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When love strikes the perfect chord, will their passion survive the chaos of fame?

Luna knows how to pour everything she has into her music, but becoming a singer in the competitive music industry in Los Angeles may not be in the cards for her. Maybe the entanglement with Axel, the enigmatic Korean American lead guitarist of the world-renowned rock band Midnight Serenade, was only a one-time, short-lived affair? Their chemistry, though electric from when their eyes meet, may not have been enough to nurture a lasting romance.
But love in the spotlight isn’t easy, no matter how it lasts. As Luna continues to push her way through the chaos of other star hopefuls in Los Angeles, Axel’s fame and demanding career threaten to pull apart the fragile thread they've only begun to weave. Jealous fans, industry management, personal setbacks, and life detours test the limits of their connection.
Set against the vibrant energy of Los Angeles and the southern charm of Atlanta, these two music-filled souls see if they have what it takes to grow together while navigating busy schedules and distance. But maybe distance is just what their relationship needs; absence makes the heart grow fonder and all. 
Reckless Rhythms is a steamy, emotional romance that explores the fiery collision of ambition and love. It is perfect for those who crave passionate interracial romance with sexy, soulful connections and unforgettable moments of heat!
TROPES:

* Rockstar Romance
* Opposites Attract
* Jealousy/External Conflict
* He Falls First, She Falls Harder
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1. Us Against the World
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Luna's heart thrummed as she took in the view through Axel's condo’s floor-to-ceiling windows. The city's nocturnal symphony played beneath them. Multicolored lights stretched to the horizon in every direction. She felt untouchable there, safe from the barrage of negative and nasty online comments from Axel’s fans about their budding relationship.

"Come," Axel’s voice was low and breathy, his hand outstretched as he sat on the sofa. He drew her closer as she grasped Luna’s fingers, letting her plop onto his lap. His gaze, unwavering and impossibly dark in the dimness of his condo, pierced through the chaos, still threatening to drown her spirit. "Their words are just noise, and I've never been one to dance to anyone else's tune. Don’t you worry, I’ll teach you the steps."

The tension in Luna's shoulders eased under the warmth of his touch, her senses alive to the scent of his cologne mingling with the faint aroma of aged wood and musk. He ran a hand down her spine, then slowly made circles just above her hips. 

"Being under a microscope," he continued, the thumb of his other hand brushing against the back of her wrist in soothing circles, "as I said, is not everything I want for my life." His eyes continued to search hers as he took her on a private, intimate journey into the depths of his soul. "It’s you I want, Luna. In every way that counts, just in case you were unclear."

The gravity of his confession, the velvet tone of his voice, tugged at the edges of her mind. In the sanctuary of Axel's home, the venom of recent scrutiny lost its sting. Instead, it was replaced by raw honesty.

"Stay with me tonight," he murmured, the invitation hung between them.

Luna hesitated, aware of the weight this decision carried. She recognized her current state of vulnerability and the yielding of her heart to this man, who was willing to defy the very industry they both were working so hard to be a part of. Groups of people they hoped to work with, those same who sought to tear them apart, could it be... The thought was cut short when she took a harder look into Axel's eyes. Those gateways to a soul as tumultuous and passionate as a midnight storm. With one more circling of his fingers on her body, Luna felt the last of her defenses crumble.

"Okay," she breathed out, her voice a soft tremor that harmonized with the beat of the city below. "I’ll stay."

She acquiesced with the simplest of words, surrendering to the pull of desire that had quickly knotted between them. As they rose from the sofa, moving together through the sprawling living space towards the bedroom, the stress of making it big peeled from her as the soles of her feet did from the floor with each step taken.

Axel stood before her at the foot of his oversized bed and began to unbutton her blouse with slow, deliberate movements.

"Yeobo [honey], you're beyond beautiful," he told her as his hands traced the outline of her bra through her shirt. Then, he bent down to press his lips to her collarbone, causing shivers to travel down her spine.

Axel carefully undressed Luna, savoring each inch of skin revealed as he slid her clothes off one piece at a time. When she was completely bare before him, he stepped back and took off his own clothing more quickly so as not to leave her waiting.

Naked together at last, Luna marveled at how Axel's hardened cock stood proudly against his stomach—a sight that made her own desire pool between her thighs. She reached out to touch him, wrapping slender fingers around his shaft and squeezing gently. His low groan sent a thrill through Luna; she wanted nothing more than to bring him pleasure.

