found some of the security for Down Silent who promptly called for a car to take Emily to the show.  Emily waited no more than five minutes before a black car appeared.  As she climbed into the backseat she thought about the night with Gunnar in his little speedster.  The night Annie Crossfire crossed all boundaries – both professional and friendship - and took those pictures of Emily on top of Gunnar.  Emily could only shake her head and wish the pain away.

Once at the show, Emily exited the car to a crowd of screaming fans who gathered at the back of the venue hoping that one of the black cars would be someone famous.  Emily didn’t look at the crowd, she just hurried into the backdoor of the venue, needing to find Gunnar.  

The hallways were cluttered with equipment and people.  It looked more disorganized that Emily could ever remembering seeing a Down Silent show.  Emily pushed her way down the long hall and followed laminated paper signs with arrows on them until she found the dressing door for Down Silent.  She opened the door and saw Cliff sitting on a couch, meticulously thinning out a line of coke with his hands shaking.  

“Where’s Gunnar?” Emily asked.

Cliff looked at Emily and smiled.  He was so gone, Emily’s heart skipped a beat.  Someone was going to end up dead soon.  The rest of Down Silent was in the room too, each guy in their own spot, with their own addiction... from whiskey to pills to two women on their knees earning their way to what they believed would make an amazing story to tell.  

“Big man gets his own room tonight,” Cliff said, trying to point at Emily.  His finger made wide circles and Cliff’s head started to bob.  

“Cool it a little,” Emily said.  “You have a show to play tonight.”

“We’ll be fine, babe,” Cliff said.  “We always are.”

Emily left the room and took a deep breath.  This was what else Gunnar had been talking about.  The bigger the crowd, the bigger the show, the bigger the image.  And the only way to make the image bigger was to live it.  

Directly across from that door was another door.  Black.  Unlabeled.  Exactly what Gunnar would want.  Emily just opened the door.  She found Gunnar sitting on a small couch, his elbows on his knees, his chin resting on two fists, staring down at a long table.  It was full of photographs.  All the pictures Lacey Caey had been taking.  

“Gunnar,” Emily whispered.  

“Ex,” Gunnar said.  His eyes didn’t leave the pictures.

Emily walked to the table and started looking too.  They were pictures of everything.  From the first show, to the backstage routine, to the stage setups and breakdowns, Lacey truly captured everything about a Down Silent show.  Then Emily saw the pictures Lacey had taken that first night, when Emily had been orally pleasuring Gunnar.  There was one picture missing from that set, and it rested in a bag Emily owned back at the hotel.

“Nice pictures,” Emily said.  

Her eyes couldn’t get away from the pictures of her mouth wrapped around Gunnar’s shaft.  Lacey had taken about a dozen pictures, capturing Emily moving up and down Gunnar.  Each picture told its own story and each picture got its own reaction between Emily’s legs.

“I want to take you somewhere,” Gunnar said.  “Tomorrow morning.”

“Anywhere you want.”

“Tonight is the biggest show the band has ever done,” Gunnar said.  “We have tomorrow and the next day off.  We’re going to stay here, and tomorrow night, we’re shutting down the top floor of the hotel for a party.”

“A party?  The band is already partying next door...”

Gunnar nodded.  “I know.  They have their own version.  I can only respect it.”

“But you sit here, looking in pain, Gunnar.”

“I’m looking at my life,” Gunnar said.  “My life in pictures.”

“That’s a good thing,” Emily said.  “A good life, Gunnar.  And all these fans, the people need you.  Just like me.  I need you.”

Gunnar opened his hands and put them to the table.  He closed his eyes and let out a sigh.  Then in a fury, his hands moved, sending the pictures scattering to the floor. All Emily could think about was whoever had to clean up the mess and who would see the picture of her tasting Gunnar.  Then again, she really didn’t care anymore. 

Emily moved towards Gunnar and when she came within his reach, Gunnar jumped up, spun around, and had Emily by the waist.  He growled and lifted her, somehow, and Emily let out a cry.  His hands were buried in her curves and Emily put her legs around Gunnar.  She couldn’t believe the strength of the man as he walked her in a straight line.  Gunnar didn’t stop until Emily’s body crashed into a wall.  She let out another cry, this one in pain, and Gunnar forced her to stand.  

His body was tight against her.  Emily felt her heart racing and she felt the heavy thuds of Gunnar’s heart.  As she looked into Gunnar’s eyes, she saw something so different and so intense that it bothered her.  

Gunnar moved his hands up Emily’s sides, following her thick curves and then forced Emily to lift her hands.  He held her wrists and squeezed.  

“I want to fuck you,” Gunnar said with a growl in his throat.  “With the door unlocked.  With people walking around out there.  I want them to hear you scream for me.”

“Then do it,” Emily said.  “Do it, Gunnar.  Please.”

Gunnar pulled at Emily, forcing her towards the couch.  Emily stumbled, trying to keep her balance.  He made Emily stand in front of him and using his strong hands, he guided Emily to her knees.  Emily turned her head, eye level between Gunnar’s legs.  She licked her lips and Gunnar stroked her cheek. 

