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      Emma’s boss has sent her to a conference. All expenses paid. How great is that? It was great until her mother’s best friends show up as attendees to make sure she doesn’t get herself into any trouble. What? It’s not like that’s their only mission. The conference is at a casino and they love their slots. Not to mention they love the keynote speaker. It was great until a mysterious shady man shows up, harassing the keynote speaker and another author. That shouldn’t really involve Emma. And it doesn’t. Until a trip to the swimming pool turns up a dead body.

      

      Of course, wouldn’t you know it, the detective in charge is Detective McHottie. And he’s got his eye on a suspect. Luckily, this time, it’s not Emma. Unfortunately, it’s a new author that Emma’s become quite a fan of. Not to mention, Emma’s convinced this debuting author did not kill the dead guy in the pool.

      

      Emma’s got her hands full, what with her mom’s best friends always on her heels, a killer on the loose, and of course, trying to keep out of Detective McHottie’s way. And thoroughly failing.
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      “You are the only woman in the entire world who’d complain about having two hot guys vying for her attention.”

      I wasn’t looking at the phone, where my best friend’s face was displayed even though she was all the way on the other side of the world, but I heard an eyeroll in the tone of her voice.

      “Nobody’s vying for my attention,” I sighed. “Except for Lola, but she’s just freaking out because she can tell I’m packing to go someplace.” Just then, my beloved Maltese was doing everything but backflips to get me to look her way. I reached down and gave her a quick pet before folding my bathing suit. Maybe I’d get to use it during the conference.

      The odds weren’t in my favor, but I could dream.

      “They’re both interested in you, which is practically the same thing. And rather than sitting back and sipping a glass of wine and reveling in your ridiculous luck, you’re complaining and worrying and making me wish I was there so I could strangle you.”

      It wasn’t like Raina to take that sort of tone, which told me things with the sexy hunk she’d met on her latest work trip weren’t going well. Note to self: don’t ask about Perfect Paolo.

      I lifted the phone from its nest on my mess of a bed, t-shirts and dresses and skirts galore. Raina was six hours ahead of me, meaning it was pretty late there.

      For me. Not for her. Raina wasn’t part of the jammies-and-ice-cream-at-nine club, the way I was. Especially not while in Rome, where people ate dinner at, like, ten o’clock and then enjoyed a gelato while walking cobblestone streets and swimming in fountains.

      Clearly, I had never been to Italy.

      She looked like a million bucks, as always, her long hair pulled into a sleek topknot, a black shift dress skimming her curves. But she looked unhappy, which made me unhappy.

      “What is it?” I asked, sitting on the bed. Lola jumped up next to me, jealous as always that I was talking to anybody but her.

      Raina’s sad little frown made me regret fretting over which of the two men marginally in my life was the one I should pay attention to. Joe, the hot detective who happened to have strong, comforting arms. Deke, the millionaire photographer who drove me crazy but sure knew how to kiss.

      When I stepped outside myself for a minute and looked at it from her perspective, I wanted to strangle myself.

      She shrugged, looking away from the screen. “Paolo ghosted me. And yes, I know we were only hanging out for a week, but still.”

      The thing was, Raina gave off the image of a girl on top of the world. Nothing could touch her. When she entered a room, people stopped talking. Moving. Maybe even breathing.

      That was who she was on the outside. Inside? She was soft. Gentle. Easily hurt. People might’ve assumed she was too cool for school, but people would’ve been wrong.

      This was the second such disappointment she’d faced in the last few weeks. Nate Patterson, whose bed and breakfast was on the verge of opening in mere days, was too busy to pursue a relationship. Raina had practically drooled over him as a kid and still had a thing for him, but it just wasn’t the right time. And now, this.

      “I’m sorry, babe,” I sighed. “You’re the total package. He’s an idiot and I hate him and now he’s Pitiful Paolo. That’s his name.”

      She tried not to giggle, but she failed. “That works.”

      “And he’s pathetic, too, because he’s too stupid to see that he needs to lock you down, stat. You’re the sort of girl who comes along once in a lifetime.”

      “You’re just saying that because you’re my friend.”

      “Hey. I’d straight-up marry you if we both felt so inclined. You know that.”

      “I wish I were home,” she admitted with a frown.

      “You’ll be back by Sunday, right? My conference ends on Monday. Maybe we can get together next week and you can give me all the presents you bought me.” I crossed the fingers of my free hand for her to see.

