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	Zvi stood in the tattered dressing room; his reflection cast in the cracked mirror. He looked at the tired, worn man staring back at him and couldn't help but sigh. He remembered a time when he was young and full of energy, when he performed in front of sold-out stadiums and frenzied fans would sing his songs at the top of their lungs. That was when he was at the peak of his career.


	Now, he was just a washed-up middle-aged rocker, playing to small crowds in dingy venues. But even though his glory days were behind him, Zvi still loved music. It was his passion, his lifeblood. And even though he was no longer the superstar he once was, he still found joy in performing.


	He picked up his guitar and strummed a few chords. The familiar sound filled the dressing room and Zvi smiled. He was still a musician, and that was all that mattered.


	He closed his eyes and imagined himself back on stage, the roar of the crowd in his ears. He could see the lights shining down on him and feel the energy of the crowd coursing through his veins. He was Zvi, the rockstar, and he was back on top.


	He opened his eyes and took a deep breath. It was just an illusion, but it was enough to give him the strength to go on. 


	All of a sudden, the roadie swung open the door and came into the dressing room stinking with falafel, which made Zvi recall his origins. He smiled, remembering the warm, spicy smell of his mother's cooking when he was a child. She had always made the best falafel, and the smell always brought back fond memories.


	Zvi was a long way from home now, but the smell of falafel reminded him of his family and his childhood friend. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, savoring the scent. It was like being transported back to his childhood, it made him feel happy and content.


	Zvi opened his eyes and looked at the guy. "Falafel," he said. "That smells amazing."


	The roadie grinned. "Yeah, it's pretty good," he said. "You want one?"


	Zvi nodded. "Sure, thanks."


	The guy handed him a falafel ball, and Zvi took a bite. It was delicious, just like his mother used to make them. He closed his eyes and savored the taste, feeling the warmth and comfort of home spread through him.


	When he opened his eyes, he saw that the guy watching him. "What?" Zvi asked.


	"Nothing," the guy said. "I just... glad you like it."


	Zvi smiled. "Thanks," he said. "I really do."


	Zvi finished his falafel and thanked the roadie again. Then he sat down in front of his mirror and began to get ready for his show. He knew that he would put on a great performance tonight because the smell of falafel reminded him of his origins and had given him strength.


	He put on his guitar and walked out of the dressing room, ready to face the night.


	Even though Zvi may not be at the peak of his career anymore, he is still a musician and still loves to perform. He finds joy in sharing his music with others, even if it is only for a small crowd in the venue.


	“Good Music Never Dies”


	It was heartwarming to hear the old number one sing songs that were smashing hits in the past, but which seemed not to be interesting for the young now. Anyway, these were music that had not faded away in time.


	The old number one's performance was a reminder that good music never truly dies. Even though the songs he sang may not be popular with the younger generation, they are still loved and appreciated by many people. The singer's passion for his music was evident in his performance, and it was clear that he still enjoyed singing these songs, even though they were no longer at the top of the charts.


	The phrase "music that has not faded away in time" is a beautiful way to describe these songs. It suggests that these songs are timeless and that they will continue to be enjoyed by people of all ages for many years to come.


	The reporter used vivid language to describe the singer's performance and the songs he sang, in a small article in Rolling Stones magazine. 


	Zvi returned to the putrid, stinking, and dark dressing room, and a thought struck his mind. He wondered if his downfall had begun when he was reluctant to market his last album. Was his reluctance due to his ego? At the time, he was a superstar, with the media hounding him. But no one knew that fame was trying and that it was disgusting not to have a private personal life.


	Zvi's reluctance to market his last album could have been due to a number of factors, including his ego, his dissatisfaction with the album, or simply his desire to take a break from the spotlight. Whatever the reason, his decision had a negative impact on his career.


	Fame can be intoxicating, and it's easy to lose oneself in the attention and adoration of fans. But fame also comes with a price. Celebrities are constantly under pressure to maintain their public image, and they often have no privacy. This can be stressful and draining, and it can lead to burnout.


	It's possible that Zvi's reluctance to market his last album was a sign that he was starting to feel the negative effects of fame. He may have been tired of the constant attention and pressure, and he may have simply wanted to take a step back.


