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Chapter 1
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Chris

I fought my way through the crowd gathered in the Syntagma Square. Lifting my hand to shield the blinding midday sun from my eyes, I focused on the Greek ambassador taking his place at the microphone in front of the Old Royal Palace. We’d heard some chatter online about the attack planned by foreign enemies wishing to stir trouble for the U.S. and its allies. Several strikes were planned in low-risk countries to show the United States and anyone who allies with us that nowhere was safe.

“Mason, you on standby?”

“Not yet. This crowd is impossible to get through.”

“Hunter, you see anything?”

“Nothing yet.”

“We need to get up there. The shooter could be anywhere.” I pushed my way to the front of the crowd gathered, ignoring the scowls of disapproval at my rudeness.

“Are they sure about the location and time? This is the third event we’ve crashed with no shooter so far.”

“This is it. I’m sure.” I used my arms to spread the crowd, struggling passed the mass of people gathered to hear the U.S. ambassador speak. “Out of the way. I need to get through.” I pushed a large man out of my path, and he turned around swinging his fist toward my jaw. I dodged his blow and restrained his arm behind his back in one smooth move.

“Whoa, big guy. I am here on official U.S. business. Do you understand? I’m police.”

He quit fighting to get out of my grip and I released him so I could move on.

“Why do I always seem to get the violent ones?” I chuckled into my mic and could hear Mason laugh on the other end.

“Maybe you just have one of those faces,” Hunter's voice came through my headset. 

“Very funny.”

I rolled my eyes before looking over my shoulder at every possible perch but there was no sign of a shooter. I pushed my way farther through the crowd, making my way toward the podium. Every few steps I took a look around, trying to find some sign to show me where a shooter might have perched. My path cleared when I made it to the stairs where the public wasn't allowed. I glanced around again and the smallest glint of metal in a fifth-floor window caught my eye.

“Gun!” My legs propelled me up the stairs of their own accord, I reached the podium, and lunged at the ambassador. We tumbled to the ground, me landing on top of him. Cries from the crowd sounded distant and my arm burned from the impact.

The voice of one of the men on my team came through my earpiece. “We got him. I repeat, threat is neutralized. Threat is neutralized.”

I lifted myself off the ambassador and spotted the blood covering his right shoulder. “Shit, sir. Are you hit?”

“It’s not mine.” He inclined his head toward my left bicep and for the first time I felt the full extent of the pain pouring into my arm.

“Damn it, you’ve been hit,” Mason ran to me and clasped his jacket over the bloody spot on my arm to stop the bleeding.

I gritted my teeth and spoke through the pain, “I’m okay. I don’t think it’s that bad.”

“We’ll let the medic determine that.”

“Fine. But first, get the ambassador inside.”
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“Hey, Chris. Welcome back,” Several guys called out as I walked through the office.

“Thanks Andrew, Dom, James.”

“How’s that arm?”

“Still stronger than yours,” I teased Dom as I walked past him toward Wendy's desk.

Wendy was Director Applegate's secretary and though she wasn't that many years older than most of us, she acted almost as mother hen to all us guys.

“Hey, Wendy.”

“Chris. I'm so glad you're back. It just isn't the same around here without you.”

“Thanks. It's good to be back.”

“How are you feeling? Fully recovered?”

“Yep. I'm back and ready for action.”

“Always so anxious to jump into an assignment.” Her warm smile was a nice change from the cold agency medical staff poking and prodding.

“It's what I live for.”

“Well then, you're in luck. The Director wants to see you in his office.”

“Uh oh. Am I in trouble?”

“I'm sure you'd never do anything to get in trouble for.”

I gave Wendy a wink and reached for the door.

I knocked on the heavy wood that stood between me and my boss. It was never a good thing to be called to Director Applegate’s office. The experience gave me flashbacks of my junior high principal's office. I hoped it was just to check in on my recovery and insure I was ready to get back in the field. The doctors had cleared me three days prior.

“Come in,” his voice boomed from behind the door, and I opened it slowly. 

“You wanted to see me?”

“Yes. Come in. Sit,” Director Applegate appeared solemn from across his desk as he hung up his office phone.

I took a seat, never letting my eyes leave him.

“How’s the arm?”

“Better, sir. Doctors say I’m good as new.”

“Good because I have an assignment for you.”

My shoulders relaxed as a rush of air left my body. “Oh. Okay.”

“This is a special assignment. You won’t have a regular handler for this. You will report directly to me.”

