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      Being on the run was exhausting. Ellie and Jenna sat in a diner in Idaho. They slept in the truck or hung out in the daytime, finding places to park that were off the beaten path. Less chance of being spotted that way. They’d stretched the money Mikayla’s dad had given them, buying what they needed at dollar and discount stores.

      The cash was going to run out soon.

      They’d agreed to split the meal here to save money. It was a little treat they decided they’d earned. A waitress approached the booth and took their order. They were going to split a stack of pancakes. Both ordered coffee. The waitress seemed none too pleased about them splitting an order, but she wrote the order down anyway and left the table with a sour look.

      “It’s our money. Don’t see why we can’t split,” Jenna said.

      “I think we’re taking a chance eating here.”

      “We deserve some real food. Slim Jims and cookies aren’t cutting it.”

      Ellie said, “We need money.”

      “Tell me something I don’t know.”

      The waitress poured them coffees and went back to the diner’s counter. Ellie could feel the woman watching them. Had they been identified? Milton’s people hadn’t followed them. She doubted anyone from the compound would hunt them down.

      Unless Sullivan was coming after them. That possibility lingered. Made her guts swirl and gave her the sweats. She felt like a deer trying to outrun a hunter. She felt itchy. Ready to jump at the slightest noise, as if Sullivan’s agents might walk in at any moment.

      Jenna swigged her coffee. “What’s going on in that brain of yours?”

      “Thinking we need to get off the road.”

      “Sure,” Jenna said. ”We’ll buy a nice plot of land and build a log home.”

      “I’m serious,” Ellie said. “How long before Sullivan sends more people after us?”

      “She didn’t seem to care that we were stuck in Milton’s compound.”

      Jenna said, “Hunter was looking after us.”

      Ellie sipped her coffee. It was bitter and strong. “He did a great job of it.”

      “What do you propose?”

      “There has to be somewhere we can hide out. An abandoned building, an old farm? It’s Idaho. They must have an old farmhouse somewhere.”

      “Yep. All the potatoes we can eat,” Jenna said.

      Ellie rolled her eyes. “Why do I put up with you?”

      “I’m all you’ve got.”

      That was true, and Ellie was grateful for having Jenna as her best friend. Even if she had to put up with lame jokes from Jenna.

      She was tired. Deep-down tired that could only be cured by long bouts of sleep in a bed with a fluffy comforter and a fan running to drown out noise. That was a simple comfort they wouldn’t be experiencing any time soon.

      The waitress approached with a stack of pancakes and a plate of bacon. She set them both on the table.

      “We didn’t order bacon,” Ellie said.

      “It’s on me. I don’t know your story, but you both look too thin. I had a daughter. You both remind me of her a little. Enjoy.”

      With that, the waitress returned to the counter and began making more coffee.

      Jenna raised her eyebrows and plucked a piece of bacon between her thumb and index finger. “Nice of her.”

      Ellie grabbed a piece of bacon and took a bite, enjoying the salty goodness.

      The door opened and warm air whooshed in. Ellie spotted the cop enter, a smokey bear hat tucked under his arm. He wore an all-black uniform. As he passed the table, Ellie noticed the patch on his uniform sleeve: Idaho State Police.

      The cop didn’t pay them any mind. He took a seat at the counter. Set his hat on the counter.

      Jenna lowered her voice. “Be cool.”

      “I am,” she said. “Hurry up and eat.”

      They dug into the pancakes and had them polished off within minutes. The diner had a television mounted above the counter. To Ellie’s dismay, the twenty-four-hour news channel went into a story about Milton’s compound. Overhead footage showed a small army of police and rescue vehicles parked outside the compound’s gates. Tarps had been strewn over the bodies littered on the ground.

      The reporter listed multiple dead, including billionaire Grant Milton. Police were investigating, trying to determine the causes of death. Two teenage or college-age girls were reported fleeing the scene. Said teenage girls were also involved in a gun battle at the compound and were wanted for questioning.

      The Grant family of Buffalo, New York were held captive at the compound and escaped to notify the police. She hoped Mikayla and her parents were okay. She’d been a cool girl. Ellie imagined they could be friends under different circumstances.

      The news reporter reeled off a general description of her and Jenna.