      She sounded a lot more like herself when she burst out laughing. “Gee, how’d you know?”

      “You bought me something?” I gasped, astonished.

      “Maybe,” she winked. “Yeah, let’s get together. Now I have something to look forward to. Meanwhile, you get to hang out with a bunch of famous writers this weekend. You’ll be too cool for me by the time I get back home.”

      “Oh, right.” I snickered, rolling my eyes. “Too cool. That totally sounds like me.”

      “Hey, you get to rub elbows with lots of popular writers. Who knows who you’ll get to meet and become best friends with and completely forget me over?” She got a little wistful toward the end, poor thing.

      “I highly doubt that,” I sighed. “Besides, I’m not there to make friends. I’m there to attend the food writing sessions.”

      “You already know how to write, God knows.”

      “That sounded like a compliment, so I’ll take it as one.”

      “You know it was,” she chided, wagging a finger at me. “And listen. Don’t discount getting out there and meeting people. It’s called networking.”

      “Oh, is that what it’s called? I thought networking had something to do with computers.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Ha, ha.”

      “You know I’m no good at that sort of thing. You’re much better at it than I am.” I winked. “Maybe I should be the one in Rome, while you go to this conference for me.”

      “You’re good at it!”

      “I am not. I get all flustered and end up saying the wrong things. I sound like an idiot.”

      “Networking is nothing more than making friends with people. Believe me,” she added when I blew a frustrated sigh through pursed lips. “People can smell it a mile away when somebody’s approaching them just because they want something from them. Nobody wants to have anything to do with somebody like that—in business, or anywhere else.”

      “See, that’s the sort of networking that sets my teeth on edge. It’s slimy and gross.”

      “It doesn’t have to be! All you have to do is be friendly. That’s what people respond to. And I know you can do that. You’re better at it than anybody I know. You always find a way to connect with people. Maybe it comes from working in the café since you were old enough to stir batter.”

      I couldn’t argue with that. “That’s true. If I could learn how to manage the kooks who come into Mom’s café such a young age, I guess I can handle anybody.”

      “That’s all it is. Just get to know people. Ask them questions. We both know you’re good at that, too,” she said. “Maybe you owe a lot more to unpaid child labor than you originally thought. Working in a town where everybody knows everybody else’s business taught you all sorts of things.”

      “If you were implying that I’m nosy, you’re lucky you’re on the other side of the world.”

      “Nah. Just good at teasing things out of people that they wouldn’t ordinarily share. You’ll crush it this weekend.” Then, she frowned. “Geez, is it that late already? I have to go. I have dinner plans.” I was right about that, at least. People really did eat super late over there.

      “Enjoy. Eat some pasta for me.”

      She giggled, and it was good to hear. “Please. Like I have a choice. Ciao, bella.”

      “How cosmopolitan,” I swooned before ending the call. Funny, how empty the room could seem even though she hadn’t actually been in the room with me.

      I left the phone on the bed, sighing as I looked down at my dog. “Let’s hope things turn around for Auntie Raina soon,” I murmured, crossing my fingers.

      I then reminded myself that I was talking to a dog who had no fingers to cross and who had absolutely no idea what I was talking about. As far as she was concerned, I was just moving my mouth and making noises.

      Unless I said the word treat, in which case she knew exactly what I meant.

      Which reminded me, I had to pack those in her little travel backpack. Not that she wore a backpack, because that would be ridiculous unless they made them in her size which would be adorable. “Now, you’d better be a good girl this weekend. Aunt Darcy is being very nice, agreeing to watch over you.”

      Lola cocked her head to the side, which always completely undid me. Like, did she know how painfully cute she was?

      “Why can’t you stay with Grandmom? Good question. Because she never stops shoving doggy treats down your throat—or regular people treats, which is even worse—and I’m afraid you’re going to blow up like a balloon. Pretty soon, your little belly will be touching the floor. And it’s my job to keep you healthy, right?”

      She lay down on the bed, her chin on her paws, while dark puppy eyes stared up at me.

      I shrugged. “Well, you don’t have to like it. I’m the mommy, and I make the rules—but it’s only for your own good. You’ll understand one day.” I shook my head at myself. “No, she won’t, Emma. Because she is a dog.”

