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To the real Sky! Now you can't say I've never done anything for you! Don't read the book in front of me!

	 

	
Chapter One

	 

	Sky Wyman answered the phone on the third ring as she warmed leftovers from last night's dinner in the oven. She’d come home exhausted, most of her day spent around models, working as a makeup artist. 

	Sky leaned back against the kitchen counter and answered in an exhausted voice, not recognizing the number on the caller I.D. 

	“Hello.”

	A woman introduced herself as a nurse and Sky straightened, picturing her brother with tubes down his throat. He had a habit of taking risks and as the nurse spoke, she held her breath. The nurse didn’t leave Sky room to speculate further, quickly saying her dad’s name.  

	At the age of sixty-six, Sky’s father refused to retire as an electrician and handyman even though he’d had the means to for a while. He could preach about good work ethic all day, but if falling off a ladder didn’t make him see the reason to hang up his tool belt, Sky would surely assist in giving him a reality check. The nurse explained his condition and after a few minutes back and forth, Sky hung up the phone and headed to her room to pack a bag. Her father had broken his hip and a rib, and he would need support to make a full recovery. 

	Her mom had passed a couple years back and despite there being three other siblings who lived within arm’s reach of their dad, Sky wasn’t naïve enough to believe they’d come and help him right away. As the oldest, that responsibility would automatically fall to her. 

	Her hometown was a few hours away and if she timed it right, she’d be there by eleven tonight. She sent a text to her friend, Amber, who was also a makeup artist, to cover her upcoming gigs and then sent a group text to her siblings, making sure they were aware of their dad being hospitalized. 

	Christmas would be in two weeks and Sky wondered if she should clear the rest of her calendar and stay through the New Year. Hopefully by then she’d convince her siblings to take turns sticking by their dad's side.

	It took less than an hour to pack and shower and then she was on the road back to the home she’d always had fond memories of. In her car, she called her siblings one by one and eventually listened to an audiobook about the theories of artistries and the understanding of color for the rest of the journey back home. 

	She managed to arrive at the hospital without disruption, weary and anxious to see her father. The hospital was small, with only five floors of separation to maintain exposure and individual practices. It was the only hospital in town, so it was kept busy. 

	She checked in and a nurse guided her to her father’s room. She was thankful to see him asleep, without any signs of distress. Sky’s entire drive was haunted by the image of a tube down his throat, his body visibly damaged, with an agonized look in his eyes. She released a breath, shoulders loosening as she looked around the room; the lights were out with background noise coming from the television. Her father loved falling asleep to crime shows, and an episode of 20/20 was on. The large window that had a view of the main road was partially draped closed. 

	The nurse left and Sky crept soundlessly into the room to avoid rousing him. There was a cushioned chair beside the bed, and Sky helped herself to it. She sent a quick text to her siblings and then leaned back, staring up at her father. His trimmed hair was mostly gray, and his smooth face had very few aging lines, which helped disguise his true age. He was lean and lived an active lifestyle. 

	Sky watched his belly extend and relax from each breath. It calmed her, along with the sound of the machine lightly beeping to assure her he was alive. The more she listened and watched him breathe, the more it soothed her as she fell asleep.

	 

	*

	 

	Sky shifted awkwardly on the chair, her leg arched over the armrest, with a blanket draped over her. Her head slipped off the edge of the chair and she jolted awake. Eyes droopy, Sky straightened lazily and looked up to find her father watching her with a smile on his face. His big brown eyes caused her to stand abruptly and reach over for his hand cradled at his side. 

	“Dad.” There was a nurse in the room, checking his blood pressure, and giving them the illusion of privacy. Sky ran her fingers lightly through his hair and leaned in to kiss him on the forehead. “You should have woken me,” Sky chastised. 

	He tried to laugh but hissed from the pain that jabbed at his ribs. He carefully reached up and brushed his hand along his upper stomach as if that would ease some of the pain. 

	“Please, do not crack any jokes right now. I need you to get better,” Sky said sternly. 

	He waved one of his hands in surrender. 

	“I’ll behave but I can’t promise it will last,” he teased. 

	The nurse chuckled, replacing his I.V fluid bag. 

	“Has he been acting up since he got here?” Sky asked. 

	The nurse looked up, winking at her father before answering. 

