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CHAPTER ONE
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I stood on the sidewalk in front of the Coffee & Cream Café, shifting impatiently from one foot to the other, and checked my smartwatch for the umpteen-millionth time. Mom should have been here by now. She'd promised to pick me up at ten sharp, and if there's anything Martha Delaney is, it's punctual. So, what could be keeping her? I debated calling, again, but my last three calls had gone to voicemail, and my texts had netted nothing but crickets.

I could always call around looking for her, but that would just worry everyone and annoy Mom when she found out I'd sounded the alarm, most likely for nothing. I could hear her now, Danika Delaney, what got into you, worrying everyone for no reason? 

I sighed and gave in to the fact that I would just have to wait. Even if patience wasn't my strong suit. She was only fifteen minutes late, after all, but for Mom, that was a lot. I'd give it another few minutes. Then I'd sound the alarm. 

I stuffed my phone into my sweatshirt pocket to avoid the temptation to call again and inhaled a deep breath of the salty air living less than half a mile from the bay brought. Spring had sprung on the east end of Long Island, and with it had come a patch of cool, rainy weather that had finally released us from its dreary grip this morning. Daffodils had begun to bloom, lilacs scented the air, and the sun shone brightly, promising a beautiful spring day. 

So, of course, that meant a trip to the nursery so Mom could start her planting and a day off for me to help her out. But speaking of planting... I stared across the street at the new balsam fir the town council had planted to replace the one that had fallen right before Christmas. While it didn't compare to the previous one, hopefully, one day it would. Plus, it would probably fill out a bit by Christmas. I wondered why they hadn't planted the new one right away, but apparently, spring was the best time to plant, which I'd only picked up from gossip in the café since I was infamous for my black thumb. Which begged the question, why was I standing here on this beautiful spring morning waiting to spend the day planting my mom's garden with her? 

I pulled my thoughts from uselessly wandering and turned my attention to my current dilemma. To call or not to call? Even I couldn't procrastinate forever. 

Thankfully, Mom rounded the corner with a sputter and a clunk in Uncle Jimmie's ancient faded-blue pickup truck just then, keeping me from having to make a decision to call out the troops. I reminded myself to be patient as she pulled to the curb in front of me. But all my confusion came screeching to a halt when I reached for the door handle and found Aunt Miriam riding shotgun. 

My gaze skipped past her to Mom, whose eyeroll told me all I needed to know. Well, at least now I knew why she was late. Tardiness was something of a hobby for Aunt Miriam, who'd already seen seventy, and maybe even eighty, come and go yet still seemed to think she was a teenager.

Clamping my teeth together to cage the stream of excuses that would keep me from being Mom's wingman on what was sure to be an adventure of epic proportions, I simply squished into the backseat with my knees tucked up somewhere around my ears. The old pickup wasn't known for its leg room, or any room in the back, but at least it would cart all of Mom's purchases. My gaze met Mom's in the rearview mirror, and she shook her head then she checked for traffic and pulled out onto Main Street. "Good morning, Mom."

"Mornin'." Even her long, usually smooth and silky, dark hair appeared slightly disheveled, as if she'd run her hands through it and squeezed the strands numerous times already this morning. She glanced in the rearview mirror at me again.

Speaking to Mom from the backseat was akin to taking your life in your hands since she couldn't have a conversation without looking at you, even while weaving through traffic at ninety (a slight exaggeration) on the Long Island Expressway. "Hey, Aunt Miriam."

"Hey, yourself, girl." 

"What brings you along today? Are you planting this year?" Because I'd never known Aunt Miriam to plant anything.

"Ha," she barked. Then she hooked an arm over her seat and scooted around to face me, fluttering long, thick, slightly cockeyed fake lashes adorning heavily sky-blue-shadowed lids. "Seriously? Can you really picture me on my hands and knees in the dirt?"

Since the image that thought conjured involved the wide belt—I mean mini-skirt—she was wearing riding way too far up and her tube top spilling body parts that had long ago lost their battle with gravity, I simply said, "Nope."

"But I do enjoy looking at the flowers, and I needed to get out of the house for a while. All of the rain lately has me going stir crazy."

Stir wasn't the only kind of crazy Aunt Miriam was going, but I figured it best to keep that to myself. 

