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Chapter One

My advice to the world: If you make only one worthwhile decision in your entire pathetic life, decide to never mess with an eleven-year-old girl. Don’t be her first bad day, her first tear, her first swear word, her first drink.  Don’t be the moment she realizes her parents don’t know what the fuck they’re talking about. And do not be the alpha ghost that for the first time rises from that happily dormant corner in her mind, to tell her that she’s shit. You’ll live to regret it, because if she actually

survives the blow, she’ll make sure of it. I’m not taking any chances. I smile nicely. 

     First floor, second door on the left just past the drinking fountain-I get to the door. Room 13. Room 13.  
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That’s one twisted inside joke. I can handle it, no big deal. What the hell was I worried about? The lecture is going to be a snap, a breeze; I could do this with my eyes closed. I know, I’ll stand here and think of every clichéd
phrase known to man used to describe “things that are easy,” then I’ll make my grand entrance. Piece of cake. I could do this with one hand tied behind my back; both hands tied behind my-oh get over yourself. You’re an adult. I am an adult. I’m in my thirties for Christ’s sake. I have a Ph.D. in Psychology, surely that’s proof. What the hell?  Hey, at least I’m more of an adult today than I was yesterday, I have to be, I’m twenty-four hours older, right? Okay, breathe, blink, and pretend to behave yourself. 

     I look down, briefcase in hand. I prop the case up on one knee and snap it open to reveal the book inside: On the Brink of Bliss and Insanity, by Dr. Rosie Meadows. Seeing it enchants me. I sweep two fingers lazily across the title, as if to fondle it. Okay, book inside briefcase. I glance slyly at my cleavage (it rocks), pat my tummy, and reach for the doorknob.

