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      I’m sitting in my uncomfortable desk chair, grading a seemingly endless stack of exams when my phone rings. My best friend’s picture pops up on the screen, and I answer, “Hello.”

      “You know what day it is?” Raven starts singing the opening line to “Addicted 2 You,” the song that put Sp*nked at the top of the carts.

      Fudgemuffin. I’m never going to be ready on time. I glance at the clock on the wall and see it’s already one-fifteen. Why is time suddenly spinning at the speed of light? Oh yeah. It’s because I have plans for once. I lean my phone against my shoulder and dig in my desk drawer for my headphones so I can multi-task and grade while I talk on the phone.

      “I do,” I agree. “I’ve been counting the days since you invited me to the concert.” Raven recently signed Sp*nked to a recording contract with her family company, Inked Knight Records. The band is finishing up the North American leg of their tour in Houston, the lead singer’s hometown. “I’m trying to finish grading these exams, and then I’m going to head home to get ready.”

      “Winter break started two hours ago. What are still doing at the high school?” Raven grumbles, and I roll my eyes.

      “I have to grade final exams and turn in my semester grades before my vacation starts,” I tell her and glance down at the stack of papers, mentally calculating how long this is going to take me.

      “Well, get your rear into gear and hurry up.” I really wish it was that easy. As the newest teacher in the Silver Spoon Falls High School English Department, I have to work hard to prove myself at the exclusive school.

      “Not all of us have a rich husband. Some of us still have to work.” Since I refuse to take money from my parents, I work and support myself, but I’ve got a little bit of the green-eyed monster in me over my best friend’s good fortune.

      A while back, she came to Silver Spoon Falls to meet the members of Sp*nked to discuss their recording contract at a BDSM club and fell for the club owner. Lucky girl. I can’t blame her for coming home and packing her bags to move to the small, very wealthy Texas town where the men are hot as Hades and rich as Croesus.

      Don’t get me wrong; I’m thrilled for my best friend, but I’m also a little jealous. She’s managed to find the love of her life and has an adorable baby. “I work, too,” Raven grumbles, and I roll my eyes. She works part-time at home for her family company. It’s a great gig if you can get one. “And don’t you dare roll your eyes at me.”

      She knows me so well. We’ve been attached at the hip since kindergarten. We attended the same high school and college where we shared a dorm room. When she moved to Silver Spoon Falls, I discovered life without my bestie around sucks. I missed Raven like crazy, which is how I ended up moving here.

      At the end of last school year, a long-time teacher retired, leaving a teaching position open in the Silver Spoon Falls High School English Department. I jumped at the chance to move closer to Raven and applied for the job. With over seventy applicants, I didn’t think I’d have a shot at the position, but miracles do happen. They offered me the job.

      As soon as last school year finished, I packed my bags and rented a house in the small Texas town. Raven helped me settle in and prepare for my first year in the exclusive high school. So far, I’m halfway through the year and things are going great. Well, mostly. I still have to finalize semester grades before the four o’clock deadline.

      “Are you going to survive leaving Chelsea at home?” I’m surprised Roman agreed to leave his little princess at home.

      “Hawk and Tia are going to fight over her all weekend long.” Raven’s oldest brother and his wife are Chelsea’s godparents, and they flew into town to babysit the baby so we could go to the concert.

      “I had a long talk with my little one, and she’s going to be a good girl for Hawk and Tia so I can enjoy the concert.” Raven laughs.

      “Hopefully, she listens.” I’m keeping my fingers crossed that I don’t miss the opportunity to watch the show from the front row and meet the band after the concert. “I’ll be ready at four-thirty.” Not happening unless I pull a miracle out of my tush and finish grading these exams by three o’clock.

      “Uh-huh.” Raven laughs. “Then I’ll be there at five to pick you up.” My bestie knows punctuality isn’t my strong suit. If we leave right at five, we should make it to Houston in time to see the beginning of the concert.

      “Sounds good. I’ll be ready to go.” Fingers crossed things work out that way.

      By some miracle, I whizz through the rest of the exams and have time to enter my grades into the nifty little program that figures out semester grades for me before heading home to rush through getting ready.
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      We make it to our seats a few minutes before a loud boom echoes through the arena as lights dim. The crowd goes crazy and starts chanting “Sp*nked” over and over again.

      A shiver runs through me as a blast of icy air hits me. Isn’t it just my luck that the one time I wear my less-than-warm dress, I end up standing under the air conditioning vent?

