
Chapter One

			Sarah Osborn hit send on her laptop and watched the email disappear from the screen as it traveled through cyberspace to no one. The tears that cascaded down her cheeks dripped onto the keyboard, and she swiped at them with a tissue before wiping her eyes.

			She’d done it. It was harder than she thought, but she’d survived so much heartache over the last two years, and she would survive this too. This was a step forward. A step she needed to take in order to get on with her life. A life that she hadn’t been living. Not really. Yes, she went to work Monday through Friday. But weekends and evenings had mostly been spent alone on the couch bingeing mindless TV shows.

			She got the occasional call from a family member or friend, checking up on her and inviting her to dinner or some random party. The more she said no, the more the invitations dried up, until they all but disappeared. It was pretty much just her immediate family that extended invitations these days. That was on her and she was determined to change it. She’d taken the first step by sending the email. The next step was rediscovering a social life. Easier said than done.

			She closed the laptop, set it on the coffee table, and headed up the stairs. She opened the door to her art studio, a revamped bedroom in her two-story house—a house that seemed much too big to her now. “What a mess,” she said out loud. The room had become a dump all for everything and anything she didn’t want to look at or think about. And there had been a lot of it. She opened one of the three large plastic bins she’d purchased from Walmart and tossed the cover aside. It didn’t take long for the bin to be filled, mostly with clothes. She took a shirt back out of the bin, brought it up to her face and breathed in. She wasn’t sure if she was disappointed or relieved that it no longer smelled like Julie. Probably a little of both.

			She lugged the bin down the stairs and loaded it into the back of her car to drop off at the thrift store after work. She filled the other two bins and left them by the top of the stairs. she would take care of them later. There was still a lot of stuff she needed to go through, and she briefly considered packing it in garbage bags to throw out. No. It was hard enough donating it. Throwing it out would break her heart.

			She moved it all to one corner and threw a blanket that she retrieved from her bedroom closet over the pile. Out of sight, out of mind. Well, that was the theory anyway. She could pick up more bins on the weekend to finish the job.

			With that out of the way, she turned to the real task at hand. A quick inventory of her art supplies told her she had almost everything she needed. A few new paintbrushes and some more canvases would be easy enough to get at the local art store.

			She wiped the dust off her desktop computer and fired it up. It took longer to turn on than she remembered. Two clicks later, the folder of reference pictures opened. Scrolling through them brought a flood of emotions. There were plenty of still life arrangements, vases of flowers, apples and pears, teacups, and such. Julie had helped with most of the arrangements.

			She shed less tears than she expected and roughly wiped away any that escaped her eyes. After going through most of the photos, she moved ten of them to a new folder that she named Next.

			With a clean canvas on her easel, she turned off the light and shut the door. She had ten paintings to produce in the next three months. Cleaning the room was a good start. She hoped that the muse would accompany her on this journey. She’d pushed her away for two years. Sarah couldn’t blame her if she never returned.

			* * *

			“Whatcha doing?”

			Lindsey Cooper looked up from her lunch at Cricket who could only be seen from the nose up as she looked over the side of Lindsey’s cubicle. Lindsey wondered how she could even see over the top of it. It had to be a good two inches above her head.

			“Are you standing on a step stool?” Lindsey asked.

			“It is a step stool. I never knew my real stool. This one adopted me when I was a baby.”

			“You’re a nut.” Lindsey laughed. “You know that?”

			“I don’t know who my real parents are. But that’s okay. My step stool treated me like her own.”

			Cricket disappeared and reappeared with her feet on the ground coming around the side of the cubicle wall. She pointed at Lindsey’s lunch. “How can you eat just salad? I’d be starving all day.”

			“I happen to like salad.”

