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      “Wake up, Cordelia. Wake up.”

      I was pretending I was still asleep. I wanted to identify the voice first. Finally, I did. It was Shelby. I asked myself, “What is she doing here? Didn’t she move out with her new husband? What was his name again? I feel so groggy. Where’s Biff, my new husband? Why isn’t he here to protect me from all this?” I figured I had to face the music and respond at some point, so I did. “Why do I have to wake up, number one? And number two, what are you doing here?” I slowly opened my eyes to find my friends and business partners, Shelby Irons and Sally McIntosh Kohr, hovering over me like old mother hens, Shelby’s black locks hanging down in her eyes as usual. At least some things never changed.

      They both looked confused. Sally spoke first. “What do you mean by ‘What are we doing here?’ You must be sicker than we thought.”

      I racked my brain. Nowhere in it did I remember being sick, so now I was confused. “I remember going on vacation in Arizona. I remember a crazy murder case. Of course, that isn’t surprising. And then we all met guys that night in the bar and got married in Vegas⁠—”

      Shelby interrupted. “Whoa, girl. Let me set the record straight. No one is married here.”

      I started to sweat. “Of course we are. We met the guys that night, and we all fell in love, and went to Vegas.” I was forced to stop, watching the concerned and pitying expressions on their faces.

      They were whispering back and forth something between each other that I couldn’t hear.

      I yelled, “Stop! What is going on here? Is this some sort of game? Did you two decide you didn’t want to be married, so you’re playing this trick on me?”

      Shelby started slowly. “Okay, sweetheart. Hear us out. Yes, we were all going to go to Arizona for vacation, but you came down with a really bad fever, and we had to cancel. You’ve been sleeping off and on for the last twenty-four hours. We were really worried about you. The ER doctor came and checked on you and said you’d probably be okay when you came around. But, if you didn’t recover immediately to call him.” She looked like she might grab her phone any second.

      I started thinking back. My memories were so vivid. I looked at my hand. No engagement or wedding rings. “This is all so crazy. I was sure that we were all married.”

      Sally grinned. “Well, did I at least get a good one? What was he like?”

      I nodded. “The three of them were perfect for us. I should have known it was a dream. What are the odds of that happening all at once? Darn. It was so perfect. We also opened a new office in Phoenix. A really big one to handle the surprisingly high volume of murders there.”

      Shelby sat close to the bed with her elbows on her knees. “So, who got murdered?”

      I scratched my head. “A nun. She was just entering the convent. It turned out she was murdered by one of her sister nuns. She was jealous of her taking her place with the Mother Superior.”

      Sally looked horrified. “Wow. That was harsh.”

      I agreed. “Worse than that. We thought the Mother Superior did it.”

      Shelby’s mouth hung open. “No way!”

      I chuckled. “Well, she kind of wanted us to. She was protecting the guilty party.”

      Sally smiled, lecturing Shelby. “You realize that all of this was in Cord’s head, right?”

      Shelby gave her a sheepish look. “I don’t know. It’s all starting to sound real to me, too. I wish I had met my future husband. What was his name?”

      I didn’t have to think. “Bobby. And he absolutely adored you.”

      Sally rapped her fingers on the chair. “What was mine’s name? I bet it was weird. Wasn’t it?”

      I nodded. “Well, kind of, but it was perfect for you. Davis.”

      She considered it. “Hmm. Davis. I could live with that. I bet we had a lot in common.”

      I grinned. “Everything from the first moment.”

      Shelby leaned back in her chair. “You know, when you first brought up the idea of all of us getting married after meeting three strangers, I thought it was crazy. But now it sounds kind of romantic. I feel a little disappointed that it didn’t all happen that way.”

      Now, I had to bring them back to earth. “Guys, it was only a dream. As perfect as it might have seemed with these guys who came out of nowhere, they were all dreamed up in my head.”

      She protested. “Tell me what Bobby was like. Why did I fall for him? What made him special? Why would I marry him in one day?”

