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Author’s Note

 

 

The idea for Seven Feathers came to me…all right, you ready for this?  FIFTEEN  years  ago.  I  was  twenty,  working  in  retail  while waiting for my significant other to be out of college so we could get married (such huge aspirations at the time), and overall fooling myself into pretending I was content to not do much else with my life. What I  was  really  doing  was  thinking  that  life  hadn’t  started  yet.  That  it would  start  someday,  in  the  distant  future,  that  silver  lining  I  was convincing myself was just over the horizon. I used to get so mad at this version of myself. Like girl, you could do anything! Anything! Just  try!  But  then  I  have  to  remind  myself  that  I  was  young  and inexperienced with not much guidance. I was doing the best I could with what I had.  

I wish I could tell you the exact moment I came up with Seven Feather’s premise or even why. However, I just can’t. It’s funny how Sin  Eater  has  such  a  clear  and  powerful  birth  story,  while  Seven Feathers was just a random idea that expanded for literal years. I guess you could say it grew up with me. My first thought was honestly a simple “What would happen if a group of friends found an angel?” I was planning on treating it almost like a scientific experiment in the 

book.  Maybe the characters  would even have science  backgrounds. Then I remembered that I’m not smart in that way, plus I love writing about people and relationships more than anything else.  

 

And so, in about three weeks, I drafted a short story version of Seven Feathers. I think it was twenty to twenty-five pages. I printed it out on my computer, let a friend and my boyfriend read it, and then into a drawer it went, never to see the light of day again. I will say that my friend told me the ending actually made him cry. I was super proud of that (authors are sickos, loving when they make people cry).  

Fast forward to years later, and Sin Eater is published. I knew I wanted a sequel for it, but I wasn’t quite sure where to take it. Instead, my attention turned to that little, short story I tucked away. I was a different person now, and I knew I could do better. First, I made an outline. Sin Eater was all by the seat of my pants, so I thought maybe an  outline  would make  the  writing  process  way  easier.  I  wanted  to develop the characters more, give them life, make them feel like real people. Sin Eater gave me the experience I needed to take this bare bones story and shape it into an actual novel. I won’t go on and on about  all  the  twists  and  turns,  but  I  think  my  twenty-year-old  self would be proud. It’s like finishing a task I started so long ago. Maybe I wasn’t ready then. Maybe this book needed a thirty-something year old me. It’s a true testament of growth, and I’m so happy I get to share it with everyone now.  

Oh, and if it does make you cry, please tell me.  




Seven Feathers 

[image: ]

 

Questions 

 

We found her in the woods not far from my father’s house. 

She stood out immediately against the dreary ground, a long 

spot of ivory among the piles of leaves. Her hair was cropped short and  favored  moonlight,  while  her  clothes  were  white  and  smudged with dirt. My friends and I cautiously stepped closer, but she did not flinch, did not acknowledge that we were even there. The five of us surrounded  her,  blatantly  staring  down  at  the  poor  girl,  when  she finally lifted her silver eyes to ours.  

I saw her lips move; she muttered something, but I couldn’t 

understand. My friends’ breathing was ragged, panicked. They didn’t know what to do.  

I  opened  my  mouth  to  speak,  but  the  words  caught  in  my 

throat once I noticed the blood staining the ground, the leaves, and her skin.  

Blue blood. 

I asked if we could help her. She weakly nodded.  

We carried her as gently as possible back to my house. The girl was small and light as a feather, yet we all helped in lifting her. I think 
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it was some strange, unspoken desire to lay a hand on this mystery… silver-eyed, blue-blooded… discovery? 

Once  inside,  her  clothing  was  gently  removed  to  assess  the damage. I had to look away. Even just the smell of the blood made me queasy.  

“Jules, step back. We’ve got this,” Micah said. He gently led me to the door. “Get some air.” 

“I’m fine,” I insisted.

“Remember  when  you  threw  up  after  slicing  your  hand  open, cutting an apple? We don’t need that to happen again,” Lainey said, joining me in the doorway.  

She was putting on a brave face, but I knew she was as squeamish as me. I leaned into her, hoping she wouldn’t notice my wobbly knees. Jacob  entered  the  room  with  bandages  and  ointment  from  the bathroom  cabinet.  He  stood  close  by  and  handed  Micah  and  Callie what they asked for, averting his eyes as well. I wondered how old those items were, since my dad made a habit of keeping things for way too long. 

