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“Are you fucking serious?”

“Come on, don’t swear. I’ve got you on speakerphone and the
kids are around.” Dee scolded me lightly, but I could hear the
buoyant excitement in her voice as she spoke. She couldn’t hide it.
Me, on the other hand? I was somewhere between “complete
scepticism” and “Oh God no”.

“But, seriously, are you?” I pressed, pulling at my hair where
it had snaked down the back of my hoodie. I felt like I should have
been more dressed-up for a phone call like this- when they adapted
the movie version. I’d for sure lie and tell them I was just coming
home from some glamorous function and had barely got my
thousand-dollar earrings off when the phone rang.

“Of course I am,” Dee said emphatically. “They’re both back on
board, and I am, too. This is all down to you.”

“Jesus.” I sighed, more to myself than to her.

In some
ways, I knew this phone call was coming. After all, not a month
went by without some formerly-famous band taking a look at their
bank accounts and figuring that a reunion tour wouldn’t hurt. But
it had been so long since Trouble Clef were even a blip on the pop
culture map. I mean, if we were being honest with ourselves, would
anyone really give a shit?

It had
been eight years since the split. I had been twenty-three then, and
convinced that the best years of my life were now far behind me.
But that’s how one thought at that age. If they hadn’t settled into
a career, a relationship, a family by then, they might as well pack
it in. That’s how I felt, the few months after the break-up, but
eventually I got up and moved on. I had to. The money from the
record sales wouldn’t sustain me forever, and I already had dance
training so moving into instructing made sense. And it had been so
easy, so easy to get settled again and find a little niche that
satisfied me. And now, here was Dee on the phone telling me that
Gala and Kyra were in for this reunion.

I hadn’t
heard from Dee since I went to her baby shower a good year before,
and the others even longer than that. Years? Yeah, it must have
been in the plural now. It was strange, to think that these people
who had once been such an intrinsic part of my life, then weren’t,
wanted to re-enter my orbit after all this time.

“Have you spoken to Thompson about this?” I sighed.

“Thompson thinks it’s a great idea,” she said, a little
defensive. “He’s back on board to manage. We just need
you.”

Dee, by
virtue of being by far the nicest of any of us, was also the best
at guilt-tripping, too. I rubbed my hand over my face and screwed
up my eyes. If I said no, that cut off any chance to see any of
them again. They’d never forgive me.

Kyra would never forgive you, a
little voice in my head reminded me, and I tried to quash it at
once. Let’s not go there. With everything
else happening, can we please not go there?

“Fine,” I finally said. I didn’t have the energy in me to
fight Dee on this. There was no point. When she got an idea in her
head, she would hone down on it like it was the only thing in the
world that mattered. I still remembered the fiasco of all of us
trying to talk her out of wearing that see-through plastic tuxedo
to the Brits, and exactly how little we managed to change her
mind.

“That’s amazing!” She squealed. “Oh God, I’ll call everyone up
and let them know. Unless you want to break the news?”

“No, you go for it,” I said quickly. The last thing I wanted
now was to hear Kyra’s voice again, not when I had done such a good
job of erasing it from my memory. I refused to even listen to the
records we’d recorded when we were together, fearing that a
reminder of her might put me back to square one again.

“You sure?”

“Certain.”

“Well, okay, if I can’t convince you,” she said cheerfully.
“I’ll give you a message with all the details about rehearsals and
stuff when I know exactly what’s happening.”

“I’ll talk to you then.” I pinched the bridge of my nose
between my fingers. The enormity of what I’d just done was setting
in, and it felt like how I did the morning after four glasses of
red wine.

“See you soon!”

She hung
up, leaving me in silence in my apartment once again. I called
Dylan, my Dalmatian, over, and he laid his head down on my lap and
looked up at me with his big brown eyes. I knew he was only looking
for treats, but I could pretend he was consoling me.

I
couldn’t quite believe what I’d agreed to. It was like I’d
forgotten everything that went in to putting a tour together—the
rigorous training, the marketing, the press interviews. And since
it was a comeback, that would be a whole other round of the media
circus I wasn’t even acquainted with.

And
Kyra. It would mean seeing Kyra again. We hadn’t spoken since the
day the band broke up. Seeing as we were the reason the band broke
up, it made sense. I was surprised to hear she was already on
board, but then, fuck, it wasn’t as though she hadn’t made her
moving on from me pretty clear. Even still, I found my mind filling
with the questions that sometimes woke me up at night. Did she
still think of me at all? Did I pop into her mind? Did she wonder
what I was doing or where I was or who I was with, the way I did
with her sometimes?

