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Lyn’s Song

My words aren't enough, my melody's too plain. 

There’s no way to express my regret and pain. 

I've tried before and it was weak, 

You must know it's your forgiveness I seek.

Because I'm scarred to the bone for what I did and should have done. 

You've laid me out, shown me myself, and I hate it. I hate me. 

Because I'm scarred, the bitter truth, I'm not worthy of loving you.

You were my friend, my better half

A broken bond because I left.

I was weak and selfish too.

I ruined me and ruined you.

You thought me apathetic and that burns my soul,

There's no anesthetic to make me whole.

I've tried them all; sex, drugs, and fame,

It never worked, just brought more shame.

And so I beg on bended knee, will you once more forgive me?

I'll wear my scars upon my arm, a warning sign that I cause harm. 

The biggest scar will always be that I hurt you and that kills me.

I want pain, penance for the boy who chose fame instead of joy.

If I had the chance to take it back I wouldn't hesitate to react. 

But I can't and worst of all you know that's true and forgave it all. 

you loved me when I couldn't accept that friendship's gift was perfect. 

And so I beg on bended knee will you once more forgive me?

You knew me when and you know me now, 

I loved you then and I love you now. 

My scars are ugly like my truth but I never had to hide it from you. 

I hope you find it in your heart to love this man or I'll fall apart. 

I never knew what love hurts meant but here I stand ravaged and bent.

No apathy, give me your hate. 

Give me your love, make me your mate. 

Because I'm scarred to the bone for what I did and should have done. 

You've laid me out, shown me myself, and I love you more than myself.

Because I'm scarred, I'm stronger than before, 

I'll be worthy and adore.

You're my everything, you're all I need,

And so I beg on bended knee will you once more forgive me?
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I’m scarred to the bone for what I did and should have done.

Jason

It was a stupid idea. Aidan stood beside me, his hand raised to shade his eyes in the treeless quad. Jesus, why hadn't my old high school ever planted trees?

Aidan looked at me. "Where's the Principal's office?"

I shrugged. "Fuck if I know. Nothing looks the same." The school had expanded in the last eight years. I only recognized the original main building and the cafeteria. The other buildings had been renovated, brick painted, an awkward second floor setting on top of what was once the art wing and library. Ugly ramps covering the old crumbling cement stairs reached out to what was once a green lawn. Now it was hard packed earth, thanks to thousands of footsteps and a never-ending drought.

I looked around, spotting a metal sign attached to the side of the main building instructing us to check in. Pointing, I said, "We'll start there."

Aidan followed me speaking lowly, "You think they'll go for it?"

"I think so, yeah." I muttered. They should. I donated a music scholarship every year and paid for the band room renovation. The school would get paid well to allow us to film a video on the grounds. 

Still, it felt wrong to be back. I'd left an angry kid and returned a guilty man wanting to put ghosts to rest.

This was a damn stupid idea.

The principal greeted us in the office. He was giving an ice-blue dull stare to a kid blabbering excuses for being late. The kid was a foot taller than the principal and had fifty pounds of muscle on him, but the principal radiated power that would scare the shit out of a hardened criminal.

The kid petered out of excuses and turned and looked at us.

"Holy shit, Jay-C! You're like the most famous alumni." His face broke into a huge grin and he extended his hand.

"Hey, thanks," I said as I shook his hand. I looked over at the principal. "I think the guy who invented the heart valve replacement technique might disagree with you."

The principal's lips twitched. "Dr. Craig Oren, class of 1984." He extended his hand. "I'm Dave Bowler." He flicked his gaze to the kid. "Mr. Guisti, I'll see you after school in my office. Go to class."

The kid deflated, shot me a quick smile and turned and left.

"This is Aidan Donegal," I said and Aidan shook his hand.

"Nice to meet you. I understand you gentleman are interested in the gym and band room for you video?"

Aidan shrugged. "We'd like to do some exterior shots, but the majority of the video would be in those two locations, if they're suitable."

"I understand. Ms. Keep?"

A blonde poked her head out of the small office that used to be the nurse's office and now was a copy room.

"Yes?" She studied my face and gave me the puzzled look I was used to seeing. She couldn't place where she knew me from. 

"I've got my phone if you need me," Bowler said as he  turned to us. "After you."

We walked down the claustrophobic hallway,  yellow fluorescent overhead lights and beige painted cinderblock walls promising nothing but acne and heartache to the occupants. I passed the locker I had my freshman year and a shadow of my former self drifted just outside my peripheral vision. I wasn't feeling nostalgic. I was unsettled.