	“He’s been one of my best patients.”

	The nurse had clearly become a fan of her dad, her response tainted by his charm. 

	“Can you at least try not to move around too much?” she supplicated, eyes wide and pleading. 

	Her dad gave her a cynical look. 

	“You do know it will be months before I’m… healed?” He gestured with his fingers to quote healed, and Sky scowled. 

	“I promise you, for a man of your father’s…” the nurse paused when Sky’s dad gave her a silly expression. “Statue…” she said with a wide grin. “He is doing excellent. Otherwise, he would have been met with my famous narrowing of the eyes if he were pushing his limits.”

	“Scary,” her dad joked.

	Sky rolled her eyes, but the nurse’s words relaxed her nervous hovering posture. 

	“Thank you.”

	“Of course.” Once the nurse was finished, she squeezed Sky’s father’s arm. 

	“Someone will bring you breakfast, and the doctor will want to run additional tests, so expect more prodding.” 

	Sky nodded her thanks, and the nurse left them alone. She turned toward the window behind her and noticed the sky showing its first signs of daylight. She scooted the chair forward and sat, leaning her elbow into the bed to stay close. 

	“I have to admit, getting a call that you were in the hospital was almost enough to make me want to move back.”

	He stared down at his daughter; his expression serious for the first time. He knew not to comment when it regarded the possibility of her moving back, unless he wanted to argue, so he stayed silent. They’d shared several deep discussions on the topic over the years, and Sky had reacted uncomfortably every time. 

	She loved the town and the memories she had here, but it was too small, and she would never be able to have a real career. Not that she was doing anything extravagant now. But it was still something. 

	Her father reached over, careful not to move his entire body, and squeezed her hand. 

	“It will be a long recovery, but I will be fine. It means a great deal, you coming home on such short notice.”

	Sky grunted. “It was never a question of if I should come. You know that.”

	He nodded. “I do.” He sighed and looked up at the ceiling. “As for your siblings, well… I question them.”

	For some reason, despite them all growing up in the same house, Sky’s siblings seemed to miss out on the meaning of family and what that meant. As the oldest, Sky had seen the beginning stages of her family flourish successfully, her father owning his own electrician and handyman business and her mom working as a beautician and often traveling for shows. But they hadn’t started off with money in their pockets. Sky remembered the first ten years of her life, living off canned vegetables, rice, and top ramen, a meal they often ate. By the time her siblings reached a decent age, they’d only known good food, trips, and financial wellbeing. It did teach them how to handle and make money on their own, but they also lacked certain values. Despite the differences she had with her siblings, Sky knew if their father was really in trouble they’d come. 

	“Jackie said she’d visit in a few days.” Sky wanted to bring a smile to his face, and it did. 

	“You are a great sister.” He arched a brow. “And daughter.”

	Sky smiled and leaned down to kiss the hand that still rested on her own. 

	His food came, and Sky assisted him so that he wouldn’t have to move.  Time seemed to flow right by, and it was afternoon when the doctor came in. 

	“You have the house key with you?” her dad asked.

	She arched a brow. “Is that your way of kicking me out?” she joked. 

	He smiled. “Yes. You need to get some fresh air. Take your stuff to the house, and let the doctor do his job without you micromanaging him.”

	Sky laughed and stood. 

	“Fine,” she whined playfully. “I’ll go, but I will be back later.”

	Her father grinned. “And sneak in some fries and a burger when you get back.”

	The doctor narrowed his eyes, a smile on his face. 

	Sky kissed her dad on the forehead, picked up her purse and walked toward the door, her back stiff from falling asleep on the chair. 

	“I’ll be back by the time they serve you dinner.”

	He pouted and waved as she left. The nurses and doctors stationed at the center of the emergency room desks were busy on their computers as she walked toward the exit. Sky hoped by the time she returned he’d be tucked away in a comfortable ICU room. When she went outside, the cold breeze cut through her exposed skin and she curled into her coat, moving quickly toward her car parked alongside the hospital entrance. She dug through her coat pocket for the car keys and pressed the alarm to unlock her door. She rushed across the drive-through front entrance, too consumed with escaping the cold to notice ice from the overnight snow. 

