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Chapter One
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To be arrested by my best friend’s sister, Penny, is bad enough but to have my friends watch her bundle me into the back of her patrol car is humiliating. Penny is a cop. For some reason she always treats me differently to others—it’s like she thinks I’m too young to look after myself—when in fact, I’m twenty-one. But maybe its because she is way older than me at thirty-eight. She is so overprotective of me it’s ridiculous and gets on my nerves. It feels like I’m continually being watched. When I complain to my best friend, Kate, she simply tells me I should be grateful that I have someone who keeps an eye out for me. Kate always thinks that I’m way too wild and at least her older sister is trying to keep me out of trouble.

But sometimes it feels like I can’t even breathe in this small town with Pennys ever-watchful eyes on me. 

None of the local woman will go near me because of Penny. Every time someone shows a glimmer of interest in me, Penny is there. And if I’m ever lucky enough to be taken on a date, Penny will be waiting outside the club or restaurant in her marked patrol car, emergency lights flashing. 

Penny is drop-dead gorgeous and that’s my weakness. If it wasn’t for the fact that she is my best friend’s sister, I would be all over her like a rash. So, although I often feel mad at Penny, I can’t stay mad at her for long. I sense that she knows this, too. However hard I try to hide the fact that she secretly makes me melt inside, she knows how I feel about her, and she uses this to her advantage. But having a crush on Penny is pointless, she’s off limits.

But right about now I’m mad at her again. She has no right to arrest me and throw me into the back of her patrol car. I haven’t done anything wrong. All I’ve done is join a protest in town as the local bar is going to be shut down due to residents complaining about the noise. There’s only been about fifty or so students from my college protesting and I’m one of them. I guessed that Penny might be policing the event, so I’d kept an eye out for her. Dressed in her pristine uniform, that only makes her look hotter than she already is, will make her easy for me to spot. But to my surprise she isn’t wearing her uniform. She has dressed in plain clothes so she can mingle with the crowds and spot any potential troublemakers. So, I’m surprised when I’m grabbed from behind. 

I turn around to find that I’ve been grabbed by her. Penny is wearing a black leather jacket and faded blue jeans. The only thing that gives her away as being a cop is her handcuffs and baton, which can be glimpsed just beneath the hem of her jacket and attached to her belt. To me, it looks like Penny is the one who needs to be arrested—not me. 

“Winona, you’re coming with me,” Penny says, taking me by the arm. 

“No, I’m not,” I say, yanking my arm free. 

“Don’t make this any more embarrassing for yourself then it needs to be,” she grunts, pulling back the flap of her jacket just enough to show me the handcuffs fixed to her belt. “Don’t make me use these on you.”

I shoot a sideways glance and can see that some of the other protesters are looking at me. Some of them I know as I’m in the same class with them at college—some are my friends. I really don’t want them to think that I’m some kind of criminal but then again what have I done wrong. 

I look back at Penny. “Are you arresting me?” I ask her. 

“If I have to,” Penny says, her voice serious as if she means business. 

“But I haven’t done anything wrong,” I insist. 

“I can think of several public order offences. A breach of the peace for starters,” Penny says, then eyeballing me with her beautifully dark, come-to-bed eyes, she adds, “Now get into the back of the police car before I handcuff you.”

“But...” I start, placing my hands on my hips. 

“But nothing, you’re under arrest for breach of the peace and you’re coming with me,” Penny says, sounding all official. 

But there is a part of me that kind of likes her authoritative tone—likes her taking charge of the situation and me. 

Grabbing me by the arm again, Penny leads me to the marked patrol car parked nearby. She pulls open the back door and placing one hand on my head like the cops do in the movies, she places me down onto the back seat. She then slams the door shut and jumps in behind the wheel. Within moments the car is squealing away with emergency lights flashing and sirens screaming.

“Is there really any need for all of this?” I say over the whoop-whoop sound of the sirens overhead. 

She either can’t hear me or is just ignoring me, as my best friend’s sister doesn’t answer. So, folding my arms across my chest, I slump back into my seat with a scowl. 

We’ve been driving for some time when I realize we are heading out of town. The police station is in the opposite direction. Where is Penny taking me? It all seems way over the top for taking part in a peaceful demonstration outside the nightclub. The way Penny is behaving, it’s like she’s just bagged herself some notorious serial killer!

But as I sit and sulk and stare out of the back window, I can’t tell where Penny is driving me. Where exactly are we heading? Before I have the chance to lean between the front seats and ask her, Penny steers the car off the main road and down a narrow side street on the outskirts of town. Halfway along the deserted street is a small squat-looking building that I’ve not seen or visited before. Set into the front of the building is a door with a metal grill attached to the front that has been secured in place with a padlock. Above the door is a faded sign that says, Police.

“I didn’t know there were two police stations in town,” I say, as Penny brings the patrol car to a stop and turns off the sirens and emergency lights.

“This is a small satellite station that we use if the cells at the main police station in town get overcrowded,” Penny tells me.

“So are the cells at the main station overcrowded?” I frown. I can’t believe that they are. As far as I’m aware, I’m the only person at the demonstration who has been unlucky enough to have been arrested, thanks to my best friend’s overzealous sister.

“No, they’re not overcrowded,” Penny says, climbing out of the car.

“So why bring me all the way out here?” I ask as Penny pulls open the back door and yanks me out by the arm. 

“To
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