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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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I thought I was signing up to manage a band.

You know, budgets, soundchecks, making sure nobody dies in a Waffle House parking lot. Normal manager things. 

At 28, I’m a few years older than them. Not ancient, but positively the only one here to know what a 401(k) is. My lipstick’s still intact. Hair’s doing that thing I like. I look good. Intimidating. Managerial. I look like someone who gets paid to say no to ridiculous requests.

What I didn’t realize was that I’d be stepping onto a tour bus with the horniest group of degenerates on the East Coast. 

To be clear, they’re all hot. Like, model-hot. Roxy’s cheekbones are a crime. Luna could ruin lives with one glance. Sam looks like a haunted angel. Even Theo, who’s currently trying to peel a sticker off his snare drum with surgical focus, is weirdly beautiful in that golden retriever way. They are unfairly attractive. 

And deeply unqualified to manage themselves.

Case in point: in my hand is an agreement which include what they call, completely seriously, the "Freeuse Clause."

“Clause,” as in, in the band’s official tour document (which was typed in Comic Sans and laminated, because apparently we care about professionalism now) there’s a bullet point that reads:

	All parties on the bus consent to casual, consensual use at any time. No shame, no fuss, just kindness and condoms.


Underneath that, someone doodled a peach with fangs. I don’t know who. Probably Sam.

Luna, the band's guitarist and the brain behind this nightmare, grins at me from across the table in the back lounge. She's twirling a Sharpie like a drumstick and wearing a T-shirt that says Don't Ask, Just Moan.

"Everyone on the bus is legally bound by the clause," she deadpans.

I roll my eyes. "This is a lawsuit waiting to happen.”

“C’mon, Mia.” Zane, the band’s lead singer, plops down next to me and slings an arm around my shoulders. “Don’t be such a mood killer. You already saw Theo masturbating in the bunk corridor yesterday and didn’t quit, so you’re halfway broken in.”

“And I will start invoicing per trauma,” I say, crossing my arms.

Theo, our drummer, only grins from across the kitchenette.

Sam, the synth/keyboardist, slinks by while trailing lace and eyeliner and a vague smell of patchouli. They lean in close, “Honestly, we’re just trying to save on therapy bills.”

Ash, our bassist, doesn’t even look up from his notebook. “Yeah, this is definitely cheaper than a group session,” he mutters.

Roxy’s our rhythm girl, and she’s at the back, elbow-deep in a tangle of wires, shouting, “We voted. It’s democratic.”

The worst part? It’s disturbingly thorough with consent protocols, STI testing guidelines, all sandwiched between notes about laundry rotation and who showers first.

I stare down at it. Then I hand it back and say, “Nah.”

Luna just shrugs. "Of course. You’re exempt. Obviously."

"Obviously?"

"We’re scared of you," Theo admits, reorganizing his drumsticks nervously.

Ash just looks at me for a long moment and says, “Yeah, no one else is gonna want to manage us if you leave.”

And just like that, I become the clause-exempt manager of Feral Peach.

With a long sigh, I retreat to my little nook, clutching my notebook like it holds the last shred of my sanity. Barely an hour into mind-numbing paperwork, a sudden commotion erupts from the lounge.
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