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Chapter 1: Noelle




Ryan Lehman and I both get to the ramp leading up to the cruise ship at the same time. We pretend to collide at the ramp entrance and shove each other back and forth a few times before we both start laughing. 

“Get out of my way, you bitch!” he teases. “I was here first!”

I elbow him in the ribs. “Be careful you don’t fall over into the water. The sharks might eat you.”

“That would be a tragic loss to humanity, wouldn’t it?” He gives me one more hard push and almost knocks me down. He strides up the ramp in front of me and sneers over his shoulder at me trying to catch up. “Try harder next time. That was seriously low-effort.”

I hustle up behind him and kick him in the backside just as we pull up in front of the check-in podium. A young woman with blonde hair stands behind it. Her nametag reads, Allie Rosche. Ryan and I are both laughing too hard to talk to her right away.

“Welcome aboard the Electric Emerald. Can I check you both in for the cruise?” She looks back and forth between us. “Are you booked for a cabin suite together?”

“Yes, we are.” I turn to smirk at Ryan. “I’m the only person alive who can stand to listen to his snoring.”

“I might snore, but at least I don’t fart in my sleep,” he counters and we both laugh.

Allie waits for us to pull ourselves together. “Um…..can I get your names?”

“Well…she’s Noelle Hutton….Esquire,” Ryan teases and snorts with laughter.

“And he’s Ryan Lehman, America’s Most Wanted,” I add.

“You got that right,” he returns and smiles at her. 

She taps her stylus on her tablet. “I have you both checked into suite 68A. Your luggage should be waiting for you in your suite. You can relax until the next safety and security briefing and tour. It meets on the piazza right behind me in fifteen minutes.” She bursts into a beaming smile. “Enjoy your cruise!”

Ryan and I both thank her and step around her onto the piazza. “This ship is incredible!” I exclaim.

“Don’t track mud on the carpet, Noelle,” he tells me. “Jesus, I can’t take you anywhere!”

I laugh at him. “You better behave yourself or you’ll have no one to talk to for the whole trip. I’m your only friend in the world.”

He gasps and his hand flies to his heart. “Noelle! I’m wounded. How could you be so cruel?”

We both laugh at our stupid sense of humor, but right then, we see Allie come onto the piazza. She meets up with a tall man with huge, muscular shoulders filling out his magnificent tan suit.

“Quick—hide, Ryan!” I whisper. “That’s Troy Nixon. He’s the Chief of Security for the Electric Emerald. He’s probably coming to arrest you for crimes against humanity.”

Ryan frowns at Allie and Troy talking to each other. “She said the tour doesn’t start for another fifteen minutes.”

I open my information pamphlet on Paradise Cruises policies and procedures. “This says they run the tours every half hour all day on the first day so everyone gets a chance to attend.” I look around. “We’re the only passengers here. They’re probably just talking about….you know….ship’s business.”

He makes a face at me. “You don’t know what you’re talking about, do you? Tell the truth. This is the first cruise you’ve ever been on.”

My cheeks flush. “You know it is. Not everyone can be a seasoned professional like you.”

He raises his eyebrows in mock horror. “Professional? What are you trying to imply?”

“You said it, not me.” I put the pamphlet back into my purse, go out to the breezeway, and look over the side at the water far below us. “This is spectacular! I can’t wait until the ship gets underway.”

“Do you want to go to the concourse to get some lunch while we wait for the tour to start?” he asks.

I grin at him. “Okay! I wouldn’t want you to go into a primal rage from lack of food.”

He snorts. “Since when have you ever seen me go into a primal rage from anything?”

“There’s a first time for everything, isn’t there? You could be a werewolf in hiding.”

“Then you’ll be my first victim when the full moon rises over the ocean. You’ll be sound asleep in the same suite with me. You’ll never know what hit you.”

“Then I have nothing to worry about, do I?”

We go to the concourse and get a quick sandwich before the safety tour. I really want to explore all the stores, bars, restaurants, theaters, and nightclubs, but that will have to wait. We don’t even have time to sit down and eat lunch before we go back to the piazza.

Twenty people crowd the piazza by the time Ryan and I get back there. Almost everyone here is already paired off in a couple of some kind. Everyone wears their casual vacation clothes. The atmosphere borders on Spring Break party time.

Ryan and I have to squash ourselves together against the wall on the other side of the piazza as more people arrive for the briefing. Allie greets everyone, introduces us to Troy, and tells us where we can find the security office.

