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CHAPTER 1
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Sara leaned over towards the window and looked out over the city the plane was approaching. It was a nice day and Sara scanned the skyline for any famous buildings. She wouldn't have any time for sightseeing, she never did. It was somewhat regrettable, all those miles and she never saw anything but the airport, hotel and arena.

The plane landed and Sara disembarked quickly. First class did have its perks after all. She had her carryon, sometimes she checked luggage on the way home, but rarely on the way there. Sara headed right to the ladies’ room. She had, quickly and discreetly, put on another layer of moisturizer on the plane. She never put her make up on until she landed at her destination. The dry air in the plane was murder on her skin.

When she was done, Sara texted the driver who was undoubtedly waiting in the parking area. She joined the mass of people heading towards baggage claim, weaving her way out through the crowd of people jostling for the best view of the belt as the luggage spit out. Why people wouldn't just stand back and allow everyone to see was beyond Sara's comprehension. Sara headed out of the building and the air outside was cold, but far from refreshing. It was clogged with exhaust, from the dozens of cars lining up under the overpass, undoubtedly the departures drop off was directly above them. Sara looked out across the lanes and saw the limos. She headed for the crosswalk, but took care to make sure every driver saw her and was going to stop.

The limo drivers were all standing next to their cars, holding their placards. Sara scanned them and spotted her name. She headed down to the car that had been sent to her.

"Hi, I'm Sara Wilson," Sara told the limo driver.

"Miss," he said, tipping his hat and bowing slightly.

Sara had to suppress a giggle. The driver didn't seem to notice and opened the door for Sara, closed it behind her and stowed her luggage efficiently in the trunk. Sara settled into the enormous leather seat in the back and buckled up.

"You all set, Miss?" the driver asked her, through the speaker.

Sara looked frantically around for the speaker button, found it and pushed it, "I'm all set, thank you," she said and then let go of the button.

Sara watched out the window as the city slid by. She realized she didn't even know if they were headed to the arena or the hotel. Sara checked the time on her phone. Hotel, most likely. Sara had no idea which hotel. It had been unnerving the first couple of times, but now she was used to it. The limo drivers had their orders and they followed them to the letter. Sara just had to relax. She had never been very good at relaxing.

Her phone buzzed in her hand and she checked it.

"Hello," she said.

"Are you here?"

"I'm in the limo, on the way to the...hotel I guess."

"Yes, the hotel. Room 503."

"Okay, I'll be there soon."

Hearing his voice made Sara a little crazy. How long had it been this time? Three weeks. Seemed longer. A lot longer. She leaned forward in her seat and willed the limo to get there faster. She pulled her pass out of her purse and hung it around her neck. Ugly as heck, but it was the quickest way to get through security. Then they were at the hotel and though Sara desperately wanted to hop out of the car, and run into the hotel, she waited for the driver to open the door for her. There was no sign of anything out of the ordinary at the hotel. There was no guarantee that it would stay like that, however. If word got out where Covalent was staying, the street would be mobbed in an hour.

"Miss," the limo driver said again as he handed Sara back her luggage.

Sara tipped him with the money she had folded in her pocket for just that purpose. The driver took the money. He gave her another tip of his hat and half a bow and Sara realized, with a jolt, that he looked like her grandfather. It was a bit of a shock, the resemblance, but Sara shook it off. She smiled at the doorman who opened the door for her, but kindly rejected his offer to take her bag.

Sara looked around the lobby. Sometimes the elevator banks were hidden in halls off the lobby, which seemed to be the case here. In that case Sara just looked for the security guys. They were easy to spot. Sure enough, there were two burly guys, off to the right. Sara headed right for them and held the pass out. They waved her through without any questions and Sara headed for the elevators. As she walked away she was pretty sure she heard one of them announcing her arrival, via his headset.

In the elevator Sara checked over her appearance, in the mirror. She fluffed her hair and dabbed at her eyeliner gently. In five minutes she'd be a tousled mess, most likely, but she liked to look good when Ty opened the door and saw her for the first time.

It was always the same, at least if she got to come right to the hotel. She would barely get in the room before Ty would be all over her. Sara didn't mind. In fact she had come to love it, and was positively trembling with excitement in anticipation. Usually Ty would get all her clothes off in record time. Sara had long given up on trying to undress him. Instead she had come to love being naked underneath him, feeling his chest and arms through his shirt, his jeans rubbing against the soft skin of her inner thighs. Once his initial need was satisfied, they could take their time and usually did, all weekend long, whenever they could steal away from everyone. Sara was used to going home very tired and very happy.