Aidan carried the conversation with Bowler. New songs meant new videos for the album release, Repentant. The last six months were the most creative of my career. One night of sex with a beautiful woman started me down a road of reflection that ended here.

Fuck, this was really a stupid idea.

The gym looked exactly the same. I grinned, happy that something was familiar.

Aidan slapped his hand on top of the stage at the front of the gym. "Did you ever play for school dances?"

I nodded. "Yeah, we did Homecoming three years in a row and my senior year we played the Prom."

Bowler asked, "Are you still playing with the same guys from back then?"

"Mostly, the bassist left for the Air Force after our senior year. We went through a few guys before we found Clark Kent. He's been with us for four years now."

Bowler raised an eyebrow and asked skeptically, "Clark Kent?"

"His birth name is Youshiro Kawagashi, and he's a Superman fan," I explained.

"Ah," he said and nodded. "The band room was converted into a photography studio. About five years ago we had a large gift and the old girl's gym is now the band room."

"Where's the current girl's gym?" Aidan asked.

"Ah, this is it. Our funding included a state-of-the-art football facility and natatorium which is located on the old football practice field."

"You mean the girl's soccer field," I said dryly.

"Well, it was used for many things," he answered, his cheeks pinking. "The city put in a new soccer facility that we use, just a few miles from here."

So football was still king...

The transformation of the girl's gym to band room was minimal. Other than the basketball hoops removed, it looked the same.

Bowler noticed my disgust, and he offered. "The band director wanted to keep this an open space to practice field maneuvers on rainy days. The locker room was completely renovated."

The girl's locker room... Yeah, I didn't think I'd ever seen the inside of it in my four years of high school. 

"We left a couple of showers, but as you can see the lockers were removed and cabinets installed to store the instruments. There are four individual studios for practicing, and our jazz band has grown considerably. We have an a cappella singing group and a production studio."

"That's great," I said. The room was bright, thanks to the mercury lights. The walls were painted by the students, an interesting mural along one wall and handprints on the others. A couple of ratty old couches were pushed against the wall and a tv stand with an old television and dvd machine sat on it.

Aidan grunted, "I'd hang out here."

I agreed, "Yeah, me too."

Aidan looked around. "I realize it's not your old band room, but we could film some shots in here just as it is."

"Sure," I agreed. It was bigger and a hell of a lot brighter than the old band room.

Bowler shifted from foot to foot, pulling his phone out to check the time. He looked up at me, "A new period is about to start. Uh, do you remember Lyn Priestly?"

Fuck me... 

"She teaches here now," he continued completely unaware of the bomb he just exploded.

I nodded, focused on keeping my face placid. "I'd like to see her." The words were out of my mouth—and they were a lie and the truth and I hated myself.

"I didn't tell her you would be here today. I wasn't sure if you'd come."

My mouth was set in a grim line as we followed Bowler out of the band room into the English Arts building. 

Bowler said, "She teaches poetry and AP English and Literature. She's one of our favorite teachers."

I nodded and Aidan shot me a questioning look. I shook my head no, don't ask.

Fuck... we stood outside her classroom door. The best and worst memories of my past were just inside.

I knocked and pushed it ajar, putting on my cocky smirk and there she was, staring at me, anger, fear, and disgust crossing her beautiful face.

Bowler stepped in. "Ms. Priestly, we have a special guest with us today."

Fuck, if looks could kill... Hate, she hated me. And I deserved it.

Thankfully the students recognized both of us and began to ask a thousand questions which Aidan fielded. I answered those directed at me, keeping my tone cocky and sure, ignoring the knife twisting in my gut.

My fault. 

And she knew it.

I looked around her classroom, song lyrics or maybe poetry posted everywhere.

What the fuck?!? I walked over to a poster and one kid laughed.

My pants are too tight, 

that's why I sing so high.

Daily I think to myself,

Who needs friends when I got cash?

I gotta music-makin' elf,

Who can spin gold from my trash.

I looked over at Lyn and she held my gaze, completely unapologetic for the parody. Her hair was longer, maybe even a shade darker, but then we spent all our time outdoors when we were kids.

My song... our first hit, the original chorus was admittedly cliché.

Your kiss is just right,

It makes my heart fly.

In you I can lose myself,

Together we'll make a splash.

I pursed my lips, the original lyrics were shit, but the melody was mine and it sold the single.

"Cute, Lyn." I said dryly.

