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Chapter 1 — After Everything
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The train slowed before it stopped, humming beneath Sia’s feet like something alive. She had been gripping the hard edge of her seat for the last five minutes, as though the metal frame could hold her steady when her own body couldn’t. The announcement for her stop crackled through the speakers, the familiar name tightening something deep in her ribs.

Home.
Or something that used to be.
Morning light spilled through the train windows in thin, pale strips, brushing her cheek like a memory she hadn’t earned. It was the kind of quiet, drifting light she used to love sketching — soft edges, gentle gradients, nothing harsh. But this morning it only cast her reflection faintly over the glass: tired eyes, hair shoved messily behind her ear, lips pressed into a thin line she kept trying to relax.

Her fingers tightened around the envelope in her lap.

The paper had softened at the corners from years of being carried, tucked, forgotten, then found again. The ink inside was probably fading, letters bleeding just a little. She had rewritten it five times, back then — each version smaller, quieter, more afraid. She had never sent any of them.

But she brought this one home anyway.

As passengers rose around her, the air filled with the rustling of jackets, the scrape of suitcase wheels, the low murmur of morning conversations. Sia stayed seated for a second longer. Her breath moved unevenly in her throat. She counted the seconds before she stood. One, two, three—

She didn’t reach ten.

Her legs felt too light as she stepped onto the platform. The cold morning air pressed against her face, almost reassuring. Almost grounding. Her chest tightened with the familiar scent: damp concrete, distant bakery sweetness, and something colder — something that tasted like the parts of herself she had left behind.

She adjusted the strap of her bag.
Her hands trembled, barely.
No one noticed her. People rushed past, absorbed in their own mornings. Students in uniforms. Workers tapping at phone screens. Mothers tugging along sleepy children.

It was the same as always.
It was completely different.
Sia walked slowly, letting her eyes wander — over storefronts opening their shutters, over the faint steam rising from street food carts, over the old mural on the opposite wall that used to be vibrant and now looked washed, almost tenderly, by time. She hadn’t realized how much she had missed the sound of this place. Even the uneven hum of traffic lights felt like a pulse she used to know.

Her heart beat too quickly.

She didn’t come back for nostalgia.
She came back because she had run out of places to run to.
Her hands tightened around the envelope again.

A letter of apology wasn’t much — not compared to the weight she had left behind. But she didn’t have anything else. Words were the only thing she had ever been good at, and even those had betrayed her when it mattered most.

A soft breeze tugged at the loose strands of her hair as she walked toward the exit. Her breath rose in the cold, forming a faint cloud that disappeared quickly.

Almost like she used to.

Sia stopped at the sidewalk just outside the station. Cars passed. People moved. Everything kept going. She felt like she was standing inside some silent pocket of time while the world around her blurred.

She had imagined returning a thousand times — always with her heart in her throat, always with Kay somewhere at the end of every thought. But imagination softened things. Real life wasn’t so kind.

Her phone vibrated in her pocket.

For a split second, something inside her jolted — a reflex she couldn’t unlearn. She didn’t know what she expected. She hadn’t spoken to Kay in years. He didn’t have her number anymore. Or maybe he did. Or maybe he had deleted it with a final, fed-up swipe of his thumb.

The thought stung, sharp and childish.

It was just a message from her landlord in the city, confirming she had moved out. She exhaled quietly, then put the phone away.

She had nowhere else to go now.
And nowhere she wanted to be.
Except among the things she once broke with her own hands.

Her footsteps carried her away from the station, down a street lined with familiar little cafés and thrift shops. She tried not to let her gaze linger on the one that had changed its awning. Kay had once said the color of their old one reminded him of her sketchbook — soft beige, warm in the sun. She pushed the memory aside, gently but firmly.

There was a small café near the end of the street she used to visit — quiet, nothing special, but she liked the low hum of the place. She wasn’t hungry, but her chest felt too tight, and she needed a moment. Just one. Just enough to breathe without her past pressing so loudly against her ribs.

The bell over the café door jingled when she pushed it open.
Warm air brushed against her, carrying the smell of roasted beans and milk foam.
She inhaled slowly.

The interior hadn’t changed much — a soft brown palette, wooden tables, shelves of mismatched mugs displayed along one wall. A couple sat by the window, sharing a pastry. Another customer typed quietly at a laptop near the corner.