The elevator rang out its intention to stop and Sara jumped. She had been lost in her daydream and the noise startled her. Quickly she exited the elevator to an empty hallway. That was kind of surprising. Usually the bands took over a whole floor of the hotel, it was just easier that way. Everyone was always wandering around, in and out of each other's rooms. Sara wasn't disappointed that no one was there though. She still felt kind of ridiculous, and a little sleazy, when the knowing looks were exchanged. Everyone in the band was nice, very nice, as well as all the guys in Covalent too, but having a whole bunch of people who were still, for the most part, strangers, knowing that she was about to have sex, or had just had sex, was still a little unnerving.

Sara found room 503 and knocked on the door. Ty opened it immediately. Sara stepped into the room and Ty shut the door and turned around to face him. She dropped her purse to the floor, but before she could pounce on him, and she was ready to pounce on him, he spoke.

"I think we need to talk," he said.

"Talk, really," Sara thought to herself.

"Oh, not this again," he said.

"What?" Sara said, confused.

"We don't need to talk about it. It's important, if the number one guy goes down they have no one, no back up." Ty wasn't making any sense and, even weirder, he seemed to be talking in two different voices.

"Fine, I'll give you five minutes. Well, thank you. Go ahead, talk. Tell us all about it, we have the number one quarterback in the league, Barry. Yeah, and if he goes down, then what? Then what what?" Ty was practically yelling, "Who has an amazing backup quarterback, no one, not for," a pause, "twenty years, teams don't do that anymore, you go with your number one guy, you take your chances, no one is going to blow salary cap money for a guy who is going to sit on the bench all season. I'm not saying you have to blow a ton of money..."

Sara opened her eyes. The voices were coming out of her clock radio. Ty was gone. She was alone. Bloody hell.
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"Ty," Dale said, nervously.

"No," Ty said, and he was out of patience.

"It's a deal breaker?" the lawyer for the record company asked.

"Yes," Ty replied.

The lawyer that Eric had found for them scribbled something on his legal pad and shoved it towards Ty.

"Not a good time for a bluff," the note said.

"I'm not bluffing," Ty told Tony Solomon, Solomino? Ty couldn't remember the guy's last name.

Tony slapped the desk in frustration.

"You don't know the meaning of discreet do you?" Tony said, pointing to the note.

Ty chose to ignore the question and instead stared down the record company lawyer.

"I got to talk to Oz," the lawyer said and left the room.

Ty wanted to put his head down on the desk and shut his eyes, but he figured that would look weak. Instead he stared at the ceiling.

The meeting had started well. Ty didn't have any opinions on any of the stuff related to the tour. They were doing it for the opportunity and the exposure. The record company wanted to make t-shirts, posters, etc. Fine. The problems started when they got to the music rights. Ty was fine with licensing the music so that the record company could start producing CDs. But he had balked when he realized the record company was planning on taking over the rights to his music. All of his music. Twenty years of it. Everything Ty had ever recorded. No fucking way. They had gotten the record company to agree, except when it came to the latest album. The record company really wanted the latest album. And Ty wasn't going to give it to them.

Dale leaned into Ty

"Are you sure about this, man?" he said.

"Yeah, I'm sure."

Dale started to say something else, but Ty glared at him and Dale shut up. Dale slumped back into his seat and Ty returned his eyes to the ceiling. Ty was sure about it. The worst thing that could happen would be that his band would be kicked off the tour. It would all be over before it started. Ty had considered that, but it didn't concern him. Hell, if it happened he would be on the next flight out to Boston and, if it was too expensive, he'd hitch hike across the country, if that's what it took. He'd apologize to Sara and try to explain where he had been coming from and beg her to take him back. Five days ago he had been happier than he had ever been in his entire life. Now he was miserable. Ty was keeping the rights to his music. He wrote it, he created it, it belonged to him. And it was all he had left.

The lawyer from the music company came back into the room.

"Okay," he said, shaking his head. "You got it. Nothing but licensing for the CDs. Oz says to tell you you're a fucking pain in the ass."

Ty heard Dale exhale in obvious relief. Mack reached across Dale to punch Ty in the shoulder.

"Nice, man, real nice."