“No, I’m not going to allow you to do that right now,” Gunnar said.  “I’m going to fuck you.  Bend over and take your pants and panties down.”

Emily shuddered but made sure her hands went quickly to work.  She forced her jeans and panties down to her knees and then bent forward.  She put her hands on the table and when she looked down, she saw the pictures all around her.  Her knees crushed a few pictures but she didn’t care.  Not right then.  She couldn’t.

When Emily looked over her shoulder again, she saw Gunnar dropping his pants and boxers, revealing he was already thick and hard.  It didn’t take much and Emily loved that about Gunnar.  He moved to his knees too and with one hand, he found Emily’s tender, wet slit and began to play, swirling his fingers to spread her and prepare her.  Emily thrust back and groaned when she felt Gunnar place himself against her.  

Gunnar leaned forward and took hold of Emily’s wrists in one hand while he guided his cock into her with the other.

The sex was rough and fast, the thrusts being offered to Emily were a painful.  Emily had no problem crying out for Gunnar.  Her body wanted more... more of the pleasure... yet her body wanted to rid itself of the pain.  It was the most intense feeling Emily could recall.  Gunnar used his entire body weight and strength to fuck her.  The sounds of their bodies colliding soon became matched with the sounds of their grunts, groans, cries, and the sound of Gunnar’s belt buckle slamming against his jeans over and over.  

“Cry for it,” Gunnar growled at Emily.  He had his mouth to Emily’s ear and each time he thrust, he groaned at her.

Emily’s voice grew louder over and over until she had to close her eyes to scream as loud as Gunnar wanted her to.  He squeezed harder at Emily’s wrists, forcing her bones to rub together in a nerve pinching annoyance that left Emily with only one choice... she had to fuck back at Gunnar harder.  She needed her own relief too.

Gunnar spread his legs and offered himself even harder.  As Emily crashed against the table, it began to move.  She tried to find traction but Gunnar didn’t care and didn’t give her a chance.  He just moved with Emily and the table, hell bent on achieving whatever it was he wanted.  

When he suddenly slowed, pulling himself from Emily’s throbbing body, letting out a long groan, Emily turned her head and saw Gunnar’s large erection glistening with wetness.  He throbbed and Emily thrust herself at him, wanting to feel him finish.  A second later, he was back inside Emily, moving slowly.  Gunnar moved his hand from Emily’s wrists and she kept them together.  Gunnar then held Emily’s wide hips as he gently fucked her.  The sudden change made Emily come.  As her needs took over, pulling at Gunnar, he finally thrust deep into Emily and held there, releasing.  Emily whimpered each time Gunnar’s cock throbbed, pouring more of himself into Emily’s tender body.  

Gunnar stood up, lifting his boxers and pants.  Emily was paralyzed with pleasure. She stared up at Gunnar, waiting to hear his next command.  Nothing ever felt so good and so right, being in this kind of position, dedicated to Gunnar.  As she caught her breath and tried to allow her body to calm down, Gunnar turned and walked to the door.

“Gunnar...”

He stopped and turned, his hand on the handle.  “I’m going to get ready.  Big show tonight.”

“Are you okay?” Emily asked.  She couldn’t help herself as she asked it.  The sex she just had with Gunnar wasn’t only mind blowing, it was honest, sincere, and frightening.  That kind of sex was filled with anger, and hurt.

“Nobody is okay,” Gunnar said.  “That’s why we’re all here.  We are all trying to escape.”

Gunnar left the room.  Emily’s mouth was open, her heart raced, and her pants were still down to her knees.  And that’s where Emily would remain for almost an hour, realizing with each second falling around her that she wasn’t obsessed with Gunnar.  She wasn’t dedicated to Gunnar.  She wasn’t a Gunnar girl...

She was in love with Gunnar.
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Emily spotted Lacey Caey in the crowd, standing in the first row of the second level in the arena.  In front of her were banners for local businesses and the home teams that played in the arena.  She leaned over the railing, holding the camera down, catching shot after shot of the band.  Emily had to give it to Lacey, her imagination was spot on and if there was one good thing about technology and pictures it was that the digital files would live forever.  Gunnar could have the pictures printed over and over and he could destroy them over and over but they would always remain.  

After finishing their current song, Gunnar turned to the band and said something.  He waved his hands and Emily stood from her seat and stepped up onto it.  She’d never saw Gunnar do such a thing on stage in the middle of a show.  The band had taken the stage looking visibly enhanced, thanks to drugs and booze.  They didn’t play sloppy - years of playing had basically infused their bodies with the ability to just play, no matter what - but what lacked was the passion from the band.  They almost sounded monotone and even boring.  Like someone popped in a CD and the band strummed along.  

Emily knew it had to piss Gunnar off.

And her suspicion was confirmed when Gunnar sent the band off stage.  

At first, Emily thought something big was going to happen.  Maybe a fight.  Maybe the crowd would go nuts for the show ending like that.  

But Gunnar held it together.

