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"Spikey, anything new on the social front?" Buck called, walking over to the table to look at the computer.

"Nah," Spike smiled. "Just another email from Fangirl38. She was at our concert in Kansas City. She said that it was our best show yet."

"Cool," Buck said. "It's good that we're building a group of loyal fans. You've done an awesome job building contacts and networking our fan base."

"Thanks," Spike smiled, going back over the email. Never in years did she think that she would be sitting inside a tour bus with her band, reading fan mail. Over the last couple of years, the group had really made a name for themselves, and today, Jems and Jamz was known all over the country. Spike looked over at her girlfriend, who was in a deep conversation with Olive. Jemma had been a great motivator in her work, and if it wasn't for her and the blessings above, she would still be sitting in her parents’ house, waiting for her next shift at the pizzeria. 

Jemma's eye caught hers, and the other woman walked over, a smile on her face. "What are you up to, baby?" Jemma asked, peering over her shoulder. 

"I was reading Fangirl38's latest email," Spike smiled, readying herself to share the feedback with Jemma, but Jemma's smile turned into a frown right away. 

"That's all you do is talk to that woman," Jemma said, walking away. "You're always on that computer."

"Am not," Spike protested, closing her programs down and flipping the laptop screen closed. "Jemma," she called, chasing after her, but Jemma had already gone into the back of the vehicle and into the bedroom area. 

Spike followed her girlfriend, a little irritated with her behavior. She had been assigned to keep track of the social media front until they could find another public relations assistant. The last assistant that they had decided to use their social media for his own gain, chatting with fans and meeting up with them on an occasion, and the group had decided that they wouldn't hire a new assistant until they did an extensive interview and background check on the candidates. Ralph had promised to help them with this effort as he wanted the group's namesake spared just as much as they did, but with their extensive touring schedules and PR gigs, it had been put on the back burner. 

"Jemma," Spike said, walking into their bedroom and pulling the curtain. "What's going on with you lately? You're always getting on me for doing my job. I was assigned to do this. It's not like I'm having fun. I'm just trying to keep up with our emails and messages until we can hire someone else to do it."

"Yeah, but you are always doing that, and sometimes, I think that you are so consumed that you forget about me," Jemma replied, curling into the blankets on the bed. 

"I could never forget about you, love," Spike said, sitting down next to her. "I'm just trying to make sure that we are doing what we need to do to further our careers and set a good foundation for our future. If you eventually want to have all of those kids that you say that you do, we have to thrive right now, because once we decide to settle down, our sole focus will be on our family. We won't have time to make up the finances." 

"You know that isn't the only reason that you spend so much time on there," Jemma responded. "I think that you like the attention. It makes me think that I'm not giving you enough attention to keep you happy."

Spike laughed. "I'm happy," she said. "I'm more than happy. If I wasn't, then I wouldn't be here."

"Then, why do you get so excited when you read the fan mail?" Jemma inquired. "Especially the emails from Fangirl38." 

"Why wouldn't I be excited?" Spike asked. "I love the fact that there are so many people out there that enjoy our music and our journey. I feel like our fans share our successes and our defeats, and if it weren't for them, we wouldn't be here, able to do what we love every night. They're just people, Jemma."

"I know," Jemma sighed, looking down at her lap. "Sometimes, I just feel like we have lost some of the romance in our relationship. I want to reignite that. I want that passion back."

"Oh, if you want passion, I can help you with that," Spike grinned, lowering Jemma onto the bed. She kissed Jemma lightly on the lips, looking into her dark brown eyes. "I love you, Jemma Rodriguez."

"I love you too, Spike Bianchi," Jemma smiled.

Spike lowered her lips for another kiss, dancing her lips over Jemma's. In response, Jemma wrapped her arm around Spike, caressing the back of her head and pulled her closer to her. The two melted together, slowly unclothing until both of their bodies were touching skin-to-skin, and as Spike made her way down the familiar curves of Jemma's body, she wondered how her girlfriend could even think that they didn't have the electric connection that she was feeling now.
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Chapter Two
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Jemma rushed out of the back door of the concert venue, careful to stay by security as she did. The fans outside were screaming and attempting to claw their way through the barriers, and their enthusiasm was a little unsettling. Jemma enjoyed playing in Jems and Jamz, but she had never thought that there would be so many threats to her security when she joined the band. The truth was, she never knew the band would be as big as it was today, and she never expected her name to be plastered all over the Internet and in magazines. Every day, businesses were calling Ralph, wanting the band to sponsor their products. The band's name was a brand at this point, but with the increasing popularity and interest in Jems and Jamz came unsolicited threats, crazy fans, and even unfound gossip on their lives. 

