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Chapter 1

Luke
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ANOTHER ONE DONE. QUITE literally, judging from the hot, naked redhead that had been bent over the table just seconds ago by her stepbrother. Some people should really invest in drapes.

I stashed my phone in my jacket and put my car in gear before a nosy neighbor noticed the stranger with a passenger seat full of camera equipment creeping the street. If asked, I didn’t have a very good reason for being here other than money. Which was a damn good reason.

Kink.club.com, a dating site that matched people based on their sexual kinks, had taken the world by storm. My cousin Ben, the good to my bad, worked for them as a psychologist. He was overworked because of the rush of sign-ups, but apparently wasn’t overpaid, and he was desperate enough to pay me well on the side. All I did was follow up to see if matches actually hooked up, and then verify if they had with photographic evidence. 

This was off the official books. I wasn’t on kink.club’s payroll, and I doubted I ever would be since what I did wasn’t exactly legal. Spying and taking pictures of people in their houses would get me arrested. But Ben had a huge family to support. He needed kink.club’s bonuses he got for successful matches. As long as he paid on time, I couldn’t complain.

It was early morning, past the time I usually crashed. The sunrise drenched the interior of my car in neon yellow, so I accidentally stabbed myself in the eye with my sunglasses and then popped the shade down. Ben called me a vampire. I called him a stuffy twat.

My phone buzzed, and everything changed the second I took my hand from the wheel to answer it. With the sun and my eye I’d stabbed, I wasn’t seeing all that good, but a car rocketed in the other direction. Right after, a shape blotted out my windshield. Before I could turn the wheel to swerve, before I could slam the brakes, I hit something. Then I did slam on the brakes.

A bike wheel attached itself to the front of my car, and I instantly thought it was a kid. I felt sick as I tried to open my door. A cold sweat leaked down my face, and a ball of guilt punched into the back of my throat. The bike wheel turned lazily, a playing card wedged in the middle ticking the spokes. A queen card.

I knew this bike. It wasn’t a kid’s but the blonde woman who lived in the apartment building across the street from mine. The woman who, like the redhead and her stepbrother, didn’t believe in drapes. The woman who made it impossible to sleep at night.

And I’d hit her.

I barreled out of the car.
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Chapter 2

Beth

(Five minutes earlier)
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EVEN WITH ALARMS SET all over my apartment, I still couldn’t make it to work on time. I scrambled to the door, still pinning my hair up, still damp because my dryer had shorted out, and shoving my feet into my tennis shoes. Then out the door I flew to my bike chained to the stair railing.

Briefly, I considered taking my car instead of biking the four blocks to the bank, but by the time I made it to where I was parked in the garage, I could already be halfway there on my bike. So, two wheels it was.

I sat behind a desk all day in the loan department, which was why I tried to do the responsible, healthy thing by biking to work. Apparently, I was working through the responsibility stages slowly, kind of like how I moved most mornings.

Once out on the sidewalk, out of habit, I glanced up at the apartment building across the street, the seventh floor to be exact, second window from the right. That was where my not-so-secret admirer liked to watch me from. I usually saw the glare of a camera lens and a large shadow within the window frame, but not today. It probably wasn’t just me they were watching, but I liked to imagine it was, that I had captured some hot mystery man’s attention. A girl could dream, and I did. Often. It got me off every night.

I hopped on and pedaled swiftly toward the bank. It was thankfully a cool morning, and the breeze my speed created dashed away some of my sleepiness. As I was stopped at the first stoplight, half considering running it since the way was clear, my phone in my pantsuit pocket chimed. I fumbled it out and stared at the screen. It was a message from kink.club.com, so I immediately opened it.

Your match is...Luke Parkinson, it read.

Oh. Right. Luke Parkinson. That guy. One problem—who the fuck was Luke Parkinson? I’d already demanded my money back since kink.club hadn’t delivered my match on time—which they’d ignored—and now they matched me with some guy I didn’t even know? I could’ve saved myself the $1500 and done that myself for free.