Mack was thinking about the money. Keeping the record company out of the loop, for the digital sales of the music, kept the money in the band. All of it. And the balance in the iTunes account was growing, fast. It was unbelievable.

"Alright, come back at..." the lawyer looked at his watch."Two? We'll get the changes done and get everything signed then. Anything else?"

"Yes," Ty said, and the lawyer groaned. Ty wanted to laugh, but he managed to keep it professional. "We're playing one gig, in LA, at the opening of Inya's club. Week from tomorrow. Oz knows about it, but I don't know if they want it in the contract."

"I'll check," the lawyer said.

The meeting started breaking up.

"Let's get some lunch," Nate said and everyone agreed.

"Hey," said Tony. "You think you can get me in, for that show? At Inya's club?"

Ty looked at him. "I guess," he said.

Ty didn't really know how the show was going to go. Andre had asked, on behalf of the club, and Inya, and Ty had said okay. He wanted to help Andre out, of course. Ty hadn't seen Inya since the video shoot. Ty didn't know how he was going to act when he saw Inya again. At least at the club the odds of her doing anything inappropriate were small, right?

Ty followed the rest of the band to a burrito restaurant, a block away from the record company offices. He realized he was starving and scanned the menu for the bigger selections. Tony said he would pay for it, "Expense account." Ty suspected the free lunch would wind up on the bill from the lawyer, but he let it go. It was a real trick, how someone could tell you they were buying you lunch, but in reality you were treating them.

Ty pulled out his phone and scanned his texts, messages and e-mails. There was a bunch, but nothing from Sara. Ty wasn't expecting anything, but he kept hoping. He had called the house, once, hoping to catch her when she was home and the kids were at school, but no one had answered. Same for her cell phone. He had been composing an e-mail to her but, after rewriting it a good five times, it still didn't seem right and he wasn't sending it until it was perfect.

Ty went back through the messages trying to prioritize. One from Andre. Did they want to do a run through of the show tomorrow? What time? Ty thought that was probably a good idea. They hadn't played together since they had recorded. Ty looked up from his phone. Everyone at the table was checking messages.

"Dale, can we rehearse tomorrow at the club?"

Dale had sent Ty a list of the stuff they had to do before the tour, and when. Ty hadn't synced it to his calendar yet. Dale muttered and started poking at his screen.

"Tomorrow, tomorrow, let's see. Tomorrow's photography for CD and posters, we have to be there at eight."

"Well, what time are we done?" Ty asked.

"I have no idea, how long does that stuff take?"

Dale shook his head, shrugging, no idea. Ty looked around the table, but got blank looks from everyone. They were so in over their heads every step of the way on this.

"Well, let's say I tell Andre five, no seven?"

Everybody nodded. 

"What are we playing?" Nate asked.

"Oh, good point. We should do a set list. Two long sets?"

The set list for the tour was already chosen. The record company had picked it. Ty wasn't tremendously upset about that, in fact he thought the professional experience in picking what was marketable might be a good thing. People were paying to see Covalent. Ty just had to hope they liked one of his songs, any one of his songs, enough to want to download it, once the show was over. Still the idea that they'd be playing the same set list, almost every day, for seven months, was a strange one. Sometimes in a gig they disregarded the set list entirely, and just went with what they felt like. Ty had a feeling that wasn't going to fly with the record company and he didn't feel compelled to rock the boat in that particular way. At least not yet.

The food was ready and Tony offered to get it. They ate and worked up the two set lists for the show at the club. By the time they were done, it was almost two and they headed back to the office. An hour later all the paperwork was signed, finally, and Tony shook everyone's hand.

"You need any more representation, you call me okay?"

"No problem," Ty said, wondering if Tony would expect the retainer next time. Probably.

"And the show at Inya's?"

Ty had to think to remember.

"Oh, yeah, I'll put your name on the list."

"Plus one?"

"Sure."

Tony left. The band double checked the schedule and confirmed where they were meeting the next day. Ty headed off with Dale. He had no vehicle in LA and Dale was shuttling Ty around. Ty was staying at Andre's new condo. He let himself in, but wasn't surprised to find Andre not home. The club, "Inya's" had been behind schedule, but once the decision had been made for Ty to play there, that was it. They had to open. Andre was a wreck over it.

Ty headed up to his bedroom. It wasn't really his bedroom, but Andre had moved all of the furniture, from Ty's room, to the second bedroom of the condo, so it sure felt like it. The new room was a lot bigger and had its own bathroom, shower and everything.

