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      A Reunion, a murder, and a wedding... What's next?

      Becca Smith Poole should have known her fiftieth high school reunion would be anything but normal - especially when a dead body turns up! Renowned for her problem-solving skills, Becca is determined to discover who the murderer is - and if her former high school crush is still as handsome as he was in their younger days. The first will take some time to solve, the second one took her breath away.

      Retired detective Zach Baker has been lonely since the last of his Baker’s Dozen moved out. When he sees Becca Smith’s picture in the “where are they now” brochure, he wonders if this might be a first chance for him with the gal he could never connect with in high school. But before he can ask her out, a murder breaks up the party.

      Lucky for him, his son’s upcoming wedding is full of problems requiring Becca’s professional problem-solving touch. Can a retired cop and a mystery reading problem solver unmask a killer before the wedding? Even more challenging, can Zach convince Becca that there is no end date for falling in love?

      Dive into the next installment of the Big Uneasy series that reviewers have said “will make the reader feel as if they’ve been plopped down right in the middle of the Big Easy.” Get Louisiana Lagniappe: The Big Uneasy 3.0 now!
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      Fifty years.

      It had been fifty years since Rebecca Smith Poole had graduated from high school.

      Dang.

      When Becca got the email from Lisa Linda Bailly, their senior class president, she’d had to do the math twice because it couldn’t have been that long.

      Only it had been that long. Every minute of that long.

      So much for the class that was going to beat old, who would live forever. With very few (possibly chemical and/or medically induced) exceptions, they’d become gray hairs, or no hairs, the oldsters that back then they’d thought had one foot in the grave.

      Anyone looking into the room would see a bunch of candidates for Senior Discount Day at just about anywhere. Lots of shoulders bent by gravity—not to mention other bits sagging from its evil grip. Here and there she caught glimpses of the young people they’d been in the septuagenarians they were now.

      They were here because fifty years ago they’d shared four years in the same high school, a lot of it spent in this gymnasium. It was kind of shocking that such a slender connection, that something that—with the hindsight of years—was so fleeting, had gathered their class’s survivors in from all over the country.

      In high school, they’d been divided into small clusters based on reasons that made no sense now. What would they even talk about, she’d wondered, as she’d hesitated over her RSVP. She was glad she’d come though. They might have more in common now than they’d had back in high school.

      They were all old.

      They were the ones who weren’t dead.

      And they were more or less variations of the same shape.

      Time had erased the other stuff, all the who-liked-who, and who-didn’t-like-whom. The dividing lines had dissolved because what life they had left was too short. The theme of how freaking old they were was pretty much the go-to conversation that had started during the mixer—where they’d actually mixed—after a brief period of “do you remember?” The only other digression from the main theme of the night was those who had grandchildren to brag about.

      Becca smiled as Mary Joanne who-used-to-be-Rivet shared a story on the theme of the night.

      “I swear she was fifteen or something and she’s putting the blood pressure cuff on my arm, and she says to me, she actually says to me,” Mary Joanne switched to a high-pitched falsetto, “Isn’t seventy the new sixty?”

      “She didn’t.” Bettina Bailey would have gasped it in the old days, but now all she could manage was a distressed murmur.

      “Oh yes, she did. And I told her, no, sugar, the new seventy is still the old seventy.”

      And some days, Becca thought, it was the new eighty.

      “She’s squeezing my arm and having to tuck the saggy bits into a tube, and she says to me, well, you’re only as old as you feel.”

      “I would have slapped her…” muttered Dot, who used to be Becca’s best friend in the way back when. Her family had moved away about a week after graduation—it had felt like the end of the world at the time.

      “…but who has energy for that?” Daisy Dixie finished.

      They all chuckled because they were all out past their bedtimes.

      As more oh-my-gosh-we’re-old stories flowed past her, Becca pushed aside her paper plate. She’d eaten as much as she could of the catered meal—there was something to be said for those senior servings, even if the idea had annoyed her at first—and looked around.

      The gymnasium had seen as much wear as her class. The dispirited school hangings looked the same, though they must have changed them out once or twice. Behind the lackluster food smells lingered the scent of dirty shoes and perspiration, and mixed with the smells their class had brought, it all of it now being pushed around by a desultory and probably ancient air conditioner.

      She smiled at the sight of Georgy Guidry snoozing in his chair. Just like old times. His wife, Barbara Betty, had her back to him while she caught up with—well, Becca needed to get closer with her cheaters on to see the name tag.

      The tags had been Becca’s contribution to the effort. Lisa Linda had initially been a little annoyed at the font size Becca had chosen—it made the tags take up about half a chest—but everyone loved them, and the high school pictures Becca had added below the names.

      Becca had needed the name tag to recognize Dot who had apparently recognized Becca without a problem. Or she had been more farsighted than Becca. Upon a closer look, the remains of the girl she’d been were still very much there. And her voice sounded the same, both plaintive and resigned as she somehow managed to cut Becca out of the herd so she could catch her up on the past fifty years in the Life of Dot.

      Becca kept her smile in place, nodding occasionally as the big clock over Dot’s shoulder tracked how far past her bedtime it was. When Dot paused to take a breath, Becca pushed her chair back.

