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Prologue 
Loreley 

 

Eight Years Earlier 
 

The beginnings of Pearl Jam’s Given To Fly woke me out of my deep slumber. 

Thinking it was my alarm, I fumbled for the snooze button knowing that I could at least 

push it three more times. I was a snooze button girl and always set my alarm to wake me 

a good twenty minutes before I actually had to get up.  

I hated mornings. I didn’t do mornings. And since it was Saturday and I didn’t 

have any early classes, my alarm should not be going off at this hour. I must have 

forgotten to turn it off last night. 

I hit the snooze button.  

Nothing happened. 

I opened my eyes just enough so I could peek at the alarm clock on my bedside 

table. It was 9:30 and the little red button next to the words Alarm On was not lit which 

meant it wasn’t the alarm that was making the noise. It was my phone. The ringing 

stopped, then immediately started up again. I ignored it and pulled the blanket over my 

head. Whoever called me at this hour on the weekend knew better and could leave a 

message. It stopped again and thankfully stayed silent. I rolled over, snuggling deep under 

the blanket and into the pillow and went back to sleep. 

What seemed like only seconds later I was again woken up. This time, someone 

was knocking on my door. 

“Go away, Chris!”  

Silence for a second then the knocking started up again. 

Arrgh!   

I opened my eyes. He had got to be kidding me. 

I grabbed the blanket, shoved it back angrily and stomped to the door as I ranted. 
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“Since when do your hook-ups kick you out this early? You better have coffee 

with you if you expect me to—”  

I opened the door and froze mid-sentence. 

It wasn’t Chris, my ex-boyfriend now best friend who was standing in front of me.  

It was Jason Sanders. 

Jason Sanders, the extremely good-looking singer and guitarist of the indie rock 

band I saw play at the bar last night. He was also one of the most notorious players on 

campus, which was why I had blown him off when he approached me after the gig at 

first. But against my better judgement I had ended up talking to him and had been 

surprised at how easy and comfortable it was and how much we had in common. We had 

talked for so long that I hadn’t realized how late it had been, so he had walked me to my 

dorm in the early morning hours, but I hadn’t let him into my room. I wasn’t that kind of 

girl. I also wasn’t stupid. 

“I’m sorry to disappoint. I’m not Chris and I hope to God that Chris isn’t your 

boyfriend. Though judging by your little rant I doubt it since I don’t think you’re the kind 

of girl who would be okay with her boyfriend hooking up with other girls. Or at least I 

hope so. On the bright side, however, I did bring you coffee.” He held up one of the to-go 

coffee cups he was holding. 

I stayed frozen, too surprised and shocked to do anything but stare at him. 

Jason chuckled. 

“You’re not a morning person, are you?” 

I shook my head slowly. 

Jason chuckled again. “Then I’m glad I brought you coffee. You gonna let me 

in?” That took me out of my shock. I looked down at myself. I was wearing my short 

pajama pants—they were so short they were just long enough to cover my ass cheeks— 

and a tight tank top with nothing underneath. 

“Uhm, I’m still in my pajamas.” Jason’s eyes looked me down and up slowly. 

“Believe me. That fact wasn’t lost on me.” His eyes had heat in them. I blushed. 

He grinned. 

“What are you doing here?” I asked, a little breathless. 
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“I said I’d call you today, which I did, but you didn’t pick up, so I decided to 

come over.” 

“I’m not usually up this early on the weekends.” 

“Neither am I,” he said in a low voice. My eyes got wide at the meaning behind 

those words. 

“How about this,” he said as he handed me one of the coffees. “I’ll wait outside 

while you get ready and then I’ll take you out for breakfast.” 

I took the coffee but kept looking at him. “Why?” We both seemed to know that 

my question was about more than the reason why he wanted to take me to breakfast. 

Jason stepped closer to me, invading my personal space. He dipped his head down so he 

could keep holding my eyes. 

“I like you. More than I’ve ever liked a girl. You intrigue me and I’m never 

intrigued. I want to spend time with you, get to know you.” 

I narrowed my eyes at him. “I told you last night, Jason, I’m not one of those girls 

who swoon over and fall for pretty boys and their pretty words. You won’t get into my 

pants.” 

He gave me another grin. 

“I realize that and it’s strangely refreshing. That’s one of the things I like about 

you: your honesty, your no-bullshit attitude. This is not some trap or play. I really want to 

get to know you better. Though I do hope to change your mind about the no sex thing 

eventually.” 

I raised my eyebrows and thought about what he was saying. 

“Come on, Loreley. Let me take you to breakfast. Let me prove to you that I’m 

serious.” 

And that’s what he did.  

Over the next few weeks he proved to me that he was serious about getting to 

know me, then he proved to me that he was serious about a lot of other things. 

We fell head over heels in love. 

Or so I thought.  
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Two Years Later 
 

“Congratulation, Lore. I know this means a lot to you.” Chris said as he hugged 

me tightly. 

“Thanks, Chris. It does. I never thought I would get in with a label that big. I 

didn’t think I stood a chance.” 

“This just proves the fact that you’re awesome even more. You just wait and see. 

They’re gonna love you so much they’ll offer you a job before your internship is even 

over.” 

I laughed. 

That was highly unlikely. Though I loved that Chris had that much faith in me.  

“I doubt that. All I’ll probably do all summer is grab coffees and hope I get the 

lunch orders right. But still, it’s a foot in the door that I can’t pass up.” 

Chris chuckled. “Well, then you’ll be the best coffee fetcher and lunch girl in all of 

L.A.” He pulled back and looked at me. “When are you leaving?” 

“In two days.” 

Chris’ eyebrows shot up. “Two days? Poor Jason.” 

I sighed. “I know. He’s not gonna be happy. Heck, I’m not happy that I won’t see 

him all summer, but I can’t say no to this. He’ll understand.” 

Chris said nothing, just looked at me with scepticism in his eyes. 

“He will, Chris. He knows I want this and he wants me to be happy. And it’s a 

step closer to the future we both want.” 

“Yeah, it is that. But I think you underestimate how much that man is in love with 

you. He can hardly go a day without seeing you. Now he’s gonna have to adjust from 

thinking you’d be with him during his first real tour to not only not having you with him, 

but you being in a city like L.A. on your own.” 

“I can take care of myself.” 

“I’m well aware of that. So is Jason. That doesn’t change the fact that he’s not 

gonna like it.” 

I sighed again.  



Be Here Now   
©2015 Julia Goda   
Unedited Draft  

   

5 

Chris was somewhat right. I knew that Jason would be upset about the fact that I 

wouldn’t be able to go with him and his band on their first tour. It’s all we’ve been talking 

about for the past few months. A scout had approached them after they played a gig at 

one of Austin’s bigger bars earlier this year and had set up a meeting with a manager who 

had taken them under her wing and had organized a summer tour across half the country 

where The Crowes would play at bars and small festivals all summer. I was supposed to go 

with them and once the tour was over and was hopefully successful we’d move to L.A. 

together and I would try my luck to get a foot in with a label somewhere as an intern or 

personal assistant to get some experience under my belt while he kept working with his 

band and hopefully got some studio time. 

That had been the plan. And me being offered an internship for the summer that 

started in less than a week meant it couldn’t happen that way.  

He would be disappointed. I was disappointed that I wouldn’t see him for three 

whole months. But I was also excited. Excited to get this chance, to get some experience 

and be able to learn from some of the best people in the music business, which was a 

dream come true.  And I was excited to get an early start on our future together. 

Yes, Jason would be disappointed, but he loved me and would be happy for me, 

for us, once the initial blow had worn off. 

I was absolutely, no doubt about it, certain of that. 

 

A few hours later I wasn’t so certain anymore.  

“You can’t go, Loreley. I don’t want you to.” Jason had not taken my news well at 

all. Worse than I thought, he wasn’t just disappointed. He was mad as hell. And that was 

starting to piss me off. 