Since her clothes were torn and dirty, Callie dressed the girl in one of  my  sweaters. My  stomach  settled,  and  I  was  able to  look again. Several delicate, white feathers were stuck in the little one’s hair and on her discarded clothing. 

“What  happened?”  Lainey  asked.  “Were  those  feathers  from whatever hurt you?” 

The  girl’s  eyes  avoided  ours,  effectively  dismissing  the  topic. Despite not speaking yet, it was clear she understood our language.  

To  give  her  privacy  after  the  ordeal,  we  left  her  alone  in  my bedroom. I stood against the wall beside the door, a good vantage point to  keep  an  eye  on  everyone.  Micah  paced,  causing  the  old  house’s floor to creak in protest. His large stature and long gait probably made the squeaking even worse. Lainey and Callie huddled on the couch together. Callie’s hand sat on top of Lainey’s, gently squeezing. Jacob 
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settled on the floor and chewed a mouthful of chips. He squinted and stared straight ahead. 

“Most of the damage looks like it’s around her shoulder blades,” Callie said, breaking the silence. “It’s weird. It looks like a bunch of crisscrossed scratches.” 

“Some of the cuts seemed deep,” Micah added. “There was a lot of blood. Too much for just being surface level, as far as I could tell.” 

“Jules,  what  do  we  do  now?”  Lainey  whispered,  despite  my bedroom door being closed. “I’m really freaked out.” 

“I don’t know.” 

Lainey placed her head on Callie’s shoulder and frowned. Callie’s long, dark hair acted almost like a curtain for her.  

“Maybe  we  should  take  her  to  the  hospital,”  Callie  suggested, stroking Lainey’s arm. 

“We  can’t  do  that!! What if  they  do invasive  tests  on  her?  She clearly isn’t human. She’ll be a science project!” Lainey’s voice rose. 

“Sssshhh,” I hissed. “Let’s go in the kitchen if you’re going to be loud. That girl needs her rest.” 

I headed to the kitchen, knowing that everyone would follow me. The group took their seats around the table.  

“So…” I said. “Hospital?” 

Lainey responded immediately. “I’m against it.”

“But they may know better than us,” Micah interjected. “How are we supposed to take care of wounds like that?” 

Lainey tried to counter his argument, but her words turned into a frustrated sigh. A hush fell over the table as we mulled over Micah’s point.  

“I’m with Lainey,” Jacob said as he got up from the table to peer into the refrigerator. Micah grunted, and Lainey’s eyes widened. 

“That’s a first,” Callie said. 

“Can you explain?” I asked. 

I  hoped  I  could  cut  off  a  potential  fight.  Jacob  and  Lainey  had never agreed on much in the past. To make things worse, Callie was 
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famously defensive of her girlfriend. There was no need to start an argument right now.  

“It’s like she said, you know that little girl will have all kinds of shit done to her.” 

Jacob pulled out a dish of leftover mac ‘n’ cheese from my fridge and  scooped  a  ridiculous  amount  onto  a  plate.  While  the  door  was open, I noticed two large bottles of vodka inside. Did one of my friends think we were throwing a party this weekend? I’d prefer to keep things quiet. 

“We all know it,” Jacob continued. “We’d absolutely lose her to who, the city? The government? We’d never know if she really turned out all right.” 

“This  isn’t  about  us.  It’s  about  what’s  best  for  her,”  Callie growled.  

Jacob  placed  the  food  in  the  microwave.  “You  think  having  a bunch of people staring at her, asking questions, demanding to know what  she  is  and  where  she  came  from  is  the  ‘best’  for  her?  They wouldn’t fix her up and let her go peacefully. There’s no way.” 

The  microwave’s  hum  accompanied  another  silence.  Jacob’s confident words cleared my frazzled mind. 

“How  about  this?”  I  said,  and  suddenly  all  eyes  were  on  me. “We’ll keep her here for the weekend. If she doesn’t seem to get any better, then we’ll ask for outside help.”  I glanced around the table. “It will give us a chance to help her, and then if we can’t, we’ll figure something else out. Maybe we can find a doctor to make a house call that will keep quiet.” 

Micah nodded. “Seems reasonable enough.” 

Callie and Lainey uttered simultaneous agreements. 

“Sounds good,” Jacob said around a mouthful of food.

“How can you eat at a time like this?” I asked him. 

“I  eat  when  I’m  stressed,  okay?”  Jacob  spat,  which  made  me chuckle. He smiled at me, but I averted my gaze away from his. 