      I settled back into my pillow. “Okay. Do you guys want to join me in bed? This may take a while. Once I found out it was a dream, I figured you’d just laugh it off and go back to your rooms.”

      They settled in on either side of me, like three-year-olds ready for their bedtime story. I smiled down at each of them. “Okay. Shelby, you’re first. Bobby was smooth, but in an innocent kind of way. He was head over heels in love with you the moment he laid eyes on you. He was like a puppy dog around you. And I’d like to say you didn’t like it, but you loved it.”

      She blushed. “Well, of course I did. Nobody has ever been that way around me. I would absolutely go wild if a guy adored me. That’s what I’ve been waiting for my whole adult life.”

      I looked at her askance.

      She nodded. “I know I haven’t been around forever. But you know what I mean. Even before my adult life officially started. I was the girl the little boys threw stuff at to show their affection. And that seems to have continued into adult life.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Well, it’s not like guys are hitting you.”

      She frowned. “No, but they might as well be. They are stabbing me in the heart.” She smiled, ready to move on. “So, tell me the good stuff. What was he doing with his life? Was he still in school? Did he have a job?”

      I grinned. “You’ll love this. He was pretty local. He went to the U of Penn, getting his MBA from the Wharton School of Business.”

      She stopped me again. “Holy crow! I got a Wharton MBA, and it had to be a dream? How could you?”

      I mock-glared at her. “You think you’re ticked? Wait ‘til you hear what I lost. Just wait.”

      She stuck her tongue out at me. “Good, you should have the biggest losses. It’s all in your head.”

      I thought about that logic. “How does that even make sense? My brain should be providing me with the best outcome of anyone. It’s my brain. Its only job is to protect me.”

      She nodded thoughtfully. “Okay. Point well taken. Tell me more.” She clearly had no interest in how my situation turned out.

      I thought back to see if I could remember any more details. “Well, he was built. He had a great body. I think he played three sports in high school but decided to go the academic route and not play anything in college. Sure, he played on some intramural teams just for fun, but his real competition days were over.”

      Sally yawned on the other side of me.

      I put my arm around her. “Don’t worry, Sal. Yours is even better.”

      She perked up. “Even better? I’m not sure that’s possible from what I’ve heard so far.”

      I hugged her. “Well, you two have vastly different tastes and needs. Of course, I took that into account in my dream. Hey, the more I think about this dream, the more I realize how complex and well-integrated it was. I never think that clearly in real life.”

      Shelby laughed. “Sure, you do. You’re the most well-organized thinker I know.” She smiled at the two of us. “Now, let’s get back to me, shall we?”

      I gave her a look. “I can’t believe you are being this demanding.”

      She looked stern. “Well, I’ve never been married before. I’m trying to stay in character. It may be a while until it happens again.”

      I smiled. “Okay. I’ll buy that. He was always planning. You two spent a lot of time discussing the future. We didn’t actually get to see you all that much, so a lot of this I have to guess.”

      She pouted. “Cordelia! You’re impossible. This was the chance of a lifetime.”

      I argued. “It was a dream, Shel.”

      She considered it. “I know, but maybe it meant something.”

      I grinned. “And what if it was just a dream?”

      Sally agreed with Shelby. “When has anything you did not had significance? Look at how you ended up with your grandmother’s house. Do you think it’s a coincidence that you were basically homeless and living in New York City?”

      I closed my eyes. “Well, gee, I guess I never really thought about it.”

      She hit me on the arm. “How could you not have thought about it? A beach house falls into your lap for free, and you don’t give it just a little thought?”

      I thought back. “Well, yeah. I used to think about it a lot, especially each time I found a dead body.”

      She nodded. “Exactly. You’ve just gotten used to it. And that’s a dangerous thing. And maybe that was the message of this dream. Don’t get complacent if something crazy is going to happen.”

      Sally agreed. “But before we get too far afield, let’s see how my guy fits into this picture.”

      I looked questioningly at Shelby.

