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I still remember riding Jet Scream at Six Flags Over Mid-America.

Somebody pass me some ibuprofen.
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Chapter 1


Ellie groaned when her alarm’s overly peppy jingle danced through the air. She hit snooze, foolishly optimistic about getting another fifteen minutes of sleep. It wasn’t in the cards.

Her second alarm, a pulsing, thunderous BABYMETAL track, had her throwing the covers off and jumping out of bed. It was a not-so-subtle reminder she had important meetings on the schedule, and she probably shouldn’t try to snooze any more.

Today was orientation for the new hires, but first came a meeting Roman swore she wouldn’t want to miss. That was Roman’s usual way of telling her he was about to silence ongoing rumors by telling the cast members exactly what his plans were for the Theme Park at the End of the World.

Adrenaline chased away the morning brain fog even faster than a strong cup of coffee, but that didn’t stop her from starting the coffee maker. Ellie tied her hair back and headed for the shower, hurrying past the heavy bookshelves by her bed, feet cool on the hardwood floor.

In the shower, she ran through a mental checklist of everything she was supposed to do, and everything she had actually done, to prepare for the day. Convinced there wasn’t anything else she could have finished before the new-hire orientation anyway, she shut off the steaming water and grabbed a towel.

Ellie muttered a curse when she glanced at her phone. Thirty minutes was going to be cutting it close. She snapped up the bra she’d laid out the night before, thankful she’d sorted the sock drawer instead of leaving it in its usual state of mismatched chaos.

Blue shirt, khaki cargo pants, shoes, lanyard, phone, plus one final sip of coffee, and Ellie was out the door. She skipped the last two steps on the way down from her apartment behind Treasure of Troll Peaks, turning the corner along the path as she waved to a group of small brownies headed inside to run the ride’s morning safety checks.

She pulled out her phone and sent a text as the Bobsled roller coaster rumbled by on its first test of the day.

Ellie: You awake?

Cole: Are YOU?

Ellie: Obviously. Where are you?

Cole: Look up

Ellie frowned at her phone as she crossed the stone bridge leading to Titania’s Table, the park’s unrivaled full-service restaurant. She glanced up to find Cole with a wide smile on his face beneath a mop of sandy brown hair. Ellie grinned and hurried forward, meeting him at the edge of the land by Nordic Eats, a quick-service stand with the façade of an old Viking ship.

She reached up and tousled his hair before raising an eyebrow. “And you’re acting like I’m late. Your hair’s damp.”

Cole cleared his throat to hide a laugh and leaned over to give her a quick kiss. A mischievous smirk crossed his face before he put his arm around her shoulders. “Come on, let’s go see what Roman’s on about.”

Ellie waved to Bruce, the stocky, gray-haired head of security, as they passed him near the mascot meet-and-greet area. He inclined his head, which was a more dramatic greeting than he used to offer. Of course, now that Ellie knew he was a weregoose, his preference for personal space was more understandable.

While they didn’t see Gowrow’s Cave testing in the deep shadows of the towering forest, Ellie could still hear the audio coming from inside the launch tunnel. It wouldn’t be long before that coaster soared along the tracks, too. Cole led the way along the winding path to the HR building.

The entrance might have been well themed to blend in with Dark Forest, but as soon as they stepped through the heavy wooden door nestled in an arch of stone, they could have been standing in any office in the country.

Plain cubicles greeted them, and though they were empty, a human would surely notice the vast differences in scale. After all, while Gus was only a few feet tall, Wendy was an elephant-like Fae, and her keyboard alone would have visitors asking all sorts of questions the staff didn’t need.

Ellie took a deep breath as they stepped inside the conference room. Roman sometimes knew his people too well, because the table was stacked with various breakfast items, ranging from fresh croissants to sausage rolls to ham-and-egg sandwiches.

She passed Nessa and Hans, who were having an amusingly heated argument about whether butter or jam should be the first thing applied to a biscuit. Capy nodded when Ellie waved before sliding into an open seat by Chuck, one of the seasonal yetis who worked the park in the winter months. Although Chuck had also made a spectacular appearance at the last Dark Park, the premiere Halloween event at the Theme Park at the End of the World.

Wendy leaned back and laughed, her trunk rising into the air at some whispered comment from Gus. Kevin sat nearby, focusing on his phone. His spiky green hair was immaculately styled, as usual. Other than Chuck, just about everyone else in the room was a shift lead or manager.