	Whatever the reason for his decision, Zvi's career suffered as a result. He lost fans and momentum, and he was eventually relegated to playing in small clubs and bars.


	Fame is fleeting. And it's more important to be true to oneself than to chase after public approval, this was his comforting thought.


	“Great show,” the makeup girl said when she saw him coming in. 


	“Echoes from the past,” Zvi told her.


	The other musicians were in a joyful mood. He felt good, and he knew that it was because he had kept one of his celebrity’s unbreakable requests: not to share his dressing room with anyone else than just himself.


	Zvi had always been a bit of a loner. He liked to have his own space, and he didn't like to be around too many people. When he first started in the music business, he had to share his dressing room with other musicians. He hated it. He felt like he couldn't relax or focus on his performance.


	Once he became more successful, he started making demands. He insisted on having his own dressing room, and he refused to share it with anyone. At first, people thought he was acting like a diva. But Zvi didn't care. He knew what he needed to do to put on a good show.


	Zvi's dressing room was his sanctuary. It was the one place where he could be alone and focus on his music. It was also the one place where he could remember his origins.


	On the wall of his dressing room, Zvi had a framed photo of his family. It was a photo of him as a child, standing with his parents and siblings. The photo was a reminder of where he came from and why he was doing what he was doing.


	Zvi looked at the photo and smiled. "A remembrance from the past," he said.


	Zvi knew that he was lucky to be able to do what he loved. He was also lucky to be able to do it on his own terms. He had kept to his celebrity status on his own terms, and it had paid off. 


	There, the young makeup artist stood tall and elegant, her blonde booby-cut hair swaying gently in the breeze. Her well-sculpted body was toned and athletic, and her big boobs were the only noticeable protrusion.


	Any rock star would be drawn to her beauty and would approach her and offer her the world. But it was not his style.  Why...? For he had a terrible secret that he had kept hidden from his parents, relatives, and everyone else except for his first bandmate and agent. He knew that if his secret came out, it would shame his family and ruin his reputation. 


	When Zvi first started his music career, he knew that he couldn't come out publicly. He was worried that it would hurt his career and that his fans would not accept him. So he kept his secret hidden. But as Zvi became more successful, he started to feel more comfortable in his own skin, though. He was afraid of being rejected. 


	He wanted to be able to live his life authentically, but it was a price that Zvi couldn’t afford.


	Liam, who was his best friend and the first person along with him, agreed to keep his sexuality a secret. Zvi also formed his first band with Liam, which eventually brought them into the spotlight. 


	After a trip with their girlfriends, who were part of the band's chorus, Izvi and Liam sealed a pact of secrecy about Izvi's sexuality.


	It was in South Beach where Izvi noticed his true sexual orientation. His girlfriend, Liam, and his bandmate's girlfriend were at the swimming pool, having a good time, while Izvi was in his room. When the room service guy came in with a sandwich and a Pepsi for him, Izvi felt a strange attraction to him. He had never felt this way about a man before, and he was confused.


	When he went to the swimming pool, his friends noticed a subtle change in him. There was a certain air of mystery about him. 


	 


	In the rest of the days of the holidays, Izvi tried to ignore his feelings, but they were too strong. He started to dream about the room service guy, and he couldn't stop thinking about him. 


	Zvi decided to confront his sexuality head-on. He snuck out of his room at midnight, while his girlfriend slept, and made his way to the resort’s kitchen. Paul, as if he had been expecting him, was there working on his shift.


	When Paul saw Izvi entering the kitchen, he knew why the hotel guest was there. Their eyes met, and a connection was forged. Paul took Izvi's hand and led him to a dark alley nearby. 


	There, Izvi stripped off Paul's shirt, revealing his well-carved abs. Izvi couldn't hold back any longer. "I haven't stopped thinking about you," he confessed.


	“Me too,” Paul blurted out.


	Izvi kissed all over Paul’s chest frenziedly. And he did it as if he had never kissed before.


	Izvi's passion for Paul was unlike anything he had ever felt for a girl before. It was a burning fire going over him and that consumed him every thought and dream. He couldn't stop thinking about him, and every time Izvi saw the room service guy, his heart skipped a beat. He felt like he was floating on air being with Paul. He had never felt so alive before.


