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Psst... Want More Heat?

GET ON THE NAUGHTY LIST:

Sign up here and claim your FREEBIE smut, get first dibs on new releases, bundles and sales, access bonus contents, sneak peaks and other steamy stuffs. 

Email me for questions, feedback, spicy fan theories... I read them all!
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Chapter One
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My last EroticAir shift just ended and I'm halfway to realizing the panties stuffed in my jacket pocket aren't mine when my supervisor, Jen, slams an envelope into my hand like a mob boss paying off a hitman.

"You actually impressed someone today,” she says with a grin. 

“Mr. Laurent in 2F. And... his private jet needs three attendants tomorrow night, all expenses paid, with the usual rules..." Her gaze flicks to my wrinkled skirt. "...you know the drill. So? In or out?"

I should say no.

My thighs are still trembling from two back-to-back flights, buzzing like a muted phone. Instead, my traitorous mouth asks: "How many passengers? Destination? Who else is—"

Jen silences me with a finger to my lips. "Midnight. Hangar 7." She leans in until I can count the gold flecks in her eyes. "Wear the special uniform... if you're game."

The envelope crinkles between my fingers, and through the slit at the top, I can see the clean edges of bills lined up like soldiers. 

The money winks at me. I wink back.

Twenty-four hours and two margaritas later, I walk into Hangar 7 to see that Naomi's already there, leaning against a baggage cart like she owns the place. 

"Well, well," she purrs, eyeing my freshly pressed uniform. "Someone dressed for the occasion."

"Look who’s talking," I say, flicking her tight waistband. "Just tell me who we're babysitting tonight." I adjust the stupidly tight blazer with dangerously low cut that corporate insists we wear for VIP clients. 

The jet door hisses open before Naomi can answer my question, and I paste on my best "I’m paid to tolerate you" smile—and then my brain short-circuits, because stepping onto the tarmac isn’t some balding finance guy or a tech bro in a Patagonia vest.

It’s them.

Feral. Fucking. Peach.

Who’s Feral Peach, you ask? 

Oh, just the kind of group that doesn’t just sing songs, they ruin panties. Rising global phenomenon. Absolute walking HR nightmare. 

And now, Zane, the lead singer, is looking at me like he’s deciding which part of me he’s signing first. Luna, the guitarist, sizes me up like she’s calculating how long I’ll last. Brielle, the groupie-turned-social-media-manager, and Roxy, the rhythm girl, wave mid-fight over leather vs. lace aesthetic for the next photo shoot.

Sam, the synth player, broods in the corner like they’re some fallen angel. Ash, the himbo bassist, is lecturing another attendant, blushing pink now, about thrust-to-weight ratios. Meanwhile, some guy in a sharp suit (probably Mr. Laurent) huddles with the pilot, pointing at a clipboard like they’re planning a heist instead of a flight.

And then, Theo Morrison, the band’s drummer. Fresh-faced and unfairly pretty, he’s a human golden retriever wrapped in a leather jacket.

Mia, their long-suffering manager, sighs and shoves a clipboard at me. "Sign here. Basically says you won’t sue when they inevitably corrupt you."

Brielle bounces in her seat, clapping. "Are we finally boarding? I can't believe we've upgraded from that moldy tour bus!"

Zane sloshes his drink in a wild toast. "Hell yeah! Feral Peach flies private jet now!"

Roxy flicks a peanut at the back of his head. "And yet somehow," she deadpans, "we still end up with sticky floors."

Chaos erupts as half the band laughing, the other half pelting each other with snack food, while I squeal and duck for cover.
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