“Yes, I can, Jason. This is my career, my future we’re talking about. I have to go. 

It’s what I want.” 

“Your future? I thought it was our future. All this time it has always been our future. 

Now you get one lousy offer for a shitty internship and everything else isn’t important 

anymore? I thought you weren’t one of those selfish bitches. Guess I was wrong.” 
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I flinched and gasped, hurt hitting my chest at his words. He had never talked to 

me that way, had never said anything remotely negative about me or to me, had always 

been loving and supportive and gentle with me. Sure, we’ve had our fights, but they were 

never dirty. 

I stood there, stunned. But he didn’t take back those hurtful words. Nor did he 

apologize. Not even when tears started to fill my eyes and silently run down my cheeks. 

He didn’t say anything. Didn’t do anything but stand there and glare at me. I turned 

around as if in a trance and walked out of his apartment.  

He didn’t try to stop me, nor did he come after me. 

 

The next morning I stood in Chris’ apartment, sipping my coffee as I stared 

silently out the window, lost in thought. 

“He didn’t mean it, Lore.” Chris was sitting at the kitchen table behind me 

drinking his own coffee. The night had been long, filled with lots of tears on my side and 

lots of talking on Chris’ side. Neither of us had gotten much sleep. 

“So you’ve said.” 

“And I’ll say it again. I’ll say it a million times if that’s what you need to hear. He 

didn’t mean it.” 

“Then why hasn’t he called? Why hasn’t he come after me?” 

That shut Chris up.  

I turned around and looked at him. He was shaking his head. “I don’t know, 

Lore. But I’m sure there’s an explanation. Maybe he needed to cool off first or maybe he 

is too embarrassed. Who knows, he could be sitting in front of your dorm room door 

waiting for you to come home. What I do know is that he didn’t mean what he said last 

night. He’s scared of losing you, scared of being without you for three months. Being 

scared makes men do stupid shit, stupid shit we almost always regret the minute it 

happens.” 

I wanted to believe him so desperately. It hurt thinking that the man I was in love 

with and had imagined and planned my future with more than once could say those 

hurtful words he said last night and not regret them. 
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“Go to him. Talk to him. You’ll regret it if you don’t.” 

I nodded. He was right. I would regret if I left without at least trying to talk to 

him. 

I went to my dorm room first to take a shower and change into fresh clothes. My 

whole way there I was hoping and praying that Chris was right and I would find Jason 

sitting in front of my room waiting for me to come home so he could apologize. 

He didn’t. 

The hall was empty when I turned the corner and there was no note on my door 

or any sign that he had been there. But I powered through the disappointment and told 

myself that he was probably still sleeping. Or maybe he was just waiting for a decent time 

to come to me. It was early. He knew better than anyone that I hated being woken up 

early in the mornings. Instead of waiting, I would take Chris’ advice and go to him. 

Less than thirty minutes later I wished I hadn’t as I stared at the blonde who was 

standing in front of me.  

The minute she opened the door for me I knew. 

She was wearing nothing but a towel, her hair wet and uncombed, her skin still 

covered in water droplets as if she had jumped out of the shower just seconds ago. 

She didn’t have to say anything for me to know that Jason didn’t need to cool off 

last night or had been too embarrassed to come after me or try to call me. No, none of 

what Chris had said was true.  

Jason had been too busy screwing this blond groupie whore to do any of that. 

I didn’t need her to say anything but her words still confirmed it. “He’s still in the 

shower. You can come in and wait I guess.” 

No, I absolutely did not want to come in and wait.  

I worked hard as I tried to keep the hurt and devastation off my face. I wouldn’t 

give either of them the satisfaction. But I knew I wouldn’t be able to say anything without 

her hearing it in my voice. So for the second time in less than twenty-four hours, I turned 

around and walked away from Jason without saying another word. 

“You want me to tell him you came by?” 

I said nothing and kept walking. The door clicked shut. 
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Not even five minutes later my phone started ringing. I ignored it, just like I did 

the next three calls and five text messages that came in. All from Jason. 

Not a single tear left my eyes until I got to my room and buried myself under the 

blankets. Then the floodgates opened and I cried and cried until I couldn’t cry anymore 

and fell into a fitful sleep.  

It was the next day before I checked my phone. I deleted all of Jason’s calls and 

voice mails as well as text messages without listening to them or reading them and then 

called Chris. 

He came over and helped me pack. 

The day after that I boarded a plane to L.A. 
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Chapter 1 
Loreley 

 

 

I looked over the crowd as I finished drawing another beer and closed the tap. 

Rock music blared through the speakers and the noises of a bar fuller than it should be 

wafted over me. Saturday night at Coopers was always busy, but with summer coming 

on, our quaint little small town in the Rocky Mountains was starting to fill up with 

tourists, which meant that the bar was equally as full. Every single table was taken and the 

bar was crowded, some people double-parking at the bar, because there weren’t any 

stools left to sit on. Cindy and Ashley were running their butts off out there. Their tips 

would be great tonight, but I’d have to talk to Chris about hiring another bartender and 

at least two more waitresses to get us through the season. 

I looked down the bar counter and saw Rick Summers sitting at the end, looking 

sullen, like he had done so often in the past few months. His head was bowed to the glass 

in front of him—whiskey neat it looked like—elbows to the bar, the fingers of his right 

hand holding the glass loosely, swirling the whiskey. I decided to ignore the orders being 

shouted at me for the moment and headed over to him.  

He didn’t hear or see me approach, which was unusual for him. Rick was a cop, a 

detective, and would normally see everything that was going on around him. He was a 

laid back guy, but intense and always alert. That had changed last Thanksgiving when his 

already stupid sister Gina did something even more stupid and helped a guy kidnap my 

friend Ivey. The guy had been Ivey’s ex. He had beaten her badly when they had been 

together and she had pressed charges, so he had ended up in jail and was looking for 

revenge. Gina had helped him because she was petty and jealous. Ivey and Cal had just 

gotten together a few weeks earlier. Gina had always had a crush on Cal and for some 

fucked up reason thought she had a claim on him. So she helped Ivey’s ex teach Ivey a 

lesson and was now paying for her stupidity by being locked up in a penitentiary for 

conspiracy to commit kidnapping. I hadn’t been a big fan of her before that, nobody in 

town had, but now I was even less so.   
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But I did feel bad for Rick. 

He has always been a good guy. I knew him from when he used to hang out with 

Cal in high school; I actually had a small crush on him back then. He was tall, dark and 

handsome, had intense dark blue eyes with a shimmer of green to them, had an easy 

smile he used often, and never minded when I followed him and Cal around; never 

treated me like the unwanted little sister; never teased me or tried to get rid of me. I think 

he had known that I had a crush on him and had found it very amusing. Still, he never 

teased me about it. He became one of my good friends when I grew up and grew out of 

that crush. 

“Hey, Rick. You okay?” I asked as I made it to him. I leaned my elbows on the 

bar across from him, getting close enough to talk quietly without anyone overhearing 

anything we’d say.  

His head shot up and his sad eyes warmed as they saw me. He gave me a small 

smile that was nowhere near the easy smile he used to have. “Hey, Loreley.” 

His non-answer was answer enough. He wasn’t okay and probably wouldn’t be 

until he found a way to forgive himself for not having protected his sister or figure out 

that it wasn’t his fault his sister was a total idiot and vindictive whacko bitch in the first 

place. 

“Went to see Gina on today. She’s not doing so well.” His eyes went back down to 

his drink. 