      Ellie hoped Mikayla and her family didn’t blow them in. They’d parted ways with Robbie, who wanted to go off on his own. Dropped him at a gas station with fifty bucks not long after they’d parted with Mikayla. He said he’d figure things out and hitch a ride somewhere. Ellie had wished him luck. She was a bit relieved. Three of them traveling might arouse more suspicion. Plus, their meager funds wouldn’t have to be split between three people.

      The cop was sipping coffee and watching the news. Hadn’t seemed to notice them. So far.

      “You almost ready?” Ellie said.

      The cop turned and looked them over before nodding and smiling. Ellie gave him a small nod back. She didn’t like that. He’d been watching the damned news. Why was there a television everywhere you went these days?

      Ellie spotted a second state police patrol car pull into the lot. This was bad news. “You see that?”

      “Noted,” Jenna said, and peeled off a twenty for their meal.

      The waitress hadn’t brought the bill, but that should cover it.

      Ellie slid out of the booth. Jenna followed.

      As they were headed for the door, the officer said in a deep, rich voice, “Hang on girls, I’d like to talk to you.”
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      Two Days Earlier

      

      Mikayla sat in the interview room at the station. They’d wanted to interview her separately from her parents. Maybe the cops were afraid they’d all cook up a story. The detectives had insisted there was nothing to worry about, and her parents had protested Mikayla being interviewed alone. In the end, she’d been separated from them and left in the interview room.

      This might’ve been a mistake. Coming to the police. Maybe they should’ve hit the road and gone home.

      The interview room wasn’t like television. No bright lights overhead. No two-way mirror on the wall, although she was probably being filmed somehow. She sat at a table in a corner on a chair with a plastic cushion. She was sipping from a can of Pepsi the detectives had given her.

      After what seemed like hours in the room, the door opened and a detective dressed in a light gray suit entered. He had a bulbous nose and a bristling mustache that matched the color of his suit. He took a seat at the table.

      “How you doing Mikayla?”

      “Tired. I want to go home.”

      “We’ll try and get you out of here as soon as possible,” he said, and set a notepad and pen on the table.

      Mikayla shifted in her seat. “Am I under arrest?”

      “We need to find out what happened at that compound.”

      That answer didn’t make her feel better. “I told the officers what happened.”

      “And I appreciate that. We’d like to get more details. Can you do that for me?”

      “I’m not stupid, of course I can.”

      He put a hand up. “I wasn’t implying that. These interviews can be stressful for people. I didn’t even introduce myself. Detective Ray Mendez.”

      “You know me.”

      Mendez chuckled. “I do. That’s quite an act you did on that talk show.”

      “That’s what they tell me.”

      “You always been able to do those things?”

      “I don’t want to talk about it.”

      Mendez scratched some notes on the pad. “Must be something having special abilities.”

      “There’s lots of kids that can do it.”

      “That’s what I’m hearing,” Mendez said. “All over social media. Tell me how you got to the compound.”

      Mikayla shifted in the seat again; the plastic cushion was thin and her tailbone ached. She didn’t see any reason to hold back with Mendez. Maybe if she told the story it would lead to more arrests. And helping with the investigation might get her out of here sooner.

      “We were followed on our family trip. Some guys dressed as fishermen.”

      “Where was this?”

      Mikayla told him and he wrote it down. “How long did they follow you?”

      “Part of a day. I ran into one of them in the woods.”

      “Did he say anything?”

      “Nothing.”

      “Then what happened?”

      Mikayla’s heart started to drum harder in her chest. The interview room felt smaller. Sweat trickled down the back of her neck. “That night, I woke up and they had my parents at gunpoint in the living room.”

      Mendez nodded and continued to take notes.

      “There were two of them. They forced us into a van and drove us cross country.”

      “And they were Milton’s people?”

      “Well, that’s where they brought us, so yeah.”

      “And you didn’t get a look at them?”

      “They had masks on.”

      “Any distinguishing features? Tattoos? Scars?”

      “Nothing I noticed.”

      Mendez leaned back in his chair and tapped his pen on the table. “Why do you think he wanted you and your family?”

      “He wanted me for my abilities. Said something about starting an inner circle of kids like me.”

      “What else did he have you do?”

      Mikayla told him about being held in the compound. How Milton had ten or so kids gathered and sent them out on some sort of weird competition for superiority.

      “That must’ve been scary,” Mendez said.

      “When can I go?”

      “A few more questions. Did you see two other girls escape? Just trying to put this all together.”

