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Chapter One
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Two months ago, Daniel’s
idea of a reunion special sounded like a good idea for improving
the inn’s bottom line. The local winery put reunion stickers on
their bottles of table red after she provided the stickers and
bought three cases. Each room got a gift basket of wine, chocolate,
bath salts, and a candle for a romantic getaway. The baskets rested
on the foyer table. Originally, she thought leaving them in the
rooms would work, but she wanted to make sure the guests each
received their baskets personally. Somehow, that would make it seem
more like a gift than something that normally came with the
room.

Her first reunion guest was Lorena
Fitzgerald, according to the list. The door opened almost on cue,
jangling the delicate bell she’d attached to it for exactly that
purpose. A woman with a dark asymmetrical bob and a cashmere
sweater set entered, pausing on the threshold. A quick scan of the
woman’s conservative closed toed pumps, pencil skirt, classic pearl
strand, and wrinkle free face didn’t strike any memory chords.
People changed with the help of hair dye, weight gain or loss, and
Botox. The woman summoned up a pleasant smile as she approached
Donna.

Good, a nice customer. It was about
time. All she seemed to have lately was the loud talkers whom the
other guests complained about. Then there were ‘the late night door
slammers,’ which was the unfortunate result of a not so harmonious
second honeymoon. Not to be overlooked was the late night snacker.
Personally, he was the worst in her opinion. Surprise hit her when
she opened her fridge, expecting to see all the items she’d
prepared the night before for breakfast and only finding a fraction
of them. The man had the nerve to ask if they were going to have
more of the missing delicious cinnamon date buns. Her lips tilted
up as she stifled a sign of relief as the guest approached with one
single designer weekender. Classy. Why couldn’t all her
guests be similar?

“Hello. Welcome to The Painted Lady Inn.
Thanks for choosing the Lady for your weekend getaway.” She held
the smile in place, questioning her choice of a name for her bed
and breakfast. Daniel remarked it sounded like something out of a
horror movie, as if it would come to life.

The woman didn’t answer, but took two more
steps closer, then placed her bag on the floor. “I’m glad to be
here before the sun sets.”

“You made it.” Her cheeks were starting to
ache from continually smiling. Well, that and acting like a genial
innkeeper. Why couldn’t she’d just be normal Donna Tollhouse?

“Yes, yes, I did.” The woman glanced around
the foyer that had several open doors to the front parlor, library,
and dining room. Her lips pursed as her eyes flicked upward.

No dust anywhere and the floors gleamed
where they weren’t covered by a floral runner.

“May I have your name, please?”

The woman gave a nervous laugh, which seemed
out of place.

“Lorena, Lorena Fitzgerald.”

Convenient, since she was the first name on
the list. Her hand gripped the heavy reunion basket and held it out
to Lorena. “Compliments of the inn for your stay.” The woman’s
French tipped manicured hand wrapped around the basket handle
beside Donna’s. “Enjoy the reunion.”

Lorena’s eyes widened. “There’s a reunion?
What type?”

Donna had relinquished the basket unaware
that her guest didn’t merit it. Too late to take it back too,
especially since the woman was now poking through it making
pleasurable noises. With her luck, the couple out antiquing would
hear about it and expect one too. Well, she did have a couple cases
of Reunion Red.

“Ah yes, the local high school is having a
reunion. Thirty-one years.”

Lorena fanned her free hand in front of her
as if overcome by the thought of a reunion. “Thirty-one years.
Goodness, I’ve only been out of school barely twenty years.”

Taking a page from Detective Taber’s book,
she ran a hand over her face, hoping to hide her smirk. Okay, the
woman looked good, but not that good. A woman in her thirties would
wear something a little more playful, edgy, or even more casual.
The shoes and sweater set declared her mid-forty. Once she
recovered her innkeeper face, she dropped her hand.

“Of course,” she responded, not knowing what
she should say to such a blatant lie. “Let me show you to your
room. You’ll probably want to relax. There are refreshment stations
on every floor, but there are also several nice restaurants
nearby.

“Thanks. Maybe tomorrow. I’m just going to
put my feet up tonight.”

“That’s a good plan, too.” She murmured the
words as her fingers wrapped around the key. “Your suite is a
corner, one that gives you a lovely front view of the
neighborhood.”

“Sounds wonderful. You really do have a
lovely inn.”

Donna grabbed the suitcase before Lorena
could. “I’ll carry it. You have your hands full.”

The woman looked as as if she’d object, but
her shoulders relaxed, and she gave a small nod.

