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      My name is Nora Black, and I’m proof-positive that life past fifty just keeps getting better. I have great friends, own my own business, and I have a wonderful man in my life who loves me, crow’s feet and all.

      For my BFF Gilly’s birthday, we are heading to an 80s-themed mystery weekend set in an old high school, and I’m looking forward to big shoulder pads and even bigger hair. The fact that my guy Ezra looks great in tight jeans doesn’t hurt one bit, either.

      But when my scratch-n-sniff psychic gift acts up, and it sniffs out an actual murderous plot, our fun outing takes a totally deadly turn.

      My scent-o-rama is spazzing out to the max!

      The clues are in the past, and we’re racing against the clock to turn back time. But with my nose for clues and a little luck, hopefully, we can find a killer before school’s out for murder.
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      When I walked out of the bathroom, Ezra Holden, Detective Hottie, aka the man I loved, slid on a gray Members Only jacket. While his jeans weren’t so tight I could see London or France, they did hug his butt in the most delicious way.

      “Duuude,” I said. “You have a bodacious booty.”

      He chuckled as he pushed the twin beds together to make one big bed, then turned around to face me. He had a month’s worth of beard and mustache going on that I still hadn’t gotten used to.

      His brows rose as his bright green gaze landed on mine. “Wow, Nora. Those bangs are gravity-defying.”

      I patted the top of my hair. “Courtesy of freeze spray.”

      Fortunately, I’d had my roots touched up earlier in the week, or this ode to 1980s style would’ve been a no-go. As it was, I’d used enough hairspray that if someone flicked a lighter too close, my hair would become Aqua Net flambé.

      I went up on my toes as he dipped his head. His lips brushed mine in a way that made my entire body sing. He slid his hands over my hips and pulled me close, my stomach pressed against his straining groin. “I can’t believe this is the first time we’ve been alone in two weeks.”

      “That’ll teach you to go off undercover with the Feds,” I told him. I cupped my fingers behind his neck and twirled the sandy-blond curls that had gotten longer since he’d begun working with the joint drug task force. “I’m so happy you made it back in time for this weekend.” I sighed as he pressed his forehead against mine. “But I would’ve understood if you’d decided to stay home.”

      He caressed my cheek. “What? And miss you in a ruffled mini dress with the biggest shoulder pads I’ve ever seen? Not on your life.”

      “This old thing?” I said coyly, batting my fake eyelashes at him. My dress was golden yellow and was the exact one I’d worn to the winter semi-formal in 1986. After my mom died, I’d found several of my outfits in wardrobe bags hanging in the closet of my girlhood bedroom. The dress was a bit tighter in the waist and hips than it had been when I was seventeen, but thanks to the miracle that is shapewear, it still fit. “I can’t believe I have a legit reason to wear it again.”

      He gave me a quirky half-smile. “It’s fun seeing you get all I-love-the-eighties for a weekend. Although, I was surprised they made us give up our cellphones.”

      School’s Out for Murder, Incorporated was a new murder mystery immersive weekend venue in an old renovated high school outside of Button Falls, about forty minutes from Garden Cove. The owner-operators had strict rules about no technology that included laptops, tablets, and phones. I’d done a couple of escape rooms, so I understood the reasoning. Still, I felt a little naked without my cell. The nice thing, though, was that Ezra couldn’t get called back to Garden Cove for any reason. After his long absence, I was glad to have him primarily to myself for two days.

      “I guess they don’t want anyone cheating,” I mused.

      He smirked. “I’m a detective. I already have an unfair advantage.”

      “Only if you think applying cop logic to a fictional mystery is an advantage.”

      Ezra snorted. “We’ll see who solves the murder first.”

      “Hey.” I leaned into him. “We’re partners in this.”

      “In all ways,” he said before lifting me off the ground and carrying me across the room.

      I giggled as he lowered me to the bed.

      Until my ass slid between the mattresses.

      “This is so not going to work,” I said with a laugh.

      He shook his head. “They really did a great job of converting these classrooms into guest quarters, but they definitely didn’t make them couple-friendly.”

      “Hah. Maybe that’s the point.” I unwedged myself from the crevice. “It’s a school.” The brick walls had been painted a silver-sage color, making the room feel less institutional. “But I bet we can get creative.”

