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About the Book




Murder is the newest attraction—and business is booming. 
Becky Robinson is finally settling into her new life in the quiet town of Lemon Hollow—at least, that’s the plan. Between moving into her new house and trying to get her first feature film financed, she doesn’t have time for Hollywood drama. But when Deputy Durwood Perkins—an old friend from Texas—is arrested for murder at Showbiz World, Becky has no choice but to dust off her magnifying glass.

The victim, a theme park security guard, was found dead under bizarre circumstances after a heated argument with Durwood. The evidence is stacked against him, and with his family vacation on the line, he’s desperate to keep his arrest under wraps.

But as Becky starts digging, she realizes the glitz and glamour of Hollywood’s dream factory hides more than just movie magic. The murder is a cover for something far more sinister—a criminal ring using the theme park to stage a high-stakes heist.

Can Becky outmaneuver a murderer, salvage her movie deal, and survive the ultimate Hollywood tourist trap? Or will she learn the hard way that some secrets are better left on the cutting-room floor?
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Fortune Favors the Brave





I was born to play Rebecca St. James. But apparently, so was every bimbo in L.A. who thought a ‘southern accent’ meant valley girl with a hick twist. I had the inside track; we shared a first name. It was fate...or it could have been. 

Except, I was here to help pick the actors, a consolation prize that came with a fancy title—Associate Producer. Even if I had no idea what I was doing.

A modern take on a classic noir film required capable hands. Rebecca deserved a dedicated actress with a passion for the genre and an appreciation for the Golden Age of Hollywood—or as the producer so delicately put it, experience.

“It’s more than a comeback, my friend. It’s a phoenix rising from the ashes of quite a long slumber.” The actor’s voice droned on, a monotone reciting of Gene Conrad’s lines, like a robot reading a grocery list.

I stifled a yawn, glancing at the panel of faces. They masked their expressions like seasoned players on the World Series of Poker and prevented me from knowing what they thought of Mr. Tall-Dark-Handsome-and-Dull.

The audition room, a sterile box of beige walls and harsh fluorescent lighting, felt a world away from the glamour of old Hollywood. A worn-out casting couch lined one wall, and a single spotlight illuminated the actor on the small, makeshift stage. His voice barely filled the room with a mousy squeak.

Executive Producer Desmond Norman held up a hand, halting the audition. “Real quick, and I’ll let you continue, but the character is more Robert Mitchum, less Cary Grant.”

“Who are those guys?” The actor blinked, his brow furrowed in genuine confusion, as if they asked him to explain what happened to the Lost Colony of Roanoke.

The director snorted and rolled her eyes.

Desmond pinched the bridge of his nose. “Not the suave George Clooney. More of a Kurt Russell type.” He stroked his thick black beard as he awaited a response—a head nod, thumbs up, or any sign of life. “Cool?”

“Sure…”

“A charming rogue.” I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. “Think Harrison Ford…” I trailed off, realizing my references were equally ancient, despite being the youngest person in the room. “Or any of the Chrises—Pine, Pratt, Hemsworth.”

“Ah, got it.” He returned to his monologue with even less emotion.

Somehow, I secured a spot on the panel between bigwig executives, a high-powered director, and a casting extraordinaire. But somewhere in the back of my mind, a tiny voice whispered, ‘That could have been you.’ I pushed the thought away, focusing on the man before us. I scanned the actor’s posture, my detective instincts kicking in. No nerves, but no spark either—just a blank slate.

Tall, dark, and handsome, yes, but with the charisma of a wet sponge.

“In this city, Louie, sentiment is a weakness…”

Awful delivery and even worse inflection caused my thoughts to wander again. I had plenty of pluck, but one look at my IMDb credits told the story of experience—a TV movie scheduled to air in a few weeks, and post-production of Prime Suspect season three. That wasn’t the résumé that filled the investors with confidence, but it was an injustice that I wasn’t even considered.

Injustice? Get real, Beckers.