      Though sometimes I would’ve sworn on a stack of Bibles that she wasn’t.

      A glance at the clock told me I had to get moving. The conference was only right up the road in Paradise City, no more than a half-hour drive, but I wanted to have time to settle into my room and register with the rest of the early birds. Maybe I would have time to follow Raina’s advice and introduce myself to a few people.

      The next morning would kick off three days of nonstop sessions, speeches, and opportunities to meet authors from all genres of both fiction and nonfiction writing. “I’d better remember my tote bag,” I said, patting Lola on the head as I crossed the room and fished in my closet for the bag in question.

      After all, there was supposed to be a ton of swag available. Free books, pens, mugs. I was never one to give up free swag. Especially books.

      And if I didn’t read them, my sister certainly would. She was always on the lookout for new authors whose work she could sell in her store.

      “Even though she’s doing this for free, there’s no such thing as free pet sitting,” I informed my dog, who watched me with her usual curious expression. “But I think paying in books I didn’t actually pay for is probably the easiest I would get off. Do you think?”

      No, she didn’t think. Because she was just a dog.
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      “Careful using the t-word,” I murmured, one eye on Lola. She was already settled into her bed, cozy behind the counter where my sister spent much of her days.

      “T-word?” Darcy asked, frowning. “What the heck is that?”

      “T-r-e-a-t-s,” I hissed, still keeping the dog in my periphery.

      “Why can’t you say it out loud?” she wondered, glancing down at the dog. “What, does she go ballistic?”

      “A little. She might be small, but she’s dangerous. Especially when she’s well-rested. I’m warning you.”

      “Gee. A twelve-pound dog, going ballistic over a word. I wouldn’t want to run the risk of that happening.” Darcy rolled her eyes. “I swear, you’re way too into this dog. Unless you’re gonna tell me she’ll hold a gun to my head and demand one, I find it difficult to take this seriously.”

      “Oh? Okay.” I looked from her to the pooch in question, who at the moment was resting in a cute little furry ball with her eyes closed. The very picture of canine contentment.

      Not for long. I cleared my throat before saying the word in question in little more than a whisper. “Treat.”

      Just like that, Lola was airborne. She started spinning in circles, panting, then jumping up and down and letting out little yips.

      I looked at my sister.

      My sister looked at me. “Gotcha.”

      “And once you get her all excited like that, she won’t stop until she gets one.” Sure enough, Lola was still spinning. I was afraid she’d get dizzy and run face-first into one of the shelves behind the counter. “Better give her one and get it over with.”

      “This is your fault,” Darcy chided, fishing a small bone out of the bag. “You made her this way.”

      “I didn’t. I swear.” We watched as Lola tossed the treat around, pouncing on it before tossing it again. “She likes to play with her treats before she eats them. She’s showing them who’s boss. Either that, or she thinks this is entertaining for us.”

      “You are too strange.” I had the feeling Darcy was talking to me and not to the dog. “Okay, I’ve learned my lesson. Anything else I need to know?”

      “Yeah. Make sure Mom doesn’t sneak muffins over for her. She pooped blueberry for two days the last time she was next door. I thought she was possessed or at least extremely sick until Mom fessed up.”

      Darcy snorted. “Mom? Overdo things? Never.”

      “Not our mother.”

      “Now, now.” A familiar voice called out from behind me. Darcy hadn’t mentioned our Aunt Nell was there in the store. “I don’t like hearing you tease your mom, especially when she’s not here to defend herself.”

      I turned to find her shaking her finger at me. As usual, she was dressed like a southern belle who’d accidentally made a wrong turn and ended up in New Jersey. Gauzy white blouse, floaty pink skirt. Still, I had to give her points for finding the style she liked and sticking with it.

      Her red bob swung around her face as she shook her head. “You girls tease her too much.”

      “Come on, Auntie Nell,” Darcy grinned. “You can’t pretend she doesn’t go overboard sometimes. She fed Lola blueberry muffins until she pooped blue for two days.”

      “And it’s not like the dog can steal them herself.” I glanced down at Lola. “Though I wouldn’t put it past you.”

      “Just the same. She has a good heart.”

      “Nobody’s arguing that.” I took a look at the book she was holding and had to wonder why she perused the bookstore when she had an entire library at her disposal. “What’s that?”

      “The newest Deidre Price novel,” she grinned. “I’ve been waiting to get my hands on this.”