She informs us all that we shouldn’t hesitate to contact the security team at any time if we have any concerns about anything. She insists that the whole staff is here to ensure we have a safe and enjoyable voyage.

She moves off to the breezeway side of the piazza to point out where the lifeboats are and to describe the ship’s emergency evacuation procedures. 

This is nothing I haven’t already familiarized myself with from the cruise line’s website and all the information I received after booking the cruise.

I people-watch while I wait for Allie to lead us toward the pools. It’s hard enough to move around inside the piazza with all these other people crowded nearby.

Troy keeps an eagle eye on all the passengers while Allie talks. He never takes his gaze away from the people in front of him. He evaluates everyone extra closely and sizes them up.

He notices me watching him and our eyes meet for a second before he moves on to studying Ryan and then the rest of the passengers.

I have to drag my attention back to the tour. Troy seems like an interesting guy. I wonder what his story is.

Allie has to elbow her way through the crowd to go out onto the ship’s forward deck. That’s where we can find all the pools, minigolf course, tennis courts, helipad, and a few other activities.

She’s deep into describing all the safety features of each section of the ship when someone yells out from behind me. It’s a woman’s voice and she screams in alarm.

I turn around just in time to see a different woman buckling at the knees. She sprawls across the deck and starts convulsing in every direction while she fights to breathe. Sputum and vomit bubble out of her mouth and block her airway.

The other passengers try to pull each other away from her. More screams and yells echo through the crowd. Someone calls for the medical team.

Troy and Allie both hustle over to examine the woman. The skin around her lips is starting to turn blue. “Stand back, everyone!” Troy orders. “Make some room for the medical team to get through.”

“You have to clear her airway,” I tell him. “She can’t breathe. She’ll suffocate before the medical team gets here if you don’t clear her airway.”

Troy turns around to stare at me. I can’t take the time to explain.

I race over there, go down on my knees next to the woman, and roll her onto her side. She still keeps rasping through all that crap in her mouth. I try to sweep it out of the way so she can breathe, but her teeth clamp shut too tightly.

She tries so hard to breathe that her nostrils suck in each time. That isn’t right. I pry open one of her eyelids. Her pupil is blown wide open.

“Damn it,” I mutter and attack my purse. I pull out my emergency suture kit and a ballpoint pen.

“What are you doing?” Troy demands.

“Her pharynx is swollen shut,” I reply over my shoulder. “She’s suffering from some kind of drug toxicity. She can’t breathe. I’m performing an emergency tracheotomy.”

“You better wait for the medical team to do that, Ms. Hutton,” Allie tells me.

I don’t have time to answer her. I pull out my wallet, flip it open to reveal my medical license card, hand the wallet to Troy, and get to work.

I take the scalpel blade out of my kit, make a tiny incision in the woman’s neck, unscrew the pen, and insert the barrel into the hole just as the medical team rolls up to deal with the patient.

The medical team includes four nurses, three paramedics, and a doctor in a white lab coat. He has curly brown hair, brown eyes, and the monogrammed name on his lab coat reads, Dr. Cameron McKinlay, Emergency Medicine.

“What’s going on?” he asks.

“She collapsed and started seizing,” I tell him. “She’s clenching her jaws too tightly to clear her airway, so I’ve performed an emergency tracheotomy. She’s breathing better through the opening.”

Troy hands Dr. McKinlay my wallet. “This is Dr. Noelle Hutton, emergency medical physician out of UCLA.”

Dr. McKinlay blinks at me, then at the wallet, and then at the patient. The paramedics and nurses check her vital signs, but the blue coloration is already fading from around her mouth. Her ribs rise and fall steadily now that she can breathe normally.

“Her pupils are fixed and dilated,” I go on. “She’s suffering from some drug toxicity. That’s what caused her to collapse and why she hasn’t regained consciousness.”

Dr. McKinlay bends over and checks the patient’s pupils, too. He goes through a few other exams, but the paramedics are already doing everything. One of them gives the patient a shot of Narcan. It does nothing.

“What does that mean?” Troy asks.

“It means she didn’t collapse from opiate use,” I reply. “It could be anything else.”

“We better take her down to the infirmary,” Dr. McKinlay decides. “We need to run a full blood panel on her. I’ll let you know what I find out.” He looks up at me. “Thank you. You saved her life.”

