
  
    
      Out of Line: 1992

      A Novelette

    

    
      
        M.B.B. Whyte

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2024 by M.B.B. Whyte

      

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a review. 

      

      Cover designed by Shower of Schmidt Designs 

      

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

    

  


  
    
      Dedicated to the friends who attended Lollapalooza with me on Sunday, August 9, 1992.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Part I

      

      
        Part II

      

      
        Part III

      

      
        Part IV

      

      
        Thank You

      

      
        Acknowledgements

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by M.B.B. Whyte

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Part One

          

        

      

    

    
      Thunder crashed, sending the threat of an early August thunderstorm through the open window. Marlee Rehnquist slipped out of her ex-boyfriend’s bed, snatching up her underwear, bra, tee shirt, and jeans shorts that were scattered across the room. A lightning flash illuminated the sky outside. “We are so late.” She said, getting dressed.

      Damn him, her thoughts cursed! Her intention today was not to end up back in bed with him.

      Schuyler Ford stretched his smooth tanned arms over his head, curled his fingers and cracked his knuckles, stretching long and lean muscles. Marlee did her best not to gawk at his irresistible charm. He had the perfect smile; a combination of sweetness and mischief. Schuyler Ford never met a mirror he didn’t like. It was more than just his looks. It was also the way he walked. He knew exactly where he was going and how good he looked doing it. They met at a concert in 1989 and Marlee easily fell under his spell.

      But dating Schuyler Ford was no effortless task. During their six-month relationship, Marlee saw the envious glares from other girls in the bars and clubs they frequented. He came with baggage, the kind of baggage that shamelessly threw themselves at him. A long line of jilted ex-girlfriends, still pining for his attention. The competition was fierce. There was no shortage of female companions vying for his affections.

      Marlee didn’t fit the ideal beauty mold advertised in fashion magazines. Her makeup was minimal and unruly curls framed her face. On most days, she preferred to wear comfortable, practical clothing that highlighted her petite figure. She found comfort in jeans and flats.

      The girls, strutting around in their skin-tight dresses and perfectly coiffed tresses, didn’t view Marlee as competition. They held themselves with an air of superiority, parading around in their high heels, craving Schuyler's attention. She was the enemy; to be treated with disdain and contempt. The nasty remarks whispered behind her back stung.

      “Why would he go out with her?”

      “She’s not even pretty,”

      “She must put out for him to date her.”

      But Schuyler desired her, and for a fleeting moment, Marlee became the coveted prize. The Chosen One. She possessed what everyone yearned for. He made her feel like the only girl in the world; until she wasn't. Despite his repeated infidelity, she believed they were in love. His gaze made her feel special, and they appeared to be the epitome of an ideal couple to outsiders.

      “Don’t worry about it,” Schuyler said, sprawled out on the bed, his hands clasped under his head. “I already called Rob. I told him you called me to say you were running late.”

      “Seriously?” Her shoulders slumped as she slipped into her black tee shirt. “You blamed it on me? I was supposed to pick him up over an hour ago.” She wasn’t worried about being late. She was worried that her friend Rob would know exactly why she was late.

      Schuyler smirked, flinging his long legs over the edge of the bed. “This is much more fun than being on time,” he said, a wide smile splitting his handsome face. He stood up, naked, towering over Marlee. His deep brown eyes grew round. “What?” He pouted. “Don’t you know that my tardiness is one of my many charms?”

      Marlee squeezed her eyes shut, refusing to gaze into the sad look he was tempting her with. “I am impervious to your wily charms, Ford.” She said with a smile.

      “Oh, really?” He arched an eyebrow. “Then why is it so easy to seduce you, Ms. Rehnquist?”

      “This is the last time. It stops today.”

      “Really?” Schuyler rolled his eyes. “Not this again. Both of us are single. We’re both adults. We’re friends; it’s the perfect arrangement.” He pulled his jeans on. “Hey, have you heard from Evan yet?” He asked.

      “Yeah, he’s at my house waiting with Josh so we have to get going.” Marlee glanced out the window at the clouds. “It better not rain today. The sky looks evil this morning.”

      Schuyler swiped his hair behind his ear. “He didn’t call because he wanted to hang out again, but he called you for a ride?”

      “It’s fine, Schuy. No big deal.” She looked away, grabbing her bag.