	Sky’s arms flew out, her body falling backward as she screeched, anticipating a hard, painful fall. What Sky did not expect was strong arms encasing her like a safety net that caught her before she met the ground. There was a body pressed against her back and Sky managed to straighten before she looked any more helpless. She turned, embarrassed that she had needed rescuing and was met with a woman wearing a black beanie and a Game of Thrones Christmas sweater, small blinking Christmas lights laced through it. She looked Sky’s age, early thirties. She was dark skinned, lean, and about an inch shorter than Sky. Her brown eyes scanned over Sky as if searching for injuries and then down at a large blue portfolio she had dropped on the ground. 

	The woman moved quickly to pick up her portfolio, some papers with drawings sketched on them sticking out. The ground was wet, and it seeped through one of her drawings, but she didn’t seem bothered. 

	Careful not to slip again, Sky bent down to help, the woman gathering most of them up. Sky tried to get a better look at the woman’s art but figured it was not her business to ask. 

	They both stood, the woman awkwardly avoiding Sky’s eyes. 

	“Are you okay?” she asked. 

	Sky nodded and frowned. The woman looked familiar, but she couldn’t place her. Her town was comparable to a small city, so it was possible she’d never met the woman before, but something itched at the back of her brain. It would be rude to ask, especially if the woman knew her, so Sky decided to not touch the subject of identity, though if she didn’t say her name, it would be obvious. 

	“I’m fine. Thanks. I don’t need to be in the hospital too,” she joked. 

	The woman nodded, rubbing the back of her neck, and cradling her portfolio in her other hand. 

	“Yeah. Mr. Wyman would hate to see his daughter in a hospital bed beside him and especially not for the same reasons.” The woman’s attempt at a joke was dry but it still managed to bring a smile to Sky’s face.

	Before Sky responded she mentally chastised herself for not knowing the woman who clearly knew who she was. 

	“I should get going. I have to drop this off before work. Stay safe…” she pointed at the ground. “And watch the ice.”

	Sky frowned, bewildered and stuck, struggling to recall who the woman could be, and glanced down at the ice on the ground from the mention of it. Sky watched the woman head into the hospital and gave up on guessing her name, figuring she wouldn’t see her again, and got into her car without further incident.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	Eva had nearly lost all composure when she leaped toward the woman parked beside her and caught her midair. She hadn’t seen Sky Wyman in almost two years and that had only been at a distance. After the near fall, Eva could tell Sky didn’t recognize her, not that she was surprised. Eva had always lived in the background of others and when she’d moved out of the foster care system at eighteen, she’d grown more taciturn, living in solitude right on the border of town. 

	Sky Wyman and Eva had attended the same schools since the age of ten but never shared more than a few sentences.

	Despite the negative experiences Eva suffered, she didn’t stay because of the people. It was the culture and the nature that surrounded the town. It was the memories she loved replaying every time she passed specific places. 

	“What are you doing here?” Denise narrowed one eye; her stethoscope placed around her neck. She wore dark blue scrubs, with her dark coiled hair pulled into a ponytail. She had worked as an emergency room technician for the last four years and was one of the few friends Eva had acquired. Denise was also her ex-girlfriend. 

	Eva had returned to the emergency room later in the day after the person she’d come to see was unavailable. It was almost five, the waiting room filling up with people with various illnesses and injuries. If she didn’t leave here soon, she’d have to come back tomorrow. 

	“I’m here visiting someone,” Eva said, annoyed it was taking so long to go up.

	“Come on,” Denise waved her to follow. “The nurses down here are too busy and probably forgot to update you. I know who you’re here to see.”

	Relieved to be rescued from the hot box of potential contagions of common colds or flu, Eva stood and followed without hesitation. They skipped past the entrance to the emergency room and toward the elevators around the hall that looped the waiting room. She stopped at a small podium and Denise typed Eva’s name into an electronic tablet and it printed out a name tag.

	“Here you go.”

	“Thanks,” Eva said.

	It didn’t take long to reach the floor, Denise guiding her to the room before giving Eva a quick kiss on the cheek and rushing off. 

	“Knock, knock.” Eva stood in the doorway, not wanting to enter without permission. 

	Mr. Wyman looked up, a few playing cards in his hand. There was a nurse sitting beside him with cards, and more set up on a small moving table. 