Cole settled in next to Ellie, pulling his chair with one hand while dragging a plate of egg and cheese croissants closer with the other. While a small tower of waffles had tempted Ellie, she joined Cole in grabbing a croissant.

“Good choice.” Chuck snatched one up, the pastry nearly disappearing in his furry paw. “These are perfect. No mess. Two bites, and done.” He demonstrated the yeti way of taking down the rather large croissant in two bites.

Ellie studied hers and then shook her head. “I’m going to need a few more bites than that.”

Chuck bared his fangs in a wide grin.

She took a quick bite and leaned back in her chair. Just the slightest crispiness on the outside, chased by rich buttery flakes and a perfect roll of eggs and Swiss cheese in the middle. And good Swiss, the kind with a little funk to it and a lot of creaminess. She had to agree with Chuck’s appraisal, except for the two-bite part.

Cole, on the other hand, managed to fit about a third of the croissant into his mouth. Ellie didn’t realize this until she caught the yeti’s wide-eyed expression and turned to see what was happening.

Roman appeared through the back door of the conference room at the same time Cole realized what a terrible idea stuffing that much croissant into his face at once was. Cole inhaled, sucking up who knows how many flakes of pastry, and then broke down into a violent coughing fit.

“Is he well?” Roman asked, stepping up to the podium near the projector screen.

Cole threw a thumbs-up while he continued to cough and chew, finally making it through his “single bite” of croissant. “So good.” His voice sounded raspy after the coughing.

Ellie sighed and tossed a napkin at him.

Roman clapped his hands together and swiped a finger across the tablet mounted on the podium. The screen behind him lit up, a simple graphic with the word “itinerary” written at the top. Below it were three bullet points, and each one had Ellie more excited than the last.

•Orientation

•Construction of Railway

•Future Restaurant

“Now, as I am sure everyone is wondering about our plan for orientation today, I will leave you with a few short reminders before we move on.”

What little conversation had continued in the room quieted.

“First, we will have more humans employed for the day shift. I know it can be a strain to keep your true selves concealed for longer stretches during the day, but it will help greatly with masking the accelerated construction of the new railway.”

Hans held up a paw.

After a brief pause, Roman gestured to the slibreg. “Yes?”

“What about those of us who don’t pass for human?”

“Of course.” Roman inclined his head. “Those of you who are of a reasonable size for a human can pretend to be in costume. Generally, the only suspicions raised have been your eye movements, but I believe Nessa has a solution for that with oversized contacts that will mask much of your natural movements. Everything else—the twitch of a whisker, the wrinkling of a nose—can be written off to animatronics in your ‘masks.’”

“Can we make Manfred pretend to be an animatronic again?” Gus asked. “That was the best.”

Roman waited for the laughter to quiet down before responding. “I am sure Manfred and Katinka learned their lesson.”

“Bro,” Gus muttered, and laughter erupted in the conference room again.

A small smile crossed Roman’s face. “The only other concerns I have with the human employees are the cafeteria and HR. Wendy and Capy, we will need to move your desks, or you will need to embrace the use of a veil charm. I leave that up to you.”

“Look like a human for a day?” Wendy frowned, then picked up a napkin and patted her forehead with her trunk. “How thorough are these charms?”

“Thorough enough to give your feet the dexterity of a human hand.” Roman tapped his podium. “I am quite certain it will feel… somewhat odd. But it is either that or stay concealed backstage for at least the next two seasons, until the construction is completed.”

Capy scrunched up her nose. “On one condition. I do my own shopping outside the park. It would be nice to see more of the nearby cities without hiding like it’s the Old Country.”

“Will the charms work for brownies?” Bex asked from her perch on the row of miniature seats fastened to the back wall.

“Indeed.” Roman set his top hat on the podium. “You will likely be as tall as Ellie.”

Bex perked up. “Then we could work other rides on day shift. We wouldn’t have to stay in the mountain all day.”

Shay, a resident mermaid, shifted in her wheelchair. “You could come to the other mountain for a shift. We’d be happy to have you.”

Chuck eyed the table and focused on Roman. “That kind of magic comes with a steep price. What must be paid?”

“It was paid by a debt long ago, my friend.” Roman placed his hands flat on the podium. “It is nothing you need concern yourself with. I paid this debt, but you owe me no favor. The benefit is mine and mine alone, for with these charms I can grow the park, and with these charms, I keep myself protected.”

Goosebumps ran down Ellie’s arms. There were times she could forget the Fae were so different from people, outside of their appearances. But there were other times when it felt as though something cold and ancient had awakened just out of sight.