      She nodded. “Okay, we can get back to Bobby later, but I’m not giving up yet.”
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      Sally sat back, waiting. “So, tell me everything. Maybe I can use it as a blueprint for what I should be looking for. Maybe your Gram is communicating to us through this dream. Stranger things have happened.”

      I chuckled. “You mean these are real people, and we just need to go find them?”

      She put her finger to her chin. “Well, I hadn’t actually thought of that. But, maybe. That would be just like your Gram, to arrange our love lives for us. Right?”

      I couldn’t deny it. “She’s probably been sitting up there in Heaven wondering when the heck we girls are going to get our acts in gear and settle down. And now she’s communicating through me.” I wondered about it. “Or maybe this was just a dream.” Then I had a flash. “Or it could be a combination—not my Gram communicating directly. What if it’s my interpretation of what I know she would want for us right now in our lives, and she’s not actually haunting us?”

      Shelby glared at me. “Hmmm. That would be very clever and manipulative. Well, unless you are doing it subconsciously. Then I don’t know what to think about it.”

      Sally asked, “What do you think the whole murder and the convent in your dream had to do with it?”

      I shrugged. “I have no idea. That’s just how my life goes. Everything that happens features a murder. I didn’t even find it strange.”

      Shelby chuckled. “I don’t even know if that’s good or bad.”

      I grinned. “Years ago, I would have said that it was bad, but it’s become a part of my fiber. I don’t know if it’s what my Gram wanted, but I have to believe it was. I’m still not sure if she had the gift, but one day I believe she’ll confirm that she did.”

      Sally chuckled. “I’m not always sure it’s a gift, especially on vacation.”

      I agreed. “Yes, there are times when I wish I could put it on vacation, too. But whoever needs to know the outcome of the case is always waiting. It’s not always convenient, but neither is murder. That’s the way I have to look at it. I have to take the good with the bad. That’s how I’ve decided to perceive it anyway. Gram gave me the gift for a reason. She entrusted it to me. It’s a gift and an obligation.”

      Sally shook her head. “You’re a better woman than I, Cordelia Corbett. I think I would have given it away by now.”

      I chuckled. “I don’t think it works that way.”

      She gazed solemnly. “Okay, I’m ready to hear about my betrothed. What man could have been crazy enough to marry me at the spur of the moment?”

      I thought back to what seemed ages ago, even though somehow it was just last night in a dream. A part of me wondered if this was an early April Fool’s joke, and everyone was going to pop out from behind a curtain somewhere, but it hadn’t happened yet. So, I wrangled up some memories. “Well, he was a charmer, but he only had eyes for you. You two had your own special language, and most of the time, none of us had a clue what you were talking or, usually, laughing about.”

      She smiled dreamily. “So, we laughed a lot?”

      I chuckled. “Yeah, but frankly, it did get a little annoying with the private jokes. We started getting a little paranoid, thinking that you were laughing at us.”

      She nodded. “We probably were. You know me.”

      I glared at her. “Sal, how dare you? We shared a wedding together.”

      She smiled to herself. “And I’m sure that alone was enough to generate a ton of laughs we could remember for years.”

      I smiled to myself. “It was the most romantic day of my life. Even if it was a dream, I’ll never forget it as long as I live.” A tear came to my eye, realizing that it wasn’t really true.

      Shelby looked at me closely. “Are you crying?”

      I tried to laugh it off. “Well, no, of course not. I don’t cry over dreams.”

      She wasn’t giving up. “You’re crying because it was a dream. Aren’t you?”

      I nodded my head. “Well, okay. Maybe I’m a little sad. Try to imagine it. You go through this whole emotional thing, meeting the man of your dreams and get married. And then you wake up to find out it’s all a dream. That’s a nightmare if you ask me.”

      She took my hand. “But wasn’t there something in there where your conscious mind was breaking through, telling you it was all a dream? You know, saying, ‘Cordelia, wake up, this is too good to be true, or just too weird’?”

      Sally broke in. “Well, before you two get us really off track, what else can you tell me about—what was his name again?”