With practiced ease, Axel guided Luna's body onto the bed until she lay on her back with legs spread wide enough for him to kneel between them. He lowered himself onto her and began kissing her deeply while his hand wandered down her body, caressing and teasing her until he found her wet, slick core.

He pushed two fingers inside her, surprising a moan from Luna's throat. She arched against his touch, desperate for more. Axel chuckled softly against her ear, then began thrusting his fingers in a steady rhythm that had Luna grinding her hips into his palm.

As they kissed, Axel positioned himself at Luna's entrance. The sensation of his thickness stretching her open made her gasp and pull him closer, craving the fullness only he could provide.

Inch by inch, he sank into her until their bodies were pressed together. They shared a breathless moment of stillness before he began to move, each withdrawal an exquisite tease before the satisfaction of being filled again.

Axel set a pace that left Luna on the knife's edge of ecstasy. He reached up to cup one of her breasts while his other hand maintained its steady rhythm between her legs, driving her to new heights with every thrust and touch.

Their bodies moved together in perfect harmony as the music of love played around them—a dance of passion and intimacy that left them both breathless with desire. Luna clung to Axel as if he were the only thing anchoring her to reality amid the storm of sensations plaguing her.

They moved together in this passionate embrace until Luna could no longer deny the inevitable climax building within her. With one final plunge, Axel sent her soaring over the edge and into blissful oblivion as their shared orgasm engulfed them like wildfire.

Exhausted but elated, they collapsed into each other's arms with hearts racing and limbs entwined—basking in the afterglow of passion fulfilled.

​[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

2. Fame and Fear
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A hushed silence cloaked the city in the darkness of pre-dawn Los Angeles. But inside Axel's condo, the night lingered, pulsating with the echoes of erotic ecstasy and breathless whispers. Her skin was still tingling from the heat of their multiple entanglements as Luna McKnight slipped out of the rumpled sheets, her movements fluid like a melody.

Her wide hips swayed as she found her clothes in a heap near the bed. The soft curls of her hair fell around her shoulders as she bent to pick them up, framing her face in the dim light from the hallway. 

Axel, with brooding intensity, watched her dress from the bed, his dark gaze heavy with the residue of passion. She could feel his eyes on her, tracing the curves of her body like he would the strings of his beloved guitar. A shiver danced up her spine, not from cold but from the electric charge of his silent watch.

"Careful," he murmured, his voice rough with desire or perhaps a premonition. "If you keep bending over that way, you won’t be needing those clothes."

Luna paused and shot him a glance over her shoulder. Seeing he was like unformed clay in her hands, she gave him a mini burlesque show as she dressed. She placed a finger to her lips, signaling silence, when he protested to her covering up the curves he lusted for, and tiptoed towards the bathroom door.

About an hour later, the pair stepped out into the cool embrace of the morning, most of the city still slumbering around them. The air was thick with the scent of jasmine, and the slivers of sunshine began to paint a deceptive picture of serenity. As they walked, shoulders brushing occasionally, their feet tapped on the cement garage floor. 

Before helping Luna into the car, Axel pulled her close, both hands grabbing as much of her curvy ass as possible. He claimed her mouth, his tongue deep inside. As Axel had expected, they were the only people around. But even the cautious can find themselves caught in the spotlight's glare. Before he could break the embrace, a bright flash cut the moderately lit space. Someone party crashed their moment.

As they reached for the passenger side door, Axel noticed a photographer from several local appearances with his band. He knew making a scene would only make matters worse. Cursing under his breath, he did his best to hide Luna’s face while she got into the car. Closing the passenger door, he ran around the car to get in and drove off with Luna ducking down out of sight. 

By the time he’d reached her apartment, the images of them in the parking garage had already surfaced. The views on social media were stacking up. Luna's phone would buzz with notifications from her social media accounts. Her online presence, once a haven for sharing her music, became a battleground of harassment and unsolicited judgment.

“I should have known better,” Axel mumbled, running a hand through his hair. “I’m so sorry and...”

Luna placed a finger over his lips to quiet him. “You nor I can control what people will do or say. We’ve gone over this already, and I won’t let anyone ruin the most memorable night we’ve shared so far.” She smiled as she muted the notifications coming through her phone. “See, that’s all it took to shut them out. Either record labels take me on my own merits, or they don’t. As you pointed out, there are many ways to succeed in this industry.”

“I’ve gotta go. Call you later?”

“Yeah,” Luna blew him a kiss as he headed toward his car, his hoodie hiding his face, eyes covered in dark sunglasses. 