He shook hands and hugged each band member, and each one left the stage looking happy.  Emily could only have imagined what Gunnar said to them to get them to leave so peacefully.  

“Okay, the boys are heading out early,” Gunnar said.  “Lots of backstage activity to plan.”

The crowd cheered, each one slipping into the rock n’ roll dream.  

“I’m not done just yet.  Two more songs... how’s that sound?”

Nobody protested that.

Emily looked to Lacey, watching the curvy photographer snapping shot after shot of Gunnar.  She then hurried and started to rush through the crowd and Emily knew she wanted to come down closer.  What an opportunity to take a picture (or a hundred) of Gunnar standing on stage without the rest of the band.

Gunnar walked behind the drum set and when he came back, he had an acoustic guitar.  He put it over his shoulder and started to play a few chords, making sure everything was in tune.  To Emily, it was so strange to see something like this, especially in such a big venue.  But she understood what Gunnar wanted and whatever he wanted, he got.

With that, Gunnar began to play two songs as promised.  The sound wasn’t perfect.  The stage setup, including the sound, had been for the entire band.  The guitar didn’t have a direct mic in front of it but it did plug into the sound system throughout the arena.  It sounded heartfelt, stripped down, and beautiful.  Gunnar sang with an honest passion.  When he strummed the final chord, he let it ring out and then stood on stage, staring out to the crowd, waiting.

The silence that fell in the arena gave Emily chills.  All those people... over ten thousand fans in the arena... every single one of them, standing in silence, absorbing what they just experienced.  

“Thank you,” Gunnar whispered and turned to leave the stage.

It was then the crowd gave the thunderous applause Gunnar deserved - and needed.  They continued to applaud and cheer, switching between chants for Down Silent! and Gunnar!  Gunnar!.  It made Emily smile; Gunnar had proved to himself what he could do on a big stage, alone.

It made Emily’s heart ache a little, wondering what Gunnar really had planned for the future.

The crowd left and Emily made her way backstage.  She checked the room she and Gunnar had been in and she found it empty.  The floor clean.  The pictures all picked up.  As Emily stared at the table, she blushed, thinking had done to her there.  

She found Gunnar in the main dressing room, along with the rest of Down Silent.  They were all drinking, snorting, and wrapped around desperate women.  Women lingered around Gunnar but the vibe he put off told them to stay put.  Emily did the same, she did not want to dive at him, ruining his image.  Cliff announced an after party on the tour bus and just like that, the normal routine began.  The band hustled from the room, taking their indulgences with them.

“That was amazing, what you did,” Emily said.

Gunnar stared at himself in the mirror.  “I’m going to take you to the top of this city tomorrow.”

“Mountain climbing?”

“Not really that,” Gunnar said.  “It’s not as high as I’d like... but we can see for miles.  And nobody will be able to see us.”

“I’d like that.”

“Good.”

Gunnar lowered his head for a few seconds and Emily watched as his hands gripped the edge of the counter.  When he opened his eyes again, he looked enraged.  

“It’s best if we don’t see each other until then.”

“Gunnar...”

“You have the picture I gave you.  Enjoy that.  I’ll see you tomorrow, Ex.”

Gunnar moved his eyes, allowing his reflection to stare at Emily.  It lasted all of a second and then he stared back at himself.  Emily took that as her hint to leave the room.  

She left the room and then the arena, and had a private car take her to the hotel room.  

She felt empty, yet she was madly in love with Gunnar.  

Back at the hotel, Emily sought comfort in the only thing that really made her feel alive outside of Gunnar.  

Writing.

She thought about going for a bottle of vodka but after seeing Gunnar kick Down Silent off stage and bear his soul to everyone, she didn’t want to fall into the lifestyle and eventually become taken by it.  

The two manuscripts were open on her laptop.

The steamy novel with the young, innocent woman still standing at her window, ready to take her clothes off for her overbearing neighbor.  Emily tapped the keys and read the last scene three times.  Then she scrolled back more, reading the setup to the erotic scene that was waiting to come to life.  

It did nothing for Emily.

She switched to the other document, the one with the romance scene from the night before.  Within seconds of reading it, her fingers were excited, ready to unleash a literary hell of emotions into a new book.  She saw the characters clear as day.  Two broken people coming together.  They live a life, have an image, but yet they’re broken.  They’re flawed, scarred, and they need each other.  They are together and then break up, over and over, until they finally realize they need each other.

When Emily started typing, she couldn’t stop.  The minutes slid into hours and when she finally stopped, it was three hours later.  She hadn’t had such a productive writing session in months.  Lately she had felt more like a mail-it-in kind of writer, just piecing the puzzle together, sending it off to sell thousands of copies for a paycheck.  That’s when Emily made the connection between she and Gunnar.  If Emily continued to write what was needed, she would be like Gunnar and Down Silent... giving fans (and readers) what they wanted but would there be passion?  If Emily followed her heart, the readers would still get books, but they’d get intense passion.  The kind that would force them to finish the book and come back for more.

