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Dear Reader,
Welcome back to Bookend Bay! If this is your first visit to this imaginary small town nestled on the sandy shores of Lake Superior, I'm so glad you found us. 
In this series, you’ll meet Quinn Delaney, newly divorced, reluctant amateur sleuth and proud new owner of her dream café.  Some changes in her midlife are welcome. Others, like suddenly seeing ghosts, acquiring an OCD twin from a parallel universe, and stumbling over more murders than any café owner should, are decidedly less so.
If you love best friends who find themselves in the odd pickle yet always persevere, you're in exactly the right place.
If you'd like to spend more time with Quinn, I'd love to have you join my newsletter at clarelockhart.com and I'll send you a free series novella as a thank you.
Happy reading!
Love and hugs,
Clare







  
  Chapter One
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Some people believe adventures are the best way to learn about life and help you realize just how small your problems are. I was finding some of that to be true, but not in a good way. 
For the most part, it was fun traveling in close quarters with my son Jordan, his wife Chelsea, my daughter Samantha, and my best friend Toni, but after four days and three nights, my patience was wearing razor-thin with one of our not-so-merry band.
Our road trip from Michigan’s Upper Peninsula to Applecross Cove, Nova Scotia had brought us to the east coast across stunning terrain, through big cities and quaint towns. We’d been experiencing the countryside close up and natural, thanks to Longfellow, my thirty-one-foot travel trailer. 
My problem began to crystalize while we were camped on a picturesque site overlooking a river where water burbled over rocks. Dinner had been barbecued hamburgers and a green salad, eaten outside around the picnic table. I’d just entered the trailer, condiments in both hands, when I heard Chelsea shout from the bedroom. “Jordan, my pillow isn’t in here.”
Jordan was washing dishes, strategically minimizing how much water went into our gray tank. From a young age, I’d taught my children that housework was a family affair. I’m not saying they did chores without grumbling and reminders, but the tasks got done, everyone chipped in. This trip was bringing to light a few differences between my kids and my daughter-in-law. 
Jordan’s back muscles tensed. I knew the posture well. He looked across the trailer to the couch where her pink pillow with blue butterflies sat. “It’s on the couch in here, Chels.”
I opened the fridge and put away the mustard, relish, ketchup, and mayonnaise, mindful to keep my expression neutral.
“Can you bring it to me?” she called.
As I’d done many times since Jordan and Chelsea married, I wondered what favor Chelsea’s parents thought they’d been doing her by treating her like a princess her whole life. My back went up, but I held my ire in check. Chelsea was four months pregnant, and while I understood tiredness was common in pregnancy, she made laziness an art form. At least it seemed that way to me. But since babies were rather demanding, I’d been trying to prepare her by suggesting she contribute to our meal preparation and housekeeping. So far, her contribution was as little as possible, but I wasn’t giving up. I believed she had it in her to be a good mother.  
Samantha, who was drying the dishes, gave a soft chuckle and glanced at her brother. Samantha also thought Chelsea took advantage of Jordan. We’d talked about it and were trying not to add to his burden by pointing out what he needed to acknowledge himself.
“I’ll bring it to her.” I grabbed the pillow and vowed silently not to throw it at her. Resentment was not a good feeling, so I put on a smile and renewed my intention to be kind. 
Chelsea had taken over the small bunkhouse bedroom, spreading her stuff over both top bunks and the modest chest of drawers. She was now laying on Samantha’s bed, instead of her own. Mind you, my Maine Coon cat Oreo was having a snooze on her bed. Sprawled on his back with his legs flopped wide, he took up more than his share of the bed.
I peered into the bunk to see Chelsea’s gaze was glued to her phone, her words animated, eyes rolling. Making another video, I assumed. I didn’t know where she posted these things, but she seemed to do so five times a day.
“Thanks, babe.” She looked up and saw me smiling at her. “Oh, sorry. Thanks, Quinn.”
“Jordan is doing the dishes,” I said and handed her the pillow. “Are you feeling okay?” As the words left my mouth, I realized I asked her this whenever there were tasks to be done, because just the suggestion of work provoked sudden bouts of fatigue. I knew women who’d had difficult first trimesters with morning sickness that lasted all day, but Chelsea hadn’t complained of nausea. 
She grimaced. “I’m exhausted. My mom says I need to put my feet up, or I might get puffy.”
