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Chapter 1


 


After his first class of the day, Adrian was working in his
office. A light knock on his open office door got his attention. "I'm
wondering what a guy has to do to get a better grade from you, Professor
Milner," Dustin said with a wicked smirk.


"Study harder," Adrian told him.


Dustin's smile widened and he came in. "So strict.
Guess where I'm taking you?"


Assuming Dustin wanted to take him out to eat, Adrian warned him, "I already had lunch." He pointed at the wrapping paper on
his desk that still had a few bites of his sandwich left. Though there was also
a chance that Dustin was there to take him to pick out something for their
wedding. He was relentless about making it perfect, and Adrian loved him for
it. Or loved him more. It seemed like he always found reason to love him more.


Though Dustin wasn't exactly being his most charming self at
the moment as he eyed the paper with his leftover bite of sandwich disdainfully
then sniffed, "Campus cafeteria food?" Then he told him what he had
in mind. "I'm actually taking you to a haunted hotel."


"I can't go anywhere now. But you can take me after
work," Adrian told him, not that the offer sounded enticing. He would
still go. Dustin might be the one with the ability to deal with spirits, but Adrian didn't like him to do it alone. They had faced too many dangerous, even deadly
apparitions.


"I'll be here to pick you up," Dustin said then
narrowed his eyes at him. "What's the meaning of that look?"


Adrian did have on a suspicious look. "I'm waiting for
you to say we should stay at this hotel this weekend like a mini
vacation."


Dustin made a face at that sort of like when he looked at
the remains of his sandwich. "It's only half an hour out of town and still
hardly worth the drive. It's a small hotel that's falling down and infested
with some sort of spiritual presence." He made it sound like Adrian was completely wrong, then he added. "But..." As Adrian chuckled, he
continued. "There is this other place, a quaint little hotel I do want to
check out with you. Will you be free for lunch tomorrow?"


"I guess," Adrian said. It wasn't like he was
going to refuse him. "So what's going on with this hotel that's falling
down?"


Sitting on the edge of his desk, Dustin filled him in.
"It's going to be demolished then a new construction project will go up on
the site. The developer is concerned that any haunting will delay the work.
That would be Mrs. Gibson of Gibson and Moretz Properties."


"But you haven't confirmed that it's haunted?" Adrian said.


"That's what we're going to see. But I'm sure it can
use at least a cleansing."


"So either way you get paid."


"We get paid. We're partners." Dustin then leaned
in and added with a smile, "In every way." He came in for a kiss that
might have turned into more if Adrian didn't kick him out of his office so he
could get some work done.


He was splitting his time between his work at the college
and dealing with supernatural infestations with Dustin as part of Milner &
Dunn Investigations. He still couldn't believe he was involved in something
like that. It started out with him thinking that Dustin was a conman and none
of it was real, then he found out how very real and sometimes dangerous spirits
of the dead could be.


Dustin wasn't involved in anything dangerous at the moment
though. Adrian found that out when Nessie video called him a little while after
Dustin left. Her sweet little face peered at him from his phone screen, asking
eagerly, "Guess what we're doing, Daddy?" Adrian assumed that 'we'
was Nessie and her nanny, Luna, but it turned out that Dustin must have gone
straight home. "We're making macaroni and cheese with Daddy Dustin."


"Oh, you are?" This was a man who looked down on
cafeteria food.


"And I can't wait to eat it," Dustin called out
from somewhere behind Nessie.


Luna explained how it happened. "Dustin was going to
take us out for lunch, but Nessie had her heart set on mac and cheese."


It was so like Dustin to indulge her. "I wish I was
going to have lunch with you guys," Adrian said to Nessie.


"Me too, Daddy. Sorry you had to eat a sad sandwich all
by yourself," she told him sympathetically, but he could guess where that
description of his lunch came from.


"My sandwich was tasty," Adrian told her.
"Let me talk to Dustin."


"He's busy stirring," Nessie told him. Dustin said
something Adrian couldn't catch, but Nessie relayed it. "He says you want
to scold him."


"I was just going to tell him he's full of
contradictions," Adrian said but Nessie just looked confused and shook her
head so that her strawberry blond hair bounced around.


"I'm going to be full of mac and cheese soon. I love
you!" Dustin called out.


"Me too. Me too," Nessie said and sent Adrian a big kiss.


Adrian got back to work with a smile as he pictured the
happy scene back at the house. He couldn't wait to get home himself, but then
he remembered Dustin was taking him somewhere haunted and ready for demolition
and not anywhere cozy.