“Do you want me to come with you?” I glance at the other medical personnel standing around. “You can probably handle this on your own, can’t you?”

“I would appreciate it if you did come. You can help me figure out what’s going on here.”

The medical team loads the patient onto a gurney. All the other passengers stand around watching the incident. 

Troy hands me my wallet back. “Thank you for your intervention, Doctor. It’s always a relief to know there are trained professionals on board.”

“I’m just a passenger like any other. I’m not really here to swoop around saving everyone.”

“Yes, you are,” Ryan interrupts. “Don’t lie.”

Troy looks back and forth between us, but the medical team is already wheeling the patient toward the elevator. I don’t have time to joke around with Ryan. 

“I’ll catch up with you later,” I tell him. “I guess I’ll see you in the suite if I don’t find you before that.”

He smiles at me. “Take your time. I’m not going anywhere.”

I hustle off to the elevator and get into it with the medical team. I can’t help casting an evaluating look at the patient.

She’s Dr. McKinlay’s responsibility now, but I still check her for any sign that she’s coming out of her seizure. The elevator doors close and the elevator drops into the depths of the ship. This is a fine way to start my cruise.








  
  
Chapter 2: Cameron




Iturn to Dr. Hutton in the elevator. She stands right next to me. We have to stand with our shoulders touching to make room for the gurney, the patient, and all the other members of the Electric Emerald medical team.

“Did you just come on board?” I ask.

She nods down at the patient. “Ryan and I had only been on board for fifteen minutes before this happened.” She looks up at me with big, soft, brown eyes. They grip me by the guts before she glances away like she’s doing something wrong. “I’m supposed to be on vacation, but I just can’t turn my brain off, you know? I keep trying to figure out which drug she took.” She shuts her eyes and shakes her head. “I really need to take more time off from work.”

“You have nothing to worry about. You saved her life. She would have suffocated if you hadn’t acted when you did. I’m glad I’m not the only doctor on board. Sometimes I wish I could clone myself and station my clones all over the ship so I could get there in time if anything happens.”

She bursts out laughing. She’s gorgeous with straight, shoulder-length blonde hair and cherubic features. She’s one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen, but her down-to-earth attitude and rock-solid competence in saving this patient really win me over.

It’s too bad she’s on this ship with another man. He’s a lucky guy, whoever he is.

He’s much taller than I am with a powerful, muscular physique, closely clipped sandy brown hair, and crystal blue eyes. He’s way better looking than I am.

They seem to have a warm, relaxed relationship. She’s obviously very comfortable with him. I’m sure she isn’t looking for anything else.

Her cheeks color and she turns to smile at me. “How long have you been working on the ship?”

“About five years. You’re braver than I would be—working in LA.”

“I love it. It never gets old.” She turns to look at the patient again. “Any clues on what she might have taken?”

“No, but…..” I take one glance at the patient’s skimpy shorts and baggy tank top. Her shorts ride up way too high around her hips. She might as well be walking around in her underwear. Her tank top falls off her shoulders. She isn’t wearing a bra. “You’ll forgive me for saying so, but I’ve seen this before.”

She grimaces in disgust and looks away. “I didn’t want to say anything. I’m glad you did.”

“We’ll just have to test her and find out what’s in her bloodstream.” The elevator doors open just then. The team wheels the patient out.

Dr. Hutton follows us down the hall to the infirmary. She helps us lift the patient onto one of the exam tables. The nurses do a blood draw and take the sample into the other room to run a toxin panel on it.

Dr. Hutton pulls on a pair of gloves and checks her tracheotomy stoma. The paramedics have taped the pen barrel in place to stop it from moving around.

“Her teeth are unclenched now,” Dr. Hutton points out. “We should suction out her mouth and remove the pen. If she can’t breathe on her own, we can intubate her.”

She gets busy unwinding the suction tubing from the wall. She makes every movement with practiced ease. She’s obviously done this a billion times.

The patient lies slumped and unconscious on the table. Dr. Hutton suctions the woman’s mouth, unwinds the tape, pulls out the pen barrel, and puts a piece of gauze and tape over the wound.

The patient starts breathing normally through her nose. She’s fine now that the seizure has passed.

I try not to pay too much attention to Dr. Hutton. I don’t want to creep her out by showing how impressed I am by her skill and attention. She keeps working around the patient to stabilize her and check her vitals.