It felt safe.
Or safer than the rest of the world.
She ordered a small latte, paid, and found a seat near the wall — half shielded, half visible. Her hands curled around the warm cup when it arrived, fingers absorbing the heat as though they’d been cold for years.

Outside the window, people moved in soft blurs.
Inside, the quiet pressed warmly around her.
For a moment, Sia let herself breathe.

Just one.

Then the bell above the door chimed again.

She didn’t look up at first.
She didn’t need to.
Something in the air shifted — the faintest, sharpest tug inside her chest, like a string she didn’t know had remained tied all these years.

Her fingers froze around the cup.

A familiar stride.
A familiar weight in the silence.
Her pulse thudded painfully.

Sia lifted her gaze.

Kay stood at the counter, back half-turned toward her — broad shoulders, slightly hunched in that way he always had when he was tired. A simple black jacket. The same posture she once memorized without meaning to. His hair was shorter now, neatly pushed back. But everything else...

Everything else was the same and not the same.

His profile was more defined, jaw sharper, expression steadier — a stillness she used to read easily but now couldn’t. He looked older. Not older by years, but by something heavier. Something life had carved into him.

He didn’t see her.
Not yet.
Sia’s breath trembled, almost soundless.

Her fingers curled tighter around her cup until the heat stung her palms. She thought she had imagined this moment in every possible way — but none of those versions prepared her for the reality of seeing him again.

Kay.
Here.
Breathing the same air.
Close enough that she could hear his voice when he spoke to the barista.
Close enough that if she whispered his name, he would hear it.

Her heart pushed painfully against her ribs.

She should look away.
She should stand and leave.
She should do anything except sit there staring like someone caught in a dream she didn’t dare wake from.
But her body didn’t move.

Her world narrowed, frame by frame, like a camera tightening its focus.

He looked down at the pastry case.
He nodded at something the barista said.
He rubbed his thumb across the strap of his bag — a small habit, familiar enough that her throat tightened.
Then, for no reason at all, he turned.

And their eyes met.

The breath rushed out of her.

Kay froze.

His expression didn’t change, not at first. Not visibly. But something in his eyes flickered — a brief, sharp recoil, like he had been struck by something soft and heavy at the same time.

It lasted a second.

Then his gaze shuttered.

His jaw tightened.
His fingers stilled.
And the coldness — the quiet, measured coldness — settled over his features like it had been waiting.
He looked at her
the way someone looks at a scar they learned to live with.
Sia’s throat constricted.
Her lips parted slightly, but no sound came out.
Kay didn’t approach.
He didn’t speak.
He only held her gaze for a long, unbearable moment — one that unraveled her from the inside like old thread — before he turned back to the counter.

The barista handed him his drink.
He took it.
No hesitation, no stumble, no second glance.
Then he walked toward the door.

His steps were steady.
Unhurried.
Too carefully unhurried, like he refused to give her the satisfaction of affecting his pace.
The bell chimed when he pushed the door open.

Cold air slipped in.
Her chest tightened.
Kay didn’t look back.

He stepped into the morning light — and left.

Sia didn’t move.

Her fingers were still wrapped around her cup, the warmth now distant. Her breath felt thin, barely breaking the surface. The world around her kept existing — quiet conversations, steaming cups, soft music — but none of it reached her.

He looked the same.
He looked different.
He looked like everything she once held close and everything she had broken.
And she didn’t even say his name.

The letter in her bag felt heavier than it ever had.

Her eyes dropped to her trembling hands.

After all these years...
After all the guilt...
After everything...
He still left first.

—
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For a long moment after Kay disappeared through the café door, Sia didn’t move.
Didn’t blink.
Didn’t breathe properly.
The room around her softened at the edges until everything felt slightly out of focus — like the world had shifted just enough that she no longer fit inside it. The mug between her hands had cooled without her noticing, the warmth fading the way she once faded from Kay’s life.

Her pulse kept stuttering, a quiet, uneven rhythm she couldn’t slow down.

She whispered inwardly—
You should stand. You should breathe. You should do something.
But her body didn’t obey.
Her mind didn’t either.
It wasn’t shock.
It was something deeper — a kind of silent collapse she had rehearsed privately but never lived through. Seeing him again had always been a distant possibility, a shadow lurking at the end of every “one day,” but the real thing was sharper. Brighter. Hurt in a way that made her feel both fragile and too awake.
Kay’s eyes replayed in her mind.