“Yes, sir.” I leaned forward in my seat, waiting to hear what exciting mission I’d be going on that the Director wouldn’t even let his trusted secretary pass along the assignment details.

“As the whole division is well aware, we’ve had to go into high alert after that hacker made it passed our security and into personnel files. They accessed several employees, myself included.”

“Yes, sir. Do we have a lead?” I couldn’t wait to find the assholes who dared break into our computer network. It was an embarrassment to have part of the government’s security compromised.

“Tech is still combing through things. We are looking into the ring Olivia was part of, trying to find out how high the corruption goes.”

“You think they’re connected?”

“I’m not ruling it out but at this point, we just don’t know. It’s not like the agency hasn’t made its fair share of enemies over the years.”

“Just point me at them. I can’t wait to take those guys down.”

“I’m afraid it's not that simple.”

“Oh?” I sat back in my chair, partially deflated by the Director’s discouraging tone.

“Tech has been scouring the web for any chatter on who might have done this and what their objective was. Last night they picked up an exchange on the dark web that leads us to believe that whoever these people are, they were targeting me specifically and used the other files to throw us off.”

“You? Who are these men? I’ll take them out—”

“We don’t know who they are and until we do, my family and I will all be under security watch twenty-four-seven. I want you on that security team.”

“You want me to be your bodyguard?”

“Not me. O'Neill will be watching my back.”

“Then who?”

“Caroline.”

“Your daughter?” I’d never met the Director’s daughter. I only ever saw the professional headshot of her that sat on the Director’s desk. She had a pretty face but there was something in her expression. She looked annoyed or unhappy. Like taking the picture was beneath her. The same picture had been in his office for the past four years and was taken when she graduated high school. I was sure she’d changed a lot in the last four years. Hell, I probably wouldn’t even recognize her if I saw her in person. Other than the single picture, I wouldn’t have known she even existed if it weren’t for Wendy. The Director’s secretary liked to chat. I’d heard stories about the Director having to go get his daughter out of trouble from time to time.

“They could target Caroline to get to me. You know that’s how some of these people work.”

“So, you want me to babysit your daughter until we catch whoever’s behind this?”

“She’s almost twenty-three. It’s hardly babysitting. But yes. I want you to act as her twenty-four-seven security detail until we are sure she’s safe. I wanted to send her out of town to stay with my in-laws out in Wyoming, but she wouldn’t have it.”

She wouldn’t have it? The fact that a twenty-two-year-old girl was calling the shots over the Director was not lost on me.

“Sir, if I may speak frankly...?”

“Of course.”

“Am I being punished?”

“Punished? Why on earth would you think that?” Director Applegate sat back in his chair, studying me with narrowed eyes.

“It’s just—being put on babysitting duty...” I didn’t want to offend him but with an assignment like this, it seemed as though somehow, I already had.

He laughed. A deep belly laugh I’d only heard on rare occasions. “No, you’re not being punished. Although I can see why it might feel that way. Caroline is the joy of my life. She’s my little girl. I want my best watching her until this threat is taken care of and after your actions in Athens, I can’t think of anyone I’d rather watch after her.”

I should be honored by this assignment. The Director was trusting me with his only child. But somehow it still felt more like a punishment than a reward. “When do I start?”

“Immediately. I had an agent pick her up early this morning as soon as the threat was verified. She’s waiting in the council room. I wanted to talk to you about the mission before bringing her in on it. I'll need you to stay with her whenever I'm not home and anytime she is out and about even if she is with me. The house has a well-equipped security system to help keep her safe but when we are out, I want someone whose only job is to keep her safe.”

“Yes, sir.”

Director Applegate pressed the call button on his office phone and spoke into the speaker. “Wendy, please send Caroline in.”

“Yes, sir,” Wendy’s voice came through the speaker with a mix of crackling white noise.

Moments later there was a quiet rapping on the door.

“Come in.” With the Director’s command, the door slowly opened to reveal Wendy. She held open the door and looked behind her as she stepped out of the way.

“Right this way.”

“Thank you.” A sweet sultry voice came from just beyond my view.

Every thought of babysitting was knocked out of my mind once my gaze landed on the knockout who walked through that door. I stood in silence taking in every lush curve of the tall, goddess of a woman. Her V-neck showed just enough cleavage to leave a man wanting more. Her legs went on for miles before disappearing under the black skirt that led somewhere, I imagined was as close to heaven as a man like me would ever get.

