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Chapter one

“Girl, it’s about time you got out and did something.” Cheryl
threw her arm around Sam as they walked along the line of
vendors, pulling her close and laughing.
Sam crossed her arms and grumbled. If it were up to her,
she’d much rather be at home, working on her computers, but
Cheryl, her best friend since college, had bugged her all week
until she finally gave in. She had just landed a new job to create
a huge corporate website and she couldn’t get her mind off it.
Even without that, she’d much rather be working instead of
being dragged around Pride.
“Yeah, Sam. There’s much more to life than sitting in front
of a computer.” Angi, Cheryl’s partner of five years, now chimed
in, seemingly reading her mind. “And a little sun certainly
wouldn’t hurt, either. Good God girl, you’re starting to look
like a vampire.” Given their propensity for dressing alike and
sporting the same hairstyle—long on top and shaved on the
sides and back—Angi and Cheryl were often mistaken for
sisters instead of partners but that didn’t stop them from being
the most adorable lesbian couple Sam had ever seen.
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“Yeah, whatever.” Sam hid a small grin. She couldn’t deny
that it had turned out to be a lovely afternoon. All week, the
weatherman had been predicting rain and she had kept her
fingers crossed for just that. Yet, as she looked up, there wasn’t
a cloud in the sky. Well, that was just her luck. She hadn’t been
to Lansing Pride in three years, not since she and Jennifer, her
ex, had come. Since then, she really hadn’t had much interest in
anything but her work.
Still grumping to herself, she wiped back the sweat beading
on her forehead and trickling into her eyes. Already it was
hot and it was barely noon. If the feel of the sun on her skin
were any indication, she was probably going to end up with a
wicked sunburn to boot. Just what she needed. She continued to
grumble under her breath when Cheryl quickly tugged her to
the left, nearly ripping her off her feet. “Hey, watch it.”
“Oh, come on. I want to check this out.” Cheryl beelined up
to a vendor selling hats and T-shirts. In the background, music
drifted over the festivities from the live bands on stage. While
Cheryl and Angi checked out the shirts, Sam ran a finger over
a black cap with a barbwire rainbow embroidered on the front.
The black would certainly look great with her fiery shoulderlength red hair and with a little luck, it might even keep her
from getting too scorched under the sun. Besides, if she had to
be there, she might as well have something to show for it. But
when she flipped it over, she nearly choked. “You’ve got to be
shitting me. Thirty-five dollars? For a cap?”
“That would look really good on you.”
She whipped around, her chest tightening. “Excuse me?”
A woman with tousled brown hair and mirrored sunglasses
smiled at her. “I was just saying that cap would look really good
on you—especially with your red hair.” She tilted her head as if
getting a better look at her.
“Um…thanks.” She had been out of the lesbian scene for
so long, she wasn’t sure how to respond to such an obvious
flirtation. Running away came to mind. She shot a quick glance
toward Cheryl and Angi but they were still busy looking through
shirts. With no help there, all she was left with was biting her
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lip and spinning the cap around in her hands, hoping upon hope
that her new friend would quickly lose interest and move on.
“Well, I’d better get going.” The woman leaned in closer
and then let out a laugh as Sam contorted her body in what
looked like some bizarre yoga position to keep the same distance
between them. She lowered her voice. “I’d buy the cap, though.”
Then with a wink, she walked away.
Still spinning the cap around in her hands, Sam watched as
the woman walked out of sight.
“Hey, she was cute.” Cheryl threw an arm around her
shoulders. “What did she want?”
“She was just being nice. Said this cap looked good with my
hair.” Sam held it up to emphasize the point. She tried to sound
casual but her hands were still shaking.
“Wow. You should have asked her out. It’s been like how
long?”
“Oh, yeah, right. Believe me, that’s the last thing I need.”
Sam avoided Cheryl’s gaze as she pulled her wallet from her
back pocket and paid for her cap.
“Boy, Sam, you’re a bright ray of sunshine today. You know
what you need? You need to get laid.” Cheryl poked her in the
ribs.
Sam let out a loud snort and rolled her eyes. “Oh, like I’m
just going to find someone out of the blue here and get laid.”
“What better place to meet someone?” Angi waved an arm
at the large crowd milling between the vendors. “Look—hot
girls everywhere.”