 


When he and Dustin drove up to the Swallowtail Hotel, Adrian saw why the place was going to be knocked down. It looked like the whole structure
was leaning to one side and the roof had more holes than shingles.


The hotel was on a nice spot in view of a stone bridge and a
stream. The fence that marked off the grounds had been swallowed by overgrown
bushes and weeds. The garden was overrun with wild vegetation.


"Are they building another hotel here?" Adrian wondered as Dustin parked his Jag.


"Actually it's going to be a high end drug rehab
facility," Dustin said. "That's one reason our client wants to make
sure there is no unnatural presence lingering here. Last thing recovering
addicts need."


"And they're in a hurry to start building," Adrian said as he eyed what was left of the old hotel.


"Mrs. Gibson's partner especially. He doesn't believe
there is anything here that can't be fixed with a wrecking ball," Dustin
said.


As he got out of the car and looked up at the three story
hotel with its peeling paint and shutters hanging off grimy windows, Adrian had to admit the place was begging for demolition. Part of the roof sagged, and on
one corner the bricks were crumbling. A cracked walkway led to a porch with
weeds coming through the rotting wood planks.


"Is it safe to go in there?" Adrian asked as they
stood by the car.


"No and no," Dustin said while he frowned at the
dilapidated structure. He was talking about the safety of the structure and the
spiritual presence inside.


"But we're still going in," Adrian guessed but
decided to find out more before they did. "So what are you sensing?"


Dustin took a breath. "There is definitely spiritual
activity here, which is to be expected from a hotel that was in business for a
long time. I'd say no cleansing was ever done. But I think only one apparition
is active and it's a troublesome one. The rest is just remnants. That one
apparition will need more than some gentle encouragement to move on."


With that Dustin went and got a bundle of cleansing herbs
and handed another bundle of them to Adrian. "Am I going to be waving
these around too?" Adrian wondered.


"Like I said, that place has never been cleansed, I can
use all the help I can get," Dustin said and they went up onto the porch.


At every step Adrian wondered if they were going to fall
right through the rotting planks. "The sooner this place is demolished the
better. It's a hazard."


"We have to make it safe to demolish first,"
Dustin said and he tried to light the bundle of herbs and failed.


Adrian saw why. Dustin's hands were shaking. That meant he was
sensing something serious. Adrian took over and lit the cleansing herbs.
"I still say we shouldn't go in," he said.


Dustin was stubborn though. "I need to get in there or
I won't know what I'm dealing with, but this place will definitely need more
than a cleansing."


He waved the smoke over the porch and Adrian hoped that
would make things better. Next Dustin pushed at the front door which creaked
horribly. The door then banged against the wall and Dustin grabbed the door
frame for support.


Adrian tried to pull him away from there, away from the
whole building, but Dustin wouldn't let him. "Cleanse the doorway,"
he gasped.


Adrian did it quickly and Dustin seemed steadier on his
feet. He started to wave the cleansing herbs too and waited to go in. Still watching
him closely, Adrian had to ask, "Are you sure you can't deal with whatever
is here after the building is demolished?"


"The client, Mrs. Gibson, asked the same thing,"
Dustin said as he peered into the dim interior full of dust and disarray.
"No. Demolishing a building that a spirit has attached itself to only
makes things worse, especially an old place like this. The building itself has
a strong presence, a restless spirit leaves an imprint. And anyway, no work can
start until I've dealt with the apparition. The workers wouldn't be safe."


"Even ones armed with wrecking balls?" Adrian was thinking that Dustin was the one who wasn't safe here, not them.


"Them especially. Anyone who threatens the existence of
this building would be in danger," Dustin said and he stepped in.
"Now let's see what we're dealing with."







Chapter 2


 


Armed with bundles of cleansing herbs, they went inside.
There was a heaviness to the air as soon as they stepped through the doors of
the hotel, but what got Adrian's attention was a hole in the middle of the
floor of the lobby. "A gaping abyss in the middle of a haunted hotel.
That's not alarming at all."


"It's not an abyss. It probably goes to the
basement," Dustin said and started waving the cleansing smoke toward it.
He was also going toward the hole like he wanted to peer into the darkness and
prove that it wasn't an abyss.


Adrian grabbed him. "How about we stay away from the
gaping maw to hell," he said and Dustin scoffed at him, but he was still
pale and Adrian didn't trust him not to fall in, not to mention the danger from
the apparition and the floor giving out if he got too close.