"Besides, the summer people will be flocking to Long Island this weekend to get their houses ready for the start of the season." She waggled her penciled-on brows, a darkish-brown color that didn't come remotely close to matching the dyed, jet-black hair spilling over her bare, crepe-papery shoulders. "Who knows, maybe I can hook myself a rich bachelor."

"What about Tipp?" Aunt Miriam's current beau, who, despite her drama, appeared to think the world of her. From what I could tell, anyway. Tipp wasn't exactly known for his heartfelt conversation, or any conversation, really. Which made him and chatty Aunt Miriam the perfect match.

She waved a hand, her rhinestone-tipped, blood-red, dagger-like nails even more dazzling than the rings on every finger. "Tipp's nice and all. But he's no Maxwell Crumbholtz."

That was only because Tipp had to share the inheritance his father, Maxwell, had left him with his brother. "I thought you two were getting serious?"

She sighed, and for an instant before she covered it, pain reflected in her eyes. "So did I. But he hasn't been coming around much lately."

My protective instincts kicked in. I might find Aunt Miriam eccentric in a fun sort of way, and I could think whatever I wanted as long as I wasn't being mean (well, too mean, anyway), but the thought of anyone else hurting her twisted my knickers (as Aunt Miriam would say). "Did he say why?"

She shook her head and turned to face forward.

Mom's brilliant blue eyes met mine in the rearview mirror, and she gave a discreet head shake as she waited for someone to pull out so she could pull into the garden center's gravel parking lot. It seemed half of Watchogue had developed spring fever with the nice weather. But if the few gray clouds beginning to gather over the bay were any indication, the reprieve wouldn't last long.

As soon as Mom parked, and she and Aunt Miriam got out, I unfolded myself from the back seat and stretched my cramped muscles. Mom didn't expect me to tag along right beside her, so I began to wander while she grabbed a wagon from someone who was just leaving and headed off. I had to admit, in the few years I'd lived in New York City, I'd missed spring. Not that NYC didn't have spring, it did, but it didn't pack the same wallop as Eastern Long Island's abundance of trees and flowers beginning to bud and bloom. As far as life choices went, moving back to Watchogue to take over my Uncle Jimmie's old-fashioned ice cream parlor and turn it into my very own café landed high in the plus column. 

The scent of soil and flowers surrounded me as I strolled up and down aisle after aisle. I considered a houseplant, even browsed the section labeled pet friendly in deference to my cat, Patches, then thought better of the idea. Honestly, no plant stood a chance once it went home with me, and I didn't have it in me to do that to some poor plant. 

I nodded to Ron and Sally Hart, the elderly couple who owned the Watchogue Deli. One of their three adult children must be minding the store while the couple wrestled a weeping cherry tree, its pink flowers shedding like snowflakes, onto a flat wagon. As I started toward them to help, a guy with a sweep of sun-bleached hair and faux tan—since there hadn't been enough sun to accomplish that level of color in the past six months—and a build like a linebacker stepped in and set the tree on the cart for them.

Ron reached out and shook his hand. "Thank you for that, sir."

"Any time. Do you need anything else?"

"Nope. That'll do her for today, but thank you again."

"Sure thing." Leaving them to drag their cart to the checkout line, he moved on.

I stopped and smiled. Chatting with Ron, and especially Sally, often brought the best gossip in town. "Doing some planting, I see."

Ron rubbed his back. "Actually, the kids are going to do the planting once Sally picks out everything she wants."

Like my own family, the Harts boasted several generations in town, all close. "Well, that tree sure is beautiful."

"I'm going to have them put it right beside the koi pond, so I can curl up and spend a peaceful afternoon beneath it with a blanket and a good book whenever I need a break." Sally clasped her hands together, clearly thrilled with the idea, though everyone knew Sally rarely, if ever, took a break. And if she did, it was more likely she'd rush into the café for a guilty treat and a gossip fest than spend an afternoon lounging beneath a tree, no matter how incredibly peaceful it might sound. 

Sally's gaze wandered for a moment (point made) before she lifted her chin in the direction of a woman about my age clad in sweats, her sloppy knot tilted off to one side. "Did you hear about Evelyn Turner?"

My heart went out to the woman. The upside of living in a small town—everyone knew everyone, and you couldn't walk out the door without running into someone you knew. The downside—same. Running out in pjs and messy hair landed you straight on the Watchogue rumor mill. "No. Is everything okay?"