I'd always been a shallow man when it came to my dating life. I made no effort to hide that fact. But, as the Director cleared his throat, I realized it was his daughter I was leering at like the wolf in the nightclub cartoon. I rolled my tongue up off the floor and sucked my eyes back into my head before turning my attention to the Director who hadn’t missed a thing. He eyed me with a knowing look and drummed his fingers on his desk.

I cleared my throat and rose from my seat to offer her my hand. “I’m Chris.”

“Caroline.” She barely took time to shake my hand before heading straight to her father’s desk. “Dad, I don’t need some bodyguard following me around all the time. I barely get any freedom as it is and now you want to have me under guard?”

“It’s just until we sort out the validity of this threat.”

She didn’t back down, mounting her hands on her hips. “How am I supposed to go out with my friends or on dates with a babysitter tagging along?”

Things were getting pretty uncomfortable in the office. I felt like an intruder on a private moment between father and daughter. As hard as it was, I had to say something to get myself out of there. “Maybe I should go let you two have time to discuss this.”

Director Applegate shot a glance in my direction but quickly returned his glare to his daughter. “This is not up for discussion or debate. I may go easy on you and let you have your way most of the time, but I will not compromise when it comes to your safety. You will go along with this or I’ll put you in protective custody until this is all over. That would make it even harder to hang out with your friends or that future inmate you call a boyfriend.”

“You can’t control me forever.”

“No, but I can damn well try.”
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Chapter 2
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Caroline

My dad had finally lost it. Maybe it was the fact that I’d soon be graduating from college and would be going out into the real world as he liked to say or maybe I’d finally pushed him too far by dating Derek. Even I had to admit Derek was a bad idea. He was a drop-out who spent most of his time getting high and drinking cheap vodka. I only started dating him because he seemed dangerous, and I needed a little adventure in my sheltered life.

Plus, I knew it would drive my dad insane. Maybe this was all my fault. I’d driven him over the edge and he finally snapped. I had to get away from him before I said something I’d regret. Like suggesting I move in with Derek so he couldn’t use the whole ‘while you’re living under my roof’ bit. I hadn’t heard the last few things my dad said as my mind reeled but the moment, he stopped talking I turned on my heel and stormed from his office.

Just before I slammed the door, I could hear him yelling at the poor guy stuck in the middle of our family drama. “Well don’t just stand there, follow her.”

A moment later the door opened, and I was exceedingly aware of the man slowly gaining on me. There was no sense in running, but I kept my quick pace out of principle. I barely made it out the door before his vice-like grip closed in on my bicep. He whirled me around to face him and grabbed me by both shoulders before loosening his grip slightly.

“Would you stop for just a minute?”

“What?” I snapped.

“I don’t want this job any more than you want me on it, but I haven’t done anything to you so don’t go trying to make my job harder than it has to be.”

“Oh, excuse me because my main priority is to make it easier for you to keep me from living my life. That’s what my dad has done since I was a kid and now, he’s outsourcing the job.” I threw my hands up in the air, trying to get his hands off me but he held firm.

“The least you could do is not act like a spoiled brat. Your dad is just trying to protect you.”

“Protect me? He’s not trying to protect me. He’s trying to control me—like always.”

“You’re a selfish, spoiled brat, aren’t you? There are dangerous people out there and you just want to go running around with your friends.”

“How dare you pretend to know me. You don’t know anything about my life. Now, get your hands off of me. If my dad saw how you were—”

“What? How I was keeping you from running off to do God knows what? I got news for you. That’s what he hired me for. Whatever job I’m on, I give one hundred and ten percent so get used to me being around because I’m not going anywhere until your dad says otherwise.”

“He hired you to keep an eye on me but if he saw how you’re putting your hands on me, you wouldn’t have a job anymore.” The nerve of that guy made my blood boil. My dad would never stand for it.

“Oh, he can see. There are cameras all over out here.” He shrugged before continuing. “I guess if I’m going to lose my job, I might as well do it right.”

In one swift motion, my world tilted upside down as Chris threw me over his shoulder and stalked through the parking lot. For a moment, I couldn’t speak from utter shock of the situation. As shock faded, rage ensued.

“Put me down, you neanderthal.” I kicked my legs and pounded my fists on his back, but he was seemingly unphased. A strong arm clamped down on my legs, pinning them in place so the most I could do was squirm. 

I screamed and pounded my fists harder on his back. “You can’t treat me like this. My father—”

“Your father told me to protect you. I’m protecting you, princess.”

“Put. Me. Down.” I emphasize each word with my pounding fists.