“Really? At this stage? Puffy from water retention, you mean?” As far as I knew, this rarely happened until the pregnancy was further along. Even though Chelsea talked about her baby bump on videos, no one would know she was pregnant by looking at her, so my guess was puffy feet would not take her down anytime soon.
She nodded. “Yep, it’s a thing. My mother’s feet blew up twice their size.”
“That’s too bad, but you don’t want to sit around too much, either. There are benefits to exercising. You’ll have more energy, for one. I’m not saying to push yourself to exhaustion, but we were sitting in the truck all day. It would be good to move—” 
She stuffed the pillow under her knees and cut me off. “Thanks, Quinn.” She started scrolling on her phone.
I gritted my teeth and reminded myself it was her body. Her pregnancy. 
Leaving her alone, I crossed the trailer to my bedroom and snatched up my phone. We had two cans of cider left in the fridge, so I grabbed those, too, and went outside to join Toni, who was stoking our campfire. She dropped the poker and took the can I handed her.
“Thanks. You read my mind.” She popped the tab. Thirty-one years ago, Toni and I met at a resort in Mexico. Since we’d hit it off, we kept in touch, the way people did in those days, with letters and the odd phone call. When Toni met her husband Norman, he had a cottage twelve miles from Bookend Bay, where I lived with my husband Bryan, now my ex. The four of us became friends. It thrilled me when Toni and Norman relocated to their cottage permanently. When Norman died, Toni sold the place and moved into a small modular home in Beach Meadows, ten minutes from Bookend Bay.   
I sat at the picnic table. “You’re welcome. I’m going to send a text to my mom and let her know we’ll arrive tomorrow.” I was getting excited to see her and to be back in the Maritimes where I grew up. I’d been so busy with my café, having opened a year and a half ago, I hadn’t been home in nearly two years. Even though my mother was in excellent health, I still worried about her. It was hard to be so far away. And my brother, who’d moved to Chicago recently, wasn’t much closer. 
After hitting Send, I noticed a new email had arrived from Willie Semple. Willie still lived in Applecross Cove and knew I’d be visiting. Four years his senior, I used to be his babysitter.   
He’d gotten in touch a few years ago when he was traveling through my neck of the woods doing a circle tour around Lake Superior. It had been fun to see him and reminisce about old times. 
A month ago, he’d heard of my impending visit, so he’d reached out to me by email with an invitation to lunch. It made me uncomfortable when he mentioned he’d heard about my divorce then said how convenient it was we were both single. Maybe we could hook up when I was in town. The only man to have caught my eye lately was Alec Camden, a park ranger back home, but that was on hold until he untangled himself from his ex-wife. As for Willie Semple, I was not romantically interested, not in the least.
“I’ve got another message from Willie,” I told Toni. She sat beside me and moved the mosquito coil between us on the ground. 
“I bet he’s getting excited to see you,” she said, since I’d told her about his email innuendo. “Does he want to take you to dinner now, too?”
I gave her a look and started reading his message. “Good grief. He says my mother told his mother about the murder we solved and now he wants to talk to us about something suspicious.”
“Murders,” she corrected because for reasons well beyond my comprehension, Toni and I seemed to have become murder magnets, if there was such a force. And I had every reason to keep an open mind when it came to inexplicable forces. Over the last year, I’d met a few people—and not necessarily living, breathing people—who’d had some measure of foul play in common and needed my help.  
It had started with perimenopause, and I’m not talking about weight gain, sleep disruption, and dry skin. No, the changes in my life went to the far side and beyond. Ghosts, with agendas, had started showing up, which I thought was pretty out-there until I met Brielle—a twin version of myself from a parallel universe. 
She and I were still trying to figure out the whats, whys and hows. So far, we’d determined that we’d started life on the same path with the same family. At age twenty, our paths diverged when we hit a major life change. I got pregnant, married Bryan, and had two wonderful children. Brielle did not. She remained single and moved to England to become a personal assistant to best-selling authors. 
We weren’t sure why, during midlife, Brielle started crossing into my life. It happened when she was sleeping. With a few exceptions, I was the only person who could see her. We’d realized we could use this anomaly to some advantage. With Toni and I meeting people who needed life-and-death assistance, it had helped to have an invisible member on our crime-solving team.
