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Tonight has been an anomaly; I’m fully expecting to see pigs flying when the sun comes up.

One of the guests has been in the lobby most of my shift; she’s been sitting on the couch on her phone for the past hour and a half. I’m doing my best to fade into the wallpaper. It sounds like she’s having trouble with her boyfriend.

And Ashley on the line is talking her through... something.

Honestly, it’s not my business; I just wish she would finish up the call and make herself scarce, because I was finally going to sort out that flickering light.

I didn’t want to be rude, or interrupt her, or make her think I’m lapping up the gossip. I was just waiting for her to wrap things up so I could turn off the power. But I’m starting to think she might be planning to set up camp in the lobby.

I’ve been asking for months about getting that light replaced. I asked Maud about it several times and she smiled and insisted she would get it sorted, but that’s gone nowhere.

Changing a light bulb doesn’t take a science degree... I mean, it’s an older hotel, so I plan to cut the power just in case.

The last thing I want is to give the guest another reason to be screaming on the phone.

I twirled the pen between my fingers, glancing between the magazine and the lightbulb packet sitting at the desk.

You know what, I’ve been going about this the wrong way. Maybe she would go back to her room if I said something?

It wouldn’t hurt to test this theory.

I plopped the magazine down on the reception desk and stuffed the packet into my deep pocket, preparing to put on my best friendly receptionist smile as I made my way over.

She didn’t even hear me when I stood beside her; still too busy talking to Ashley.

“Sorry to bother you,” I started.

Her eyes shot away from her phone and glowered at me. “What is it?” she snapped.

I didn’t let it get to me. “I’m terribly sorry to bother you, but I’ll be changing the flickering bulb. I’ll need to shut the power off here.”
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