	The encounter was so intense that Paul unzipped Izvi’s trousers and went down to fool around with his hard-on. Once Paul licked along and bit the red top a little, Izvi spurted all his hot cream over Paul’s lips. And his shaft blew off. 


	 


	Izvi was ashamed of himself for being on the fast lane. He felt that he let Paul down. Izvi quickly zipped up his trousers and apologized to Paul. He didn't know what else to say. He just wanted to disappear and never have to face her again.


	Paul just laughed. And he asked. “First time?”


	Izvi nodded embarrassedly. 


	“Don’t worry! Next time will be much better,” Paul said chuckling.


	Izvi walked back to his room. He realized that he was attracted to men, and he had to come to terms with his sexuality. 


	After all, it was a revealing trip. Liam and Mia broke up after they faced their feelings for each other but decided to remain friends. So, the couple's breakup also meant that neither of them would be jealous of the other's flings. It was a sign of maturity and respect and meant that Mia would stay in the band.


	For Zvi, the holidays meant coming out in terms of his sexual orientation and ending his fling with his girlfriend, for whom he didn't feel love.


	Ironically the holidays helped to strengthen the band's bond and led to their success.


	Izvi vividly recalled the memories of his bling existence, as if they had happened just yesterday. They were a big part of his journey to stardom, which had taken him from the humble beginnings of his childhood in a small Jewish community to the dizzying heights of fame and fortune. It had been a wild ride.


	He remembered the first time he had ever stepped onto a stage, the feeling of adrenaline coursing through his veins as he looked out at the crowd of cheering fans. He remembered the sold-out stadiums, the private jets, and the endless parties. He remembered the feeling of being on top of the world.


	But it also came with the dark side of fame. The constant pressure to perform, the never-ending cycle of interviews and photo shoots, and the loneliness of being surrounded by people who didn't really know him. He remembered the feeling of being lost and empty, even when he had everything he could ever want.


	Izvi had survived it all. In a sense, he had come out on the other side stronger and wiser.


	Izvi's success was a testament to his talent, determination, and resilience. He had overcome many challenges to reach the top, and he was grateful for every opportunity he had been given. But he could not get rid of the feeling of emptiness and his lack of lust for life.


	Izvi walked along the dark hallway, the sound of his footsteps echoing in the silence, to the front door, his heart pounding with no excitement. He had just finished his gig at the dingy club, and he had proven himself to the audience once more. He had poured his heart and soul into his music, and they had loved it.


	Izvi stepped out into the cool night air and took a deep breath. He still felt like he could do anything in spite of not being a celebrity anymore. He hailed a cab and got in, giving the driver the address of his hotel.


	As the cab drove away, Izvi looked out the window at the passing lights. He thought about all the hard work and dedication that had led him to stardom. He had overcome so many challenges and now looked to where his dreams had led him.


	Izvi flung himself on the bed in his hotel room. He was exhausted, but he couldn't sleep. His mind was racing for no reason. He closed his eyes and tried to relax. Izvi took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Again, he imagined himself standing on stage, playing in front of a sold-out crowd. He imagined the roar of the applause, the feeling of the music pulsing through his veins.


	He got out of bed and walked to the window. He looked out at the city lights below. This time he wasn’t excited for the future. He knew that great things weren’t ahead.
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	On the plane back to America, he wrote his first smashing hit “Don't Tell Anyone!”


	It was either luck or fate that put Izvi and Liam's band in the spotlight. One of the artists scheduled to perform on New York Hot Tracks couldn't attend, and Ryan, the owner of 21 Records and a friend of one of the show's producers, knew that Izvi and Liam's band was the perfect replacement.


	“We need one of your stinky guys of your label. There is a gap to fill out!” Jack said. 


	 


	“Jack, I'm not sure what you mean by "stinky guys." Can you please clarify?” Ryan asked. 


	“Do you mean someone with a strong body odor? If so, I can't provide that. It would be unethical to reveal someone's personal information without their consent.” Ryan said in a proper tone for a manager’s answer. “Or do you mean someone dirty or unhygienic? If so, I can't provide that information either. It would be insensitive to make assumptions about someone's hygiene based on their appearance.” He teased and laughed.