"The chance of getting dragged down there isn't
zero," Dustin said as he kept waving the cleansing herbs in front of him. Adrian wanted to believe he was joking, but he probably wasn't.


"Should we turn back?" Adrian said. He would have
been happy to get away from there, but Dustin was determined to stick it out.


"No, we can just go around," Dustin pointed to the
door behind the reception desk. "We can go that way."


Adrian wasn't happy with that choice either, but at least it
kept them away from the hole in the floor. At every step, the creaking of the
floorboards was too loud and he expected the floor to crack open any second.


"Why isn't there yellow tape and warning signs?" Adrian wondered. "This place is a lawsuit waiting to happen."


"I'm not sure if this hole was here before. I would
expect Mrs. Gibson to warn us about it, but she didn't mention it."


"It just opened up before we came here? That seems even
more ominous," Adrian said. "If we had arrived earlier, you might
have been standing on that spot as the floor gave out."


"Just me?" Dustin said.


"You do tend to rush ahead recklessly," Adrian pointed out.


"I guess I'm a lucky man in more ways than one
then," Dustin said and gave him a grin then nodded toward the back of the
reception area. "Let's go around and see what else is going on."


At least behind the reception desk the floor seemed solid
enough. As Dustin was cleansing the area with smoke, Adrian peered through the
door and saw a hallway and some small offices. They got cleansed quickly and
then Dustin made a turn into a second hallway that led to the kitchen, a dining
room, and a laundry. Every room showed signs of decay and serious breakdown,
and that was just the downstairs.


Adrian didn't want to know what was going on with the second
floor, but Dustin was still leading him to a set of very unsafe-looking stairs.
There was a missing step or two and the rest sagged and looked ready to snap under
their weight.


Dustin noticed how Adrian was looking at them mistrustfully.
"We'll just go slow," he said and started going up.


Following him, Adrian was ready to catch him if either the
stairs failed or the haunting overwhelmed him. So far, Adrian only sensed the
heavy atmosphere, the way the stagnant air pressed in. He knew Dustin had to be
sensing something a lot more disturbing.


Stopping halfway up the stairs, Dustin shut his eyes and
just breathed. Putting out his hand just in case, Adrian took a guess,
"It's getting worse, isn't it?"


"Actually, it's easing up," he said.


"Really. Does that mean we can skip the upstairs?"
  Adrian expected a no, but Dustin started back down the stairs.


"There are only some minor issues upstairs. A thorough
cleansing should take care of that. It's the lobby, that's where the major
issue lies. The hole is at the center of it," Dustin said and Adrian wasn't exactly shocked to hear it. "That hole will need to be cleansed from
below."


"And I was hoping we would be staying out of the
basement," Adrian groaned.


"I'm afraid not," Dustin told him and kept
spreading cleansing smoke as they made their way around the hole again.


"But you're not dealing with that today." Adrian worried the answer might be yes, so he pointed out, "It's not urgent. The
place is sitting empty."


"True and also we're not ready. I'll have to get the
right wards and come back," Dustin said. He furrowed his brow. "The
fact that there is a hole there threw me off, but that spot is a place of
violence."


"Really, in the middle of the lobby?" Adrian said as they ended up on the other side of the hole near the front doors.


"Something happened there. If it happened when the
hotel was in business, it was something that was probably very public, that you
can research," Dustin said.


"Or you will," Adrian shot back. He still didn't
understand Dustin's dislike of research.


"I'll keep you company while you do it," Dustin
said with a grin and they stepped out on the porch.


Adrian took a deep breath of fresh air but Dustin wasn't at
ease until they were well away from the hotel. "It's really nice
here," Adrian said.


"Not if you look behind us," Dustin told him.


Adrian glanced at the hotel over his shoulder then put his
arms around Dustin. "To you it doesn't just look like a broken down old
building, does it?"


"No," Dustin admitted with a sigh and leaned into Adrian. "It's like something inside there is breathing, waiting. It's a threatening
presence even when it's quiet like now."


"But having a bunch of workers barge through the place
would set it off." Dustin nodded and Adrian rubbed his back. "Want to
stroll around? Go over that little bridge maybe."


"No, I want to pick up dinner for that sweet little
girl waiting for us at home then watch something silly with her," Dustin
said.


Adrian had to smile at that. "You're such a dad
now."