“Well, like I’ve said a hundred times, I’m not interested in
meeting anyone right now.” Her friends certainly meant well
but since breaking up with Jennifer over a year ago, she had
sworn off all romance—who needed all that heartache anyway?
She had been with Jennifer for nearly three years and everything
had seemed to be good. That was until she came home and
found her in bed, their bed, with some woman she had picked
up at the local coffee house. As if that weren’t bad enough,
Jennifer blamed her for the affair—if she had known how to
pleasure a partner, she wouldn’t have had to find it somewhere
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else, thank you very much. Grinding her teeth, she tried to push
the memory away. No, she certainly didn’t want to go through
that again anytime soon.
“I just worry about you, Sam.” Cheryl once more wrapped
her arm around her waist. “I want you to be happy.”
Sam pulled her hair into a ponytail and fed it through the
back of her new cap. “I am happy.” At Cheryl’s look of utter
disbelief, she stomped her foot. “Really, I am.”
Cheryl pulled her in closer, hugging her tight. “Okay, okay.
Just keep an open mind. You never know when the right person
will just appear and sweep you off your feet.”
Angi burst out laughing. “Yeah, like you did?”
“What?” Cheryl slapped a hand to her chest, doing her best
to look innocent. “I swept you off your feet.”
“Knocking someone flat on her back is not sweeping her off
her feet.” Angi wagged a finger at her.
“I didn’t knock you flat on your back.”
“You knocked me down on my butt—that’s bad enough.”
“Well, I was in a hurry. At least I helped you up.”
“Not until after you got your coffee. Only then did you look
down and go, ‘oh geez, are you okay, miss?’” Angi wrinkled her
nose at Cheryl.
“Oh, I wasn’t that bad. Besides, I really needed that coffee.”
By now, Sam was laughing so much, her sides hurt and
tears ran down her lightly-freckled cheeks. She had heard this
story more times than she could remember but each time it
subtly changed. A detail here. A detail there. Cheryl and Angi
were constantly reinventing their first encounter, but it always
amused her. They never seemed to tire of each other.
Angi stood up on her toes and wrapped her arms around
Cheryl. “Well, you certainly got my attention.” She gave Cheryl
a tender kiss.
“Mmmm.” Cheryl had her eyes closed. “I’m so glad I ran
you down.”
Sam turned away, letting out a soft sigh. If only she could
find what they had. Was that too much to ask? Apparently with
Jennifer it had been. Maybe she was destined to always be alone.
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Then again, maybe Cheryl was right—the right person would
just appear and sweep her off her feet.
“Hey, where you at?” Cheryl waved her hand in front of
Sam’s face. “You’re like a million miles away.”
Sam blinked twice and then giggled. “Just lost in thought as
usual.”
“Wow, I guess.” Cheryl took Sam’s hand in one and Angi’s in
the other. “Well, come on. Why don’t we get something to eat?
I’m pretty hungry.”
“Now, that sounds good.” Angi swung her and Cheryl’s arm
back and forth, swaying as they walked.
At the mention of food, Sam’s stomach gave a massive
growl. Other than a banana and coffee, her usual breakfast of
champions, she hadn’t eaten all day. “So, what do they have here
that’s good?”
Cheryl skipped a couple of steps. “I saw a booth selling Thai
food. That’s what I’m having.”
“Oh, that sounds good. I haven’t had Thai in forever.” Angi
licked her lips, making a big scene of it.
“Yeah, that actually sounds really good.” Sam couldn’t
remember the last time she had eaten Thai either—probably
with Angi and Cheryl. Left to her own devices, she lived on
Ramen noodles and TV dinners. Granted, she was a computer
geek.
***
“Hey, Jodi, there you are.” Kat stepped around the far side
of the enclosed trailer hitched to the back of Jodi’s Ford Escape.
“I’ve been looking everywhere for you.”
Jodi sat on top of her large Fender amp, strumming her
guitar lightly, eyes closed. At the sound of Kat’s voice, she
slowly lifted her head and gave her a wry smile. She had been
hoping no one would find her until the show. With her little
pixie bob haircut and super petite build, Kat seemed small and
delicate, almost childlike. However, her fiery personality would
fit someone three times her size.
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Kat looked up at Jodi and gave her a bright smile. “Why
don’t you come and walk around with us. Terra and Lynn want
to check things out. There are a lot of cool vendors here today.”