      “The Darkest Night,” Darcy murmured, nodding. “It’s been flying off the shelves.”

      “I wanted a copy of my own,” Nell explained. “She’s one of the only authors whose work I keep on my shelves at home.”

      “Isn’t she gonna be at the conference you’re going to?” Darcy asked me.

      “Mm-hmm. She’s the keynote speaker. And I think she’s having a big signing tonight, before the actual event starts tomorrow.” I elbowed Nell playfully. “What do you say? I could take that with me and have her sign it for you.”

      I couldn’t believe it when Nell shook her head. “No, I don’t think so. I’ve been looking forward to digging into it.”

      Darcy shrugged when I caught her eye as she rang up the purchase. “Enjoy it!”

      “I will, if her other books are any indication. I just can’t imagine how an author has the time to release such great work, and so prolifically. Maybe you can ask her that at the conference,” Nell suggested as she slid the book into her shoulder bag.

      I giggled. “Sure. Like she won’t be mobbed all weekend long.”

      Nell fixed me with a pointed stare. “Now. I want you to take no chances this weekend. Don’t get yourself into trouble.”

      This again? It was all I could do not to roll my eyes and slump over the counter. “Come on. Not you, too.”

      “Yes. Me, too.” Nell looked stern, as only somebody who’d known me my entire life could look. “Don’t pretend you don’t have a talent for getting yourself into sticky situations.”

      “It’s an innocent writer’s conference.”

      “Yes, and you took an innocent weekend trip with your best girlfriend last month, and look how that turned out. Not to mention the opening of that resort.”

      “I guess it doesn’t matter that I travel for work all the time and nothing normally happens,” I sighed, looking up at the ceiling.

      “Just the same, young lady. Your sainted mother—you know, the woman you were just joking about—worries herself sick over you. You owe it to her to be careful.”

      Then, to my surprise, a twinkle came to her eye. “But if you have to get in trouble, be sure to call that gorgeous detective friend of yours. I doubt Sylvia would have a problem with the two of you spending more time together.”

      I blushed, even though I had no reason to. “Joe’s married to his job,” I informed her. Though in the back of my mind, all that did was remind me of him losing his wife. Poor guy. And poor girl. I guessed if my spouse was killed by a hit-and-run driver, I’d throw myself into work, too.

      “Only because the right girl hasn’t come along.”

      “I think you and Mom are two peas in a pod.” And that wasn’t necessarily a compliment. I hadn’t told anybody about Joe’s life, because it wasn’t my story to tell. Besides, my romance-fixated mother would probably keel over if I told her Joe wasn’t only a hot detective, but a hot detective with a tragic past.

      Either that, or she’d start picking out names for our children.

      “I’ll leave you ladies now,” Nell announced, swanning her way toward the door. “See you soon.”

      “See you soon?” Darcy muttered once the door closed behind Mom’s best friend. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “I gave up trying to understand most of the people in this town a long time ago,” I whispered. “Anyway, I’d better get going, too. If I’m quick enough, I might get a decent spot in line for the book signing.”

      To my surprise, Darcy’s nose wrinkled. “I don’t know if I’d spend my time, if it were me.”

      “I thought you were a fan! And her books sell like crazy, you just said it yourself.”

      “I know. I was a fan. But it seems to me her work has gone downhill, to be honest, especially the last couple of books. I wasn’t about to say that in front of Nell. She’d still be here, arguing with me.”

      “I don’t read enough of her to know either way,” I confessed, picking up a copy of the newest release. “But maybe I’ll pick this up and have her sign it and give it to Nell as a gift. We can exchange copies.”

      “You’re too thoughtful.” She rang me up, since she couldn’t exactly afford to give her inventory away for free, even to a family member. And she was watching the dog for free, too.

      Or, for free books. But still.

      “I guess I should head out.” I blew out a sigh.

      “What’s the matter? You’re dragging your feet.” Darcy’s eyes—the shade of blue I always wished mine were—narrowed. “Come on. You can’t fool your big sister.”

      “I don’t know. I have a funny feeling.” I pressed a fist against my stomach. “Right here. I can’t put my finger on what it’s all about, but I can’t shake it, either.”

      She tapped a finger to her chin. “Hmm. I think that’s a good thing.”

      “A good thing?”

