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Chapter 1: Morning Ride
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The car hummed softly as it rolled down the quiet street, the morning sun bouncing off its shiny black hood.
Inside, the air smelled faintly of coffee and leather — and maybe... tension?
I sat at the back, pretending to scroll through my phone like I wasn’t aware of the six-foot-something bodyguard driving me to school.
His name was Lance — the definition of tall, dark, and annoyingly calm.
Meanwhile, I was a bundle of nerves in a school uniform, clutching my tote bag like it owed me emotional support.
“Miss, do you have other schedules after school?” Lance’s voice broke the silence.
It was deep — the kind of voice that could probably convince anyone to tell the truth in court.
I glanced up from my phone, caught off guard.
“Uh... schedules?” I repeated, trying not to sound like I was mentally melting.
“Yes,” he said, eyes still focused on the road. “So I can plan the pickup time properly.”

And that’s when my brain decided to betray me.
“If you invite me on a date, I would,” I mumbled, voice barely above a whisper.
Wait. WHAT did I just say?
I blinked fast, my face heating up like I just swallowed a whole cup of embarrassment.
“I’m sorry, what was that?” Lance asked, glancing at me through the rearview mirror.

My heart jumped. Nope. Nope. Abort mission.
“It’s nothing!” I squeaked, shaking my head so fast I almost hit the window.
He raised an eyebrow, clearly amused, but didn’t push.
“Alright then. I’ll pick you up after school and take you home,” he said simply.
“Y-yeah,” I muttered, looking out the window.
The city rushed by, but all I could see was my reflection — red cheeks and all.
I sighed quietly.
If he ever finds out what I actually said, I might have to fake my own disappearance.
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​​Chapter 2: The Rumor
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By the time I got to campus, my heart had finally stopped doing gymnastics from this morning’s car ride.
At least, that’s what I told myself — until I saw Mira and Janelle waiting by the entrance with the exact kind of faces that said, “We know something.”
“Oh look, here comes the future Mrs. Bodyguard,” Janelle teased, nudging Mira.

I stopped in my tracks. “Excuse me—what?”

Mira smirked. “Girl, you think we didn’t notice? The way your super hot driver opens the door for you like you’re royalty? That man has main character energy.”

“He’s not my driver,” I said, trying to sound calm. “He’s my bodyguard.”

“Bodyguard, driver—same thing!” Janelle said dramatically. “Anyway, how old is he? Thirty? He looks mature.”

I rolled my eyes. “He’s twenty-four. And he’s just doing his job.”
I tried to keep my tone firm, but my voice cracked at “job,” and of course, they noticed.
Mira gasped. “Wait, you blushed! Fiona, oh my gosh, you like him!”

“I—no—what?!” I stammered, trying to hide my face behind my notebook.
“Please. I don’t like him. He’s... he’s annoying! He never smiles!”
Janelle grinned. “The quiet, serious ones are the dangerous ones. Next thing you know, you’ll be riding off into the sunset together.”

“Can you two not?” I groaned, walking ahead as they burst into laughter behind me.
But the more I walked, the more my face burned.
Because, well... they weren’t entirely wrong.



By lunchtime, the rumor had already spread.
Apparently, someone saw Lance drop me off that morning and hold the car door open.
Now half the political science department thought I was dating him.
“Great,” I muttered to myself as I scrolled through my phone. “Just great. Now I’m the girl who’s secretly dating her bodyguard.”

Then my phone buzzed — a message.

Lance: School ends at 4, right? I’ll be waiting by the gate.

I stared at the screen, heart skipping again for absolutely no reason.
I typed back quickly:
Fiona: Yeah. Don’t be late, Mr. Professional.
I hesitated before hitting send — then smirked.
Maybe teasing him just a little wouldn’t hurt.
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​Chapter 3: After-School Pickup
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Classes ended at exactly 4:00 p.m., but my brain had stopped focusing around 3:40.
Every tick of the clock only reminded me of one thing — Lance was waiting outside.
“Okay, Fiona, breathe,” I whispered to myself, packing my things. “He’s just your bodyguard. He’s not... your crush.”
My brain: Sure, keep lying.
“Heading home, Fi?” Mira asked, slinging her bag over her shoulder.
“Yeah,” I said quickly.
“Oooh, with your ‘driver’ again?” Janelle smirked from the next seat.
“Goodbye, Janelle,” I said, smiling sweetly as I bolted out of the room before they could follow.