The moment passed when Chuck lowered his gaze from Roman’s. “You are a generous proprietor, Roman.”

Roman flipped the slide.

The room gasped when an updated park map appeared on the screen. New labels had been added, detailing snack stands and retail shops, and the parade building. But even more exciting was the addition of the train tracks circling the park, not just taking a wide path around the exterior, but actually dipping into some of the lands, where new tunnels and bridges would be added.

“For those of you who were not aware, Capy and Wendy have been estimating the fastest construction times that would be believable to the humans.” He focused on Capy. “Have you determined how large a crew would be needed to complete the project by the summer?”

Capy nodded. “Twenty, with the right equipment. The equipment isn’t the only consideration. Installing iron rails across the entire park could prove… problematic.”

“Indeed. A slip and fall could be disastrous to a highly sensitive Fae. Have you discovered a solution?”

Wendy waved her trunk. “We have. Titanium rails, anchors, and braces. The train itself will still have a large composition of iron, but that will be easy enough to protect with layers of paint, resurfacing, and rubber guards that will double as child protection on sharp corners.”

“There are also ballastless rails we may be able to utilize in some areas of the park.” Capy pulled a small model out of her bag. “The rails are sunk into another medium, like concrete. Combined with titanium rails, it makes a good measure against tripping hazards.”

Roman inclined his head. “Excellent work, both of you. Capy, form three LLCs. Purchase the equipment we need and afterwards sell the LLCs to an interested party. Or perhaps maintain one as a repair service so we need not employ a human company moving forward.”

Capy nodded.

“Now, for the news very few of you have heard whispers about.” Another slide replaced the map.

Confusion and excitement raced around the room. There were only three words on the slide: Swamp to table.

“Our new restaurant. With a little guidance from Mateo and Valentina, as well as some help from Hans and Franzi, the park will soon offer some of the best New Orleans food outside the city itself. From jambalaya and gumbo to boudin and muffulettas.”

While a handful of Fae asked what boudin was, the rest applauded with enthusiasm. The park needed a new full-service restaurant. As the attendance grew, Titania’s Table and Odin’s Hall weren’t large enough to handle everyone who wanted a nice sit-down meal during the dinner rush.

Ellie squeezed Cole’s thigh and grinned at him. “New food!”

He grinned back. “I can’t wait!”
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After the excitement of Roman’s announcements, it was time to get orientation rolling. Usually, when new employees were Fae, they were all lumped into a conference room and shown a remarkably old safety video.

Since there were humans in the latest group of cast members, Capy had planned out a much more nuanced approach. The group meeting wouldn’t happen until the end of first shift, and the employees would be escorted off the property no later than an hour before second shift began.

That meant Ellie had just one new employee, Dipa Patel, to take care of, but she needed to be quite thorough with her introduction. She scrolled through Dipa’s resume as she wandered through Dark Forest, taking note of the various theme parks Dipa had worked at over the past twelve years. The woman had certainly had a storied career, and Ellie couldn’t wait to hear more about it.

She muttered to herself as she went over the plan for the day again, passing through Merrows Lagoon. “Nessa already covered the tour of the new locker room facilities. The new entrance, just for that section, was a smart move, just in case someone doesn’t have their new charm active. So, backstage tour. Parade building, backstage at Gowrow’s Cave—now, that’s a fun one. Lunch, and then some hands-on training. Easy. No reason to be nervous at all.”

“Are you feeling that nervous?”

Ellie almost screeched at Roman’s calm voice in her ear. She shivered and scowled at the owner of the Theme Park at the End of the World. “Must you?”

“It is a source of amusement, I admit.” A hint of a smile crossed his lips. “You will do fine today, Ellie. You trust your coworkers, do you not?”

“Of course I do.” Her shoe scraped on the path leading to the Grand Theater.

“They trust in you as well, Ellie. More humans on staff may be trying at times, but it’s only for a single shift each day while the construction continues.”

Ellie glanced down at Dipa’s credentials again. “What if they do really well, though? Have you thought about having more humans on staff year-round?”

“Let us see if we survive having more humans on staff for a few months. Then we can discuss the chances of success in employing more humans.”

“Roman, what should we do about lunch today? Did you have a specific meal you’d prefer for the new hires?”

“Not at all. Allow them to choose. They are welcome to try anything, from the employee cafeteria to Titania’s Table.” He lifted a pocket watch from his belt and studied it for a moment. “It is nearly time for the gates to open. Go, welcome the newcomers into our ranks.”

