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            "You're my sun, Lynn. And I'd burn my eyes staring at the sun if it meant that I'd get to be with it forever."
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​↞ To Mom ↠
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You motivate me to be the best version of myself every day and to appreciate the work I do instead of tossing it aside with doubt.

Thank you so much for helping me become the writer I am today. This book is for you. My very first published, and finished, work of art.

Sincerely, Your loving daughter ❤️

(I also want to acknowledge my Lord and Savior, who gave me the wildest strength that helped me to write this entire story in the small time that I did. I owe it all to you.)
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​↞ Author’s Note ↠
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Two Only Children was originally written as a full-length, feature screenplay. In that screenplay, for most scenes, I had envisioned the story being told through music. Not only did I want the visuals and the dialogue to grasp at an audience’s attention, but the sound as well.

Each chapter has been marked with the songs I chose specially for the film.

With artists like Aretha Franklin, Sam Cooke, Etta James and Dorothy Moore, this story is truly unraveled in the most beautiful way I can imagine.

I ask only one thing of you as you read this book. Imagine the music with the scenes. They hold the emotion I intended for both characters to feel as they journey through their time together.

I’ve kept this project to myself for a very long time and I’m so thankful for those of you who have decided to share this with me. Hopefully you’ll fall in love with the characters and the story just as I did.

I dedicate this book to you as well. Enjoy!
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In the Good Old Summertime - Bing Crosby

Southern Nights - Glen Campbell

(Sittin’ On) the Dock of the Bay - Otis Redding

Having A Party - Sam Cooke

Just the Two of Us - Grover Washington, Jr. (ft. Bill Withers)

Tie a Yellow Ribbon Round the Ole Oak Tree - Dawn (ft. Tony Orlando)

Misty Blue - Dorothy Moore

(You Make Me Feel Like) A Natural Woman - Aretha Franklin

Easy - Commodores

At Last - Etta James
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​CHAPTER 1:
In the Good Old Summertime
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Derby McLane

JULY 2022

I was always one for sunsets.

Growing up in Gatlinburg, Tennessee with a thick southern accent gave me few, if any, unique characteristics but I found a way to make do within such a small town.

Finding the little pleasures in life always helped. I was born an only child of an old veteran. My mother died the night she gave birth to me, so I was left on the doorstep of my forty year old father’s home, who lived alone and survived alone for as long as he could remember.

He lost a lot.

There wasn’t much of him left by the time I came around. I guess that says more about our relationship than he and I could ever say.

Without much of him around, I had the freedom of a runaway. Though there was never much to do, I found small things.

Like the lake nearby. The water spread as far as the eye could see with a line of trees to mark the horizon. The heat of summer always brought me there and for a while, I’d go alone. I’d do tons of thinking.

What was I going to do with my life?

Was I going to stay here and grow old in the same city I spent my entire life resenting, only to love it later in the future?

Or would I explore? I could journey elsewhere, anywhere, around the world and start fresh where I wouldn’t know the name of every shopper in a supermarket.

As an adult, I could do whatever I wanted. My decision was a no-brainer for me once.

Until I met Lynn. Lynn Walker.

My best friend since high school. The girl from Florida who showed up to class with long, purple braids and a plaid jumper. She didn’t talk to anyone. She just navigated through the loud classroom and took the seat next to me. I couldn’t be happier at that moment. I remember asking myself, “What did I do to be so lucky?” She just seemed so cool and after meeting her, I had the pleasure of knowing that I was absolutely, incredibly, gratefully correct.

I took her to the lake where we’d sit and dig our feet in the sand. The cool air always stemmed from the water and during the summer, we were desperate for it. Sometimes we’d talk for hours.

We got to know each other very well. I found out she was also an only child just like me. She came to Tennessee with her parents who encouraged her to make new friends and meet new people. She told me herself how lucky she was to find me, though I wasn’t sure why since I didn’t have much to offer.

Sometimes we’d swim. I found myself inching towards the deep end, but she’d always stay near the shore.

Sometimes we’d map our dreams in the sand. I wanted to travel the world and she wanted to start a business with me right here in town. I didn’t mind her plan when it came from her lips. I couldn’t get myself to disagree with her, ever.

Sometimes we didn’t speak at all. We’d just gaze out into the world, knowing that there was so much more out there to see.

Yet, the two of us found our way here. In Gatlinburg, Tennessee. Two only children.

At twenty-five years old, eleven years into our friendship, we were still here. Our friendship only grew stronger and stronger. We spent days and nights together back to back. We were inseparable.

There’s nothing you can tell me about Lynn that I wouldn’t already know. She was very energetic and loved to listen to music, no matter the genre, no matter the year. She, like me, loved to watch the sunset. It was like our batman signal. Once the sun started to set, we had to meet on the dock to adore it together. She stuck to the plan day in and day out.