Emily ordered room service, loving how they always said it was closed until she mentioned who she was with.  After eating and then drinking a glass of orange juice (without a single drop of vodka), she went back to her manuscript.  By the time she saw the skinny fingers of sunlight trying to creep into the bedroom, Emily had a quarter of a new romance novel written.  Sure, a first draft copy that would need work, but it was written.  It was pages upon pages of actual story.  Something Emily believed in.

She finally stopped writing and turned to face the empty bed.  

Gunnar hadn’t come back at all.

He spent the entire night away.

It didn’t shock Emily, he had told her he wouldn’t be back.  But that didn’t mean it didn’t hurt.  She wanted Gunnar to come to her.  She wanted to house all his pain, all his fears, and allow him to be himself.  To actually be Gunnar.

More than that... she wanted Gunnar to love her.
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The phone call came and when Emily tried to ignore the call, the phone wouldn’t stop ringing.  She had no choice.  As she lifted the phone, she saw the clock on the nightstand and realized that she had slept through most of the day.  It was already after three in the afternoon.  

“Hello?” she asked in a groggy voice.

“Ex, my beautiful.  How are you?”

“Gunnar?  Where are you?  What are you...”

“We’re leaving in ten minutes.  Be out front.”

“Gunnar, wait.  Are you okay?”

Gunnar exhaled and hung up the phone.  The dead tone made Emily grit her teeth.   She rushed from the bed and managed to change her shirt and fix her hair in the short timeframe Gunnar had given her.  She had to run down the hall of the hotel to the elevator and thankfully she was the only one on it the entire ride down to the ground floor.  The doors opened and two security guards stood, nodding at her, pointing to the front where a black car sat.  

The image used to be enticing.  It used to be so exotic and wild to have people protecting, driving them.  But now it felt different.  Emily actually started to hate it.  She told herself that as long as Gunnar had to live a life like this, would they ever actually be together?  Would they ever be alone?  

Emily pushed through the doors and before making it to the black car, she heard people cheering for her.

“Ex!  Ex!”

Emily froze and looked to see a group of people standing with cameras, smiles on their faces.  

“Is Gunnar in there?” someone yelled.

“I fucking love him!” one of the women yelled.

Emily’s face burned red.  Now she had become part of this image?  Of course she had.  It shouldn’t have surprised her... her pictures had been plastered everywhere.  And it made sense.  People saw her at show after show, in the front of the house and backstage.  

When Emily got into the car and slammed the door, she felt somewhere between punching someone and crying.

“Not so uplifting, is it?” Gunnar asked.

Emily looked at Gunnar, unsure what to say.  He didn’t look back at her, instead he stared ahead.  He leaned forward and tapped the driver on the shoulder.  The car began to move and Emily gently placed a hand to Gunnar’s leg.  She squeezed, once, hoping for a reaction but got none.  Even when she moved her hand up his leg, it did nothing.

“Gunnar, please talk to me.”

“I will,” he replied.  “Let this all sink in... this life.  This outcome of a decision.”

And that’s what Emily did, without much of a choice.  The drive only lasted ten minutes.  The driver drove halfway up to the top of a ridge and then stopped.  The driver turned around.

“I won’t get it up much more,” he said.  “If I get stuck, we’re all screwed.”

Gunnar grumbled to himself and exited the car.  Emily did the same and watched as he started to walk up the rest of the way.  She looked at the car and for a second, she saw herself getting back into the car and leaving.  The thought horrified her.  She couldn’t imagine not being with Gunnar or near him.  Emily started to run, charging towards Gunnar.  When she caught up, she didn’t stop but instead cut in front of him and turned, putting her hands out.  Of course Gunnar crashed into her hands, almost knocking her onto her ass.

“Stop this,” Emily said.  “Gunnar... just...”

Gunnar moved Emily’s arms out of the way and his body collided to hers.  Emily thought he was going to blast past her or through her but instead, Gunnar kissed her.  Not a wild kiss, not a kiss that would lead to hot sex, but a kiss filled with honestly.  And the two of them stood there for minutes, kissing.  Heads moving left to right.  Hands touching anything they wanted to touch.  And when Gunnar ended the kiss, Emily continued it for a few seconds, kissing nothing and then blushing.

“I’ve been waiting all day for that,” Gunnar said.

“I’ve been waiting all my life for that,” Emily said.

Gunnar took Emily’s hand and they walked to the top of the ridge.  Gunnar opened his hand and put it to Emily’s back, pushing her gently.

“Go.  Look.”

Emily did.

She could see the entire city, right down to the arena where Down Silent had played the night before.  She turned, slow stepping in circles, looking at countryside and land at the back of the ridge and then the city in the front.  So contradictory, but beautiful none the less.  When she set her sights back to Gunnar, his hands were in the pockets of his jeans.  The passion and romance that existed a few minutes ago ended.  

“What’s wrong?” Emily asked.

“This is the only chance of peace we have, isn’t it?”

“We can have peace anytime we want,” Emily said.  “In our hearts and eyes.  Together.”

“How did you get to the car today?”

“I don’t follow...”

“The car.  How did you get there, Ex?”