      She had to answer carefully. Mendez regarded her with a placid gaze. She didn’t want to betray Ellie and Jenna. Nor did she want to lie to the police. The girls had saved Mikayla and her parents. Her loyalty to Ellie and Jenna won out. “No. It was kind of chaotic. Lots going on.”

      Mendez said, “Didn’t see two females about twenty-years-old? Couple of white girls with slender builds? Dark hair?”

      Mikayla shook her head.

      “Any reason you’d have to protect these girls? If they do exist?”

      That last statement seemed to mock her. She had to be cool. Of course he would know about Ellie and Jenna, even if he didn’t have their names. Did her parents mention Ellie and Jenna to Mendez?

      Mendez flipped through his notes. “Couple of girls named Ellie and Jenna?”

      “They were around the compound.”

      “So they do exist.”

      She hadn’t done anything wrong. All she did was escape a horrible situation. Why’d she feel so damned guilty? “I don’t know where they went.”

      “You sure?”

      “I left with my parents.”

      Mendez flipped back to his current page of notes. “Tell me what happened during the escape.”

      “Milton sent us out to the mountain to this weird obstacle course he constructed. We decided to go back to the compound. We got into it with the other group of kids on the road.”

      Mendez put up his hand, indicating she should pause. “What do you mean by that?”

      “There was a girl named Carla. Didn’t like us. Things kicked off. Our abilities versus theirs.”

      Mendez raised his eyebrows. “That must’ve been something. And your group won? Who was in the group?”

      Mikayla named everyone in their group.

      “Robbie, huh? Where’d he go?”

      “Don’t know,” Mikayla said, hating the fact that she was lying again.

      “So you fought with them on the road heading to the mountain?”

      “That’s right.”

      “And you went to the compound after that?”

      Mikayla confirmed that they headed to the compound. She gave Mendez her best recollection of the battle. Things had happened quickly. It came rushing back in her mind: gunshots, screaming, chaos. How they’d taken out Milton near the gate.

      “So Ellie, Jenna, and this Robbie were with you during the fight? Where’d they go?”

      “They ran off.”

      Mendez looked over his notes for a while. A clock ticked somewhere in the room. Mikayla shifted in her seat. Folded her hands in her lap and squeezed. “Can I go now?”

      “I’m done tormenting you for now,” Mendez said, giving her a wink. “I’ll get you back together with your parents in a sec.”

      With that, Mendez got up and left the room. She’d survived her first police interview. She hoped it would be her last.

      

      After leaving the police station, they were able to take a cab to a local hotel. The police instructed Mom and Dad not to leave town. They weren’t suspects or being charged, but there might be more questions. Dad had grumbled privately about Constitutional rights but hadn’t protested to Detective Mendez.

      Dad still had his credit card. Thankfully Milton had only taken their phones. Mikayla supposed it wasn’t so bad. They’d have an extended vacation. The worst of it was over. They’d been freed from Milton. He was dead, which helped. His followers probably had no need to come after Mikayla.

      If they did, she’d be ready. No messing around. She’d squash them like ants.

      Now, they were settled into a hotel room in Mills. It was decorated like a hunting lodge. Mikayla didn’t love the mounted elk and bear heads, but it was clean and comfortable. And she was tired. The room had two queen beds. Water hissed in the bathroom. Mom was taking a shower.

      Dad had meandered off to check out the hotel restaurant.

      Mikayla propped some pillows against the headboard and sat on the bed. Her thoughts returned to Ellie and Jenna. Were they okay out on the road? Had she betrayed them by acknowledging they’d taken part in the fight at the compound? She’d only known them a few days, but they’d helped save her family. Plus, they shared the same weird bond: their abilities.

      The water cut off in the bathroom, and a few minutes later Mom came out, hair damp and wearing a white hotel robe.

      “That feels better. You want next shower?”

      “In a bit.”

      “Hungry? I think your dad was going to check out the menu at the restaurant.”

      “Not so much. Did the cops ask you about the other kids?”

      “Ellie and Jenna?” Mom said.

      “And Robbie.”

      “Right. They did.”

      “What’d you tell them?”

      Mom sat at the desk. “They separated me and your father for interviewing. Suppose they wanted to see if our stories jibed.”

      “And?”

      “I told them it was just us. Didn’t know where the others went.”

      That was a relief. “I told them that too. And Dad?”