Two months ago, I had never heard of Veil of Betrayal, and I accused the producer of the new project of murdering his business partner. And despite all that, he hired me as an associate producer…a role I knew very little about.

You have no room to complain. This is a Cinderella story if there ever was one.

Desmond Norman had a vision and something to prove. Something we shared.

Gone were the suspenseful, beautiful movies of the past. Franchises and superheroes became the driving force with huge budgets and more CGI than flesh-and-blood people. The ram-bam explosive action films had their place...obviously. They continually make a killing at the box office.

We wanted to make a picture. A throwback where story and characters played the most important part and real people performed stunts and special effects on set, not generated by computers in post-production. But were we the only ones who wanted to make a classic?

Desmond took a considerable risk as the executive producer, and the market might not agree with him. He staked his reputation, possibly his last chance to prove his abilities, on this film, and he wanted me to ride shotgun. The only thing he asked in return was that I wouldn’t audition for Rebecca.

“You’ll nail it and I’ll give you the part.”

“And that’s a bad thing?”

“A bad business decision. We need experience up and down the call sheet, starting with our leading lady and on down the line.”

It wasn’t as if I had delusions of playing the lead, an aging starlet long retired to the Louisiana swamps and desperate for a comeback. I wanted to be her daughter. Third billing in a major motion picture. The moral center of the film, who gets murdered in Act Three. It was my dream job.

You’re kidding?! Moping again? You’re worse than the neighbor’s cow, stretching through the paddock gate for the grass on the other side.

The analogy amused me. I had to leave Texas for L.A. to become ‘farm folk.’ But as the proud owner of nine hens, an MIA rooster, and an escape artist mule, I was officially a country girl again.

A country girl with major problems. The ‘grass is always greener’ syndrome invaded my subconscious. And jealousy wasn’t a good color on me. Yes, my goal was to be an actress, but career paths could change. They already had. I didn’t move to Hollywood expecting to solve murders. Yet that worked out for the best. Perhaps this producing gig was the start of something remarkable. What if I was meant to be behind the camera, and I almost missed my destiny due to complaining?

Being Desmond’s right-hand girl was the opportunity of a lifetime, and I didn’t want to waste it.

The door closed with a thud, stirring me back to reality. I shook my head, realizing I ignored the entire audition for Gene Conrad, the dapper conman. The actor left, leaving me in silence with a panel of people who likely paid attention because they were professionals.

“What a snoozefest.” Scary Kerri McGregor balled up the actor’s headshot and tossed it into the garbage from way downtown.

She was my first draft pick for director, and after one meeting with her rambunctious brood at the dog park, Desmond agreed. Kerri was the woman for the job. There was nothing quite like bonding over puppy love. She shared the vision, and a producer credit gave her additional stakes in the project.

Desmond inspected the picture of the classically tall, dark, handsome actor. “I thought he was solid.”

“He’s an empty void shrouded in Armani.” Kerri threw up her perfectly manicured hands, her gestures increasing the strength of her New York accent. “If I wanted a model to spray cologne in the desert for an ad campaign that made no sense, he’d be our man. But that wimp is no Gene Conrad. Back me up, Robinson.”

“Totally.”

Kerri’s smoky eyes cut back to the executive producer. “See.”

“You complain about everyone we bring in,” Desmond said.

“So, stop bringing in total losers.” She flicked a dramatic, sculpted eyebrow. “Problem solved.”

Desmond sorted through the headshots, doing his best to maintain a level of professionalism, an area where he often struggled. “We work with who we have.”

“All these guys remind me of stringy celery stuck between my teeth.” She Frisbeed a photo across the long table. “This guy could fit my pinky ring on his bicep. Who found these duds?”

The casting director flipped through the stack. “You issued the casting call. If you wish to adjust the parameters…”

“I certainly do, Elma.”

I worked with Kerri on my only other credits, and I was one of two people on the planet that she actually liked. To everyone else, she was pricklier than a porcupine. Similarly to Desmond, I cleared Kerri of a murder rap not so long ago—two murder raps, technically.