Ty checked his phone. A couple of texts from Inya about the second video release. She was very worried about the right date and needed Ty's input. He arbitrary chose the day before the club opening and opened up the e-mail he was working on, for Sara. He spent twenty minutes reading and rewriting it, but still wasn't satisfied. Finally he turned his phone off and lay down to get some rest.
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Sara peeked into Ben's desk. It was immaculate. That was a surprise. His room was a hellhole, to put it mildly. Robbie was the neat one. Sara had congratulated herself, many times, on all the good habits she had taught Robbie. But by the time Ben was four his room was totally out of control. Sara had tried to instill the same good habits in Ben, using the same methods she had used with Robbie. It just didn't work. After Dan got sick, it just wasn't that important anymore. Maybe it was time to try again. There had to be some level of neatness Ben was capable of, given the state of his desk. Sara berated herself for the excuses she had been making. For two years now. It was time to make some changes.

Sara pulled out a pencil from Ben's desk. He had written her a letter and she was to write a response. It should be positive, affirming. She thought out the first sentence, put the pencil to the paper, and changed her mind. She looked around the room. Siobhan and Josh were at Abe and Levi's desks which were, Sara noted with a smile, about as far apart as two seats could be in the room. Ben was at Siobhan's house, with his friends and their babysitter. Robbie was home alone, a fact that Sara was not entirely comfortable with.

Some of the dads were standing behind their wives. There weren't enough chairs to go around. Not every kid had two parents there, but the vast majority did. Ben had asked again that night, at the early dinner they had scarfed down at home, before curriculum night, where Ty was on the tour. Sara had replied that the tour hadn't started yet. She was desperately hoping that Ben would just forget about the tour, and Ty, so she wouldn't have to explain it.

Ty had called several times. The house and Sara's cell. Once she had been home and not picked up, and the other calls she had seen on the caller id log. The calls to her cell she couldn't reject fast enough. Sara couldn't imagine what he wanted. He had made it pretty clear. He was breaking up with her for the tour. Okay, fine. But the idea that he'd just come back after the tour and pick up where they left off? No thank you.

Sara realized that she still hadn't written Ben his letter and most of the other parents, including Siobhan and Josh, whom she had ridden with, were getting ready to go. Sara dashed off a quick letter, read it, figured there was nothing in it that could irreparably harm a kid's self-esteem and got up to take a quick tour of the classroom. The first couple of days were full of "Getting to Know You" projects and Sara took the time to search out Ben's in every group. When Robbie had been in fourth grade she had carefully taken a picture, of each assignment, to show to Dan, when she had gotten home. There was no one to take a picture for now. Would she have taken a picture for Ty, if he hadn't left? She wasn't sure.

Sara joined up with Josh and Siobhan, who were looking at the twins creative writing papers. Under "What I Don't Like" Abe had listed Levi and Levi had listed Abe.

"Should have separated them this year," Josh told Siobhan.

"Two different sets of homework each night? No thank you," Siobhan replied, then she turned to Sara. "You ready?"

"Yes," Sara said.

She couldn't wait to get home and go to bed. Sara had spent most of the, precious few, minutes she had alone to herself every day, wallowing. She was depressed and tired and she didn't feel like doing anything. Finally, after a week, she had forced herself to face the fact that she had to get back on the housework. Today she had started in on her laundry, having made the boys do theirs the day before.

Sara wasn't prepared to find Ty's clothes mixed in with hers and she had buried her face in one of his t-shirts, smelling deeply. Then there had been more crying, and Sara wiped herself up and threw the load in the washer, without looking at it. She put a shopping bag in her closet, to store anything of Ty's, that came out of the dryer, in. Sara wasn't sure what she was going to do with it, but she was waiting until she got through all the laundry to decide. Probably what made the most sense was to drop it off at Ty's dad's house. It would probably be a couple of weeks before she was up for that or could find the time.

Sara slid into the back of Siobhan's SUV. Josh was driving. Josh made sure the women were all buckled up and then he joined the queue trying to get out of the parking lot.

"So I saw that Ty's band is going to play the opening of Inya's new club," Josh said.

"What?" Sara barely registered what Josh had said. She had been wondering if all the phone calls from Ty were cause he wanted his clothes back. And if she should just dump the bag in the donation bin at the church. Siobhan swiveled around in her seat to look at Sara.

"Didn't he tell you? It was on Yahoo this morning."