      “Same thing, I’m sure. Those girls are troubled. If what they said was true, they’ll need a head start.”

      It dawned on Mikayla that Ellie and Jenna were fugitives. “On the run from the law.”

      “I want you to know we’d never send you to a school like that in a million years.”

      “I know,” Mikayla said.

      Mom brushed a damp clump of hair off her forehead. “Can’t imagine what parents are thinking. They had to sign them over right?”

      Mikayla said, “Something like that.”

      Maybe going on the talk show had been a mistake. Millions of people had seen her. Sure, gifted kids were starting to get more attention. Other kids had been interviewed on daytime talk shows. There were videos popping up online of kids demonstrating their abilities. Some had gone viral. The world was changing. But she’d been directly in the spotlight. It had been fun, but what would be the cost?

      Was some secret government organization watching? Coming after her?

      “You gonna take a shower? Thought we could get some new clothes as long as were stuck here.”

      Mikayla got off the bed. “Yeah, that sounds good.”

      “Feel better after our talk?”

      “One hundred percent,” she said, lying.
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      Ellie froze and Jenna nearly bumped into her. They were almost to the door. She turned to see the officer approaching them. He seemed relaxed. Smiling. Hand nowhere near his gun. She didn’t want to turn this into another shitshow. Maybe it was nothing.

      Outside, she saw the other cop coming up the steps. She was a tall, lean woman with dirty blonde hair pulled into a bun under her smokey bear hat. Had someone reported them?

      “We’re kind of in a hurry,” Ellie said.

      “This will just take a minute.”

      The female officer entered the diner and said the male cop, “Guess they let anyone in here these days.”

      “Then what the hell are you doing here Jergens?” the male cop said.

      They shared a laugh at the lame joke and Jergens passed them and headed for the counter, where the waitress was already pouring a cup of coffee.

      The male cop said, “Let’s step outside for a moment ladies.”

      From the counter, now seated at a stool, Jergens said, “You good Manz?”

      “Just going to have a chat,” Manz said. “I’ve got this.”

      Ellie considered running, but then they’d have two police on their tails, and the likelihood of outrunning the cops was slim. Instead, they headed outside, Manz behind them.

      The air chilled Ellie’s skin. She wished for a jacket. On the road, a semi whooshed by, its tires humming on the pavement.

      “Where you girls headed?” Manz asked.

      “Are we under arrest?” Jenna said.

      “You’re not under arrest. Just have a few questions.”

      Ellie said, “I’m sorry, but did we do something wrong? We were just getting food.”

      “Where are you headed?” Manz said.

      “To the coast. We’re on a road trip,” Jenna said.

      “Specifically?” Manz said.

      “Maybe Seattle. Or somewhere in Oregon,” Jenna said.

      She was thankful Jenna could think on her feet. “We’re just kind of finding ourselves, exploring, you know?”

      Ellie felt sweat running down her back. Was it on her forehead too? Or maybe her upper lip? The cop was bound to notice.

      Manz said, “You match a description of two girls from that compound in Montana.”

      Ellie said, “Lots of girls our age out there, officer.”

      “Can I see some ID from both of you?”

      There was the million dollar question. The one she didn’t want to answer. She’d never gotten a driver’s license before being taken to the school and sure as hell didn’t have any forms of ID on her.

      Ellie and Jenna glanced at each other.

      “Your IDs, please?”

      “Can we get them out of the truck?” Jenna said.

      Another semi rumbled past on the highway, blowing a gust of wind in its wake. What she wouldn’t give to be on one of those. Anywhere, really. As long as it was away from the cop and his questions.

      “Fine,” Manz said. “Let’s take a walk to your truck.”

      The cop followed them to the truck. Time to make a decision. They either had to run or get detained. Ellie felt sick. She didn’t want to hurt the officer, but she had little choice.

      She at least owed him a warning. “You need to leave us alone.”

      “Are you threatening me?” Manz said.

      Ellie said, “Bad things are about to happen.”

      “I gave you a lawful order,” Manz said. “You need to comply.”

      Jenna said, “She’s not kidding.”

      “Just let us go. You’ll be sorry if you don’t.”

      “Okay I’m gonna need you to step over to my vehicle.”

      With that, Ellie focused her concentration on his left leg and it popped. The lower leg bent at a gruesome angle and Manz screamed before falling to the ground clutching his leg. A look of anguish crossed his face. Ellie got that familiar sickness in her guts.