Her new life hadn't quite settled with her at this point. She was used to her life in Texas and her day-to-day routine of getting coffee, hanging out, and going to work or class. Even after nine years of touring and public relations gigs, Jemma still hadn't gotten used to it. Spike, on the other hand, seemed to fit into the life quite well. The other woman loved the fans and spent hours on the computer, responding to emails and messages from those that followed the band. Jemma wanted to understand her girlfriend's obsession with their publicity and why she was more interested in talking to fans online than in spending time with her. This conflict in their relationship had been going on for a while, and though Spike insisted that there were no issues between them, Jemma could feel the emotional separation between her and Spike slowly drift further apart. 

Jemma ducked into the tour bus and took a seat at the dining room table. She watched as Olive and Buck bustled by, and Spike sat down next to her, taking out her phone. "How did you think the concert went?" Jemma asked, trying to call her girlfriend's attention away from her phone.

"Good," Spike grinned, not looking up. "Fangirl38 just posted a video of it online. We already have 3,000 views."

"Well, I'm glad Fangirl38 makes you so happy," Jemma replied, rolling her eyes. 

"Yeah, she's a good fan," Spike said, still looking at her phone. "And she saves us on advertisement."

"I'll bet she does," Jemma said, getting up. She needed to get away from the other woman before she said something that would cause a fight. Spike obviously didn't understand that she was irritated, and the other woman didn't seem to take their conversation about spending more time together serious. Jemma needed to figure out what to do before it was too late. 

"Hey, Jem," Olive said as she neared the back of the bus. "What's wrong? You look pissed."

"Long story," Jemma fumed, continuing to walk. 

Olive followed her into her bedroom and sat down on the bed, patting the spot next to her insistently for her to sit down. "Tell me about it," Olive replied. "I've noticed that there has been a little tension between you and Spike." 

“Well, I’m glad somebody noticed,” Jemma said, sitting down. “Because Spike obviously doesn’t have a clue.”

"Spike is Spike," Olive laughed. 

"That's the problem," Jemma said. "Spike is Spike. She is so caught up in this lifestyle that she forgets about the little things like going out on dates or having uninterrupted conversations."

"She is just having fun," Olive commented. 

"Well, she isn't having any fun with me," Jemma said. "Lately, the only thing that she has been doing is answering fan mail."

"Someone does have to do that," Olive replied. "And she does a good job at making sure that our fans aren't forgotten about. They are the ones that make it so that we can live this way."

"I know," Jemma said, looking down. "I just wish that she would spend less time talking to Fangirl38 and more time with me."

"So, that's what it's about," Olive smiled. "You are jealous of Fangirl38."

"A little," Jemma said. 

"Well, you can't put all of the fans in the same boat if you are just mad at that one person," Olive stated. 

"I know," Jemma said. "I guess that I just don't know how to talk to her about it. She talks to that woman every day, and she is obsessed with our band. It's a little creepy if you ask me."

"Maybe, she just loves our music," Olive said. "There's no harm in that, and if you are really concerned about what Spike is saying to her, then why don't you just get on the computer and look? I'm sure that it's harmless. Spike just likes the attention."

"Don't you think that doing that would be a violation of Spike's privacy?" Jemma inquired, thinking about the suggestion. "I don't want Spike to think that I don't trust her."

"It's not her that you don't trust," Olive responded. "It's Fangirl38, and there's no point in having a bad taste in your mouth regarding fans because of one person's actions."

"Maybe," Jemma said, thinking. She was never one to go as far as looking on Spike's phone or computer, but there was a part of her that wanted to know why her girlfriend was so obsessed with the other woman. 

"Come on," Olive said, gesturing for her to get up. "Let's get dressed, and we can go out for a couple of hours. I'll call security for an escort. It sounds like you need a little time to relax."

Jemma nodded, looking over at her friend. "Maybe, I just need to blow off some steam," she said, looking through her clothes. "I definitely can't stay in the mood that I am in." 

***
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JEMMA WALKED BACK INTO the tour bus, feeling more relaxed than she had in the past few days. Knowing that she didn't like big clubs or venues, Olive had taken her to a small martini lounge, and the two had sat there for hours, talking and sipping on drinks. Somewhat refreshed, Jemma strode into the dining room area, noticing a note on the refrigerator from Buck and Spike, explaining that they had as well decided to go out. Jemma sighed a sigh of relief as she stood in the empty tour bus, knowing that it was one of the few times that she would get a break from the constant noise and chaos that came from their busy lifestyle. Olive had left after escorting her back to the tour bus after a mystery phone call occurred requesting her presence, and with the other two out of sight and mind, Jemma was able to kick back and watch television. 

It had been a while since she had time to herself, and Jemma was enjoying every minute of it. She had led such a crazy life over the last few years, that time had melded together, and it was rare that she had a moment to just kick back and think without someone else imposing on her time. Jemma flipped through the channels, finally finding a quiet cooking show and lay back in her seat. She still had thoughts about what Olive had said before regarding checking Spike's computer, and though part of her wanted to trust the other woman's intentions, another part of her worried that Spike might be involved in something a lot heavier than just a dedicated fan. 
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