Then Dr. Hutton stitches up the stoma with small, neat stitches. We’re all still working on the patient when Troy comes in. He looks at Dr. Hutton working side by side with the rest of the team. “Did you get the results yet?” he asks.

“Not yet,” I tell him. “But we should have them by now. I’ll get them for you.”

Troy goes over to Dr. Hutton and starts talking to her about the patient’s condition. I go into my office, print out the toxin screen results from my computer, and take them out to the infirmary.

“She was dosed with GHB,” I tell Troy.

Dr. Hutton winces again. “I thought it might be something like that.”

“Did you see anything on her that would indicate how it happened?” he asks.

“Not the way you think,” she replies. “I was thinking more about the way she’s dressed.”

Now he’s the one who grimaces. “It looks like we need to investigate this.”

“Do you know who she is?” Dr. Hutton asks.

“Her name is Charlene Norman,” he replies. “She’s been on board for a week and she’s been making the rounds in that time if you know what I mean.”

Dr. Hutton pulls off her gloves. “I better get out of here before I throw up on the floor. Do either of you need anything from me?”

“I’d like to get your statement about how it happened, Doctor,” Troy tells me.

“There isn’t a lot to tell. You were standing right there. I didn’t even see her until the other passengers started yelling when she collapsed.”

“Allie says you and Ryan Lehman just came on board a few minutes before the tour. Is that correct?”

She nods. “We got a sandwich on the concourse and then came straight back to the piazza. We were standing right in front of you the whole time after that.”

He nods and looks back toward Charlene. “I was just hoping someone could shed some light on this.”

“I wish I could help you. I better get back up there before Ryan starts to feel neglected.” She turns to me. “It was great to meet you, Dr. McKinlay. I hope I see you around sometime.”

I say, “Bye,” and she leaves.

Troy puffs out his cheeks and shakes his head. “That was something else, wasn’t it? Talk about a superhero.”

“She’s great. I’m so glad she was there when it happened.”

“You could have knocked me over with a feather when she showed me her license. I thought she looked smart and alert during the briefing. I never expected this.”

I pretend to read the bloodwork results. “It’s great to have another doctor on board. She’s an asset.”








  
  
Chapter 3: Noelle




Iride the elevator back up to the main deck of the ship. The Electric Emerald is underway now. I can’t even see the pier anymore. I must have been downstairs in the infirmary longer than I realized.

I pull out my phone and text Ryan. Where are you?

He texts me back. I’m in the suite. Where are you? Did you put Lex Luthor behind bars yet?

I laugh. I just came upstairs from the infirmary and I’m starving. I’m going to get some dinner on the concourse. Do you want to join me?

He replies, I’m on my way. Don’t touch a dish until I get there.

I grin at the phone and window-shop the stores until he shows up. He comes downstairs wearing tight blue jeans and one of his tight white T-shirts that shows off all his chiseled muscles. 

Ryan is the biggest piece of eye candy on the block. Multiple women turn around to stare at him when he passes them on the concourse.

We go into one of the restaurants. It’s called the Lighthouse Restaurant and it’s busy at this time of the evening. It also has a bar with a bunch of people standing around socializing.

Ryan and I get a table to one side away from the noise. We both order and sit down to drink our drinks and wait for our food.

“So are you under federal indictment for saving that woman’s life?” he teases.

“Of course not. Both Dr. McKinlay and Troy Nixon were grateful that I stepped in when I did.”

“They better be.” He takes a sip of his drink and looks around. “I wonder who will be the next contender to fall.”

“Don’t joke about that. She was dosed with GHB. We have a predator on board.”

He gets serious. “Really? That’s terrible—although she wasn’t exactly playing it safe getting around in that outfit.”

I make a face at him. Charlene’s outfit must have made an impression on a lot of people, including the person who drugged her.

Like something out of a bad dream, she staggers into the restaurant right then. She looks awful—like she just dragged herself out of the infirmary and came straight here. She’s wearing the same revealing outfit and she heads straight for the bar.

“I don’t believe it!” I whisper. “She’s out of her mind!”

Ryan turns around to see what I’m staring at. “This can’t end well,” he remarks.

“I can’t believe Dr. McKinlay let her go so soon! He should have kept her in the infirmary until the drug wore off completely.”

“He couldn’t exactly hold her against her will, could he?” Ryan points out. “She probably regained consciousness and demanded to leave. He would have had to let her go no matter how messed up she was.”