“Gladly.” He flipped me back upright, lowering my feet to the ground with little room between him and the passenger side of a black sedan and the smug jackass actually had the nerve to smile at me. He opened the car door unceremoniously and motioned inside. “Now get in.”

“Where are we going?”

“I’m taking you home where it will be easier to protect you.”

“I’m supposed to be going out dancing with friends.”

“You have got to be kidding me. Do you not understand that you’ve been threatened and could very well be in danger?”

“Of course, I understand. My dad is the Director. There is always some unforeseen danger or threat. I still have to be able to live my life.”

“You’d be in an unsecured club with far too many variables for me to keep an eye on all at once. I need to be in a controlled space to best keep you safe.”

“I need to get out. This is spring break and I’m not spending the whole time locked up in the house. I start school back on Monday.

“No.”

If demanding wouldn't work, maybe playing it sweet would so I changed my tone. “I just want to go out and have a good time with my friends. Please, Chris?” I needed to get out of the house, and I’d do anything—even play nice to get what I wanted.

“Have them over at the house until I can better determine what you are and aren’t allowed to do.”

“I’m twenty-two years old. I’m allowed to do whatever I want.”

“Not so long as your dad is signing my paychecks. As far as I’m concerned, he’s the one calling the shots—not you—so get in.”

“Saying please wouldn’t kill you.” I rolled my eyes and slid into the beige leather seats.

“It might.” He snapped just before shutting the door.

I had no desire to be stuck in a silent car with him the whole way home and the idea of small talk with a barbarian like him was even less appealing. So, I pulled out my phone and dialed my friend, Amanda.

“Hey, girl. You ready to go out and get our dance on tonight?”

“Definitely. But it might be a little challenging.” I sighed.

“What’s wrong?”

“The tyrant has put me under house arrest for now.”

“Seriously? What for?”

“I don’t know. Some threat or something. He’s even assigned me a bodyguard.”

“You’re kidding. Is he at least hot?”

I cast a glance over in Chris’s direction to see if he’d heard anything, but he stared straight ahead. Of course, he kept his eyes on the road. He was about as straight laced as they come. Was he hot? Yeah, he was probably the hottest guy I’d ever seen outside of TV or movies. But that didn’t change the fact that he was one of my dad’s minions sent to make my life miserable.

“Eh, I guess.”

“Well, I have to come over and see for myself. Should we have a movie night since the warden has you on lockdown?”

“Nah, I think I can manage. Movie night Sunday?

“Sounds good. We can order takeout.”

“Perfect. I’ll call you in a bit with more details.”

I slipped my phone into my back pocket just as we pulled into the long, gated drive to the house. Chris punched in the code and the automated gate swung open.

“Friend coming over?” He glanced my way as he parked the car.

“On Sunday. I was supposed to be going out dancing tonight but since those plans are ruined, I guess I’ll just stay in and catch up on my reading.”

“Going out to a club is definitely out right now. Too many variables to keep in check and the location wouldn’t be secure. A movie night sounds like some good, safe fun.”

I let out a dramatic sigh, but truly, I wasn’t all that surprised mister wet blanket would actually think a night in reading and a movie night was a good substitute for going out to the club. Chris rounded the car and opened my door for me. His gentleness contrasted his earlier manhandling and set me back. I took his hand and he helped me out of the car.

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome.” He motioned his hand toward the door, and I passed him to lead the way to the front entrance. “See, I can be quite pleasant when you play nice.”

I rolled my eyes and glared at him from over my shoulder. “I was starting to think you might not be a total ass, but you had to go and ruin it.”

He flashed me a smug smile and shrugged his broad shoulders. I would have found him extremely attractive if he wasn’t such an asshole. I slung my hair as I turned back toward the door. The heel of my strappy sandal caught on a crack in the walkway and my body wrenched as I plummeted toward the concrete. I twisted, bracing myself for impact but Chris’s arms caught me instead.

He held me as if he’d just dipped me like they did in those old-fashioned movies. He supported the back of my head with his hand while the other cradled the small of my back. He smelled good. Clean yet masculine. I wondered why I hadn’t noticed how good he smelled before when he had me over his shoulder. I guess I was just too mad to pay attention to those things.

I realized I was staring up at him for too long not to be awkward, so I forced the only words I could from my lips. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.” His voice was deeper, huskier. Or maybe it was my imagination.

He held me there longer than was necessary until the housekeeper, Ms. James cleared her throat from the door.