	“You, stupid sod!’ Jack cried out.


	Ryan, nicknamed Mr. Coke because he started his day with a line of cocaine, was successful in a way. He was also a passionate music lover, and he had a keen eye for talent. He knew that Izvi and Liam's band had the potential to be big, and he wanted to give them a chance to shine.


	“All right...! All right,” Ryan said. “Calm down, I got a group that released a single, and this reached number 40 on the charts.” 


	“Sounds good, Ryan! Which group are you referring to?” Jack asked.


	“Velvet Concord.”


	Mr. Coke also knew that the band's new single, “Don't Tell Anyone,” needed a promotion such as New York Hot Tracks' exposure. The single was good, but it needed to be heard by more people if it was going to be successful. New York Hot Tracks would give the band a chance to perform their single to a large audience, and it would also allow them to reach out to new fans.


	“Well guys, this is the big break that you were waiting for,” said Mr. Coke on the other end of the phone.


	When Ryan offered Izvi and Liam's band the opportunity to perform on New York Hot Tracks, they were ecstatic. Now their dream was coming true. They knew that this was a golden opportunity for the group to get national exposure and promote their new single, and they were determined to make the most of it.


	“We won’t fail!” Izvi said.


	 Izvi, Liam and Mia practiced their set for hours, and they made sure that everything was perfect. On the day of the show, as soon as they arrived at the studio, they were led into the dressing room, where they could get their makeup done and change into their stage outfits.


	This dressing room was small but comfortable. There were three mirrors, each with a makeup station. There was also a wardrobe rack with their clothes hanging on it.


	Zvi, Liam, and Mia each took a mirror and sat down. The makeup artists arrived and began working their magic. 


	Izvi couldn’t help watching the make-up guy’s bulging crotch.  And Liam had to curb his hands from laying over the female artist’s well-rounded bums. The place was devoid of any macho, making Mia the quiet one of Velvet Concord.


	They also did their eyes and lips.


	Zvi decided to wear a black leather jacket and jeans. He wanted to look cool and edgy, but also professional. Liam chose a blue button-down shirt and black pants. He wanted to look smart and put together. Mia wore a red dress. She wanted to look glamorous and feminine.


	“Not so bad for three lonely city kids that want to hit the big times,” Liam chuckled. He mentioned one of the previous names thought for the band. In fact, they were lonely city kids.


	Mia smiled at the comment, while Izvi turned to look at his bandmate behind him.


	Once they were all dressed and made up, the band members took a moment to look at each other in the mirror. 


	“Ready to rock the stage!” Izvi announced triumphally.


	Anyway, they took a deep breath before, and left the dressing room, ready to face the crowd.


	As they walked down the hallway, they could hear the audience cheering. They felt a rush of adrenaline. They looked at each other and grinned. They knew that they were ready to give the performance of their lives.


	When they finally took the stage, they were greeted by the audience and the show's host. They took their positions on stage and waited for the cue to begin.


	The music started to play, and Izvi, Liam, and Mia began to sing. They sounded amazing! The crowd went wild. Izvi and Liam played their hearts out, and the crowd loved it. 


	But the gods were mischievous, and they wanted to see what would happen if they dared the band to carry on. So, they caused some powder to get into Izvi's eyes, blinding him.


	Izvi was terrified. He couldn't see, just the blurring spotlights, and he didn't know what to do. He stumbled around on stage, trying to get his composure back. But he couldn't find his way.


	Fuck..! Fuck..! Fuck! These were the words that crossed Izvi’s mind at the moment.


	Liam turned around to see Mia, and she looked back at him dumbfounded.


	He continued to stumble around on stage.


	The crowd and producers didn't know what was happening. They thought that Izvi was putting on a show. They cheered and applauded as he stumbled around the stage.


	But Izvi wasn't putting on a show. He was scared and confused. He didn't know what to do.


	Once the performance was over, Izvi tripped and fell. He landed hard on the stage, and the crowd gasped. Liam and Mia ran to him and helped him to his feet.


	“What happened, dude?” Liam asked.


	“Fucking powder got into my eyes,” Izvi answered.


	Mia opened her big blue eyes in astonishment at the make-up running accident.