She leaned against the closed door, thankful that her cousin-roommates gave her space and reassurance that, at any moment, someone else would become the center of attention. It was L.A., and that’s how things went. Taking comfort that this was the business she wanted to work in, Luna headed to the bathroom in hopes that a long soak in the tub would ease away some of the tension trying to cover her again.

🎵

Axel trudged through the silent corridors of his condo. The ghostly echo of his footsteps against marble floors carried the weight of regret. He should've known better. Should've shielded her from the ravenous press that haunted his steps, always hungry for a shred of scandal. The early morning light that spilled into the space did little to lift the darkening shadows in his mind but rather mocked his oversight.

He poured himself a glass of water, the cool liquid a stark contrast against the heat smoldering within him. His fingers gripped the glass, revealing the anger churning beneath his calm exterior. Echoes of Luna's laughter in his bed, her skin warm and smooth under his touch, played back like a cruel joke against the current silence.

The guilt settled like lead in his chest. He had seen the fire in Luna's eyes, the passion for her craft that was just beginning to blaze. And he, with his reckless desire, had dragged her into the unforgiving limelight that could singe her wings before she even took flight.

"Damn it," he muttered, his voice raw as if scraped over the strings of his guitar during a fervent solo. He glared at the caller ID on his cell phone. He wasn’t ready to talk to anyone, let alone his manager. The call ended, and moments later, a voicemail notification chimed. 

He shoved the phone in his pocket and took a long drink of water from his glass. His seemingly simple lapse in judgment could be one that meant the cost of Luna’s privacy and budding career, all threatened by his own notoriety.

The sweet memory of their intertwined bodies, wrapped in sheets and each other, was now tainted with the bitter taste of exposure. He imagined her seeing the venomous comments for days to come. Of her spirit being assaulted by the faceless crowd despite the reassurances they’d made to each other. Though he knew she was strong, fierce in her own right, he couldn't help but feel he'd failed her.

His phone vibrated in his pocket, unwilling to be ignored. It was his manager again. He had wanted to protect Luna, keep her safe in the cocoon of his private world. But intentions, he realized, were frail against the onslaught of fame's sharp edges. And one of those sharp edges was right now blowing up his phone. 
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3. The Rift


[image: ]


It had been a few days since Luna had spent the night at Axel’s place, and instead of moping around her apartment, her cousins dragged her out for a night of fun. Somehow, they’d managed to score tickets to a small, intimate show of an up-and-coming band. Twenty minutes into the opening act, Luna felt the walls close in as she spotted Axel. He was surrounded by his band and management team and escorted to a roped-off section near the front. 

His gaze found hers as if he could sense her in the crowded room. Heat consumed her, followed by gut-twisting agony. She was having a hard time breathing, and her body went into fight or flight mode. “Hey, I’ll be right back. Just going to step out for some air,” was all she practically shouted to her nearby oldest cousin. 

The night air was thick with the scent of jasmine mixed with urine. It filled the shadowed alleyway behind The Roxy as Luna McKnight found a spot to be alone with her thoughts. She welcomed the cool brick wall against her back. Her heart beat a syncopated rhythm to the muffled sounds of the band inside. She took a slow breath, trying to quell the fluttering in her chest and twisting of her gut. 

Just as she started to feel better, Axel Kim emerged like a dark mirage, his lean silhouette cutting through the haze of cigarette smoke and neon light. His jet-black hair was a tousled contrast against the sharp lines of his jaw, and there was a restless energy about him. It was new, one she’d not witnessed before. A turbulent storm beneath the calm surface of his piercing dark eyes.

"Hey," he said, his voice low and strained as if each word was a weight he carried.

"Hi," Luna managed to push out, her voice betraying a hint of apprehension. There was something different about him tonight. Whatever it was, it confirmed the distance between them, unspoken but palpable.

Axel's gaze lingered on her for a moment longer than necessary, a silent admission of things left unsaid. He turned away, running a hand through his hair, the tension in his shoulders speaking volumes. He proceeded to answer the question in her eyes. "Family stuff," he murmured. "Money issues. They don't stop."

Luna's brows knitted together in concern. She'd known about the pressures Axel faced and the expectations that came with success. Family was, family. How does one handle the constantly stretched-out hands? Then, there was the relentless reminder to make new music, chipping away at the delicate corners of the mind. But this—this pulling away—was new.

"Is there anything I can do?" Her question hung in the air, an offer laced with the hope of bridging the growing gap between them. She bit on her lip and played with the hem of her blouse, waiting.

Axel shook his head, half smile absent, the usual warmth in his eyes now replaced
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