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			Welcome Aboard

			Indulge your inner voyeur and join us in the private jet cabins of the wildly rich and uber-famous.

			This book is a delicious collection of true stories featuring billionaire bullies, the people who enable them, and internationally recognized celebrities—as they truly are. You don’t know just how audacious, cringe-worthy, and incomprehensible the 1 percent can be.

			 

			But, baby…you will.

			 

			Names have been changed to protect (us from) the malevolent.

			Behaviors have been presented to humble them.

			You know who you are.

			 

			Sit down, fasten your seatbelt, and grab that oxygen mask. Someone will be by with drinks soon…I recommend something stiff.

			 

			Secure the cabin for takeoff.

			 

			Welcome to The Mile High Club.

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Great Sexpectations

			The phone rings. Finally. It’s happening. I’ve been on the one-yard lines of many, many pilots, ever since I finished my six-day intensive training program.

			And today, I can’t believe it, someone is CALLING ME about a full-time job! I am beaming. I am untouchable. I am levitating. I am drafting an acceptance speech that will be delivered to millions on some sort of cable news network, a Breaking Broadcast for Bad Bitches. I am every woman kicking out the glass ceiling and rising to new heights.

			It’s about fucking time.

			A few things to keep in mind about the Private Aviation industry:

			
					Considering the seven weeks of paid training commercial Flight Attendants receive, private aviation is basically the Wild West.

					Generally speaking, there are two kinds of training courses you can enroll in. They’re both “legitimate,” but one is like going Ivy League and the other is like attending a fourth-tier law school in the Caribbean. I may or may not have had the Caribbean experience first. The Ivy League involves getting sprayed in the face with water jets (to simulate a water rescue) and learning how to spit roast lizards on deserted islands. For food. Yeah. Survival shit. I did them both, but I only brag about one.

					The people who fly private are some of the most privileged human beings that have ever set foot on the face of the earth. Their ranks include some very happy, very friendly people—but contain far more brooding, miserable vampires of human joy.

			

			Does that sound dramatic?

			You don’t know the half of it, sister.

			After completing two very different (very expensive) courses to become, ahem, “certified,” I found out there are three main categories of private flights.

			There’s Part 91. That’s when you own the jet. Your pilots fly however far for however long you choose. Ditto for Flight Attendants. Their world, their rules.

			Then there’s Part 135. This is when you rent the jet. The specifics are hammered out ahead of time, and crews are offered the job. Because of all the legalities involved in renting, you are largely bound by more regulations of the FAA, however scant they may be. It means you can’t overwork the staff, for the most part.

			Finally, there’s Part 125. This is when you’re in a group of twenty or more, like a professional sports team. It’s also a rental, often rented by the year, not by the trip, and so it’s forced to follow similar regulations as 135s.

			So besides learning how to pour a Diet Coke in turbulence and how to pop the doors off an aircraft, there aren’t a lot of basic qualifications to fly Part 91. It’s no rules—or more accurately, house rules.

			And there aren’t usually a ton of them.

			But in that moment, as my phone rang and my heart raced, I didn’t really understand the depth of this. I just knew I was fucking pumped—and relieved.

			Not least of all because I’d used the last three thousand dollars in my bank account to put myself through Corporate Aviation a.k.a. Private Flight Attendant School. As I said, there are a few to choose from, all of which have varying degrees of legitimacy. In a private industry like this one with limited oversight, the environment is rife with scam operations like the first school I attended. Some were upwards of five thousand dollars. There was no way I could come up with that kind of bread.

			In fact, I’d been forced to give up on my city life after a fire drove me out of my perfect apartment—within a month of moving into it. Big thanks to gas companies for not giving a fuck what unlicensed pricks do to company pipes.

			When the call came in, I was scrolling through LinkedIn from my childhood bed, finding yet more pilots to bombard with eager messages about joining their team.

			But perhaps no more! The call was a number I’d already saved: a pilot I’d already connected with on LinkedIn. I made almost all of my aviation connections there. But back then, the fact that I, with no actual experience flying anyone, was being considered for even a test flight sent my floundering self-esteem through the roof.

			His message from the day before said they were looking for full-time staff, and I couldn’t control my excitement. The best I could do was let the phone ring a few times to not appear too thirsty.

			I answered. He launched into a friendly pitch.

			The exact language of our first call is hazy. I remember him being very confident and full of promises. He said he loved my look and vibe.