As the inn owner, she took the lead up to
the second floor. “This inn was originally built by a besotted
bridegroom for his new bride. Quite a wedding present, huh?”

Maria, Daniel’s wife, had penned several
similar tidbits that she felt gave the inn a hospitable character.
Had to be better than identifying it as the place a stranger was
previously murdered.

“Impressive. I wouldn’t mind such a
gift.”
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Her sister-in-law, Maria, had taken the brunt of the
reservations since people tended to reserve online, and she served
as the webmaster.

She checked to see the guest names. One was
a single rented to Terri Gentry. No, it couldn’t be her high
school nemesis. When she initially planned her B and B, it never
occurred to her that people she knew and didn’t particularly like
would be her guests. Anonymous strangers with the occasional odd
quirk were what she’d expected.

Fate had a wicked streak a foot wide sending
her ambassadors from a past she’d like to forget. The front door
swung open while the sunlight spotlighted the next visitor as if he
was a singer ready to solo. The broad shoulders, height, and cocky
saunter forced her to inhale and cross her fingers. His face
remained in shadow as he walked into the foyer.

Wyn Lansing, the same male who caused her to
spend her junior year acting the fool. Her father joked that Wyn
must have made up his name to sound successful. At the time, she
thought her father cruel, but now she wondered if it could be true.
The popular senior had even taken pity on her and asked her to
dance once at the winter formal.

For a brief interval, she considered herself
Cinderella. Instead of the clock striking midnight, his date had
returned from the bathroom ending their interlude. Not much
happened after that, besides a handful of greetings in the hall,
followed by a threat from his girlfriend, Terri Gentry, to
disembowel her. If that wasn’t bad enough, the twit started a rumor
Donna had a STD.

If Donna had bothered to check the guest
list before now, she would have sent Terri and Wyn an apology note,
claiming to have accidentally overbooked.

“Donna, as I live and breathe, it is you.”
Wyn walked forward with his arms held wide as if to sweep her up
like a fast combine cutting through a cornfield.

He was the one person she didn’t want to
remember her. Her traitorous lips tilted up as the handsome man
came closer. His wavy chestnut hair hadn’t changed much. The
crinkles around his eyes made him even better looking. It gave him
character. She and her girlfriends had given him the nickname, Drop
Dead Handsome. They were certain that his classic profile and charm
would be enough to cause a woman to drop into a dead faint. Of
course, she didn’t know anybody who had, but he certainly set many
feminine hearts aflutter.

When he was almost upon her, a woman with a
sullen expression and oversized suitcase entered. “Wyn, you left me
to carry the luggage.”

Donna took a slight step to the right,
avoiding the over friendly greeting. Did the appearance of who was
obviously his wife cause her sudden action? Of course not.
The fact was she was never that good of friends with Wyn, despite
her fantasies.

“Welcome.” She smiled at the two of them.
“So glad to have you here.”

Wyn grinned back at her and held out a hand,
which she shook; glad the moment of awkwardness had passed.

“I couldn’t believe it when I saw the
mention in the reunion newsletter that you were running The Painted
Lady Inn. I told Jessica,” he nodded in the woman’s direction, “we
had to stay here.”

Her smile felt tight and plastic as she held
it under the steamed woman’s gaze. “Ah, yes, so glad you did.”
Donna reached for the reunion basket and swung it so forcefully
that the bath salts balanced on the top toppled out and spilled
across her refinished floors.

Great. Carefully, she placed the
shaken basket on the floor and reached for the next one. The next
person wouldn’t get bath salts. No great loss there. “Here,
let me try it again,” she joked as she tucked the room key in the
basket and handed it over.

Wyn took the basket from her making sure his
hand brushed hers and gave her a broad wink. Oh, no, this she
didn’t need. Right in front of his wife, too.

“Breakfast is served between nine and ten.”
With any luck, her face hadn’t shown any of her emotional turmoil.
There had been rumors about Wyn running through women the way most
people with allergies did tissues. Apparently, it was true, which
explained his wife’s attitude.

“Why couldn’t we have stayed at the hotel?”
The wife’s shrill voice carried as Donna went to retrieve a broom
and dustpan. Too bad they hadn’t.

His low-voiced response thankfully didn’t
carry. At least the man could use discretion sometimes.

By the time, she had the salts swept up and
the broom stowed, Terri arrived. The woman swept in with the same
arrogance Cleopatra must have shown entering Rome. A disdainful
head tilt announced she’d been in grander accommodations. No
mistaking the woman, she looked the same, only tighter as if her
skin had shrunk, making her face all angles without any soft
curves.