			Cricket perched a hip on Lindsey’s desk. They’d been friends since middle school when Lindsey threatened to beat up a bully who was teasing Cricket. She was so relieved when the bully, Janet Jacobson, backed down. Lindsey’s threat was empty and if faced with fighting or fleeing she would have hightailed it out of there like she was on fire. She heard that Janet had become a nun after high school. Who would have thunk it? To this day, Lindsey was grateful to Janet for bringing her and Cricket together. Cricket had been her rock through all the ups and downs in life. Especially when Lindsey’s girlfriend broke up with her nine months ago, with no warning.

			“Liar. No one likes salad. They like the dressing. The ooey gooey dressing.”

			“True. But we can’t all have a killer figure like you without watching what we eat.”

			“There is nothing wrong with your figure, lady. A little ice cream now and then wouldn’t hurt you.”

			Lindsey didn’t bother telling her she’d had a bowl of rocky road the night before. That was why she was eating a salad for lunch. Not that it would have mattered. She told Cricket just about everything.

			“How come you’re not eating?” Lindsey asked.

			“I’m leaving early today.” She tossed her long dark hair over her shoulder. “I have to get ready for my date tonight.”

			“Oh yeah. The famous Dr. Manly.”

			Cricket laughed. “Dr. Manning. You know how long I’ve had a crush on him.”

			Lindsey tapped her chin. “Yes. Since nineteen thirty-two, I believe.”

			“At least.” Cricket grabbed a cherry tomato from Lindsey’s salad and popped it into her mouth.

			“What are you going to wear?”

			“Is showing up naked too obvious?”

			“I do believe it is.”

			They spent the next ten minutes discussing the pros and cons of a dress versus slacks and pumps versus flats. They had reached no definite conclusions by the time Cricket left. She promised to send Lindsey a selfie showing what she decided on and a full report the next day.

			Lindsey was happy but a little envious that Cricket was going on a date with someone she’d been interested in for a long time. There hadn’t been anyone who sparked Lindsey’s interest like that since her relationship ended. She was open to the idea—maybe more than open—to another relationship. She missed being in love and having a person that was just hers. Sure, she did stuff with Cricket, but it wasn’t the same.

			She finished her lunch, put the container back into her backpack, and turned her attention to her computer. She still had five minutes left on her lunch break so she checked her personal email—something she would never do on company time.

			The amount of spam always surprised and infuriated her. It didn’t seem to matter how much she adjusted her settings, tons of it made it into her main account instead of her spam folder. She deleted ten emails and was about to delete the next one when she stopped. It wasn’t for some pill to give her a bigger penis—something she obviously didn’t need, or some offer for a new credit card. She didn’t recognize the sender. The subject line read My Love. That certainly piqued her interest. She opened the email and was surprised to see it was addressed to someone named Julie.

			 

			My dear Julie,

			I hope this email finds you at peace and surrounded by love. I miss you more every day, and the pain of losing you is still so raw. I want to let you know that I’ve been doing a lot of thinking and soul-searching lately. I know you would want me to be happy and to live my life to the fullest. And, although it feels like a betrayal to even consider moving on, I know I need to.

			I’m still figuring out what this means for me and what the future holds. But I want to thank you for being the love of my life and for all the memories we shared together. You have left an indelible mark on my heart, and I will carry you with me always. I hope you can forgive me for taking this step forward and that you understand that this is not good-bye, but rather a new chapter in my life. I will love you forever.

			 

			Love always,

			Sarah

			 

			Lindsey felt like she’d invaded someone’s privacy and deepest thoughts by reading the email intended for someone else. She also felt her heart ping for the author of those thoughts. Whoever this Julie was, she was obviously loved deeply by Sarah. She also didn’t appear to be in Sarah’s life anymore. Lindsey could feel Sarah’s pain in those words.

			Lindsey knew all too well what it was like to have someone she loved leave her. Sarah loved Julie enough to let her go and wish her well. Lindsey hadn’t been able to do that when her girlfriend, Tina, left her. She apparently wasn’t as big a person as Sarah was. Lindsey had wanted to do nothing more than track Tina down and punch her in the face. Yes, she still loved Tina when they broke up—loved her for months afterward—but she hated her too. Hated how much she hurt her. Hated how she’d left Lindsey when things seemed so good between them. Hated how Tina had found someone else so soon after they broke up. Hated how much she missed her.