"And I love it," Dustin said then he ran his hands
down to Adrian's hips and then around to his ass. "But I won't neglect
you, don't worry. After Nessie is in bed, I'll be all over you."


After a quick kiss, they headed to the car. Adrian turned back to the hotel and jumped a little. For a second there was a gray face in
a window downstairs. It was probably just a trick of the light or some old
curtain blowing around, but it left him with the feeling of being watched that
he couldn't shake.







Chapter 3


 


As promised, the next day Dustin picked up Adrian after work
and drove him to the Blue Orchid Hotel. After a few turns, Adrian noticed that
they were driving toward their chosen wedding venue, the beautiful Laurel Tree
Greenhouse.


"Is this a coincidence?" Adrian asked. They were
getting really close to where they were having their wedding. That couldn't be
just by chance.


"It's not." Dustin told him what he had in mind.
"I thought we could stay there on our wedding night before going off on
our honeymoon. It's a charming, old hotel. I think you'll like it."


"Does this hotel feature a huge hole in the floor by
any chance?" Adrian asked.


"All old hotels aren't alike," Dustin said.


"And it's not haunted."


"That's what we're going to check today, maybe test out
the mattresses," Dustin grinned and took his hand off the wheel to squeeze
  Adrian's thigh.


Adrian wasn't going to say no, but he did wonder, "What
are the chances that an old hotel isn't haunted?" Dustin made a
noncommittal noise and Adrian chuckled. "I'll keep my fingers
crossed."


 


They arrived at the Blue Orchid Hotel. A flowering vine was
almost hiding the wrought iron fence. Driving through the open gate, they
entered a central stone courtyard with a fountain in its center. It had water
flowing from a statue in the shape of an exotic flower. Parking was tucked away
behind a tall, flowering hedge.


"It's pretty," Adrian said of the courtyard and
the fountain and then looked up at the hotel. There was diamond lattice on the
windows. Cornices decorating the roof. "Definitely pretty."


As Dustin shut off the engine, Adrian watched his face to
see if he was having a bad reaction. "Nothing too bad," Dustin said.


As they got out, Adrian looked up at the side of the hotel
where ivy climbed the walls. It was leading his eye to a third story balcony.


"I see what you have your eye on," Dustin said.


"And you do too, I'm guessing."


"That is their best suite. Now let's see it for
ourselves."


The way Dustin was smiling, Adrian had to ask, "Do you
mean we're getting a tour or...?"


Dustin knew what he was saying. "I was tempted to book
us a room," he admitted with a smile.


"You want our wedding night to be a repeat?"


"No such thing with you." Dustin put his arm
through Adrian's and they went up the front steps.


They walked into the lobby to the sounds of an argument at
the front desk. Adrian didn't consider that a good sign. Then he heard the
woman say, "Things were moved, every single thing was moved."


The receptionist didn't know how to explain it. "No one
should have gone into your room, Ma'am."


"I know. I put the sign on the door for a reason,"
the woman said. "And I don't even know what's wrong with that mirror. It
was fine when I arrived."


The receptionist looked confused. "The mirror?"


"It's warped or something. I don't know," the
woman said. "I'm just glad I'm checking out."


The receptionist was apologizing and Dustin was frowning.
"Have we heard enough?" Adrian asked.


"I'd like to have a look," Dustin said.


"This isn't a deal-breaker?" Adrian asked.


"The mirror interests me," Dustin said and Adrian was sure this was professional interest.


Once the woman who was checking out left, they went up to
the reception desk. Though she had been exasperated a minute ago, the receptionist
now gave then a warm, professional smile. "Welcome to the Blue Orchid
Hotel. Do you have reservations?" she asked.





"We arranged for a tour," Dustin told her.


"Oh right. The manager, Ms Abbot, is showing you around
herself." She then pointed behind them and they turned to see a woman in a
suit, wearing glasses and carrying a tablet.


She welcomed them and told them how happy she was to be
showing them around especially since they were "would be newlyweds."


As they started the tour, Adrian saw that the place was
beautifully maintained, from the furnishings to the fixtures. It had a lot of
character and charm. "You're liking this place," Dustin whispered
then he leaned in to speak even lower. "You ready to test out the
mattresses?"


The manager led them up to the third floor and opened the
double doors to the suite with the balcony. It was a gorgeous living room and
sitting room combination. The two rooms flowed into each other through an
archway. There was a mural on one wall and a beautifully framed mirror on the
other wall reflecting it. While Adrian wanted to check out the view from the
balcony, Dustin paid particular attention to the mirror.