      I smiled. “It was Davis, and he fit the name perfectly. He was a professional sports agent. He was unusual in that he didn’t specialize in one sport. He represented athletes across sports, although he preferred golf, which was why he was in Scottsdale. He was looking for a place to live, and that was one of the options. But once he found you, he decided anywhere you were was fine. He could always travel.”

      She smiled. “Oh, how sweet. He was willing to do that for me?”

      I grinned. “I don’t know anything this man wouldn’t do for you. He was forty-five and had never been in a serious relationship. I think if you told him he had to sleep in the bathtub, he would have asked, ‘Cold or warm water?’ He was like a puppy dog awaiting his next command when you were around. I was honestly a little bit concerned about it. I didn’t think it was the healthiest relationship.”

      She whined. “So, what were you going to do? Tell him to stop worshiping me? Thanks, Cordelia! This was like a once-in-a-lifetime. Do all relationships have to be healthy if they are happy?”

      I had wondered the same thing. “Well, I guess not. I just had your best interest at heart.”

      She scoffed. “I can take care of myself, little girl. I was messing up relationships before you graduated high school. I can even name the guys.”

      I thought back to my Kohr’s Frozen Custard days. “I probably could, too. That Todd guy you were seeing was a real creep. He used to inappropriately touch your employees, you know?”

      She nearly jumped off the bed. “That creep! I knew there was something wrong with that guy. He never attempted it with you, did he?”

      I chuckled. “Oh, just once. I’m pretty sure I cured him of that. At least with Irish girls.”

      She looked me in the eye. “You didn’t.”

      I grinned. “Remember how he stopped coming around suddenly?”

      She nodded. “Yes. I thought he broke up with me.”

      I shook my head. “No. I don’t think he would have been much of a boyfriend for a while, if you know what I mean.”

      She pretended to be shocked. “You didn’t?”

      I smiled proudly. “Not bad for a sixteen-year-old. I was taught at a very young age that no one touched me without my permission, and there were consequences if they did. So, he had to face the consequences.”

      Shelby wondered, “So, when are you going to tell us about this mysterious man you ended up with?”

      I looked over at Sally. “Are you good for now?”

      She nodded. “I kind of need to absorb what I’ve learned so far. I’m sure I’ll have some questions. But thanks for everything you’ve given me to this point. It gives me hope that I may someday meet someone who is actually right for me.”

      I asked both of them, “What are the odds that we will meet these people or someone like them?”

      Shelby jumped in. “Meet the actual people, including names and descriptions? I’d say one in a million. The odds of meeting someone similar? Maybe not so bad. I guess it depends how close.”

      I was interested. “So, you think that maybe my Gram is giving us some guidelines around who we might be best suited for, but allowing us to choose the real person?”

      Sally agreed. “Your Gram was pretty smart, but I don’t think she could direct these three real people into our lives. But if we met them, they’d be easy to recognize.”

      I mused. “But I have first and last names, plus general geographic locations for all three of them. Couldn’t we do an internet search to see if they really exist?”

      Shelby grinned. “Yeah, and then introduce ourselves: ‘We are the three you married in a dream this woman had. Are you interested in having a drink?’”

      I rolled my eyes. “Well, of course, when you say it like that, it sounds ridiculous.”

      She shut her eyes and lay back on the bed. “Is there a way for it not to sound ridiculous? I’d like to hear it.”

      I had an idea. “Well, how about not exactly telling them? How about making them think it’s their idea?”

      Sally looked at me with trepidation. “You’re really serious about this, aren’t you?”

      I smiled. “I can’t say that I’m not.”
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      We all just lay there for a while.

      Finally, Shelby said, “Hey, since we had to cancel the Arizona vacation, do you think it’ll happen on our Vegas extravaganza?”

      I wondered, “How did you decide to rebook for Vegas? That seems awfully coincidental considering everything that happened in my dream.”

      Sally chuckled. “It wasn’t scientific at all. When we couldn’t get cheap flights for Phoenix and our Airbnb was already rebooked for the next week, Shelby asked, ‘How about Vegas?’ and I said, ‘Sure.’”