The flicker.
The tension.
The cold restraint — so deliberate it felt like a blade he refused to use on her, even now.
She pressed her hand against her chest.
It didn’t help.
She hadn’t expected him to smile.
She hadn’t expected forgiveness.
But she didn’t expect that look, either — the one that said he had rebuilt himself in her absence, and she had no place in the new version.
Her breath shook.

Slowly, she set her mug down.
She put a few coins on the table, though the drink was already paid for — a habit she never dropped, leaving something behind for taking up space she didn’t deserve.
Her legs felt unsteady as she stood.

The moment she stepped outside, cold air swept around her cheeks, sharp enough to sting. She inhaled it like she needed punishment to stay upright.

The street looked normal.
Too normal.
People walking.
Shops opening.
Life continuing without any idea that she had just been pulled backward by years.
Her gaze drifted, searching—but Kay was nowhere. He must have walked quickly. Or maybe she was too slow. Or maybe he simply didn’t want to risk looking back.

Her heart curled at the thought.

She wrapped her arms around herself.

You should go home, she told herself, though the word “home” felt too big, too heavy, too undeserved.
It wasn’t far — her mother’s house, quiet, familiar, still waiting for her in the same state she left it.
But her feet didn’t move toward that direction.

Instead, they carried her down the street, almost without thought, following an old instinct she hadn’t realized remained alive — the route she used to take when she walked with Kay after school.

It wasn’t intentional.
Her body simply remembered what her mind had spent years trying to forget.
She paused by the crosswalk.
The light blinked red, then green.
She crossed, each step softer than the last.
Her gaze drifted across the small bakery on the corner — the place Kay once dragged her into when she skipped lunch, saying it was the closest thing to a “crime” he’d ever tolerate from her.

She caught a faint reflection of herself in the glass window.
A girl standing alone, hands tucked to her chest, eyes too full for a morning this quiet.
The ache in her throat deepened.

You shouldn’t remember these things.
But she did.
They came back with the gentleness of old photographs — soft, faded, yet painfully intact.
She turned away before memory could swallow her.

The sidewalk stretched ahead in long, familiar lines.
The air tasted faintly of cinnamon and roasted sweet potatoes. Someone laughed in the distance. A scooter engine sputtered, then passed by.
And for the first time since she stepped off the train, she allowed herself to feel something wholly honest:

She wasn’t ready.
She came back, but she wasn’t ready.
Not for this city.
Not for the memories tucked into every corner.
Not for Kay’s eyes that still knew her, even as they rejected her.
Her grip tightened around the strap of her bag.

The letter inside shifted slightly with her movement — the faint crinkle reminding her it existed, that her apology was real in some physical form, even if she could never give it to him.

For a moment, she wanted to tear it apart.
To stand there on the sidewalk under the bright early sun and rip it into pieces that the wind could scatter.
Coward.
She swallowed.
Her eyes stung.
Cowardice was the one thing she had always been familiar with.

Her feet stopped in front of a small bench beside a row of planters. She lowered herself onto it slowly, unsure if her knees would hold if she kept walking. The wood was cold beneath her. She leaned forward, elbows on her thighs, hands clasped so tightly they trembled.

She closed her eyes.

And the sight of Kay — the real him, not the memory — replayed in the darkness behind her eyelids.

The way his throat moved when he swallowed.
The way his gaze hardened so quickly.
The way he refused to let surprise, hurt, or anything else show beyond the flicker he couldn’t hide.
Kay always tried too hard to look unaffected.
She used to tease him for it gently.
Now, it wasn’t something she could smile at.

Now, it hurt.

A warm tear slid down her cheek before she could stop it.

She wiped it away quickly, almost frantically, as though someone might see — as though breaking in public was something she didn’t deserve to do.

Her breaths thinned.

She didn’t cry loudly.
She never had.
Her sadness always came as a whisper — the kind only she could hear, the kind she learned to hide too well.
As she sat there, people passed by without noticing the small tremor in her shoulders. The city kept moving. Life kept happening. Nothing folded around her pain to make room for it.

A soft breeze brushed her hair back.
Her eyes lifted, tracing the sky — pale morning blue, unmarred by clouds. Too peaceful.
She wasn’t peaceful.

She reached into her bag.

Her fingers found the envelope.