			Professionally it was kind of weird. Personally, it’s not unusual for me to hear.

			We had an easy, friendly chat for about fifteen minutes. He confirmed that he was the full-time pilot, and the job was for a Part 91 account.

			And, most importantly, he wanted to confirm that I was available to interview for the full-time role.

			I could have backflipped. Hell yes I’m available!

			We set a time for a formal interview and hung up a few minutes later.

			I was shocked. Nope—I was freaking out.

			My first interview, bitches. What, like it’s hard?

			***

			There’s an idiom (that I hate) about putting your eggs in a single basket. I mean I get it, but I think I heard it so much growing up that I subconsciously rebelled against it.

			I’m an investor. I try not to be. But I am. I love it. I get invested in people and events. It’s not bad to form attachments—the fact that a lot of people can’t make any makes me feel kind of like a superhero.

			But when it comes to jobs…let’s just say I might be permanently jinxed from sharing the details of job prospects before they’ve come through.

			Or before all the details are clear.

			But overall, I’m proud to be an eager beaver.

			Again today, not wanting to seem too eager, I let his call ring a couple times. I mean, am I jobless? Yes. Flat broke? Also, yes. Living with my parents? YES!

			This is starting to feel like a personal attack.

			Am I legitimately desperate for work? Again, yes! BUT, am I still too-cool-for-school to answer the phone on the first ring?

			Only on the outside.

			I am having coffee with the family when my phone rings, about a minute before our scheduled call.

			Nice. Prompt. I can get on board with that, pardon the pun.

			I excuse myself from the parentals and answer with what feels like a million butterflies in my stomach. I now know it by its real name, say it with me, “anxiety.” Why wasn’t I this nervous last night?

			“Hey Danielle, thanks for making time to talk.”

			The voice on the other end of the line comes through bright, crisp, and relaxed. It’s the same confident friendliness as before, easy and open. His candidness immediately put my anxiety at bay.

			“We’re a really easy going crew,” he says, “and we go on incredible bucket list trips all over the world. South Africa, Australia, Europe, you name it. Plus, the owner has a few estates around the US we visit.

			“Oh and everything is covered on the trips including as much as you can eat and drink. We are strictly drug free, though.”

			I am scratching out notes as quickly as I can on a notepad I’d set up in the other room. Loving it, loving all of it. It’s like one long list of “pros.”

			“We travel about twice a month.”

			Wow—that’s it?! That’s barely part time hours. My lizard brain screams SIX MONTHS VACATION! DO IT! DO IT!

			He continues, “The owner’s family is on the plane for about half the trips.”

			He waits a beat.

			“He has a bit of an alternative lifestyle.”

			He waits another longer, lingering beat. The pause feels like it’s stretching out into infinity.

			“So his girlfriends fly the second trip of the month.”

			And there it is.

			But who am I to judge? Maybe he and his wife have an arrangement. You never know. And I’m not Angel of the Prudes over here. I have gay and straight friends in non-traditional relationships, and open relationships are far more common than you’d think in the upper echelons of monied America. The one thing I take away from it: Love very rarely looks how you imagined it.

			The pilot continues.

			“The owner is very religious, incredibly low maintenance, and one of the nicest men on the planet. His friends call him [REDACTED] because he’s so sweet to everyone and is genuinely a great person. Oh, and he doesn’t drink or do any drugs of any kind.”

			Sober, you say. I guess everybody gets their rocks off in a different way. Addictions to drugs and alcohol are like addictions to food, or sex, or porn. They’re used to fill a hole somewhere on the inside. They’re all born from a craving to escape; some people do it with cannabis, some people do it with Little Debbie, and some people do it on Snapchat.

			Sober people just fill their Vice Hole with something that doesn’t come in a bottle, a box, or a baggie. So I’m not judging him in the least. I’m in the middle of an out-of-body experience, and all these details are just fine-tuning the color saturation. Seriously, am I dreaming right now?

			And the religion thing…I’m not sure what I was imagining. A low key Righteous Gemstones situation, or a richer, nimbler Pat Robertson.

			Honestly, I breeze past it.