I was torn. On the one hand I didn’t want Gina to do well in jail. She deserved to 

be locked up. Ivey could have been killed and Gina had had a hand in that because she 

couldn’t get over the fact that Cal didn’t want her skanky ass in his and his son’s life. How 

she could have ever dreamed he would want her, I have no idea. As I said, she was a 

whacko bitch, totally delusional. Nobody in town blamed him for what had happened, 

not even Ivey. There was nothing that Rick could have done to prevent what had 

happened. Gina had always been a bitch. Even as a kid she had made other kids’ lives a 

living hell. She was the queen bee in high school and had kept on living her life like that 

after she graduated. It had only been a matter of time until she got what she deserved. 

Nobody would have thought that she was capable of going to such extremes, but there 
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you go. You couldn’t foresee what people did, especially crazy people, so Rick wasn’t to 

blame for any of it. 

Not knowing what to say, I put my hand on top of his. His eyes came back to 

mine. They were still sad but also still warm. 

“I know you never liked her and think she got what she deserved. You’re right. 

Hell, I didn’t like her most of the time. She did wrong and had to be punished for what 

she did, trying to get Ivey hurt, thinking she could get away with it. I get all that and I 

agree with it. Wholeheartedly. But she’s still my little sister and seeing her like that…I 

can’t help it but I want her out of there.” 

“I know, Rick. And I understand. You wouldn’t be the man you are if you didn’t 

feel that way about your sister. You feel responsible for her, want to protect her. You’re a 

good man for feeling that way still after what she’s done.” 

“A good man, huh?  A stupid one I’d say.” 

“Rick, you are not stupid,” I said in a firm voice. “You’re a good man and you 

feel guilty. I keep telling you, you don’t have to feel that way. It wasn’t your fault. Nobody 

could have seen that coming.” 

“You taking your own advice on that?” His eyes were serious now. He had me 

there. I gave him a small sad smile. “I’m working on it, Rick. I’m getting there. And so 

should you.” 

His eyes stayed locked on mine as he studied me. Then he nodded slowly. “I can 

see it, Loreley. You’re doing better. You’re stronger. You’re finding your way back to 

you.” He took a deep breath before he shook his head and chuckled a bitter chuckle. “I’m 

sorry. I came to the bar tonight to get my head straight and check on you and here I am, 

brooding. Trying to pull you down with me. I’m an asshole.” 

“Oh, shut it, Rick. You are not,” I snapped at him while I slapped his hand with 

mine and straightened. 

“Spunky. I always liked that about you,” Rick murmured through a smile. His 

easy smile was back. I grinned at him in relief until I saw a mischievous sparkle in his 

eyes. 

“You think I’m a good man, why is it you haven’t agreed to go out with me?” 
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My smile died. “I’m not ready, Rick. I’ve told you that.” 

“And how long are you gonna keep using that excuse?”  

I glared at him, not sure how to answer that. It was an excuse of course. I was as 

ready as I was ever gonna get. As Chris would say, it was time to get back in the saddle.  

I opened my mouth when I heard my name called and turned my head to see 

who was yelling at me. 

“Hey, Loreley. You gonna get to work or you gonna chit chat all night?” That 

was Chris, giving me the get-a-move-on glare while he was handing out beers. 

I turned my head back to face Rick again, seeing his head was turned to glare at 

Chris. It came back to me when I started speaking. 

“I’m sorry, Rick. I gotta get to work.” Rick’s eyes narrowed on me a second then 

he gave me a chin lift. I moved away from him and started taking orders and handing out 

drinks.  

For the next hour or so I didn’t have much time to think about anything other 

than making and handing out drinks and exchanging the occasional joke or sarcastic 

comment with patrons. We usually had a band playing on Saturdays and I had been 

pretty ticked off that they had cancelled at the last minute, but right now I was glad they 

had. It was hard enough keeping up without having the crowd the band would have 

brought. 

When the crowd started to thin a little, Chris and I took a little breather as we 

leaned against the back of the bar. 

“You know, it’s calmed down some. I think the worst is over. You should go up 

there and have some fun.” He lifted his chin towards the stage. “Give it a nice farewell. It 

deserves to go out with a bang, don’t you think?” 

I agreed. It definitely deserved to go out with a bang. 

We were getting a new stage. The contractor was coming tomorrow and our old 

lady would be replaced by a new and bigger and better one. 

I grinned at Chris. 

He returned my grin then lifted his chin in the direction of the stage again, telling 

me I should get my behind up there and play already. 
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My grin got bigger and I rolled up on my toes to give him a kiss on the cheek. 

“You good behind the bar by yourself for a little while?” I asked. 

“I can handle it. Now get your butt up there.” 

I gave him another peck on the cheek then went to the back room to get my 

guitar. 

The stage was on the left side of the room when you entered through the front 

door. There were a few wooden booths along the window front as well as round dark 

brown wooden tables that could seat four in the open space in front of the stage. For 

bigger events, like the band playing next weekend, we had to move most of the tables to 

the other side of the room, but when it was just me and my guitar or we had an open 

mike night, we left the tables where they were so that people could enjoy the music while 

sitting down with their drinks. By tomorrow night, there would be more tables and chairs 

where the stage was now and the new bigger stage would start to take shape on the other 

side of the room against the far wall. 

When I stepped onto the dimly lit stage I heard shouts and hollers throughout the 

bar, making me smile in anticipation. I grabbed a bar stool from the corner of the stage 

and moved it in front of the microphone, hopped onto it, and looked out to my audience. 

From where I was sitting, I could see the whole place. Being on a stage about to perform 

was exhilarating, always had been. I had been told before that my voice would get me 

places, but I wasn’t much for being in the lime light or play in big places. My dream had 

been to work in the background and write music, but then life happened and changed my 

priorities. But every now and then in a small setting like this I enjoyed sharing my music 

and my voice. It was one of the most intimate things I could imagine, sharing yourself 

and your emotions like that with an audience.  

I started strumming my guitar randomly, not really playing anything specific, just 

running my fingers across the strings softly and playfully, letting my fingertips feel the 

roughness of the metal. As I looked out over the people watching me expectantly, I 

noticed that I knew probably only half of them. It looked like tourist season was starting 

early this year. I started talking while I kept strumming quietly. 
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“A lot of you know that Cooper’s has been jonesing for a new stage for some time 

now. Well, our wish has been granted and starting tomorrow, this old lady will be 

replaced by a bigger and better one.” I looked down at my hands on the guitar as I kept 

strumming then looked back up. “But I wanted to give her one last farewell. She’s seen 

some good times throughout the years and deserves one last hurrah.” 

Loud hollers and hoots echoed through the room.  

I grinned. “I see you guys agree.” 

The hoots and shouts got louder. My grin got bigger. 

“Well, for everyone who doesn’t know me, my name is Loreley Cooper and I’ll be 

playing a few of my favourite songs for you tonight. If you’d like me to play your favourite 

song feel free to shout it out and I’ll see what I can do.” 

I stopped strumming and laid my hands flat on the guitar. 

“The first song I am going to play is one of the saddest and most beautiful songs 

out there. I dedicate it to the people in my life I have lost, people who were and still are 

close to my heart and who I think about and miss every day.” 

I looked down to my hands as I started playing the opening notes of Eric 

Clapton’s Tears in Heaven unplugged version. The audience was quietly watching and 

listening as I played the quiet and sad notes of the song’s intro. When I started singing, 

asking if he’d know my name, I lifted my eyes back to the people watching me. But 

instead of seeing their eyes on me I saw the eyes of the people I had lost. They were 

watching me, smiling at me, encouraging me.  

Losing two of the most important people in my life, people I had loved with all my 

heart, had almost destroyed me, and I had struggled for the past year to come to terms 

with it and move on with my life. When I got to the part of the song about being strong 

and carrying on, tears started to pool in my eyes. I remembered how hard it was 

sometimes, how painful, to get up every day, knowing they were no longer a part of this 

world. But like Rick had said earlier, I was in a better place now; I was stronger. As I 

sang, my mind went through all the good and happy memories it had stored, and I felt a 

kind of peacefulness wash over me that almost took my breath away. I kept on singing 
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and closed my eyes, giving myself over to the song, feeling it, breathing it, letting its words 

heal me.  