	“You do know, saying knock knock is as unnecessary as you are standing there and staring at us?” Mr. Wyman put another card down, his mood relaxed despite his reasons for being in the hospital. “Uno!” He rushed out. 

	The nurse frowned. “Yeah, yeah.” 

	A second later, the nurse stood. 

	“I need to get back to work and you have a visitor.”

	 “I haven’t won yet,” Mr. Wyman inveighed. 

	“And you’re not going to. Not this round.” The nurse smiled and walked past Eva.

	“Have fun,” she mumbled. 

	Eva walked into the room, Mr. Wyman grumbling about his displeasure with an unfinished game. 

	“Shouldn’t you be drugged up and barely conscious or something?” she asked. She was surprised to see him making jokes and looking calm after a bad injury. He was in great physical health for his age, but a broken hip and rib weren’t easy to recover from. 

	He moved slowly to put the cards on the table, his first sign of discomfort. 

	“It’s because they have me on such strong drugs that I feel good. I’ve also never had a decline of energy because of it either. I’m sure when they start to decrease my intake, I’ll be a whining bastard,” he joked.

	Eva shook her head, astonished by how good he looked. 

	“Well… I’m glad to see that your personality hasn’t been affected.” She smirked as he looked up to meet her eyes. 

	His laugh was light, trying not to move as he shook his head. 

	“Come sit. You obviously knew I’d be well enough to see your latest work.”

	He pointed at the portfolio that she had forgotten she was holding. She took the seat beside his bed and pulled out her sketches, showing him one at a time. 

	Mr. Wyman only stared with admiration at her artwork. 

	“This is Crater Lake, isn’t it?”

	Eva smiled. “You can tell?” She asked, pleased he’d recognized it. 

	He nodded; brows stretched high. 

	“These are lovely.” He looked up with the serious, chastising look he always gave her in these moments. “You need to submit your work to the art gallery here and apply to run the art program for the high school. Mrs. Grayson is retiring and needs a replacement.”

	“Mr. Wyman…”

	“God. You and my daughter are so stubborn when it comes to doing what’s best for you.” He frowned, letting out a heavy sigh. 

	Eva sat back in the chair and waited for him to speak. She knew which daughter he was referring to as he often pointed out their stubborn similarities. 

	“I know you think that it’s better to live a quiet, hermit life, up in that house of yours, but you deserve to be seen too.” He huffed when she didn’t respond. “That’s all I’ll say about it. Anyway. My daughter’s in town.”

	Oh, Eva knew that. 

	“I saw her.” Eva hated how low her voice dropped. He noticed too; brow raised in curiosity but didn’t question it. 

	Eva elaborated. “I ran into her outside earlier.” 

	He nodded and she could see his upper lip twitch. 

	“My daughter is a lesbian and single, if you wanted to know,” he said, maintaining a casual look.

	“Okay,” she replied as if that information didn’t matter. But it did. Not because she was interested but because she simply never considered that Sky would be gay. But it would explain some things from their past, not that they had a personal history, but what she’d observed. 

	Eva never had a crush on Sky or considered the woman an option. Especially not when they were in high school. Where Eva was bullied and socially awkward, Sky thrived around people and was the center of attention. To put it plainly, Sky was the popular, smart, and gorgeous girl and Eva was the loner nerd.

	“She doesn’t know me, and I don’t know her,” Eva decided to point out. 

	He gave Eva a thoughtful look and nodded. 

	“Well, that’s about to change.” He smiled. 

	Eva did not smile, staring at him suspiciously. When he didn’t add anything to that cryptic statement, she let it go and went onto lighter topics. 

	Twenty minutes had turned into almost an hour when someone stepped into the room.

	 

	*

	 

	Sky was surprised to find the woman from earlier sitting with her dad. They seemed to be joking about something that happened in town and for a second, Sky felt a pinch of jealousy. She was always in the know when she lived here but now, she was clueless and watching her dad laughing with someone other than her. 

	“Hey!” she announced herself and they both looked up.

	The woman stood as if to leave but her dad reached out to stop her, only to wince from a sharp pain that Sky wanted to vanquish. 

	Sky rushed to her dad’s side, hand on his shoulder to make sure he didn’t try to sit up. It took him a minute to catch his breath and fight through the pain that she knew he had been pretending wasn’t there. 