Emily licked her lips and swallowed.  She knew where Gunnar was going with this.  

“I rode the elevator, walked out the front door.”

“How did that feel?”

“Lonely, without you,” Emily said.

“No.  It was freedom.  Endless freedom, Ex.  You have it.  Sadly, by breaking free of that white cloth you imprisoned yourself.  You were better off not trying and watching me leave.”

Emily’s heart sank.  She looked around the ridge.  She suddenly felt very lonely.

“Is that what you want?  Me gone?”

“I stare at pictures every night, Ex.  Every fucking night.  I look at what I’ve done.  What I’ve created that very same day.  And I feel... lost.  The bigger the crowds get the more they love us...”

“And that’s wrong?”

Gunnar half smiled.  “Where’s the connection?”

“They don’t sing every song?  Buy every album?  Fight to get near you?”

“Where’s the connection to me?” Gunnar growled.

“Is that what it is?  You want to feel something from everyone?”

“Maybe I do.  Maybe I want to feel their pain.  Their hate.  Their needs.  Their everything.  But I can’t from miles away.  Turn around, Ex, and look anywhere you want.  What can you tell me about what’s happening?”

“What does it matter to me?” Emily asked.  “I know what I feel and what I want to see.”

“So you can live peacefully in a dream?”

“You do it.  You pick women out of the crowd.  Pretend to be high.  Sidelining while your band kills themselves, right?”

Gunnar stepped towards Emily and she stiffened.

“You cut through me,” Gunnar said.  “You cut me open and yet, you’re still innocent.”

“I’m not so innocent,” Emily said.  “You want me to be innocent.”

“I wanted to kiss you,” Gunnar said.  “That one last chance kiss before the world changes.”

“The world is changing?” Emily asked.

“Every single day we live in it.”

Emily wasn’t sure what she should do next.  She felt like crying.  She felt like attacking Gunnar.  Her heart ached for him, wanting him to figure out whatever it was that burned inside him, killing him.  But she knew he’d have to figure it out on his own.

“Tonight we all are meant to enjoy ourselves,” Gunnar said.  “To live and drink, to create memories that can withstand the waters of time.”

“Of course,” Emily said.

“Take a look around you, Ex, that’s why you’re here.  This is all yours to take.  And sadly, this is all mine to lose.”

Emily turned and before she could think a single thought, Gunnar crept up behind her.  His hands wrapped around her tight, one hand slipping between her legs, one hand cupping one of her breasts.

“Such a different position,” Gunnar whispered, “but yet we feel the same.”

Emily moaned.  She could only wish Gunnar felt the same.  If he only knew she had fallen for him, what would he say then?  What would he do?  They were obviously close and not just in the physical sense with Gunnar’s hands touching Emily.  They were close beyond that.  Their minds, their needs, it all seemed to somehow connect.  

When Gunnar released his hold on Emily, he turned as Emily turned her head.  

Standing at the edge of the ridge was a man with a black camera.

“Gunnar!  Great show last night!”

The man lifted the camera to his face and Emily managed to grab Gunnar’s wrist as he started to charge.  Emily knew that if Gunnar attacked the cameraman, it would only worsen the image Gunnar resented.  

“That’s enough,” Emily called out.  “We’re trying to talk...”

“Hey, you’re Ex,” the man said.  “I loved the pictures of you two...”

Gunnar broke Emily’s hold and was off.  All Emily could do was watch.  She pictured Gunnar lifting the cameraman and throwing him over the edge of the ridge.  But this cameraman wasn’t stupid.  He understood how intrusive his job was meant to be.  Gunnar made it no more than two steps before the man started his descent down the ridge, actually walking into the thick brush on the outer edges and walls.  

Emily saw her opportunity and rushed up behind Gunnar, holding him like he had just held her.  Her hands did the same thing too... one hand touching Gunnar’s hard chest and the other cupping between his legs.  

“They just want to see you to be you,” Emily said.  “Remember that.”

“Hard to think with your hand between my legs,” Gunnar said.  His voice didn’t sounded eased or calm but Emily would take what she could get.

She started to move her hand, pressing and sliding.  She wondered how it would work on the top of the ridge.  

Gunnar’s hand clamped down on Emily’s.  He stopped her and then took her hand away.  After repeating the same for her hand touching his chest, Gunnar began to walk.  He pointed to the clearing where they had come from and said, “We have to go.  Time to enjoy the last night here.”

Gunnar’s words were cryptic.  Emily couldn’t put her finger on why but it made her shiver.  

She then began to think about how many days she had left with Gunnar... as though they were counting down instead of adding up.  
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To say there were people everywhere would have been undermining all the effort put into shutting down the top two floors of the hotel.  What was supposed to be the top floor only quickly moved down when a few people started to complain of noise.  Through careful speaking, and sending people away, the hotel accommodated the needs of Gunnar and Down Silent.  Emily had never seen the band throw a party like this before.  The after show parties were one thing, the small celebrations of the tour and record sales were another, but this was flat out... a party.  By midnight, people were passed out, people were sneaking away for a quick fuck, and enough drugs were being passed around that the hotel room had a cloudy haze about it.  Inhaling the air in the hotel room was enough to make anyone’s head feel light and woozy.  