Between one step and the next, Roman was gone. Ellie wasn’t exactly sure what the old Fae did. If it was a magic trick, misdirection, or something entirely different. On the other hand, she was quite sure he wasn’t Batman.
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Ellie found the new hires gathered in front of the Grand Theater. Two of them were being escorted away by their trainer: an older man with silver hair and a warm smile, and a much younger man who might have been seventeen at the most.

It didn’t take any guessing to know who Dipa was. Even in khaki shorts and a blue-collared shirt, she oozed a kind of grace Ellie had only seen in dancers and character actors. There was a flow to her stride and a kindness in her light-brown eyes. The simple motion of raising her hand in greeting belied years of practice and precision.

After tripping over her own feet and stumbling a bit, Ellie caught herself on a retaining wall. She didn’t miss the brief flash of eyes that appeared in the stone. Mundi, one of the resident golems, was most likely checking up on whoever had just fallen onto his head, but as soon as she’d seen his gaze, the eyes vanished once more.

“I’m fine.” To the casual observer, one might have thought Ellie was speaking to Dipa directly, but she’d actually spoken for Mundi’s benefit.

“You must be Ellie.” Dipa cast her a radiant smile. “It’s wonderful to meet you.”

She knew Dipa had been a character actor at her last job, but the easy sincerity—the believable sincerity—caught her off guard. “I am! And you must be Dipa. It’s great to meet you. Your resume really made an impression.”

Dipa brushed a lock of black hair over her shoulder. “What can I say? I love working in entertainment. There are a few things that weren’t on my resume if you’d like to hear about them sometime.”

“Oh? Like what?”

“Nothing important, of course. But I did work as a technician for a traveling circus for a few years. Family business. You know how that goes.”

“No, not particularly.” Ellie paused, then flashed her a smile, not meaning to be quite so open in the moment.

Dipa hesitated. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to touch on any sore subjects.”

Ellie waved the thought away. “Oh, it’s fine, really. I’m just very much not related to anyone here. But if I’m being honest, they do feel like a family.”

“Now that’s the kind of endorsement I love to hear. Tell me more.”

Ellie unlocked her phone and double-checked the agenda one more time. “I’ll do better than that. Let me show you around and get your orientation underway. How was the safety video?”

“A bit odd. It felt like something out of the late 1800s. All black and white and grainy film? But I saw Roman in there, and some of the rides, of course, so it was obviously an artistic choice, but still, odd.”

Ellie hid a laugh behind a cough. The park’s safety videos honestly wouldn’t have looked out of place in a Victorian-era silent film. Maybe she should talk to Capy about getting those updated?

She slipped her phone into her pocket. “Well, you’ve seen the locker rooms and the Grand Theater, which we’ll get back to later. Let me take you backstage to the parade building.”

They set out down the short path to the main walkway and turned toward Titania’s Table.

“I do enjoy a good theme park parade.” Dipa smiled at the restaurant as they circled it to the west. “I love the castle here. It’s so small! So much charm.”

“Most of it’s modeled off an old tavern in Ireland,” Ellie said. “Did you know that? Some of the stone was imported, and the barrels out front are authentic, too.”

“If it wasn’t in the training videos, I probably wouldn’t know. The park is really new to me, Ellie. I’d seen some pictures, and watched Taters’ Rides and Guides, but—”

“You watch the Taters!” Ellie couldn’t hide her excitement.

And Dipa couldn’t hide her amusement. “I do! I take it you’re a fan?”

“Don’t tell them, but I’m a huge fan.”

Dipa gave a slow nod as they continued around to the path into Dark Forest. “You’re their inside source for the park, aren’t you?”

Ellie released something between a snort and a laugh. “Well, I don’t think anyone would be surprised by that.”

“I guess they have one at every park, don’t they?” Dipa smiled. “Maybe not every park, but you know what I mean. Some of their guesses on what’s coming up in the season, or new ride theories, are a little too on the mark.”

“It really makes me want to get down to Florida. Some of the new rides in the big parks? They look so amazing.”

Dipa flashed a wide grin. “You know, a lot of my friends in Florida want to visit this park. Did you see the view count on the Taters’ Dark Park video?”

“Good?”

“Pfff, I’d say so. Last I saw, it was over 600,000.”

Ellie rubbed her hands together. Those were the kinds of numbers that meant Roman would never say no to another media day.