Sally shrugged, her attention already drawn to whatever other citizen might have landed on her radar. "Her husband, that no good scoundrel, left her and her three kids. Seems he took up with some young floozy and filed for divorce."

My heart ached for her. It was bad enough going through a breakup like that, especially with kids, but to have the whole town chin wagging about it made things so much worse. I made a note to treat her to a cup of coffee if she came in.

"Well, will you look at that." Sally propped her hands on ample hips and stared toward the checkout counter. 

I'm ashamed to admit my first thought went to, What did Aunt Miriam get herself into? But in all fairness, the thought wasn't unwarranted. 

Instead of finding Aunt Miriam, though, I spotted a man I'd never seen before. His cream-colored slacks and jacket paired with a green shirt and Dolce & Gabbana loafers certainly drew attention, but it was his attitude that kept it. 

I kept pace with Sally as she moved closer. No way would Sally miss whatever was about to go down.

The guy shifted Versace sunglasses to the back of his head (a look I'd never understand) and tucked them into a dark-colored fade held in place with enough hairspray to pop another hole in the ozone layer. He scowled at Kendall, the young girl behind the checkout counter. 

"I'm sorry, but we don't have anyone available to make a delivery today." The girl gestured at the crowd waiting by the register and blew her strawberry blonde bangs off her forehead. "As you can see, we're swamped."

I leaned back against a nearby counter, folded my arms, and watched the drama unfold. There was no sense pretending I wasn't paying attention since pretty much everyone in the place was fully focused on the interaction. Some rolled their eyes, others tsk-tsked or spoke in hushed whispers—not out of courtesy for the man involved, but because no one wanted to miss anything. Plus, whenever a young woman was being harassed you could count on the citizens of Watchogue to step in.

"Look, young lady, I don't care how swamped you are. I just spent a small fortune for plants, and my landscaper will be at my house early tomorrow morning, and I need my purchases delivered before that."

"Look, Mr. Krane, as I've already told you..." 

I had to give the girl props for courtesy. She maintained her even tone and forced smile no matter how loud and obnoxious the customer got. 

She met his stare with a cool one of her own. "The best I can do is come in and open early tomorrow morning so you or your landscaper can pick up the plants."

"Ha!" The man scoffed. "You expect me to pick up my own plants? Then what am I paying you for?"

"You're paying for the plants you purchased. But if you'd like to pick them up yourself, I'll be happy to refund your delivery fee." Her smile never faltered, but her right eye twitched a few times. 

I straightened when Mom moved onto the line behind him.

Aunt Miriam gave him a quick up and down then turned her attention elsewhere. Good for her.

Mom cleared her throat, and I took a few steps closer. "Excuse me, Kendall."

Kendall turned away from him and shot her a grateful smile. "Yes, Mrs. Delaney. I'm sorry. How can I help you?"

"I'd like to pay, please."

I braced for the coming argument from the entitled a—uh... gentleman, because no way would I let him speak to my mom with anything less than respect, and moved to stand next to her.

When he whirled on her, Mom met his confrontational gaze with one of her own, the one that said I ain't takin' none of your nonsense, buddy. The same one she'd always pinned my sister, Meghan, and me with whenever we'd acted up. His gaze skipped from her, to me, to Aunt Miriam (then did a double take. Not that I could blame him.). When he returned his attention to Mom, he opened his mouth, seemed to think better of the idea as the three of us stood shoulder to shoulder in solidarity, then snapped it shut, and turned back to the cashier. "Fine. I will expect a delivery tomorrow, though, as soon as possible."

"Sure thing, Mr. Krane." She offered her thousand-watt smile. "You have a nice day now."

He muttered something unintelligible as he stalked away.

Kendall blew out another breath, her shoulders slumping. "Is summer almost over yet?"

I laughed. Summer and fall on Long Island's east end brought flocks of tourists to the beaches and farmstands, giving local businesses a much-needed financial boost, my own included. Unfortunately, not all of the visitors were friendly. And a few, like Mr. Krane, were downright nasty and entitled and thought the whole world owed them something. "Sorry to say, but not by a long shot."

I stuck by Mom while she paid for her purchases, lest Mr. Krane decide to make another appearance, then hauled them to Uncle Jimmie's truck and loaded it up. As I squeezed back in behind Aunt Miriam, I noticed Mr. Krane just climbing into a fancy, black Beamer (no surprise), cell phone pressed against his ear, arms gesturing wildly. Sympathy for whoever was on the other end of the line flared.