I admit, there were times that I didn’t really follow through. We were supposed to adore the sunset, and most times I found myself adoring her instead.

I couldn’t believe that after years of being alone and sitting on the dock watching the sun go down on my own, I had finally found someone who loved it as much as I did. She was truly and undeniably the perfect person for me. The perfect friend. The only person I ever needed in this life.

I’d just come home from an interview in Tokyo.

After graduating high school as valedictorian and getting a full-ride academic scholarship to college where I studied computer science, I was sought out by a company in Japan who focused on the evolution of tech.

I was always a tech nerd and the paid internship they offered was right up my alley, so with my father’s encouragement, which was rare, I decided to go for it. Traveling the world was always a dream of mine, but it felt so out of reach for me until this opportunity. Unfortunately, with the opening of one door, I feared that it closed many others.

Yes, I wanted to be accepted badly, but I also dreaded leaving town. I talked so much shit about little ole Gatlinburg, but I hadn’t stepped foot outside of town before taking the interview. Somehow this land became ingrained into the soles of my feet. Apart from that, I dreaded leaving Lynn. My best friend.

When I landed back home, she was the first person I wanted to see. I left my old Honda accord parked at home, bags in the trunk and all, and rode my bike from the yard to her place, the airport scent still seeping off me.

I parked outside of her white paneled, two story home and texted her.

Look outside your window.

Within seconds, I saw her head peek out of her window and her squeal, as I’ve heard it millions of times before, followed her throughout the house and out the door right into my arms. I’ve never hugged anyone tighter than when I hugged her that day.

I could feel her heart beating rapidly.

She sighed in relief, her breath grazing the skin on my neck. When she let me go, her hands gripped my arms tightly as if she didn’t want me to somehow fly off with the wind.

“I thought you weren’t gonna be back for another few days,” she pulled me back in for another hug.

I couldn’t hold in my chuckles any longer.

“They took my interview early, so I headed back as soon as possible,” I started, our eyes finally meeting steadily. “I’ve missed you.”

My words came out soft, spilling into her ears even softer judging by her expression. She smiled, but a scoff escaped her lips.

“You weren’t having the time of your life in Japan?”

“No, I didn’t say that. I just couldn’t wait to get back. There’s only so much time left of the summer and I only enjoy spending my summers with-”

“The one and only?” She was eager to cut me off, replacing what I was already going to say with a prediction of her own.

I smirked, “The one and only, of course.”

She rested her arm on the fence around the perimeter of her house casually. There was a question on the tip of her tongue, but I sensed that she wasn’t really hungry to ask.

I waited patiently regardless, silence taking a place between us.

“How’d your interview go?” She spilled.

I shrugged humbly and looked down at my shoes, toying with the dirt beneath my feet. “It went pretty well.”

She flashed me a subtle side-eye, a reaction I wasn’t expecting. “Not to be negative, but I hope you don’t get it.” she said. That’s the reaction I expected.

I chuckled, “I probably won’t anyway. I might be a little unqualified for a position like that.”

“That’s not what I said.” She smiled softly and placed a warm hand on my shoulder, “Just because I don’t want you to go, that doesn’t mean I don’t think you’re qualified.”

A smile grew onto my lips.

She continued, “You’re gonna get it.”

My eyes found comfort in hers. She was always optimistic, unlike me. That was one of the few things we didn’t have in common, but our differences drew us closer to one another.

“You have something going for you outside of Gatlinburg.” she said.

I scoffed, “Don’t say that.”

“It’s true,” she confirmed.

“Yeah, but so do you. Don’t say that as if you’re stuck here.” I couldn’t stand the idea of Lynn being the one to stay in town.

She had more experience outside of Gatlinburg, but she had so much more to explore. I wanted nothing more for her and to hear her sound as if her life was over, as if she would spend the rest of her days here, put a rock in my stomach.

“Maybe being stuck here is a good thing,” she said.

I furrowed my eyebrows in confusion, waiting for her to explain a little further. She backed onto the grass in her front lawn and sat neatly on it, folding her dress to comply with her criss cross applesauce.

“Those kids were stuck in Neverland, weren’t they?”

I scoffed at her comparison. “Isn’t Peter Pan supposed to be some kind of psychopath?” I asked, sitting on the seat of my bike.

“Not if he wanted children to enjoy the best part of their lives like he did,” she argued.

She thought differently than anyone I’d ever met. It made me nervous sometimes, knowing I didn’t have anything else to say once she made her point. I kicked at the dirt again.

A brief silence passed before I asked,

“Would you go to Neverland?”

She thought about it for only a second before admitting, “Only if you were there.”

Another silence. A comfortable silence.

Her words came out soft against the wind when she broke the silence to say, “I’m supposed to get my hair redone in a minute, but since
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