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      This is like a dream, Gina thought. A magical dream.

      Over the last few hours of the afternoon, a dusting of snow had covered the village of Maidenwell. It was the first snow she had seen since moving here just about a month ago, and everything around her sparkled with a surreal festive glow that seemed right out of a Hallmark movie.

      As she cut through the Village Green, Gina smiled at the giant decorated Christmas tree, twinkling with lights through the dusk. Lining either side of the wide footpaths that criss-crossed through the Village Green stood little wooden stalls that had been erected as part of the Christmas Market. They, too, were lit up with fairy lights and adorned with festive wreaths and garlands—even though the market wouldn’t re-open again until Friday.

      Maidenwell’s Christmas Market had sprung up just after Thanksgiving. It was a pet project of Frau Loneskum and modeled after the Christkindlesmarkts of her native Austria. Every weekend since, local crafters would set up stalls, peddling everything from artisanal soaps, to sparkling hand blown crystal Christmas ornaments, from intricately carved wooden bowls, to weird stuff like small-batch artisan garlic-flavored peanut butter.

      Her friend Millicent even had her own booth where she sold her homemade paper products, cards, notebooks, and delightful little watercolor paintings of the hedge maze at Haverford Hall—a place Gina had come to know rather well. Ahem.

      On Fridays and Saturdays, the Market would come alive, transforming the Green into an open-air fete with lively music, tantalizing food (think roasted chestnuts, scrumptious crullers, local cheeses, gooey fudge, and sweet Christmas pancakes), and a host of comforting drinks (hot chocolate, beer, cider, and a special mulled wine called Glühwein, infused with cardamon, cinnamon, and orange slices, and spiked with rum).

      In just five days, the Market would be a bustling hub for its final weekend before Christmas. But for now it was quiet, but still enchanting with all the lights and decorations.

      “Hey Gina!”

      Snapping out of her reverie, Gina turned to see Tal, the ever-cheerful guy from the local pub.

      “How’s it going?” she called to him.

      “Not bad. You settling in?”

      “Yeah, my place still smells like new paint and—”

      Without warning, something very cold and very wet smacked into the back of her head.

      Gina shrieked in shock and then cursed loudly as she realized that someone had just pegged her with a snowball.

      “What happened?” Tal rushed over, concern etched on his face.

      Fuming, Gina spun around, scanning for the shooter.

      There, about twenty feet down the path, she spotted a little boy with a shock of red hair peeking out from beneath his woolen cap.

      Mason!

      He laughed like the little freak he was and ducked behind one of the shuttered stalls.

      “You okay?” Tal helped her brush the snow out of her hair and off of her neck.

      “It’s that little creep, Garland. He got me good. You don’t happen to have a taser on you, do you?”

      “Uh, no. Sorry.”

      “I’ll figure something out.”

      At that moment, Mason’s grandmother—and now legal guardian—Leah Garland strode towards Gina, yanking Mason along with her.

      “You apologize to Miss Biletti right this second!”

      Mason wouldn’t meet Gina’s eyes, but he mumbled a half-hearted ‘sorry.’

      “I feel so horrible,” Leah told Gina. “I don’t know what got into him.”

      “That’s okay,” Gina said. “I let my guard down. I should have seen it coming.”

      “That’s no excuse, is it, young man?” Leah glared at her grandson.

      Gina squatted down so she could stare into Mason’s eyes. “You just watch yourself, kid. I’m gunning for you. When you least expect it—POW!” She grinned at him.

      The little boy giggled in spite of himself.

      In a weird turn of events, the Lady of the Manor, Frau Loneskum, had invited Leah Garland and Mason to live here in Maidenwell—rent-free—after Mason’s mother, Noelle Garland was convicted of a double-murder and sent away for life. It was Gina’s sleuthing who helped put the disturbed veterinarian away and also led to her new job here in Maidenwell.

      “Boys will be boys.” Leah shrugged helplessly as she steered Mason away.

      “I’d tell him to be good, but that’s not going to happen,” Gina joked.

      “I’m heading to work,” Tal said. “If you want to walk with me, I can get you a towel to dry off.”

      “You’re a sweetheart,” Gina responded, a faint smile dancing on her lips. “But I’m supposed to meet Millicent just around the corner. We’re off to fetch Berenstein from the station.”

      “Is he finally back?”

      “Hopefully. Unless he decided to bail on the book shop.”