      “Oh?” The corners of his eyes crinkled as he grinned down at me. “I’m all for creative.”

      I patted the bed. “I know you are.”

      He sat down next to me. “Maybe we should skip the dance…” He playfully nipped my lower lip as his fingers danced down the middle of my back. He frowned. “Where’s the zipper?”

      “It’s on the side.”

      He nuzzled my neck while he explored my dress with his hands. “Interesting…”

      The sound of the zipper unzipping was followed by my grateful exhale as the bodice relaxed and gave me more breathing room.

      “I think we’re going to be a little late,” I said.

      His warm palm splayed across my ribs as his fingers slid under my bra. He kissed up the side of my neck, the brush of his beard and the heat of his breath pulling strings of pleasure through me. I leaned my head back and moaned.

      I felt his satisfied smile against my skin. “We’re going to be a lot late.”

      “I’m good with that.”

      Three sharp knocks elicited a sound close to a growl from Ezra. “Go away,” he said.

      “Come on, you guys,” Gilly yelled from the other side of the door. “Let’s go.”

      I sighed as Ezra lowered his forehead to my chest. “We have to go, don’t we?” he asked.

      “It’s her birthday,” I said. “So, that’s a big yes.”

      When Gilly had found out School’s Out for Murder, Incorporated was doing a 1980s-themed mystery for their opening weekend, she’d immediately reserved six spots. It hadn’t taken much for Pippa Hines—the third in our bestie trio—and me to get on board with the plan. Gilly was turning fifty-four, and her children, twins, were college-aged now and were no longer living at home. In other words, empty nest syndrome was real. To lift Gilly’s spirits, we’d been down for whatever was going to make her happy.

      I’d closed Scents & Scentsability, the boutique where I sold organic beauty products that I created and curated, for the weekend. Garden Cove was a seasonal tourist town, so we relied mostly on outside orders to keep our profits in the black during the winter months. Pippa, who used to be my assistant when I worked for one of the largest beauty suppliers in the United States, managed the front of the shop. As for Gilly, she was an established massage therapist with twenty years of experience. Honestly, her local clients were our best year-round customers. Getting her to come work with Pippa and me had not only been a good best friend move it had also been great for business.

      Gilly knocked again. “Are you coming?”

      “Apparently not,” Ezra muttered.

      I snickered. “We’ll be there in a couple of minutes.” Long enough for me to get zipped up and Ezra to lose his, uhm, disappointment.

      Ezra held up his hand and flashed me five fingers three times in a row.

      “Be there in fifteen minutes,” I amended.

      “Five! And not a minute later. You hear that, Easy?” Gilly said, using Ezra’s nickname.

      “Why am I in trouble?” he asked.

      “Because she knows you about as well as I do.”

      Ezra winked at me. “You’d be amazed at what I can do in five minutes.”

      “Settle down, Risky Business. This hair and this dress will take longer than five minutes to put back together.”

      “Fine.” He got up and helped me to my feet.

      I sucked in my gut and zipped my dress. “We’ll sneak away later tonight.”

      “Promises, promises.”

      I grabbed him by the collar of his Members Only—not a euphemism—and tugged him close for a kiss. “One I intend to keep.” I let him go and walked to the door. “But until then, we have a dance to go to, followed by a mystery to solve.” I slid on a pair of yellow Converse low tops. I was not cramming my feet into a pair of bright-colored chunky heels for the sake of authenticity. Besides, Converse were just as popular then as they are now, and my feet would thank me for it later.

      “Cute shoes,” Ezra said.

      I went up on my toes and turned my ankle to him. “I’ll have you know that my favorite shoes in the eighties were a pair of high-tops in just this color.”

      He smiled. “I think they’re, like, totally awesome.”

      “Aw! I didn’t know you were a Valley Girl.”

      “A Valley what?” He shook his head. “There’s a whole page devoted to 1980s slang in our check-in packet. I studied it while you were getting ready.” He put his arm around me. “Do you think they’ll have food?”

      I gave his belly a tap. “You had a double cheeseburger and large fries on the way here.”

      He frowned. “You ate some of my fries.”

      I held up two fingers. “Two fries.”

      “I feel like I haven’t eaten in weeks.”

      “Tapeworm,” I said.

      He frowned as he opened the door. “You’re not funny.”