The school gate was buzzing with students, but Lance’s car was impossible to miss.
Black. Polished. Intimidatingly cool — kind of like him.
He was leaning casually against the car, checking his watch like some character out of a movie.
And, as usual, he looked completely unbothered by the chaos around him.
When his eyes met mine, he straightened up and opened the car door.
“Miss Fiona.”
My heart betrayed me again with a thump.
Seriously. What was wrong with me?
“Uh, hi,” I said awkwardly, adjusting the strap of my bag.
As I stepped closer, my shoelace decided to pull a betrayal move — and I tripped.
“Oh my gosh—”
Before I could faceplant, Lance caught my arm, steadying me.
For a second, I froze.
His hand was firm but gentle, and he was way too close.
I could see the faint scar on his jaw, the kind that made him look mysterious.
“You should watch your step,” he said, helping me stand straight.
I swear there was the tiniest hint of a smirk on his lips — or maybe I imagined it.
“Y-yeah, thanks,” I muttered, brushing invisible dust off my skirt.
“Tripping over air is kind of my talent.”
He raised an eyebrow. “Noted.”

I climbed into the car, trying to act like I wasn’t dying inside from embarrassment.
The second the door closed, I groaned softly and covered my face with my hands.
Lance started the engine, his tone casual.
“Rough day?”
“Just... normal,” I said quickly. “Tripping in front of people is part of my daily cardio.”

He chuckled — chuckled!
The sound was low, barely there, but I heard it.
My heart melted a little.
Maybe working with a bodyguard wasn’t so bad after all.
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Chapter 4: The Rain Scene
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The weather app lied.
Again.
By the time my last class ended, the sky had turned gray, the wind had picked up, and everyone in campus was running like extras in a disaster movie.

“Of course,” I muttered, hugging my folder to my chest. “Perfect timing.”

I didn’t bring an umbrella. Obviously. Because why be responsible when you can be dramatic and damp?

I was standing under the building awning, watching the rain pour like it had something to prove, when a familiar black car pulled up by the gate.

Lance.

Even through the rain, I could spot him — stepping out, holding an umbrella, walking toward me like some kind of cinematic hero.
Except... less slow-motion and more “I told you to check the weather, didn’t I?” energy.
He reached me, completely dry, while I was halfway soaked just from waiting.

“You didn’t bring an umbrella,” he said flatly.

“Wow, really? I hadn’t noticed,” I deadpanned, brushing wet hair off my face.

For a split second, I thought I saw him bite back a smile.
He opened the umbrella wider, motioning for me to step closer.
“Come on. You’ll catch a cold.”

“I’m fine,” I said — but stepped under anyway.
Mostly because it was freezing.
The space between us suddenly felt way too small.
I could feel the warmth from his arm beside me, smell the faint cologne that was somehow unfairly good, and hear the rain drumming around us like background music to a confession I wasn’t ready for.
We walked in silence, our steps syncing with the rhythm of the rain.

Then, without saying anything, he slipped off his jacket and draped it over my shoulders.

I froze. “You didn’t have to—”

“You’re shivering,” he said simply. “It’s part of the job.”

Part of the job.
Right.
I looked down, trying to hide the blush creeping up my neck.
Still, my fingers brushed the fabric — it was warm, and so was he.
“Thanks,” I said quietly. “You’re... kind of nice when you’re not being all serious and professional.”

He glanced at me, one brow raised. “Kind of?”

I smiled. “Don’t get used to it.”

He shook his head slightly, but I caught the tiny curve of his lips.

As we reached the car, the sound of rain softened.
Something inside me softened too.
And for the first time, I realized...
Maybe this wasn’t just a silly crush.
Maybe it was something I shouldn’t be feeling — but couldn’t stop, either.
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​Chapter 5: The Birthday
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Birthdays are supposed to be fun, right?
Except when everyone decides to make you the main event — and your face ends up on every story post known to mankind.
By the time I got to school, Mira and Janelle were already waiting at my locker with balloons.
Not the cute, subtle kind. The “Happy 18th Queen Fiona!” kind — big, shiny, and embarrassing.
“Oh no,” I said the moment I saw them.
“Oh yes,” Janelle grinned, handing me a cupcake with way too much frosting. “Happy birthday, your majesty.”
“Guys, this is too much—”

“Too much? Girl, turning eighteen is a milestone! Legal adulthood! You can now vote and fall in love with your bodyguard without judgment,” Mira said with a wink.

I choked on air. “Mira!”

“Relax, we’re kidding,” Janelle said, though her grin said otherwise.

The rest of the day passed in a blur of greetings, messages, and mild humiliation.
Even my professors greeted me.
But one person hadn’t said a word — Lance.
Not that I expected him to. He wasn’t the birthday type.
Still, a tiny, ridiculous part of me hoped he’d at least say something.



By late afternoon, I was exhausted.
When I stepped outside, his car was parked by the gate, as usual.
Lance was leaning against it, scrolling through his phone — same calm, collected face.
“Happy birthday, Miss Fiona.”

I blinked. Oh.
Okay. So he did remember.
“Thanks,” I said softly, trying not to smile too wide.
He opened the car
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