Because that was what it did. 

It healed me.  

It helped me say goodbye. Eric Clapton’s beautiful and devastating song about 

love and loss helped me let go. 

My eyes stayed closed throughout the whole song, throughout the whole almost 

five minutes of it I watched those peaceful and happy eyes I could see behind my eyelids 

as they watched me and I let go of the pain, could practically feel it leave my body and be 

replaced with acceptance, a sad acceptance, but acceptance nonetheless. Acceptance they 

were gone from this world but would live on in my heart and soul, would forever be a 

part of me, and because of that, would never be lost to me. I carried them with me every 

hour, every minute, every second of every day, and the thought of them being with me 

made me unbelievably grateful and happy. 

As the song came to an end and I played its final notes, I opened my eyes again 

and saw some of the feelings I was feeling reflected on the people’s faces in front of me. It 

was a powerful song and I wasn’t surprised that people felt deep hearing it. And seeing as 

half of the people here had known me since I was born, they knew about the loss I had 

endured and had watched me go through it. 

I ended the song on a smile, finally feeling at complete peace with myself. I caught 

Chris’s eyes. They were worried and concerned as they took me in. My smile grew bigger 

and brighter, reassuring him and myself that I was okay. His eyes warmed on me and his 

face split into a big and proud grin as he started hollering and clapping, breaking the 

silence that had come over the room since I finished the song. Every person in the room 

followed his lead and started clapping and shouting. I let that wash over me as I pulled 

myself together. 

“Thank you,” I said into the microphone when the noise died down. 

“I promise that was the only sad song I will play tonight. Now, I heard there is a 

birthday celebration going on tonight, so let’s party and play some rock ‘n roll!” 
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The cheers and shouting and clapping picked up again as I started the next song 

and continued for the next hour. I played mostly classic rock songs but mixed them with 

the occasional newer hit and requests that were shouted at me. 

I had a blast. 

And judging by their smiles and laughs and singing and general rocking out, I was 

guessing so did everyone else in the bar. 

“All right everyone,” I said as I got up from my stool and took the guitar strap off 

my shoulder. “That’s it for tonight. Make sure to stop by next Saturday when Breaking 

Habit is christening the new stage!”  

I made my way to the side of the stage to hop off it when I a loud voice stopped 

me in my tracks. “Wait! I’ve got one more request!” 

I looked out over the people to try and pinpoint whose voice that had been. There 

were so many people I didn’t know that I had no clue. A lot of them were turning around 

to look at the shadows in the back, like me trying to figure out who was speaking. 

“Please,” I heard, “Just one more,” the voice begged. It sounded strangely familiar 

but for the life of me I couldn’t figure out whom it belonged to. 

Giving in to the request, I walked back to the stool and sat down. “Alright, I’ll 

play one more. What’ll it be?” 

“Angel by Sarah McLachlan,” I heard the voice say and my body went solid, my 

mind finally making the connection as to whose voice I was hearing. 

It was Jason Sanders’ voice. 

Jason fucking Sanders. 

I had forgotten. Forgotten what that voice used to do to me, how his voice could 

affect me. 

But it all came crushing back now.  

Memories flooded my brain, the good and the bad: his voice singing to me while 

we were in bed, both naked after making love, me lying back watching him while he sat 

cross legged with his guitar in his lap, his eyes lovingly on me, singing the very song to me 

he was now asking me to sing; his growly voice as he was saying my name while moving 

inside me; his soft voice as he said he loved me.  
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And his angry voice filled with accusation as he told me I was being selfish for 

wanting to chase my dream of becoming a song-writer and go to L.A. without him.  

And finally, his half-naked whore’s voice after she opened the door to his 

apartment, telling me Jason was in the shower. 

All those memories ran through my mind within seconds and I squinted my eyes, 

trying to find him in the shadows. 

That bastard. 

He knew of course that Angel was my all time favourite song. I loved Sarah 

McLachlan and this song in particular had always threatened to bring me to tears it was 

so beautiful. Jason knew this. Back then, I sang this song to him more than once, as he 

had to me. 

And now that motherfucking bastard was in my bar after almost six years, asking 

me to sing it for him again. 

I closed my eyes in an effort to get control over all the feelings that were rushing 

through me. When I had stood on that doorstep, looking at the whore he cheated on me 

with, my world had turned from not-being-able-to-wait-for-the-future-to-start to a world 

of hurt and betrayal and disbelief. When a few months later he refused to even talk to me 

on the phone and I had gone to one of his concerts to talk to him, my world had turned 

from hurt and betrayal and disbelief to anger and hate.  

That. Mother. Fucking. Bastard. 

I opened my eyes again and now I could see him standing at the back of the room. 

God! He looked just as good as I remembered in his jeans and t-shirt, his tattooed 

arms hanging at his side, making me hate him even more. His hazel eyes seemed almost 

black they were so dark and they were locked on me.  

They were serious.  

And determined. 

And remorseful. 

Yeah, right. 
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He had no business showing up at my bar out of the blue, asking me to sing to 

him. Looking at me like that. Looking at me like he was asking for forgiveness. He had no 

business being anywhere near me.  

There would be no forgiveness from me. 

He had broken my heart, obliterated it, made me turn into a person I didn’t 

recognize, sent me through hell and back twice. 

He didn’t deserve my forgiveness. 

He didn’t deserve shit from me. 

But I would play the song. 

I had had one hour of acceptance and peace, one hour where I felt like I could be 

happy again at some point in my life. And I wouldn’t let him take that from me. He had 

taken enough. 

So I would play that damn song. 

I would play it and show him that I didn’t care, that neither he nor the 

significance of the song had any power over me.  

That I was over him.  

That I had moved on and he meant nothing. 

His eyes were still boring into mine as I pulled the guitar strap back around my 

shoulder and settled in. 

“Sorry, guys. I know I promised you I wouldn’t play another sad song tonight, but 

since it’s someone else’s request you can’t blame me. So here it goes.” 

I kept my eyes on him, making sure to have a look of indifference on my face that 

told him his presence didn’t touch me, didn’t affect me. I could see his eyes flare and his 

jaw clench and I smiled a cold smile I didn’t know I had in me. Then I started playing the 

song, my eyes fixed on his the whole time, never wavering. It almost felt like we were 

locked together, fighting a silent battle. A battle in which we could read each other’s 

thoughts and emotions.  

I was telling him that he wasn’t welcome here, that I had no idea why he would 

come back after all this time, not caring that he did, not wanting him back in my life, 

while he was telling me that he was determined and that nothing would make him change 
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his mind. That he would do what he came here to do. What that was exactly I had no 

clue, but I could tell that his resolve was solid.  

That he wouldn’t waver.  

That he would fight. 

I narrowed my eyes at him as the song ended and people all around us were 

breaking out into loud applause and cheers. I didn’t hear any of it as I broke the contact, 

got up, and hopped off the stage, the guitar still hanging on my shoulder as I headed for 

the back hall and my office. 

I needed a minute. 

But I didn’t make it that far. 

I was halfway into the hall when a strong hand on my arm made me stop and 

turned me around. 

And then I was standing not two feet away from the man who had ripped me to 

shreds twice. 

And he looked good enough to eat.  

I had to clench my teeth so as not to remember the things I would feel when he 

touched me, when he explored my body, when he whispered sweet nothings into my ear, 

when he kissed me. My body instantly reacted to him as if it was conditioned to his 

closeness, his smell, his aura. My heart rate picked up, my breaths came in shallow pants, 

my belly dropped, and my whole body was about to shiver. 

But I’d rather die than let him see any of that. So I locked it down, clenched my 

teeth harder to the point it hurt, and glared at him. 