Jodi merely shook her head and glanced down at her feet.
Just the thought of walking around in a crowd of people made
her stomach churn. She’d much rather sit back behind the
trailer, alone with her guitar.
“Oh, come on. It’ll be fun.” Kat grabbed her by the hand,
trying to pull her off the amp. “Besides, it will do you some good
to get out instead of sitting back here and sulking.”
Jodi yanked her hand back. “No.” She mouthed the word,
barely more than a whisper. Kat may only be trying to help but
she wished she’d leave her alone. She wished everyone would
leave her alone.
Kat peered up into Jodi’s eyes as she hung her head. “Sweetie,
are you okay? I’m worried about you.”
“I’m fine.” Again, she breathed out the words, her lips
moving but no sound coming out.
Kat let out a long sigh, her shoulders falling. “Jodi, I just
want to see you happy, girl.”
Her eyes now began to sting and she quickly turned away,
staring off into the distance. She wanted nothing more than
to be happy too but she just didn’t see how that would ever
be possible. How could she go out there with all those people
walking about? She couldn’t even stand to be around herself.
Finally, she lowered her head and began to fingerpick a simple
chord progression, concentrating on the movements of her
fingers, hoping to keep away the tears that threatened to spill.
Kat let out another deep breath and patted Jodi lightly on
the leg. “Okay. I’ll leave you be, but I sure wish you’d come with
us.” She stood and peered down one last time before she shook
her head again and slowly walked away.
Once Kat was out of sight, Jodi ground her palm to her eye,
quashing away a tear. She hated feeling like this. Three years—
not a day went by that she wasn’t reminded of that terrible
accident. It just wasn’t fair. Why did a drunk have to blow
through a red light and wreck her life? Why did she have to lose
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her voice, the one thing besides her guitar playing that meant
the most to her. Why did she have to have deep, jagged scars up
and down her body as if someone had chiseled away her flesh?
She couldn’t count on both hands the number of skin grafts
she had endured and for what? She still looked like a slasher
film reject. And what about the endless counseling sessions? You
just need to work through the stages of grief—you have to accept this
is your new normal. What a joke. Couldn’t they see? She would
never be normal again. How was that for fair?
Again she closed her eyes and slowly plucked through one
of the ballads she had written. It was a new song, written since
her accident. That was how she had come to think of her life—
before her accident and after her accident. She didn’t play her
songs from before her accident. It was too painful a reminder of
everything she had lost. At first, she had thought her music career
was over. How could she ever face a crowd again after what had
happened? But she couldn’t give up her music. She could still
play the guitar. At least that hadn’t been taken away. Another tear
spilled down her cheek as she continued strumming her guitar,
feeling the notes wrap around her like a warm, comfortable
blanket, shutting out everyone and everything.
***
With a Styrofoam bowl of Pad Thai in one hand and a glass
of Thai iced tea in the other, Sam scurried to keep up with Angi
and Cheryl, weaving her way through the small groups dotted
across the hillside along the Grand River. Finally, they found an
empty spot and kicked back in a small circle. Music mixed with
a dozen different conversations drifted across the hillside. Angi
sucked in a noodle, slurping loudly. “God, I love these.”
“Mmmmm. Yeah, not bad.” Sam smacked her lips. For an
outdoor festival, the food was quite impressive.
“So, babe, when’s Lynn’s band playing?” Cheryl leaned
against Angi’s shoulder as she ate.
Angi glanced at her watch. “They’re supposed to be on at
three—about another twenty minutes.”
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“We certainly can’t miss that.” Cheryl wiped her mouth
and stuffed the napkin in her empty bowl. “Lynn would never
forgive us.”
“Who’s Lynn?” Sam squirmed, a sharp pain digging into
her. She’d probably be a whole lot more interested if she could
only get comfortable. No matter what she tried, something kept
biting into her butt. She again shifted her weight to no avail.
Finally about to scream, she rocked over on her left side and
swept several broken nutshells out from under her. No wonder
she couldn’t get comfortable.
Angi stretched out her legs, smiling as she watched Sam
fidget. “Oh, she’s a friend of mine from college. She’s in the
band Blind Pariah with her partner, Kat. Lynn sings and Kat is
the drummer.”
“Wow, really? I’ve never seen them.” Sam gulped down the
last of her Pad Thai, wincing as it seared her throat.