“That’s quite an evil grin you have there.” Dipa raised an eyebrow.

“Oh, it wasn’t about you.” Ellie led her through the back gates as the forest opened around them, Dipa laughing behind her.


Chapter 2


The parade building didn’t look like much from the outside. If it wasn’t for the sheer size, it could have been mistaken for a tent, but it was far too sturdy for that. Ellie watched as her trainee walked into the building proper.

Dipa’s steps slowed. A small frown crossed her lips as she slowly turned her head, taking in the full expanse of the parade building. New floats for the upcoming holiday parade lined the front section. It wouldn’t be nearly as large as the Mardi Gras parade, having only five floats, but they were impressive, nonetheless.

“Ellie.” Dipa glanced at her. “These are beautiful. I’ve seen the videos, but it’s something else to see them in person.” She stepped closer to the Yule float, which bore a massive evergreen tree decorated with electric candles, pinecones, and various wooden ornaments. A large Yule wreath adorned the front of the float, with mistletoe draped along the sides. Dipa paused the wreath and pointed up.

“What’s with the derpy cat?”

Ellie snorted a laugh. “The Yule Cat. He’s, uh, kind of a dark but hilarious myth from Iceland.”

“Don’t let him hear that.”

Ellie turned toward a familiar voice but found a man she didn’t recognize. Bright blue eyes rested below a shock of pure white hair crowning his head. She was a little perplexed by the white eyebrows and sharp cheekbones until she caught sight of the name tag. Roman must have already distributed some of the charms for the Fae.

“Hi, Chuck!”

The yeti acknowledged Ellie’s greeting with a wave. Not the wave of a clawed hand, but just the boring old hand of a human. “Ellie. Do you like the new uniform?”

Ellie raised an eyebrow and stealthily hooked her thumb at the new hire, so she didn’t have to figure out a way to compliment Chuck’s human look without sounding unhinged. “This is Dipa. She’s here for orientation today.”

Dipa extended her arm and exchanged a brief handshake with Chuck. “Quite a grip you have there, Chuck. It’s nice to meet you.”

“Oh, apologies. I’ve been working on my stilts a bit too long, I suppose. Tinkering builds up an overbearing grip, I’m afraid.”

It was a ridiculous excuse for having a crushing grip, but it amused Ellie.

Dipa’s smile brightened. “A stilt walker, eh?”

Chuck grinned, and it was so odd not to see the flash of fangs in his normally furry face. “Just getting some practice in before the overlay on the Bobsled this winter.”

“Hopefully, it’ll be a little more family friendly than the, umm, after-hours overlay?” Ellie pursed her lips.

His laughter filled the parade building. “Yes, yes, much friendlier. Although I suppose we could make the Krampusnacht float darker. But I won’t be chasing our guests with bloody claws this season.”

“Oh, oh!” Dipa shook her finger at Chuck, somehow making even that small gesture look graceful. “That was you in the Dark Park house, wasn’t it? I saw the Taters’ vlog. You were amazing.”

Chuck bowed. “I will gladly accept your praise.” He offered a lopsided smile. “I must be off. Capy asked for some assistance selecting balloons for the event. Wants to be sure the colors don’t clash, and she doesn’t trust the descriptions in the catalogs. I hope to see you again, Dipa. You’re in good hands with Ellie.”

After one more—obviously measured—handshake, he headed off toward the rear of the parade building, likely in search of Capy.

“A Krampusnacht float? Like the German tradition?”

“Yep! I mean, sure, it’s Christmas and Hanukkah this time of year, but I love seeing other holidays and traditions incorporated into the park, too. Roman wants there to be something for everyone who comes here. Or at least something new that piques their interest.”

“I love that, Ellie. I really love that.” Dipa gestured toward the back of the parade building. “What are all of those?”

“Mardi Gras floats! You’ll see them next spring, all lit up. You know, assuming you want to stick around.”

“I doubt that’s up to me, Ellie. I was floored when I saw the hourly pay the park offered. It’s… unusually high.”

“I’ll let Capy know to give everyone a pay cut.”

Dipa laughed. “Ah, so that’s how the humor is around here, is it?”

“For some of us. Sarcasm doesn’t work on the higher-ups, though. No sense.”

“No sense of humor?”

Ellie cast her a small smile. “Sure.”
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With the short tour of the parade building done, Ellie led the way back into Dark Forest. She turned down a narrow walkway that took them through darker parts of the forest and ended at one of the employee entrances of Gowrow’s Cave.