“Are you going to let me up?” I teased but my heart pounded against my chest bone and not from the near fall. It was from being close to Chris. I could still feel the lingering heat from his touch on the small of my back and I wanted to feel it again. What the hell is wrong with me?

That feeling didn’t last long. He had to go and open his mouth again and ruin it as he straightened me back to stand. “It's no wonder you need a babysitter. Been walking long?”

“Asshole.” I marched up the steps passed Ms. James and straight up to my room.
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Chris

I stood at the bottom of the steps, watching as Caroline stormed up to her room and slammed the door. I couldn’t explain it if I tried, but I got a sick kind of enjoyment over making her mad. Maybe it was the fact that she was a spoiled brat who always got her way and I refused to be one of her dad’s employees who bent to her will. Or maybe it was that sexy scowl she got every time I pissed her off. Either way, it was the only thing that made the assignment bearable thus far.

I pulled out my phone and dialed the Director’s line.

“Applegate.”

“Director, sir. I just wanted to let you know we made it to your home safely.

“Good. Thank you, Chris. I know this is not an easy assignment. My daughter can be...challenging at times.”

“Nothing I can’t handle, sir.”

“I wouldn’t have chosen you if I thought otherwise. I’m meeting with the higher ups this evening, so I won’t be in until very late. The guest room is on the opposite side of the house from Caroline.

The extra bedroom just down the hall from her would be more suitable so you could be close in case of an emergency. You won’t have a private bath that way, but it would make more tactical sense. Ms. James, the housekeeper, can show you and you’re welcome to use my study as your work base. There are security camera monitors set up in there.”

“Yes sir.”

He hung up and I went exploring to find his study.

I walked into the study through the partially opened, large wooden door. An enormous L-shaped cherry wood desk took up almost half the room with the built-in bookcase behind it. Two black leather chairs set in the corner made a nice conversation area and a drink cart sat opposite them. It was a very masculine space and nothing short of what I’d expect from the Director.

I made myself comfortable in the large office chair and opened two cabinet doors to reveal the security screens. From there, I could practically see the entire outside of the property. I hadn’t had a chance to go home to get my things, but I had a go bag in my car that would hold me over until tomorrow.

I worked for over an hour, studying the client file on Caroline, researching the hacking case, willing to do anything to hurry things along. The sooner we could find the threat, the sooner I could go back to my normal life and normal missions instead of this tedious babysitting gig. I was glad Caroline was a bookworm. It made things around the house much more peaceful for working.

My stomach growled, reminding me that it was time for dinner. I decided to be nice and ask Caroline if she wanted me to order in something instead of just doing it and letting her deal with it. I jogged up the steps to the room I’d seen her disappear into about an hour before.

I knocked. No answer. I knocked again. Nothing.

“Caroline? It’s Chris. I wanted to ask you what you wanted me to order for dinner.”

Nothing.

I tried to turn the knob, but the door was locked. I wasn’t wasting any more time. I broke the lock and let myself inside. The large, beautiful room was the picture of elegance with gold and cream linens on the large four-poster cherry wood bed that anchored the room. But what really caught my attention was the lack of occupancy.

“Caroline?” I rushed into the room, checked the ensuite bathroom, and searched every hiding place I could find. Cream colored curtains on the large picture window billowed in the breeze. I ran over to it and peered out at the backyard and a fire escape ladder unraveled, hanging from the edge.

“Damn it.” I hit the windowsill with my open hand and looked around the room for any hint of where she might have gone.

Her laptop sat on a bench at the foot of her bed, so I sat down and opened it. Although I hadn’t been on the assignment long, I made a point to know the mission well. I’d studied all the personal notes on Caroline so when her laptop password came up to be her favorite childhood pet, Lady, I wasn’t the least bit surprised.

Hacking into her Microsoft account would have been more challenging if she hadn’t selected for the computer to remember her passwords. I logged on and hit the Find my phone button and within minutes was redirected to a map with a blinking icon letting me know exactly where she was.
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The club was dark with multicolored laser lights that moved to the beat of the thudding bass blaring through large speakers.

I liked hitting the club when I was looking for a hook-up. All those women in those barely-there dresses, writhing around on the dance floor never disappointed. But, trying to spot Caroline in the mob of moving bodies with the pulsing music and strobe lights was nearly impossible. Not to mention there were too many dark corners and crowds for threats to hide in.

I needed to get Caroline and get out of there as soon as possible—and before the Director found out.