Emily made her way through the crowd with ease.  Everyone knew who she was and everyone respected her.  If there was anything good that came from Annie Crossfire’s backstab, this was it.  The band was the center of attention, of course.  Some of the management team and all of the roadies and techs were there, living it up and riding the coattails of Down Silent, scoring woman after woman and hit after hit.  The rest of the guests were lucky fans.  Emily wasn’t sure where they came from and she really didn’t care.  

The backdrop of voices, music, and the feeling of life was intense.  When Emily saw Lacey Caey, camera around her neck, she rushed to her, seeking something familiar.

“Are you taking pictures?” Emily asked.

“Of course,” Lacey said.  “You see this?  This is madness.  This is amazing.  This is the kind of thing you look back on and think ‘how the fuck did I pull this off?’.”

“Where’s Gunnar?”

“Saw him in the bedroom.  Can I show you something?”

“Please,” Emily said.

Lacey nodded and the two of them slipped out of the hotel room.  The hall wasn’t much quieter but it contained just a little more elbow and breathing room.  Lacey handed Emily the camera and showed another beautiful picture of Gunnar.  

This one cut straight to Emily’s heart.

“He didn’t know again,” Lacey said.  “I feel bad... but I can’t pass up the chance...”

“I don’t blame you,” Emily said.

Her eyes studied a picture of Gunnar standing at the foot of the bed.  He leaned forward a little, his left hand touching the bed.  Touching the spot where Emily slept.  His other hand didn’t touch anything, it just hung there.  Gunnar’s face was slightly turned, staring at Emily’s spot in the bed, his stunning features enhanced by the camera.

“He seems distant in these,” Lacey said.

“That’s Gunnar,” Emily said.  “He’s always distant.”

“Distant, but yet he has this big party,” Lacey said.  “Amazing.”

“That’s right.  He is.”

Emily touched Lacey’s back and then excused herself, needing to find Gunnar.  She cut through the crowd, her eyes scanning everything possible.  The image and lifestyle of rockstars being put to the ultimate test.  The debauchery of sex and drugs just happening in the open like nothing mattered.  The aura of the party gently shifting from good times to hard times to nothing but massaging the need for indulgence and to feed old habits that were forever alive.  By the time Emily found Gunnar, she was so uncomfortable, her hands were actually shaking.  

Gunnar stood in one of the band’s hotel rooms, leaning against a wall, taking it all in.  Emily saw him and put her hands out, needing him.  She saw the glimmer in Gunnar’s eyes, knowing he could sense and then see the concern in her face.  And with that concern proved the innocence Gunnar needed from Emily.

He took her hands and pulled her close.

“How does it feel?” he whispered into her ear.

“Horrible,” Emily said.  “I’m waiting for someone to die.”

“We’re all going to die, Ex.”

“Tonight?”

“Perhaps,” Gunnar said.  “That’s something I can’t control.”

Gunnar slid along the wall and took Emily’s hand, leading her to a sliding glass door.  He opened it and took her out to the balcony.  With the door then shut, the party became a murmur.  The darkness surrounding them was complemented by the lights of the city.  The nightlife lurked all around, all the way down to the ground.  Emily wondered.  When people passed the hotel, did they look up and see the lights on and wonder if Gunnar was having a party.  It seemed trivial but for some reason it mattered to her.

“Why are you doing this?” Emily asked.

“Doing what?”

“All of this.  This party...”

“To celebrate all we know at this very moment.”

Gunnar put a hand into his pocket and produced a white pill.  He held it up and stared at it.

“Can a life exist in this?” he asked.  

“To some, sure.  But your heart is better than that.”

“Is it?”

Gunnar opened his mouth and threw the pill in.  Emily gasped but she didn’t stop him this time.  If Gunnar wanted to tempt temptation and flirt with the devil, so be it.  She could only be there for now.  Gunnar placed a hand to the back of Emily’s neck and pulled her in for a kiss.  She moaned as Gunnar’s tongue touched hers.  A second later she began to taste something.  When she tried to pull away, Gunnar wouldn’t allow it, keeping their kiss alive.  Emily tasted something chalky and knew it was the white pill dissolving.  Dissolving between both their mouths.  

When her natural instinct to breathe and swallow kicked in, she whimpered, then kissed Gunnar as hard as she could.  The kiss ended and Emily stared at Gunnar, licking her lips.

“Let’s enjoy... we can be lost for now or forever.”

“Gunnar...”

Gunnar put his hands to Emily’s face, holding her.  He smiled and started to take deep breaths.  Emily relaxed a little but her heart raced faster and faster.  In a matter of minutes, she felt good... really good... so good that her last memory of the night was staring into Gunnar’s powerful, beautiful eyes.  And if that was to be her last memory - even forever - it would be the greatest memory ever.