Ellie patted her pockets, hunting down her ID card to unlock the door.

“Do you think there will be a lot of ride overlays for Holidays at the End of the World this year?” Dipa asked.

“I do.” Ellie swiped her card and opened the door. “We already had some meetings to plan a couple of them, but Roman likes to keep some a surprise.”

Dipa waited a beat. “And? You’re not going to give me a hint, are you?”

“Nope.” Ellie grinned and led the way into the dark hall. “See the LED lights along the floor?”

“I do.”

“Good. I know they look a little dim because we were just out in the sun. You can use these to navigate backstage at any of our dark rides. The Mine, Treasure of Troll Peaks, all of them.”

Ellie headed down the sloping path and into a room that hadn’t existed when she’d first started at the park. Roman had carved it out with his magic to fool an inspector, and instead of sealing it back up, it soon became a convenient maintenance room.

“What is this?” Dipa asked.

“Just wait.”

Half a minute later, the roar of a coaster racing down the tracks filled the room. It swooped through a sharp curve before hitting the airtime hill a few feet away, the train’s lights illuminating the broken track where it jumped from one side to the other.

Happy screams echoed around them as the train thundered past and the lights brightened on the enormous gowrow animatronic waiting beyond. Dipa gasped as the full scale of the beast was revealed, its tail nearly touching the tracks as its head tracked the coaster train into another sharp turn before vanishing.

The entire scene started to reset as the lights faded.

“What a view.” Dipa shook her head, a wide smile on her face.

Ellie wondered what she’d think if she found out the real illusion was the solid track, and the coaster did, in fact, jump the gap.

“Come on, let me show you how to get to the station and the locker rooms. This is going to be the first roller coaster you train on, and I wanted you to see some of the inner workings.”

“Lead on!”

Ellie did, following the path under the tracks until they reached a short spiral staircase on the far side. The stairs hadn’t been installed until after Roman’s encounter with the inspectors. Ellie wondered whether those inspectors would be confused if they ever returned to Gowrow’s Cave. They hadn’t been caught off guard by any more surprise inspections, but tensions always ran high when the state inspectors came for their annual checks.

There was a ramp ahead as well, but the staircase made the trip a little shorter. They walked into the next hall just before another train roared into the gowrow scene. The screams and lights faded behind them, leaving only the ambient strips on the floor to see by.

Two sharp corners hid a much brighter light as Ellie picked up her pace, exiting into the hall between the locker rooms.

“So, this is where the other employee door brings you. And down the other hall is the server room. It’s not as bulky as The Mine, but don’t get in there without Nessa. She’s our IT guru for good reason.” Ellie turned to the last remaining hall. “And this is our path to the station. Follow me!”

The noise on the platform grew steadily as they approached the light. Ellie stepped out of the tunnel off to the side of the control panel, surprised to find Megumi working the station while Kevin raised his arm and gave a thumbs-up for an all-clear.

She supposed it made sense for Kevin to switch between rides for orientation day. He was one of the best ride ops they had, and if Roman wanted the new hires to start off with good habits, there was no better role model than Kevin.

After Megumi dispatched the train, Ellie approached her. “How’s orientation going?”

Megumi smiled and waved in greeting. “You’re our first test subjects, so you’ll have to tell me.” She leaned out of the booth as the next train entered the station. “Kevin, the help’s here!”

He gave a casual salute and waited for the train to stop before crossing the station. “Hey, Ellie!” He paused as he reached them. “Oh, you must be Dipa.”

“I am, but why do you say that?” she asked.

“You look graceful in khakis. No one looks graceful in khakis.”

Dipa laughed and waved Kevin’s comment away.

“Ready to check some restraints? I hear you already have quite a bit of experience, so this should be simple enough.”

She glanced at Ellie.

“Please, go right ahead.” Ellie smiled. “He’s your boss until lunch.”

Dipa followed Kevin over to the train as the riders finished exiting. Ellie watched as he showed Dipa how to sort the guests, pointing out the seats for larger guests as he went.

She turned her attention to Megumi. “You escaped Hans and Franzi for the morning?”

“Almost.” A small laugh passed her lips. “I was in the kitchen at 6:00a.m. today.”

“Didn’t you work third shift last night?”

Megumi groaned. “Don’t remind me. I was excited to work on some new dishes. I didn’t think too hard about the schedule.”

She couldn’t quite stop a chuckle as Megumi started muttering. “Orientation should keep
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