	Despite the incident, Izvi and Liam's band gave a performance of their lives. The audience was blown away by Izvi’s song “Don't Tell Anyone.” Izvi was still blinded, but he was otherwise unharmed. The other members of the band led him off the stage and to the dressing room.


	A few minutes later, Ryan came running into the dressing room.  "What happened?" 


	"Something got in his eyes," Liam answered


	Ryan examined Izvi's eyes. "It looks like you may have gotten some makeup powder in them," he said. “Wash them with enough water and put some collyrium, and your eyes will be fine. You need to rest them for a few days.” Mr. Coke prescribed.


	It was an exhausting experience, one of many to come, but they were also exhilarated. They had just performed for one of the most popular TV shows in the States, and it had been an amazing experience.


	Velvet Concord had no reason to complain. A song about secret passions and daring truths reaching the top of the Billboard chart was a remarkable achievement. It showed that people were drawn to music that was honest and authentic, and that spoke to their own experiences and emotions. Things that we often keep hidden for fear of judgment, but they are also the things that make us human. Velvet Concord's song gave people a voice to express their deepest desires and fears, and it showed that we are all connected in our shared experiences.


	The song's success was also proof of the band's talent and creativity. They were able to write a song that is both catchy and meaningful, and that resonated with a wide audience.


	The band was a hit, and they received rave reviews from the critics after their performance was aired.  


	Velvet Concord, a band so rare. Their songs speak to the truth, we all share. With secret passions and daring dreams, they sing of the things that seem that we all keep hidden deep inside. The things that make us come alive.


	Their music reaches the heart and skies. With their voices bold, they tell our tales of secret passions that never fail.


	In the music magazines circulate these.


	On Billboard's chart, their song takes flight, A shining beacon in the night. Velvet Concord, their success is grand. Their music has touched the hearts of the land.


	Velvet Concord, to the top they rise. Their music reaches the heart and skies. With their voices bold, they tell our tales of secret passions that never fail.


	Mr. Coke was right to think that presenting Velvet Concord on New York Hot Tracks' show would be a golden opportunity for the group to get national exposure across the States. New York Hot Tracks was a very popular show, and its audiences were always looking for new and exciting music. If Velvet Concord's performance was good, it could be a major turning point for their career.


	Another headline described the musical group.


	Velvet Concord, Velvet Concord, your music sets our hearts afire. Velvet Concord, Velvet Concord, your secret passions inspire.


	Yes, New York Hot Track was a pivotal moment in Velvet Concord's career. It was their first major public exposure, and it led to widespread acclaim and recognition. The show was a huge success, and Velvet Concord's performance was one of the highlights. It was a turning point in their career, and it helped them to achieve maximum exposure and fame.


	If they had failed to perform at New York Hot Track, it was likely that they would not have achieved the same level of fame and success. They may have been able to build a following through smaller shows and gigs, but it would have taken them much longer to break through into the mainstream. 


	New York Hot Track was a popular music TV show in the early 1980s. It was known for showcasing new and up-and-coming artists. Velvet Concord was one of the many bands that appeared on the show, and their performance was a huge success. New York Hot Track allowed them to showcase their talent to a wider audience, and they seized it with both hands. The band was immediately praised for their unique sound and their energetic live show.


	After appearing on New York Hot Track, Velvet Concord's popularity skyrocketed.


	“Don't Tell Anyone” stayed at #1 on the Billboard charts for 6 weeks.
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	Izvi, clothed in an old silk robe, looked out at the city lights from his bedroom in the three-star hotel. His thoughts drifted back to that fateful night at New York Hot Tracks, Velvet Concord's first important performance.


	If Velvet Concord had failed to present in the show, it was likely that they would not have achieved the same level of success. The show was a major platform for them, and it helped to launch them into the mainstream. It was also possible that they would have disbanded if they had not been successful on the show, as they were struggling to gain traction at the time.


	He remembered how nervous the band had been that night. They had played in small clubs and bars before, but this was their first chance to perform on a national stage. Izvi could tell that they were all feeling the pressure, but they didn't let it show.


	The band had taken the stage to a roar of applause. They looked confident and excited. They were ready to give the performance of their lives.