I looked at the students, their heads whipping back and forth like watching a tennis match.

I leaned against a desk and said smugly,

"Personally I prefer—

Your kiss needs a bite,

You should unzip my fly,

Take my..."

"I get it, Jason," she said flatly. She looked at the class. "Base emotions, right?"

The kids laughed at a joke I knew was at my expense. I narrowed my eyes fighting the urge to pull her across my knee and spank the shit out of her.

Fuck... where had that thought come from? This was Lyn, not some girl I wanted to sub for me. 

I moved to her desk and sat down in her chair. On her desk was a copy of the picture I carried in my wallet. I picked it up and turned it over. "You cut me out?"

She shrugged, but one student asked, "How come you never told us you were friends?"

She gave the student a tight lipped smile. "We aren't. He knew my brother."

Aidan stopped talking to a lanky guy and looked at me. He knew my story. Now he saw one victim I left behind. I expected him to puff up, but instead he looked sympathetic.

Fuck, I didn't need sympathy.

I came here for closure.

No... I came for forgiveness. 

The bell rang, and the kids swarmed, asking for autographs. We signed quickly. The lanky kid stood in front of me.

"I'm in a band and we're playing Old Cal tonight. Would you come?"

"Yeah. You going on at nine?" I asked. He nodded, and I smirked. "Still has two sets there? Nine and eleven?"

"Yeah, you played there?" he asked.

"Too many times to count."

He grinned. "That's cool. Thanks, man."

"No problem."

Aidan waved as he left the room with the kid, talking about production shit.

"If you don't show up..." Lyn warned.

"I'll be there." I handed her our picture. "Why'd you cut me out?"

She gave a harsh bark of laughter. "Me? I didn't cut you out, Jason. You left. You didn't even come to his funeral. You cut me out."

"Fuck... it wasn't like that." 

"Don't start. I don't want to hear your excuses. Why are you here?"

Penance, closure, forgiveness.

"We're going to shoot a video." The words sounded lame. It was more than that but she wasn't going to listen to me. Her face twisted in disgust. 

"I'm sorry." The words fell from my lips. "I'm sorry, Lyn."

"Too little, too late," she muttered.

Fuck, I hoped not
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You knew me when and you know me now.​

Lyn

The chain around my neck irritated me, probably because I was pulling on the St. Christopher's medal hard enough to break it. Danny's medal fell against my chest and a breath whooshed out. How could he still affect me after all these years? I stared at Danny's face in our picture. He smiled stupidly at the camera, his arm was around my waist but Jason's hung over my shoulder. It was taken the summer they turned eighteen. The summer that Danny was finally happy, had a purpose, he seemed to be getting better. He fooled us all. 

Why was Jason here? 

"Ohmigod, was that Jay-C?" Christina asked in a hushed breath as she entered my room.

"Yeah."

"Ohmigod, that ass..." She bit her lip and shook her head and then suddenly giggled. She whispered, "He's on my list."

I screwed my eyes shut. "Oh, God! No. Just, no!"

Christina sensed a story. "Oh? Why not? Are you staking claim to him too? You already have Mr. Travers and I'm pretty sure the senior class is voting you favorite teacher again this year."

I winced. "Eh, only because I teach fluff and you teach calculus."

"Uh-huh. So, why can't I have some fun with Mr. Fabulous Ass and Tats?"

I waved my hand. "Have at it. I mean, if you think it's worth throwing away a perfectly good husband for some mediocre sex with a teen pop star, be my guest."

"Ouch." She wrinkled her nose and giggled again. "It would be hard to beat John in bed... although I read Jay-C is into some kinky shit." 

"Really?"  I leaned forward wanting details.

"Oh honey, just don't Google it on our server." She sighed and sashayed toward the door. "See you later, I'm off to solve proofs."

I waved her away and pulled my phone out to Google Jay-C. I wanted answers. What was Christina talking about, why was he here, and would my mom find out? 

My students dawdled in the hallway until the second bell rung, and they deemed it acceptable to enter the classroom. I rolled my eyes as the most obnoxious student entered, hands in air and belching the alphabet.

"Charming," I said as I pointed to his seat. He was only the letter 'v' so I looked at the clump of girls gawking at him and snarked, "This is an example of Darwinism, ladies. Mr. Martin's impressive command over expelling air from his stomach is nonetheless counterproductive to his ability to procreate."

The girls laughed and a few of the male students chuckled. 

Martin stopped before the letter 'z' and said, "Hey!"