Was I noticing a pattern in my life? I annoy suspects with probing questions until my undeniable charm eventually wins them over, and we become best friends forever? It happened more often than I realized—the perils of being spunky and likable.

And her ego grew three sizes that day!

Desmond lifted his sleeve, the fluorescent light reflecting off his wristwatch. He scribbled a few notes on his legal pad while we awaited the next actor. “Any movement on our leading lady?”

I flipped through the casting call, the words ‘strong presence, age 45-55’ blurring together. “Winslet, Adams, Aniston…”

Kerri sighed. “Dream choices that would bankrupt us.”

I didn’t mention one name yet because I wasn’t sure how crazy it sounded. Maybe what we needed wasn’t just an actress, but a comeback story.

My mind conjured an image, a face with piercing blue eyes and a southern voice that could crack glass or soothe a savage beast. Cassie Jo Valentine. At just eighteen, she won an Oscar and the entertainment press dubbed her Hollywood’s next star… and then nothing. Three box office bombs, and everyone decided she was a jinx and a has-been.

But Cassie Jo didn’t let the naysayers win. She simply shifted gears. Twenty years of country-pop hits later, she still filled stadiums with screaming fans.

She had a following, and according to a recent interview, she was open to making a comeback in the movie biz if she found a project she connected to.

I almost said her name aloud, but bit my tongue when I imagined Kerri’s reaction. “Country star? Seriously, Robinson? The last thing we need is box office poison.”

But despite the risks, I couldn’t shake the idea. She was perfect for the role, and I had a special ‘in’ with her. A detective at my firm organized her security team for her tour stop in Los Angeles. If I managed to get a meeting and speak to her without agents getting in the way…

“Becky, are you listening?” Desmond asked, his voice cutting through my distracted thoughts.

“Of course.” I tried to decipher his upside-down notes. “Justin is the next audition?!” I cleared my throat and adjusted my high-pitched tone. “Justin is the next audition.”

Kerri leaned across the long table, her auburn curls dusting the surface. “And I’m not taking it any easier on him. I don’t care if he is your boy toy.”

Her goofy terminology aside, it was weird hearing anyone refer to Justin Woods as my boyfriend. Did I really date a TV star? An up-and-coming leading man?

The door swung open, and Justin stepped into the room. He had that classic leading man look—strong jaw, piercing green eyes, and a build that suggested he didn’t just spend empty hours in the gym. He moved like an athlete with a quiet confidence that was both alluring and a little intimidating—a guy who could play any sport from football to motocross convincingly.

He gave me a quick, imperceptible nod, then turned his attention to the casting director, Elma, who held the script.

“Scene: The Cafe Confidential.” Elma flipped the page, her words crisp and professional like a news reporter. “Setting: A dimly lit, almost deserted cafe in the French Quarter, late at night. Rain streaks the windows, forming a melancholic glow on the scene.”

Justin’s posture shifted, his easy charm replaced by something darker, sharper. He wasn’t Justin anymore; he was Gene Conrad.

“You wanted to see me, Mr. Conrad?” Elma said, taking on Louie’s nervous edge.

Justin’s voice, a low, smooth purr, filled the room. “Louie, my dear friend. Always so punctual. I appreciate that. Time, as they say, is money. And in our line of work, we can’t afford to waste either.”

The way he delivered the lines sent a shiver down my spine. It wasn’t just the words; it was the subtle shift in his eyes, the predatory gleam that made me forget he was acting.

“So, what’s the score?” Elma asked. “I heard whispers about some old dame and a Hollywood comeback.”

Justin chuckled, a sound that was more threat than amusement. “Whispers, Louie? How delightfully quaint. It’s more than a comeback, my friend. It’s a resurrection. A phoenix rising from the ashes of a long slumber.”

“Right, right. So, the old bird’s got some shiny trinkets we can liberate?”

Justin leaned forward, his eyes locking onto Elma’s. “Trinkets? Louie, you wound me. I’m a connoisseur of the finer things, not a common thief. We’re talking about a legacy, a treasure trove of sentimental value.”