      Ever since Gina first set foot in Larry Berenstein’s quaint little shop, he had been ardently trying to persuade her to uproot her life and relocate to Maidenwell, so he could hand over the reins of the shop and enjoy his golden years. Nobody was more taken aback than him when she actually did pack up her life and move to the village, albeit to work for Matthias Loneskum, the tech mogul responsible for the idyllic charm of this storybook village. Regrettably, a family tragedy whisked Berenstein off to Fort Myers, and Gina hadn’t had a chance to catch up with her old friend since settling into Maidenwell.

      “Well, if he’s not too wiped out from the travel, you guys should come by. We’ve got that truffle risotto on special tonight.”

      Her eyes sparkled at that. “Ooh, tempting!”

      They parted ways in the center of the Green, and Gina headed in the direction of the newly developed residential area of the village.

      Even though Maidenwell appeared to be a several-hundred-year-old English village—right out of Downton Abbey—it had actually been built here in the Oregon badlands by an American timber baron in 1918 as a tribute to his British-born wife. After decades of disuse, the village had been purchased by Matthias Loneskum, who renovated it into a high-tech proof-of-concept for his HyperCiv technology to enable sustainable living and the preservation of traditional habitations.

      Because the village was so intentionally isolated, the rest of the world had no idea what was going on here in Matthias Loneskum’s grand experiment. And most days, that included Gina.

      Even after a month here in Maidenwell, she was still a little fuzzy on why Matthias had hired an ex-market researcher as his “Hospitality Director.” She’d find out sooner rather than later, as Matthias Loneskum himself was coming into town tomorrow and had requested a meeting with her.

      That should be interesting, Gina thought. Hopefully, he wouldn’t realize that this had all been a big mistake and want to ship Gina back to New York.

      “Gina!”

      She turned to see Millicent leaning out of her little faux-vintage car that looked—to Gina’s untrained eye—like an old Model T Ford, but was actually a 1909 Renault Landaulette. The forest-green Renault emblazoned with the Maidenwell umbrella logo was actually fully electric and very comfortable to ride in. The car’s small size made it perfect for the narrow, winding cobblestone lanes and alleys of the village.

      “How’s it going?” her friend asked as Gina eased herself into the plush rear seat that looked like a high-end upholstered loveseat.

      “Not bad,” Gina said. “Still getting used to that bus.”

      “The Trolley?”

      “Whatever you call it, it’s creepy.”

      Millicent laughed. “Seventy-five percent of the vehicles running around the streets here are autonomous. You know that, don’t you?”

      “I don’t think that’s right. I see a lot of drivers.”

      “Fake.”

      “What?”

      “Mannequins.”

      “Shut up!”

      “I’m serious.”

      “I can’t believe you’d put a fake driver in a self-driving car.”

      “Believe it. The Frau is just as freaked out about autonomous vehicles as you are. She demanded the mannequins.”

      “Wow. Just wow.”

      Millicent laughed again. “It’s good to be the Frau.”

      The train station was less than a half mile from the village, but Millicent drove slowly in the ever-increasing snow.

      “Does this thing have four-wheel drive?” Gina asked. “I don’t want to get stuck.”

      “I honestly have no idea. I hope so.”

      “You hope so?”

      “Actually, this is my first time driving in the snow.”

      “What?”

      “I’m from Southern California. I thought I told you that.”

      “Not really.” Gina felt her heart thump in her chest. C’mon. Get a grip.

      Fortunately, they arrived at the station without any issues and found Berenstein waiting underneath a solitary street lamp in the parking lot, looking somewhat like a lost puppy. His luggage was scattered around him, sprinkled with a fine dusting of snow that bore an uncanny resemblance to powdered sugar.

      “About time,” he grumbled loudly as they pulled up.

      “Good to see you too!” Gina stepped out of the car and gave Berenstein a big hug.

      “Hey, hey, watch it, there!” He gently nudged her away. “I’m not really much of a hugger.”

      “Tough.” Gina teased, enveloping him in another hug, anyway.

      “I still can’t wrap my head around you actually being here,” Berenstein confessed, a trace of awe in his voice.

      “Me neither.”

      He squinted at her under the light of the streetlamp. “You look...different. Have you had a glow-up?”

      She smirked, keeping her secrets to herself. “My lips are sealed.”