“What does Willie want?” Toni asked. “Remember, we’re supposed to be on a holiday.” Her thoughts must have gone to the same place mine had, but just because Willie said he wanted to talk about something strange didn’t mean it had anything to do with murder.
As I read on, alarm sparked inside me. Could we be murder magnets? “He says a guy who recently got out of jail has threatened him. Willie actually thinks this guy killed a friend of his, but the police ruled the death an accident.” 
“I don’t like the sound of that,” Toni said, turning her head to avoid a cloud of smoke from the fire.
A mosquito whined near my head. I swatted and missed. “Buzz off!” I yanked up the hood of my sweatshirt to protect my head. 
“Is that all he said?” Toni asked.
“Yes. He’s going to fill in the details when we meet for lunch.” I was feeling some sympathy for Willie. He’d been a weird kid, and I’d done nothing to help him fit in.
“Poor Willie,” I said. “I still feel bad for the way he got teased. The kids called him Simple Willie because his name was Willie Semple. He was geeky with an interest in extra-terrestrials. Mostly, he kept to himself, so no one knew him well.” 
“The same simpleton who made a fortune selling that app?”  
I laughed because it was true. “Yep, something like that. As it turned out, there was nothing simple about Willie Semple.” Schoolyard kids had underestimated Willie’s intelligence, but no one thought that way about him anymore. 
My eye caught the full moon rising behind Toni just over the tree line. It triggered a memory from when I’d babysat Willie. He said the way to find evidence of alien life was to look for extraterrestrial artifacts on the moon. My comeback had been to tell him the moon was made of Swiss cheese. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to determine who had the more sophisticated mind back then. He’d had a meltdown when he thought I wasn’t taking him seriously.
“Oh, Quinn, I hear a touch of guilt in your voice. Does that mean you’re going to want to help Willie figure out if the ex-convict killed his friend?”
She was making it sound like she might be dragged into something non-vacation like. “Toni Miller, no one steers you where you aren’t already heading.”
She gave a little shrug, relenting. “That’s fair. So, when are we having lunch with Willie?”
“I’ll suggest a couple of options at the beginning of next week.”
“Jordan, are you finished yet?” Chelsea’s voice drifted through the window screen. 
Toni’s gaze drew to the trailer. Her eyebrows rose, which was the first sign she’d given that Chelsea was pushing it. 
I suddenly felt on edge. With Chelsea behaving like an invalid, the possibility of Brielle popping in unexpectedly, and Willie wanting to talk about a potential murder, I was going to have to work hard to keep this a relaxing holiday. 
Oh sure, work hard to relax. 
“I’m intending to stay out of it,” I said. This was something I could control, and that gave me back some peace.
“Good plan,” said Toni as Samantha came out of the trailer with a bag of marshmallows under one arm and a beer in the other. 
She dragged a chair near the fire and looked at me with a tight smile and piercing eyes. I knew that look. It meant Samantha was running out of patience with her sister-in-law. Protective of her brother, Sam didn’t like it when Chelsea acted like a princess. “Can you do something?”
“Not my job, Sam. Or yours.” I tugged the bag of marshmallows out of her hand. “I would be happy to make you a S’more, though.”
Toni stood. “I’ll get the graham crackers and chocolate.”
“Thanks a lot for everything you do to help, Toni,” Samantha called loudly as Toni entered the trailer.
“Just one more sleep and then we’ll all have more space,” I said. “Tomorrow, we’re going to Aunt Elsie’s for dinner. Grammy will be there, of course.” I was as excited to see my mom’s sister as I was to see my mom. My aunt had worked as a dream therapist and still took a few clients, so I couldn’t imagine a better person to talk to about Brielle. I wanted to know what she thought about dreams being adventures into parallel universes.
Her belief system was less grounded in absolutes than my mother’s. Aunt Elsie was willing to suspend her belief in reality to help understand the unexplained. She taught me everything I knew about Scottish folklore, especially about faeries. As a kid, I believed there were fair folk going about their business in my aunt’s garden because she welcomed them with a faerie altar. My views, as an adult, had been quite different—until I started talking to dead people.    
“Oh, yay. I love Auntie Elsie,” Samantha said. “She always made me feel like there was magic in the woods. You know, wee fair folk living under the hills.”