			She wondered how Sarah could be so kind and forgiving. It was something worth thinking about. Did she still hold resentment toward Tina? Had she forgiven her? She wasn’t sure. She didn’t think about her often, but when she did it no longer caused a surge of acid in her stomach. It didn’t bring up any emotion at all. Yes, she was pretty sure she had forgiven her. Obviously, the relationship hadn’t been as good for Tina as it had been for Lindsey. So, could she really blame her for leaving? She was still pondering the question when she realized her lunch break was over.

			She clicked on Save email as new and closed her personal account. She would respond to Sarah’s email at home and explain how it ended up in her inbox by mistake. That way at least Sarah could make sure it was resent to the right person.

			She opened the spreadsheet on her computer and went over the information she’d input before her lunch break. As much as she tried to concentrate on her work, her mind returned again and again to Sarah’s email. She felt for her, her pain, her loss, her kindness. She concluded that Sarah must be an exceptional person to send such an email. She vowed to be more like that. Not that she didn’t consider herself kind. She did. Her friends told her as much. But extending that kindness, even if it was only in her thoughts, to Tina as Sarah did with Julie wouldn’t be a bad thing.

			The rest of the workday seemed to drag on forever. At two minutes after five, she turned her computer off, grabbed her backpack and her jacket, and headed out the door. Most days she hung around after work and chatted with Cricket before heading out. She was grateful that Cricket had left early. She wasn’t in much of a chatting mood for some reason.

			It was much warmer out than when she’d walked to work that morning. She flung the jacket over her shoulder, raised her chin, eyes closed, for a moment and let the sun warm her face. The early spring weather was perfect. She often walked the half-mile to work when the weather permitted. She’d attempted it a few times in the winter, but the cold chilled her to the bone, as Western New York weather was known to do.

			Her phone pinged with a text as she unlocked her door. She put a fresh bowl of water down for her cat, Maximus, ignoring her phone in the moment. He rubbed up against her legs as way of greeting. She’d learned to wait until he was done before moving. He tended to weave in and around her legs a few times and she didn’t want to risk tripping, or worse, stepping on him. He sauntered off, most likely to lie in the living room in the pool of sunshine pouring in through the bay window. That window was one of the first things that attracted Lindsey to the house when she decided to move out of the apartment she shared with Tina, two months after Tina left. Life as a homeowner was a little more challenging than she expected—the lawn needed to be mowed often, and something was always in need of repair. But she loved her home—her own little piece of paradise—with its long driveway, built in bookcases, and a front porch the entire length of the house. The master bedroom wasn’t much bigger than the two guest rooms. One was set up for Cricket when she slept over and the other was for her plants. Currently she had five fig cuttings that she was trying to root. She was hoping to get at least one to grow big enough so she could plant it in the yard.

			She checked on the plants, sticking her finger into the dirt in each pot to see if any needed water. None did. She resisted the temptation to check the clear plastic cups with the fig cuttings. She’d only started them the week before and they probably wouldn’t show any signs of roots for at least a month.

			After settling down on the couch, she pulled her phone from her back pocket and opened her text messages. There were several pictures of Cricket wearing different outfits.

			Which one did you pick? Lindsey texted.

			It took a few minutes for Cricket’s reply to come through. Guess.

			Lindsey scrolled back through the pictures. The blue blouse with the gray slacks?

			You are sooooo good! Cricket responded.

			I got it right?

			Hell no. I’m wearing the lavender dress. I meant just in general you’re good. And smart. And pretty. And kind. And did I happen to mention good?

			I believe you did. I hope you have a wonderful time tonight. You deserve it!

			Cricket sent a smiley face, a heart, a glass of wine, and an eggplant emoji back.