			Religious fanatics are everywhere; if you had his kind of money, you’d probably pick a God to thank, too (if you haven’t already). It offers up the convenience of “blaming” your success on some kind of “grand plan,” which follows that all your actions, good or bad, are covered by a holy insurance plan. Cheating on your wife becomes condoned by virtue of the fact that you are the one cheating, and you were blessed with the gifts that enable it. So it’s a “slip up,” or an “accident,” or better, a “sign” that things aren’t right, or (my favorite) “an opportunity to learn and grow.” Religion can be a sword and a shield, but mostly it’s a Rorschach test: whatever you want it to be.

			As demonstrated here.

			There is more, so much more.

			“We’ve had our last Flight Attendant for more than a decade. She was a barista making his coffee one day in this little coffee shop.”

			He laughs. “He hired her right there on the spot. And the only reason she’s leaving is because she’s having children with her husband.”

			His chipper air sours a bit on the last sentence, like the smell of a passing trash truck from an apple orchard. And just as quickly, it’s gone again.

			“She is crushed to be leaving. She had such fun with this job. By the way, there is no uniform so she got to wear whatever she wanted and would even dress up in costumes depending on where they were going. She really had fun with the job—and on the job! We want to hire someone who would enjoy that, too.”

			Me. I would enjoy that, all of that, thank you. Dressing up? Mentally I land on the Britney-meets-Barbie-meets-Pan-Am spectrum (with…crucifixes?) but hey, projects evolve.

			And so do living situations.

			“You can live anywhere you want to. It won’t matter. We’ll fly you in for trips, no problem. We all live scattered across the US anyway. Go nuts.”

			Say what?! How is this job even available? Isn’t there a shortlist? Looking back, the lack of competition for the position should have tipped me off. Even minimum wage jobs have competition; suffice to say, the salary range for this job was…more. Wouldn’t they have someone in mind for it already? A recommendation?

			But I resist the urge to ask. Our conversation lasted for ninety minutes and I wasn’t about to scrap all that rapport over a question I, on some level, knew would lead to answers I didn’t want to hear. Ninety minutes is unheard of in aviation. I have never again had an interview that lasted as long as my first interview with this owner’s pilot. Time is money, and for crews, downtime is a rare, precious resource, not to be squandered. He wouldn’t be investing this much effort if I wasn’t a serious contender.

			Like a good sitcom, we end on a high note. We will follow up the next day. He wants me to marinate on the job for a night, do my own research on the client, and decide if I am interested. If so, we’ll talk salary numbers and the benefits package on call three.

			I play it engaged and intrigued, but noncommittal. As we hang up, I am sure my rouse of calmness is a success.

			Now I am free to sing and yell and dance around my confused parents. When I fill them in, they jump up and dance with me—had I proved their doubts were misplaced? That I would finally have a job they could brag about? That I was moving out soon?

			Well…it’s possible I left out a few extra-marital details. But come on—isn’t there a limit to how much you share with your parents? Is it really anyone else’s business who this person does or does not have sex with? And wouldn’t my parents, who never met a judgement they couldn’t pass, just focus on that, as opposed to the sobriety, or the travel, or the vacation time? They are beaming with pride—what kind of daughter would I be to take that away from them?

			***

			Now, I’m not sure how many of you have ever had to perform a salary negotiation. I’ve been in quite a few myself, and I find them to be a huge source of stress. I’d rather not talk about money. Offer me what’s fair for being the kickass Flight Attendant that I am; what’s the problem?

			Can’t we all just get along while looking at the world through expensive sunglasses?

			But in all seriousness, can we stop salary-fucking people?

			The next day, here he is again, right on time—his punctuality is unlike any client I will have over the next six years. He’s cheerful again, bubbling over with affirmations and radiating positivity. He’s ready to give me more details about the job, “if I’m still interested.”

			Oh, fuck, did I play it too aloof?

			Very interested, I quickly affirm.

			He chuckles knowingly.

			I said it too fast. Oh no. I’m gonna say something stupid to try to cover it. Here it co—

			“Danielle, I love how open you are. Open-minded. You’re the kind of person who sees life differently. I’m glad you aren’t thrown by the fact that he has a couple of girlfriends.”

			I’d lived in New York, I reassure him. It’s not my place to judge. That’s why we all have autonomy, so we can live our lives the way that please us.

			“Exactly. Happy you feel that way. This job obviously requires extreme discretion. We don’t talk to his wife about any of his trips when she flies with us…and we never answer any of her questions.”

			Oh. That seems kind of weird.