Cheryl let out a loud snort. “Well, that’s what you get for
never getting away from your computers. They’ve been touring
the last couple of years throughout Michigan and northern
Indiana, playing most of the women’s festivals and hitting the
clubs.”
“Yeah, yeah.” Cheryl had her there. She really hadn’t been
into the club scene since Jennifer. Jennifer hadn’t liked clubs.
Then, after they broke up, she just didn’t feel like going out.
“So, where on earth did they get the name, ‘Blind Pariah’?
That’s pretty esoteric.”
“That would be Jodi.” Angi gave her head a firm nod. “She
put the band together and came up with the name. Something
about needing to be blind to nasty people who are blinded
themselves by their own hatred. How being an all lesbian band
makes them outcasts, pariahs of music, so they might as well
embrace it—hence ‘Blind Pariah.’”
“Okay, I get it but it just seems a bit odd.”
Angi laughed with Cheryl. “Yeah, well, that’s Jodi. You’d
have to know her. She’s a bit…different. If you stay with us,
we’re going out with the band later and you can meet them.”
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Fed up with the hard ground and the nutshells still poking
into her butt, Sam finally stood. “I’ll probably head home before
then.”
“Jesus, Sam. Live a little.” Cheryl jumped up and offered her
hand to Angi.
“Yeah, we’ll see.” Sam rolled her eyes. What she’d really like
to do is to start working on that new website. That sounded a lot
more fun than sitting around and talking with strangers.
With her hand in Cheryl’s, Angi gathered up their trash
and threw it in the barrel. She then grabbed Sam by the arm
and pulled her closer. “At least you can listen to them. They’re
actually really good.”
Together, they meandered through the crowd, making their
way to the stage. A band had just finished up and now the emcee
dashed out on stage, starting her monologue and working the
crowd.
“Hey, over there.” Cheryl marched off toward the sound
control booth where it cast a shadow across the grass.
Her legs burning as if she had in a moment of true stupidity
decided to enter the Pride 5K—she just wasn’t used to all this
walking, not when she spent the better part of her life in front of
a computer—Sam flopped down on the ground and settled back
on the cushy grass, immediately welcoming the shade. Sweat
again trickled off her forehead and into her eyes. Even as cool
as her new black cap was, it wasn’t any help.
Cheryl threw a leg around each side of Angi and pulled her
back against her chest. Angi then craned her neck, brushing
Cheryl’s lips with hers. “This is a great spot, babe.”
“Nothing less for my baby.” Cheryl nuzzled against Angi’s
neck.
Sam let out a sigh as she watched her two best friends. She
couldn’t help but feel a tinge of envy. What they had seemed
effortless. Why couldn’t she find that? She had to work at
everything in a relationship, and even then, it always seemed to
fall apart. Cheryl and Angi were so lucky. She had never been
with anyone who looked at her as Cheryl and Angi looked at
each other, as if no one else at that moment existed. Then again,
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she had never found anyone herself who she looked at like that
either.
The warm breeze, a combination of freshly mowed grass
and automotive exhaust, swept across her face as she leaned
back on her elbows and closed her eyes. Although she wouldn’t
mind sitting in front of her computers in air-conditioned bliss,
she couldn’t deny the heat against her skin felt great. And she
had to admit, she could use the break, especially after the long
hours she had been keeping lately. But just as she was about
to nod off, a squeal of feedback pierced the air and the emcee
screamed into the microphone. “Now, put your hands together
and give a big welcome to Blind Pariah.”
Sam jerked fully awake, the emcee’s voice still echoing in
her head. She then glanced up at the stage and nearly fell flat
as her elbows gave out under her. Nothing could have prepared
her for the sight in front of her—a tall, slender woman clad in
jeans, a tight black tank top, and clunky black boots bounced
across the stage, wailing on a bright blue electric guitar. “Holy
shit, who is that?”
“That would be Jodi.” Angi jumped to her feet, pulling
Cheryl up with her, keeping her arms wrapped around her waist.
With her mouth still gaping, Sam scrambled to her feet,
her eyes glued to the lithe young woman hammering out a
screaming heavy metal solo, playing her guitar with both hands
on the neck Eddie Van Halen style while she danced around the
stage. She had never seen anything like it before—both girl and
guitar a mere blur. “Oh my God, she’s amazing.”