“All right,” I said, “I’ll go talk to her then. We don’t need to make any decisions without including her.” 
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As  I  left  the  room,  I  heard  Callie  mutter  “Always  on  top  of everything, huh?” 

I couldn’t decide if it was an insult or not, but I didn’t stop to argue. Callie’s opinion was of no concern to me.

I knocked softly on my bedroom door. The little one was still as we left her: legs stretched out, back propped against a soft pillow.  

“Hey,  can  I  come  in?”  I  kept  my  voice  low.  She  nodded,  so  I stepped in and closed the door. Wait, would closing the door seem threatening? I hesitated with my hand on the doorknob.  

“It’s fine,” her small voice said. 

I could not help but look flabbergasted as I turned to her. She was talking to me!  

“I know you don’t mean any harm,” she continued. “I don’t feel scared. The door can stay closed if you want privacy. Thank you for helping me.” 

“Y-you’re...welcome,” I stuttered.

“I apologize for not speaking earlier. I was in shock.” 

A friendly smile played on her lips. She amazed me, how she was able to smile after what she just went through. 

“I don’t blame you. I came here to hopefully reassure you that we aren’t  keeping  you  here.  You’re  free  to  go  whenever,  but  you’re welcome to stay and recover.” 

“Thank you.” 

“Do you feel any better?” I asked. 

She  slowly  stretched  her  limbs,  almost  like  she  was  testing something. “I’m not used to this.” 

“Not used to what?”

“This awful sensation. It is intensely uncomfortable.” 

“You’ve never felt pain?”

“Not physical, anyway.” The little one winced and gently lay back on the pillow.  

“You’re  definitely  not  like  us,  then.  We  feel  physical  pain  just from walking sometimes.”
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It felt wrong to joke, but it slipped out of my mouth. The little one exhaled, a semblance of a chuckle. I relaxed. 

“Do  you  need  anything?  Something  to  drink  or  eat?  Are  you comfortable?” 

She shook her head. “I don’t need anything.”

“I’m-” I held my hand out. “I’m Juliet, by the way, but you can call me Julie. It’s been so chaotic that I forgot to introduce myself.” 

She  furrowed  her  brow  and  stared  at  my  hand.  I  stayed  still, pretending  that  this  was  perfectly  normal,  whatever  was  going  on. Finally, realization seemed to dawn as her eyes ventured upwards to my face.  

“My name is Isabelle. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Juliet.” 

When she placed her hand in mine, I couldn't believe how small it was. There was no telling how old she was, but she resembled a child. She was roughly half my height and weighed almost nothing. I did not squeeze at all during our handshake, afraid that I would break her.  

“I’m  tougher  than  I  look,”  Isabelle  said,  seemingly  reading  my mind.  

Her words surprised me. I burst out laughing.  

“Sorry,  but  those  are  stern  words  coming  from  someone  who looked like they  didn’t  even  know  what a  handshake  was  a  minute ago.” 

Isabelle let out another little chuckle. She never seemed to laugh from her lungs and out of her mouth, but through her nose instead.  

“You’re right. I’ve never done this before.” We looked down and saw  that  our  hands  were  still  entwined.  “I  don’t  deal  with  people much.” 

Every question we asked earlier went unanswered, though she did say she was in shock then. Perhaps now would be the time to find out more about our unexpected guest. 

“What do you deal with?” 

Isabelle opened her mouth and closed it, her eyes on my comforter.  

“Many things, as I’m sure we all do,” she said, releasing my hand. “I’m actually a bit worn down. Would you mind if I rest for a while?” 
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“Of course. Let me know if you need anything,” I said. It was hard not to sound disappointed. 

When I exited the room, Isabelle was not watching me. Her eyes were  still  fixed  downward,  gripping  the  blanket tightly.  Dejected,  I snuck  by the  kitchen  and  down  the  hallway  to  my  father’s  old bedroom. I stood on the outside and coached myself to steadily breathe in and out. I have not had the courage to go through his things yet. Right now, I needed his smell, the comfort of his presence, even if it was just his belongings. What would Dad think of Isabelle? I’m sure he would welcome her in his home, like I am now. He would have the courage to stay in that room, to chat with her and make friends, despite her secretive nature. Dad could make friends with anyone 

I swallowed against the lump in my throat and wiped an escaped tear from my cheek. Everyone would be worried if I didn’t come back soon. 

Lainey stood outside the kitchen, presumably waiting on me.  

“Hey,” she said softly. “You okay?” 