      “Sure. You usually waltz into situations thinking nothing could possibly go wrong. And something usually does. Now, if you’re feeling negative, that probably means everything’s gonna be just great. Maybe you swing next door and tell Mom before you drive off, just to make her feel better.”

      “Hilarious,” I groaned. “Okay. I’d better go. Lola, come say bye.” I crouched, patting my thighs. “Give me a kiss.”

      Lola was unimpressed, gazing up at me from the comfort of her doggie bed.

      “Ouch,” I muttered, shaking my head. “You sure know how to make a girl remember her place in the world.”
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      The conference was being held in a sprawling hotel which was also home to a casino, several restaurants, and a few stores. One of the last holdouts from the time when Paradise City was a powerhouse of gambling and the casinos were a staple of the local economy.

      It was also big enough to hold hundreds and hundreds of writers, editors, agents and the lucky fans who’d managed to snag tickets to meet their favorites. By the time I arrived at the hotel, two hours before early bird registration was due to start, it was already a madhouse.

      So much for the early bird getting the worm.

      I wheeled my suitcase behind me, reminding myself of what Raina had explained. It’s just a matter of being friendly. This was my mantra the whole way through the cavernous lobby, whose marble and wood surfaces didn’t do a darned thing to absorb the sound of hundreds of excited convention goers. Not to mention the excitement, bells and whistles and conversation in the casino just beyond.

      I should’ve packed earplugs.

      “This is my fifth convention so far this year,” the woman in front of me gushed to the woman in front of her while we waited to check in at the front desk.

      “Wow, five?” I asked before I could stop myself. “Doesn’t it get repetitive?”

      Wrong question. The woman’s forehead creased a million times as she frowned my way. “No.” Like I’d just suggested she walk across hot coals or drown a puppy.

      “Oh. Okay.” Strike one. Better to keep my mouth closed. I wasn’t even part of that conversation, but I’d jumped in like I was. Just trying to be friendly, the way I was told. It wasn’t the sort of thing that could be forced.

      There was a tap on my shoulder, and I was almost sure the finger that did it belonged to somebody who wanted to tell me to mind my own business. Maybe they’d been to six or seven such conferences and were ready to educate me on the ins and outs and how it most definitely did not get repetitive.

      Instead, the girl was smiling. I realized then that most of the people waiting to check into the hotel before checking into the conference were female.

      “I think five sounds repetitive, too,” she whispered. “But I wouldn’t have the guts to say it out loud, especially if I didn’t know who I was talking to. Unless you did know.”

      “I didn’t,” I admitted, wincing. What if I’d just insulted somebody important? She might’ve been the almighty Deidre Price, for all I knew, or somebody equally as famous.

      “Ah, well, I’m sure it’ll be okay.” She stuck out a hand. “Georgia Steel.”

      “Emma Harmon.” I shook her hand but couldn’t help wondering. “I’m sorry, but my curiosity is killing me…”

      “Yes, it’s my real name. Honest. Wanna see my driver’s license?” She was halfway toward pulling out her wallet before I burst out laughing.

      “No! No, I believe you. That’s a terrific name. It belongs on the front cover of a book.”

      “Well, now that you mention it, I published my first book last month.”

      “Really? How cool! So is this your first conference as an author?”

      She nodded, her eyes wide. Nice, soft brown eyes. I always noticed those first. Hers were eyes belonging to somebody with a warm heart. And who happened to be nervous as all get-out. “I’m worried I’ll leave here without anybody knowing my name,” she confessed.

      “Do you have a table or booth reserved?”

      “Sure. But that doesn’t mean anybody will come by.”

      “I’ll come by. I’ll make sure people know your name.” I winked before turning toward the desk, where it was my turn to be checked in.

      It hit me that I’d just promised something I had no idea how I’d live up to. Or whether it was worth living up to that promise. I hadn’t read a word this girl wrote, but I was already her hype woman.

      Was that what Raina meant? I tended to take people under my wing when they needed somebody. It was true for Robbie Klein. It was true for Nate Patterson. Was Georgia Steel my new cause? I tapped my bank card against the countertop, frustrated with myself for falling into old patterns.

      “Sorry,” the kid behind the desk grimaced, taking my frustration as a sign that I was frustrated with him. “Our system’s overburdened right now. All these check-ins at once.”