“Hello, Gentry, Terri, I have a
reservation.”

Donna repressed an urge to remark that her
presence made a reservation self-evident. “Yes, you do. Welcome to
The Painted Lady Inn. Here’s your gift basket.” She pushed the
remaining basket in Terri’s direction.

The woman pawed through the contents as her
lips pulled down in a frown. “The bath salts that were advertised
on the website ad are missing.”

Before she could answer, Terri
continued.

“No way, I can carry it and my luggage
upstairs. I guess it’s too much to expect a backwater establishment
like this would have an elevator?” Her sneer announced she already
knew the answer.

“Here at The Painted Lady Inn, we strive for
authenticity.” It seemed a better answer than no, we don’t have
an elevator.

Terri raised both eyebrows as she stared
down at Donna, who had picked up both the woman’s suitcase and
basket. Normally, the woman wouldn’t have anything on her height
wise, but with her hunched over like Quasimodo, the hunchback of
Notre Dame, she was at a disadvantage.

What did she have in the suitcase? Bricks?
She stood, straightening her back and retaining as much dignity as
possible. “You’re in B2.”

“Hmm. Should I assume there’s no running
water?”

Count to ten. She inhaled deeply.
While she didn’t think it was possible, the woman had grown even
more malicious with age. “Excuse me?” Maybe she hadn’t heard
right.

“If you’re trying to return to Victorian
times, then they wouldn’t have running water.”

Ah-ha, she had her there. The more
expensive Victorian mansions did have indoor plumbing. Terri had
never been a stellar student with her graduation, depending on
whomever she managed to coerce into doing her homework. The woman’s
jab stung, but Donna needed the woman’s six hundred dollars.
Technically, she’d already spent the money on linens. “We do have
running water, cold and hot.”

Perhaps Terri didn’t hear the sarcasm in her
voice.

“Has Wyn Lansing arrived yet? He’s the one
who told me about the inn.”

She inhaled deeply as if she were readying
herself for some deep, dark confession. “I’m only staying here
because of Wyn.”

Ick. Didn’t need to know that. I’m sure
the wife wouldn’t be big on her husband playing musical bedrooms,
and she looked like she could knock Femme Fatale off her skyscraper
heels. “He just arrived about ten minutes ago.”

“Perfect!” The woman clapped her wine-tipped
talons together. “I can’t wait to talk about old times.”

Talking must be code for something
else.

The woman minced up the stairs, humming a
dated song under her breath. Yeah, easy to mince when a person
wasn’t carrying anything.

“Here we are.” Donna pushed out the words,
trying not to sound winded even though she was. She pulled the key
out of her pocket and opened the door. “Here’s your sitting room
with daybed, table, chair, and television.”

“Television? How authentic.” Terri tittered
as if she just made the greatest joke ever.

Too bad the room wasn’t on the third floor
so she could point out where she had found the dead man who haunts
the Inn. Sure, he didn’t really haunt the place, since she had
found his killer, but he should be good for at least one haunting.
What good was solving a murder if she couldn’t orchestrate ghostly
appearance?

Donna moved down the slender hall and
gestured to the bathroom. “Your bathroom comes equipped with a claw
foot tub.”

“Quaint.”

The woman managed to degrade an expensive
tub with one word. Donna would love to toss her out of the Inn, but
she was well aware the woman would go online and write a scathing
review. She gestured to the brass bed piled high with pillows.
“Your bedroom.”

“Oh goody, a four poster!” Terri grasped one
brass finial and shook it, rattling the bed.

Don’t say anything. Don’t say
anything. She kept up her mental chant as she exited the room
and made her way down the stairs. This weekend might end up with
another murder in her vicinity. Unfortunately, she’d know the
killer personally.

By the time she reached the bottom floor,
Maria stepped through the kitchen door. “Sorry I’m late. I stopped
by the store to pick up extra snack items since you have a full
inn.”

Not trusting herself to speak, she pointed
to the kitchen where they both headed. Inside the bright room,
Donna pointed upstairs and pantomimed choking someone. “That bad,
huh?” Maria unpacked individual bags of pretzels, chips, crackers,
and trail mix. The sight of the packets reminded her of her
original vow to only serve homemade goodies. There would be a plate
of individually wrapped brownies and cookies at each snack station
along with the store bought, but her image of carefully arranged
goodies on a china plate died a swift death when one guest had
taken the plate of cookies meant for the entire floor.