"Crap," thought Sara.

She hadn't told Siobhan Ty had broken up with her, before he left. In part because she still felt like an idiot over falling apart over the video a couple of weeks ago. In part because being dumped was humiliating and she didn't feel like telling anyone.

"He didn't tell me," Sara said, hoping that was the end of it.

"He didn't?" Siobhan's tone said more than her words. It said, "How dare he not tell you?"

"We haven't talked," Sara said.

"Well, he's probably really busy," Siobhan said, dropping her annoyance at Ty and focusing on pumping up her best friend's self-esteem. "The tour, they have to get ready."

"No, Sha," Sara said. She didn't want to tell them, but waiting any longer was going to make her look like an even bigger idiot, once they found out. "We're not talking, we're not together anymore. We..." not one hundred percent accurate, but there was only so much Sara was willing to put out there for public scrutiny. "Broke up."

"What? When?" Siobhan's tone was now one of disbelief.

"Before he left."

"You didn't tell me. You're just telling me now?"

"Sorry." Sara really wasn't, but it seemed like the right thing to say.

"Why did you break up?" Josh asked and Siobhan said, "Seriously? You don't ask that, don't answer him."

"Well, Josh," Sara said, ignoring Siobhan. "He didn't say exactly." So much for giving the impression that it was mutual, oops. "But I'm operating under the assumption that he thought screwing groupies across North America would be more fun than staying in a relationship with me."

"He said that?" Siobhan was furious.

"Not in so many words, no," Sara said. She was fishing in her pocket for a tissue. All the tissues were used. Well used. Sara desperately wanted to clean herself up, before they got to the house and she couldn't hide in the dark anymore.

"Honey, I'm sorry," Siobhan said and this time all Sara heard in her voice was concern.

"It's okay," Sara said.

That was her plan, Sara realized. She would be okay. Done. She didn't have a choice. She was a single parent, with two kids to support and take care of. She had to stop acting like a lovesick teenager.

"I'll be okay," Sara said. "I just need to...reset, a little."

Even Sara wasn't sure exactly what that meant, but she could see the silhouette of Siobhan's head nodding in agreement. Josh turned the car onto the road to his house. Sara leaned back and shut her eyes. She could rest for a minute. When Josh pulled into the driveway the motion activated lights came on and it was daytime all of a sudden. Seven hundred watt bulbs, Siobhan had told Sara once. Sara shielded her eyes with her hands. Josh stopped the car, while he waited for the garage door to open completely.

"You know, Charlie, from my office, he liked you," Josh said. "He asked me about you after the barbecue."

"Jesus Christ Josh," Siobhan admonished him. “A little too soon don't you think?"

"A little," thought Sara.
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Ty walked into the photography studio and looked around. He wasn't sure who he should talk to. He scanned the people in the room noting the makeup artist, the lighting tech probably, and then the tall brunette in her bathrobe, facing away from him. Inya. No one had told Ty she was going to be here. This was the shoot for the cover of the CD. They had done the photography for the interior of the booklet that morning with the whole band. Ty had thought they were done, but then he had been told to report to the studio.

"Oh, good you're here," said a guy who was dressed all in black. "Twenty minutes late."

"Sorry, traffic," Ty said.

"Whatever. Hair, makeup, over here. No over there, you go over there," the guy pushed Ty towards a chair.

Two people crowded in front of Ty. One man, one woman. Hair and makeup respectively, at least as far as Ty could tell from what they were holding in their hands.

"What are we going for here Dylan?"

"Simple, messed up, a little. The I just rolled around in bed nailing Inya multiple times look."

The woman rolled her eyes. The man practically shoved Dylan out of the way znd started poking at Ty's hair with his fingers.

"Not bad, this will work, let me get..." hairdresser guy walked away, muttering to himself.

Ty stole a look at Inya. He wasn't sure if she had heard the nailing her multiple times comment or not, or if she had she just didn't care. Dylan followed Ty's gaze.

"Right, Sara," Dylan called out.

Ty jumped at the mention of Sara's name.

"Do you mind. Sit still, Jesus," the make-up artist cried out.

"Sorry," Ty said.

Ty didn't hear the girl's reply. Inya had turned around, but it wasn't Inya. It was someone else and she was walking towards them.

"Sara, Sara, Sara with an H. Where is your last name? Who cares. This is Ty Winslow."

"Hi," said Sarah, holding out her hand which Ty shook. "Parker, Sarah Parker."