“I’m fine. The girl actually talked to me.”

She gasped. “Really?”

“Yeah.” I said. “Her name is Isabelle.” 

“That’s pretty!” 

“What’s up?” Callie joined us, much to my dismay.

“The little girl’s name is Isabelle!” Lainey informed her. 

“How  do  you  know  that?”  Callie  looked  at  me.  “She  talked  to you?” 

“She did.” I know it was silly, but I was hoping I could tell Lainey about the conversation privately before anyone else. At least the guys seemed preoccupied, and I imagined returning to an empty fridge after they’d eaten everything. 

“That’s awesome!” Callie exclaimed.

“Isabelle seems like she’s okay with staying, at least for today. She wanted to rest, so I left her alone.”

“I’m glad she’s decided to stay,” Lainey said. 
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“Yeah, I should go tell Micah and Jacob,” I said.

 Laughter  loudly  rang  out  from  the  kitchen.  There  was  usually some sort of inside joke that we weren’t a part of. Micah and Jacob had known each other since middle school, almost as long as Lainey and me. Callie walked ahead and scolded them for being too loud since Isabelle was trying to rest. Lainey tugged me back by my sleeve.  

“Are you sure you’re okay?” she whispered. “I know it’s been a crazy day, and then Jacob is here…? I was surprised to see him.” 

I  followed  Lainey,  Micah,  and  Jacob  to the college  they  chose, Carson University, last year since I didn’t want to be left alone either in our hometown Greenhope or another school. After a few months, Jacob and I started dating, much to my amazement, since I’d been in love with him since we were twelve years old. The bliss only lasted a few months, since about five weeks ago (but who’s counting?), Jacob confessed he drunkenly made out with some girl at a party. I told him I needed space, but then only a week after that, I got the news of Dad’s death. I left college to help my sister, Miranda, with the funeral and cleaning up our childhood home to sell like Dad had been planning. After the funeral, Lainey and Micah planned a gathering this weekend to give me some company. Jacob respected my request for space for a while but asked if he could join us so we could talk. I guess I must be out of my mind, because I agreed. It was always impossible for me to say no to him, even when I was angry. 

“He asked if he could come, since he wanted to talk. I said yes.”

Lainey stared at me with wide, worried eyes, though I couldn’t say she had many other expressions. Wearing her anxieties on her sleeve basically  was her  whole  personality.  I  admired  her  for  that,  since  I usually took my own and stuffed them down, deep down, until I could convince myself that they were gone.  

“Really,” I said, keeping my tone flat. “I should be over it by now, right?” 

“There’s no set timeline on when you should be ‘over’ anything,” she said, crossing her arms. “I don’t like that he’s here.”
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“I want to see what he has to say. We didn’t talk much about it last month because I just stormed out of his dorm.” I sighed. “Besides, I’d rather concentrate on more important things right now.”  

“Speaking  of,  have  you  gone  through  your  dad’s  things  yet?” Lainey asked. “I could help you take anything you want to donate.” 

The corners of my lips turned up into a grateful smile. Her being by  my  side  through  the  process  would  make  this  so  much  easier, especially since my sister wouldn’t be here. 

“I know Callie will let us use her car if you have anything big,” she added. 

At the mention of Callie, any desire to accept the help dissipated. There was no way I was going to drag more people through the process of getting rid of my father’s belongings, let alone someone that I didn’t feel close to.  

“I can handle it,” I said. “There isn’t much. I’ve looked through most of it already.” 

Was  it  wrong  to  lie  to  a  friend  if  it  was  to  spare  them  from worrying? And it wasn’t even a good lie. She could turn her head from side to side and notice that literally nothing was packed up.  

“Well, I’m always here. You know that.” Lainey replied with a quick glance behind me to the unopened boxes, whilst reaching out and squeezing my hand.  

“You’ve always been here for me,” I said, and at least that was not a lie. “Thank you.” 

The corners of her mouth stretched upwards slowly, a sappy grin. I knew what was coming next. “Love you, Jules.” 

“Love you, too.” 

Lainey glanced towards my closed bedroom door.  

“Do you think she’ll ever open up?” 

Somehow, even though she was asking about Isabelle, I suspected that she was also asking me when I would finally talk, too.  