			“Well,” he continues, possibly spurred on by my non-response, “we think she’s catching on that when he flies the second time in the month, it’s more than just business.”

			Ohhh, okay. Pieces coming together. So they don’t have an arrangement. Well. Okay. That feels icky. But my lizard brain is coming in hot with justifications and theories of self-determination. Not my life. Not my business.

			He quickly moves on.

			“And there’s another part of the job I think you’ll enjoy,” he starts with a twinkle in his voice. “There are loads of opportunities to make money here. Not only do we pay six figures, but since he’s a developer, you’ll have the opportunity to sell properties on the side for him as well. Our last Flight Attendant made almost half a million dollars last year.”

			Six figures, plus commish? What’s that, like five percent? Are you fucking kidding me?! Look at me summoning shit like a Ouija master! Part-time work, full-time pay. This is my home now. This reality is where I live.

			“Yeah, man, it’s a great job. I’ve been working for him for sixteen years and I will never leave.”

			He somehow still isn’t finished. “Also, the owner is really into helping you make a better life. For all his staff. If you ever choose to go back to school, he’ll foot the whole bill, as long as you keep above a 3.5 GPA.”

			Daddy Warbucks is out here turning women into physicists while I’m calculating shoe allowance and which city suits my complexion the most. I’m a monster, judge me.

			But also, as a medical professional who left an industry to pursue this line of work, I’m extremely interested in this kind of program. I hear great things about the University of Miami…

			He’s still going. “Basically you get full benefits when you sign on, right from day one. There’s no three-month wait, no weird clauses.”

			Pregnant beat.

			“We should talk more about what life on the road would be like, if that’s something you’d like to do?”

			ABSOFUCKINGLUTELY.

			“When we travel with the girlfriends, those trips are the really fun trips.”

			Oh yeah? The emphasis here sets off a sixth sense.

			“Absolutely. Oh, they’re all incredibly romantic destinations. One of his girlfriends is extremely high profile, so we have to be very discreet, anywhere and everywhere we go as I’m sure you can imagine. Which means we always stay at luxury properties—think dream destinations.”

			I’m curious about how the pilot’s partner (wife, turns out) feels about him working in that kind of environment, so I ask him pretty straightforwardly. Is his significant other ever allowed to join him in these places?

			He laughs a little. “I’m actually in the middle of a divorce,” he says, side-stepping the question. I congratulate him—what else can you say? Have you ever met anyone who got divorced because they were happy?

			“Thanks. I’m okay with it.” Then he pivots. “You want to see a picture of our current Flight Attendant?”

			Yes and of course. When am I ever going to turn down an opportunity to do some opposition recon? Granted, she’s not direct competition, but I’ll be attempting to fill shoes she’s been standing in for years. Every piece of information helps.

			He sends a picture. It’s a recent pic but…girlfriend is straight out of the ’80s. Not that it’s a bad thing—the ’80s had resurfaced in fashion, music, and pop culture.

			Still, I am mildly confused. You could imagine her working at a coffee shop, her friendly face spinning an iPad around for your signature (and tip?). She’s definitely cute, but she’s….well, I must not be seeing the je ne sais quoi that got her Gisselle-ed out of a drive-thru window. I’m aware that, despite my attempts to remain nonjudgmental, my Judge Cup runneth over—suck it, I’m doing my best here. I didn’t dress her like a Slavic hipster. And I’m only human.

			“So, you don’t mind traveling—that’s great—and I love how open-minded you are. Let’s talk a little more about that. There are some parts of the job that require an even more extreme level of discretion than we’ve talked about thus far.”

			Okay…more discrete than total silence about his comings and doings?

			Beat.

			“Do you have a boyfriend or a girlfriend?”

			I recently ended a relationship as well, a fact I share with a touch of hesitation. He had voluntarily told me about his divorce; I didn’t think you were allowed to ask job candidates personal questions like this. It’s up there with “do you plan to have a baby” and “what’s your ethnicity.” That’s not to say people don’t ask—they’re just not supposed to.

			I’m single and straight.

			“How straight?”

			At this point, we’ve basically careened out of the professional world and directly into my bedroom. That’s a weird fucking question, my lizard brain offers, which is scary considering it recognizes only fear and desire.

			Pretty straight.

			On the Kinsey Scale, this bitch registers at One. A hard one. No experimenting in college, no unexplored feelings. Proud ally (I regularly attend Pride) but securely heterosexual.