She pulled it out, staring at the handwritten name on the front:

Kay Nedd

Her handwriting looked hesitant, almost apologetic.

Her vision blurred for a moment.
She blinked until it cleared.
She shouldn’t give this letter to him.
She couldn’t give this letter to him.
Not now.
Not when seeing her had already closed him up so quickly it felt like a door slamming.
The paper bent slightly beneath her grip.

She inhaled shakily.

You should go home.
Her mind whispered it again, softer this time.
Home would be quiet.
Safe.
Harmless.
A place where she could fall apart without an audience.
She placed the letter gently back inside her bag, like it was something fragile. Something wounded.

Her hands lingered over the zipper.

If she had arrived five minutes later...
If she had chosen a different café...
If she had walked slower...
If fate had allowed her just a little more space—
She wouldn’t have seen him.

She wouldn’t have felt this sharp, unbearable collapse of five years shoved into a single heartbeat.

But she had.
And she couldn’t undo it.
Her palms pressed against her eyes, the way one tries to push back a sudden headache.

A fragile sound rose from her throat — not a sob, not a cry, just a small, broken breath.

She forced herself to stand.

The morning felt colder now.
Or maybe she was just finally aware of it.
She took a slow step forward.
Then another.
Her pace stayed careful, quiet, as though the street beneath her couldn’t be trusted.

She walked past the bakery.
Past the thrift shop.
Past the old vending machine Kay once kicked because it ate her coins.
Past the mural that had lost its colors.
Past the life that had moved on without her.
Eventually, she reached the corner where the road split — left toward the park, right toward her mother’s house.

She stared at the intersection.
Neither direction felt right.
Both were full of ghosts.

A car passed. Another.
The wind stirred.
Her hair brushed against her cheek.
She turned right.

Her steps were slow.
Her breathing stayed thin.
Her thoughts clung to her ribs like vines.
She had returned to this town to face what she ran from.
But she hadn’t expected to feel the old wounds reopen with such quiet violence.
She hadn’t expected her heart to still know the shape of his name.

She hadn’t expected that seeing him would hurt this much.

But maybe she should have.

After all—

She had left him with no goodbye, no explanation, no anything except an empty space where she used to be.

Pain was the only welcome she deserved.

Her steps faltered for half a second.
Her hand curled against her side.
Her voice stayed trapped in her throat.

And the morning kept unfolding, unaware of the girl walking through it with a heart that had just cracked open again.

—
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The walk to her mother’s house felt longer than she remembered — as though the road itself had stretched over the years in quiet accusation, making her face every step she had once taken away from this place.

The morning light softened as she continued, filtering through tree branches and casting slow-moving shadows across the pavement. She used to love watching those shadows as a child. They always reminded her of calm afternoons, of coming home from school to the smell of her mother’s cooking, of simpler days before her heart learned how to ache.

Now the shifting branches only made her feel unsteady.

Her mother’s neighborhood was unchanged — the same old houses lined in neat rows, walls painted in muted colors faded from sun. Every door looked familiar. Every corner held a memory waiting to surface if she allowed her mind to wander too far.

She didn’t let it.

Her fingers tightened on her bag strap, grounding herself in the present — in the weight of her return, in the letter pressing faintly against her palm.

When she reached the small gate of her childhood home, she stopped.

The metal latch looked the same. Slightly rusted, always a little loose. She remembered Kay fixing it once with an old screwdriver, insisting it wouldn’t last another week.

It lasted years.

Sia swallowed.
Her hand hovered above the latch but didn’t touch it yet. The house looked quiet, soft in the morning sun. Curtains drawn halfway. A small potted plant she didn’t recognize sat near the front door. Her mother had never been good at keeping plants alive — maybe she learned, maybe someone gifted it to her recently.
The thought of her mother made her chest tighten differently — not sharply, but with a tender ache. She hadn’t seen her in months. She had been calling, texting, checking in, trying to keep distance and love in the same breath — but physical absence had a way of hollowing out the closeness between people.

Breathing in slowly, Sia finally pushed the latch down.

It clicked.
The gate opened with a familiar creak.
She stepped inside.

Her footsteps were soft on the concrete path. She reached the door and hesitated for a heartbeat before knocking.

Three light taps.
Then silence.
It wasn’t long before she heard footsteps from inside — slow at first, then quicker. The door opened, revealing her mother with slightly messy hair and surprise widening her eyes.

“Sia?”

