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Chapter One

 


It was wrong—not just wrong, but
illegal. And it was going to be a huge embarrassment if she was
caught, but Veronica had quieted both her conscience and her
anxieties over the past several weeks since she’d first sneaked
into the pool next door for a taste of serenity. Long, hot days
filled with constant problems had stilled the voice of warning,
made her yearn for an escape—just for a few minutes—from the
pressure—and the abandoned pool had beckoned.

It’ll be ok!

No one’s around to see!

They’ll never know.

Sure, it’s trespassing and trespassing
is against the law, but if no one’s the wiser….

Of course, it wasn’t abandoned. It was
up for sale, but she wasn’t messing with anything, really. She
wouldn’t damage anything.

It wasn’t like they’d ever know the
difference.

Unless she happened to run in to the
owner.

And there had to be zero chance of
that since she waited until midnight for her secret
swims.

The odds had to be astronomical,
anyway.

Besides, she had no intention of it
becoming a habit. It was just the unbearable heat that the air
conditioner couldn’t keep up with. It made everyone in the boarding
house short tempered. The old Victorian she’d inherited from her
grandmother and meticulously restored just hadn’t been built for
air conditioning.

Dismissing the troublesome thoughts
buzzing around her head like a swarm of black crows as she reached
the gate to the pool fence, Veronica lifted the latch quietly and
let herself in.

A full moon gleamed on the surface
like a glowing, otherworldly dish. The night air had cooled, she
realized with a touch of relief as she shrugged her terry robe from
her shoulders and placed it on one of the chases that were lined up
on either side of the pool.

Naked now, feeling a delicious sense
of wicked delight, she moved on bare feet to the closest edge,
sucked in a couple of bracing breaths and dove in. The chill of the
water on her heated skin took her breath and when she surfaced she
coughed, choked, and finally managed to catch her
breath.

It was a testament to the discomfort
of the night air that it only took a couple of moments to adjust.
The sun had warmed the water until it was very little cooler than
the surrounding air.

But it was cooler and it felt silky on her
skin, soothed the itch from the sticky sweat that coated her skin
from the heat.

She didn’t regret the
decision she’d made to transform her bed and breakfast into a
boarding house for elders. She might have managed to make a go of
it as a bed and breakfast if she hadn’t had to borrow so much to
renovate the old Victorian, but she couldn’t make the bank payments
with the traffic she was getting and she knew she could get into
trouble long before she managed to build up her
traffic—if she
managed to.

It was a clear choice that wasn’t
really a choice at all when it came right down to it, and she
doubted it was a lot more difficult to deal with the elderly than
anyone else that might have used her hotel. In some ways, they were
actually less abrasive, because they were used to being unwanted,
poor things. But they could be a challenge to her patience, because
she had a few that were argumentative—with everyone—and some that
were forgetful and ‘lost’ things all day long. And they weren’t
just ‘visiting’ and passing through. They lived in her house, which
meant ‘family’ squabbles that had to be mediated.

And it was still stupid to take such
unnecessary risks!

Especially the skinny dipping, she
acknowledged wryly as she ended her swim and got out.

Then again, that was the funnest part
of it—absolute freedom!

She didn’t know what made her look up
at the house. She never did. The house was a nice Victorian but
didn’t begin to compare to her own. It was really small for a
Victorian for one thing. But also had what she considered some
pretty sad embellishments.

It certainly wasn’t anything she heard
that triggered the glance.

She thought she just sensed that she
was being watched and that was why, when she’d shrugged into her
thick robe and turned to go, she lifted her head and looked up at
the house.
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