      In reality, given that her role with the Regenschirm Group was quite public-facing, she had received a rather generous clothing allowance, as well as expenses for hair and other cosmetic enhancements—something she had made full use of during her two-week stint in L.A. with Danielle before moving to Maidenwell. Yes, a little Botox, some filler, nothing over the top. She certainly wasn’t going for the exaggerated ‘Instagram face,’ that was for sure.

      “Well, you look marvelous, my dear.”

      “Thank you. You don’t look half-bad yourself. Nice tan.”

      “It won’t last,” Berenstein sighed with a shrug. “It never does.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      They did end up at The Feathers, where Tal had saved Gina some risotto.

      “Tell me again about this so-called job of yours,” Berenstein said.

      “I work for Matthias Loneskum,” Gina said. “And, nominally, for Peyton Grier. Unfortunately.”

      When it came to Gina’s relationship with the village’s District Executive, it had definitely been hate-at-first-sight. Or, if not hate, at least mutual distrust.

      “You don’t say. You must be a high-ranking muckety-muck.”

      “Not really. My title is Hospitality Director.”

      “You’re kidding me.”

      “Nope.”

      “Like Julie on The Love Boat?”

      Gina smiled at him. “God, I hope not.”

      “What do you mean, you hope not? Don’t you know what your job is?”

      “Well… actually… not in very specific terms…” Gina took another large sip of her wine.

      “I thought you were a PR person.”

      “I was never a PR person. That was just a cover.”

      “Ooh, now you have covers.” Berenstein smirked at her. “What are you, a spy?”

      Berenstein might have actually been closer to the truth that he thought. The most Gina had been able to glean about her position from Matthias was that he wanted her to ‘keep an eye on things’ at Maidenwell. Supposedly because she was ‘good with people.’ Yeah, right.

      “Well, if this whole cruise director thing doesn’t work out, you could always buy the bookstore,” Berenstein said.

      “Not again.” Gina took another sip of her wine.

      “It’d be an easy transition. You’re already here—and you love books.”

      “I tell people I love books,” Gina corrected him. “That’s different from actually loving them.”

      “Just think about it.”

      But Gina didn’t really think about it. After a very enjoyable dinner and far too much wine, she went home to her old/new cottage and crashed out, thinking about tomorrow’s meeting with an eccentric tech billionaire who built this very strange yet utterly magical village she now called home.
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      The next morning Gina woke up an hour and a half before her alarm. Her heart was pounding and her thoughts raced. She imagined all kinds of different scenarios concerning her meeting with Matthias Loneskum. None of them good.

      She took a hot shower and took a long time doing her hair and make-up. Then she dressed in her Mayfair knit midi skirt and Alexander McQueen houndstooth wool blazer. Might as well let Loneskum know his wardrobe allowance is being put to good use.

      There was no way she’d be trudging up the snowy hill today, but she did want to hit the Bakery for a triple soy latte on her way out. That meant a trek across the Village Green. So she stowed her nice pumps in her bag and slipped into her Mudstone Wellingtons.

      It was super cold outside, but sunny and bone dry. About an inch of fluffy snow covered everything—the remains of the first snow she had seen in Maidenwell. It was even more beautiful in the daylight.

      I wonder if Loneskum created the snow. Just to add to the village’s charm for the holidays. It wasn’t beyond the realm of possibility.

      She crossed the Village Green—which always reminded her of the Green at Dartmouth.

      In some ways, it felt like she was back at college—as a freshman trying to meet people, get the lay of the land, and figure out what she was going to do with her life. The only difference is that she was drinking less now. Probably because there weren’t any frat parties here in Maidenwell. Maybe she’d have to bring that fact up with Matthias Loneskum. She was the Hospitality Director, after all.

      The Bakery—or more properly, The Libney Café & Tea Room—wasn’t too crowded. That was another thing she really liked about the village. With less than five hundred residents, she never had to wait much for anything—including a latté.

      “The usual, Gina?” Jorge Panisello asked. The young man was one of the owners of the Bakery.

      “I need a triple today, Jorge.”

      “Oh?”

      “Big meeting with the boss this morning.”

      “I have some tequila in the back…”

      “Tempting, Jorge. Very tempting.”

      She spent a few more minutes chatting with Jorge and trying not to stare at the fresh donuts in the case: pumpkin spice mini doughnuts stuffed with maple cream.

      Must. Resist.