      “Go!” Jenna said.

      They hopped in the truck, Jenna behind the wheel. She backed out and gunned it, getting them on the road. In the rearview mirror, she watched Manz flailing on the ground. The blonde cop burst out of the diner door and ran over to Manz.

      They were now wanted in two states.

      

      Jenna floored the accelerator and Ellie felt like they were getting ready for takeoff on a runway. “Slow down. We don’t need to attract more damned attention.”

      “They’re going to chase us. Need to create some distance.”

      “We need to find a place to hide.”

      “Did you have to break his leg?”

      “I suppose you had a better plan. He was going to detain us, maybe arrest us.”

      “Suppose you’re right.”

      She heard the siren screaming behind them. Looked in the mirror to see the red and blue lights and a cruiser gaining on them with scary speed. The truck’s engine chugged. The patrol car was sleek and designed to chase. They’d never outrun it.

      “What are we going to do?” Jenna said.

      “Do you want to get sent back to Sullivan?”

      “Fuck no.”

      “Then I’m gonna have to take it out.”

      “The whole car?” Jenna said.

      “The driver. I did it on the hit in New Mexico. Same thing.”

      The patrol car was almost on them. Jenna was speeding along in the right hand lane of the four-lane road.

      The cruiser edged up on their bumper. The cop was probably expecting them to pull over. “Keep it steady.”

      “What are you doing?”

      Ellie rolled down the window and eased herself halfway out, turning so she could see the cop car. It was almost nudging their bumper. She needed eyes on the driver. It was the blonde cop from the diner behind the wheel. She seemed surprised to see Ellie hanging out the window.

      She hoped the cop would survive this. Her gut clenched as she imagined the trooper’s wrists snapping. She saw the grimace on the officer’s face and then the patrol car veered right, tires screaming as it rocketed over the shoulder and skidded off road in a cloud of dust.

      The patrol car traveled maybe a hundred yards before coming to a halt. The lights continued to flash.

      Ellie breathed a sigh of relief that it hadn’t rolled over. The officer had been able to hit the brakes.

      She wormed her way back into the cab.

      “What’d you do?”

      “Broke her wrists.”

      “I’m glad you’re on my side.”

      “We need to ditch this truck and hide. They have our vehicle description and the plates, no doubt.”

      “I’ll keep my eye out.”
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      They took a few turns, neither of them knowing where they were headed. Driving without GPS was a bitch. A dark road lined with lush pines took them into wilderness. The full moon hung in the sky and cast a weird glow over the trees.

      Ellie wondered how much time they had before the state police caught up with them. Being in the diner when the news story aired had been spectacularly bad luck.

      She knew they shouldn’t have stopped at a restaurant.

      “We’re officially lost,” Jenna said.

      “We’re ahead of the cops, so that’s a plus.”

      Jenna slowed the truck. The headlights revealed the dirt road ahead, bit by bit. A small animal darted across their path. Jenna pumped the brakes, forcing Ellie to jerk forward.

      “Easy,” Ellie said.

      “Don’t want to run over Bambi and his friends. Bad karma.”

      “So throw your friend into the dashboard instead.”

      “What happens when they catch up to us?” Jenna said.

      “I was hoping you had a plan.”

      “Fight them or get sent back. Or maybe to prison. None of those are good options.”

      “I’m not going back. Ever,” Ellie said. “No one’s controlling me again.”

      “I’m with you there.”

      Ellie leaned her head against the cool glass. Closed her eyes. “Anything up ahead?”

      “There’s a road or driveway up ahad.”

      Ellie opened her eyes as Jenna turned and eased down the drive, which cut through the woods.

      They came to a wooden gate and fence with a NO TRESPASSING sign attached. Below the NO TRESPASSING were the words VIOLATORS WILL BE SHOT. Great. They’d stumbled onto the property of some violent prepper type. She was anxious for Jenna to turn them around. “Get us out of here.”

      “Okay,” Jenna said. “Gonna be tricky to turn around here.”

      Jenna put the truck in reverse and backed up, attempting to start her turn around. The rear end slid and dipped. Jenna gave it gas. The tires wouldn’t grab and spun. Shit. They were stuck.

      She floored it. The engine whined but the truck refused to budge.

      “Hang on,” Ellie said. “Let me get out and look.”