The tension in the room radiated. Even Kerri, who’d been so dismissive just moments before, tensed, her eyes fixed. Justin wasn’t reciting lines; he embodied the character, breathing life into Gene Conrad’s dark soul.

“Sentimental value?” Elma asked. “That don’t pay the rent, Mr. Conrad.”

Justin’s voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “But the stories behind those trinkets, those stories are worth a king’s ransom. And Vivienne, bless her heart, is a walking, talking history book.”

“So, you’re gonna milk her dry, then skip town? That’s the plan?”

He paused, a chillingly charming smile spreading across his face. “You misunderstand me. I’m a storyteller. I weave dreams, create illusions. And Vivienne, she’s the star of my greatest production yet.”

“You’re a cold one, Mr. Conrad.”

“Cold? Merely pragmatic.” Justin pulled a small, velvet-lined box from his pocket, revealing a glittering antique necklace. “This, my dear Louie, is just the beginning.”

The scene ended, and for a moment, the room fell silent. Kerri let out a low whistle. “Wow, Woods. You’ve got gumption. I didn’t know you had it in you.”

Desmond nodded, his eyes gleaming. “That was… impressive.”

I stared, a strange mix of pride and something else, something I couldn’t quite name, swirling inside me. He was good. Too good. And suddenly, I was terrified to see what he would do with the rest of this role.

“Thanks for coming down, Kid. We’ll be in touch.” Desmond dismissed the best performance we saw all day with a flick of his hand.

Justin smirked, knowing he nailed it.

“What was wrong with that?” Kerri asked with a slug to the executive producer’s shoulder. “I was ready to cast him on the spot.”

Desmond picked at his beard. “He’s got the talent, no doubt. But he’s young. Gene Conrad needs to be closer to Vivienne’s age, and we want a name that’ll draw in the crowds. His credits are primarily TV. This is a big-screen picture.” He looked at me, a hint of regret in his eyes. “He was amazing, but I don’t know if he is what’s best for the film.”

Kerri tossed her head. “You gotta be joking.”

“Hollywood doesn’t take risks on unknowns, no matter how good they are.” Desmond squeezed his pen so hard that I thought it might break. “If this were a streaming series, maybe. But we need a marquee name.”

I let out a slow breath, keeping my expression neutral. Maybe it was a no today. But in showbiz, no didn’t always mean never.
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Awkward Encounters of the Third Kind





The Robinson Family Detective Agency bustled with activity. Every investigator tackled a case of utmost importance. 

Everyone except me.

Sunlight streamed through the cracked blinds, casting diagonal shadows across the scuffed black-and-white tile floors. The ceiling fan above me creaked with each lazy rotation, stirring warm air that smelled faintly of pizza dough and cheap printer toner.

Framed tabloid headlines lined the wall—every one featuring a past success: a solved case, a high-profile client, a minor celebrity scandal we uncovered—old news.

While the Hollywood side of my career flourished, in some ways, the mystery side stalled out worse than my temperamental sports car when the L.A. temperatures ticked over ninety-five. Zelda didn’t like the heat…or the cold. I was in a dry spell when it came to cracking cases and solving capers. I helped Granny track down a bail jumper using his paper trail and located an expert witness for Stephen’s deposition thing, but I itched to solve a murder. That was my bread and butter, where Becky Robinson made her name.

It wasn’t like I wished for someone to die a gruesome, horrific death. That would be wrong. I huffed. I was used to the dead bodies finding me. Like any good murder mystery sleuth, I was a magnet for quirky crimes that stumped the local police.

I suppose all of this fell into the category of “be careful what you wish for.”

The tip of my pencil broke as I spied on Jessy Robinson from across the office. Cool Guy Jessy, as we called him—or at least, I called him—was no actual relation to me. Like the rest of the detectives with the firm, we shared a last name and a profession, but not blood.