I finally spotted her almost directly in the middle of the dance floor wriggling all over some idiot. Her slinky silver dress barely draped over her curves. I was certain a strong breeze could tear the delicate little straps that held it together in a matter of seconds. I could only imagine what a pair of strong hands like mine could do to that little scrap of fabric that stood between me and what was barely hidden underneath.

I shook my head and refocused myself to the task of fighting my way through the crowd to get to her. I wanted to ring her spoiled little neck for running away. But, lucky for her my mission was to protect her. If I planned to keep her safe, she had to learn to listen to me, though. I just had to figure out how.

Finally, within reach, I grabbed her arm and pulled her away from the loser she was dancing with. The look of shock on her face was great, but I was far from satisfied.

“What the hell were you thinking sneaking out like that?”

“Get your hand off me. I'm just dancing.”

“I told you that you couldn't go out.”

She yanked her arm away from me and my temper flared. I needed to calm myself before I took her to the back and paddled her ass like the immature child she was acting like.  Something I doubted her dad had ever done. He might be a hard-ass at work but she was clearly the one in charge.

“Dude, we're just dancing. Chill.” The douche she was dancing with laid his hand on my shoulder and I snapped.

I spun around, grabbed hold of his hand, and twisted it just before it would snap. “Touch me again and I'll rip your hand off and beat you with it.”

“Owe. Dude. Okay. Geeze.”

“Chris, let go of him. I'm perfectly safe here.” Caroline pounded her fists on my back as she screamed at me.

I let go and grabbed her wrists to stop her. “We're going home. Now.”

She squirmed and fought but was no match for me. “Let go of me you asshole. Let. Me. Go.”

Before I knew what was happening, two bouncers flanked me, grabbing my shoulders and pulling me back from her.

“Let me go. I'm security.”

“The lady said to leave her alone. If you're her security, it looks like you've been fired.” The bouncers joked as they drug me toward the door.

I glanced over at Caroline who was looking every bit the smug spoiled brat.
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For an hour I paced outside the club trying to figure out what the hell I was going to do. If I called for backup, I’d never live it down that this girl had bested me. I didn't want to risk the Director finding out I’d lost his daughter on day one either. Even if the idea of an assignment transfer had its appeal, my pride wouldn't let me.

I thought about calling my best friend and fellow agent, Hunter, but I didn't feel like dragging him out of bed to help me deal with the brat. So instead, I waited, stewing until I was sure steam was ready to erupt from my ears.

“What the hell was she thinking sneaking out of the house like a teenager. I could be on a real mission right now helping people who actually wanted my help instead of stuck babysitting this entitled, spoiled, little—”

The door to the club opened and Caroline came out on her own. That prick from earlier was smart not to show his face again.

“There you are. Finally.”  I rushed over to her and gripped her biceps firmly so that she couldn't get away but without enough force to bruise.

“Let go of me.”

“Not a chance. You wanna tell me what the hell you were thinking? We tell you there's a threat and you'll need a security detail until it's taken care of and your reaction the first night is to sneak out to a club so you can dance with some prick?”

“There is always some threat. It's spring break for my last year in college. I wanted to get out and have a little fun before going back to school.”

“You have some pretty fucked up priorities you know that?” I drug her down the walkway to my car parked on the side of the street. “Now get in the car before I put you in there.”

“I'm not a child—”

“No, you are a grown ass woman and you snuck out of the house like some disobedient teenager.”

“So, when I sneak out of the house, I’m a grown woman acting like a kid and when I insist, I'm a grown woman who can decide for myself what I do or don't do, my dad assigns me a babysitter?”

“Maybe if you stop acting like a child people would stop treating you like one.” I nudged her into the car, and she slid inside.

“but I need to be free to make my own mistakes.”

“Not when the stakes are life or death.” I shut her door and rounded the hood to take the driver's seat before continuing. “You don't seem to get what's at stake here, or maybe you don't care. I don't know but your insolence is becoming a pain in my ass.”

“Well, excuse me for the inconvenience.”

“See, I know you're being a smartass, but an apology would be a good idea right about now because, I'm seriously considering getting you an ankle bracelet to keep you in the house.”

Her eyes widened as a gasp escaped her lips. “You mean like they put on criminals under house arrest?”

“Precisely.”

“You can't. I have rights. And—how did you find me tonight, anyway?”

“I have my ways.” I was not about to give away my secrets. Something told me, with the way she was, I might need them again.

With that, she crossed her arms and leaned back in the seat as I drove us back to the Director's house.
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