Cheryl nudged her shoulder. “You haven’t seen anything
yet. Just wait.”
Sam couldn’t imagine how Jodi could possibly be any better.
She seemed to play effortlessly, her fingers flying over the neck
of the guitar. Although three other women shared the stage,
Sam hardly noticed them.
“So what do you think?” Angi leaned close, her lips only
inches from Sam’s ear.
“Wow. She’s…she’s…she’s just amazing.”
Cheryl burst out laughing. “Yeah, I think you already said
that.”
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“What?” Sam barely shot a glance at Cheryl. The band had
now slowed down for their next song, a slow rock ballad. She
could almost feel the emotion emanating from Jodi’s guitar as it
cried out each lonely note. Jodi then threw her head back as she
drew out one piercing soulful note, her long thin arms wrapped
around her guitar as if she were embracing the instrument as
she played it.
Sam rocked up on her tiptoes, peeking over the crowd. She
didn’t want to miss a thing. Not only was Jodi unbelievable on
the guitar, she had to be one of the most gorgeous women she
had ever seen. She always had a thing for women with clipped
spikes and Jodi certainly didn’t disappoint with her extremely
short black hair framing her narrow face.
Now Jodi hopped over to the side of the stage, kicking up
her clunky black boots, and slowly began to spin around in
place, her guitar cable following her like a long, thin tail. While
the rest of the band, even the drummer, worked to engage the
crowd, Jodi merely focused on her guitar, as if there were no
one else around. With her eyes still on Jodi, Sam leaned over
to Angi as she clapped with her hands above her head to the
beat of the music. “Hey, what’s up with Jodi? She never looks at
anyone while she’s playing.”
Angi cupped a hand to her mouth, raising her voice over the
loud music. “That’s just Jodi. You’d have to know her. She really
doesn’t like being around people much.”
“What? How can she not like people? She’s a professional
guitar player.” Sam could understand someone like herself not
liking people. That’s why she preferred being around computers
most of the time. But for someone who played guitar in a band,
made a career out of performing in front of an audience, not
liking being around people—that made no sense at all.
Angi stopped clapping and pulled Sam close, their cheeks
brushing, and nodded up at the stage. “See that big scar on her
neck?”
“I don’t see what—” Then she noticed it, the deep angry
gash running down the side of Jodi’s throat, disappearing under
her black tank top. She sucked in a quick breath. “Whoa, what
happened there?”
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“From what Lynn told me, Jodi was in a really bad car
accident a couple of years ago—almost died. She won’t even
talk about it, not that she talks all that much about anything.”
“Oh, God. That’s really sad, Angi.”
“Yeah, I know.” Angi slowly shook her head as she watched
Jodi up on stage. “What’s worse is she used to frontline her own
band, even had a couple of albums. I have them at home and let
me tell you, she was good. Not only did she play guitar, she sang.
I saw her a couple of times when Kat filled in on drums. Then
the accident left her with that scar and really messed up her
voice. If you ask me, that’s why Jodi doesn’t like being around
people much. After that, Jodi gave up her solo act and formed
Blind Pariah with Kat on drums. That’s how Lynn got involved.
They needed a lead singer and Lynn was a natural fit.”
Sam turned back to the stage, a sour lump settling in her
stomach. Jodi slowly twirled with her guitar again, her eyes
closed, wrapped up in her own little world. At the sight, Sam
swallowed. She couldn’t even begin to imagine what it must be
like for Jodi. All because of a car crash. No wonder Jodi didn’t
like being around people. To lose all that with only a jagged scar
to show for it. It wasn’t fair.
***
Jodi slipped the strap of her guitar over her head. She
nodded toward the table where fans were beginning to line up.
“Why don’t you go and sign albums while I tear down.” Her
voice was low and raspy, not much more than a whisper.
“You know, the crowd always asks to see you.” Lynn
stretched, showing off her lean, muscular body compliments
from years of dance. Although not quite as tall as Jodi, she still
made a striking presence on stage with her blond faux hawk and
wildly personable nature.
Without answering, Jodi continued to pack up her
equipment. The absolute last thing she was going to do was
sit in front of everyone and watch their expressions when she
spoke. Or worse yet, the questions. What happened to your voice?