“Maybe someday,” I answered, because I sincerely didn't know about her or about myself.  
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Connections 

 

Everyone still wanted to spend the night at my house as we 

had planned before, which was a relief. I didn’t know what I would do if I was left alone with Isabelle. Before we found her, we were going on  a  walk  around  my  dad’s  property  like  we  used  to.  The house  is surrounded by woods on all sides save for the long gravel driveway leading  to  the  road  out.  Perfect  for  “adventures”  when  we  were younger, and great now for enjoying the fall weather. Lainey wanted to conjure up memories of our younger days when we’d all gather at my house and spend weekends together. Though having Callie here put a damper on the feelings of nostalgia .  

Jacob  followed  me  to  gather  pillows  for  everyone,  even 

though  I  didn’t  ask  for  help.  I  handed  him  two  pillows  from  the hallway closet. When I turned away to gather more, he hit me on the back with one of them. I looked at him quizzically, and he answered by slowly squishing the pillow into my face. I pushed it back into him.  

“Stop.” 

“Why?” He squished the pillow into my face again. “Because I’m trying to do something,” I said through the fluff. 
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“Looks  like  you’re  drooling  on  the  pillow  you’re  giving 

someone  else  to  sleep  on,”  he  said,  his  voice  laced  with  laughter. “That’s not being a good hostess.” 

“You’re keeping me from being a good hostess.” 

“That  sounds  like  you’re  blaming  others  for  your 

shortcomings.”

He  pulled  the  pillow  from  my  face  and  grinned.  I  took  that opportunity to shove the last two pillows into his arms.  

“Take those to the living room,” I commanded. He hesitated but eventually did as I asked, leaving me alone 

in the hall. It was so hard not to laugh. Jacob was way too flirtatious at times, but that’s his personality. Even so, I knew I would be hooked on him again if I let myself. I really didn’t need to give an inch until we  talked  for  real,  until  he  explained  himself.  Sighing  deeply,  I grabbed blankets and trailed back to the living room.  

“So who’s sleeping where?” Jacob asked as I entered. “Can Callie and I have the guest bedroom? The pull-out couch 

downstairs hurts my back,” Lainey said. 

“It hurts everyone’s backs,” Jacob argued. “I’m fine with the pull-out,” Micah said.

Jacob slid closer to Micah and threw his arms around him. 

“Fine,” Jacob said, “but you better put out tonight to make up 

for it. Really make my back hurt, baby.” 

Micah laughed aloud and pushed Jacob away. “Dude, you’re 

gross.” 

“You like it.” 

“Get away from me!” 

“Never!” 

“Shhhh,” Lainey said. “Isabelle may be sleeping.” 

Jacob had the grace to look concerned.  

“Maybe  we  should  watch  a  movie  downstairs,”  Callie 

suggested.  

Everyone agreed and followed her down into the garage. Years ago, my father had made it his hang out spot for the football games 
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that he watched with his friends. They would leave the garage door open and grill right outside while yelling at the television. I attended a few just to be with him, and even though I felt out of place among the loudness and bravado, it was always a great time.  

My cell phone rang as I walked down the stairs. The caller ID read Miranda, my older sister. The others turned to look at me curiously. 

“Everything okay?” Micah asked. 

I snapped out of my trance.  

“Yeah,”  I  answered,  sending  the  call  to  voicemail.  “It’s 

Miranda. I’ll call her back later.” 

“How  is  Miranda?  Her  due  date  is  soon,  right?”  Lainey 

remembered everything, and in any other situation, I would be filled with appreciation.  

“Two months.” 

“I’m so excited! I can’t wait to meet your little nephew!” she 

replied. 

My heart dropped. I opened my mouth, but I could not think 

of how to say what I should, especially with everyone’s eyes on me. 

“I’m in the mood for a horror movie,” Callie said.

Thankfully, that caught Lainey’s attention and distracted her from talking about my sister. 

“What? Don’t do that to me! You know I hate scary movies!” 

Lainey, Callie, and Micah piled on the couch, leaving me standing by myself near the stairs. Jacob perused my dad’s shelves, filled with his  extensive  movie  collection.  He  plucked  one  off  the  shelf  and inserted it into our old DVD player without telling anyone what it was. The opening credits loudly played a chorus of shrill violin strokes. I grabbed the remote off the entertainment center and turned the volume down.  

“Sorry, sorry,” I mumbled. 

“This  is  a  scary  movie,  isn’t  it?”  Lainey  asked,  glaring  at 

Jacob.  

Jacob scoffed. “It’s not scary, I promise.” 
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“Not scary to you.” 

“Aww, c’mon,” Callie said. “I really like this movie. Can we 

watch it? Please?” 

“Okay, I can be brave.” 