			Lindsey laughed and tossed her phone next to her. She grabbed her laptop from the coffee table in front of her and fired it up. To her surprise there was another email from Sarah addressed to Julie.

			 

			Dear Julie,

			I bet you didn’t expect to hear from me again so soon. Sometimes I feel so lost without you. I have such mixed feelings as I am preparing for my upcoming art show. On one hand, I am happy (as happy as I can be without you) to be showcasing my work and sharing it with the world again. On the other hand, I cannot help but feel a deep sadness knowing that you will not be there to share in this experience with me like you always did in the past. I’ll miss not having you there to hold my hand and calm my nerves. You were always so much better at talking to people than I was. I’m not sure how to do this without you reassuring me that I can.

			I think of you often, and the memories we shared together still bring a smile to my face. You were always so supportive of my passion for art, and I can only imagine how proud you would be of me right now. Your absence is felt every day, but especially so on special occasions like this.

			Please know that you are always in my thoughts and that I am so sorry that you cannot be here to see my work on display. I wish more than anything that you could be, not only at my art opening but in my life again. In my (our) home. In my bed. I think that is when I miss you most. I turn over and you’re not there.

			I said that I’m ready to move on and I mean it. I won’t keep emailing you, but I don’t think I’ll ever stop talking to you in my heart. That is where you still reside and always will. I am filled with a sense of gratitude and appreciation for all the support and love you gave me during our time together. Your encouragement and belief in me gave me the strength to pursue my dreams, and I will always be grateful for that.

			I am sending you love and light, and I hope that you can feel my thoughts and words are with you always.

			 

			With love and sadness,

			Sarah

			 

			“Wow,” Lindsey said out loud. Maximus jumped up on the couch next to her. She turned her attention to the cat. “Is it stupid that I think this woman is wonderful?”

			Maximus blinked at her.

			“I mean the only thing I know is that she’s some sort of an artist and that this Julie character left her. I’m assuming that means she’s a lesbian.”

			Maximus yawned, turned in a circle, and settled himself down resting his back against her.

			“Yep. You’re right. It is stupid. Okay. Let me just send her a quick note to let her know her emails aren’t getting to Julie.” She hit the reply button and began to type.

			




Chapter Ten

			Sarah had trouble falling asleep. She concluded after much thinking and rethinking that she did indeed have feelings for Lindsey beyond friendship. Feelings she didn’t want to have. When she made the conscious decision to restart her life—a life without Julie—she hadn’t intended to find a new relationship. Granted if she did want a relationship, Lindsey would fit the bill perfectly. She was kind, thoughtful, and funny. She made Sarah laugh and that seemed to have opened Sarah’s heart. A heart that had been shattered to pieces on the day Julie died. Letting someone else put the pieces back together was a betrayal of Julie. Wasn’t it?

			A lot of people went on to have other relationships after losing a spouse. But Sarah wasn’t other people. And it wasn’t just anyone she’d lost. It was Julie. There was no replacing her. Sarah didn’t even want to try. So that left the question—what to do with the feelings?

			Nothing. There was nothing she would do with them. She’d shoved down her grief for quite a long while. She could shove these feelings down too. But what about what her mother had said? Lindsey looked like she had feelings for her, too. Was her mother right? If so, would it be fair to Lindsey to continue their friendship? That was more than her brain wanted to think about. Or was it her heart?

			No. She wouldn’t be cutting off her friendship with Lindsey. She would carry on as if nothing had changed—because it really hadn’t. She would have to pay attention to the way she looked at Lindsey and even the way Lindsey looked at her. These feelings, hers and possibly Lindsey’s, if her mother was right, would pass if they didn’t act on them. And she had no intention of letting that happen.

			Holding Lindsey’s hand too long after Wally said grace, was a stupid mistake. She hoped Lindsey hadn’t noticed, but she could feel Lindsey’s eyes on her, and she avoided looking at her, hoping the moment would pass. It did and they carried on as if nothing had happened. She was lost in her head as she drove Lindsey home. Lindsey seemed to be unusually quiet as well. She might have been overwhelmed by all the commotion of Sarah’s family. It could be a lot for someone who grew up without siblings.