      Raven leans over to yell-whisper next to my ear, “Here we go!” Good. With everyone up and moving, this icebox should warm up.

      Loud drumbeats thunder a few seconds before Riley August’s voice echoes around the room, and I forget all about the temperature. Anticipation soars through me as I squint to see four figures moving across the darkened stage.

      Riley August’s voice echoes around the large arena. “Houston, are you ready to play with us?” It sounds like a freaking tornado moving through the arena as the crowd goes wild.

      “I’d like to play with him!” I yell to Raven and watch as Roman, her husband, smirks and rolls his eyes.

      “You might get your chance,” my best friend returns.

      “I wouldn’t hold my breath.” I roll my eyes and turn to watch as the lights suddenly blink on, revealing Sp*nked on stage. Wow. Riley August is even hotter in person. He’s shirtless but has on skintight leather pants and black boots. I have a weakness for smoking hot bad boys. Too bad, most of them are looking for a size two stick figure, not a woman with curves like me. I push the depressing thoughts to the back of my mind and let my eyes roam over his tall, well-muscled body. Oh, man. I’m pretty sure his muscles have muscles.

      As he dances across the huge stage, a shiny sheen develops all over his body, and his thick, wind-blown blond hair turns darker. He throws his head back, belting out high notes that could shatter glass.

      I drag my eyes away from the smoking-hot lead singer and check out the rest of the band members. Sean Malcom, the dark-haired, smoking-hot lead guitarist dances by, and I feel none of the lust that Riley causes deep in me. It’s hard to see Owen Ryder behind the drum set, but I know he’s tall and hot with black hair. The bass guitar player and rhythm guitarist are freaking identical twins, but Cooper and River Torres make sure no one would ever confuse them. Cooper wears his long dark hair pulled up in a ponytail while River has a short military-style haircut.

      “They should be playing ‘Addicted 2 You’ soon.” Raven leans over and wiggles her eyebrows. “Did you wear spankies under that skirt, so you don’t flash the whole place when Riley pulls you up on stage?”

      I let my eye roll answer for me.
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      Sweat drips down the side of my face as I kneel on the edge of the stage. Even with fans above us blowing full blast, I’m burning up. I blink my eyes, trying to clear my vision, and the first row of fans comes into focus. On autopilot, I belt out the words to “Addicted 2 You” as the crowd goes wild while I glance around the front row, searching for the fan I’m going to pull up on stage. This nightly routine is getting old. In fact, the whole touring thing isn’t what I thought it was cracked up to be.

      Out of the corner of my eye, I see Sean Malcolm, our lead guitarist, signaling for me to get my ass moving. Fucking hell. I see Raven Sterling standing off to one side with her overprotective husband, and I barely resist the urge to drag her up on stage just to piss the asshole off. When my eyes stop on the stunning, curvy blonde standing next to the Sterlings, I feel my pulse skyrocket and almost swallow my goddamn tongue. My breath comes out in ragged puffs like I’ve run a goddamn mile as my cock turns to stone in the tight-ass leather pants I’m wearing.

      She’s wearing a motherfucking shiny choker and a figure-hugging black leather dress that pushes her luscious tits up, exposing way too much skin for my comfort. The tight dress emphasizes her abundant curves and stops about an inch above indecent. My eyes wander down her long, silky legs to the sky-high black heels I want to feel digging into my back later.

      I give my head a shake and drag my attention back to her gorgeous heart-shaped face. She’s too far away to make out the color of her eyes, but I’d bet my last dollar they’re blue. Everyone else in the arena disappears around us as I stare down at my future. The stage lights illuminate her icy blonde curls, causing a halo effect.

      She’s wearing a glittery Santa hat and I wonder it she’s my Christmas Angel. I imagine running my tongue along the delicate white skin along the side of her graceful neck before I spank her ass red for daring to wear such a minuscule dress out in public. I suddenly have the urge to corrupt my curvy angel.

      Ignoring the little voice telling me not to touch her unless I’m ready for the consequences, I reach my hand down toward the curvy little beauty.

      Shock blasts through my entire body as our skin touches for the first time. Fuck. I’m a goner. A security guard rushes up to help her onto the stage, and I have to bite my tongue to stop the enraged howl from emerging at the sight of another man touching her. After the fucker releases her, I drag her sweet body close and inhale deeply, drawing her intoxicating scent through every
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