	His shoulders loosened and he let out a dramatic breath. 

	“That didn’t feel too good,” he joked.

	Sky waved her hand out. 

	“No more goofing around. I’m serious this time.”

	“You mean you weren’t serious earlier?” he teased and winked toward the woman who Sky did not think she’d see again, especially so soon. 

	The woman averted her head, smart enough not to induce his need to be funny. 

	“Dad…?” Sky complained.

	“All right. Goodness. You are just as pestering as your mother was.”

	That made Sky smile. 

	“Good.” She leaned in to kiss his cheek and then acknowledged the woman. 

	Eva pointed toward the door and reached for the portfolio on the table. 

	“I’ll leave you two alone and go.”

	“No, you won’t,” Mr. Wyman said, sternly. “No one is kicking you out, right, Sky?”

	Sky smiled awkwardly and shrugged. 

	“Sure, yeah.”

	That didn’t sound like a confident answer, and it only made Eva want to leave even more. 

	“It’s okay, I need to get home. It was good seeing you. Don’t get in more trouble than you already are.”

	Sky watched Eva head toward the door in awkward silence. 

	“Oh, alright. Come by tomorrow if you can. I get bored easily, sitting around and doing nothing,” Mr. Wyman said. 

	“I’ll be here,” Sky said, as if she was all he needed.

	Mr. Wyman smiled graciously. 

	“I know, but you can’t stay with me twenty-four seven.”

	Eva said her goodbye and was out the door and down the hall waiting for the elevator to come when Sky ran up. Eva turned, surprised to see her. 

	When their gazes met, Eva tried not to look away, a habit she had when she wasn’t ready to face someone. 

	“I want to thank you again for earlier. You saved my ass,” Sky said, not sure what else to say. 

	Sky was being sweet, and Eva knew that this woman didn’t like feeling helpless, at least that’s how she remembered her as kids. Always independent and stubborn.

	“It’s no problem.” Eva turned to see how much longer it would take before the elevator reached her floor. It was taking too long. 

	“I’m also sorry, because the truth is, I don’t know your name and I feel like I should.” Sky looked sincere and regretful. 

	“Eva,” she told Sky and mentally cheered when the elevator dinged and opened. She walked in and pressed for the lobby.

	“Eva who?” Sky asked, wincing at her own question.

	Eva took no offense to Sky not knowing her name. Sky didn’t owe her anything and they’d never been friends. 

	Before the elevator closed, she said, “Eva Flowers.”

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	Sky walked into her dad’s ICU room and sat down with not much to say. The woman had given her name, and she still couldn’t remember who this woman was. It was driving her insane and Sky nearly pulled out her phone to look Eva up online when she noticed her dad staring in amusement and realized the obvious. 

	“Who is she?” Sky asked, sitting up straight. 

	“Eva Flowers. We met at a bar in town and played a game of pool, two years ago. She also gives me art lessons.”

	Sky groaned. “That’s not what I meant. How would I know her?”

	“You don’t… know her,” he answered. He smiled innocently as he toyed with his daughter. When she looked ready to complain, he gave her a serious response. “You two attended the same schools throughout your childhood.”

	Sky leaned back into the chair and stared up at the ceiling. 

	“Eva…” she frowned, shaking her head. How could she have been around her their entire childhood and not know the woman? 

	“Why does it matter?” Her father asked. He seemed to study her, watching for any hidden answers she might beat around. 

	“I slipped on ice today and she caught me. I’m just feeling shitty for not knowing the person who literally saved my ass.” Sky sighed. “Even more now.”

	“Honey. You two were on two different playing fields growing up. Don’t judge yourself too harshly.”

	What was that supposed to mean? Sky decided not to press him on it. 

	“So, you two are friends?” she asked.

	“That’s what I said.” Sometimes, he had a snarky mouth but so did Sky, so she ignored it. 

	“But how?” she asked.

	“I told you.”

	“But she’s my age.”

	His brows furrowed. “She is like a daughter to me. Calm down.”

	Sky raised both hands in surrender. 

	“My bad. I forget how easy it is to connect with others out here. No big stigmas out here to worry about.”

	“You’d like her,” he said. 

	Sky narrowed her eyes. She could always tell when he had a double meaning. 