“Yes.” Donna shook her head as she helped
sort out the nibbles for the three different snack stations. “Fate
must hate me to allow the two people I least wanted to see from my
graduating class to show up here.”

“Sorry.” Maria finished one basket and
pushed it to the side. “You could have given me a list of people
you wanted to avoid to prevent murder and mayhem.”

Her eyes rolled upward on her own. “Nothing
that melodramatic. I’m afraid there might be some bedroom hijinks.
The fact I gave up my room to accommodate more guests means I won’t
be here to put a stop to it.”

Her sister-in-law snorted and rolled her
eyes as she finished a second snack basket.

“While I want the inn to be a romantic
getaway, I expected it to be more for couples married to one
another, those in a long term relationship as opposed to a casual
hookup station The cheap motel by the highway should serve well
enough for that. It certainly would be more low profile.”

“Mmm.” Maria threw her a sideways glance as
her lips tilted up slightly, almost a smile, but not quite, more of
a smirk. “Maybe you could call up that handsome detective you’re
seeing and report them for being overly loud.”

“We’re friends; that’s all. Maybe I could.”
She hesitated, trying to think of a reason to get Detective Mark
Taber to her inn in the middle of the night without an actual
crime.

“Seriously, Donna, I was joking.”

“Yeah, I know.” She did, but it didn’t
prevent her from wishing some bizarre issue like sulfur gas that
would clear her unwanted guests from the premises. Another jingle
of the front door bell had her shaking her head. “Should I ask
before I go out there and get another surprise?”

Maria tweaked the bowl on the basket, before
answering. “It could be A. Forrester.”

The slam of the front door indicated
whomever it was had entered. “A huh? Just an initial. Must be a
woman then. Women tend to do that for safety reasons. All right,
I’ll go and make nice.”

“I’m almost tempted to watch.”

Donna gave her sister-in-law a forbidding
look before pushing on the swinging door.

“Hello, welcome to The Painted Lady Inn,
where gracious accommodations reign.” She’d been trying out various
slogans for the inn but hadn’t found the right one yet. Apparently,
her guest wasn’t impressed since he fussed with his suitcase tag
instead of looking up. Couldn’t really tell much from the top of
his head, except his brown hair was thinning a little. Not too
surprising considering his age.

The temptation to tap her toe tantalized her
as she waited for a reaction from the man. Was he stuck? That
happened sometimes, especially with older guests. Her nursing
skills got used almost as much as her non-existent innkeeper
skills. Donna even considered listing she was a nurse to attract
the geriatric set, but then she’d have to install an elevator.

The man popped up like a jack-in-the-box,
startling Donna so much she stumbled back into the wall, much to
the guest’s amusement.

“Aha, I got you good.”

The short man rubbed his hands together,
reminding her of a silent film villain. Something about him nagged
at her memory.

“Donna, Donna, don’t tell me you don’t
remember me?” He used his cupped hand to point to himself. “It’s
me, Arnie Forrester. Your biggest fan.”

No, no, no. Memories of random
posters pasted throughout the school with cryptic messages to her.
It may have been sweet if it hadn’t made her a laughing stock. For
that reason alone, the man served as an open sore on the high
school experience.

She tried to ignore it as well as she could.
Of course, it wasn’t easy when Terri Gentry made a point of quoting
the latest poster in English class that included one of Arnie’s
terrible poems in which he rhymed Donna with hot mama. The rest of
the year she tried to ignore people who greeted her with “Hi, Hot
Mama.”

He could have described himself as her worst
nightmare and been more honest. The only good thing about Arnie was
he made the take no prisoners nursing school seem pleasant
since he wasn’t there.

“Ah, Arnie, hello. Wasn’t expecting you.” In
her effort to be a genteel innkeeper, that was about as good as she
could do. It certainly beat pointing to the door and demanding he
leave.

One of the things she never considered about
running a B and B was that all her old high school nemeses would
choose her small inn over all the other alternatives. Perhaps she
needed to glance at the updates that Maria had made to the site
that made people want to stay here. However, a disclaimer that
anyone who had played a significant role in her formative years
would be refused reservations could be taken the wrong way.

He waggled his eyebrows and then slapped his
thigh with his open hand as if she’d told the funniest joke. “Isn’t
it great? I really pulled one over on you by using just an A,
instead of my full name. I would have thought you might have
guessed because there can’t be that many Forresters out there.”

“Maria booked you.”