I lay
back on the couch and stared up at the ceiling. And, like
flickering celluloid coming to life, the memories of what had torn
us apart the first time around came flooding through my
brain.


****

April 29th, 2006

I took a
sip from the energy juice I’d balanced between my knees and watched
as Kyra paced up and down in front of me.

“I just can’t believe we’re meant to go out there and perform
when we know that half the people out there haven’t even listened
to the album.” She threw her hands in the air, her high ponytail
swinging back and forth rapidly as if trying to keep pace with her
words.

“Kyra, it’s different now. Just because they didn’t buy the
album doesn’t mean that—”

“Oh, bull-shit.” She spoke over me, spitting the swearword with relish as
she was wont to do. “That’s just what the label told us so we’d
actually come out and do this tour. You know the album sales
haven’t been anywhere near as good as we thought they’d
be.”

“Come here.” I held my hands out to her, and she looked at me
for a moment. She stopped pacing, sighed, and sat down next to me,
ignoring my outstretched arms.

It was a
rare moment of peace amidst the mania of the tour schedule. It was
our third world tour, and they were fucking exhausting in ways
impossible to articulate. Physically, mentally, emotionally. The
backstage meets with girls who told me I’d saved their lives and
they lived for our music were touching, but left me feeling as
though I was dragging around the weight of responsibility for their
very existences on my shoulders. It hadn’t been long since I was
the age most of them were at—fourteen, fifteen, sixteen—so I
remembered the intensity of that feeling, how it could consume you.
But that didn’t make their declarations or their tears or their
practiced, impassioned speeches any less unnerving.

It was
just Kyra and I in my dressing room. Everyone has cleared out,
helping Dee with some last-minute costume changes. Even though Kyra
would crawl into my bed most nights, we would never talk about it
the next morning—no matter what happened as we lay next to each
other under the covers, breath heavy and hands cold on hot skin. I
reached out and tucked a strand of loose hair behind her
ear.

She
quickly smoothed it down and shot me a look.

“What?” I held my hands up, defensive.

“You know what,” she replied, almost tired. I did know, too. I
knew that Kyra didn’t want to acknowledge what was happening
between us. But … it didn’t mean that I had to ignore it, too. An
image of her, eyes closed and mouth tight as she came with my
fingers inside her, flashed through my mind, a reminder of the
night before. I did my best to push it from my brain, but it was
engraved there, a snapshot of everything we shared.

“Why not?” I couldn’t help but sound like a whiny child, no
matter how hard I tried to come across as a grown woman. In my
defence, I’d barely even dated anyone before. I was head-over-heels
in that stupid kind of first love one never gets a second chance
at, and I wasn’t handling my emotions as well as I could have. But
then, neither was she.

“You know why.” She stood up, a warning tone in her voice. “I
don’t want to have this conversation again. We’re just … we just
fool around, yeah? It’s nothing serious. I don’t want it to
be.”

“What if I do?” I asked softly, and she finally met my gaze.
Her eyes were enormous, almost violet in color and outlined with
slicks of glittery liner and two sets of false eyelashes. Stage
make-up looked a little odd when it wasn’t under stadium lights,
but I always thought Kyra made it look refined and classy. I tended
to look more like a panto dame, and looked forward to taking it all
off at the end of the night.

I knew
what she was thinking, that we’d had this conversation, in one form
or another, since our first tour, when this had started happening.
Yeah, I’d felt some chemistry with her when we were first put
together by the label, but I’d assumed that was a good thing, that
it just meant we would work together well.

Besides,
I hadn’t even considered liking anyone other than a dude when we
first encountered each other. Even with this divine Sapphic goddess
dumped in my lap, it took me a while to realize I might not be as
attached to the dick as I thought. I had dated a couple of guys
before her, none of it serious enough to survive my newfound fame
and notability. But it had been enough to push any thoughts of
maybe not being straight from my mind, even as I found myself
ogling Natalie Portman instead of Hayden Christensen in the Star
Wars movies. Straightness was a given, and anything else was a
deviation from the norm. And who chose to be a deviant?

The
first night it happened, it was just a kiss—fooling around, girls
getting close and experimenting. Each time it went farther, that’s
all I told myself it was. This was normal. What girls didn’t have
some kind of same-sex thing at some point in their lives? It was
dumb to attach any meaning to it. Hell, I’d probably just bring it
up as a way to titillate my next
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