	“Dad… I’m only visiting and she’s…” She pictured her in the Game of Thrones Christmas sweater she wore earlier and didn’t know what to say about that.

	“She’s what?” He seemed defensive for the woman.

	“She’s… just not my type.”

	“Oh, I’m sorry… thanks for proving my point on exactly why you don’t know the woman who saved your ass,” he chastised. 

	“What?” Sky frowned. 

	“Because you only stick with what feels comfortable and familiar.” Her eyes widened and he added, “Have you ever been friends with someone who didn’t like the same things you did or didn’t care about luxury?” He looked down at her expensive hat and jacket. 

	“This is the image I need to have at work,” she argued. She shook her head, hand stretched out. “No. We aren’t having this debate. You need to heal. The sooner the better.”

	“Well… if I pray really hard, maybe I’ll wake up with new ribs and a hip,” he said sarcastically before turning the television on to the First forty-eight.

	Sky looked at her dad in disbelief but took the win and said nothing, watching an episode with him like old times.

	 

	*

	 

	“Is that Sky?” Maxine burst out with joy when Sky reached the register. “Oh my god.” She rushed around the counter, and they hugged. “I should have known you were coming. How’s your dad?”

	“He’s better than I pictured in my head driving here.” 

	They separated and Maxine headed back around the counter, grinning widely. 

	“Sorry… what can I get you? Maybe if you have a second to catch up, I can have someone take over.”

	“Sure, and I’ll have a gingerbread chai latte.” Sky had been at the hospital all night until the late evening when they kicked her out. She missed the comfort of coming into town for a seasonal chai blend and walking through town with her friends. 

	She planned to stay in her childhood home. Her dad had kept the house the same since her mom’s passing.

	It was morning and she was planning to visit her dad but decided to stop at a coffee shop she’d noticed when she drove into town. Sky hadn’t seen Maxine in over a year and had been wanting to catch up. They’d been friends since middle school, and nothing had changed except distance. 

	Maxine took her order and soon they were sitting at a table near the front door. 

	“You look good!” Maxine complimented.

	Sky carefully sipped her drink, staring out the front window that faced the street. 

	“Thanks. I was able to get some much-needed rest.” 

	“I hear your dad is cracking jokes like his usual self. I assumed that meant he was okay, considering.” Maxine reached across the table and squeezed her hand. “I’ve been meaning to reach out. Things got busy for me here and time flew.”

	“What’s new?” Sky asked, hating how she allowed distance to be the reason to not know what had changed in her friend's life. 

	Maxine waved her arms out and twisted in a gesture that was easy to comprehend. 

	Sky’s brows raised, caught off guard. 

	“This place is yours?” 

	Grinning wide and proud, Maxine nodded. 

	“As of three months ago. James was promoted with a huge raise and that allowed for us to buy my dream business.”

	“Oh my god.” Sky stood and gave Maxine a hug, happy for her friend. “You have a good man.”

	Maxine huffed playfully. “Don’t I know it.”

	“Any plans for kids?” Sky asked. 

	“Not yet. We both agreed that we wanted to enjoy our new business roles and go on our first international trip next year. After our trip, who knows.”

	Sky beamed, elated at her friend's accomplishments. 

	“You two are doing everything right.”

	“Thanks.” Maxine blushed and wiped the corner of her eye, a fight to keep her emotions in check. “That means a lot. I wish you were back home. Especially when the time comes that we start having babies. They’ll need an auntie up close when they want to escape.”

	It was hard hearing that. Sky missed her family and close friends, but she couldn’t see her career taking off here. 

	“I miss you so much.”

	“I miss you too.” 

	They sat in silence until a question came to mind. 

	“This is random, but do you know someone named Eva?” Sky had found her high school yearbook but there was no such luck as the mysterious Eva Flowers had not taken her senior year photos.

	“Umm,” Maxine seemed stuck in thought but there was a furtive look that passed through her averted gaze. “I don’t think so.”

	“Are you sure? She’s from here.” Sky couldn’t believe no one knew the woman. 

	An older woman sitting at the table behind them answered Sky’s question. 

	“She comes in here once a week and works over there.” She pointed at a table tucked in the corner next to a sofa. “She works in tech and rebuilt my website last year. She’s also an artist.”

