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      Some songs leave scars. Some lovers rewrite the lyrics.

      These rock gods are wrecked—by fame, by heartbreak, by the demons that come out when the spotlight fades. But when the right woman crashes into their chaos, everything changes.

      Get ready for steamy nights, raw emotion, and second chances that hit harder than a bass drop.
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      A Curvy Girl Meets Rockstar Romance

      He sings for millions. But he only writes for her.

      Rico Véliz, known to the world as El Tigre, is reggaeton royalty. Wild, untouchable, and utterly unstoppable, he lives for the lights, the lust, and the lyrics. But when a shy, curvy lyricist named Maya Blanco walks into his studio, the words come easy and so does the obsession.

      She’s the muse he never saw coming. The only woman who makes him forget the fame and crave something real.

      But their passionate nights and whispered promises are destroyed by one calculated move from Rico’s ruthless manager: a fake relationship stunt with a beautiful heiress that plays for the press like a fairytale. To protect her heart, and her secret, Maya disappears without a word.

      Months later, Rico discovers the truth.

      She’s carrying his baby.

      Now, nothing will stop El Tigre from claiming what’s his. Not even a toxic contract, a media circus, or the woman who swears she doesn’t need him.

      He’ll give it all up. The stage, the spotlight, the fame.

      Because what started as dirty lyrics was always a love song in disguise.
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      Flashback — Maya

      The sheets were tangled around our bodies, the air heavy with the scent of sex and sweat and music that still seemed to hum inside my veins.

      Rico lay on his back, chest rising and falling, the tattoos along his ribs slick with a sheen of heat.

      His arm curled around me, dragging me over his body like he couldn’t get close enough, his mouth finding the curve of my shoulder.

      “Te amo. I love you, my little Songbird,” he whispered, his lips brushing the sensitive spot beneath my ear.

      My heart stuttered.

      I turned my face into the hollow of his throat, breathing him in.

      I wanted to believe him so badly.

      And in that moment, I did.

      Because how could I not?

      The way he touched me—like I was fragile and precious, even when he fucked me hard enough to make me scream.

      The way he sang the lyrics I wrote? His voice always so rough with emotion.

      Like every word was meant only for me.

      God, I don’t think I’ll ever get over that.

      The way he looked at me when he thought I wasn’t watching? Soft and raw and unguarded.

      I felt worshipped.

      Wanted.

      Loved.

      “Say it again,” I whispered.

      He did.

      “I love you, Maya.”

      Over and over.

      “Love you so fucking much. Te amo. Te amo.”

      Again and again, until the words blurred with the sound of his heartbeat against my ear.

      Until I drifted into sleep, convinced that maybe, against all odds, this was real.

      That Rico Véliz—the untouchable El Tigre—was mine.

      But reality doesn’t stay quiet for long.

      I woke later to the low rumble of voices. The glow of the city lights spilled through the floor-to-ceiling windows, painting the penthouse in silver shadows.

      I slipped from the bed, tugging on his discarded shirt, and padded barefoot toward the living room.

      Rico’s voice carried first—deep, rough, the same voice that told me he loved me only hours ago.

      Then another. This one was sharper, slicker.

      Daniel Matheson. His manager. A slimeball if I ever saw one.

      “She’s perfect,” Daniel said, smug as sin. “The media will eat it up. La Diablita and El Tigre. Reggaeton royalty with Manhattan’s diamond of the season. A true billionaire heiress. It’s a fairytale, Rico. We can’t buy publicity like this.”

      I know who he’s talking about the second he says her name.

      “I don’t think I’ve ever met her⁠—”

      “She’s Lucy fucking Volkov. Look here, Rico. Is she hot or what?”

      “Si. Fuego. Lucy Vokov, huh?”

      Her name hit me like a blade.

      I recognize it immediately. I mean, everyone knows her from social media. Lucy is Kardashian famous.

      She’s the flawless daughter of the Volkov empire. The face of an angel. The body of a devil.

      Just like her father.

      She was everything—grace, power, beauty, legacy. Everything I could never compete with.

      I pressed a trembling hand to my stomach, right over the secret blooming inside me.

      Rico’s baby.

      But as I listened, I realized something.

      Rico wasn’t arguing with Mr. Matheson when the man suggested he start wooing Lucy Volkov publicly.

      He didn’t say, I already have someone.

      He didn’t say, I love Maya.

      There was only silence.

      And his silence said enough.

      I was a fool. A silly, lovesick lyricist who thought the rock god had actually fallen in love with her.

      So I took my secret—my baby—and I left.

      Because whatever “I love you” meant to Rico, it wasn’t enough.

      Not for me and not for my baby.
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      A couple of months later, I still wasn’t over him.

      How could I be so stupid?

      I mean, I never meant to fall for him.

      But how could I not?

      Rico Véliz—El Tigre—is the hottest reggaeton star to hit in like ever. This year was supposed to be his big crossover into the pop charts. And he would do it. I had every faith in his abilities.

      Because he might be a faithless dickhead, but Rico is talented. Seriously talented.

      Honestly, can you blame me for falling headfirst into his bed?