When Emily could focus again - testing out all her senses, making sure they were intact - she forced herself to sit up.  As she blinked, still breathing heavily, she looked around the room.  Somehow she was where she belonged.  In her hotel room.  She and Gunnar’s hotel room.  In bed.  She let the sheet fall and found herself fully clothed.  Yet her body felt amazing.  Warm.  Tingling.  Satisfied.  She touched her legs and ran her hands up her entire body, even over her breasts and to her neck.  She let out a long, relieving moan, feeling as though she had just been fucked by Gunnar.  

Gunnar.

Gunnar?

To her left the bed was empty.  The bed looked cleaned.  Unused.  When Emily checked the time she tried to figure how long she had been sleeping... or at least blacked out.  She climbed from the bed and expected to collapse or to have her head feel like it was going to explode from some kind of hangover but that wasn’t the case.  Not at all.  She felt... fantastic.  Alive and well.  

Leaving the bedroom she found the hotel room trashed but nobody lingered.  Nobody on the couch or the floor, and nobody was dead.  There were plenty of leftovers from the night before - the empty liquor bottles scattered around, some broken into hundreds of pieces on the floor.  The walls were stained where someone must have thrown a few bottles.  On the table and counters was a very fine white coating of powder.  The leftover drugs.  The room still bounced with the aura of the night before, like ghosts unable to let go and move on.

Emily opened the hotel room door and looked into the hall.  That too stood empty.  Eerily empty.  It made Emily feel like she had woken up in an end of the world horror movie.  Not a soul in sight.  Not a sound to be heard.  Emily walked the hall, wondering if she should just open door by door, seeking Gunnar.  

Then an idea came to her.

Lacey Caey.

It seemed that if there was one other person who knew where Gunnar was it was Lacey.  She followed him all the time, wanting to catch each and every perfect picture that could be snapped.  Emily rode the elevator down one floor to where Lacey Caey stayed.  Even if she didn’t find Gunnar she could at least ask Lacey about the party.  Emily’s mind was still fuzzy, the real last memory being Gunnar’s eyes.  Then everything faded until now.

At Lacey’s door, Emily found Lacey’s door slightly open.  It sparked her interest and she pushed the door open quietly.  Perhaps Lacey Caey had herself a man in bed.  Maybe a one night stand that came back for a little more fun.  It made Emily smile.  Something about Lacey seemed so sincere that Emily would love to catch the photographer having a little fun.

Emily smiled ear to ear.

Speaking of a little fun...

It was Lacey’s camera.  

Emily wanted to repay Lacey Caey the favor.  She’d sneak into Lacey’s room and snap a picture of Lacey with a man.  Maybe Emily could get lucky enough and catch Lacey hot in the act...

Emily took the camera and turned it on.  She slowly stepped to the bedroom and saw it open.  She turned into the doorway and had her finger ready to press the button.  But Emily froze.

As she figured, Lacey Caey was in bed.  Sleeping.  Rolled to her left side, fast asleep.  But that wasn’t what bothered Emily.  What bothered Emily was that standing at the foot of the bed was Gunnar.  He looked just like he did in the picture Lacey had taken.  His left hand reached down, touching the bed.  His face deep and intent, staring at Lacey Caey.

Emily’s heart tore in half.  Her finger pressed the button on the camera.  She’d give Lacey Caey a memory at least.  Emily wouldn’t need a copy, this image would be burned into her memory forever.

The camera made a noise and Gunnar turned his head.

“Ex...”

“You have what you want I guess,” Emily said.  “The innocence again.”

Emily tossed the camera to the bed and stormed out of the room.  Once back in the hall, she started to move slower, hoping that Gunnar would catch up to her.  Wasn’t that how it went in romantic stories?  Wasn’t the man supposed to chase the woman down?  To chase her forever... to grab her arm, spin her around, and kiss her?  So then Emily could push Gunnar away.  So Gunnar could beg to her, speak to her, finally open up to her once and for all.  Then they could kiss.  Then they could be together.

But that didn’t happen.

It didn’t happen when Emily packed her bags.

It didn’t happen when Emily called for a cab.

It didn’t happen when Emily showed up to the airport and bought a plane ticket.

And it didn’t happen as the plane took off, to take her home... 
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Emily sat in front of her laptop.  Her coffee had gone cold two hours ago and an hour ago when she sipped it, expecting a warm shot of caffeine, she spit the cold coffee back into the mug and rushed from the room to brush her teeth, again.  As she did, she looked in the mirror and thought of Gunnar.  Every time she looked in the mirror she thought of Gunnar.

She hated thinking of Gunnar.

Now her fingers worked between manuscripts, finding a balance between romance and sex.  Upon arriving home, she found Annie Crossfire had moved out, as told.  For a couple days Emily thought about calling her but decided not to, knowing that by then Annie had to have been thousands of miles away.  Tracking the next band.  Flirting and fucking her way to the next story.  

Emily left the room empty and refused to open the door.

The royalties from her last erotic book had put enough money in her bank account to cover her bills for a year and everyday she secretly spent an hour looking at new apartments and even houses.  She told herself she was being secretive but without a single person around her, there really existed no need to be secretive.  