Jason was watching me, trying to read my reaction while at the same time I could 

see his body was reacting to mine the same way mine had reacted to his. I could see the 

signs. His eyes had melted, his face was soft, his body was leaning into mine as his hand 

on my arm tensed in preparation to pull me towards him. 

Oh no. That was not going to happen. 

With a vicious twist I tore my arm free and took two steps back. 

“Loreley—,” he started to say in his soft voice, but I interrupted him. 
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“What do you want, Jason? What could you possibly want from me?” I asked, my 

voice harsh and cold. 

He flinched then straightened and narrowed his eyes on me. 

“I came here to talk to you.” 

“You and I have not one thing to talk about,” I hissed. 

He crossed his arms on his chest. 

“Oh yes, we do. More than one thing actually, but we’ll start with this. I came 

here to apologize. I know it’s about six years too late, but here I am. I was a dick, a dick 

and an idiot for letting you walk away from me over some stupid fight, for not fighting 

harder for you, for not fighting for us. I said things I shouldn’t have said. I didn’t mean 

them and I have regretted every word every day for the past six years.” 

My body locked. 

Oh. My. God. 

He had to be shitting me. 

He came to my town, to my bar, after he threw me away like we meant nothing 

and thought he could make it all better with a lame ass confession and half-assed apology? 

What an asshole. 

I mimicked his stance and crossed my arms on my chest.  

“Are you serious?” My voice was still a hiss. 

His eyes narrowed on me. “Yeah, Loreley, I’m serious. I miss you.” 

At that I burst out laughing, head thrown back, full on belly-shaking laughing. He 

had missed me.  

Fucking hilarious. 

My laughter turned to chuckles as I looked back at him. His face was set in hard 

lines and his eyes had turned angry. 

“You think that’s funny?” He asked through clenched teeth. 

“Oh yeah, I think that’s hilarious. Let me refresh your memory. You threw me 

away. You threw away what we had by being an asshole.” 
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“Like I said, I know I behaved like a dick, but you didn’t fight for us either, 

Loreley. You just walked away without looking back. I called. I left messages. You 

wouldn’t talk to me.” 

Wow. If I hadn’t already known he was an asshole of the highest order that 

comment would have told me. 

“Oh, forgive me for not wanting to talk to the cheating asshole that fucked the 

first whore that came along,” I hissed sarcastically. 

Jason’s head jerked back as if I had slapped him. “Cheating… What the fuck are 

you talking about?” 

He could not be believed. Did he really think I didn’t know? 

“I’m talking about you sticking your dick into the first pussy that came along only 

hours after we had a fight!” 

“You think I cheated on you?” He asked incredulously. 

“I don’t think. I know.” 

“Loreley—,” Jason said as he took a step towards me, but I put my hand up, 

making him stop. 

“Don’t, Jason. You said what you had to say, now go. And don’t come back.” I 

lifted my chin, indicating the back exit door. 

He ignored me. 

“I never fucking cheated on you, Loreley.” His voice was low and very, very 

angry. 

I shook my head at his audacity. That lying cheating asshole.  

“Leave!” I leaned in and yelled in his face. 

He advanced on me, his hands going up in preparation to hold on to me, to get 

close. I backed up until my back hit the office door, giving him the chance to move into 

me. His hands cupped my face and lifted it to his, his nose almost touching mine. 

“Listen to me,” he said on a soft but serious shake of my head, his voice low and 

growly. 

“Let her go, Sanders,” I heard a different voice growled from behind Jason. I 

looked over his shoulder at Chris, whose face was set in an angry scowl. 
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“I’m talking to Loreley. This is none of your business,” Jason replied, not letting 

me go, not even taking his eyes from me. 

“Loreley is my business. She asked you to go, you need to go. Now.”  

Jason studied my face, his eyes serious and searching. I didn’t waver and glared 

back at him. Then he whispered, “I swear to God, Loreley, I never cheated on you. I’m 

gonna go, but I’m not leaving. We need to talk.” Then he let me go, turned and walked 

out the back door, slamming it.  

I looked at the door for several moments, trying to come to terms with what had 

just happened. 

“What the fuck was that?” Chris asked. I looked at him to see his eyes still on the 

door as well. His body was rigid and his voice was strained. 

I shook my head at him. “I have no clue.” 

He kept looking at the door. 

His eyes came to me, assessing. “You okay?”  

I nodded. “I’m okay.”  

“Good. Go cover for me. I’m gonna make sure he’s gone.” He said as he walked 

to and out the door, his movements pissed but controlled. 

I closed my eyes for a second and took a deep breath. Then I left my guitar in the 

office and went to pour drinks, determined to forget the last fifteen minutes ever 

happened. 

Chris came back inside only a few minutes later. I didn’t ask but assumed that 

meant Jason had left. Chris didn’t say anything, but he still looked livid as he came 

marching back around the corner and started taking orders. Throughout the rest of the 

night I caught him looking at me several times. The first time I assured him I was okay; 

the second time I glared at him, telling him to stop. When he still didn’t stop I ignored 

him all together. I just kept on serving drinks, trying not to let my mind wander as to why 

Jason was here in my town and what his unwanted reappearance in my life meant.  

Of course, I failed at this. 

I was livid. 
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How dare that asshole come into my bar, hide in the shadows while I play, make 

me sing that song, and then lie to my face about never having cheated on me.  

What a total bastard. 

If that was why he was here, to lie to me, to pretend I got it all wrong, then he 

better slink back under the rock he crawled out from. 

No. Scratch that. 

No matter why he was here, he better slink back under the rock he crawled out 

from. 

He shouldn’t be here, had no business showing his face, had no right to talk to 

me, to get close, to touch me. 

Seeing him again, being close to him, feeling his eyes on me, feeling his touch, it 

all brought back what I had worked so hard to forget. I despised my body for its 

traitorous reaction to being within touching distance of him. You’d think that after the 

pain and disappointment and heartbreak that man caused me my body would see 

through the attraction and instantly repulse him.  

But no such luck.  

Seemed like when it came to Jason Sanders my body was a slut.  

I had no respect for sluts. 

In fact, I hated them. 

Just like I hated Jason fucking Sanders. 

I almost broke the glass as I slammed Rick’s beer down on the bar in front of him, 

making it slosh over the sides and onto my hands. 

“Goddamnit!” I hissed. I shook the excess beer off, grabbed a cloth, dried my 

hand, then threw the cloth back behind the bar, all this time mumbling and grumbling 

profanities under my breath. 

My head shot up when I heard Rick chuckle. 

“You’re hotter than usual when you’re pissed off and I enjoy the view, but what’s 

crawled up your ass? Not twenty minutes ago you had a blast on that stage. What 

happened?” 
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I narrowed my eyes on him and did what every woman did when she was mad 

but didn’t want to talk about it. I said, “Nothing. I’m fine,” in the way that every man 

knew there was not one thing that was okay and he better back off and take cover if he 

didn’t want to get injured in the crossfire. 

But Rick didn’t back off. Instead, he chuckled again, longer this time. Then, 

“Right. We both know that’s bullshit, but I can see you don’t want to share, so I’ll leave it 

alone for now.” Then he leaned in and his voice dropped, so that only I could hear him. 

“But Loreley, you know you can talk to me. I get why you don’t want to go out with me. I 

don’t agree with it and I can’t promise you I won’t keep trying, but I get it. Doesn’t mean 

I won’t still be your friend. I’ll leave you be for now, but I want you to know that if you 

want to talk I’m here.” 

I was still glaring at Rick, but we both knew I didn’t mean it. I wasn’t mad at him. 

I was mad at Jason Jackass Sanders. 

And I was mad at myself for letting him get to me like that. 

Rick was a good man, probably one of the best men out there, and I wished I 

could feel more for him than friendship. He would make some lucky woman real happy 

some day. He would not be the kind of man who declared his love to a woman and then 

cheated on her, ripping her heart out, destroying her, nor would he leave that woman in 

the dust when she needed him.  