      I looked at both of them askance. “That was it? We’ve never even talked about going to Vegas. It seems too weird that you two agreed so quickly.”

      Shelby explained. “Well, from my perspective, it was warm, and I was cold. That was all it took.”

      Sally agreed. “Well, warmer than here anyway. I just felt like doing anything other than staying here this time of year. It seemed kind of romantic. I never felt that way about Vegas before. I always thought about it being dirty and attracting all sorts of leeches in the past. Suddenly, I felt differently.”

      I asked, “And you’ve been there before?”

      She shook her head. “Only in your dreams.”

      I smiled. “Well, I guess we can just leave out the middleman.” I swooned. “What if we met three lonely guys searching aimlessly for three lonely women?”

      Shelby grinned. “I suppose we’ll come home married.”

      I suddenly felt responsible. “No! Now I’m getting worried. We really can’t do that two vacations in a row. Can we?”

      She looked smug. “Well, Cord, to be honest, it’s only two vacations in a row for you. And quite honestly, you were unconscious for the first one, so who are you to judge?”

      I swallowed hard. “Why do I think the reality of this vacation may be even weirder than the dream of the last one?”

      Sally chuckled. “Well, number one, the three of us together are potentially weirder than any dream could ever be. Let’s face it. Your dream was only from your perspective. When you add how odd Shelby and I are, wow. I mean, wow. It could get really weird. I mean, getting married in Vegas after a day seems pretty tame compared to what could really happen.”

      I felt like I had to defend my weirdness. “Well, how about a nun getting murdered by another nun, with the Mother Superior trying to take the blame for the whole thing to protect the one from her flock who had wandered off? That’s pretty odd, you have to admit.”

      Shelby looked doubtful. She crossed herself. “God strike me dead, but I’ll bet it happens more than you know.”

      I smiled. “How many nuns do you think are left in the world? I think we need to do a statistical study. This isn’t the sixties, where there was a nun on every corner.”

      Sally rolled her eyes. “You weren’t even close to being born in the sixties. How would you have a clue about this?”

      I argued. “My parents used to talk about weird stuff like nuns when we were growing up. My mom went to Catholic school, where the nuns used to rap them on the knuckles with rulers when they misbehaved. How do you think I turned out like I did?”

      Shelby laughed. “I often wondered, but I didn’t want to be rude.”

      I bopped her on the head with my pillow.

      She picked up my extra pillow and flung it at me. It didn’t take long before it was a full-blown pillow fight.

      Finally, Sally yelled. “Hey! We have to stop! Someone’s going to get hurt, and we’re going to miss our second attempt at a vacation. And I’ll bet our third attempt will end us up someplace like Trenton.”

      I wondered. “What’s wrong with Trenton? I’ve had some very effective trial dates there.”

      Shelby shushed me. “We don’t want to talk about trial dates right now. That implies that something happens between now and our rightful vacation requiring us to attend court. Let’s make sure that doesn’t happen.”

      Sally grinned. “Just how do we keep Cordelia out of trouble for nearly a week? I wish we could have known you would recover this quickly. We might have gone back to Arizona and found another Airbnb. The flights were still cheap.”

      Shelby looked hopeful. “I don’t know, guys. I think we were destined for Vegas. I just have a feeling. Worst case, we gamble a little, see a couple of shows, and hang out.” She bragged. “Besides, I found us another Airbnb instead of a hotel in North Vegas not far from the action, so we’re out of the craziness and we have our own pool and hot tub. It may be too cool for the pool, but we can certainly hang out in the hot tub to our heart’s delight. And who knows? With this climate change that everyone is talking about, maybe it’ll be warmer than the usual fifty to sixty degrees they normally see for highs in January.”

      I hugged her. “You’re the best. So, we don’t have to go anywhere all week if we don’t want to. We can just hang out in the hot tub and maybe take a periodic dip in the heated pool.”