“I know. She did the same for me and your Uncle Craig.” I pointed my finger at Samantha and imitated her great auntie. “Never use the word faerie where they might hear you. Always call them the fair folk or suffer the consequences.”
Samantha laughed. “I still call them fair folk, even though I know she made all that stuff up.”
“Are you sure, lass?” I said in my best Scottish brogue, both teasing and feeling conflicted. I’d not told either of my kids about my communications with the dead or about Brielle. I didn’t feel comfortable sharing this aspect of my life with them. It wasn’t as if they’d been raised by a woo-woo mother and would now consider my paranormal experiences to be just another day. No, they’d worry their mom was losing her marbles. And I couldn’t do that to them. But if anything about this was genetic, I’d have to tell them one day.
But that day would not be today. I had enough on my plate keeping my mouth shut about Chelsea and my nose out of my son’s marriage. 
Spiking a marshmallow onto my stick, I held it over the glowing coals, and breathed deeply to wash away my earlier anxiety. Whatever mystery Willie wanted my help with, he’d have to figure it out himself. This vacation had been a long time coming, and I planned to enjoy every minute and return to Bookend Bay thoroughly rejuvenated. 






  
  Chapter Two
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“We’re here!” Samantha called from Aunt Elsie’s foyer. 
A shriek came from the kitchen—my mother—but she couldn’t reach us before Tally, the Golden Retriever, did. The dog didn’t know who to greet first and bounded from one of us to the other. It was a good thing we’d left Oreo in the trailer for now. When it came to dogs, Oreo liked his space, so animal introductions would wait until later.
Mom, with Aunt Elsie on her tail, ran into her granddaughter’s arms. My aunt gave me a hug to rival a bear’s. She always was an intense hugger. I couldn’t have loved it more. 
“Lord love a duck,” Mom said with a smile that nearly forced her eyes shut. After she’d hugged Samantha, she grabbed my shoulders and kissed me loudly on the cheek. “My sweet girl.”
“My sweet Mom,” I said and wrapped my arms around her. She felt just as she always did, thank goodness, trim, sturdy, slightly frenetic. Mom carried a little less weight than my aunt did, but the sisters looked great. Both regularly dyed their hair nutmeg brown. I bet they even still shared the box of hair color to save money.
I let go of my mom and stepped off to the side into the living room to make more space for the rest of the greetings.   
“Hello, Toni, my love.” Mom hugged Toni. Jordan was next.
“Grammy,” said Jordan, stepping back from his grandmother’s embrace. She tugged the end of his shoulder-length, sandy hair. 
“Are you ever going to cut this hair?” she asked.
“What are you talking about? I just had it trimmed,” he said, pretending to be offended. He touched Chelsea’s arm. “This is Chelsea, my wife.”
“I’d know that if you’d invited me to your wedding,” Mom said, having to get that dig in since Jordan and Chelsea had eloped in Las Vegas. 
“Aren’t you a pretty thing,” she said to Chelsea. “Come here, sweetie-pie.” Another warm embrace, although Chelsea’s smile was tight, and she broke my mother’s hug quickly.
“Welcome to the family.” Aunt Elsie, always good at reading people, gave Chelsea space. “You all better be hungry.”
“I’m always hungry,” Jordan replied, smiling at his great aunt. It was just before three in the afternoon. We’d stopped for brunch around eleven when I’d told everyone not to eat after that because the sisters would be plying us all with food non-stop from the moment we arrived. It seemed to be an inherent characteristic of my mother’s generation to feed everyone who stepped through their doors.
Mom took Samantha’s hand and drew her into the large kitchen at the rear of Aunt Elsie’s house. 
“I want to hear all about your trash-to-treasure business,” Mom said to Samantha. “I heard you and Lauren do an amazing job with old furniture. So, I hope you have lots of photos.”
Samantha beamed. “Oh, I do.” The small business she and her girlfriend had started for fun was growing into a nice source of income for them. 
Aunt Elsie’s kitchen smelled of baked apples, cinnamon, and allspice. Three apple pies and two crumbles sat cooling on the counter.
“Holy cow, ladies, I think you overdid it a touch,” I said, secretly pleased.
“You never mind,” Mom said. “You can’t have too much dessert. Besides, you don’t have to eat them all today. It’s apple season, so we’ve been making pies and crumbles for the freezer.”