			She thought back to the first time Julie had dinner with her whole family. It was before Greg and Wally were born, and Mary wasn’t married, so there was far less uproar. Sarah had been excited for her family to meet the person she was so in love with. Julie had been nervous, but the day went very well. And everyone loved her.

			Sarah finally fell asleep sometime after two in the morning. Dreams of Julie mixed with dreams of Lindsey. Kissing. Who was kissing who in the dreams? Julie was kissing Lindsey as Sarah stood by and watched, jealousy seeping in around the edges. She pulled them apart and watched as Julie faded into the distant ether. Wisps of her danced back and then disappeared altogether. She was left alone with Lindsey. Lindsey reached a hand out to Sarah. Sarah stared at it, unsure of what to do. “Take it,” Lindsey said. “Take it and let go of what was.”

			What was? Julie. Let go of Julie? Sarah turned in the direction Julie had disappeared. When she looked back to Lindsey, she was gone too. Sarah turned in circles searching. Searching for someone. Anyone. But there was no one there. Everyone was gone and she was alone. But it wasn’t Julie she wanted to reappear. It was Lindsey. She called out her name, but her voice was hoarse, and she could only manage a whisper. She tried again. Same results. The third time she was able to scream Lindsey’s name and it woke her up.

			Her heart pounded in her chest and her throat hurt. She sat up and turned on the lamp atop her nightstand. She blinked against the brightness of it. “What the hell was that?”

			She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “Julie, what does all this mean?” She shook her head. Are you trying to tell me something?” Tears streamed down her face. “Why the hell did you have to leave me?” It was so unfair.

			She slipped out of bed, splashed cold water on her face in the bathroom, and went downstairs. She wandered aimlessly through the living room, into the kitchen and back again. Her heart ached and she didn’t know what to do about it. It ached for Julie, but it also ached for Lindsey. And she wasn’t sure why.

			* * *

			“I’m telling you she was acting weird,” Lindsey said to Cricket, Monday morning at work.

			“In what way?” Cricket set her travel mug of coffee on her desk and looked up at Lindsey.

			Lindsey leaned back against the cubicle wall. “She was really quiet, for one thing.”

			“You haven’t known her that long. How do you know that’s not normal for her?”

			“It hasn’t been so far. Something happened between her and her mother when they were alone in the kitchen.”

			“Did you ask her about it?”

			“No. That didn’t seem right.”

			“What else happened? Because her being quiet could mean a million different things.”

			Lindsey told Cricket about Sarah holding her hand and how suddenly she had dropped it, almost pushing Lindsey’s hand away.

			“Yeah. That’s kind of weird. Maybe she was lost in her thoughts and just forgot to let go.”

			“She wasn’t holding her sister’s hand anymore. Just mine. And why would she drop it so fast?”

			Cricket rocked back in her chair. “Why are you freaked out about this?”

			Lindsey tilted her head. “I’m not freaked out.”

			“You’re trying to analyze the hell out of it. If she’s just a friend, why is it so important that she was quiet and dropped your hand?”

			Lindsey considered her response carefully before answering. She knew she had strong feelings for Sarah, but saying it out loud—when she hadn’t known Sarah that long—seemed childish. “Maybe I was just worried about her.”

			“Maybe you were just worried about yourself.”

			“What do you mean?” Lindsey asked, knowing exactly what she meant.

			“You’re afraid she is pulling back from you. Are you afraid her mother said something negative about you?”

			Lindsey hadn’t considered that. If Sarah’s mother had anything against her, she certainly didn’t show it. She was as warm as she’d been the first time she met her. “I don’t think that’s the case. But I don’t know what else it could be.” Lindsey had rolled all the possibilities around in her head all evening and then started again in the morning as soon as she opened her eyes. She was driving herself crazy and she knew it.