			“Oh. Well…okay.”

			He sounds….disappointed…with that answer?

			Since we’re apparently way passed being coy, I bluntly ask him why he’s asking me this.

			A low chuckle comes through the line.

			“So I keep telling you I like how open-minded you are because this job is an extreme alternate lifestyle. He is a very religious guy and that’s why he has two girlfriends.”

			If you’re keeping score at home, you’ll notice he’s referred to my “open-mindedness” no less than five times over three phone calls. And yes, I caught it, too.

			I am definitely not following. Everything I know about Christianity, literally every denomination I can think of at this point, does not green-light girlfriends.

			“The girlfriends will get down and dirty on the plane together so he can watch.”

			Fucking what?

			“But, he is just a voyeur. He never touches them. Ever. He’s a religious man, like I said.”

			So religious.

			“He never touches them and he has a phrase that he uses to kind of get the party started.”

			A bible passage, I assume.

			“Are you into girls at all? Our last Flight Attendant was straight too, but she would play with the girlfriends and he seemed to really like that.”

			There it is. Ole Coffee Katarina over there wasn’t plucked from the crowd for no reason—she had a particular skill set that included vaginal diving, spectator spelunking, and the sexplo-oral arts. She was one of the women who made sexuality seem like something that could be flipped like a pancake. Also, don’t zealots hate homosexuality? Is it different if you’re gay for pay or is muff-diving a blessed exception?

			And that’s not even my biggest problem with the pitch!

			I sit in silence while he keeps talking, seemingly unaware he’d lost the audience.

			“Yeah, it’s cool, you can drink as much as you want to get in the mood. It’s just that he really likes the Flight Attendant to be into the girls and he’ll know immediately if you’re not. He wants passion. He wants to see you excited about it. He’ll definitely know if you’re not.”

			Yeah, because I’m so concerned about faking an orgasm for this crucifix-wielding hypocrite.

			“And, you know, we only fly them once a month, so it’s not like you have to be a lesbian, you would just need to have fun with them.”

			Hearing you loud and clear, bud.

			And screaming on the inside.

			I mean, OF FUCKING COURSE, right? There’s no such thing as a free lunch. And the catch on his job is liable to strip me naked and force-feed me clam baskets.

			But wait—there’s more!

			“How do you feel about me?”

			Oookay, what’s happening here? Nope, I totally know what’s happening, and I’m totally doing my best to actively avoid it.

			He’s being super honest, friendly, and open, I express.

			“Good, because when we’re at our destination he likes to have me get into the mix, with the girls. He really likes to watch me fuck the Flight Attendant.”

			What in the Wife Swap is happening right now?!

			The Flight Attendant is there to serve you food and drinks and save your life in case of an emergency. I must have missed the pamphlet on fucking your coworkers…and how are we this far into the interview and he’s just bringing it up?

			The answer to that is pretty obvious, actually. This isn’t the kind of responsibility you list on monster.com. It’s why he was willing to dump an hour and a half into our first phone call—return on investments, baby.

			But I’m morbidly fascinated…SO MANY QUESTIONS.

			Does he wear condoms?

			“No. We all are tested regularly. Kind of part of the job.”

			STD tests.

			Part. Of. The. Job.

			What does his soon to be ex-wife think?

			“Well, she doesn’t know. It’s like I said, you know, this job requires extreme confidentiality.”

			Wow. What’s “the phrase” that kicks off this Lovefest?

			“‘Let’s Party.’”

			The catchphrase of hot girls in bathroom stalls all around Los Angeles. Incredible, and so unique.

			What does the Flight Attendant’s husband think?

			“Oh, he doesn’t know either. He never knew anything. Extreme discretion, remember?”

			I really do.

			Does the other pilot get tagged in?

			“Nah. He’s a slam clicker.”

			[image: ]

			Color me shocked. So not everyone on the team sees everyday as Humpday. The other pilot is just there for the paycheck, eh? Nice to know not every six-figure staffer is expected to use what’s between their legs to stay competitive. I guess.

			I really, really thought about it: Was I willing to sell out my sexuality to get out of my parents’ house and possibly put some serious money away?

			Was it worth it?

			Would 
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A flight crew member who gets to the destination only
to slam and lock the hotel room door, never to be seen
again until the crew rides back to the airport together.
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