      Pale eyes blinked. “Are you leaving?” Her tone quivered as if she might cry.

      Becca lifted her empty cup. “I need more punch.” Her gaze did another sweep, but she knew he hadn’t come, even though he’d RSVP’d an acceptance.

      Her secret crush—one so secret she hadn’t shared it with her best friend. Or her diary. If her heart could have kept it from her brain, it would have. She couldn’t remember now why it had been imperative to hide it, but whatever the reason was, it still had her in its grip.

      “I thought someone said Zach Baker was coming,” Dot complained.

      Becca may have twitched.

      “I used to have the worst crush on him,” Dot continued.

      “All the girls had a crush on Zach,” said Daisy Dixie from Dot’s other side. “He didn’t come to the last one either.” She and Bettina sighed in unison. “I heard he’s still a dish. And a widower.”

      “With thirteen kids,” Bettina pointed out, with a slight shudder, though she added, “They must all be grown though?” She cast a languishing glance toward the entrance and sighed again. “Donna May says that Zach could give Harrison Ford a run for his money in the looks department.”

      As she moved away, Becca wondered, had all the girls Zach hadn’t dated in high school been hoping for a reunion movie moment tonight? After fifty years? Becca examined her hopes critically. No, she was long past hoping for movie moments, but it would have been nice to see him. Still a dish, aye?

      And then, as if her thoughts—or their talk—had summoned him, he appeared in the doorway. She gave him a critical once over. Yep. Still a dish who could give Harrison Ford a run for his money. And he had enough of “it” left to make her heart skip a beat.

      Maturity had somehow made his lined face handsome and his gray hair distinguished. She’d been a widow longer than she’d been married, but she could honestly say she hadn’t thought about Zach, hadn’t wondered “what might have been” until the reunion planning began.

      He’d married twice, lost both wives, and there were those thirteen kids, she reminded herself—like the others her information had been culled from the “where are they now” booklet that Lisa Linda had compiled. This was the moment she should be grateful for unanswered prayers.

      Women did not age as well as men, and she couldn’t imagine the kind of damage thirteen kids would have done if she’d been on the delivering end. She did know the damage her three had done and that was plenty.

      As he hesitated in the double doorway, she might have sighed. It would have been nice to have one of those, we-went-out-a-little, lost-love, might-have-been memories from high school. She’d mostly been invisible for the four years. Of the very few guys who’d paid her brief notice, two hadn’t survived and the others, to her relief, had declined to come. She’d read where they were now, and it wasn’t pretty.

      When Zach’s gaze started to scan her direction, Becca changed course. The punch bowl would take her toward Zach, who had been spotted and hailed with delight by his old friends—the gals and guys he’d actually shared high school memories with.

      It wasn’t because she was afraid to talk to him that she slipped between two tables without attracting the notice of the occupants. She just wanted to see the notable events of the past fifty years table. Lisa Linda, Mary Magdalene, and Donna May had gone to a lot of trouble to put it together.

      Wow, seen this way, the years seemed even longer. While she’d been living her life wars and walks on the moon, all kinds of technology, and a new millennium had happened. With each step, each event she felt older, so she moved on to the memorial display. Because looking at who had died would make her feel younger. Not. But it was better than going back to the Life of Dot, Part Two.

      Like the last display, this one was chronological, starting with Michael David Lorante, who had died a couple of weeks after graduation.

      Forever young, she thought, staring at the dimly remembered face. She moved slowly down the line. The time gaps were big at first, then started to close as their class aged and the years racked up. At the end, she stopped, a frown forming between her brows. John James Normand and Larry Garry Olivier had both died within the last two weeks. That was sad. And odd. She did a minor double take to check the dates. They died exactly a week apart. She took the small step to the last memorial picture and did more than a double take.

      Georgy Guidry? Born nineteen fifty-three and died…today?

      She glanced back at his slumped figure. It was just a bad joke, she assured herself, and Lisa Linda would not be happy about it. They were all supposed to be grownups now. Georgy might think it was funny…

      “Becca?”

      Becca stiffened. That sounded like Zach. How did she know how he sounded after all this time? She turned around. It was Zach. Zach Baker looking at her, apparently wanting to talk to her. Wow. He looked better up close, which was not fair since she knew she didn’t.

      He smelled good, too. Nice for her—time had been kind to him. Not so nice for him, since time had been a meanie dancing all over her face. The gymnasium’s A/C wasn’t up to the job, and she wished she had a fan. Not that it could wave away the wrinkles and sags. She reminded herself how old she was and her lips curved up as her sense of humor returned.

      “Hi, Zach. You’re late.”

      It had to be her imagination that he seemed pleased to see her. Which was, she reminded herself, because they were classmates and they weren’t dead. This made her glance at Georgy again, but her gaze refused to stay there. Not when Zach Baker was a few inches away from her by choice. All her dreams come true—fifty years too late.

      He grinned, and her heart might have skipped. Because it was old and not quite up to the trip down memory lane.

      “I saw the menu.”

      “Our budget gets smaller every reunion,” she pointed out, without rancor. Mary
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