Her mother’s voice broke on the single syllable, as though she had said it too many times in memories but never expected to say it in reality today.

Sia forced a small smile.
“Mom.”
Her mother pulled her in immediately.

The hug was warm, familiar, and almost painfully gentle — the kind of embrace that softened everything she tried to hold together. Sia stiffened for a second, then melted into it, letting her forehead rest against her mother’s shoulder.

“You didn’t tell me you were coming,” her mother whispered into her hair.
“I know.” Sia’s voice was quiet, almost lost in the fabric of her mother’s shirt.
Her mother pulled back just enough to cup her face, scanning her features as though checking for invisible wounds.
“Have you eaten?”
Sia shook her head.
“Come in. I’ll make something.”
Her mother ushered her inside with that soft, fussing affection Sia had missed more than she wanted to admit.

The house felt smaller somehow. Or maybe she had grown into someone who didn’t fit neatly inside it anymore. But the smell — faint incense mixed with the floral detergent her mother always used — wrapped around her like a blanket she didn’t realize she needed.

Sia slipped off her shoes and followed her mother into the kitchen. The wooden table still carried tiny scratches from when she used to do homework there. A stack of folded sheets lay on one chair. A glass bowl sat by the sink, half-filled with water.

It was the same life she had left.
But she returned as someone slightly fractured, someone she didn’t know how to present to her mother without hurting her.
Her mother moved around the kitchen quietly, pulling out ingredients, boiling water. She glanced over her shoulder often — not suspiciously, but with the cautious tenderness of someone who sensed something fragile in the air.

“Are you staying for a while?” she asked gently.

Sia hesitated.
Her fingers traced the edge of the table.
“I... think so.”
Her mother didn’t press.
She never did.
There were a hundred questions she could have asked — where Sia had been staying, why she returned so suddenly, whether something was wrong — but she didn’t. She simply nodded and continued cooking, giving Sia the quiet she needed.

Sia sat down.

Her gaze drifted around the room.
Her chest felt too full.
She hadn’t cried when she hugged her mother.
She hadn’t cried on the way home.
But now, sitting in the kitchen of her childhood, memories pressing softly against her from every side — she felt the sting of tears again.
The morning’s encounter replayed in her mind.

Kay standing there.
Kay seeing her.
Kay leaving.
It felt unreal and too real at once.

She pressed a hand to her cheek — cool skin, no tears yet, but the threat lingered.

Her mother glanced at her then, brow tightening just slightly. She didn’t ask. She simply placed a warm bowl of soup in front of her and sat across from her with a small, knowing exhale.

“Eat,” she said softly.

Sia nodded.

The steam rose from the bowl, warming her face. She lifted the spoon, but her hand trembled faintly. Her mother noticed. Of course she noticed. A soft crease formed between her brows.

“Sia.”

Her name was a quiet question.

Sia lowered the spoon back into the bowl, breath hitching slightly. She didn’t want to worry her mother. She didn’t want to unravel here, not after finally making it through the door. But her throat burned with the weight she carried.

Her mother reached across the table, placing her hand gently over Sia’s.

“You’re safe here,” she whispered.

The kindness almost broke her.

A tear slid down before she could catch it. She brushed it away quickly, shaking her head.

“I’m okay,” she whispered.

Her mother didn’t contradict her, but her hand stayed over Sia’s, grounding her. It was enough to make the sob sitting in her chest retreat a little.

She took a slow sip of soup, letting the warmth spread through her. It didn’t chase away the ache, but it steadied her breathing.

They ate quietly for a few minutes, her mother watching her with soft worry that didn’t need to be spoken.

After a while, when the bowl was half-empty, her mother spoke again.

“You can rest in your room after this,” she said gently. “I’ll wash the dishes later. You must be tired.”

Sia nodded.
“I am.”
She wasn’t sure if she meant physically or emotionally — probably both.

When she finished eating, she stood and rinsed the bowl anyway. She needed the movement, the grounding sensation of water running over her fingers.

Her mother didn’t protest.

She dried her hands on a towel and headed toward her old bedroom. The hallway was narrow, decorated with framed photos she knew by heart — family gatherings, childhood landscapes, faded pictures of simpler times.

Her fingertips brushed the frames as she passed.

At her bedroom door, she paused.

Even the paint — soft cream, slightly chipped — looked familiar enough to pull something heavy in her chest.