      She grinned proudly. “Exactly. But I’ll bet you’re gonna want to gamble at least once. And there’s all sorts of entertainment. Music ranging from Luke Bryan to Christina Aguilera to Chicago to Santana to Adele. You name it! There’s also a ton of comedy acts like Marlon Wayans, Chris Tucker, and Randy Rainbow. I don’t think we’ll be bored.”

      I grinned. “Why did I ever question you? This is going to be so much fun!” Then I got serious. “So, do you really think we are going to meet the men of our dreams?”

      Sally jumped in. “Somehow I have to doubt it. We’re going to be so expectant that we’ll probably ruin everything. In fact, we’ll probably hook up with a bunch of losers, thinking they are Mr. Right when they aren’t even Mr. Right Now.”

      I thought about that. “Yeah. Good point. How do we prevent that? Our radar is going to be way off because our expectations will be so high.”

      Shelby had an idea. “Let’s develop a questionnaire so that we can eliminate the losers right up front.”

      Sally laughed. “Like a loser is going to give me an accurate answer.”

      I wondered, “Hey, maybe we could do background checks. Guys wouldn’t object to that, right?”

      She considered it. “Well, they might. What reason would we give them to take it? We had a dream and we’re validating you?”

      I nodded my head slowly. “Well, probably not. But what if we told them that we got burned really badly in the past, and we just want to make sure that they are who they say they are? If they have nothing to hide, why would they object?”

      Shelby agreed. “It might not be such a bad idea. Worst case, they tell us to pound sand. We say, ‘You just missed the time of your life.’ And I wouldn’t be wrong.”

      This was fun and exciting to think about. “I wish I knew what my Gram was up to, if anything. She’s outdone herself this time. At least dead people don’t mess with you. Now, we have a whole new set of adventures to deal with. Just when we were getting used to finding dead bodies.”

      Sally smiled a crooked smile. “Exactly. The way I look at it, your Gram has been messing with you from the moment you moved in here, in the nicest way.”

      I glared at her.

      She continued, trying to dig herself out of the hole she was digging. “I mean, I loved the woman dearly, but she did have an odd sense of humor.”

      I couldn’t deny it. “The fact that she gave me the house and locked the other siblings out was kind of funny when you think about it.”

      Shelby yawned. “So, what are we going to do now? The ice cream store is closed. I’m on winter break from school. And we don’t leave for Vegas for five days.”

      I decided to be the adult. “Well, we do have an investigative office in town now. Do you suppose we should stop in and see how it’s doing?”

      Sally cautioned me. “I thought you were going to give Tim some time to get a foothold before we decided to dominate his space, especially all three of us.”

      I agreed. “You’re right. We’ll bug him when we get back from Vegas. Although I’m a little nervous that we haven’t been monitoring his progress. I feel a little irresponsible, like we aren’t managing the office at all.”

      Sally shrugged. “Well, that’s why we hired him, right? He’s honestly got a lot more experience than we do.”

      I nodded weakly. “Well, yes, that’s true. But we are the owners. If it fails, it all comes down to us.”

      Shelby smiled. “Well, he was kind of cute. I’d be happy to go check on his progress if it would make you two feel better.”

      I grinned. “Hold your horses, girly. That’s the last thing we need is for you to get romantically involved with our office manager, especially just before you leave for Vegas to find the man destined to be your husband.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Are we really going to keep up that facade for the whole vacation?”

      I winked. “I hope we don’t have to.”
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      I was just waking up as a flight attendant announced, “Please stow all tray tables as we make our last trash run through the aisle. We will be landing at Harry Reid International Airport in Las Vegas, Nevada, in about fifteen minutes. At least that’s the rumor coming from the flight deck. I’m giving you a pre-announcement. I’m supposed to let the pilot announce it, but it’s more fun when I do it. Don’t you think?” She giggled.

      I wondered how boring it must be to be a flight attendant sometimes. Although I guess boring was better than having a confrontational passenger who wouldn’t sit down or comply with other flight regulations. That had to be tough sometimes, especially these days when no one seemed to have respect for anyone in authority or any rules. It made air travel a little scarier than it used to be.