Jessy’s latest client was very hush-hush, secret celeb gossip. The only reason I knew about her was because Jessy dated my best friend and roommate, who just happened to be a world-class blabbermouth. But this client wasn’t the usual flaky celebrity fare.

It was Cassie Jo Valentine—country music superstar, former actress, and the perfect person to star in my movie.

I snorted to myself. My movie. Getting a little bold there, aren’t we, Beckers?

A slight breeze from the window carried the salty scent of ocean air and the distant buzz of a leaf blower. Outside, a gull screamed in protest at a passing food truck, a reminder that we were still firmly planted in the chaos of L.A., even if our office felt like a dusty detective novel.

As I tapped the desk with my broken pencil, I debated how to approach Jessy and subtly steer the conversation toward Cassie Jo Valentine, without revealing my inside source. This might be my most challenging mission yet, but I was quite skilled in creative problem-solving.

Think, think, think.

Jessy arranged the singer’s security for her stopover in L.A. She had multiple shows across several weekends and plenty of crazed fans trying to get too close or desperate to bother her with the hit song they wrote…or the comeback movie she’d be perfect for.

I chided myself, realizing I was the pot calling the kettle black. I wanted to bother her for selfish reasons, and I didn’t even have the authorization to offer her the lead in Veil of Betrayal.

A loud and completely unsubtle voice clearing broke through my concentration. It startled me out of my wandering thoughts.

I lurched out of my chair and clutched my heart. “You scared me half to death.”

I adjusted the collar of my pink gingham blazer—equal parts Nancy Drew and wannabe producer.

A wide, goofy grin appeared underneath a flat, floppy hat. “Surprised to see me in California?”

“Absolutely.”

I stood face to face with Deputy Durwood Perkins from my hometown. I wouldn’t exactly call him a friend, since the last time we saw each other, he accused me of murdering the woman who stole my identity.

“Water under the bridge,” he said as a way of greeting. “Let bygones be bygones.”

Easy for him to say.

I grumbled, “What are you doing here, Durwood?”

Compared to Durwood, I looked like I stepped out of a daytime talk show. He wore a boxy Hawaiian shirt in eye-watering shades of neon orange and lime, khaki shorts, and white sneakers with mid-calf socks. The badge on his belt—which proved he had no authority anywhere in the state—clashed spectacularly with his fanny pack.

“Family vacation.” He spread his arms wide. “Treated the wife and the kids to a genuine Hollywood experience.” He looked the part of a confused out-of-towner, right down to the lanyard map peeking from his pocket and the souvenir sunglasses resting askew on his forehead. I half expected him to ask where the stars lived. “We’re doing the theme park thing.”

“Disney or Universal?”

“No, no. Nothing quite so commercial as all that.” He flicked a chubby hand. “I booked us a week at Showbiz World—with all the bells and whistles.”

“What in tarnation is Showbiz World?”

“The greatest experience money can buy.” His bushy mustache twitched. “For ninety-eight ninety-five.”

I had several questions, but the first revolved around whether someone scammed him into buying an ‘elevator pass’ at the new high school. “For the week? For a family of four?”

“Now don’t be ridiculous. That’s the weekly price for one adult. What do you think I am—cheap?”

Considering I’d never heard of Showbiz World and I knew the deputy very well, I did think he was stingy.

“So, what do they do at this theme park?” I asked. “And more importantly, why did you drop by unannounced at my office to tell me about it?”

I worried he attached a favor to the pop-in.

“Well, here’s the deal-e-o.” Durwood rubbed his palms together.

Here we go.

“It turns out that Showbiz World doesn’t exactly come with all the behind-the-scenes features my family expects.”

“Does it come with any features?”

“Loads of them. It’s a legit theme park, Becky.” His beady brown eyes narrowed. “They’ve got rides and skits and booths and fried everything. There’s a cool stunt show thing where a guy jumps a car over a pond. It’s the real deal.”

“It sounds exciting.”

“It really is. The problem, though, is that Andi is expecting a little more pomp and circumstance.”