I pocketed my phone and squeezed my handlebars, so done with this day already and it hadn’t even really started. The light changed to green, so I shoved forward on the pedal. 

A car swerved around the corner and came at me fast. I had two seconds to decide—get hit by the asshole or ride faster into the path of another oncoming, but slowing, car. I chose the latter.

The car hit my back tire, knocking me off balance and spilling me to the ground. Tires screeched. Someone shouted. I stared at the bumper right in front of my face, my right leg splayed out within inches of being crushed. The car had stopped just in time.

“Are you okay?” a deep, urgent voice asked.

Was I? Pebbles bit into my palms, but beyond my shock, I couldn’t feel much.

A dark figure knelt at my side and gently touched warm fingers to my chin so I’d turn my head. Part of me registered the chiseled jaw, shocking blue eyes, and military haircut, but the other part of me was still trying to catch up.

“Are you all right? Do you need a doctor?” he asked.

“Um...I don’t think so,” I said.

Other people had gathered around, asking if I was okay, saying the police were on the way, but I only focused on the man at my side. He moved his hand from my chin to my shoulder, his touch strong and comforting.

“Can you stand?” he asked.

I nodded, bending the required limbs in order to try, and then stood unsteadily. He caught me mid sway, and I leaned into his chest, feeling the column of hard, tense steel underneath his white T-shirt.

“I can take you home or give you a ride somewhere.” He licked his full lips nervously and glanced around. His thumbs massaged my inner elbows, the firm pressure stirring liquid heat between my thighs.

Had I hit my head? Why was I getting turned on after nearly getting killed? Also, why did he seem in a hurry? Did he not want to be a witness for the police?

I blinked down at my bike, twisted and useless in the street. No way could I get it home with my graveled hands feeling like they were on fire.

“Can you take my bike home?” I asked. Though honestly the thing belonged in the dumpster now.

“Sure. Yeah. I’ll just put it in the trunk.” He leaned down to pick up my bike, one-handed.

I realized I should’ve waited for the police, but I would’ve been the most unhelpful person there. I didn’t have any details about the first car that had almost run me over, and all I wanted to do was go home, nurse my wounds, eat a bucket of ice cream, and pretend today never happened. Besides, when the shock wore off, I would be nothing but a puddle of tears. I could already feel it coming.

Once the stranger had stashed my bike in his trunk, he asked, “Where do you live?”

“Jonesborough Apartments.”

“I can drive—”

I held up my painful hand and shook my head. “I can walk, thanks.” He might be hot, but he might also be a creeper.

Some of the onlookers asked where I was going, but I waved them off as I headed toward home. I couldn’t deal. Tears were already leaking down my face.

My kind stranger met me outside the building, parked, and carried my broken bike inside and past the elevator with the Out of Order sign taped to it. 

“I could try to fix it for you,” he said on the way to the stairwell.

“Really?”

“Well...maybe.” Doubt laced his voice, which made me smile that he’d even bother trying.

I could feel his gaze sliding up over my back and down again, threading warm tingles from head to toe. Outside my apartment door, he leaned the bike against the wall, hardly out of breath after eight flights of stairs. He was in good shape. Great shape.

I tried to retrieve my keys from my pants pocket and winced at the sting.

“Here. Let me.” He stepped forward, his breath feathering the top of my head, and sank two fingers into my pocket. With his hand so close between my legs, a throb sank low in my belly, impossible to ignore. 

I gazed up into his blue eyes as he pulled my keys free and then down to his full lips, imagining what they’d feel like. He gave me a look that made my blood hum, like he was thinking the same thing, like he wanted to keep his hand in my pocket and slide it to the center to feel how wet I’d suddenly become. My breaths trembled while he unlocked the door, the muscles in his thick forearm flexing slightly when the lock didn’t click right away.

He turned to me again, handing me my keys. “Do you need help cleaning up your hands? I can stand right here outside your door if you don’t want me inside
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