      He’s all rough edges and raw sex appeal, inked skin stretched over whipcord muscle, honed by years of hard labor at whatever jobs would pay enough to buy the instruments he needed.

      He told me parts of his story once, in that low, melodic voice, and like a starstruck fan, I ate up every word.

      Landing a gig writing for him was a dream come true.

      But I never thought a man like that would look twice at me.

      I’m cute, sure—but not rock star cute.

      My father calls me his “pleasantly plump princess,” a nickname I hate almost as much as I hate the way people treat me differently because I’m the daughter of Alberto Gold.

      Yeah, him.

      The founder and CEO of Gold Records LTD.

      That’s why I applied for the job under my mother’s maiden name—Blanco.

      I wanted to earn it based on my talent with words, not because of my name or who my father is. And I did.

      God, I was so proud of that.

      Even now, with my belly swollen and my heart shattered, I cling to the fact that I landed it on my own merit.

      But pride doesn’t stop the ache. It doesn’t stop me from feeling like an idiot—foolish, naïve—for believing Rico’s sweet words weren’t just another verse in the same song he’s sung to every woman within reach.

      I thought I was different. Special.

      Until I saw the tabloids—Rico arm-in-arm with Lucy Volkov, the beautiful heiress who photographs like a fairytale.

      Until I heard him sing the lyrics I wrote our song, Fuego Lento, to her.

      It means Slow Fire, and that’s how I feel about us.

      We’re such an unlikely pair. I mean, I was just the chubby nerd girl who started working for the hot rockstar—but then, teasing and affection turned to passion and desire.

      It started so slowly, but when it ended? It was all crash and burn.

      I wrote those words in English and Spanish for him. So he would know the truth about my feelings.

      And he sang it to her.

      Told the press he wrote it.

      For her.

      And that just about killed me.

      That song was my love letter to the man I thought loved me back.

      Now it’s the hit track on his number 1 album, and I’m wrecked for any other man.

      My father wants me to come home, but he doesn’t know I’m pregnant.

      And I’m not going to tell him either.

      Not yet.

      Not until my baby is born and I can guarantee his safety.

      Because the music industry has its own shadows—backroom deals, dangerous players who will do anything for control.

      My father is guilty of plenty of those. I don’t trust him to act in my best interest if he finds out the star he didn’t sign is his grandson’s father.

      Yeah, I found out my baby’s sex earlier this month, and I am still reeling from it.

      A little boy.

      I’m growing a sweet little boy inside my womb, and really, it’s a miracle. Or something. See, I have polycystic ovarian syndrome, and I’d been diagnosed before I started college, so over a decade ago.

      I just turned thirty this year, and I’m not stupid or naïve about sex.

      Yes, I fooled around with Rico without condoms, but only a few times.

      My cycle? Well, it’s never been regular. I’d been on and off birth control for years, and I admit I’d always been bad at taking the pill. Still, pregnancy was not even on my radar.

      I’d been told by my gynecologist plenty of times that the odds of my conceiving without the help of a fertility clinic were almost nil. And it’s not like I had a constant slew of men in my bed.

      Before Rico, it’d been years since my last sexual encounter.

      Anyway, as for needing the fertility specialist? Guess that gynecologist was wrong.

      Just as wrong as I was about Rico’s feelings for me.

      I need help. Or I will in about five and a half more months. But I won’t go back to my father’s house.

      Truth is, I just don’t trust Dad to not use me or my son for leverage.

      So I’ll stay hidden. Or rather, I’ll hide in plain sight.

      In all honesty, it’s ridiculous how close I am.

      But I need good medical care, and I refuse to leave the tri-state area. My father is so wrapped up in himself he won’t bother looking for me.

      And while I may be carrying El Tigre’s baby, he doesn’t know it.

      And I don’t plan to tell him.
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      Music is my life.

      I always hear it.

      The melody comes from some place deep inside me.

      Where exactly?

      Hell if I know.

      My mother used to say I was either gifted or cursed with this need to make music—depending on the day of the week and whether we had enough for rent.

      When money was tight, it was a curse.

      When I could pay the bills, it was a gift.

      But for me? It’s always been both.

      I can’t shut it off. Even in the middle of a crowded club or lying awake at four in the morning staring at the ceiling, I hear it.

      A bass line, a hook, a verse—it just lives in me.

      Like my heartbeat.

      Like the whoosh of air that fills my lungs, then leaves, with every breath I take.

      The melody’s never the problem.

      It’s the words that kill me.

      My manager, Daniel Matheson, is a fucking prick—slick suits, whiter-than-white smile, eyes always calculating the next dollar.

      But he was the first guy to sign me when I was nothing but a barrio kid with a demo tape full of rhythms and beats and a voice nobody cared about yet.

      I’ve felt this messed-up loyalty to him ever since, like I owe him for getting me out of the grind.

      Matheson’s obsessed with pushing me onto the pop charts. Wants all that money and power for himself. He doesn’t give a fuck about me. And the way my contract is right now, he’d be the one to get it, too.

      He keeps talking about crossover appeal like it’s the holy grail, but Latin music is in my blood.