She pushed the door open gently.

The room greeted her in quiet stillness.
Same bed. Same desk. Same curtains she once picked out during a teenage phase. Her mother had kept everything as it was, only dusted and rearranged neatly.
It felt like stepping into a preserved version of her old self.

Sia slipped inside and closed the door behind her.

The silence settled around her like a blanket she wasn’t sure she wanted — soft, heavy, too honest. She dropped her bag on the bed and sank down beside it, elbows resting on her thighs, hands clasped.

The letter inside the bag seemed to pulse with its own weight.

Her eyes drifted toward it.

She reached out slowly, pulling the envelope free, placing it in her lap. The room felt colder, as though the paper itself carried something chilled.

She ran her thumb along the crease.

“Why did you leave?”
Kay had never gotten to ask her that.
He never got any explanation, any closure, any chance to understand.
And she had never forgiven herself for that.

She leaned back against the headboard, holding the letter against her chest. Her heartbeat pressed faintly through the paper — or maybe it was the paper pressing into her heartbeat.

Her eyes burned again.

“Kay...” she whispered, voice barely air.

Just saying his name made her breath shake.
Made the morning come rushing back.
Made his silence echo in her bones.
She pulled her knees up, curling slightly into herself. A tear slid down her cheek. Then another. Quiet, slow, without force — the kind of tears that came from exhaustion rather than drama.

She didn’t sob.
She only breathed unevenly, letting the fear and guilt she carried unravel thread by thread.
Her past wasn’t knocking.
It had already entered.
And Kay’s face — distant, cold, familiar — remained there behind her eyelids every time she blinked.

She held the letter tighter.

“After everything...”
Her voice trembled.
“You still looked at me like that.”
A small, fragile sound escaped her — not quite a cry, not quite a laugh. Something in between. Something that said she didn’t know if she deserved to feel hurt.

The room stayed silent.

The afternoon light began to shift, warming the edges of the curtains but not touching her where she curled.

Her breath eased, little by little, until exhaustion weighed heavier than emotion.

She rested her forehead on her knees.

Even here, in the safety of her old room —
with the door closed,
with her mother nearby,
with no one watching her break —
She couldn’t escape the way that single morning had changed everything.

She had come back prepared to face her guilt.

She wasn’t prepared to see him.

She wasn’t prepared for how much it still mattered.

A final tear slipped onto the envelope’s corner, smudging the ink only slightly.

Her fingers brushed over it gently.

She whispered into the quiet—

“I’m sorry.”

No one heard it.
Not her mother.
Not Kay.
Only the walls of a room that once held the version of her who hadn’t yet learned how much love could hurt.

Only the letter she still couldn’t give.

And when she finally lifted her head, wiping her cheeks slowly, her next breath came out soft — almost weightless, almost steady — but not healed.

Not yet.

She placed the letter back in her bag, tucking it carefully inside.

Tomorrow was uncertain.
Kay was distant.
The past was heavy.
But she was here, finally.

And somewhere in this small, familiar town —
Kay was breathing the same air again.
The thought lingered in her chest with a quiet ache that didn’t fade.
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Chapter 2 — The Distance Between Us
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The next morning, Sia woke to a familiar quiet — the kind that used to make her feel safe, but now only reminded her of the soft, echoing space between her ribs. Light filtered through the curtains in a pale, muted gold. It brushed over the walls, across her desk, over the bag containing the letter she still couldn’t let go of.

She lay there for a moment, staring up at the ceiling.

Her breath came out slowly, but her chest didn’t relax.

Sleep had been thin. Not restless, but fragile — the kind where she drifted in and out, caught between memories and the echo of Kay’s eyes from yesterday. Every time she closed her own, she saw the flicker in his expression, the way coldness settled over him like armor.

She turned to her side, curling slightly, tucking her hands close to her chest.

Her mother’s footsteps padded quietly somewhere down the hallway. Soft clinking in the kitchen followed — dishes being rinsed, cabinets opening, the familiar rhythm of someone starting their morning peacefully.

Sia wished she could feel peaceful too.

She pushed herself up slowly, sitting on the edge of the bed. Her hair fell around her face in loose strands. She combed her fingers through it, then stood, feet sinking slightly into the small rug she’d kept since high school.

Everything was the same.
She wasn’t.
She washed her face in the bathroom, the cold water waking her skin. When she looked up
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