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Hey, are you going to ever sing again? I saw you once and you had a
great voice—what a shame. Yeah, what a shame. No, she didn’t
need that.
She watched out of the corner of her eye as Lynn shuffled
away, her shoulders slumped. Lynn and Terra could deal with
the crowd. She was better off back here, out of sight, without
having to worry what anyone might think or say. All she needed
were her guitars and she’d be happy, especially her bright blue
electric guitar. She plucked it from the stand and wiped down
the neck with a soft cloth before gently lowering it into the
case. That guitar was her life. Her mom and dad had bought
that guitar for her after her accident. She had always wanted a
Paul Reed Smith Custom 24 with the abalone bird neck inlays
in the deep Blue Matteo finish. The day of her accident, she had
been at Guitar Center. They had just had one delivered and she
played it for three hours straight in the store before reluctantly
giving it up. It had almost come home with her that day but she
couldn’t quite afford it. Maybe if it were still there in a month
or so, she would definitely get it. Then, the accident. That had
changed everything.
“Hey, Jodi. Can you give me a hand?” Kat was struggling
with her Roland V-Pro electronic drum kit. She had already
removed the cymbals, foot pedals and hi-hat. At only five-foottwo to Jodi’s five-foot-ten, she was the shortest in the band.
Jodi grabbed the end of Kat’s drum rack and lifted. “Damn,
and I thought my amp was heavy.”
“Be thankful this is an electronic set. My old set weighed
about the same as a Volkswagen.”
With Jodi in the lead and Kat taking up the rear, they
grunted, heaved, shuffled and swore their way to the trailer. The
only thing that could have made it more miserable was if it were
snowing or raining. Finally, as the last of the drum set slid into
the trailer, Jodi nearly collapsed, her heart pounding in protest.
“Like I said, and I thought my amp was heavy.”
Kat wiped the sweat from her forehead. “The worst thing
about playing drums has to be moving them. Electronic or not,
it sucks.”
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“Yeah, I’ll stick to my guitars, thank you.”
Without so much as a moment to catch their breath, they
bustled back to the stage and up the ramp. Jodi still had to finish
packing up her gear. She peeked over to the table where Lynn
and Terra were signing albums. A long line of people was still
queued up. That was a good sign. The more albums they sold,
the more money they made. She then turned back and picked
up her Ovation acoustic. Besides her Paul Reed Smith, the
Ovation was her next favorite. It probably helped that it was
a Melissa Etheridge signature model. She smiled to herself as
she wiped it down and placed it in the case. No self-respecting
lesbian rocker should be without one.
With a case in each hand, she slogged off again to her Escape
and slid them in the back, which was much better than them
bouncing all over the inside of the trailer. She’d probably curl
up in a ball if she opened up the trailer only to find her guitars
scattered hell and gone amongst the other equipment.
“Hey, Jodi. What’s left?”
“Just the amps, thank God.” Jodi hooked a thumb over her
shoulder at the stage. Sweat now streaming off her forehead,
she trudged back up the ramp with Kat. “Why don’t you see if
you can get those guys to help you with Terra’s amp. They need
something better to do, anyway.” She pointed to the two guys
who were supposed to be helping out but were doing a better
job of lounging around the stage and flirting with the cute guys
in the crowd.
Jodi unplugged her Fender 100-watt Twin Amp and rolled
up the cables while Kat worked with the burly guys to carry
Terra’s amp. She wheeled her amp behind them, letting gravity
carry it down the ramp, but when it hit the bottom, the wheels
bit into the grass and the amp stopped cold. “Shit.” This was
just what she needed. Well, she wasn’t going to wait and she
certainly wasn’t going to ask for help, not from those guys, not
from strangers, so she bent down and—one, two, three—heaved,
her long wiry arms flexing as she lugged her amp, bouncing
against her thigh with every step.
Kat turned around as the guys loaded Terra’s amp into the
trailer. “Good God, Jodi. We could have helped.”
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Jodi merely shook her head and gritted her teeth, jostling
her amp into the trailer. She kept her head down until the guys
were out of earshot. “I had it no problem. Besides, I didn’t want
to…” She waved her hand absently toward the back of the two
men. “You know.”
“Ah, yeah.” Kat watched the men walk away. “I know you’ve
heard me say it a thousand times but just don’t let it bother you,
Jodi. Who gives a damn what they think?”