"I wonder what he's all in a state about." Apparently, he'd drawn Aunt Mirima's attention as well.

"Who knows?" Mom glanced in the rearview mirror, then shifted into reverse, and waited for the Harts to haul their weeping cherry past. "Some people are just nasty for no reason."

"Well, it seems to me it's just as easy to be kind." Aunt Miriam turned back to Mom. "So, what are you making for dinner tomorrow night?"

Sunday dinners were a huge deal in the Delaney household when the entire clan met up at Mom's to eat, drink, and catch up on current events. 

"I don't know. I was thinking a barbeque might be nice..." With one more look around for stragglers, Mom glanced in the rearview mirror again, then turned to look over her shoulder, and backed out of her spot. "But I'm not sure the weather will cooperate."

"Oh, hold on. I know." Aunt Miriam started to rummage through a bag the size of a suitcase. "I have one of those weather apps on my phone."

From the corner of my eye, I caught movement as Mr. Krane's BMW accelerated at rocket speed. 

"Mo—"

The crash came before I could finish my warning, hard, fast, and loud, knocking me to the side. My head slammed against the passenger-side window, and the contents of Aunt Miriam's purse scattered across the interior. Stars circled my head like in the old-fashioned cartoons Meghan and I used to look forward to on Saturday mornings, before streaming services allowed round the clock access to whatever you might like to watch. I contemplated why that's where my thoughts might have gone, wondered briefly if I might have a concussion, then plucked a red thong I seriously hoped hadn't been worn yet from my lap with two fingertips and set it aside on the backseat. 

My gaze bounced from Mom to Aunt Miriam and back again, but before I could assess either of their conditions, the screaming started.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Two things registered simultaneously. One, Mom and Aunt Miriam seemed to be okay. And two, the yelling was coming from outside the car, from a decidedly male voice, one that let loose with a string of expletives that practically had me blushing. Then came the realization those words were aimed at my mother, who was being helped out of the truck on shaky legs by Ron Hart. 

And all rational thought skidded to a stop. I waited patiently (big, fat fib—I was practically vibrating with anger) for Randy Tills, the owner of the garden center and a Watchogue old-timer, to wrestle open the passenger side door, which had been crunched in during the accident. 

He poked his head into the cab of the pickup truck. "Is everyone okay?"

"We're fine," Aunt Miriam assured him as she placed her hand in his and let him help her out of the seat. Once standing, she turned to survey the damage to Uncle Jimmie's quarter panel and passenger door then let out a low whistle. "Jumping Jehoshaphat! Jimmie's gonna pop his cork when he gets a load of his truck."

I squeezed out of the back seat and ignored Randy's protests and insistence that I stay put as I rounded the truck to get to Mom.

Although, I really should have known she'd stand her own against the barrage of insults from Mr. Krane, who'd been arguing with someone on his phone when he'd accelerated suddenly and slammed into us, I still needed to get to her. 

I found her standing toe-to-toe with Krane, her hands propped on her hips, jaw set firmly, waiting stoically for him to finish yelling and waving his arms around.

Krane pointed one perfectly manicured finger at her. "Where'd you get your license, lady?"

Too bad for him, along with my strawberry frizz, freckles, and solid build, I'd inherited my temper from the Delaney side. I strode straight for him then stepped between him and Mom. "Yo, buddy, who do you think you're talking to? You need to take a step back."

"Oh, yeah? And who are you?"

"Danika Delaney, and that's my mother you're yelling at, so you need to take it down a notch. Or else..." 

His face turned a sickly shade of purple, and his eyes bulged. Either he was beyond furious or on the verge of a stroke. Not my problem. "Or else what?"

"Or else, I'll..." I wasn't sure what, but something. I inhaled deeply, reminded myself I was a business owner in this town now, and that I should conduct myself with a certain amount of decorum. It didn't help. But the fact that me wrestling around the garden center parking lot with this clown would embarrass my mother did. So, I reined in my anger (at least, I tried) and began to count. One. Two. Thr—

Krane nudged past me, knocking his shoulder into mine and shoving me back.

I caught myself against the open driver's side door an instant before I would have crashed into Mom.