No, Rick wouldn’t do any of that. He didn’t have a bastardly bone in his body. 

I hung my head for a second and breathed in a calming breath, then looked back 

up at Rick and told him what was wrong with me, “You’re right. I’m pissed. I’m pissed 

because someone who screwed me over years ago just showed up out of the blue and got 

in my face. And I’m pissed at myself for letting someone who means nothing get to me 

like that.” 

Rick studied me. “Can I ask who that someone is?” 

I shook my head and clenched my teeth as I crossed my arms in an effort to ease 

the pain in my chest. The pain I have tried to let go of for the past six years. But since 

Rick was a detective he didn’t miss much, meaning he didn’t miss this either. 

“Who, Lore?” 
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I kept shaking my head at him as I answered, “It doesn’t matter.” 

Rick’s eyes narrowed into slits, then he said in a tight voice, “Lore, I’ve known 

you for over twenty years, have been your friend for over twenty years, and have liked 

you more than a friend for a good chunk of that time. That look on your face and that 

pain in your eyes you are trying so hard to hide, tell me that whoever that guy is means 

something to you. If he didn’t, he wouldn’t affect you like this. Tell me now, Lore, whose 

ass do I need to go and kick.” 

I smiled at him. “You’re a cop, Rick. You can’t just go and kick someone’s ass.” 

“Watch me.” 

I studied him for a few seconds before I looked away from his knowing eyes over 

his shoulder towards the crowd behind him, which I realized gratefully was not really a 

crowd anymore. I kept looking at the people who where mostly strangers to me, watching 

them, but not really seeing them while I tried to decide if I should tell Rick.  

I looked back at Rick and could see that his eyes hadn’t moved from me and that 

his patience with me was running out. Before he could jump over the bar and shake the 

truth out of me—which I didn’t doubt he would do—I blurted it out before I could 

change my mind.  

“Jason, my college boyfriend. We dated for almost two years. We were serious, 

planned to move in together, talked about our future together. We had a fight right after 

graduation and I caught him cheating on me. I left him. Now he’s back and I have no 

idea why.” 

Rick’s jaw was clenched now as were his fists and his eyes were ablaze with anger. 

“Your college boyfriend?” 

I nodded. Rick knew what that meant. He understood. 

“Fucking hell,” he muttered under his breath as he shook his head. “What are you 

gonna do?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. I hadn’t gotten that far yet. “I don’t know. Try to ignore 

him.” 

Rick’s eyes were boring into mine. “You ever need me, I’m here, Lore. I hope you 

know that.” I did. 
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“I know, Rick. Thank you.” 

 

“What are you gonna do?” Chris asked me the exact same question Rick had 

asked me when he was driving us home. 

I shrugged my shoulders and gave him the same answer I had given Rick. “Ignore 

him.” 

“He seemed pretty determined, Lore. I’m not sure ignoring him is gonna work.” 

“You have a better idea?” I asked. 

Silence, meaning he didn’t.  

“Maybe you should tell Cal. Between him and me we can make sure Jason stays 

away from you.” Yes, Cal would make sure Jason stayed away from me. He would also 

probably end up getting arrested in the process. And I wouldn’t let that happen. He had a 

family to take care of, a new baby on the way. He didn’t need this shit. 

“Let’s hope Jason leaves town before Cal gets wind of him being here, or I don’t 

know what he’ll do. It wouldn’t be pretty if Rick had to arrest him.” 

Silence again. I could tell the wheels in his head were turning. 

“And the same goes for you, Chris. I don’t want to visit either of you in prison.” 

Chris chuckled. “Don’t be dramatic, Lore.” 

“I’m not. Jason is a famous rock star now. He is the frontman of one of the most 

popular rock bands out there. You don’t think he would press charges if you beat the shit 

out of him?” 

“I honestly don’t care. But if he did, it would make him an even lesser man than 

he already is.” 

“Promise me, Chris. Promise me you won’t seek him out and get yourself in 

trouble.” Chris sighed, but said nothing. 

“Chris,” I prompted, my voice angry now. 

Another sigh. Then, “Fine. I promise I won’t start a fight. But if he gets in your 

face again like he did tonight or gets in my face, I can’t promise I won’t punch that pretty 

face of his.” 

“And promise me you won’t tell Cal.” 
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“He’s not gonna be happy you kept it from him, Lore. He’s protective of you. 

And he’ll find out eventually. This is a small town and people talk.” 

He was right. Cal would be mad when he found out. We had practically grown up 

together. Our dads had been co-workers and best buds and his mom had taken me under 

her wing when my mom had died when I was six. He was eight years older than me and 

mostly treated me like his annoying little sister. But no matter how annoying he thought I 

was still to this day, I had his love and protection in the brotherly way that was seriously 

awesome. 

“Yes, he probably will. But hopefully, Jason will be gone by then.” 

“All right. But don’t tell me I didn’t warn you when his head explodes and he 

reams you out.” 

“Noted.” 

Neither of us talked as he drove us home the rest of the way. 
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Chapter 2 
Loreley 

 

 

My classic rock mix sounded in my ears while I was running through the woods 

that started behind my house and skirted around town, leading me around in a big four-

mile loop until I would come out down the hill at the other side of town. I had decided to 

run the big loop today. Running always made me feel better, always cleared my head. 

Since there was a lot going on up there today, I figured I needed a long and exhausting 

run to sort it. 

Not only had I tossed and turned last night, trying to figure out against my better 

judgement how I was going to handle Jason being in town, but I had been worried of 

what today might bring. 

This day last year had been a dark day to say the least.  

It had been the day I lost Jesse. 

For months, I had been in deep mourning. Holed up in my house after I came 

home one night, I closed all the blinds, locked both doors, and gave myself over to a 

bottle of tequila. I had wanted to be alone, not see anyone, not talk to anyone, not think 

about anyone, not feel anything. The bottle of Tequila had been empty before dawn, and 

I had passed out not long after that. I had woken up in the hospital, with my dad and 

Chris sitting beside my bed.  

My dad had tears in his eyes that started to roll down his cheeks when he saw me 

open my eyes. 

“Honey,” he whispered brokenly before he closed his eyes and rested his forehead 

on the hand that was holding mine in a tight grip. His shoulders were shaking with silent 

sobs. 

“Daddy,” I whispered. My own tears were wetting my cheeks at seeing my big 

strong father in a state like this. I lifted my other hand to the top of his head, running my 
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fingers through the hair that was just like mine. His head came up and he looked into my 

eyes. The devastation mingled with fear I saw in them scared the shit out of me. My dad 

was the strongest person I knew. And he never showed fear. 

“Daddy,” I whispered again. 

“My precious girl, my baby, I’m so sorry, so goddamn sorry—” he started sobbing 

again. Big body heaving sobs. I sobbed with him. 

“You could have…you almost…” 

“I’m okay, dad. I’ll be all right,” I tried to soothe him through my own tears.  

At my words I felt a wave of rage come at me from the other side of the bed. I 

turned my head and froze. Chris was sitting in a chair, his elbows to his knees, his red and 

swollen eyes on me, fury in them. 

“Chris—” I started, but he didn’t let me finish. 

“Shut your trap, Lore. I don’t want to hear the bullshit I know will come out of 

it,” he said in a very low, very angry, very hurt voice. I snapped my mouth shut and 

stared at him. He had never talked to me like that. 

“Boy—,” 

“No, Roy. You know as well as I do that it’s bullshit. Lore is not okay and she will 

not be all right. You wanna know why you’re here, Lore? You wanna know what I walked 

into this morning? You drank yourself unconscious. Found you passed out on the floor, 

thought you were dead. They had to pump your stomach, Lore, rushed you to the 

hospital to pump your fucking stomach. You stopped breathing in the ambulance on your 

way here. You almost died. Does that sound okay to you?” 