"No, it's zed. Have a seat." I pointed to a desk and leaned against mine.

"Is it true you know Jay-C?" one girl asked.

"Yeah. Moving on..."

"Wait a minute," Tim held up his hand and continued, "this is a story. This is journalism. Therefore, you need to spill it Ms. Priestly."

I rolled my eyes and said dryly, "Nice try. If we can get through all of our work and have time at the end of the period, then you can interview me."

I thought smugly, that I was safe. I was mistaken. Apparently celebrity gossip is an excellent motivator for working diligently and even collaboratively. Thankfully the miscreants only had seven minutes at the end of the period in which to grill me.

Tim was acting as the interviewer, pulling two desks together to face each other. I sat down across from him, stalling as much as I could. Tim, a junior and wickedly brilliant, smirked at me. Smirked! At a teacher! 

He tapped his pen against the desk before speaking. "Now, Ms. Priestly, how do you know Jay-C?" His eyebrows waggled provocatively.

"Ew, gross." I rolled my eyes. "I met Jason in fourth grade."

"Wait, no way!" Martin exclaimed.

"Was he cute then?" asked Jennifer.

"No, he was annoying, like all adolescents," I said and looked at Tim expectantly.

"Were you in the same class?" Tim asked.

"No."

It was his turn to roll his eyes. "Come on, we aren't in court."

"Tim, ask questions that won't get a yes/no answer. I thought I taught that already."

"Right," he breathed out. "In what capacity was your relationship with Jay-C?"

"I'm afraid I don't understand the question," I answered.

"Oh come on!" Tim blurted.

"Did you ever kiss him?" Jennifer asked.

I had, but they didn't need to know that. I screwed my face up in disgust. "No, he was my brother's best friend."

"Oh..." The class grew quiet.

"Was your brother in his band?" asked Tim.

"No. Danny couldn't play an instrument and he was tone deaf. He was his stage manager." I raised an eyebrow warning Tim to stop now. The students knew my brother died in a car crash. They knew I didn't like to talk about it.

Tim asked, "Did you listen to him practice?"

I groaned, "All the time. They really sucked at first," I admitted and then a grin grew on my face. "Then they met Paul Lee and everything changed. It was amazing, the transformation in the band. Paul was truly talented, but it was more than that. He and Jason understood each other, they had the same musical sensibilities. That's when Jason started playing his own stuff. Paul wrote most of the lyrics back then and Jason wrote the tunes."

Tim nodded, writing furiously. "Does he write his lyrics now?"

I swallowed. "I don't know. He was Danny's friend. After Danny died we lost touch. I haven't talked to him in years."

"Ohmigod," a student muttered. "That's awful. What a jackass."

Yup, she had that right. 

"Why is he here?" Tim asked.

"I don't know. You'll have to follow up with Mr. Bowler about that."

The bell rang, and I was overjoyed to be out of the hot seat.

"Ok, gang. Good work today. See you tomorrow." I pushed the desk I had been sitting in back into position as the kids filtered out.

Tim moved his desk and then leaned against it. "I heard he's recording a video here."

"Huh," I grunted noncommittally.

"He's going to Scott's concert too."

"Yeah." I looked at Tim. "What's your point?"

He said calmly, "If he's a dick to you, we'll beat the shit out of him."

I laughed at his thoughtfulness, crudely put, it was truly a kindness on his part. "Thanks, Tim. Truthfully, I'm pretty sure I can still kick his ass all by myself."

"Yeah? Good." Tim gave me a chin nod and walked out. Some girl would be very lucky to have that boy in her corner. 

I gathered my papers, carefully placing them in my book bag. Jason had always been good to me.  Not like a brother either, he treated me like a friend. That's why his abandonment hurt... Danny was gone and then Danny's better half was gone too. That was a lot for a sixteen-year-old girl to lose in one summer. Jason had been hardly older than Tim is now and in a stressful situation. I accepted, sort of, that Jason did the best he could. Perhaps things would have been different if my mom hadn't been so hateful.

Still, I hated the idea of him using the school for some backdrop. It was false without Danny being a part of it. But that was me, and Jason was certainly entitled to do whatever the hell he wanted. I sure didn't need to stick around and watch.

I shoved the last folder in and locked up and left. Christina would have to wait until Monday to gossip. I needed to get the hell out there.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
é

Tobl Do le

Lovc atFirst Shgnt« Smao #5
‘—

——

lL

l -

o
&
&





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