“Smart woman.”

Durwood sighed. “That’s my predicament. If I don’t get genuine behind-the-scenes insider stuff, I’m never gonna hear the end of it. She wants to know where Gossip Girl filmed and who shot J.R.”

“I don’t think either of those happened in Hollywood.”

He smacked his hands together. “And that’s where you come in.”

“Ah-ha.”

“Becky, you’re a fancy Hollywood star now. You’re bound to have connections to studios and backlots and insider tours and swag.”

“Can’t forget the swag.”

“Of course.” He darted his eyes. “Come on, you gotta be able to do something for me.”

“Durwood, I…”

“What are you doing right now?” His mustache bobbed with excitement.

I needed an excuse—and I needed one fast. “I’m working.”

“At what?” He pointed a chubby finger at my desktop. “Looks to me like you’re sharpening six pencils and replacing the erasers.”

My eyes darted around the office, and I spotted Jessy shutting down his computer and grabbing his leather jacket.

“Actually, Durwood, I am on my way out. We’re working a case.”

Jessy arched an eyebrow and cocked his mouth, doing his best Rocky Balboa impression. “We are?”

“Yeah. You asked for my help, remember?”

“I thought you hated insurance fraud,” he said.

I waved and tried to appear casual. “Nah, it’s my favorite kind of fraud. Big fan. Right up there with…” I trailed off. I couldn’t think of any other kind of fraud. I’d be a terrible criminal.

Seconds of silence ticked by as the two guys waited for me to say something—anything.

Come on, Becky. You need an answer. Just say any kind of fraud. First thing you can think of. Go! INSURANCE! Nope. Jessy already said that. What other kind of fraud was there?

“Bank! I got it!”

The two guys stared at me, waiting for more. Durwood crossed athletic arms over his prominent, round belly. “I bet you don’t know diddly squat about insurance fraud.”

“Do so.”

“Okay. Now’s the part where you back that up with facts. What do you know about it?”

I squinted, searching the recesses of my brain. I’ve watched a billion episodes of TV. One of them, at some point, had to deal with insurance fraud. Especially one of the lawyer shows, right? Where was Perry Mason when you needed him?

I sighed. The only thing that came to mind was how to prove if a guy with a neck brace was faking it. That was an easy one. You just tossed a briefcase across the room in open court ala the Brady Bunch and—bam—if he turns his head? Guilty.

Durwood rolled his eyes. “Yeah. You got nothing.”

“That’s why I’m teaching her the ropes. She has a lot to learn,” Jessy said, running a hand through his spiky hair. “Well, come on. If you’re joining me, we don’t want to be late.”

Thank goodness he backed me up.

Durwood smoothed his fingers over his mustache. “All right. I’ll catch you when you come back.” He grinned. “In the meantime, I’ll try to stay out of trouble.”

“Glad to hear it.” I flashed him a thumbs up as I hustled after Jessy.

Bright sunshine reflected off his motorcycle helmet as he made a beeline across the lot. “You coming?”

Jessy’s motorcycle was matte black with crimson accents and should have had a license plate that read ‘COOLGUY’. It gleamed like a rebel’s dream, sitting between a Prius and an old postal van. It looked ready to growl and roar away from the gridlocked streets at a moment’s notice. His leather jacket flapped slightly as he walked, giving off a James Dean vibe, if James Dean used pomade and read poetry on the weekends.

I leveled a glare at Jessy. His uniform today was classic low-effort cool: a fitted gray tee, dark jeans that somehow always looked new, and worn boots that had seen more adventure than the rest of us. His spiky black hair defied gravity in a way that took more energy than he let on.

“Let’s quit pretending you’re working insurance fraud when we both know you are heading up the security team for Cassie Jo Valentine.” I placed a hand on my hip. “And it just so happens that I have a script for her to read.”

Jessy’s lips sputtered. “Lois told you?”

“She didn’t mean to. She can’t keep a secret to save her life.”

His bushy eyebrows knit together. “You aren’t going to meet Cassie Jo. You’ll embarrass me.”