      Oh, I have no doubt I’ll crossover into the pop charts, but I plan to do it my way. Not his.

      My music? It comes from my heart. It’s my mother’s voice singing boleros in the kitchen, my grandfather’s old guitar with the cracked neck, the block parties in the heat where everyone knows the lyrics before the song’s even over.

      I can’t just throw that away.

      I don’t want to.

      And then, a couple of months ago, she walked in.

      Maya Blanco.

      I didn’t know her name the first time I saw her, but I knew the second she opened her mouth she was trouble—the kind you run toward, not away from.

      The kind I always seem to get mixed up in.

      She wasn’t heavily made-up or trying to entice me. No silicone tits, fake ass, or flashy, non-existent clothes.

      Not like the girls who hang around backstage, prancing around like they were auditioning for the runway, hoping to end up in my bed.

      No. Not her.

      And I admit, that intrigued me.

      Maya has curves for days and a smile that wasn’t begging for attention, which somehow made me want all of hers.

      And it made me want to give her all of mine in return.

      She makes me want to do things—dirty things—to her sweet body.

      My first impression? She’s so good. So clean. I want her filthy. I want her begging.

      Her dark hair fell in loose waves. Her lips were soft and unpainted.

      Like she didn’t give a damn what anyone thought about how she looked.

      Fuck. She was perfect.

      But her words? Dios mío.

      The first set of lyrics she handed me hit like a gut punch.

      Honest. Sensual. A little dangerous.

      She could take a simple phrase and twist it until it hurt in all the right ways.

      Her Spanish? Flawless. Classroom, but still good.

      The colloquialisms—the stuff kids who grew up like me would say and understand — well, that was easy.

      Something I could teach her.

      This classy, educated, breathtaking woman.

      And I did.

      I taught her that and so much more.

      She understood rhythm—not just the kind you hear, but the kind you feel under your skin, the kind that makes you want to move.

      Working with her was like someone turned the lights on in my head.

      I’d been stuck, circling the same half-finished songs for months, and suddenly the words just flowed.

      No, not just words—our words.

      Every verse we built together was like foreplay.

      Every chorus was a kiss we hadn’t stolen yet.

      And when we finally crossed that line?

      Forget about it.

      The first night I touched her, I knew I’d never feel the same about another woman again. She wasn’t just in my bed—she was in my head, my music, my soul.

      The things we did together? A fuego!

      I didn’t even know I could need someone like that.

      It was more than sex.

      It was connection.

      It was every slow burn love song I’d ever wanted to write but didn’t know how.

      I thought we were good.

      No—I thought we were it.

      Then, she was gone.

      One day I’m in the studio, laying down vocals, and the next I’m shoved into a goddamn PR stunt—Matheson’s idea, of course—posing for the cameras with some Manhattan heiress I couldn’t pick out of a lineup before that day.

      He sold it to me like business, like branding, like an investment in my future.

      I hated every fucking second of it.

      But Maya.

      Fuck. I am such an asshole.

      I didn’t tell her. I didn’t get to explain. But she must’ve seen the pictures.

      The headlines.

      She must’ve believed the story the press spun—that Rico Véliz, El Tigre, had found his muse, his next conquest.

      She must have fucking hated me when she saw the song we wrote together, Fuego Lento, announced as my tribute to Lucy fucking Volkov.

      I didn’t authorize that. But I also waited to explain.

      I fucked up. And Maya? She ran.

      No goodbye. No explanation. Not even a text.

      Not that I deserved any of that.

      Still, it irks that she thinks I’m just some two-timing punk who can’t keep his dick in his pants.

      Yeah, I’ve had women—plenty—but Maya wasn’t part of that game.

      She was different.

      And I didn’t want anyone else.

      I still don’t.

      Not any of the women Matheson sends me to “inspire” my songwriting.

      Not the groupies hanging around after every fucking show and concert.

      And not Lucy fucking Volkov.

      See, now? Now, I’m a mess without her.

      And Matheson’s on my ass for a follow-up to Fuego Lento.

      Says the fans are waiting. He says that Voce Records, the label I signed my shitty contract with, is ready to cash in.

      But here’s the thing—I didn’t write those lyrics.

      She did. The woman who wrecked my whole fucking life by waltzing in, changing everything, and then leaving me like a bad fucking habit.

      It was always Maya’s voice wrapped in my melody.

      Her heartbeat buried under mine.

      The past few months? I’ve tried working with other writers.

      I’ve tried to force the magic.

      But it’s all bullshit.

      Empty words, hollow rhymes.

      The fans will hear it—they always do.

      I need her back.

      Fuck if she hates me.

      I need her for the music.

      That’s what I tell Matheson.

      Even if he’s preoccupied these days—which honestly, is like a fucking favor from God. Whatever loyalty I think I feel for the man, it dried up weeks ago. Now, I can’t wait for our contract to be up.

      And it’s what I tell the guys in the band. Maya is not just some ex I want to hunt down. This is business.

      Yeah, Right. The truth?

      I need her. That’s it. I. Need. Her.

      Why? Because she’s herself. Because she made me feel like more than just El Tigre—the stage persona, the brand, the icon.
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