      “OH! I dated you.” Schuyler gripped her shoulders, turning her to face him. “I know it’s a big deal.” He studied her narrow eyes and clenched jaw. “What are you hiding, Marls? I know when you’re not telling me the whole story. Did you guys do more than make out that night?”

      Marlee pulled her long, curly hair into a ponytail. "Whatever. Get dressed. We need to get going." She sighed, disregarding Schuyler’s interrogation.

      “Just be careful.” Schuyler said. He sniffed the armpits of a Pearl Jam tee shirt before pulling it over his head. “I hear he’s an asshole.”

      Marlee rolled her eyes. “Apparently, I have a type.” She winked.
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      Marlee peered into the rearview mirror at her three friends, Josh, Schuyler, and Evan, sitting in the back seat of her 1984 Mercury Marquis. It was the size of a small boat and a hand-me-down from her father. In its prime, the car was the epitome of luxury; automatic locks and windows, child locks, leather seats, heat, and air conditioning. Eight years later, a leak in the gas line forced Marlee to drive with a cracked window to avoid passing out. The transmission occasionally slipped, and it stalled when parking. It creaked when turning corners or braking and masking tape held the back bumper on while red tape covered the brake lights. It was her first car, and despite its flaws, Marlee loved it.

      Rob, her friend since high school, sat next to her in the passenger seat. She was not supposed to be the only girl going to the concert today, but her friend Josie had dropped out, passing the ticket to her boyfriend Josh. So here she was, driving four guys to Long Island for the second year of the all-day music festival, Lollapalooza.

      Lollapalooza was the hottest ticket of the summer of 1992. The festival featured the biggest alternative artists and became the must-see counterculture event of the year since its debut the previous year. Marlee couldn't believe she could get tickets. The two dates in Long Island, NY, at the Jones Beach Amphitheater had sold out within an hour. Getting tickets made her feel like a member of an exclusive club. Friends who attended the first show couldn’t stop talking about the amazing experience. She couldn't wait! “Take the Day Off” was the marketing slogan for Lollapalooza, and Marlee and her friends happily obliged.

      Josh leaned forward, his long brown hair spilling over the front seat. “Are we there yet?”

      Marlee stifled a laugh. “We just left ten minutes ago.”

      “We might be there already if you drove a little faster,” Rob joked.

      “I’m doing fifty! That’s the speed limit.”

      “Who drives the speed limit?” Schuyler chimed in from the backseat, fidgeting between Evan and Josh.

      “Marlee’s the only person I know.”

      “We’re gonna miss half the concert at this rate.”

      Rob pointed to a car driving next to them with a bicycle carrier attached to the trunk. “Let’s take those bikes off that car and ride there. We’ll probably make it there before Marlee does.”

      Josh leaned forward again. “Are we there yet?”

      “Marlee beep at that guy so I can ask if we can borrow his bikes.”

      “Yeah, are we there yet?”

      “Marlee, hurry up. We’re gunnnnna miss the show.”

      She shook her head, attempting to hide her amusement. If she let on that she found them funny, it would only encourage their behavior. “Oh, my God. You are worse than children. Do not make me pull this car over!” She halfheartedly threatened. “Can I please have some silence in my car?”

      With muffled laughter, they settled down. Marlee glanced at them through the rearview mirror and stuck her tongue out teasingly. As annoying as they could be, she genuinely enjoyed their company.

      Except for Evan, whom she had just met, the guys had proven to be good friends. Schuyler, once a terrible boyfriend, became a loyal friend, always looking out for her and Josh was always there to listen. Despite only knowing them for a short time, she had discovered her tribe, her people. Rob felt more like family than her actual family. She wouldn't trade them for anything.

      She had known Rob the longest, having met him while waiting for Bruce Springsteen concert tickets in high school. Not that she was a fan. She joined her friends, who promised it wouldn’t take that long. They were there for twelve hours. Rob was there to buy tickets to resell. Marlee bonded with him over their mutual hatred of Springsteen and the corporate rock machine.

      Another ticket line that brought Josh and Schuyler into her life. Josie and she were second on the line. Josh, who was in the back, started up a conversation in a successful ploy to buy better seats for himself. It worked. They got the front row!

      Ugh, Marlee groaned to herself. I can’t believe Josie bailed on me today.

      “Marlee,” Josh broke the silence. “Pull the car over, please. I have to take a piss.”

      “I’m not pulling over. You can hold it until we get there.”

      “Do you have
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