	The band launched into their single “Don't Tell Anyone,” and the audience was immediately captivated by their music. Their sound was fresh and innovative, and their lyrics were both poetic and meaningful. Izvi could feel the energy in the room as the audience swayed to the music and sang along to the words.


	Yes, the make-up accident at the end of the single was fortunate for Velvet Concord. It was a unique and unexpected moment that ended the show on a high note. The live audience and television viewers were likely entertained by the "uncontrollable spam" around the stage, and they may have even interpreted it as part of the act.


	If the make-up accident had happened at the beginning of the single, it would have been a major distraction. It would have been difficult for Velvet Concord to recover from, and it would have likely left a negative impression on the audience. However, what happened at the end of the single was simply a memorable and entertaining moment.


	Overall, the make-up accident was a fortunate event for Velvet Concord. It happened at a time when it would have the least impact on their performance, and it may have even helped to increase their popularity.


	Izvi smiled as he thought about that night. It had been a turning point for Velvet Concord.  He knew that he had just experienced something special. Velvet Concord was a band to watch, and he was confident that they were on the cusp of stardom. Their performance on New York Hot Tracks had launched their career into the national spotlight.


	The press conference for Velvet Concord after their performance on New York Hot Tracks was a media circus. Journalists from all over the country were there to get a scoop on the new band that had taken the music world by storm.


	The band was asked all sorts of questions about their song "Don't Tell Anyone." They were asked about the meaning of the song, the inspiration for it, and the songwriting process.


	“Well, it was written on the plane back to New York,” Izvi answered.


	“Did you come from?” One reporter asked.


	“From South Beach,” Liam said. “There we had a short holiday.”


	“What happened there that you can’t tell?” A female reporter asked.


	“Honestly, nothing remarkable! Just sunny days on the beach and disco at night,” Mia said.


	Her naive responses prompted bursts of laughter from all the journalists present.


	The band members gave different answers to each question, depending on what they thought the journalist wanted to hear. They knew that the press was looking for a story, and they were happy to give them one.


	One journalist asked the band about the rumors that the song was about a secret love affair. The band members smiled and played coy. Anyway, Mia gave a response to this. “At the very beginning of Velvet Concord, Liam and I were sweethearts, but we separated amicably as you see, and it let me remain in the band.”


	All journalists booed in a teasing manner.


	“But what about a love affair with people out of the band?” One reporter asked cunningly.


	They didn't confirm or deny the rumors, but they did nothing to dispel them. 


	If the public had known the real reason for the song, it would haven’t made the band more appealing. The inspiration for the band's new single was something that would have been considered negative or taboo to share. Izvi was always anxious if the public knew the truth. It could hurt their image or career. This could be negative publicity, or because the song's inspiration would alienate some potential fans. 


	In fact, it would have made it difficult for the record label to create a buzz around the band and their new single.


	Another journalist asked the band about the meaning of the line "Don't Tell Anyone." The band members said that the line was about the importance of keeping your secrets close to your heart. They said that everyone had secrets and that it was important to protect them.


	“As the experts of the law of attraction suggest, “don’t reveal your goals until you have achieved them,” Izvi explained. “In my case, don’t tell any lady that won’t be serious because I’m married to music. Above all, it is my secret passion,” he chuckled.


	“So, music comes first for all of you?” a reporter asked.


	In unison, all answered. “YES!”


	The press conference was a success. The journalists got the story they wanted, and the band got the exposure they needed. But beneath the surface, there were lies and deceit.


	The band members knew that the press was only interested in them because of their song. They knew that if they told the truth about their lives, the press would lose interest. So, they lied.


	Izvi lied about the meaning of “Don't Tell Anyone.” He lied about the inspiration for it. In fact, he lied about everything. But it didn't matter. Velvet Concord is famous now. And that was all that mattered.


	In the world of showbiz, lies and deceit are often part of the game. It's what keeps the media interested and the fans coming back for more. Velvet Concord was just playing the game.


	In fact, the press often goes along with these lies and deceptions because they want to get exclusive stories. They know that if they print the truth about a celebrity, the celebrity might not give them interviews or access in the future.


	This can create a vicious cycle, where celebrities and the press are both complicit in creating a false image of the celebrity.