Lainey and Callie exchanged a mushy look, and I had to keep 

myself from rolling my eyes. Jacob did though, but somehow Micah frowned disapprovingly at me, not him. Soon enough, his eyes focused back down to his phone. As I sat next to Micah, I spied that he was scrolling  through  emails.  Business  emails,  no  doubt.  Even  while hanging out with us, he seemed intent on working.  

I  had  seen  this  movie  before.  Jacob,  Micah,  and  I  watched  it together a few years ago. Horror movie nights were a tradition of ours every October, so I wondered if Jacob was feeling nostalgic, given that October was a few days away. 

“Everything okay?” Micah echoed his question to me earlier 

in a whisper.  

“Yeah, why?” 

“You look stressed out.” 

My lips curled into a sarcastic smile. “If you remember, it’s 

been a weird day.” 

“You’re right about that,” he said, then leaned in closer to my 

ear. “Can you do me a favor, though?” 

“Yeah?” 

“Can you take it easy on my sister? Lainey’s actually happy.”

“You’re right. I’m sorry.” 

If Micah was lecturing me, I must not be doing a very good job of keeping my face neutral.  

“I’m going to get a drink. Does anybody else want something?” 

Everyone made drink requests. Lainey uncovered her eyes to 

smile  at  me,  and  it  eased  my  tension  a  little.  Callie  unexpectedly hopped from the couch. 

“I’ll help.” She brushed past me to the stairs. What was it with 

today and everyone that I didn’t want helping me suddenly wanting to lend                   me                   a                   hand?  
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We worked silently for a few moments. I set out pitchers of 

iced tea and water from the fridge while Callie gathered the glasses. However, the blissful quiet was soon interrupted. 

“She’s  really  worried  about  you,  you  know.” Callie’s voice sounded so much louder in my small kitchen 

since we were alone. I imagined it almost as a physical thing: a rush of air bouncing off of my mother’s little angel figurines. My father told me a long time ago how much my mother loved to collect them, so I loved them too. She had all shapes and sizes: porcelain angels with huge eyes, stern and tall ones made of wood, others playing a horn or a harp. We even added to her collection over the years; it made me feel           like           I           actually           knew           her.  

“Lainey’s    always    worried    about    me,”    I    said. Callie  placed  a  hand  on  her  hip  and  sighed.  “Well, okay. You got me there. But you know it’s different 

this  time.” 

“Because of my dad?” 

“Because you’re hiding things.” 

Tea  spilled  over  the  side  of  the  cup  I  was  pouring  into.  I 

frantically pulled at a paper towel roll nearby, desperate to face away from her as I cleaned up the mess. Callie did not help, just casually leaned against the counter like she didn’t accuse me of being a liar.  

“Will you take those downstairs?” I said over my shoulder, 

gesturing to the four other cups.  

She  exhaled  sharply,  a  disappointed  sound.  The  glasses 

clinked against each other as she picked them up. I knew I should help her. Four glasses with two hands was hard to do, but I needed a minute to breathe, to clean up this mess and the mess that was my brain right now.  

Callie stopped in the doorway and swiveled around so fast that 

I heard the liquid slosh around in the cups.  

“If you were a real friend, you’d talk to her. It was shitty of 

you to leave college and not tell her what happened until way later.”

I paused and stared at the floor.  
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“Are you not going to acknowledge what I’m saying?” My eyes closed slowly, letting the world blur and dim. It was 

comforting. I wish I could lay down, right there on my kitchen floor.  

“It isn’t fair, you're shutting her out.” 

“You think I’m shutting her out?” Callie jumped at my volume. I actually caught her off guard.  “Wow, Julie expressing emotion.” She tilted her head. “That’s 

a new one.” 

“Please     go.”      It      was     almost      a      whisper. “Not until you promise me that you’ll be honest with Lainey.” 

“I  don’t  owe  you  anything,”  I  replied  as  flatly  as  possible, 

finally                  meeting                  her                  eyes.  

We  stared  at  each  other.  I  concentrated  on  keeping  my  lip 

from quivering. I was not going to back down from her, this person that had hurt my best friend so many times yet acted like she knew her better than me. She acted like she knew me.  

But she did not. I wouldn’t let her.

“Fair enough,” Callie nodded, our eye contact broken as she 

looked down to shift the glasses in her hands. “But think about what you owe Lainey. Friends don’t keep friends in the dark.” 

She  disappeared  through  the  door  as  her  long  legs  swiftly 
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