Krane resumed his rant, inches from my mother's face. "Did you see the damage you did to my car? I can't believe this. What is wrong with you, woman? Are you blind or just—"

"That's it!" I curled a fist, hauled it back like Mickey Mantle swinging for a grand slam, and—

"Okay, slugger, that's enough." My ex-boyfriend, Luca Martinelli, Greek god gorgeous with shaggy dark hair and stormy gray eyes, hooked my arm with his. "What's going on here?" 

I yanked my arm from his, too angry to be coddled, even by the boy who once broke my heart. I flung a hand toward Krane. "This guy was on the phone arguing with someone, then backed into us, and got out yelling at my mom."

Luca lifted a brow at him. "Is that right?"

"I-I-I-uh..." He swallowed hard, not so eager to argue now that he was standing against someone he thought might be able to fight back. "She backed into me."

"Oh, really?" Aunt Miriam, who must have come around the car while I was otherwise occupied, hauled her petite frame straight and pointed one dagger-tipped finger toward his car. "Then how do you explain the fact that the back of your car hit ours?"

Some of the color started to leech from his face, probably for the best considering the shade he'd turned couldn't possibly be healthy. Then he whirled on his heel and took off without another word. 

Aunt Miriam yelled after him. "And just so's you know, buster, we have a lawyer in the family. And we're going to sue you six ways from Sunday."

It probably wasn't the time to mention that lawyer had yet to win a case that I was aware of. 

Luca, a volunteer firefighter with the Watchogue Fire Department and all-around good guy, tipped my chin to examine me. "Are you hurt?"

"I'm fine." I waved him off. A dull throb started at my temples, and I sighed then softened my tone. "I'm sorry. No, I'm not hurt. I'm okay, thank you."

"Mrs. Delaney, Aunt Miriam?" He looked them over. 

They both assured him they were okay. From the little I'd noticed when I'd gotten out, there didn't seem to be a ton of damage, and most of that was to Uncle Jimmie's quarter panel and passenger door. The BMW barely appeared scratched, though its back bumper was a little mangled and hanging sort of cockeyed on one side. 

As the adrenaline rush began to subside, tremors coursed through me. Probably more from the altercation with Krane than the fender bender. Still, my hands shook as I shoved my hair back out of my face and turned to Mom and Aunt Miriam. 

Luca had already gone after Krane, who'd no doubt be wearing a collar and walking with a cane by day's end, not because of anything Luca did to him but to enhance the no-doubt coming lawsuit. But I couldn't think about that right now. "Are you two sure you're okay?"

"I'm sorry, Dani." Mom wrung her hands together. "I didn't even see him."

"It's not your fault, Mom." But I tried to think back, tried to remember if she'd been watching where she was going or looking at me in the rearview mirror and chatting when she was backing up. Unfortunately, I couldn't bring the memory clear. My focus had initially been on Mr. Krane, phone pressed against his ear, one arm flailing like an inflatable tube man. Then, just as I'd turned back to Mom, the crash came. I just couldn't say for sure. "He backed into you. And then he was obnoxious about it."

"Are ya su-uh Because I feel so bad." Her already-thick New York accent increased in direct proportion to her agitation. She caught her lower lip between her teeth, chin quivering, eyes welling with tears. 

"Don't feel bad, and don't be upset. You didn't do anything wrong." I hope.

Sally Hart stepped forward from the lingering crowd. Nothing brought out the Watchogue lookie loos like an accident with ensuing drama. She laid a hand on Mom's arm. "Don't you worry about it, Martha. Ron and I saw the whole thing, and we'll be happy to testify. He never even looked behind him or in the rear or side view mirrors. He just shoved his car into gear and hit the gas."

"Thank you, Sally." Her hand shook when she placed it on Sally's arm.

"Are you sure you're not hurt, Mom?"

She waved me off. "No, no. I'm fine. But I'm gonna to have to call Uncle Jimmie and tell him I crashed his truck."

"Don't worry about it. I'll call Uncle Jimmie." He and I had a close relationship. And I knew Uncle Jimmie better than anyone. He'd have no concern for anything other than that we were all okay. "You're okay too, Aunt Miriam?"

"Right as rain, dear." Although one of her false lashes had come unglued in the crash and clung precariously to the side of her lid.

I reached out and plucked it off, then stood holding it between my thumb and forefinger, unsure where to put it. 