      After leaving the Bakery with her latté (and nothing else), Gina walked a block east—to the edge of the village—and caught the shuttle bus up to Haverford Hall. She stared out the side window the whole time to distract herself from the fact that the driver was actually a mannequin.

      How could I have missed that all the times I’ve ridden this bus? I’ve said hello to the guy a dozen times. I just thought he was quiet.

      The bus dropped her and the other passengers off at the north courtyard of the manor, where a door led inside to the wide service hall with a bank of narrow elevators down to the administrative block of offices. Gina wasn’t a fan of the elevators, so she took the stairs down.

      “They’re meeting upstairs,” Fallon said. “You’re late.”

      “Impossible! I got in early.” Gina frantically dug for her keycard.

      “It’s 8:23,” Fallon said, without looking at any devices or clocks. The young administrative assistant seemingly had the ability to know the exact time off the top of her head. It was eerie.

      “Crap,” Gina said. “Crap. Crap. Crap.”

      “East Library.” Fallon pushed a folder of papers and a tablet computer into her hands. “Go.”

      “Thanks.”

      “Wait. Coat.”

      Gina shrugged out of her coat, raced back upstairs, and burst into the East Library, completely out of breath.

      Sitting at a table on the far end of the room were Matthias Loneskum and Peyton Grier. They both looked up to stare at Gina as she hurried in. Matthias was smiling. Peyton was not.

      “There you are,” Matthias said.

      “I am so sorry I’m late.”

      “Still getting used to West Coast time?” he asked.

      “No, still getting used to the robot busses.”

      “I don’t know what you are talking about,” Peyton scoffed. “They’re always exactly on time.”

      “Sit down, Gina,” Matthias said. “We were just getting started.”

      Gina did so, and they fussed for a minute, trying to get her tablet synched with the presentation that Peyton was running.

      Finally, a slide appeared on her tablet:

      BEATRIX’S ENGAGEMENT PARTY.

      “A party?” Gina asked. “We’re having a party?”

      “We are,” Matthias said. “For my sister.”

      Gina remembered reading that Matthias had a younger brother and sister. Twins, as it happened. She didn’t know, offhand, if they were identical, but definitely hoped they were. There was something vaguely disappointing about non-identical twins. Gina had always secretly wished that she had a twin sister. Or even a twin brother. Instead of three older brothers who didn’t want to have anything to do with her.

      “When’s the party?” Gina asked.

      “The guests start arriving tomorrow,” Peyton said. “The engagement party is on Wednesday.”

      “This Wednesday?” Gina sputtered. “Like, the day after tomorrow?”

      “Yes, of course.”

      “There isn’t time to plan an engagement party in two days.”

      “What are you going on about?” Peyton asked. “We’ve been planning this for three months.”

      “Ladies, can we get back on track?” Matthias said.

      “I’m sorry,” Gina said. “I just had a small heart attack thinking that I’d have to plan a party in forty-eight hours.”

      “Relax,” Matthias said. “You don’t have to plan anything. I just need you to keep an eye on things.”

      “Things? What things?”

      “Well, people, actually. Bea’s friends. And Faisel, of course.”

      “And Faisel is…?”

      “Ms. Loneskum’s fiancé.” Peyton clicked over to the next slide in her presentation. It showed a photo of a handsome man in his 30s with dark hair. He was wearing a very expensive suit, and the photo looked somewhat official—like from an ‘About the Team’ page on a website for a hedge fund.

      “Faisel Al Dhaheri.” Matthias smiled. “His family has built half of Dubai. Needless to say, we’re all thrilled for Beatrix.”

      “I still don’t get what you want me to do,” Gina said.

      “Mingle. Get to know everyone.”

      “Everyone?”

      “A group of Beatrix’s friends from Seattle are attending. Fellow Red Flaggers. An interesting bunch.”

      Gina literally had no idea what he was talking about right now. Fortunately, Peyton’s stony heart faltered for a moment, and she took pity on Gina.

      “Miss Loneskum is part of a cohort of entrepreneurs at Red Flag Ventures.”

      “It’s an accelerator,” Matthias said. “Xavier Fenwick’s pet project. Both my brother and sister are part of it. They have a bio-plastic start-up.”

      Gina had heard of tech incubators, of course. But she didn’t really understand the details of how they worked—or who this Xavier Fenwick was. She made a mental note to do some research once she got back to her office.