"Sorry, I thought you were someone else."

"Inya?"

"Yes."

"Yes, I look exactly like her, from the back that is," Sarah laughed. "I guess that's why they picked me."

"I wonder why?" Ty didn't finish. Someone pushed a cart out of the way and Ty got his first look at the set they would be shooting on. A bed.

"Why Inya didn't do it?" Sara finished his thought for him. "Well, my daily rate is a lot cheaper, I think. But she did the video for you, so I don't know, you tell me."

"She gets half the ad revenue from the video."

"Oh."

"Ouch," Ty said, when the hair dresser yanked on his hair.

"Hold still," the guy ordered him.

"I'll let you finish up here and I'll meet you over there, I guess," Sarah wandered back to the bed.

Ten minutes later the hair and makeup were done.

"Get his shirt off. Jesus, the hair. Why the hell didn't you have him take his shirt off first? Christ, Bobby.” Dylan was screaming at the hairdresser.

"Sorry," Bobby said then added, "Prick," under his breath. "Mary help me, will ya?"

The makeup artist helped and they carefully pulled Ty's shirt off, by stretching the neck out, as far as they could. Bobby fussed with Ty's hair a little more and then they were ready. Sarah got in the bed. Ty got in with her.

"So we need her back, your face, got it?" Dylan said. 

"Got it," Ty said and looked down at Sarah. She shrugged, but pulled the sheet a little closer.

"I won't look," Ty told her.

"Thank you."

The photo shoot was different from the video. Aside from not having to worry about Sarah groping him in front of a roomful of people the way Inya had it was more about getting the perfect pose and holding it. And trying to look perfectly natural while staying perfectly still which was about as unnatural as you could get.

After what seemed to be about several hundred shots, Dylan announced he wanted to look at what they had.

"Don't move," he told Ty and Sarah.

Ty assumed Dylan meant from the bed and flopped down on his back. Dylan didn't scream at him, so Ty figured it was okay. Sarah rolled off her side onto her back, covered herself with the sheet and stretched out next to Ty.

"So you model, huh?" Ty wasn't trying to impress her, he just felt compelled to make conversation.

"Catalogs mostly," Sarah said. "The money's really good. My husband, he can work from home when I need to do a shoot. It works out."

"You have kids?"

"Two boys, five and seven."

The mention of the two boys hurt, more than Ty was expecting. Was he ever going to see Rob and Ben again? And he really needed to call his dad about Rob working in the shop. Shit, how could he have forgotten that? Would Sara even allow it now that things were over between them? Over. "It's not over," Ty thought. It's not.

Ty looked back at the other Sarah and her eyes were sparkling with curiosity.

"Do you have kids?" she asked him carefully.

"No," Ty said. "I dated someone, for a while, who did. That's all."

Sarah looked at him and started to say something, but then Dylan was back and he was yelling that he had told them not to move, hadn't he? Sarah rolled back up on her side and Ty leapt up over her. He laid his hand into the curve of her waist and closed his eyes for one second. For one second he could pretend she was Sara. His Sara.

"Oh, that's brilliant. Why didn't we think of that?" Dylan was yelling again.

Ty looked at Dylan,

"No, shut your eyes again!"

Ty did as he was ordered. The camera clicked and flashed, over and over, and finally they were done. Ty got up. Sarah's robe was lying on a chair, out of the shot and he handed it to her. Then he turned around and watched the crew while she struggled to get the robe on under the sheet. One guy who was watching Sarah a little too intently caught Ty's eye and Ty strode towards him. The guy saw Ty coming, took one look at Ty's face and remembered he was needed somewhere else, fast.

Ty hung out as the crew started packing up. Everyone mostly ignored him. He waited for Sarah to come out from behind the screen where she was dressing. Sarah emerged, looking more mom than model, wearing a t-shirt and jeans, her hair up in a ponytail. She really was very pretty, but from the front no one would ever mistake her for Inya.

Ty asked Dylan if he was free to go and got reprimanded for wasting more of Dylan's time. Sarah watched laughing and shaking her head. Ty joined her as she was going out the door. While they were waiting for the elevator she called home. Ty tried not to listen, but it was next to impossible. Typical what did the kids do today, what's for dinner stuff. The kind of stuff Ty realized he was missing. A lot. Finally Sarah shut the phone off and then the elevator arrived. Ty held the door open for her.