She took it and stuck it back in place—more or less. "Thanks."

"You bet." At the sound of approaching sirens, I glanced around. "As long as you're both okay, I'm going to see where Mr. Krane is and find out what's going on."

"Yeah, you make sure that cad doesn't take off without you getting his insurance information." Aunt Miriam wagged a finger at me then took Mom's elbow. "Come on, Martha, we'll go sit on that bench over there by the lilacs and wait for Dani to come back."

She nodded and walked meekly away between Sally and Aunt Miriam. 

And the rage that had dulled to a simmer began to boil again. As I started back around the car, I made the dreaded call to Dad because he should hear this from me before the gossip mongers could get to him, and then Uncle Jimmie, who assured me he'd pick my dad up and be on his way in less than a minute. As would half the Delaneys in town, no doubt. Meghan was next on my list, but Dad had probably already reached her while I was talking to Uncle Jimmie.

Mr. Krane stood beside his car, hands on his hips, surveying the damage to his back bumper.

Luca studied the indentation on Uncle Jimmie's pickup, which made the door screech like a banshee when he opened and closed it.

Detective Jake Barlow, the guy who'd won my heart from Luca, nodded toward him as he crossed the lot.

Luca shot me a grin and a two-finger salute, leaving no doubt who'd called in the cavalry.

When Jake reached me, he gripped my upper arms, rubbed his hands up and down, and looked into my eyes with a somber expression. "You hurt?"

"No, just shook up." Yikes! I hadn't whined like that since I was about six. I worked to steady my voice. "Mr. Krane over there backed into us, then got out and started yelling at Mom."

His brows winged up beneath his shaggy brown hair, and he glanced toward the other man. "Oh yeah?"

"Yup."

"I'll be right back." 

Go get him, tiger. A smile tugged at me, and some of the tension seeped away. I was surrounded by a sea of familiar faces, all offering smiles and nods of encouragement, Dad and Uncle Jimmie were on their way, and Jake was about to put a beat down on Mr. Nasty. Or at least, give him a stern talking to.

When a police cruiser pulled into the small lot and Officer Marty climbed out, my anxiety ratcheted down another notch. His warm smile and pale blue eyes lent to the image of a kind, older gentleman, the kind who was always there to lend an ear or a shoulder to cry on, which I could seriously use right now. But I also knew he could be a pitbull when necessary.

He studied me as he approached then shook his head when he reached me. "There's not a body in the trunk I should know about, is there?"

I offered a hesitant smile. "Not today, Officer Marty."

"Well, that's good to hear." His grin spread quick and wide. "Then I guess we're a step ahead of usual."

I couldn't help but laugh. He wasn't wrong. I did tend to be a magnet for trouble. And bodies. Thankfully, this time, there was no murder mystery involved, just a plain old accident.

He glanced toward Krane, who was glaring daggers at me while Jake spoke too quietly for me to hear, and nodded in his direction. "Is that the guy who hit you?"

Yes! Finally, someone got it right. "Yeah, he wasn't paying attention, crashed into us, and then he got out and yelled at Mom."

One bushy brow popped up almost far enough to reach his closely cropped salt and pepper hairline. "You don't say."

I almost crossed my heart then caught myself. First whining, then this. Maybe I'd hit my head harder than I'd thought. Or perhaps a near-death experience had sent me reverting back to my childhood. Either way, I needed to get a grip.

I needn't have worried. Officer Marty yanked me right back to reality. "Who was driving?"

"Mom was."

"Where is she now?"

I gestured toward a shaded bench where she and Sally sat, and Aunt Miriam hovered close. 

Officer Marty took my elbow and led me to them. When we reached the clustered women, Marty tipped his hat. "Ladies. Is anyone hurt? Do you need me to call for an ambulance?"

Assurances all around brought a sigh, and he took out his pad and pen. "Okay, Dani, you first. Tell me what happened."

I ran him through a quick recap.

As I did, the same good Samaritan who'd loaded the Harts' weeping cherry tree onto their wagon approached with several bottles of water. "Would anyone care for a drink?"

Aunt Miriam started to wave him off as she looked up. The instant she caught sight of his chiseled good looks, her eyes went wide, her mouth dropped into an O, and she froze mid wave. "Uh... sure. I could use a water."

He held one out to her then handed another to my mom and one to Sally. "Was anyone hurt?"

Mom shook her
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