“It’s just hard, Kat.”
“I know. Believe, me. I know.” Kat squeezed her shoulder.
Jodi glanced up at the stage as the next band began to set
up. What Kat didn’t know—what no one knew—was how hard
it was sometimes for her to be up on stage. It was a constant
reminder of what she had lost. Whenever she picked up a guitar
and strummed even a few chords, she felt like singing, an almost
overpowering urge. At best, she could sing maybe a note or
two. Then she’d hear herself, how she sounded now, and her
stomach knotted and she had to fight back the all too familiar
tears. Even thinking about it now, she could feel the stinging at
the corner of her eyes.
“Well, I’m going up to sign some albums. You sure—”
“I’m sure. There’s no way I’m going up there.”
“Okay, sweetie. You know I have to ask.” Kat gave a quick
wave over her shoulder and then bounded up to Lynn and Terra.
Jodi stood with her hands in her pockets as she watched
her bandmates signing albums and laughing with the fans. She
missed that. That had always been the highlight of any show, as
was talking, if only for a few moments, with each person who
wanted a CD. That way she could personalize the message. She
had fans ask her to address it to their partners, their parents,
their bosses, their ministers—nothing surprised her. One young
teenage girl once had even asked her to address one to her
great-grandma. Yeah, that had been a lot of fun. Jodi reached
up and absently brushed her fingers over the deep scar on her
throat, something did a dozen times a day. Finally with a long
sigh, she turned away and slowly trudged back to her car. That
had been a different life.
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***
“Oh my God, it’s Angi.” Lynn sprang from her chair nearly
tipping the table over before throwing her arms around Angi’s
neck and planting a loud, smacking kiss on her cheek. “I’m so
glad you guys could make it.”
“Of course.” Angi returned Lynn’s exuberant hug. “Wouldn’t
miss it.”
The crowd had finally thinned out around the table where
Lynn and Terra were signing albums. Sam couldn’t believe
that so many people would be interested in purchasing a CD
at Pride. There must have been over fifty people in line. One
woman even bought five albums. Still, she wouldn’t have minded
meeting Jodi but she was nowhere in sight.
Lynn plopped down on the corner of the table. “So, tell me.
What did you think of the show?”
“We loved it, didn’t we, Sam?” Angi leaned over and nudged
Sam in the ribs with her elbow.
“What? Of course I liked the show.” Why Angi and Cheryl
had to make such a big deal was beyond her. Sometimes it
seemed as if they had nothing better to do than pick on her.
And now with her cheeks turning a nice rosy red, that would
probably encourage them all the more. Maybe if she were lucky,
she could blame it on a wicked sunburn.
“I bet you did.” Angi turned back to Lynn. “Sam here
couldn’t tear her eyes away.”
“More like she couldn’t tear her eyes off Jodi. Right, Sam?”
Cheryl grabbed her by the shoulders from behind, rocking her
on her feet. She then flashed a devilish wink at Lynn. “You’ll
have to forgive us. This is Sam, my best friend clear back from
college. We’re just giving her a hard time.” She leaned in,
cupped her hand to her mouth, and whispered loud enough for
everyone within ten feet to hear. “She likes Jodi.”
“Hey, all I said was I thought she’s amazing. You know,
playing guitar.”
Terra popped her head up from the album she was signing
for the last woman in line, sending her white dreads flying. With
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all the tattoos covering her arms and upper chest, she looked
like a walking art gallery. “Well, you’ve got that right. The one
thing you can say about Jodi is she’s amazing with the guitar.”
She handed back the CD, kicked her feet up on the table, and
leaned her chair back on two legs just as Kat walked up. “Oh,
maybe you can meet her, Sam. Hey, Kat. Is Jodi coming?”
“Yeah, right. You know Jodi. She’s back there hiding as
usual.” Kat yanked out a chair and slumped against the back.
“Bah.” Lynn craned her neck over the crowd, glancing back
at the stage. “Tell you what. You guys are coming over later,
right?”
“Yeah, we were planning on it.” Angi hooked her arm
through Sam’s. “What do you say, Sam? Think you can bring
yourself to actually socialize with real people.”
“Well…”
Angi whipped her head back to Lynn. “Yeah, we’re coming.”
“Great. And Jodi will be there as her normal cheery self.”