      “Don’t even worry about it,” I assured him with as kind a smile as I could. “My head’s all over the place. Take all the time you need.”

      “Thanks.” He couldn’t have been more than sixteen, in a shirt that was too big at the collar and cuffs. This was probably a summer job. “Could you tell the rest of the people in line to give us a break?”

      I had to laugh, though I was careful to keep it gentle. “I don’t know if it would do any good, I’m afraid.”

      It wasn’t another few seconds before I heard the sharp whispers behind me. Right away, it was clear the people doing the whispering were in a fight. Even though I couldn’t make out the words, at least not right away, there was no ignoring the urgency.

      Raina was right. I was nosy. Who wouldn’t be in that situation? I had to know what was going on back there. I strained my ears to listen, turning my head ever so slightly in the process.

      “I told you to leave me alone.” That was Georgia, and she wasn’t happy. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

      “Right. I’m sure you don’t.” That was a man, for sure, and he sounded bitter. Snide.

      “I really don’t! And if you don’t stop this, I’m going to report you to the police. I might even get hotel security right now.”

      “I’m a guest at the conference, too, honey,” the man quipped. “And all I have to say is, I wanted to chat with a new author whose face I recognized. That’s all.”

      “Leave me alone.” Georgia sounded like she was on the verge of tears. “Whatever you’re thinking is wrong. You’re wrong. Let it go, okay?”

      “Right. Keep telling yourself that. Maybe I should talk to her, instead. I bet she’d thank me. I bet she’d—”

      I didn’t give him the chance to finish talking about what she’d do, whoever it was he was talking about. “Excuse me,” I said as I turned around. “You’re being rude to this woman, and I’d be happy to ask for security to step in if she won’t do it. I’ve been listening to your whole conversation and would back her up in a heartbeat.”

      He was tall, thin, with a shifty way about him. He wouldn’t stop moving, wouldn’t keep his eyes on me. They kept darting back and forth. “Maybe turn around and pay attention to yourself,” he spat.

      Even from where I stood, I caught a whiff of his breath. It wasn’t pleasant.

      “She asked you to leave her alone.” This time, I raised my voice, and several of the women also waiting in line up and down the length of the front desk turned to see what was going on. “You should do what she asks, sir.”

      He was about to be outnumbered, and he saw it with those shifty, beady eyes of his. Already there were people whispering, murmuring, giving him appraising, disapproving looks while Georgia tucked light brown hair behind her ears and blushed until she looked like a tomato.

      He gave up, but not before giving me probably the filthiest look anybody had ever given me in my whole life. It was the sort of look a person feels in their bones. He wanted me dead. Or at least permanently maimed.

      “Are you okay?” I asked Georgia once he’d disappeared into the crowd. I saw his tan cap bobbing up and down a few times before he vanished.

      She was shaky, and her eyes glistened with tears that hadn’t made it to her cheeks. “Yeah. I’m okay.”

      “Are you sure? We could still get a security guard over here—”

      “No.” The tone of her voice surprised me, going from weak and trembling to strong in less than no time. “No, I’m okay. Really. He’s a bully. I’m not worried about him.”

      Her face told another story. Her chin quivered, her face was still as red as ever.

      “Listen. If you need anything, let me know. Okay? Even if it’s just a buddy to walk with you to the next session. I’ll give you my number.” And I did, and she programmed it into her phone and called me so I could have hers. By the time our little exchange was complete, she was smiling.

      “I owe you something for saving my skin,” she breathed, bending to reach for one of her bags. More like a box on wheels with a handle attached, really. Inside were books, dozens and dozens, all with the same cover.

      “Ooh,” I breathed. It was so pretty; a gorgeous couple in an embrace against a dark blue background that shone like satin. Her name was printed on the bottom.

      “It’s yours,” she offered. “The least I can do after you were so nice.”

      “Are you sure? You’re here to sell these, not give them away.”

      “I can afford to give one away. Don’t even worry about it. I owe you more than that.”

      I was just about to thank her for being so generous when a loud, high-pitched voice stopped me cold. “There she is! And you thought we’d have to look all over the place for her!”

      I almost dropped the book. “No way,” I breathed, spotting a familiar duo on their way across the lobby. “No, this isn’t happening.”

      “Who is that?” Georgia asked, following my gaze. “Do you need help getting rid of them?”

      “If I thought it would work, I’d say yes. But there’s
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