Jordan wandered over to a jar shaped like a lighthouse, popped the top, and peered inside. “Filled with jellybeans, just like when I was little. Aunt Elsie, you’re the best.” He tipped jellybeans into his hand and offered some to Chelsea, who took a handful.
“First thing I bought when I heard you were coming. I have a reputation to uphold, you know.”
Toni started taking orders for pie or crumble while Mom and Aunt Elsie got out plates and ice cream. I looked around for a moment, letting nostalgia wash over me. My aunt and uncle had lived in this house for as long as I could remember, although Uncle Frank was absent since he was spending the month in Scotland visiting his sister. 
The sunny kitchen, painted a creamy white with turquoise cupboards, had always been our gathering place. I touched the coral fabric seat cushions that hadn’t changed in a decade. The material was faded but still pristine. The two sisters were as frugal as they came and believed in quality over quantity, saving to buy the best they could and taking care of it so it would last. 
Unable to have children, Aunt Elsie had been a second mother to me and my brother. I remembered sitting on the banquette having my knee doctored when I’d fallen off my bike in the court. 
I wandered into the den off the kitchen to see the collection of dream catchers hanging in the window. As a kid, I’d pictured the webs magically burning away all the bad dreams of every person in our small town.
That was strange. The window was empty. Not one webbed willow hoop to be found. The place looked naked without them. 
I stepped back into the kitchen. “Aunt Elsie, where are all the dream catchers?”
My aunt looked up from scooping ice cream. “Packed them all away. I’m done with that business, Quinn. Decided it was time to retire for good and find something more sensible to do with my time, like bake pies.” Her forehead creased and a strained look transformed her expression for a few seconds. 
More sensible? I studied my aunt. Since when did she refer to the dream-interpretation business she’d loved all her life as not sensible? The last I’d heard she had no intention of retiring anytime soon and at seventy-two she appeared healthy as ever. If she wanted to slow down and bake pies, that was fine, but I had an odd feeling about her departure. As soon as I had some alone time with my aunt, I’d dig a little deeper to not only satisfy myself she was happy with her life, but also speak to her about Brielle. 
She licked the spoon before tossing it in the sink, then nudged Toni. “I heard you’ve made a career change. You were a speech pathologist, no?”
“Yes. It was hard to break the habit of going into work every day, but I’m baking for Quinn’s café now and helping out when she needs it. I love my new life.” I could vouch for that. Lately, Toni looked more relaxed than she had since Norman died. She now hummed as she baked and came up with incredible recipes as though her creativity had been given a boost. I was glad to hear she loved her life because I loved our arrangement, too.
As Aunt Elsie asked more questions of Toni, it reminded me of where I got my inquisitive nature.
Outside the window, a woman waving her arms caught my attention. Holy Hannah, it was Brielle! I quickly checked the kitchen crowd to see if anyone had noticed her, but they were all engaged. I knew my brood couldn’t see Brielle, and the chances were good no one else would see her either. Jordan was telling Chelsea a story from his childhood, and she was looking happy to hear it. With my aunt grilling Toni and my mom grilling Samantha, I could get outside without being missed.
“I need to make a quick call. I’ll be right back.” My phone and earbuds were in my purse. I’d learned to keep my earbuds on hand, so people would think I was on a phone call and not talking to myself. I stuck them in my ears, left the kitchen, and walked down the lawn to the red Adirondack chairs that faced the pond.  
I’d been curious if Brielle would find me here on the East Coast, or if she’d continue to visit my hometown while I was away.
“We’re here!” She smiled wide and popped open her expensive-looking, camel-colored, wool jacket. Her gaze fell on the hill that overlooked downtown Applecross Cove and the Atlantic Ocean beyond. From here, we could see the church steeple at one end of town, the shops in the middle, and the lighthouse at the end of the cove.
I smiled back, marveling at our unique relationship. It must be similar in ways to what twins would have with each other, except that one of us was invisible and living in a parallel universe.
“Have you gone for ice cream at Herschel’s yet?” Brielle asked, dropping into the chair beside me. 
I didn’t turn my head to address her and kept my gaze on the pond. I didn’t want anyone thinking I was talking to an empty chair if they saw me from the house. “Not yet. We just got here. Aunt Elsie and Mom have been baking—”
“Apple pies and crumbles. I know. They’ve been chopping apples for a week now.”