      “Besides Beatrix, Faisel, and Lukas, we’re expecting five of Beatrix and Lukas’s friends from Red Flag Ventures,” Peyton said.

      “I thought there were six,” Matthias said.

      “Miss Jouve-Bouchet is a question mark,” Peyton said.

      “Well, Fenwick will be attending, of course. As will my aunt, Odette. She’s flying in from Salzburg. She wouldn’t miss this for the world.”

      “So, basically, kind of a family reunion?” Gina asked.

      “In a way, yes. But it’s also partially business.” Matthias noticed Gina’s blank look. “Friday is Demo Day. All the start-up teams will show off their technology and the winner gets a five million dollar investment from Red Flag and another five million dollar from me.”

      “Like Shark Tank?”

      “I don’t know what that is,” Matthias said.

      “Really? You’ve never seen Shark Tank? The TV show?”

      “Mr. Loneskum is far too busy to watch TV,” Peyton said.

      Matthias kept going. “Demo Day will be an excellent opportunity for you to observe Faisel—how he interacts with my sister’s friends, the rest of the family. You can tell a lot about someone by watching them interact.”

      “Wait, shouldn’t you be the one vetting him?” Gina asked. “I don’t really—”

      “Nonsense.” Matthias smiled his billion dollar smile at her. “I trust your judgement. Besides, you’ll have a ringside seat. You’ll be one of the judges at Demo Day.”

      “Me?”

      “You, me, and Fenwick will determine who wins the ten-million-dollar prize.”

      “But I don’t know anything about start-ups or the tech world.”

      “She’s right, sir,” Peyton said. “If you’d like, I could—”

      “I think Gina would make an excellent judge. After all, with her market research background, she probably has an innate sense of what people want.”

      Right now, I want another triple latté, Gina thought to herself.

      But instead she said, “Of course, I’ll be a judge. I’d be honored.”
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      They continued to discuss the logistics for a few more minutes, then Matthias signaled that the meeting was over. He needed to return to Palo Alto this afternoon, but said he’d be back for the engagement party on Wednesday evening. In the meantime, Peyton beamed backgrounders on all the guests for Gina to study.

      “Don’t mess this up, Biletti. You may have Loneskum fooled, but I’ll be watching you like a hawk.” With that, she strode out of the room, leaving Gina all alone in the cavernous library.

      Love the positive reinforcement, she thought to herself. Gina gathered her tablet and files and stood up. She wasn’t sure that she’d ever been in this particular room before.

      The library was a long, elegantly furnished space with a decorated cove ceiling and eggshell blue painted walls. Besides the requisite floor-to-ceiling bookcases filled with old tomes, there were various clusters of sofas and comfortable-looking armchairs placed around the room. A beautiful old Oriental rug covered the entire floor of the library, its reds and golds contrasting artfully with the color of the walls.

      “Ahem!”

      Gina jumped, startled by the voice behind her. She turned to see Frau Yvonne Loneskum in the doorway, one eyebrow arched accusingly.

      “You’re dripping, dear.”

      “What?”

      “Your boots. I’d prefer that you not track dirty snow throughout my house.”

      Gina glanced down at her feet.

      Oh no.

      She had forgotten to change out of her Wellingtons, and the Frau was right. There was a mess of mostly melted slush on the floor.

      “I am so sorry!” Gina plopped back down in her seat and awkwardly yanked her boots off. Then she dug into her bag. “I’m certain I have some tissues. I’ll clean this right up.”

      Frau Loneskum was shaking her head slowly and muttering something in German.

      Gina finally found a crumpled tissue and got down on her hands and knees to blot the mess. It wasn’t working.

      “What are you doing?” The Frau seemed horrified. “We have people to handle that. Get up at once.”

      “Yes, ma’am.” Gina stood at attention.

      The Frau flicked her wrist and a crystal keycard appeared between her fingers as if by magic. She barked a command into it, speaking in a low, guttural language that might have been German.

      Gina tried to get a better look at the Frau’s very special-looking keycard, but it vanished into the folds of the other woman’s sweater-jacket.

      “Was that a—”

      The Frau cut her off with an imperious wave of her hand. “About my daughter’s engagement party.”

      “Yes?” Gina slipped into the Vera pumps she had forgotten to change into earlier.

      “Matthias said you will be keeping an eye on things, no?”

      “Yes, absolutely.”