	Izvi was grateful to be a part of their journey. He knew that they were destined for great things then.


	As he looked out at the city lights again from the mini bar, Izvi thought about all the other young musicians, who were dreaming of making it big. He knew that it wasn't easy, but he also knew that it was possible.


	He raised his glass to Velvet Concord and himself and to all the other young musicians who were chasing their dreams.


	"To their future," he said.
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	Izvi woke up, stretching out his long legs and arching his back. He took a deep breath and let it out slowly. He stretched his sprawling legs out of the sheets and swung his feet over the side of the bed. He stood up and walked to the window. He took a deep breath of the crisp morning air and felt the sun on his face. He looked out at the city below. It was still early in the morning, but the city was already starting to wake up. Cars were honking, people were rushing to work, and children were playing in the park.


	This time, he had no tight agenda or needed to create a fan base like some time before. He had just booked some gigs around town. Indeed, it was like before, when Velvet Concord toured the country. Mr. Coke suggested creating a fan base since the first single had failed. And this had not entered in the charts.


	“Don't Tell Anyone” had stuck below the forty number on the charts.


	“Go with the changes” was Velvet Concord’s single. It was written by circumstances until Izvi and Liam had defined the band’s style. 


	“You gotta move your ass around the States,” Mr. Coke said. “Otherwise, no one would know Velvet Concord if don’t spread the words about you.”


	He understood the importance of building a strong relationship with fans.


	Izvi and Liam and Mia looked at each other and cried out. “Let’s go!”


	There was nothing quite like the experience of seeing a band live. Playing live shows was a great way to connect with fans on a personal level and build excitement for your music.


	Anyway, the club and small venue circuit was a drag. It was the same thing every night, and sometimes in the same place, harassed with annoying drunks and shit everywhere.


	For six months, Velvet Concord performed on small, with only a couple of lights, stages, and sometimes a lousy sound system that distorted their sound. 


	The band was stricken by multiple crises and even temporary setbacks that had thrown Mia off her game. 


	“You’re a fucking moron!” Mia cried out at Liam. “I shouldn’t follow you...”


	Mia's outburst was due to an incident with an old scum bag who went over to her at the bar. She was having a drink at the bar, minding her own business, when an old wanker came over to her and started to fool around with her. Mia wasn't interested, but the man persisted. He kept doing it to her and making inappropriate comments. Mia tried to ignore him, but he wouldn't leave her alone.


	Finally, Mia had had enough. She stood up and told the man to leave her alone. “Get lost, wanker!”


	But the man just laughed and said. "Don't be so uptight, sweetie. I'm just having some fun."


	Mia was furious. She slapped the man across the face. The man was stunned for a moment, then he lunged at Mia. But before he could reach her, Liam stepped in and punched the man in the face.


	The man fell to the ground, and Liam stood over him, glaring down at him. "Don't you ever touch her again," Liam said.


	The man scrambled to his feet and ran out of the bar.


	It was the missing cherry on top after a lousy performance by the band. 


	On Izvi’s side, this got a sinking feeling. He had never doubted his gift and determination, but lately, he couldn't shake the feeling that he was on the wrong track and with the wrong people. He didn't want to express his uncertainty to the rest of the band, but it was becoming harder and harder to ignore.


	One night, as Izvi was preparing to go on stage, he felt his self-confidence waver. He looked at his bandmates and wondered if they were really the right people for him. They were talented musicians. He and Liam had a knack for songwriting. But Izvi was just the one who pushed the boundaries and created something new.


	But then, Izvi stepped onto the stage and saw the faces of the audience. His heart swelled with passion, and he forgot all about his doubts. He closed his eyes and let the music take over. He delivered a performance that was electrifying, and the crowd loved him.


	Every time that Izvi sang, he felt a connection with the audience that he had never felt before. He knew that he was where he was supposed to be, even if he wasn't sure exactly where that was. Indeed, Izvi was on a journey of self-discovery, and he was determined to follow his heart, no matter where it led him.


	Despite the sea of uncertainty, Izvi felt a sense of peace and clarity. He also knew that he was on the right path, and he was good at it.


	Mia went back to Velvet Concord’s track after eavesdropping on some housewives talking. 