      Jenna smacked the steering wheel. “Goddammit. Okay, go ahead.”

      Ellie hopped out and went around the rear end. They’d slid off the road and the rear tires were in a spongy mess of liquidy mud. She knew from watching her dad get stuck in the snow that if you spun the wheels it would make it worse. You had to rock the vehicle to get out of the snow. Forward. Reverse. Forward Reverse. Get your body weight rocking too for momentum.

      The mud looked like paste.

      As Ellie was walking to the window to tell Jenna how screwed they were, a spotlight hit her. It came from the other side of the gate. She winced, the light harsh in her eyes. Put up her hand to block the light. “Hey, what the hell?”

      “I’ll tell you what the hell,” an unseen woman said. “You’re trespassing.”

      “We’re trying to leave. We got lost.”

      The woman said, “Just the two of you?”

      “That’s right.”

      The gate swung open and the light diminished. When Ellie’s vision started to adjust, she saw the woman approach. She looked about sixty, stout and wearing jeans tucked into socks. Steel toe boots on her feet. Flannel shirt. Her graying hair was cut short. In one hand she had a massive flashlight. The other held a semiautomatic pistol.

      Pointed at them.

      “You, sweetheart, step out of the truck,” the woman said, a twang in her voice.

      Jenna complied and took a spot next to Ellie.

      “Now what kind of fools get themselves lost and then stuck?” the woman said.

      “How do you know we’re stuck?” Jenna said.

      “Sweetie, it’s as plain as balls on a bull. You really did it there.”

      “Guess we misjudged the road,” Ellie said.

      The woman laughed, hearty and deep. “Ya think?”

      She eyed them both, looking Ellie and Jenna up and down. “How old are you two?”

      Ellie told her their ages.

      “And where you headed?”

      “Farther west. We’re taking a road trip.”

      The woman said, “You never heard of GPS? I’m not exactly easy to find.”

      “Don’t have it,” Jenna said.

      The woman shook her head, as if she’d just discovered the two biggest fools on the planet. “I’m May. You got names?”

      They told May their names. She lowered the pistol and had a look around the back of the truck. She shined her light around and whistled. “Boy you sure did it. I got a winch on my truck. I can pull you out, but it ain’t gonna be tonight. Not about to dick around in the dark with it.”

      “I guess we can sleep in the truck,” Ellie said.

      “Nonsense. You can stay the night at my place. Bit of a walk. You seem harmless. Not a bit of common sense, but harmless.”

      Ellie glanced at Jenna. “What do you think?”

      “I think we don’t have many options.”

      “I got a big place. Get you a hot meal and you can tell me your stories. No offense, but the two of you need a shower.”

      Ellie couldn’t argue there. They’d mostly been using baby wipes to stay clean.

      “Time’s wasting. Let’s head up to the house.”

      Jenna grabbed the keys from the truck and locked it, although no car thieves were likely to come along out here. May swung the gate open and they followed her up the road.

      
      They sat at a kitchen table in May’s home, a spacious log house with vaulted ceilings and a fireplace that dominated the living room. While they’d walked to the house, May had told them she’d moved here from Texas and had the home built. She and her husband (Big Ted, as she’d called him) had owned a chain of Ford dealerships in Dallas. He’d died of ALS five years ago. Her heart was no longer in the business after Big Ted had died and she’d sold the dealership for a nice profit.

      While May was telling the story of her dealership, Ellie got a vision of Big Ted in her mind. A guy in a ten-gallon hat and a cheap sportscoat appearing in TV ads that would run constantly. Come on down to Big Ted’s for a rootin’ tootin’ deal! The imaginary version of Big Ted was probably miles from the truth.

      May built this place out where God lost his shoes (her words) to get away from people. Ted had been the face of the business. May had run things behind the scenes, keeping an eye on the finances and day-to-day stuff. She said she missed him horribly and that ALS was a son of a bitch.

      May had insisted on making coffee and brought out a box of pastries from a place called The Big Hearted Baker. Ellie and Jenna were nibbling on pastry hearts when May said, “So what makes two pretty young things decide to hit the road? With no bags or luggage? Or cell phones?”

      Here it goes. “That’s our business.”

      “I welcomed you into my home, so I’d like to think it’s my business. Just a little bit.”

      Jenna said, “How’d you know we were out by the gate?”

      “Cameras
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