The woman in question peeked out the
swinging door. “Need any help?” She smiled at Arnie before catching
Donna’s eye.

Donna’s nose crinkled since she couldn’t say
what she really thought. The door swung shut behind Maria, but her
laughter still penetrated.

Arnie stepped closer to the console table
she used for check-ins. A quick scan of the names showed that good
old Arnie was in the room she had claimed for herself when she
stayed there. A small hiss of annoyance escaped.

“No worries. I admit the Hispanic beauty is
tasty, but I’ve only eyes for you.” He held his hand near his mouth
as if he were whispering, although he wasn’t.

More laughter drifted from the kitchen. At
least someone was having a good time. Well, maybe Arnie was, too.
He certainly looked pleased. “You’re in A1.” She dangled the key in
front of him.

“Of course, I was always A-1.” He licked his
index finger and touched his khaki covered rear. “Prime American
Male.”

Okay, he had her there. No comebacks for
that line. Mark had suggested she should give the rooms some type
of thematic names like The Love Birds Aerie or Honeymoon
Haven. At the time, she was shocked the man had come up with
the romantic possibilities. It would have worked better than A1,
obviously.

The swinging door signaled Maria’s approach.
“I have your romantic celebrations basket.” She placed the basket
on the table.

“It’s the high school memories basket,”
Donna clarified, not sure what they had agreed to call the baskets,
but it definitely wasn’t romantic celebrations.

Arnie pawed through the container as if
looking for something risqué. He was flat out of luck. The man’s
fingers wrapped around the wine bottle and held it up. “Nice touch.
I wouldn’t mind sharing this with you.”

Yeah, not the words she wanted to
hear or the man she wanted to hear them from. “No need, I have over
a dozen bottles of my own.”

A hip bump from her sister-in-law had Donna
making a slight side step, allowing her to move behind the table
that separated her from her erstwhile admirer. Maria pretended to
shuffle through the papers, holding one up at random. “Is there a
Mrs. Forrester? Will you need two keys?”

Donna rocked up to her toes trying to peer
out the slender side windows. All she could see was Herman standing
on the walk, waving. She held up her hand in acknowledgment, which
made Arnie turn.

“I should have known you’d be busy charming
all the men in the neighborhood, no matter what their age.”

The heavy-handed flattery rested uneasy on
her stomach, similar to the sludge in the nurse’s lounge that
sometime passed for coffee. “That’s me. Let’s get you to your room,
so you can relax before the first round of reunion activities.
There’s a golf scramble, the dinner cruise, and a picnic on the
festival grounds. Plenty to do.”

“Yep, I read the details before I signed up.
Could I get one of you lovely ladies to show me my room?” He
reached for his suitcase and grabbed the basket, cradling it
against his side.

Well, at least she wouldn’t have to carry
his luggage. Still A1 was on the ground floor, which meant no
stairs. Maria stayed behind the table, showing no sign of leading
the way. It was all her then. “Come on, Arnie.”

The man kept pace with her, chattering about
the drive down and inserting details of his business success in the
world of pet butlering.

“What? You somehow get dogs into butler
clothes. Better yet, have them open doors?” Arnie’s amused
expression announced she somehow had it wrong. “Well, what is
it?”

“My teams pick up animal crap. It runs about
$80 a yard. Each team does five to six yards a day. I have eight
teams. That’s a little over three thousand a day. The crews work
six days a week. I’m making six figures just supervising. Who knew
crap could be such a profitable business?”

“Ah, yes. That’s amazing.” If that was his
best pickup line, it explained why he was still single. They’d
reached the door and since his hands were full, she inserted her
passkey. Her fingertips pushed the door open. The bedspread and
violets on the globe lamp carried the lavender theme. A series of
botanical pictures on the wall struck the right note. A floral
oriental she’d found at an estate sale pulled the room together
with purple and pink blossoms. The long windows allowed the late
afternoon sun into the room. A wicker rocker sat near the window
with a book on the cushion. That’s where she’d put down her book
earlier.

Arnie stepped into the room, threw his
suitcase on the bed, while still cradling the basket. He slowly
turned around taking in the entire room. “Not bad. Actually, it’s
pretty nice.”

At last, someone who appreciated the effort
she had put into the room. Her shoulders went back. Maybe she’d
been too hard on Arnie.

“For a chick’s room.”

Chick’s room, really? “Why do you
think it’s a chick’s room?” She liked to think all her rooms were
appropriate for any gender.