“Chris—,” I tried again. Chris jumped out of his chair and a second later his face 

was in mine. 

“Not one word, Lore. Not one fucking word! Did you hear me? You almost 

fucking died!” 

“I didn’t mean to,” I breathed. 

“You didn’t mean to? Well, guess what? Accidental suicide is still fucking suicide, 

the result of it you being DEAD! You want that? You wanna die, Lore?” Chris’s face was 

still only an inch from mine, his voice low, his eyes wide with fury. And fear. 
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“No,” I whispered, but I wasn’t sure if I was lying or not. I had decided on tequila 

because it gets you drunk fast, and in doing that, numbs not only your whole body but 

your brain as well. But it hadn’t numbed my emotions, not one single bit. It had done the 

opposite, had made the sorrow and despair inside me hot like a branding iron, searing 

through my insides until I couldn’t breathe. In that moment just before I passed out, I 

had wanted to die. And Chris could see it in my eyes. 

“Jesus, Lore, you do. You want to die,” he said as his body jerked back from me 

as if I had slapped him, pain and hurt flashing through his eyes. 

“Baby girl,” I heard my dad’s choked whisper and turned my head again to look 

at him. “Is that true? Did you try to kill yourself?” I shook my head, tears streaming down 

my face, my throat closing up. 

“No…I…I didn’t…I wouldn’t…I’d never…” I stammered.  

The door opened before I could gather myself enough to give a coherent answer 

and Cal stormed in. He stopped two feet into the room and glared at me. 

“What the fuck, Loreley! Are you out of your ever-loving mind?” He roared at 

me. I flinched. He was as mad as I had ever seen him. And scared. His eyes were 

haunted. 

“You know. You of all people know what it’s like to lose someone precious to you, 

to lose someone you love with all your heart. Look at your dad, look at him!” he shouted 

when I didn’t look at my dad.  

I looked at my dad.  

Hunched over, his hand still holding mine, his red-rimmed eyes bleak with sorrow 

and desperation. The same eyes that have been staring back at me through my mirror for 

the past year.  

I started sobbing again, which made the tears in my dad’s eyes spill over. 

“Yeah, Loreley, take a good look. You did that to him. You want him to feel like 

that? You want him to lose you?” 

“I…” was all I could get out. No, I didn’t want my dad to feel like he did now. I 

didn’t want him to look like he had lost all that was precious to him. He had already lost 

my mom, the love of his life. I didn’t want him to go through losing his only child.  
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“I’m sorry,” I sobbed, “I’m so sorry, daddy.” My dad grabbed me behind the 

neck and pulled me into his chest where he held me while I sobbed. This lasted a long 

time. When my sobs had quieted, my dad pulled me out of his chest and locked his eyes 

with mine. His were still haunted, but now they were also serious. Determined.  

I braced.  

Then he laid it out for me. 

“When your mother died, I thought my whole world had died with her. I know 

what it feels like to not be able to breathe because the pain and loss are consuming 

everything you are. But you know what, honey? My world didn’t die. I still had you, my 

precious baby girl. You to take care of, you to love, you to cherish. You’ve lost one of the 

most precious things a person could lose and it breaks my heart for you, honey. If I could 

take away the pain, take the burden from you, I would, darling. You are the most 

important person in my life and watching you endure that kind of pain breaks my heart 

for you every single day. But you are not alone. Your world did not die with Jesse. You’ve 

got me, you’ve got Betty and Pete, you’ve got Cal and Tommy, and you’ve got Chris. We 

all love you and we all need you. And we’re all there for you, honey. Please, promise me, 

let us help you get through this. Please, baby,” my father begged. 

I closed my eyes and rested my forehead against his. 

“I promise, daddy,” I whispered. His hand at my neck gave me a squeeze. 

“Good,” he whispered back, then gave my neck one more squeeze and sat back in 

his chair, keeping my hand in his. I looked back to Chris and Cal who were both standing 

in the middle of the room, watching us. 

“I’m sorry,” I said. 

“You gonna let us help?” Chris asked. I nodded. “Good,” he said, “that means 

we’re gonna find someone for you to talk to and you’re gonna go and do it. No arguing. 

You need professional help, we’ll find a professional to help you. You’re also on suicide 

watch from now on. That means I’m moving in and staying as long as it takes for you to 

get back on your feet. You won’t be alone again until you’re healthy and solid.” 

I nodded again. “Okay.” 

Chris exhaled in relief and returned my nod. “Okay.” 
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I looked to Cal. He hadn’t said anything since he had barged into the room and 

reamed me out. His eyes were locked on me and they were still furious. 

“Cal?” I called. 

“I’m still fucking mad at you, Loreley. You’re like a sister to me, have been for 

over twenty years, which means I’m your big brother and it’s my job to protect you. I 

couldn’t protect you from the pain you had to endure these past few months, but I sure as 

hell can protect you from yourself and I’m gonna do that. And you’re gonna let me. No 

matter what it takes, you’ll get your shit together. I swear to God, Loreley, I don’t care if I 

have to spank your ass until it’s raw.” 

“Okay,” I replied instantly.  

He was right. They all were. I had fucked up. Fucked up huge and scared the hell 

out of all of them and myself in the process. Made them go through something that 

nobody should have to go through: coming close to losing someone they love.  

I watched as Cal took a deep breath through his nose and then kept watching as 

his body slowly relaxed. 

“Everyone is out in the waiting room. My mom is crying and mad as hell at you, 

dad is broken-hearted, and Tommy is freaked. In a minute, they’re gonna come in here 

to see you and you’re gonna do your damnest to make amends for putting them through 

that. I mean it, Loreley, you’re getting your shit together and won’t scare us like that ever 

again.” 

“I promise, Cal,” I whispered. I felt ashamed. Everyone was even more worried 

about me now than they had already been. My dad; Betty and Pete, who were like 

parents to me; Cal, my surrogate big brother; Chris, my best friend, who has done 

everything he could to get me through all of this; and Tommy, my sweet Tommy, Cal’s 

son, which made him my bona fide nephew; he was only ten years old but he had an old 

soul and was an Alpha male in training, which meant he had been even more protective 

of me since Jesse died, just like his dad had been. 

“Good,” he replied, then came close and just like my dad had, he hooked me at 

the back of my neck and pulled me up while he leaned in to kiss my forehead before he 

turned on his heel and left the room without saying another word. 
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That had been the lowest point of my life.  

Since then, I have been seeing a therapist, at first three times a week, then twice a 

week, now I was down to once a month. Talking about my feelings with an uninvolved 

stranger had helped immensely. I could just let fly and talk about whatever I was feeling 

without needing to have a mind to the person listening, or thinking I felt sorry for myself. 

During the first few months of sessions, there was a lot of crying, which turned into a lot 

of anger, which slowly turned into settling into who I was now. I had learned to deal and 

focus on the good, remember all the beautiful and fun moments while accepting that 

there would always be pain connected to those memories, but not letting it swallow me 

up. Now, a year after I lost Jesse, I was much better. It was still hard and sometimes 

thinking about him hurt more than others, but I was dealing and I was living my life and 

moving forward.  

I made it to the other side of town and ended my run at the town’s grocery store 

to get a bottle of water. I hated running with having to hold one, so I always stopped at 

the store after my run and drank the water as I walked through town back to my house.  

I did the same today. 

When I came out of the store, walking on the sidewalk, my head bent back, taking 

big gulps of water, I stopped to admire the black Challenger parked at the curb. 

Challengers were sweet. Not as sweet as my 1965 Ford Mustang Shelby GT500, but still, 

they were nothing to sneeze at. They were pretty unusual in Cedar Creek. It was early 

summer and camping season was starting, so the town was usually filled with big SUVs 

that could pull trailers, not sexy sports cars. The driver’s door opened and my heart 

stopped for a second before it restarted and beat in overtime as I saw the person 

emerging.  