			Cricket obviously knew it too. “If it continues, you should ask her about it.”

			“I don’t know.”

			“Why? Afraid of pushing her away, or worse yet, learning that she’s pushing you away?”

			Lindsey wasn’t ready to admit that to Cricket—or to herself. She didn’t respond.

			“That’s okay,” Cricket said. “I know the answer. You might want to analyze your own feelings instead of trying to figure out hers.”

			“How is it going with Trevor?” Lindsey needed Cricket to get out of her brain.

			Cricket shook her head. “Nice deflection.” She smiled. “It is wonderful, Lindsey. He’s everything I thought he would be.”

			Lindsey put a hand on Cricket’s shoulder. “Oh, I’m so happy for you.”

			They spent the next ten minutes talking about Trevor and how great he was. Lindsey was glad for the reprieve of her own thoughts, if only for a little while.

			Back at her own desk, Lindsey sent a text to Sarah. Thanks again for including me yesterday. I had a very nice time. She found herself staring at her phone waiting for a response.

			“Getting a lot done?” Jason came up behind her, making her jump.

			“Umm. Yeah. Sorry.” She put her phone in her backpack and turned her chair toward her computer. Shit. I need to stop this obsessing. But wishing it away didn’t seem to work. She searched her mind to see if she had done or said anything that would have put Sarah off. No. The shift came after Sarah came out of the kitchen with her mother.

			She did her best to keep her mind on her work for the next few hours and avoided checking her phone, but kept it close by in case a text came in. None did. She’s working, probably busy. Give her until this evening before you panic. Panic? What are you doing? There is no reason to panic. “Shut up,” she told her brain, under her breath.

			“Are you talking to me?” Cricket said.

			Lindsey jumped. People needed to stop sneaking up on her. “No. I’m talking to me.”

			“Why do you need to shut up? And why are you so jumpy?”

			“Drinks after work?”

			“That bad, huh?” Cricket asked.

			“I just need to figure some stuff out and could use the company while I do it.”

			“Sure. Trevor and I were going to run off to Las Vegas to get married, but I guess that can wait.”

			Lindsey smiled. “Thanks. You’re the best.”

			“I know. Just don’t let it get around.”

			“I better scratch it off the bathroom stall, where I wrote it this morning.”

			“You can leave it, as long as you didn’t put my phone number too.” Cricket said.

			“Now you tell me. Do you have a black Sharpie I can borrow?”

			“I’ll have to look. I usually do my bathroom graffiti with nail polish. Did you walk to work today?”

			“Yep.”

			“Do you need to go home for anything before we go out?”

			“Nope.”

			“Okay. Let me know when you’re ready.”

			Lindsey nodded. “Thanks.”

			The rest of the workday seemed to last forever. There was still no text from Sarah by the time they got to Mulligan’s. It was only a couple of blocks from work, and they never watered down the drinks like some of the other bars they had checked out. It had changed hands a couple of years ago and the new owner had made a lot of upgrades to the place. The new barstools were nicely padded and much more comfortable than the old ones.

			“Talk,” Cricket said while they waited for their drinks.

			“I don’t know,” Lindsey said. She was glad the new owner had taken out the large mirror behind the bar. She hated looking up and catching her own reflection. She always found it distracting.

			“I canceled my elopement for you, and you don’t know what you want to talk about? What’s going on?”

			“Why am I so fixated on Sarah? I mean, it seemed to be going great until yesterday and today I sent her a text and she never responded. I don’t know what to think.”

			“Well, you’re obviously thinking something.”

			“I’m thinking that her mother said something to her that’s making her pull away from me.”

			“You said you think her mother likes you. So, what else could she have said?”

			Lindsey took a long swig of her gin and tonic as soon as the bartender set it in front of her. “Thanks.” She turned back to Cricket. “Why else would Sarah pull away?”