She finished the romance novel she started on tour with Gunnar, sent it to her agent, who promptly read it and called, torn between being disgusted that Emily didn’t finish another steamy book and thrilled that Emily had written such a well thought out, heart wrenching novel.  

And thus began another chapter in Emily’s writing career... the balance between romance and steam.

Emily was happy and always able to work.  With two manuscripts open at all times, Emily could follow her mood and her needs.  

Each day she received a text message from Gunnar.

A single message, usually something either poetic or something stupid.  

At first, it bothered Emily.  She would read the message and either curse or cry.  Then she started to ignore it... for about five minutes.  Then she began to silence her cell phone but that too left so much temptation, it drove Emily wild.  Finally, she succumbed to it and just started waiting for the texts.

When her cell phone vibrated just after noon, Emily read it.

Turn on the radio...

It was a different message than the ones she’d gotten before.  Next to Emily’s desk was a small three drawer filing cabinet with a small music player that was a radio, CD player, and MP3 player.  She flipped on the radio, tuning to the only radio station that actually came in.  It took her all of two seconds to recognize the Down Silent song playing.  

“Asshole,” Emily whispered and she turned the radio off.

She caught herself smiling though.

It was nice to hear the song.  

She looked back at the radio and considered listening some more.  

But no, she couldn’t.

No.

Emily went back to her keyboard and started to type again.  She had been working on a romance novel all morning but suddenly had the urge to switch to a steamy one.  Just reading Gunnar’s words and then hearing his voice... her body warmed up.  

She hated that Gunnar still had some kind of hold on her.

After typing for a few minutes she heard a knock at her door.  She looked at her phone, then the radio, then waited.  The knock came again.

Emily walked through the apartment to the door, her heart racing.  She felt so stupid, knowing it was nothing behind the door.

She opened the door.

“Gunnar...”

“Ex,” Gunnar said and touched her face.  

“What the... what are you doing here?”

Gunnar smiled.  “Didn’t you get my text?”

“Of course I did.”

“Did you turn on the radio?”

“Yeah...”

“Okay.  So you know why I’m here.”

“No.  I only listened for a few seconds.  I couldn’t stand to hear anymore of it.”

Gunnar stepped towards Emily.  Emily backed up, letting him into her apartment.  Not that she had a choice, Gunnar would have gotten in no matter what.

“I don’t understand,” Emily said.

Gunnar’s hands slithered down Emily’s body and pulled her tight.

“You should have listened,” Gunnar whispered.  “There was something at the end of the song...”

“A snippet of you and Lacey Caey?” Emily asked.

“Oh, Ex, you know I’d never hurt you.”

“You were in another woman’s room...”

“Ex, I slept with you that night.  I held you all night and watched you sleep.  You were at peace.  So happy.  Free.  I left the bed and went to Lacey’s room to ask her to bring her camera.  I wanted her to... watch us and take pictures.  I was going to wake you with my tongue...”

Emily shivered and sighed.  Her body was on fire.

“But I saw Lacey sleeping.  Much like you.  Almost looking like you.  And it intrigued me.”

“Why?  You wanted both of us?”

Gunnar shook his head.  “No.  I wanted to understand how she could look the same as you but make me nothing.  When I look at you, Ex, I feel everything.  I feel life surging through my veins.  I feel alive.  I feel like I want to be alive.  I feel something that goes beyond the stage and the music.  I’ve never felt it before.”

“Gunnar,” Emily said, “I fell in love with you on tour...”

“I did the same,” Gunnar whispered.

He kissed Emily, once, twice, and before it could get any hotter, he backed away.

“I can’t go back out there,” Emily said.  “I can’t do it.  The image.  The band.  The drugs.  I just...”

“I broke up Down Silent,” Gunnar said.

Emily’s mouth fell open.  “But... why...?”

“I had to.  They’re going to kill themselves and it won’t be on my time and it won’t be because of an image.  I want people to feel me.  I want to have that relationship with my fans.”

“So what are you going to do?”

“If you listened to radio...”

“Sorry,” Emily whispered.

“The band is over,” Gunnar said.  “The rest of the tour is cancelled.”  Gunnar walked into Emily, forcing her to take steps backwards.  

“Okay...”

“That means I’m on my own now,” Gunnar said.

Gunnar continued to step and Emily guided him, making sure they were working their way to her bedroom.

“I’m going solo and acoustic,” Gunnar said.  “If people want my heart and soul, if they want an experience, I’ll give it to them.”

“You’re still touring then?”

“I wouldn’t call it touring.  I’d call it jamming.  Playing for fun.  Coffeehouses.  Small places.  The true fans will come and even if they don’t, I’ll get to come home to you... Ex... the only person that really matters.”

Gunnar put his lips to Emily again and his hands slipped around her curves and he lifted her.  Emily wrapped her legs tight around him.  Her hands did the same in his hair.  

She wasn’t a Gunnar girl anymore... she was Gunnar’s girl...

And with that, she swore to herself she’d never let go again.
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