      She moved closer to Gina and stared right into her eyes. “I want you to pay very close attention to Mr. Al Dhaheri. Very close.”

      “Of course. That’s what Matthias said he wanted me to do as well. So I thought—”

      “I don’t trust him.”

      “Faisel?”

      “Not at all.”

      “May I ask why?”

      “No, you may not.”

      Gina didn’t know what to make of that.

      “I want you to tell me,” Frau Loneskum said.

      “Tell you why you shouldn’t trust Faisel?”

      The Frau narrowed her eyes. “Are you intoxicated, Miss Biletti?”

      “What? No?”

      “Are you certain you’re not intoxicated?”

      “Yes. I mean, no.” Gina took a deep breath. “I just need a little more coffee.”

      “Kaffee is for closers, Miss Biletti. You’d best remember that.”
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      After the Frau left, Gina sat alone for a few moments. These people are so weird.

      Her assignment was straightforward enough. Check out Matthias’s sister’s fiancé. Try to figure out if he was on the level. Report back to Matthias and his mom.

      The odd thing was why they wanted Gina to do it.

      As she had experienced when she was being interviewed, the Regenschirm Group had a virtual army of psychologists and behavioral scientists on staff who would do a much better job at vetting someone than an ex-market researcher could.

      Oh well. It is what it is.

      She’d do her best. Earn her Ferragamos, damn it.

      Just then, something small, black, and furry scurried across the floor behind a table.

      Was that a rat? Did I just see a rat?

      She bolted up onto her feet. The Frau was going to lose it. Absolutely lose it. And Gina didn’t want to be around when she did.

      Especially if there was a rat loose in Haverford Hall.

      No thanks.

      With one eye warily focused on where she had seen the rat, Gina scooped up all her stuff and backed out of the library.

      She headed back downstairs and made a beeline towards the employee break room. It was outfitted with an impressive array of kitchen gadgets, including an idiot-proof espresso machine with the pods.

      As she was making herself a latté, Fallon popped in. “How’d it go?” she asked.

      “Good,” Gina said. “I think. Afterwards, the Frau ambushed me in the library.” She made a face. “That’s sounds like CLUE, doesn’t it? The Frau in the Library with the Candlestick. Only it wasn’t a candlestick. It was a rat.”

      Fallon gave a little half smile like she didn’t know what Gina was talking about—which was probably the case.

      “Anyway, you want a coffee?” Gina asked. “I’m making myself one.”

      “No thanks,” Fallon said. “I’m off coffee for a while.”

      “God, not me. I’d be in a perpetual coma.”

      They chatted for a while longer while Gina finished frothing her soy milk. “Do you know about this engagement party?”

      “Sure,” Fallon said. “We’ve been planning it for a while.”

      “Why am I always the last to know?”

      “Well, you’ve only been working here for a month.”

      “Seems longer.” Gina took a sip of her latté. It was pretty good for homemade, but it couldn’t compare to the one Jorge had made for her this morning. “Do I have to do anything?”

      “Uh, just study your background info.”

      “No, I meant from a party planning perspective?”

      Fallon obviously was trying not to laugh, but Gina caught the hint of a smirk. “No, Jared’s got this,” Fallon said.

      Jared Chisholm was the Hospitality Manager, who reported to Gina—on paper. In reality, he worked directly with Frau Loneskum. And even though he had only started a month or so before Gina, he had his job totally wired. Jared had an almost supernatural ability to plan events and he was an extremely fussy young man—which probably contributed to his success. The only thing was, he was a little full of himself.

      “Well, I have a few thoughts,” Gina said.

      “Are you sure?”

      “What?”

      “I didn’t mean it like that,” Fallon said. “It’s just that you have so much on your plate now. Why not just let Jared run with it?”

      It wasn’t exactly true that Gina had a lot on her plate. Most of what she had been doing for the past month was getting the lay of the land: meeting people and learning how everything worked—both in Haverford Hall and the village.

      “Where is he?” Gina asked.

      “I don’t know—”

      “You’re a horrible liar, Fallon.”

      “I’m not lying. I swear!”

      But Gina could tell that she was. “Do I have to find him on my own?”

      “No.” Fallon glanced down at the floor. “He’s in the kitchen,” she murmured. “Talking to Chef D’Acunto.”

      “See? Was that so hard?”

      Gina took her latté and headed off to the kitchen complex.
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