“He could have held her if she was a danger to herself—which she obviously is.” I turn back to watch Charlene approach the bar. She gets plenty of attention from men and not the good kind.

They make room for her to approach the bar. A few guys buy her drinks and she pounds them down. Watching her makes me sick to my stomach, but I don’t seem to be able to look away.

The guys take her behavior as an invitation to get near her and put their hands on her. 

She doesn’t stop the guys from getting as familiar as they want. She encourages them by smiling and falling against them. She’s obviously already inebriated if not still under the influence of the drug.

I consider calling Troy, but he’s already in the Lighthouse and watching the whole scene from the other side of the room. If he can’t do anything, I can’t, either.

The waiter brings me and Ryan our food. I don’t feel like eating, but I’m too hungry from not really having gotten to finish my lunch.

Ryan and I are in the middle of our meal when Dr. McKinlay comes into the restaurant. He’s still wearing his white lab coat, so he must still be on duty. I wonder how much free time he gets on this ship.

He goes to one of the tables and examines a teenage girl. She keeps taking repeated puffs from her asthma inhaler. He gives her an injection in her arm. I don’t get involved. This is his rodeo.

I spot him shooting hard glance at Charlene. He sees what she’s doing and can’t stop her. He also notices Troy in the same room with all of us. I’m sure Troy will be the first to step in if Charlene does anything to put anyone in danger, including herself.

Ryan cuts in on my thoughts. “Will you stop it? You’re supposed to be on vacation here.”

I tear my gaze away from….well, all of it. “I’m trying to. I’m really trying.”

“You really need to get out more, you know that? Maybe you need to take a cha-cha class in one of the dance halls or something.”

I laugh. “Stop it. You won’t catch me doing the cha-cha.”

“Learn to tango, then. Stop thinking about emergencies.”

“I’m trying, Ryan! Give me a break. I’ve been here for four hours and I’ve already gotten involved in an emergency. I can’t just switch it off at will.”

“You would be able to if you got out more. You need some outside interests and hobbies. Why don’t you go take a mixed martial arts class or something? You can let some sweaty guy beat you up. That should make you feel better.”

I snort at him. “It won’t make me stop thinking about medical emergencies, will it? I will be the medical emergency.”

Now he’s the one who laughs, but we both get distracted when Dr. McKinlay takes the girl out of the restaurant. Then Charlene leaves with three guys who have been buying her drinks and groping her.

Ryan turns his back on the scene. “There you go. It’s all over but the crying.”

I struggle to gulp down my next mouthful. I really want to intervene to stop Charlene from doing something she’s going to regret, but I can’t. 

I’m not even supposed to be working as a doctor here. I’m just a passenger like any other. What she does is none of my business.








  
  
Chapter 4: Cameron




Iwalk into one of the family diners on the ground floor of the concourse, sit down on a bar stool at the counter, and order lunch for myself. The waitress pours me a cup of coffee and puts my cutlery and the cream and sugar in front of me. 

The woman on the next stool swivels around to smile at me. It’s Dr. Hutton. “Hello!” She widens her eyes when she sees me sitting here in civilian clothes. “I almost didn’t recognize you without your bat suit on.”

I laugh. “Very funny. Today is supposed to be my day off even though I don’t really have days off. I’m on call seven days a week, twenty-four hours a day. The only difference is that I take my lab coat off one day out of the week and the prison guards let me out of my cell to walk freely about the ship. That’s the only difference.”

She laughs along with me. “Good one. So what do you do in all the free time you don’t have? Do you have any hobbies or outside interests?”

I frown at her. “Outside interests? I have no idea what you mean. I’ve never heard that term before.”

She smirks at me. “I know, right? Ryan told me the other day that I needed something to take my mind off of work since I don’t seem to be able to stop thinking about it. I realized I haven’t had a hobby since grade school. He told me I should learn to tango among other things.” 

I pretend to glance around. “Where is he?”

“Who?” she asks.

“Ryan. You two could learn to tango together.”

She makes a face. “I’m sure he can find someone else to tango with. It won’t be me.”

“Then you could do some other activity together. Lots of couples do it.”

She spins around and her jaw drops. “Couples! You think Ryan and I are a couple?!”

“Aren’t you? I’m not the only one who thinks so. You two act like you’re together—and you’re staying in the same suite.”

