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Nothing is by chance or random. Or is it?

Was that all one night out under the Los Angeles city lights glare would be for two souls pulled together by music? One, a rising star working to maintain their place in a space, still accepting of his ethnic diversity. While the other is maneuvering the winding road, hopefully leading to their big music industry break.

Meet Axel, the Korean American lead guitarist of a world-renowned rock band, and Luna, a curvy young woman with not only vocal chops but also music composition skills that fit with Axel like a found puzzle piece.

Regardless of social status, everyone wants to feel love—the unpretentious kind, not for show but from the heart. This is what has found Axel Kim and Luna McKnight. But can they keep what has enveloped them sacred, untouched by a world wanting full access to its idols?

TROPES:

* Rockstar Romance

* Opposites Attract

* Jealousy/External Conflict

* He Falls First, She Falls Harder

* Slow Burn with Explosive Heat

***** This is the prequel to the second book, Reckless Rhythms, and should be read first. *****
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1. In a Sultry Haze
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THE DIM GLOW OF AMBER LIGHTS CAST A SULTRY HAZE OVER THE CRAMPED space inside the downtown Los Angeles bar. It was an intimate venue where the air hummed with anticipation, and the scent of aged wood mingled with the faint trace of Whiskey. Luna McKnight stepped onto the small stage, a solitary figure with tantalizing curves bathed in a pool of soft light.

Her fingers grazed the microphone, a gentle touch that, unlike the torrent of emotion she was about to unleash. The crowd's murmurs hushed as she drew a deep breath, the sound spilling through the speakers. Her chest rose before she poured her soul into the opening notes. Luna’s rich and resonant voice cut through the silence like a flare, delivering tales of heartache and triumph.

Luna’s eyes fluttered closed, each word she sang laden with the weight of her dreams and struggles. She let herself become lost in the melody as it rose and fell. Her hips swayed in a dance with the shadows near the outer stage area as if possessed by the rhythm. Then, her feet became grounded as her voice soared, unfurling across the room, creating an intimacy that teased the vulnerability of many in the audience.

🎵

In the back, away from the throng, stood Axel Kim. His dark eyes were fixed on Luna as she took the stage, a half-smile playing on his lips—a rare glimpse of intrigue breaking through his stoic facade. The ambient clinks of glasses and whispers faded into nothingness as he leaned against the wall, arms crossed, his presence a silent command for attention.

The timbre of Luna’s voice resonated within him, stirring something primal. Axel was no stranger to raw talent; it surrounded him in waves, a constant in his life as the lead guitarist for the rock group Midnight Serenade. Yet Luna’s passion, reflected in her wide brown eyes and the fervor of her lyrics, spoke of resilience—the force of which beckoned him closer.

She sang tales of love lost and rediscovered, her voice rising and falling in harmony with the city’s heartbeat outside. Her natural coils danced with every movement, a mesmerizing frame for the raw beauty that captivated Axel. Her curvy silhouette was an invitation and a mystery, a beckoning temptation woven with secrets only the night dared to hold.

The room erupted into applause as she hit the final note, stretching it into what felt like an eternity. But Luna’s gaze found Axel’s as the house lights slowly brightened, locking onto him as if dismissing the sea of faces. For a fleeting moment, they shared a connection. It was electric like the chords from the music she’d sung to, and undeniable. Each slow clap he gave her set off a spark in the atmosphere as if this point in time was not a chance encounter.

As the last chord faded in the air, the mood shifted. The patrons clamored for more, but Luna offered them only a smile. She was taking a break, allowing for another act to perform. Gracefully, she took the three steps on the side of the stage as if being the final act before the curtain fell.

Axel remained still, the echo of her voice lingering in his mind, becoming a haunting chorus that would not be quickly silenced. He watched her weave through tables across the room. Her bouncing breasts and flexing hips guided his gaze. The lineup wall stated her name was Luna McKnight. The moment she disappeared through a private side door, Axel knew she was a melody he intended to learn by heart.
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2. Don’t Be a Fan Girl
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THE SULTRY AIR OF THE CLUB CLUNG TO AXEL’S SKIN LIKE A SECOND layer as he now leaned against the dimly lit bar, a glass of Whiskey cradled loosely between his fingers. The sudden thrum of bass reverberated through the floorboards, syncing with the pulse in his veins. A pulse that quickened as her voice, rich and smoky, curled through the noise of chatter and clinking glasses.

Much to the crowd's delight, Luna McKnight had retaken the makeshift stage. Replaying what seemed to be a signature move, she closed her eyes as her hips swayed. The movement is as if induced by the rhythm of an underlying melody. A melody her body became a conduit for as the soulful notes spilled from her lips.

Axel found himself transfixed a second time. The heat was from the excitement of the new song and the lyrics that had never been heard. Everyone and everything in the room faded until nothing but the enchanting songstress stood before him, bathed in the soft glow of the spotlight. Her skin glistened under the warmth of the bulbs. The sight of this made Axel take a sip of his drink. The warm burn from the Whiskey did little to cool the fire her silhouette was causing in his pants.

He swore her voice was calling out to only him. Wrapping around his waist, drawing him closer without her ever taking a single step. A long-time musician, he was no stranger to the allure of music. Hell, he worked to do the same whenever he performed—it was the lifeblood of his existence—but this was different. This time, he wasn’t listening to another artist, to another song; it was a revelation, discovery of a yearning hidden beneath the facade of the enigmatic rockstar known as Axel Kim.

Going there that night, he’d hoped to discover a new muse or inspiration. So intently, he watched her. Nothing was missed by his focused stare. Luna’s passionate lyrics transformed into sound waves. How her expressions and movements kept the audience fixated on her. She was a raw, authentic talent that Axel rarely observed much of in his world of manufactured personas and fleeting connections.

With each verse, each chorus, Axel’s cock pulsed as if he was experiencing the song while balls deep in this stranger singing not far away. As he was years ago, she was on stage performing from the heart as the weight of reaching fame dissolved. He could have any woman there or the groupies waiting outside the front door. Yet, the electric connection to this woman, Luna, held the crowded room and himself in thrall. The raw emotion behind her voice belted out repeatedly. He understood the dreams that propelled her forward as they’d done the same for him.

As the final chord lingered in the charged atmosphere, a palpable hunger settled within Axel. She had his nerve endings zapping him into near sensory overload. He was the fan girl trying to remain composed for the first time in years. He, Axel Kim, had become just another in a sea of adoring fans for the hot singer on stage. He’d be damned if someone else was going to crowd her after her set. With held breath, he waited for her to step off the stage and gaged if anyone else was plotting to approach her. But Luna again disappeared through the door marked private without incident.

🎵

Within ten minutes, Axel’s gaze latched onto Luna as she emerged from the back room. The air in the bar still vibrated with remnants of her performance. He watched her glide toward the bar, nodding and waving to several seated at tables, who shouted praises. He waited long enough for her to get settled and come down more from the high of performing in front of an audience.

Luna’s skin glowed still under the amber hue of the bar lights. Her curls had become bigger, forming a wild halo framing her face. She motioned for a drink. Her laughter spilled slowly like rich honey. Axel felt the pull, even though her back was facing him. With purpose, he strode until he stood beside her, just close enough to catch the scent of her perfume—a blend of jasmine, rebellion, and her own brand of musk.

“Hey,” Axel said, his voice low, almost lost amid the clink of ice and hum of conversation. “You owned that stage.”

She turned to him
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