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This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the authors’ imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

The Secret’s in the Sauce is dedicated to the faithful readers of our first Potluck Club series. Thank you for letting us know you weren’t ready to say good-bye to your favorite Potluck characters. Here they are again in our all-new Potluck Catering Club series. Just wait till you discover the secrets they’ve been keeping. Stir this serving with our love and enjoy!
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Peppered Prologue

Saturday, March 25
Summit View, Colorado

Maybe I should begin by telling you how the Potluck Catering Club came about. Quite naturally I am the one to do the telling, too, no matter what Lisa Leann Lambert might think. She, of course, is taking all the credit for this whole thing, but the fact of the matter is the Potluck Catering Club wouldn’t even be in business this very minute had it not been for my Potluck Club.

I’m rushing ahead of myself, and I don’t mean to. So let me start with a little history. My name is Evangeline Benson Vesey—Mrs. Vernon Vesey, to be exact, having been married now for two whole months to the sheriff of Summit View, Colorado.

If anyone is qualified to tell you about Summit View, it’s me. Not only am I married to the county’s sheriff, but I am also the daughter of the late mayor of the town, the Honorable Daniel Robert Benson. This makes me something akin to royalty, not that I would ever act like it. After all, we are every one of us God’s children.

Nonetheless, people in this community treat me with the utmost respect, though I’d like to think it goes beyond who my daddy was or my husband is and straight to the kind of person I am.

I started the Potluck Club many, many years ago with my friend Ruth Ann, God rest her soul. Over the years we became a sixmember union, now made up of Vonnie Westbrook, Lizzie Prattle, Goldie Dippel, Donna Vesey (who is now my stepdaughter), and Lisa Leann Lambert, a Texas transplant who was never actually asked to join the club but rather invited herself with her delectable cinnamon rolls. As much as I was against her and just plain didn’t care for her, she has become quite the friend. In fact, when I married Vernon a few months ago, she coordinated our wedding.

Which is, in truth, how the catering business came about. And also why I say I started it . . . in my way.

Before you can really understand how the catering service came to be, it’s important to know a little more about the petite package of dynamite known as Lisa Leann Lambert. After she moved to our little town in Colorado’s high country and tried to take over my role as the president of the Potluck Club, Lisa Leann opened a charming bridal service. This was before Vernon and I got engaged, and in order to build some sort of Christlike relationship with her, I had offered to let her handle my wedding. This was a big step on my part, entrusting someone I’m not sure I trust at all with something as important as my wedding day. After all, I’m fifty-eight years old, and this would be my one and only wedding to the man I’ve loved my entire life. Or, at least since I was twelve years old. But that’s another story.

So, while it’s important to understand how the whole catering business came to be—at least to my way of thinking—it is equally as important to know that in my very humble opinion this business has as much potential for failure as it does for success. The question you might be asking—“What could go wrong?”—is more accurately expressed in my mind as “How much will go wrong?”

While I settled in as the new wife of Sheriff Vernon Vesey, a handsome, silver-haired, blue-eyed teddy bear of a man, Lisa Leann took charge. At first, I thought this was a fact I must quickly change. But like I said to Vonnie, it wouldn’t be easy.

“At least Lisa Leann can cook,” I had told her over the phone shortly after my return from my honeymoon.

“You can cook, Evangeline. You can cook just as good as the rest of us.”

“Oh, get real, Von.” I plopped down in one of my kitchen chairs as gracefully as a woman of my age can plop into a piece of brickhard furniture. “I’m a casserole kind of woman. I go for whatever is easy. If I want to take charge of this catering business, I’m going to have to expand my culinary horizons. Start watching the Food Channel and trying out those recipes in Woman’s World magazine.” I took a moment to rub my derrière, which ached a bit from its recent descent into the chair.

“But why must you take over anything, Evie? Why can’t you just be happy with being the president of the prayer group?”

“Vonnie Westbrook, how naïve can you possibly be? Don’t you know that if she’s in charge of the catering business it will only be a matter of time before she’s in charge of the club as a whole? My gosh, I can see it now, the brass nameplate at her counter: ‘Lisa Leann Lambert, President of the Potluck Club and COO of the Potluck Catering Club.’”

“Today the Potluck Club, tomorrow the world,” Vonnie said. I pictured her raising one fist into the air in a symbol of victory and mock salute.

“You joke, Vonnie Westbrook, but you’ll see. You may not be far off from the truth there.”

Vonnie laughed then, laughed so loud and so hard I had to pull the phone away from my ear.

“It sounds like a job for Superman,” she said when she finally— and I do mean finally—quieted.

Or Super-Evie, I thought. Surely somewhere in my closet there’s a cape I can don. Indeed, I had a new goal in life—an assignment, so to speak. My job, should I decide to take it, would be to become the best Mrs. Vernon Vesey ever . . . and save the world from Lisa Leann Lambert and her gooey cinnamon rolls.

It was the least I could do, I decided, as president of the Potluck Club.

Well, I’ve gotten ahead of myself again. I’m good at that. I don’t mean to be confusing; it’s just that I want you to understand what’s happened in the month since my nuptials to Vernon. Then again, I suppose if you’re really to understand everything as it pertains to all of us, we’ll have to go back a bit. Back to that cold yet beautiful January day when I became more than just the Potluck Club president. I became Mrs. Vernon Vesey.

Donna
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Wedding Punch

Evangeline’s Wedding, One Month Earlier

Now, I’m not one to get all misty eyed, but let’s just say when I saw my daddy standing at the end of the aisle, dressed in his tux, I had to blink to clear my vision. He was so handsome, so regal, as he waited for his bride. It would have been a perfect moment if it hadn’t been for the woman he was marrying.

It was no secret Evie and I had been at war for years. It started when I was in fifth grade and had inadvertently kept her from getting too friendly with Dad, the local sheriff and one of the most eligible bachelors in Summit View.

After that, I was always a target for her cutting remarks. But at least I’d had my Sunday school teacher, Vonnie Westbrook, to stand up for me.

Evie would bark, “Donna, you’re slouching, can’t you stand up straight?”

Vonnie would say, “Evangeline, why are you speaking to this child in that tone?”

Evie’d put her hands on her hips. “It’s just this child needs a mother.”

With all innocence, I’d reply, “No, ma’am, not if that mother was to be you.”

And now, all these years later, Evangeline was finally marrying my dad. Oh happy day.

So not only did the two of us have a history, though I was willing to forgive if she was willing to play nice, I had other concerns. For instance, I was concerned about Evie’s emotional stability. I tried to believe she’d merely had a case of wedding jitters, but in the past few weeks, she flittered from dating my dad then getting engaged to that hideous Bob Barnett before finally walking down the aisle with Daddy.

Talk about an emotional roller coaster.

That, and a couple of public temper tantrums, made me a bit nervous to embrace her as a close relative. But what could I say? Dad obviously loved her, and I was going to have to live with that fact.

Still, I was already missing Tuesday nights, when I’d cook Dad dinner and have him all to myself. Now, he dragged Evie along. It just wasn’t the same.

I clutched my bouquet of daisies and roses and stepped into my rehearsed glide, feeling a bit uncomfortable draped in pink satin. This froufrou look was a far cry from the tough girl image I’d so carefully crafted in my role of sheriff’s deputy.

Before I could break into a scowl, my eyes locked with the eyes of the man who raised me. His smile shifted from me to the back of the room, where Evie would soon appear.
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