Having showed them around and pointed out the very nice
features, Ms. Abbot let them look around without her. She raised an eyebrow at
Dustin's intense interest in the mirror. When Dustin came to join Adrian on the balcony, he leaned in and asked, "Professional interest?"


"Not yet," Dustin said. He seemed uncertain, like
he wasn't sure if this place would work out.


"I really like this room, and the view," Adrian told him.


The balcony was on the side of the building and overlooked a
garden with tall trees hiding it from sight.


"Nice and private," Dustin said with a grin.


"Exactly," Adrian said. Looking over his shoulder,
he saw that Ms Abbot was busy on her tablet so he leaned in and kissed Dustin.


They were done with the suite but Dustin wasn't ready to
leave or to make reservations. "I'd like to see the room that was just
vacated," Dustin said. "A woman was staying there. She said something
odd happened."


Ms Abbot looked at her tablet and shook her head. "I'm
afraid that room isn't ready for guests. The cleaners haven't been in."


"That's why I want to see it now," Dustin said.


Hearing that, Ms Abbot was even less eager to show them the
room but Dustin wouldn't be talked out of it. That was when he handed her his
card. Now she frowned at him and Adrian doubtfully.


"Call it professional curiosity," Adrian told her.


"I guess we can include it in our tour," she said
with a lot of doubt.


The room in question was number 23, on the second floor. It
was a nice room and it was obvious that it wasn't ready for guests. Ms Abbot
was not happy that they were seeing a room in disarray.


Dustin walked around quickly but when it came to the mirror,
he stopped well away from it, right at the foot of the bed. Even without
getting any closer, it was obvious the mirror was warped.


Turning from the mirror, Dustin walked to the window and
opened it. "Keep this window open and give my information to the owner of
the hotel," Dustin told Ms Abbot. "This room needs a spiritual
cleansing before the problem gets any worse."


Ms Abbot didn't know what to say to that, so Adrian smiled and said, "Just pass on the information. We'll be in touch about the
suite."


He and Dustin left and Adrian said, "I'm guessing we
won't be spending our wedding night here."


"No. I think we can take this place out of
consideration. Unless the owner gets back to me, that is," Dustin said
like he didn't believe that would be happening.


"But you didn't sense that it was haunted. You said it
only needs a cleansing and you didn't sense anything from outside," Adrian pointed out while they lingered in front.


"It's not easy to sense anything in a hotel that's
occupied. I sensed a serious disturbance, but no apparition was present. I just
didn't want to discuss the specifics with Ms Abbot. She won't be the one hiring
us," he said.


"So is it a visiting ghost, a ghost that checks in and
out?" Adrian said.


Dustin laughed. "If you want to put it like that, yes,
it might be. Obviously the spirit isn't tied to the place but maybe to
something or someone in it."


Adrian took a guess. "The woman who was staying in that
room?"


"No. It has to be someone who wasn't there when we
arrived. We might have to book a room, stay the night. Investigate,"
Dustin said and judging by the wicked look in his eyes, he didn't have business
on his mind.


"A mini vacation?" Adrian asked and looked at
Dustin sideways since he was always trying to turn everything into a mini
vacation.


But he had a different suggestion. "A honeymoon
rehearsal.


"I think we've rehearsed plenty," Adrian said though it could never be enough.


"I see that smile you're trying to hide behind your
beard," Dustin teased him as they strolled toward his car.


"I'm not hiding anything. I'm sure I'll enjoy the
rehearsal and the honeymoon," Adrian said and now he was letting Dustin
see his smile. He didn't hate the idea. He liked the hotel, he loved Dustin.
They could have a very nice time here, unless the ghost situation got out of
hand.







Chapter 4


 


It was Saturday morning and Adrian was in his office doing
research for Dustin while he was in the kitchen making Nessie giggle. How was
that fair?


Listening to them, Adrian was going to check what they were
up to, maybe join in on the fun when Dustin came into the office. With a
seductive smile, he came around Adrian's desk. He got behind Adrian and leaned
over to kiss his neck and rub his chest.


Just as Adrian was thinking that they could have a different
kind of fun, Dustin got distracted by what he saw on the laptop screen.
"What is this? I see you found something dating from the 1930's. Did you
find out something about the Swallowtail Hotel?"