	“Thanks,” they both said.

	The woman nodded and went back to reading her book. 

	“Now that I have a face to go with the name, she comes here at least once a week,” Maxine admitted.

	“And?” Sky asked impatiently.

	Maxine laughed. “We went to high school with her.”

	How could she be so unaware of another person? Was Sky so self-centered back then not to care? It made her regret how uncaring she was to not be aware of someone who was around her since they were kids. 

	“What’s her story?”

	“Uh…” Maxine looked awkward and leaned forward. “She was the foster kid, remember. Always had her nose deep in a comic book and never talked. She wore hand me down clothes and unfortunately was bullied by a lot of our classmates.”

	It suddenly hit Sky and the regret only increased. 

	“She was outed for being gay a few months before graduation at prom. They humiliated her,” Sky whispered.

	Maxine nodded. “Yeah, that’s her. You even tried…”

	“I didn’t try hard enough,” Sky said, disgusted with herself. She’d never forgiven herself for allowing those boys to humiliate Eva all these years and despite all that, she still managed to forget her name and what she looked like. 

	Sky covered her face; her ignominy was so great that she wanted to hide away. She’d never even known the girl’s name that night. How could she not know her name? The girl back in high school had looked so different from the woman she met now. That night had been dramatic and hard for Sky too, standing in front of her classmates and witnessing another girl being outed. She had feared she’d be next and when no one mentioned her name, the least she could do was help the girl who wasn’t so lucky. It was selfish to admit, but she felt guilty for not doing anything to stop them, not that she knew what her classmates were going to do. 

	“What’s wrong?”

	“I met her yesterday,” Sky admitted. “I slipped on ice, and she caught me. And then she was there again in my dad’s room. Seems they became buddies while I’ve been in the city, clueless as to what my dad's been up to. And the whole time, I didn’t know who she was. She probably thinks I’m a terrible person.”

	Maxine shook her head. “You’re not terrible. We aren’t the dumb kids we used to be, and we never bullied her. I agree… we didn’t do much to help, but it’s been years.”

	“No one just moves on from that in a town like this. Where no one forgets a damn thing you did or experienced. I mean, surface level, maybe, but not completely. But what do I know?”

	Maxine nodded. “What are you going to do if you see her again?”

	The chances of Sky seeing her again were much higher now that she knew the woman was friends with her dad. 

	“I don’t know.” Sky finished her drink and sighed. 

	She stood after a few minutes and grabbed her purse. 

	“I should get going. I need to make sure my dad doesn’t do anything to hurt himself more.”

	Maxine stood too and they hugged. 

	“Dinner this week?”

	“Deal.” Sky left, hoping for alone time with her dad before she faced the woman again. 

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	“Is there any chance of me at least convincing you to submit your art to the gallery?” Mr. Wyman looked hopeful in his hospital bed, giving Eva his famous pleading eyes.

	Eva snorted; legs crossed as she continued her sketch. 

	“You don’t quit.” She looked at his jawline, a light stubble growing in from not being able to shave. 

	“You know I’m right. This town is missing out and so are you,” he continued.

	Eva waved at him. “You have to stop moving.”

	He huffed. “You don’t need me to sit still to sketch me and you know it.”

	Eva narrowed her eyes and smiled when he smiled back. She was nearly done, mostly shading. 

	“By the way, why do you want me to draw you lying in a hospital bed?”

	“Personal reasons,” he responded. 

	She looked back up and he smiled.

	Eva shook her head. She was done a few minutes later and held it up. 

	“I look too healthy,” he caviled. 

	Eva turned the sketch to review it and then turned it back to him. 

	“This is how you look right now. What did you want me to do, add puffy red eyes with a fragile mangled body?”

	“Yes. I’m in the hospital with a broken hip and rib, for goodness' sake.” He exhaled. “I guess it’ll do.”

	“I can keep it, you know,” she motioned to slide it back into her sketch book.

	“No, no! I love it.”

	Eva placed the sketch on the table and sat back down to see Sky coming in. She had an oblique look in her eyes, shifting her gaze to her father. 

	“Dad.” Sky walked into the room; she seemed to struggle to meet Eva’s eyes. “Hello, again.” She was clearly trying to be polite. 
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