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S. O’Faoilean is a bestselling author known for her captivating and steamy romances that span a variety of genres. With a passion for storytelling that fuses high-stakes passion and intense emotions, she has gained a devoted following of readers. Her books explore the world of rock stars, royalty, and billionaires, delving into the complexities of love, lust, and the tangled lives of those living in the spotlight.

Her popular titles include Roadrage: Lust, Liquor, Rock, Rock & Ruin, Backstage Inferno, Phoenix Rising, Back Street Crawler, and A Kingdom for Love, each bringing a fresh and irresistible take on romance and drama. Whether it's the raw intensity of rock star life, the allure of a royal romance, or the world of high-powered billionaires, S. O'Faoilean's writing keeps readers on the edge of their seats, turning pages late into the night.

Her unique blend of passion, tension, and unforgettable characters makes her a favorite among romance fans worldwide.
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In this sizzling rock star romance, Maya, a passionate music journalist, finds herself entangled in a whirlwind relationship with Jace, a rebellious, tortured rock star. At first, their connection seems like just another fleeting fling in the chaotic world of fame, but as their chemistry intensifies, Maya begins to question everything she’s ever believed about love and vulnerability. Jace, haunted by his past with an ex-girlfriend who still has a hold on him, fights to prove to Maya that what they share is real.

Amidst the chaos of the final tour concert, secrets are revealed, trust is tested, and emotions run high. Maya must decide whether to trust Jace and risk her heart, or walk away before the emotional fallout consumes her. With sizzling passion, raw emotions, and unexpected twists, this is a story of love, trust, and fighting for a future when the past threatens everything.
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Chapter 1: The Rock Star’s Fire
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The last chord hit like a detonation.

Sound slammed through the arena, rattling bone and breath, vibrating so deeply Maya Calloway felt it behind her ribs. The crowd screamed themselves hoarse, a wall of noise that refused to die even after the stage lights cut and the band disappeared behind the curtain.

Sweat. Smoke. Electricity.

Maya stepped backstage just as the chant started ... Jace! Jace! Jace!, thousands of voices merging into one demand. She paused, letting the moment pass through her, grounding herself.

This was the part people romanticized. The adrenaline. The chaos. The godlike worship.

She’d learned a long time ago to look past it.

She adjusted her blazer; tailored, charcoal, deliberately un-rock-and-roll, and scanned the narrow corridor. Crew members surged past her with military efficiency. Guitar techs barked orders. Security stood like statues, eyes alert.

And then ...

There.

Jace Steele leaned against the side of the tour bus, one boot braced against the tire, beer bottle dangling loose in his hand like it was an afterthought. His leather jacket hung open, black T-shirt clinging darkly to sweat-slick skin. His hair was a mess, intentional or not, she couldn’t tell, and his face still carried the afterglow of performance.

Not smiling.

Not posing.

Just... existing. Comfortable. Lethal.

Maya felt the shift before she understood it.

His gaze lifted.

Locked onto her.

And stayed there.

It wasn’t the casual glance of a man clocking a pretty woman. It was deliberate. Assessing. Like he’d just recognized a worthy opponent stepping onto the board.

Her stomach tightened. Annoyance flared.

Don’t flatter yourself.

She walked toward him anyway, heels steady, posture sharp. This wasn’t her first time backstage. This wasn’t her first famous man with a god complex.

But as she closed the distance, she became acutely aware of details she had no business cataloging: the way his shoulders filled the jacket, the faint cut at his brow, the heat radiating from him like he hadn’t cooled down yet.

Jace straightened slowly, pushing off the bus.

“Well,” he said, voice rough, still carrying echoes of the stage. “I was wondering when you’d show.”

Maya stopped three feet away. “You were?”

His mouth curved, lazy but intent. “Hard not to notice when the infamous Maya Calloway is in the building.”

She arched a brow. “Infamous is generous.”

“Disagree.” He took a sip of his beer, eyes never leaving hers. “You’ve got a reputation.”

“Funny,” she said coolly. “I could say the same about you.”

“Yeah?” His gaze flicked down, quick, unmistakable, then back to her eyes. “And which one have you heard?”

She crossed her arms. “The kind that burns hot and fast. Leaves wreckage.”

Something dark flickered across his expression. Gone as fast as it appeared.

“Sounds dramatic.”

“Sounds accurate.”

He stepped closer.

Not invading. Just enough to make his presence unavoidable.

“Careful,” he murmured. “You’re profiling me already. We haven’t even done the interview.”

“This?” She gestured between them. “This isn’t the interview.”

“No,” he agreed softly. “This is you trying to decide if I’m worth your time.”

“And?”

“And I’m trying to decide if you’re going to pretend you don’t feel this.”

Her pulse jumped. She hated that he called it out. Hated that her body reacted anyway, heat pooling low, awareness buzzing along her skin.

“I don’t feel anything,” she said.

He smiled like he’d won something. “That’s not what your breathing says.”

Maya inhaled sharply, more annoyed at herself than him. “You always this arrogant?”

“Only when I’m right.”

Behind him, someone laughed. A bandmate called his name. Jace ignored it.

“So,” he said, lowering his voice. “What brings a serious journalist into my messy little world tonight?”

“I’m writing a piece,” she replied. “On the band. The tour. The phenomenon.”

“And me.”

“And you,” she allowed. “If you’re relevant.”

That earned a real laugh, low, warm, and irritatingly attractive.

“Oh, I’m relevant,” he said. “You don’t get this loud without being relevant.”

He gestured toward the still-roaring arena.

Maya’s gaze flicked past him, then back. “Volume isn’t substance.”

“No,” he agreed. “But substance keeps people listening.”

Their eyes held. Something taut stretched between them.

Jace felt it snap tight in his chest.

She wasn’t impressed. Not dazzled. Not leaning in.

That alone made her dangerous.

Most women came to him already half gone, starry-eyed, eager, ready to be consumed by the myth of Jace Steele. Maya Calloway looked at him like she was cataloging his flaws before he’d even earned the privilege.
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