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Chapter One
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Madeline “Maddie” Hart had exactly three minutes to enjoy her latest stroke of genius before the consequences came crashing down.

The 1967 Triumph Bonneville gleamed in the afternoon sun, a beautiful, reckless piece of art that had drained her bank account faster than she could say, terrible financial decision. 

But logic had never been her strong suit. 

Impulse, however? Impulse was her best friend.

“You bought a motorcycle with your rent money?”

Maddie winced at the sharp, irritated voice blasting through her phone. She adjusted the device between her ear and shoulder, brushing dust from the bike’s leather seat.

“Not just a motorcycle, Nathan,” she corrected, as if that made a difference, “A classic. A masterpiece. A—”

“A completely irresponsible purchase,” her older brother snapped, “Maddie, we talked about this.”

She could hear it—the scrape of his palm against his face, the deep, frustrated sigh that always came when she did something “reckless.” Which, apparently, was every other week according to him.

“I’ll have rent by next week,” she promised, only half lying.

There was a long, heavy pause. The kind that made her stomach knot.

“No. I warned you last time. I told you if you pulled another stunt like this, I’d call in reinforcements.”

A slow, creeping dread curled around her ribs.

“You wouldn’t.”

“I would and I did.”

The line clicked dead.

Maddie stood frozen, heart hammering.

And then, like a bad omen, a shadow loomed over her.

“Tell me you didn’t,” came the deep, gravel-rough voice she knew far too well.

She closed her eyes. Counted to three. Braced herself.

Then turned—And came face-to-face with Beau Landry, her brother’s best friend.

Tall. Broad. All muscle and no patience. His sharp blue eyes swept over her like a judge assessing a crime scene, landing on the motorcycle, then flicking back to her.

Maddie forced a smile. “Heya Beau.”

Beau’s jaw ticked. 

Maddie swallowed, “You’re not supposed to be here.”

He crossed his arms over his chest, a wall of disapproval in a flannel shirt, “And yet, here I stand.”

Damn it.

Maddie turned back to the bike, gripping the handles like they might save her, “Nathan had no right to call you.”

“He had every right, Trouble.”

Her stomach flipped at the nickname.

He’d called her that since they were kids, back when she was Nathan’s annoying little sister and Beau was the overprotective best friend who treated her like an inconvenient responsibility.

Apparently nothing had changed.

Except maybe the way her stomach clenched whenever he looked at her like this—like she was a problem he needed to fix.

Beau sighed, tipping his head toward the motorcycle, “So, what’s the plan? Ride off into the sunset and hope your landlord accepts an IOU?”

“I was going to sell some paintings to cover rent.”

His brows lifted, “You mean the ones you still haven’t finished?”

Maddie scowled, “That’s beside the point.”

“It’s exactly the point.”

She turned fully to face him, planting her hands on her hips, “What, did you come all the way over here just to lecture me?”

“No.” Beau’s voice dropped a notch. Steady. Unshakable, “I came because your brother asked me to keep you in line.”

Maddie’s stomach plummeted.

Oh, no.

Beau stepped closer, until the warmth of his annoyingly solid body was far too close to hers.

“Nathan gave me full authority to make sure you don’t self-destruct,” he said, his voice low and deliberate, “And you and I both know exactly what that means.”

Her heart skipped.

Because she did know.

Beau wasn’t just here to scold her. He was here to enforce his own brand of discipline—the kind that left her breathless and furious in equal measure.

His gaze dropped to her hips. Not in a way that was inappropriate. Worse.

In a way that was warning her.

“You wouldn’t,” she whispered.

One corner of his mouth lifted. Damn him.

“You know better than that, Maddie.”

And she absolutely did.
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Maddie wasn’t afraid of Beau Landry.

Not exactly.

But there was something deeply unfair about the way he could level her with a single look—that stern, unshakable gaze that made her insides twist like she’d been caught sneaking out past curfew.

And the worst part?

It made her want to push him even more.

“You can go now,” she said sweetly, flashing her best innocent smile, “I promise to be a responsible adult from here on out.”

Beau didn’t even blink, “You don’t even believe that.”

Fair.

She sighed dramatically and gestured to the motorcycle-shaped problem between them, “Okay, fine. Maybe I got a little carried away, but I have a plan.”

“Your plans are half-baked disasters.”

“Excuse me.” She gasped, clutching her chest, “That’s slander.”

“It’s the truth.”

Maddie scowled, “You’re absolutely unbearable.”

“And you,” he countered smoothly, “are out of control.”

She opened her mouth to argue—but he cut her off with a look so sharp it practically ground her to the pavement.

Then he did something far, far worse.

He reached into his back pocket and pulled out a key.

A key to her house.

Her stomach plummeted.

“No,” she whispered.

“Yes.”

She took a step back, “You can’t move in.”

“I can.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“You underestimate me.”

Maddie made a sound somewhere between a squeak and a snarl as he brushed past her, striding toward the small craftsman-style house she rented. He unlocked the door like he owned the place, and walked in without hesitation.

“Oh my God,” she groaned, following after him, “You’re a nightmare.”

Beau glanced around at the absolute disaster that was her living room—half-finished paintings leaning against the walls, art supplies scattered across every available surface, a pile of laundry she’d been meaning to fold for a week.

His jaw tightened.

She braced for the lecture, but when he turned to face her, his voice was almost calm.

“This is why I’m here, Maddie.”

She scowled, “Because of laundry?”

“Because you’re spiraling.”

She scoffed, crossing her arms, “I am not spiraling. I am perfectly—”

“You spent your rent money on a motorcycle.”

Damn him and his facts. Although accurate facts, but still, damn him.

“I was gonna fix it up and sell it.”

“Really?” He arched a brow, “Tell me, when was the last time you successfully fixed anything?”

She opened her mouth. Shut it. Scowled harder.

He had a point.

Didn’t mean she had to like it.

Beau sighed, running a hand over his face, “Your brother asked me to help you. And you and I both know I’m not the kind of man who just talks.”

Her stomach flipped.

Because oh, she knew. She knew exactly what that meant. 

And the worst part? So did he.

Beau wasn’t soft with discipline. He didn’t hand out empty threats or vague warnings. No, when he decided she needed to be dealt with—he followed through. Thoroughly.

“You don’t have to do this,” she tried. One last attempt.

“Too late.” He closed the door behind them, locking it.

Her pulse skipped.

“Beau—”

“Rules, Trouble.” He turned to face her, the heat of his presence pressing in, “And consequences.”

Her breath caught, because she could tell, he was about to prove exactly how serious he was.

And God help her, she wasn’t sure if she hated it or craved it.
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Chapter Three
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