	“I am tired of being in the same rut,” said a blonde one.


	“Kids-Home-Husband routine,” a brunette added.


	“Well, a lover is a kind of analgesic for a boring life,” said another one chuckling.


	Mia had run from all the housewives talked about homework, families and jobs, but not about hopes or dreams. They were all women trying to make their way in the world in a way, and they were all doing the best they could. She took a deep breath. And running out of the bar, she felt the wind in her hair and on her face. 


	Mia had been feeling trapped lately. She was stuck in a rut at the small club’s circle, but she was free. She had a big challenge with the band to dare, and she needed to focus.


	Rough times bonded the three band members together, even though they had not yet written a smash hit.


	The single "Go with the Changes" by Velvet Concord was a unique blend of rap and pop, and it was not surprising that it did not define their sound, as the band would be known for their experimental and eclectic modern rock music.


	The song's lyrics reflected on the tumultuous years of the 1980s, and the need to adapt to change in order to survive. The song's rap elements were inspired by what MC Hammer did in his songs. Hammer was one of the most popular rappers of the time. Besides, the song's rap verses were delivered with energy and conviction.


	The world is changing fast, it's hard to keep up 


	But don't let it get you down, don't give up


	While the pop chorus was melodic and uplifting. Mia's vocals were strong and soulful, and they perfectly complemented the song's upbeat tempo.


	Go with the changes, go with the tide 


	Don't let anything hold you back, don't hide


	"Go with the Changes" was a well-crafted and catchy song that reflected the changing times of the eighties. But it didn't catch people's attention and didn't enter the chart. This failure threatened to disband Velvet Concord. But here Mr. Coke came with the advice of going around small clubs.


	Mr. Coke's advice was a lifesaver for Velvet Concord. Playing small clubs allowed them to connect with their fans on a more personal level and build a following. It also gave them a chance to experiment with their sound and develop their own unique style.


	His advice was simple but effective. He knew that Velvet Concord was a talented band with a lot to offer. Mr. Coke also knew that the music business was tough and took time and hard work to succeed. The advice was a gamble, but it paid off in the end. It was a decision that saved the band at the time and set them on the path to success.


	They were able to generate buzz for Velvet Concord’s music. But they were at a crossroads. If their following single flopped, 21 Records would drop them. 


	 


	Izvi burst into the couple's room. The room was small and cramped, with old and tattered furniture. A small color TV and mini-refrigerator sat in the corner, and a large bed dominated the center of the room. Liam and Mia were sprawled across the old bed in the middle of the foreplay. And he took a little glimpse of Mia’s well-rounded petit boobs, which she covered pulling up the sheets when she saw the lead singer coming inside.


	“My soul is in the sole of my shoe,” Izvi said.


	Liam and Mia were startled by the lead singer’s sudden entrance.


	“Well, I don’t give a fuck about it, but what I see is your damn triumphal entrance,” said Liam.


	Although Mia didn’t know at the time that Izvi was gay, she didn’t care that he had taken a peek at her assets.


	“I have news,” Izvi said. “We’re going to South Beach for spring break!”


	Liam and Mia’s eyes widened in surprise. “Really?” Liam asked. “How?”


	“I don’t know,” he said. “We got not much, but I’m not complaining.”


	Mia sat up in bed, her eyes shining with excitement. “South Beach!” she exclaimed. “I can’t believe it!”


	Mia in underwear and Liam in pants jumped up and down, hugging each other and laughing. They were so excited about their upcoming trip that they didn’t even care about the rough patch that were going through.


	Izvi watched them with a smile on his face. 


	The two of them continued to jump up and down, hugging each other and laughing. They were so full of energy and excitement that it was contagious.


	Even the shabby hotel room seemed to brighten up as they celebrated their upcoming trip. The old bed bounced as they jumped, and the TV and mini-refrigerator seemed to vibrate with their laughter.


	Finally, Mia and Liam collapsed onto the bed, exhausted but happy. They lay there for a moment, catching their breath, and then they started talking about all the things they wanted to do in South Beach.


	The three friends were so happy and carefree.


	The phone rang out suddenly, startling Izvi from his thoughts. The voice on the other end of the line announced, "Tonight's gig was canceled. There is a problem in the local."
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