“I’m not some crazed fan. I’m a detective here, too.”

“Not today. Today, you’re wearing your producer hat.” He pointed to my head, almost making me look.

“Associate producer,” I corrected. “It’s basically a fancy term for assistant to the producer. I have no real authority, and Desmond tells me how he takes his coffee.”

An amused smile tilted across Jessy’s face. “If you guys cast Justin, will that make you his boss?”

Despite being best friends, our boyfriends didn’t exactly get along. Justin thought Jessy was brooding, and Jessy thought Justin was too Hollywood. But making sure the fellas became besties wasn’t my top priority—at least not right now.

I dug into my messenger bag for the script and fanned the pages. “It’s a real page-turner. It’s Hollywood noir. An actress’ big comeback turns into betrayal and murder.”

If I got Jessy to read it, I was golden. He had the voracious reading intensity of Rory Gilmore and Brick Heck combined.

He huffed. “I’ll pass along the script, but I’m not pressuring her into taking it. It’ll be up to her.”

I held up my hands in surrender. “That’s all I can ask.”

As he slid the script under his arm, I felt a flicker of hope. Getting Cassie Jo to read it was a long shot, sure. But long shots were kind of my thing. Between the murder-solving and accidental producing, I was getting used to making the impossible happen.
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The Devil You Know





“I am not wearing a wire.” 

“Pretty please?” Lois clasped her hands together, pretending to beg, but not putting much oomph into it. “You’d really be doing me a favor.” We slipped into the production office’s back corner, a half-converted breakroom with a broken espresso machine, two fold-up chairs, and a suspicious stain on the carpet shaped like Oklahoma.

I shook my head. “Lois, you’re my best friend. I’d do virtually anything for you—but not this.”

“Why?” She flopped onto the edge of the folding chair like a dying Victorian heroine, one arm flung dramatically over her forehead. “There’s nothing to it!”

I snorted, as if her suggestion were the most ridiculous thing I had ever heard. It was right up there with parachute pants and mullets in the bad idea department. “Because it never goes so well for the person wearing the wire. Ever noticed how in cop shows, that’s the poor sap who ends up kidnapped or sleeping with the fishes?”

“Don’t be dramatic. You aren’t infiltrating Tony Soprano’s organization. You’re attending a studio executive meeting.”

“And if that weren’t terrifying enough, I’m not going to add to the pressure by wearing a wire. Okay?”

“I think we’re blowing this out of proportion,” Lois said, sweeping her hands. “It’s not technically a wire. I’m talking about FaceTime and AirPods.”

“If you’re so interested, why don’t you attend the meeting yourself?”

“Because I’m not sure if I’m supposed to,” she whispered as if revealing state secrets and the ancient conspiracy of Roswell.

“And simply asking if your presence is required, that would be out of the question?”

Lois pulled at her hair as she executed a high-pitched, drama-queen squeal. She paced like a caged theater major on opening night. “Scary Kerri expects me to know these things. She promoted me to second-assistant-director because she believes I am capable of handling it. She couldn’t be more wrong.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Are we sure you didn’t make a mistake with your career path? I think we’re wasting your talents on the wrong side of the camera.”

Lois swatted at me. “Be serious for a minute, Becky!”

“How on earth are you mad at me right now?”

“I’m stressing out.”

I sucked in a deep breath, realizing I needed to be a better friend. “Why do you need to be there at all? I can tell you what happens in the meeting, give you the minutes, and it’ll be like you were sitting in.”

“Get real. You’re a terrible note-taker.”

“Just because I don’t use every glitter pen organized by color of the rainbow doesn’t mean I’m a terrible note-taker.”

“What about in freshman political science when I missed a day and asked to copy your notes, and all you wrote the entire day was ‘Jim Bob Gentry story’?”

“I jotted other stuff.”

“Not really. You expected me to know that ‘Jim Bob Gentry’ was code for some sort of legal term, relating to a long-winded story...”
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