			“Let’s back up here,” Cricket said. “Instead of trying to figure out how Sarah or her mother feels about you, how do you feel about Sarah?”

			“I like her,” Lindsey said.

			“Just like?”

			“If you’re asking if I’m in love with her, the answer is no.”

			Cricket swirled the liquid in her glass but didn’t take a drink. “What about somewhere in between? Do you like her more than like?”

			She didn’t even have to think about it. “Yes.” Was her simple answer.

			“Does she know that?” Cricket sipped her drink. Lindsey didn’t know how she could drink martinis. The taste was way too strong for Lindsey.

			“No.”

			“How do you know?” Cricket turned on her barstool, so she was facing Lindsey.

			“I’ve never told her anything like that.”

			“Lindsey, I know you well enough to know that you don’t have to say anything when you are in lo—” She stopped before finishing her sentence. “I mean when you really, really like someone. You look at them different than you look at the rest of the world.”

			Lindsey was surprised. “I do?”

			“You do. Is it possible that Sarah figured it out and that’s why she’s avoiding you?”

			Lindsey had no idea. How was she supposed to know if she’d looked at Sarah that way or if Sarah had noticed? And if that was the case, how could she correct it?

			“Think that’s a possibility?”

			“I don’t know. I guess anything’s possible.” Lindsey’s phone pinged and her stomach clenched. She pulled it from her pocket.

			“Is that from Sarah?” Cricket asked.

			Lindsey nodded and read the text. “Busy day. Sorry for the delay in responding.” Lindsey set her phone on the bar. “Huh. That’s not really a response.” She had no idea what to think anymore.

			* * *

			Sarah spent the day way over-thinking. She’d avoided answering Lindsey’s text for most of the day. It wasn’t that she didn’t know what to say. It was that she wanted to avoid her—at least till she figured out her own feelings and what to do about them. That dream had really thrown her, and being exhausted from lack of sleep didn’t help. Julie had always reminded her that everything looked different when you were tired. Julie. She missed her. That was one thing she was sure of.

			She opened her laptop and typed Julie’s old email address, double-checking that she did it correctly. The last thing she wanted was for this email to find its way to Lindsey by mistake.

			 

			Dear Julie,

			I hope you are at peace, wherever you are. Where are you? Why aren’t you here with me? I miss you so much, every day and think of you often. I’m struggling with some complicated emotions that I wanted to share with you.

			It’s been some time since you’ve been gone, and while I still grieve your loss every day, I have found myself developing feelings for someone else. I feel guilty for even considering the possibility of loving someone else. Not that I’m in love with her, but my feelings seem to grow every time I see her.

			I feel like I’m caught in between two worlds, and it’s been a real challenge for me to reconcile my love for you with my growing feelings for her. I don’t know if it’s possible to love two people at once, but I find myself constantly torn between these conflicting emotions. I want to be honest with you, and it’s important to me that you know how much I still cherish our time together. You will always hold a special place in my heart, and I will never forget the love we shared.

			At the same time, I feel like I’m being pulled in a different direction, and I don’t know what to do. I hope you can understand what I’m going through and know how much I still love and miss you every day. I’ll always be grateful for the time we had together, and I’ll always carry your memory with me.

			 

			With all my love,

			Sarah

			 

			Why was this such a big deal? People moved on with their lives all the time after losing their love. Why did just the thought of it terrify her? She was being stupid, and she knew it, but didn’t know what to do about it.

			




Chapter Eleven

			It had been several days since Lindsey had heard from Sarah. She was tempted to text or call but decided against it. Whatever was going on with her, Lindsey figured it was best to let her work it out on her own. But it was driving her crazy.

			She’d had several conversations with Cricket and they both agreed that doing nothing was the best thing to do. Or not do.

			Lindsey walked in the door after work and was greeted by Maximus, who seemed to be doing his best to trip her by weaving in and out of her legs more than usual. She stepped around him as carefully as she could.

