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        Zyia had finally been upgraded from babysitting duty and her new ward had to be a young assistant Hollywood wanna-be director who refuses to grow up. Assigned to his case by his well-off parents after an obsessed fan got a little too close, Zyia must figure out who wants to be the next Mrs. Everett Banks.

      

        

      
        She is determined to get through this case without being another notch in Everett’s bedpost. Can she resist those eyes and his wit?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

        

      

    

    
      “I want her!” Everett confirmed, pointing to the bodyguard’s picture in the binder in front of him. He couldn’t take his eyes off her photo; she was very appealing even in the black suit, white top, and black tie. Her black hair was pulled back into a bun, And the serious look etched across her beautiful caramel complexion matched with those dark hazel eyes was intoxicating.

      “Are you sure? She’s young and we have more experienced bodyguards in this field. She has a history protecting female CEOs and the children of our clients,” Victor Smithfield voiced. “How about Johnson, he’s got twenty years’ experience in the field, the last five being on stalker cases.”

      “Her!”

      Victor gave a short nod and collected the book from their newest client. “Okay, Mr. Banks, I’ll have your new bodyguard here to start within the next few hours.”

      “Tell her I’ll double her pay if she starts in the next hour.”

      Victor nodded. “Will do.” He then turned and headed for the grand foyer, followed out by the Banks family’s butler.

      Victor stopped just before the front door and voiced, “Does he realize we have a strict no fraternization policy between our bodyguards and their clients. Zero tolerance.”

      The butler smirked. “I’ve stopped telling Everett what he can and cannot do a long time ago. Have a great day, Mr. Smithfield.”

      The butler opened the door and Victor took the hint and left. After closing the door firmly behind Victor, the butler turned tail and headed back to the sitting room where most of the family were gathered. He took his post by the door.

      “She’ll be here within the hour,” Everett said to the room cockily.

      “You do realize you can’t fuck her, right?” Shelby said to her twin from the left of the three-seater leather couch.

      “Shelby!” her mother scolded.

      Shelby turned her baby blues onto her mother’s. “Come on, we all know why he picked her. She’s hot, Mom.” She turned her gaze back to her brother. “But maybe you should think with your head and not your dick for a change. Some psycho is after you, hence why Dad is hiring you protection. Maybe if you stop screwing everything that walks, you might not get put in this situation in the future. Your current list of flings this company is going to have to go through will take them months, and that’s only the ones from this year. They have better things to do than go through your little black book.”

      Everett rolled his eyes. “It’s not that long, Shelb. And when was the last time you were in a relationship that lasted longer than six weeks?” he bit back, knowing that comment would hit his sister hard.

      “Enough,” Catherine demanded. “You are both grown adults, not teenagers. Start acting like it. And, Everett, I know that life is one big joke to you, but this is serious. It may have just started out with love notes, but it has progressed into stalking. This woman was in your condo. This is not some puppy dog crush. They’ve proven they can get to you.”

      Everett felt about ten years old—his mother was very good at that. She did have four children, after all, and over thirty years of experience keeping all her children in line. They used to be able to pull the wool over the help’s eyes, but not Catherine Banks. She was the head of this household, even though she often let their dad pretend he was. Her word was law.

      “Yes, ma’am.”  His mind instantly flashed to the time when he was ten and was getting a talking to after playing a prank on the latest nanny which caused her to quit. From a young age, Everett had been fascinated with the horror film industry ever since he and his older brother watched Chucky when he was five. He was often told he had a twisted mind, as he always found joy in scaring his siblings over the years growing up.

      “How do we know it’s a woman?” Shelby smirked.

      “Good point,” he voiced. “That would be a good plot twist.”

      Shelby rolled her eyes. “If something does happen to him, can I get his share of the inheritance?”

      Catherine threw her hands in the air and walked out of the room.

      “Seriously, you two.” Hudson Banks’s voice boomed from the armchair across from them. “Your mother has had enough of your dark humour or wit. Whatever you want to call it. Walk in her shoes; there is a person stalking one of your children and who knows what their mental state is. How would you feel? Hudson stood to his feet. “Plus, I’ve told you all before, the dogs are getting everything.” He smirked and left the room.

      “And they wonder why we’re so sarcastic,” Shelby voiced.

      Everett grinned at his twin.
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        * * *

      

      “No!” Zyia crossed her arms as her boss finished telling her about her latest protection case.

      “What part of my tone made it sound like a suggestion, Ms. Chapman?” Victor shot back firmly. “I know you prefer only female clients, however the client picked you. The client comes from a very well-known, well-off family. This could open a lot of doors for us. And help us expand into New York.