      I was flanked on either side by Shelby and Sally, both of whom were just waking up as well. Since I was the most alert at this point, I decided it was time to take over. “Okay, girls, we are arriving. We need to get prepared to land. Let’s not leave our carry-ons on the plane. That would be as bad as the airline losing our luggage, which is why we brought a carry-on in the first place.”

      Shelby stretched and yawned. “Okay, Mom. Man, give me a chance to wake up. You know how it is. It’ll take at least fifteen minutes for us to get off of the plane while the masses ahead of us struggle with their overhead baggage. We could probably text everyone we know that we have landed during that time.”

      I cautioned her. “Don’t take your phone off of airplane mode until instructed by a professional.”

      She laughed. “Oh, that. I forgot to put it on airplane mode, and we didn’t crash.”

      I mock-scolded her. “You are lucky, young lady.” I lightened up. “So, where is this house, so I can put it in my Waze navigation app to see just how far it is from here?”

      She checked her phone. “It’s on Basin Brook Drive in North Vegas.”

      It popped up immediately. “Oh, good. It’s only ten miles. Even with traffic, it’s less than a half hour. It looks like we go right through Vegas, so that’ll give us our bearings on the way to the house.”

      Twenty minutes later, we stood impatiently at baggage claim, waiting for our suitcases. Sally asked, “Why did you force us to take carry-ons if we just had to wait for baggage anyway?”

      I bragged about my traveling knowledge. “Well, that way, smarty-pants, if they lost our luggage, we could move on with our vacation without hesitation, using the stuff in our carry-on bag. Since they usually deliver your lost luggage within a couple of days, we wouldn’t have to buy clothes to carry us over. See the logic?”

      She stared at me blankly. “I guess so. It still seems like a lot of work to hedge against lost luggage. I would just as soon buy new clothes.”

      After the longest fifteen minutes of our lives, we were reconnected with our luggage and headed to Budget Rent-A-Car.

      Sally asked as we boarded the shuttle to rental cars, “Now, why did we go with Budget? I’m sure you have a logical reason.”

      I agreed. “Yes, I get points, and they are usually the cheapest and have the shortest lines. In fact, if I order the car ahead of time, we can skip the line completely using Fastbreak. You’ll be really impressed.”

      She chewed on her thumbnail. “Hmmm. I’m not very easily impressed. But if you say so.”

      I smiled. “Oh, you’ll be impressed, or I wouldn’t have canceled the car you guys already leased when I was unconscious.”

      Shelby grinned. “Well, I knew you couldn’t resist controlling some part of the vacation since we booked it without your input, so I figured it would be pretty harmless to let you deal with the vehicle.” She looked at her Hertz brochure. “What type of vehicle did you rent anyway? I was going to get something really sporty that we could bomb around in.”

      I shook my head. “Oh, I got something more practical. I figured we would be more comfortable in an SUV. Then there wouldn’t be that unlucky person stuck in the cramped back seat, like in a Mustang. One of us would always be miserable, and we wouldn’t be able to hear what is going on in the front seat. I asked for an Escalade or similar. Sometimes they don’t have the exact vehicle.”

      Sally looked impressed. “Wow, a Cadillac? That could be good. I would imagine it’s pretty smooth and quiet.”

      I nodded hopefully. “Let’s hope they have one. They have a tendency to bait and switch. The last time I traveled, I rented what I thought was going to be a Dodge Challenger and got a Ford Mustang. Not the same thing by any stretch of the imagination.”

      Shelby grinned. “Wow, I thought Budget was perfect.”

      I shook my head. “No, I don’t use them because they are perfect. I don’t think any car rental place is perfect. I’ve had some problem with every one I’ve used.”

      Sally chuckled. “You sound like you’ve been around forever.”

      I grinned. “I’ve done my share of traveling for a youngster. I know what works and when they are pulling the wool over your eyes. I also know what it’s like to wait for an hour in a line at a well-known rental car place with a name I won’t mention, only to find out they just rented the last vehicle. That won’t happen again on my watch.”
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      Just over a half hour later, we were pulling into the driveway of an attractive one-story, three-bedroom house in a nice residential area of North Las Vegas on Basin Brook Drive, off North Martin Luther King Road, between West Cheyenne Drive and West Gowan Road, with a Starbucks nearby. What could be better?