      I laughed. “I really am.”

      He bumped shoulders with me. “Spaz.”

      “Dork,” I countered. “Let’s boat.”

      “Huh?”

      “Motor on, dude.”

      “Duuude,” he said with a grin. “After you.”

      When I stepped out into the hall, an older middle-aged man, wearing jeans and a t-shirt, hustled past me. He smelled like he’d been picking herbs in a dank forest of pine trees. In other words, like Drakkar Noir, which could’ve been called What High School Boys Smelled Like in the 1980s. Mr. Rude clipped me with his shoulder and sent me stumbling sideways against the white lockers lining the walls.

      “Hey!” Ezra shouted. I grabbed his arms to keep myself upright, preventing him from going after the rude jerk.

      The man gave us a one-finger wave without looking back as he continued his fast walk down the hall.

      While the guy was gone, the sweet, herbal scent of his cologne lingered…along with a memory.

      “Pizza face,” a guy wearing a yellow and blue letter jacket says as he slams another guy into a locker. He has BF in large letters on one side of the jacket, covered in silver and brass letter pins for football, basketball, and baseball. On the other side is a bearded Viking head with a horned hat. Probably the school mascot. The left sleeve has the number ten on his upper arm. The teenager’s dark, short-cropped hair is damp, but his face, like those of all his friends and the boy against the locker, is a blur. The pungent aroma of cologne and body spray is heavy in the air.

      The hallway is similar to the one we’re in now, only it’s painted yellow with gray lockers. The speaker’s friends, also wearing letter jackets, laugh as each of them gives the kid a shove as they pass by, calling him names.

      “Dickbag.”

      “Douche.”

      “Dumbass.”

      The boys are as alliterative as they are cruel.

      A woman shouts, “Get to class before I report you all. You won’t be laughing when you’re benched on Friday night’s game.”

      “Chillax,” the instigator says as the rest of the teenagers leave. The bully follows after them, and the kid they’ve tortured throws his books on the floor and slams his locker shut.

      My smell-o-vision, as my best friend Gilly called it, faded.

      “Whoa,” I said as the sage-green halls and white lockers reappeared. “That was intense.”

      Ezra had his arm around me, holding me steady. “A vision?”

      “Yeah,” I said. “A strong one.” After dying for twenty-seven seconds during my hysterectomy a little over two years ago, I’d returned to the living with a nose that could literally smell memories. Only, they weren’t my memories. The psychic remembrances always belonged to someone else. And they were always tied to aromas that evoked strong emotions. Which meant—thankfully—the memories weren’t always about murder and violence. Sometimes they were about moments of pure joy, love, pride, and a myriad of other emotional remembrances that scents could evoke. I couldn’t quite put my finger on which mood had triggered this last memory.

      “Bad?” Ezra asked.

      I nodded again. “No, but yes.” I still felt out of sorts.

      “Bad enough to make it a police thing?”

      I leaned my head against his shoulder, my crispy bangs smooshing against his bearded face. “Do you have a DeLorean I don’t know about?”

      Ezra arched his brow. “You want to go back to the future?”

      “Brushing up on your eighties’ movies, I see.”

      “Great Scott, Nora,” he teased. “I had the entire DVD collection when I was a kid. I’ve watched the movies multiple times over the years.”

      “On DVD, huh?” I’d been a junior in high school when the first movie had released in theaters. And the original videos had come out on VHS tapes. I didn’t want to think about how many years after its release Ezra had owned the collection. I waved my hand. “Anyhow, the memory I saw was about a school bully when this place was still Button Falls High, so even if we had a time machine, there’s not much we could do about it now.”

      He pulled me into his arms again and kissed me stupid. With a crooked smile, he said, “Nora Black, I’m so thankful my density has brought me to you.” The line was from Back to the Future, when George approaches Lorraine in the diner. Only, Ezra said it with such a sweet sincerity it made my heart squeeze. Then he kissed me again in a way that made me want to shove him back inside the room.

      “Hah,” I replied breathlessly as I patted his chest. “We better get going, McFly.”

      He wiggled his brows. “I’ll grab the plutonium.”

    

  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/rg_norablack6.jpg
A Nord, Black Midlge Poychic Coy Mystery 6

S 8.

@ auther

RENEE GEORGE