			She opened a can of cat food and added it on top of the dry food in his dish. He pounced on it as if he was starving.

			Nothing looked appetizing when she peered in the fridge and she decided that supper could wait, or maybe skipped altogether. In the plant room, she carefully lifted the cups with the fig cuttings to see how they were coming along. In a strange way, seeing them develop roots and leaves gave her comfort. It was as if her grandmother was in the room helping them grow.

			She thought back to her childhood and the time she’d spent with her. Up until when she met Cricket, she felt like her grandmother was her only real family. Her mother was too caught up in her own life, and the revolving door of men who came and went, to pay much attention to her. She’d been abandoned by her mother emotionally. She’d been abandoned by her grandmother when she died. She’d been abandoned by Tina when she left without warning, and now, she was feeling abandoned by Sarah. Repeat your traumas much? Apparently. She’d never really thought about it before, but she seemed to draw people into her life—Cricket excluded—that in one way or another left her.

			Maybe it was better that Sarah had backed out now, before Lindsey had a chance to get too attached. Who was she kidding? She was already attached and by extension, she was hurt by Sarah’s absence.

			She lifted one of the cups from the shallow bin. It was warm from sitting on the heat mat under it. She was tempted to put it against her cheek to let the warmth seep into her. The roots were visible along the sides of the cup, and it was just about ready to be up-potted. She checked the rest of the cups and was happy to see they were all progressing nicely. She would need to get some decent potting mix and some two-gallon pots to transplant them.

			It was only five thirty. The garden store a few blocks over would still be open. She grabbed her keys and drove to the Garden of Life Shop.

			“What can I help you with?” The woman looked to be in her mid-thirties. Her very short brown hair stood at attention on the top of her head.

			Lindsey glanced at the woman’s name tag. “I need a decent potting mix for some fig cuttings, Ginny.”

			“Are you just starting them or moving them to a larger pot?”

			“Does that make a difference?” Lindsey asked, already knowing the answer. She sometimes liked to test the knowledge of salespeople to see if they knew what they were talking about.

			“It does make a difference. You want a potting soil mix if you are moving them and something like coco coir and perlite if you’re just starting them.”

			Good answer. Ginny knew what she was talking about. Lindsey explained what she was doing, and Ginny helped her pick out the best soil and pots. The store wasn’t too busy, and they chatted for quite a while about figs and house plants and such. Ginny handed Lindsey a business card, wrote her cell number on the back, and told her to call if she had any questions or problems or anything else she might need. Then she winked and Lindsey got the impression that she was flirting with her. Was she? Flirting? Yes. Definitely flirting.

			“So, that just happened,” she said as she loaded her purchases into her car. She slipped the business card in her pocket. “Maybe calling her wouldn’t be a bad idea.” Ginny was good for her ego, especially after the crap Tina pulled and now that Sarah seemed to have ghosted her.

			She unloaded her purchases, brought them into the plant room, and set about making herself a sandwich for dinner. She broke her own rule, settled down on the couch with her food and turned on the TV.

			Her phone pinged with a text, and she pulled it out of her pocket. It was from Sarah. Her stomach did that flip-flop thing that it did whenever she thought about her. She’d gotten used to it by now. Without reading the text, she tossed the phone on the couch next to her and took a bite of her sandwich. Hell, she’d waited almost a week to hear from Sarah so that text and Sarah could just wait for her now. She took another bite. Damn it. She picked up the phone and opened the message.

			Hi! Sorry I’ve been out of touch. Can we talk? What are you doing Saturday?

			Lindsey hated whenever her mother said they had to talk. It always turned into a lecture, with her mother harping about something or other that Lindsey had supposedly done wrong. That was her first thought when she read Sarah’s text. What had she done wrong?

			Sure. She responded. Saturday is open. What time and where? Saturday was two days away. Lindsey wasn’t sure her stomach would settle down between now and then, which pissed her off. Why did Sarah seem to have so much power over her emotions?

			How about my house at noon
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