"Would you like to come to the show at "Inya's" Thursday?" he asked her. "You and your husband I mean. I could put your name on the list."

Sarah hesitated.

"You could probably get in anyway, if you walk in backwards, that is. They'll think you own the place." Ty hoped he wasn't making her uncomfortable.

Sarah laughed. "It sounds like a lot of fun, but Thursday, school night, getting a babysitter, I don't know."

"Well, let me put your name on the list, just in case, okay? Sarah Parker was it?"

"Yes."

"And your husband?"

"Gary."

"Okay."

The elevator arrived at the lobby and they got off.

"Goodbye, Ty, I really liked working with you. Thanks for being so nice about..." Sarah didn't finish, but Ty knew what she meant. "Good luck with the tour. I really like your song, you know."

"Thanks," Ty said.

"Is it about...the girl with the two boys?"

"Yeah, it is," Ty admitted.

"She must be really special."

Ty nodded, but he didn't feel like saying anything else. Sarah reached out and patted his arm.

"If it is meant to be, it will work out. I believe in stuff like that."

Ty didn't know what to say to that either, so he just nodded. Sarah turned one way and Ty turned the other. Ty knew she wouldn't come to the show at the club. It had been nice to spend the afternoon working with someone who was so, well, normal.

A couple of days later Ty got the e-mail with the cover art for the album cover, and although he wasn't happy about it, he wasn't surprised. They used the first picture of Ty with his eyes closed. No one, no one else in the world, knew what the look on Ty's face meant. But he did.
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"Oh no!"

Sara looked up from the register. The kids were pushing each other in the lunch line, which wasn't unusual. What was unusual was that they were pushing each other to get away from the line.

"Pam!" Nancy was yelling, from the food serving line.

Sara stood up to get a better view. A kid was barfing in the food line. It wasn't that surprising, they were barfing all over the school this week. Sara picked up the phone next to the register and paged the nurse and the custodian to the cafeteria. Then she rang in the two kids who were waiting to pay for their food. Pam and Nancy were shepherding the kids over to the other line. Most of them were going to need more food having abandoned, or spilled, their lunch trays. Sara headed to the kid who was hanging onto the shelf, that one that the kids slid their trays along on. Now that the way was clear she could see it was Abe.

"Abe, you okay, honey?" Sara asked, patting his back.

"Miss Sara," Abe raised his head to look at her, and then vomited again. This time into sneeze guard the kids reached under to grab their dessert and fruit.

"Back him up," Brenda yelled from the kitchen side of the line, but it was too late.

"It was called a sneeze guard for a reason," Sara thought ruefully. It wasn't built for anything but sneezes. Sara sat Abe down against the wall. The custodian showed up and surveyed the scene, shaking his head. Pam came back.

"Oh brother, this is all trashed, the whole line, all of it, and scrub up good after you clean, please."

Pam headed back to the other side, where the rest of the kitchen staff was trying to get all the kids through one line. It was going to be tough. Most of the kids probably wouldn't get two bites of their lunch before lunch was over.

Sara started by picking up the trays that were scattered on the floor. The food she left for the custodian. She ran the trays back to the sink. She looked back at the line. Nancy and Brenda had pulled the trashcan over and were furiously dumping all the food in the line. Sara went to the closet and pulled out the cleaning supplies. The custodian was working on the floor, so Sara started on the food side. She peeked at Abe who was huddled in the corner. Sara wanted nothing more than to go and comfort him, but they had two more shifts coming in for lunch and they had to get the line cleaned up.

It wasn't a fun job, but everyone on the staff had kids and wasn't really that phased by it. Brenda and Nancy took over the cleaning and Sara went to wash the trays and the pans for the dumped food. They didn't usually wash stuff till the last shift was done, but they needed the pans. By the time the last lunch was served and the cleanup was done Sara was exhausted. She wanted to go home, but she was planning on stopping at the supermarket on the way home. She really needed to get to the supermarket today and besides, who knows, by tomorrow Ben might be sick as well.

Sara and Brenda walked out together.

"We should have gotten combat pay for today," Brenda said. "How many kids have this bug now?"

"Abe, last week it was Cathy Groggin. She threw up in the hall I heard," Sara replied.

"Aiden was out last week from Kurt's class."

Brenda's son Kurt was in fifth grade. 

"Which Aiden, McAllister or Murphy?"

"McAllister, but Murphy had it too, or was that his brother?"

They were at their cars.