“Wait. How do you know my mother and Aunt Elsie have been baking?” I said, surprised Brielle would know about apple pies and crumbles.
“Because I’m visiting my mother and my Aunt Elsie.”
Of course, she had a mother and Aunt Elsie. I knew that, but this was also where things got weird for me, since some aspects of our lives were the same and some were different. For instance, we had the same parents, brother, and extended family, except Brielle didn’t have children. In both our worlds, when Dad had died, Mom moved backed to the Maritimes.
“You’re here in Nova Scotia?” I asked.
“Yep.”
That was interesting. We’d never been in the same place at the same time in both of our lives. And I’d just learned something. Mom and Aunt Elsie were baking in both universes. 
“You didn’t mention you were going to see Mom,” I said, although I realized this wasn’t unusual. Visiting another universe while she slept, as well as remembering details of her waking life, was challenging for Brielle. Her memories of these visits were fleeting, just like a dream that vanished when you woke up. Lately, she’d been keeping a dream journal so she’d have better recall of her visits.
“Didn’t I? Probably because I decided to go at the last minute. A block of time freed up for me, and since I hadn’t seen Mom in six months, I booked a flight.”
It had only been six months since she’d seen Mom? Wasn’t she a good daughter? Guilt unfurled inside me since I’d not visited in nearly two years. It was hard enough keeping up in general but trying to keep up with a better version of myself, well, that could drive me crazy. I reminded myself that Brielle had not started a new business, or had her marriage end, or had children to worry about. You never stopped worrying about your kids, even when they were adults. The self-justification did nothing to assuage my guilt. 
“Good for you,” I said, trying to keep jealously out of my tone. I took a deep breath, feeling apprehensive for some reason. Maybe it was the look on my aunt’s face when I mentioned the dream catchers. Or maybe it had nothing to do with dream catchers and more to do with my feeling inadequate. This problem of mine, leftover from childhood, reared its ugly head every so often, but not as often as it used to. It had to do with never measuring up to my golden boy brother and having a narcissistic father who’d pointed out the disparity regularly. The good thing about middle-age was that I also knew self-doubt was part of being human. And owning a successful café, plus solving a few murders, did wonders for one’s self-esteem. I just needed to remember my successes. “I wonder if this will change anything.”
“You mean because we’re both in the same location at the same time in our real lives?” she asked. “I suppose it’s rare for that to happen.”
Yes, since we lived on different continents. “I guess there’s no sense in fussing about it, but I’m worried about you popping in while I’m here. I don’t usually spend so much time with my family. They notice everything, and I don’t plan on telling them about you.”
“Or about the ghosts,” she said. “I know. I feel the same way, although I’ve thought about talking to Aunt Elsie about what’s happening to me. With all the dream analysis she’s done in her life, she may have come across something similar. We can’t be the only people on the planet experiencing this.”
“I was thinking the same thing about talking to Aunt Elsie.” A splash sounded, startling me, and I looked to see concentric circles forming on the pond’s surface. Okay, calm down. It wasn’t a ghost. Turtles often sunned themselves on fallen logs then slid back into the water when they were done. 
Brielle stood and walked over to a steppingstone in the garden beside the pond. 
I stood as well. “I’ve got to get back inside.”
“Sure. I’ll try to keep my distance.”
Now I felt bad for complaining about something she couldn’t control. Brielle sometimes found these visits lonely when I didn’t have time for her. It wasn’t as if she had anyone else to speak to.
Before I could say anything, the kitchen door opened. Jordan and Chelsea headed toward us with Tally, the retriever, close behind, diverted by a shrub needing a sniff. 
“I love seeing your kids,” said Brielle. “I’ve never regretted my decision not to have children until I saw yours. It’s quite something, emotionally, to see your own flesh and blood all grown up.”
She thought of my kids as her flesh and blood? A swell of mother-bear protectiveness rose inside me. It was a strange feeling as if she could somehow make off with my children’s affection, that they’d think she was the cooler mom because she could transverse worlds. Gosh, it could mess with my kids’ heads to have a duplicate mom. But that was ridiculous since they didn’t know she existed. Besides, Brielle was just expressing an honest reaction to an extraordinary situation. 
I’d had a few strong reactions to this situation myself. Sometimes, I was envious of Brielle’s unattached life, since she had more time and money to indulge herself. Maybe we were both a little envious.
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