      There must have been a time when every city named a street after Martin Luther King, because I swear every city of any size has a street named after him. My bet is it was some time in the sixties or seventies, probably after his assassination.

      As I unlocked the door, Shelby ran from bedroom to bedroom, searching for the largest bed. She yelled, “I claim this one! King-sized bed!”

      I glared at her. “Wait a minute. This one has single bunk beds!”

      She chuckled. “Ya snooze, ya lose.”

      I whined. “Can’t we sleep together in the king? We’d still have more room than in a twin?”

      She groaned. “Oh, all right. If we must.”

      I hugged her. “Oh, it’ll be so much fun. It’ll be like we are camping, but without the sleeping bags and without the tent. And without being outside.”

      She continued the analogy. “Yes, and without the bugs, without the creepy noises.”

      Sally put her suitcases in the other room. “Well, at least I’m safe. Snoring has its privileges. No one is ever breaking down the door to share a room with me, I’ve noticed.”

      I tried to argue but then thought better of it. “I guess you’re right, Sal. You should be thanking your lucky stars.”

      I dropped my bags in our shared room. “Hey, Shel, we can tell ghost stories.”

      She looked at me like I had three heads. “Why do you get so weird when we go on vacation? You wouldn’t be suggesting that if we just ended up sharing a bedroom at home.”

      I pondered it. “I don’t know. Vacation just makes me want to do memorable stuff. Then, years later, we can look back on the trip and say, ‘Hey, remember when we stayed together in Vegas and told ghost stories all night? Wasn’t that a hoot?’”

      She bolted toward the back door, which led to a patio overlooking the pool and connecting hot tub. “Hey, let’s see if the pool and/or hot tub are heated up. It’s gotta be at least sixty outside.”

      I smiled. “Which is not even remotely swimming weather.”

      Sally followed us outside. “What a great patio!” There were several strategically located, stuffed lounging chairs. “But how does anyone get a tan out here?”

      I smiled. “Well, I would imagine that when it’s a hundred and fifteen degrees, people are looking for shade.”

      She agreed. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. It’s hard to imagine it being that hot right now. It seems so temperate. I came here once in April. The temperature was perfect. Seventies in the morning, and low eighties in the afternoon. If only it could be like that year-round. I can’t imagine how hot it feels over a hundred. That just seems unpleasant to me.”

      I chuckled. “Well, you know what they say.”

      We all repeated together.

      “It’s a dry heat.”

      We looked at one another and laughed.

      This vacation was going to be a blast.

      It felt like nothing could ruin our moods. That was, at least, how it felt right now.
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      Shelby ran out and felt the hot tub water. “Guys! It’s perfect. It must be at least 100 degrees!”

      I had no idea how hot a hot tub was supposed to be, but that sounded hot. “Let’s get our suits on and set this vacation off right!”

      Sally protested. “Guys! Are you sure we need suits? This is vacation. Right?”

      I looked around at the surrounding houses, several of which were two stories and would have no problem seeing over the fence to our backyard. “I’m not taking that chance.” I looked around again. “Not in a million years. But you do what you want.”

      Shelby had already, smartly, gone in to change.

      She glared at me. “Party pooper!”

      I smiled. “I’m not stopping you. Just remember, there are consequences to every action. We don’t know who lives in these houses or if they are also rental houses.”

      She gave me a curious look. “Hey, aren’t we supposed to meet the men of our dreams while we are here?”

      I wrinkled my forehead in thought. “Well, that was our conjecture. We really have no idea. We are just going with the flow. But you certainly are going with the flow as quickly as you can if you take that course of action, and maybe you are attracting exactly the wrong guy, and exactly the wrong kind of guy.”

      She seemed stuck. “Or maybe he’s exactly who I need to attract. Why do I suddenly
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