"Have a good night Brenda."

"You too, Sara. Hopefully less excitement tomorrow."

"Hopefully."

Sara got into her car. She shot off a text to Siobhan hoping that Abe was okay and that Levi didn't get it next. Then she drove to the supermarket. Sara's phone rang while she was digging through the back of the car for the reusable shopping bags. "Siobhan," she thought and answered it.

"Hey," Sara said.

"Sara?"

It wasn't Siobhan, it was Ty. Sara was stunned and didn't answer.

"Sara, are you there? Sara?"

"Yeah, I'm here," Sara said, and waited.

"I've been calling you."

"I know."

"You never picked up before."

"I thought you were Siobhan. I didn't look at the phone."

Sara winced at how cold that sounded, then thought better of it. She didn't owe Ty anything. Did she have to pretend they were still friends or something? Sara thought about it and decided, no, she didn't.

"How are you?" Ty said.

"How am I?" Sara thought. Let's see, today my crappy job got a wee bit crappier, when some kid decided to barf all over the lunch line. Thanks for asking Ty. How are you? All set for the big show to open Inya's new club tonight? Sara had seen the headline on the internet that morning.

"Fine," Sara said.

"And the boys?"

"They're fine too."

"I left you the note, about Rob and the hockey?"

That's why he was calling? About the hockey? Sara had already talked to Robbie about it, and signed him up, and practice started next week. But no way was she giving Ty the satisfaction of knowing he was right about that. Screw him.

"That's really none of your business," Sara told him.

Sara stopped short of thanking him for the money. Maybe she should thank him for the money. No, she didn't want Ty to think she thought she owed him anything, because she didn't.

"Right, Sara, okay, but—"

"You need to stop calling me, Ty," Sara said, firmly, "Stop calling and don't text me and don't e-mail me. It's over. Like you wanted, remember? So stop. Leave me alone. Please."

"Sara,"

"Goodbye, Ty," Sara said decisively, and hung up.

She made a mental note to check her phone every time, before answering it—duh!—and headed into the supermarket. Her hands shook a little bit on the shopping cart when she pulled it out of the corral. She missed him. God she missed him. His voice had cut right through her.

"Stop it," Sara told herself as she headed into the store. Stop acting like a teenage drama queen. It's over, it didn't work out, forget about it. Just forget about it already.

Then she pulled out her shopping list and headed into the produce department.
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"Check, one two, check," Ty was doing the sound check.

Andre had offered to have one of the club employees do it, but things were kind of crazy in the club with all the last minute things that had to be done for opening night. Ty and the rest of the band were just sitting around anyway. The rest of the guys were pretty psyched about the show tonight and the tour.

Ty was miserable. He had finally talked to Sara and she had been not happy to hear from him. If she wasn't going to talk to him on the phone, she probably wouldn't read his e-mails either. Now he had to come up with the perfect subject line, as well as the perfect e-mail and hope that she would open it.

"I think we have the levels all set. Want to do a song?" the sound guy asked from the booth.

The club's sound system was state of the art. Ty had been impressed when Andre had shown it to him earlier in the week. Everything about the club was very high end and very expensive. Inya had sunk a couple of million of her own dollars into it, according to Andre, and there were a couple other investors. Ten percent of the profit was divided up, among the employees. Andre said Inya believed that it was worth it, that employees who had a stake in the company made the best employees.

Andre had looked it up. Inya average income was close to thirty million a year and had been growing steadily for the past five years. She rarely modeled anymore, just the annual fashion show for the company she had started with. One or two print ads a year, if she liked offer. One article had said she wasn't interested if the rate was under half a million. She was too busy running her clothing company in Australia and assorted other businesses.

"Guys, what song do you want to do?"

Ty looked around and realized everyone was waiting on him.

"You pick something, Mack," Ty said.

Mack thought a second, then picked a song and counted off. They played the song through, then another. The house lights were on and Ty watched a small mob of people enter the club. Inya was at the center of the mob. The sound guy asked for one more song and the band started. Andre came running over to Inya and the mini mob scattered, apparently having been given their orders. Ty finished the last song and waited.

"I think we're good," the sound guy said.

Ty pulled off his guitar and placed it on the stand. They were free until they had to be back at the club at nine o'clock that night. Ty was going to crash on the couch back at the condo until then. Ty looked over and saw Andre with Inya, who was sitting at the bar. Andre waved him over. Inya had her coffee. Andre
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