      “We’ve only been in LA for twelve months and you’re already thinking of the next state. Are you planning on hitting all fifty?” She was only half joking, causing a stare-off between herself and her boss. Zyia knew she didn’t have a choice in her assignments and was surprised that for the last twelve months all her wards had been either female or under the age of eighteen. She knew it wouldn’t be forever; she just wished her first male client had been some old guy that would ignore her while she watched him at a public speaking event.

      “Tell the client I’ll see him bright and early tomorrow morning,” she gritted through her teeth.

      “Actually, you have thirty-five minutes to be there,” Victor deadpanned, glancing at his watch.

      Zyia just blinked at him. “I haven’t had time to prep the case, do a hit list, or do background profile on the client.”

      “Thirty-four minutes,” he answered.

      Zyia tapped into her inner calm to not grab her sidearm and shoot him. She was still getting used to carrying a gun. It was so America. She hadn’t been required to carry one back home in Australia, as not all bodyguards carried loaded weapons, it was mainly a Taser. It all depended on the client. LA didn’t seem as gun happy as some of the other states, and she only carried it when she was on the job. However, she still went to the shooting range every couple of weeks to remain sharp. Zyia hoped she would never have to draw it, but she knew her odds were against her since moving to the States.

      “Thirty-three minutes,” her boss announced.
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      Zyia had fumed all the way to the Banks Estate in Santa Monica. She really didn’t want this assignment. She hadn’t had a chance to go over her new charge’s case, but she read the cliff notes. This would be her first stalker case but one that would hopefully get her off babysitting duty. She just had to keep her client safe until they caught Mr. Banks’s obsessed fan. Zyia found that a little odd. He wasn’t an actor. He wasn’t in front of the camera. He was an assistant director.

      Maybe this person was more obsessed with his family name than job title. The Banks name was known in the building and construction industry as the best in the game. Zyia would have to wait until she had downtime to go over his case file since she was on twenty-four seven protection until this stalker was caught. Zyia had her on-the-go duffle in the boot that had a week’s worth of clothes, toiletries and her basic necessities—that’s all she should need.

      She stood outside the large Mediterranean-style mansion with its beautiful white-stone look, tall arches, and terra-cotta tiled roof. If Zyia had a stupid amount of money, this is what she would buy. The current spring weather meant a pleasant sixty Fahrenheit, which was around 15 degrees back home.

      Looking around, she was surprised that she hadn’t been greeted by security out the front upon entry at the front gates. She had a feeling that there were cameras watching, though. Just because the human eye couldn’t see them didn’t mean there wasn’t someone watching her, lying in wait—much like crocodiles back home.

      Zyia stopped on the front porch and raised her hand to knock when the wide door opened, revealing an older gentleman in butler attire wearing a blank expression on his face.

      “Good afternoon, Ms. Chapman, this way please.”

      Zyia detected an English accent as she followed the butler in. Her eyes took in the beautiful architecture around her. She shouldn’t be surprised at the opulence for a tycoon in a one of America’s top construction companies. The Mediterranean style from outside flowed through inside the mansion. High ceilings throughout, large arched windows, textured white walls combining with natural woods creating a warm, inviting atmosphere.

      Zyia stopped beside the butler at the entry of what looked like a family room. She knew it had a different name over here, like parlor or living room, it just didn’t have a TV in it. Ninety percent of Australian households had at least one TV in their family rooms. This room had the same Mediterranean feel as the front of the house.

      “Ms. Chapman,” the butler announced to the room.

      “You’re five minutes late.”

      Zyia narrowed her gaze on the young humorist that comment belonged to. The guy looked around her age. His thick short hair was brushed back, his soft green eyes watching her with interest and curiosity … and attraction. He wasn’t what she expected for a rich kid. He looked ordinary, and she didn’t mean that in a bad way, he reminded her of Peter Parker. He had the boy next door vibe. He looked under six foot, and Zyia was pretty sure she was a little taller than him—without heels.

      “Manners, Everett,” came the stern voice of his mother.

      Zyia switched her gaze to the older woman; she was beautiful, naturally beautiful, without that plastic look to her—which seemed rare in California. People out here didn’t like to age gracefully. She had the most striking blue eyes that Zyia had seen in a long time. Her long chestnut hair was pulled back into one of those fancy chignons. She was dressed in white linen pants paired with a royal-blue, short-sleeve, tailored blouse. To her left was Mr. Hudson Banks, the development tycoon. He was dressed as casually as his wife and had soft green eyes. Like his son.

      “The start time demanded of me wasn’t usual protocol,” she returned, her attention on her charge. “So, you have an obsessed fan issue.” It was said as fact, not a question. “I haven’t had a chance to go over your full file yet, but I will be up to date by tonight. I read the cliff notes. You’re an assistant director, correct? You haven’t produced any movies by yourself?”

      “Some small indie films, but
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