She blinks at me and then bursts out laughing. She won’t stop blushing. “Ryan and I are not a couple! Not by a million miles.”

I frown at her. “You aren’t? Why are you going on a cruise together?”

“We’re friends,” she tells me. “He works as the admin clerk in my ER. We’re here as wingmates and friends. Besides, he’s as gay as they come. There never has been and there never will be anything going on between me and Ryan.”

She dissolves in laughter again. I stare at her as the truth sinks in. She’s here with a gay friend. That can only mean one thing. She’s single after all.

I can’t help but smile at her in ways I never let myself before. I kept a professional distance because I thought she was unavailable.

She reads that smile loud and clear. Her eyes glow with understanding. She knows exactly what I’m thinking.

“So…..what do you think you’ll do to take your mind off of work?” I ask.

“I don’t know,” she teases. “Maybe I’ll dress in a skimpy outfit, get trashed at the bar, and take four guys home with me to take my mind off of work.”

“You better not,” I fire back.

She laughs and blushes at me. “I’m just kidding. You’ll have to excuse me. I’ve been hanging around Ryan too much. We tease each other with all these stupid jokes.”

“What made you decide to come on the cruise? Is it only to get away from it all?”

“I didn’t originally want to come. Ryan was coming and he invited me to come with him. I figured I’d take a risk and see what happened.” Her grin widens. “Maybe something good will come out of it, you know?”

“Just don’t take that kind of risk,” I tell her. “You’re too valuable to waste.”

“Thanks. I’m sure the staff, crew, and passengers think you’re the greatest, too.”

I try to look away, but the light in her eyes captivates me. “I don’t know about that.”

“Where are you from originally?” she asks.

“I was born and raised in Tulsa, but I went to school in Maryland and I haven’t gone back since. I’ve just been working in different spots. I don’t really have a place to go back to in the US.”

Her smile slips. “That’s sad. Why not? Don’t you have family back in Tulsa?”

“No. My mother was a drug-addicted prostitute, so I don’t know who my father is. She wanted to abort me, but my grandfather paid her a thousand dollars to keep me and hand me over to him. He raised me as his own. He died when I was in college, so I don’t have anyone else.”

All the color drains from her features. “My God! That’s awful!”

“No, it wasn’t. He gave me a very good life and a loving home. He was very good to me. He put a big emphasis on me getting a good education and making something of myself. He was very proud of me for getting good grades and deciding to go to medical school. We weren’t rich, but I had more than most kids. I was very lucky.” 

She stares at me with huge eyes. “That’s an amazing story. You should be proud of yourself.”

“I am—and I know he was proud of me. He would be proud of me now. I’m living up to the standard he set for me. I know he would be pleased if he could see where I am now.”

“I’m sure.”

“What about you? Are you from LA?”

“Yeah!” She blushes again. “Born and raised.”

“Is your family there?” 

She bites back a smirk. “You’re going to think I made this up, but I was raised by my grandparents, too.”

I raise my eyebrows. “No kidding!”

She nods. “My parents left me and my two siblings with my grandparents when they went overseas on a Peace Corps mission. They died and never came back, so we lived with my grandparents after that.”

“Wow,” I exclaim. “That’s an amazing story.”

“My grandparents are both gone now. Both of my brothers live in other parts of the country, so I’m the last holdout.”

“That’s cool….I guess.”

She bursts into another grin. “So what do you plan to do with the rest of your day off?”

“I don’t know. Maybe I’ll dress up in a skimpy outfit, get trashed at the bar, and take four girls home with me to take my mind off of work.”

She bursts out laughing. “You had me there for a minute. I thought you were about to say you were going to take four guys home with you.”

I lock my gaze on her and I don’t look away. “Maybe I’ll skip getting trashed and just take home one girl with me.”

Her cheeks color when she realizes what I’m suggesting, but my phone rings right then. I take it out and see the emergency code from the infirmary. 

“Duty calls.” I stand up. “See you around. Don’t get into too much trouble, okay? I wouldn’t want to see you downstairs as a patient.”

She smiles at me. “I’ll try to behave myself. See you later.”








  
  
Chapter 5: Noelle




Iwalk into the security office and approach the guard behind the desk. “I’m supposed to meet Troy Nixon here to answer questions about the GHB case.” 

The guard waves to one side. “He’s in his office. It’s down that hall at the very end. He’s expecting you, Dr. Hutton.”