Arnie placed the basket on the drum table
with the floral light. “Hmm, the ruffles, the flowers, the room
smells like perfume.”

Yeah, hers.

He walked over to the rocker and picked up
the romance novel she’d been reading. He brandished the book. “No
self-respecting man would be caught reading this drivel. Mindless
nonsense.”

His remark stopped her from asking for her
book back. The best she could do would be to sneak back in and
snatch it while cleaning. “It might do you some good to read it.
Shouldn’t judge something you’ve never taken the time to read.”

Well, she’d gone and blown her excellent
innkeeper behavior. “I dare you to read it.”

He blinked once, and then smiled. “Challenge
accepted.”


Chapter Two
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Donna’s heels clattered on
the wood floor as she scurried to the kitchen. “Challenge
accepted?” What did that mean? All she did was push back when he
made fun of her reading choice. Of course, he hadn’t known it was
her book.

Forty-eight hours and everything should go
back to normal. A medical emergency, such as food poisoning at a
local buffet restaurant, could result in her return to work at the
hospital, cutting her long weekend short. Donna’s palm pushed the
kitchen door open. Her sister-in-law perched on a stool reverently
cupping her coffee. Maria lifted an eyebrow.

“Thanks. Romantic Celebrations.” She
snorted, shaking her head. “I count myself lucky you didn’t stick
any flavored lube into the basket. Daniel is wearing off on
you.”

Maria’s laughter came easily. She cleared
her throat, making sure she had Donna’s focus. “Did it occur to you
that I might have a playful side, too? Why did you think Daniel and
I got married?”

“Love. You’re both gorgeous, which made for
marvelous wedding photos. When you have kids, they’ll be
spectacular. I’m counting on them having your brains, though.” The
oversized coffee urn exerted a magnetic pull. With the day she had
so far, an Irish coffee might be a better bet. She grabbed one of
the stoneware mugs she kept for her personal use, filled it, and
topped it off with hazelnut creamer.

“Donna, you don’t really think that?”

Since she had already taken her first sip,
an answer would have to wait. A quick swallow allowed her to reply.
“Are you saying you’re not in love with my brother?”

“No, but it didn’t happen all at once. We
had to have something in common, besides the possibility of making
gorgeous children.” Her nose wrinkled on the last word.

“I didn’t hear much about you until Daniel
decided he had you tied up, afraid if you met the family you might
bolt.”

The remark entertained her sister-in-law,
who waggled her eyebrows. “Here I thought I landed your
brother.”

“He’d been notoriously hard to land. Others
have tried.”

Maria pressed a hand to her heart. “Don’t I
know it? I’ll give Daniel credit for never mentioning it.”

Donna flipped through the store-bought
snacks. Nothing interested her. “I should make caramel pecan
popcorn or curry potato crisps.”

“Anything you make is great.” Maria waved
her hand. “You’re missing what I was saying.”

The recipes should be in her loose ring
notebook she kept on the shelf with her other cookbooks. A pivot
and a few steps carried her to the worn binder, where she kept her
favorites. “Snacks, savory.” She spoke to herself as she thumbed
through the book.

“What you need is a man.”

Her fingers stilled on the pages. Something
about a man, at least she thought Maria said man or was it
mane. “Pardon me?”

“You heard me. Daniel and I both thought you
and your favorite detective might make a couple.”

“Mark? We’re just friends!” The curse of
happily married people was they were always trying to match
everyone else up. For a brief moment, she entertained a similar
belief, but was unwilling to own up to it. “As you both well
know.”

“Yes, we do. That’s why I thought this class
reunion might give you a second chance at love. Possibly meet an
old flame. What would be wrong if you had a weekend fling?”

If it were only that simple. “Thanks,
sweetie. You have good intentions.” She looked up from her cookbook
and placed one hand on her hip, the other she held in the air.
“First, we have Wyn, his wife, and his old girlfriend who is
anxious to relive old times. Nope, don’t see any moonlight and love
poems there. I may have foolishly had a crush on Wyn briefly
though.”

Maria looked up from portioning out the
snacks into piles for each floor. “Do tell.”

“He asked me to dance. We did. Terri, his
girlfriend, came out of the bathroom and saw us. The result was she
tormented me through the remainder of high school. Wyn may look
good on the outside, but something he may have done in high school
bothers me.”

“Ooh, this sounds interesting. Tell me
more.”

Donna tried to ignore Maria’s avid
expression. With her luck, Terri would walk right in on the middle
of the conversation. Her finger
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