It was Jason. 

He threw the door shut and leaned against the side of the car, his arms crossed on 

his chest and his sunglass-covered eyes fixed on me as if he expected me to come to him. 

Great.  

Jason was not someone I wanted to deal with this morning or today or ever. 
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I looked away from him and drank some more water as I started walking past 

him, initiating my strategy to ignore he existed like I had told Chris and Rick last night I 

would.  

But Jason didn’t let me. 

He walked towards me and started right where he had left off last night: lying to 

me. 

“Where did you get the idea I cheated on you?” 

I kept walking without answering him. I wouldn’t let him rile me up again. 

“Where Loreley?” 

I took another drink of water and carried on towards my house when just like last 

night, a hand on my arm stopped me. 

“Don’t touch me, Jason. Go away. I don’t want to talk to you.” I snapped. 

He let me go immediately. What he didn’t do was leave. Instead, he moved closer, 

and I had to force myself not to take a step back. 

“Fine. I won’t touch you, but you gotta talk to me. I swear to God I never cheated 

on you. If someone told you I did they were lying—” His boldness of approaching me 

and confronting me as if he had a right to infuriated me. Chris had been right. Jason 

wouldn’t let me ignore him. So I broke my promise and got riled up. 

“Tell me, Jason.” I interrupted him, “What is it you are trying to accomplish 

here? Why are you here in my town, tracking me down, following me, lying to me? What 

is it you want from me?”  

“I told you last night. I wanted to apologize. I was a dick and an asshole and lost 

you because of it. I’ve regretted saying those words to you every single day, Loreley. I’ve 

missed you every single day.” 

“That’s it? That’s what you came here to do? Apologize and tell me you missed 

me? All right. Consider your mission accomplished. You can leave now.” I started 

turning away from him, but he stepped around me and blocked my way. 

“That’s not all I wanted to say.” 

“Then what is it? Spit it out so we can get this charade over with and I can forget 

about you again and get back to living my life.” 
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Jason ground his teeth and clenched his fists. Then he moved in even closer and 

said trough his clenched teeth, “I love you and I want you back. I have wanted you back 

since the moment you walked away from me six years ago. I get now why you didn’t 

answer any of my calls that day if you thought I fucked someone else. But I swear, 

Loreley, I never did. I never cheated on you. I loved you too much to hurt you like that. I 

still do. I want you back.” 

I couldn’t believe his audacity. This time, it was me who was moving closer 

towards him until our noses almost touched. “Tell me, how is it living in La-La-Land? Is 

it as nice and wondrous as you hoped it would be?” I asked in a cold voice. 

Jason glared at me. “Don’t be a sarcastic bitch. I’m being serious.” 

I narrowed my eyes at him. “There you go again, calling me a bitch. Guess your 

apologies aren’t worth shit. And you’re not being serious, you’re delusional. I have long 

since moved on from you.” At my words, Jason ground his teeth so hard I saw the muscle 

in his cheek jump. 

“Tell me who told you I cheated on you,” he went back to his original topic. 

“Nobody told me.” 

“Then why—,” 

“I saw her, Jason. I saw her at your apartment when she opened your front door, 

wrapped in a towel, still wet from the shower, and I heard her loud and clear when she 

told me you were still in the shower.” 

Jason’s body locked at my words. “You came to my apartment and saw her?” 

I said nothing as I kept glaring at him.  

”Shit. Now it all makes sense.” He whispered as if talking to himself. 

Yeah. It did. He got it now. He got it that I caught him, that there was no way he 

could deny it now. “See, Jason, you can stop playing your game now. There is no way I 

will ever forgive you for what you’ve done.” 

“No. You don’t understand. That girl—” 

I couldn’t believe that he wouldn’t let it go, that even after he knew I had seen her 

at his apartment he was going to lie to me about it. At the end of my patience, I stepped 
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back from him and shook my head in resignation. Why was I even arguing with him? No 

matter what I said there would always be another excuse, another lie.  

I was done. 

“It doesn’t matter what you’re going to say, Jason. None of it matters.” 

“Of course it matters.” 

“It doesn’t. And you know why. So you can stop this cruel game of yours and 

leave me alone.” 

“Loreley—,” 

“No, Jason,” I said with steel in my voice. He knew that voice. I could tell by the 

look in his eyes that he remembered.  

Good. At least he remembered something. 

This time when I turned around and walked away from him, he let me. I didn’t 

look back at him, so I missed the fact that he kept his eyes locked on me until I turned the 

corner. Just like I missed the look of complete and honest confusion on his face. 
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Jason 

 

For the second time in his life Jason stared after Loreley as she walked away from 

him without looking back. The difference was that last time he was mad and 

disappointed.  

And scared.  

Scared of her moving to L.A. without him, of her chasing her dreams without 

him, of not seeing her for three months. God, he had been so fucking scared he would 

lose her and had acted like a dick because of it. 

Every day since then, every single day since she walked away, while he was on 

tour with his band, playing in small bars; the day they were discovered during a gig; the 

day they signed their record deal; the day they made it big. Every single day since he let 

her walk away from him he wished she was with him, every single day he missed her, 

missed her to the point that he couldn’t think straight, got drunk, and fucked the first 

available pussy.  

And every single day his wounded ego had kept him from following his heart and 

going after her, of begging her for forgiveness and winning her back. 

Until something happened that made him realize that he was tired of all the 

fakeness he was constantly surrounded with, that apart from his band, being with and 

loving Loreley had been the only real and true and good thing he had ever had in his life. 

That day he had made the decision to go after her and get her back. 

He hadn’t expected it to be easy. He had hurt her, he knew that, but he hadn’t 

expected to be faced with hatred coming from Loreley. 

There was a hardness to her that hadn’t been there six years ago. A hardness that 

had blindsided him last night and just now. She had always had a no-bullshit attitude, 

had never had any patience for games and lies. That combined with her passion and 

pureness and big dreams had made him fall in love with her almost from the very 

beginning. Back then, she would always stand her ground, always stand up for herself and 

her beliefs, she could get mad and did on occasion, but she would never be bitter or nasty 

about it. Sassy and spunky? Yes. But never bitter. 
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The fact that she wouldn’t even let him talk, wouldn’t give him even the slightest 

chance to explain what had really happened that night, was something that was so very 

unlike the Loreley he knew.  

And what had she meant when she said he knew why it didn’t matter if he 

cheated on her or not? Of course it mattered! If she believed he didn’t cheat on her then 

there was no reason for her hating him. Did she hold him responsible for her dream of 

being a songwriter not coming true? Jason had been surprised that, as the years passed, 

he never heard anything about Loreley in the music world. She had been an amazing 

songwriter when they were together. In fact, she had co-written some of their songs with 

him back then, songs that were now number one hits.  

Was that it? 

No, that didn’t make any sense. 

He had no idea what she meant. But he could tell by the tone in her voice that she 

had no intention of talking to him. He was not going to get through to her. 

Jason closed his eyes in frustration as he lost sight of Loreley when she turned the 

corner. 

He had promised himself that this time he would not let her walk away, that he 

would do whatever was needed to get her back. So far, he had been extremely 

unsuccessful. But he wouldn’t give up. He would fight for what he wanted, for what he 

needed. 

But he needed answers. 

And he didn’t care what he had to do. He would move heaven and earth to get 

them. 

He would also need proof he hadn’t cheated on Loreley if he wanted her to give 

him a chance.  

So his first order of business would be to get in touch with Murphy. 

Then he’d talk to Chris. Judging by his reaction to seeing him last night, that 

could be painful. Chris had looked ready to rip his head off. But if he wanted answers, 

there was no one else who knew more about Loreley than Chris. 

Or Cal. 
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But talking to Loreley’s overprotective big brother would be a last resort. 

 