"That's when the violent incident in the lobby
happened." Adrian summed it up. "A man walked into the hotel lobby
and shot a guest named Emmett Marx. No motive was ever discovered. The shooter
was never caught."


Dustin looked thoughtful. "That's not much."


"I could have been in the kitchen finding out what was
making Nessie laugh," Adrian pointed out and turned his chair around.


"Sorry. You did a wonderful job," Dustin said and
gave him a kiss. "I mean that this doesn't tell us why the haunting is so
severe."


"A shooting isn't a good enough reason?" Adrian asked.


"Not by itself. The spirits of most murder victims move
on," Dustin said.


"Do you think this spirit is waiting for justice, for
his killer to be caught and punished?" Adrian asked.


Dustin thought about it. " It might depend on who shot
him and why. There is definitely something more to it."


"We can't possibly find out who did it after all this
time," Adrian pointed out.


"Don't underestimate us," Dustin said with a smile
and straddled him then kissed him.


Just as Adrian was really getting into it, they heard little
feet running over and then Nessie was in the doorway of the office. Dustin
hadn't even closed the door.


"Look, Daddies, a fruit guy," she said while she
held up a person made of fruit stuck to a toothpick.


"Is it for me?" Adrian asked.


"We have lots of them. Let's go eat," Nessie said.


"Yeah, let's eat some fruit people," Dustin said.


"That is not appetizing," Adrian muttered.


"I proudly texted Camille a photo of Nessie's fruit
creations and she wanted to know who I was," Dustin said.


"It is Saturday morning, how likely is she to be hung
over?"


"Very. But I think she just doesn't recognize me as the
same guy I used to be."


"I like this guy," Adrian said and he kissed him
just as they went into the kitchen.


Luna was in there taking photos of their creations.
"You want to make one?" she asked Adrian and pointed him to a bowl of
fruit.


Since she was an art student, Adrian asked her, "Are
you going to hand this in as an assignment?"


"The photos, yes. The fruit guys, no," she said.


"We're gonna eat the fruit guys," Nessie said.
"First you eat their heads." She demonstrated by biting a strawberry
from one of them.


Adrian raised an eyebrow at that then got handed his own
fruit person. Dustin got one too and Nessie reassured them, "Don't worry.
You aren't hurting them. They're just fruits."


They sat down and ate the fruit people and also some bagels.
As they made plans for their day, Dustin was distracted and Adrian wondered if
he was thinking about the haunting at the Swallowtail Hotel. But when he spoke
up, it was about something a lot more cheerful.


"We have to go to that concert in the park, I almost
forgot," he said. "Our musicians will be playing."


"Our musicians?" Adrian said then realized who he
meant a second before Dustin explained it to Nessie.


"These are the guys who are going to be playing at our
wedding party. We have to go listen to them," he said.


"In a park? OK," Nessie said, more excited about
the park than listening to music that wasn't for kids.


"Wear something you can dance in!" Dustin called
out to her as Luna took her to get ready.


"I'm glad we're not going somewhere that's all about
work," Adrian said as he and Dustin cleaned up the breakfast dishes.


"No one should accuse me of being a workaholic,"
Dustin claimed, but sometimes hauntings did get under his skin. "But you
could say that I'm obsessed with us having a perfect wedding." He then
sidled up to Adrian and the dishes almost didn't get done.


 


They arrived at the park before the concert started and
Dustin sent Luna and Nessie to buy them snacks and picnic foods. Adrian could guess why. "You need to make sure the park isn't haunted?"


"Not the whole park, just our spot," Dustin said.
"I can't cleanse or exorcise the whole outdoors."


"And you wouldn't be so cautious if it wasn't for
Nessie," Adrian said.


"Can't have bad vibes ruining her fun," Dustin
said and put his arm around Adrian as they strolled around.


Music started up just as Luna and Nessie arrived at their
spot. Nessie was excited to hear it and started clapping and spinning around.
They couldn't get her to sit but there were other kids dancing around too. At
one point the adults joined them and that meant Dustin wasn't about to be left
out. He pulled Adrian up to his feet and wrapped him in his arms.


"We chose well. Those musicians are good," Dustin
said.


"They are, but I think this is all you," Adrian told him and kissed him.


 


They listened to music, had their picnic and Nessie got to
play with some kids. Luna ran into some people she knew and she went off with
them. As they were leaving the park, Nessie told them, "I told some girls
that my daddies are getting married and they were jealous." She giggled
and Dustin nodded in
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