Cheryl slid the large box of albums over and hopped up on
the table opposite Lynn. She then started pawing through the
remaining CDs. “Sure looks like things are going great here.”
“Oh yeah. We’ve sold a ton of albums today.” Lynn turned
and grabbed two CDs from the stack on the table. “Here, you
guys want one?”
“Wow, that would be great. We haven’t got your new one
yet have we Cheryl?”
“How about you, Sam?”
“What? Yeah, I’d love one.” She hadn’t even considered
buying an album. She had been too busy still peeking back at
the stage hoping for a glimpse of Jodi. But when she looked
down at the CD cover, there she was staring back at her along
with the rest of the band. Yet even in the picture, Jodi seemed
to be hiding behind everyone, as if trying her best to disappear.
“So, how much do I owe you?”
“Oh, please, don’t worry about it. Consider it a gift.”
“No really, I’m willing to pay.”
Terra burst out laughing, nearly tipping over backward in
her chair. “I like this girl.”
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Kat slapped the tabletop. “Amen to that. We need more
people like you, Sam.”
Before she could even reply, Lynn ripped the album back
out of her hands. “Here. Let’s sign that for you.” She quickly
stripped off the cellophane wrapping. “You can at least get the
three of us to sign it.” She then opened the front cover where
she scrawled out a brief message before tossing the album to
Kat.
“Yeah, Jodi doesn’t sign albums. Well, at least not since…”
Kat trailed off as she quickly scratched a short message across
the inside flap then slid the CD to Terra.
Terra dropped her chair back on four legs and grabbed a
pen. “Forget about signing an album. Jodi won’t even talk to a
fan. She just disappears after a show. Sad.” She then tossed the
CD to Sam.
“Geez, Sam. Sounds like she’s perfect for you then. What
was it you said you wanted to do instead of coming here today—
sit in a dark room and play with your computers?” Cheryl then
lowered her voice as if letting the others in on a secret. “Sam’s
a website designer so she never socializes with actual people.”
“Hey, I’m being picked on most unfairly. Besides, computers
are a lot easier to deal with than people.” Sam held her hand to
her chest, doing her best to pull off innocent but Cheryl was
right—she hardly ever socialized. Not these days.
Kat stood and tucked the box of CDs under her arm. “Wow.
You’re right, Cheryl. She would be perfect for Jodi. She can’t
deal with people either.”
Sam threw her hands up in the air. It was probably best
to just concede defeat. Besides, she couldn’t really argue the
point. When it came to people, she was totally inept. Her ex
hadn’t helped matters at all either. How many months had she
been cheating right under her nose? How many stupid excuses
did she accept for the strange text messages and late-night
meetings? After catching her in their bed with someone else
and the blowup after that, she didn’t feel she could really trust
anyone. It was no wonder she didn’t deal well with people.
***
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Jodi kicked out her long legs and leaned her head back
against the side of the trailer, her eyes slammed shut. With the
sun warming her face, she listened to the music from the next
band and the cheer of the crowd. The best part about sitting
back there was no one bothered her—no crowd, no fans, no
one. She could almost—almost—forget how different she was.
“Hey, there you are, Jodi.” Kat dropped the box of CDs on
the ground beside her feet and perched herself on the fender.
“You really should have been out there. We sold a ton of CDs.
Some woman bought like five at once.”
Jodi rolled her head to the side and opened her eyes,
blinking against the bright sunlight. “Five at once, huh? Now
that’s pretty cool. We can certainly do with it.” Every show they
seemed to be selling more and more albums, a sure sign that
they were gaining recognition as a band.
“You know, a lot of the fans were asking about you again.”
Kat bit her lower lip.
With a long drawn-out sigh, Jodi rolled her head back
straight and closed her eyes again. Her chest constricted as if
steel bands were tightening around it until each breath burned.
“Jodi, I know it bothers you, but really, it wouldn’t be that
bad. Just sign a few CDs and smile. When you were doing your
solo act before…” Kat swallowed. “…well, I remember the times
when I filled in on drums, you couldn’t wait to get off stage and
talk to the fans. You said it was always the best part of the show.”
She didn’t need Kat to remind her of that. Of course she
used to love talking to the fans. That was almost as much fun as
performing. But how would they look at her now, some big scar
gouged down the side of her body? But that wasn’t nearly as bad
as her voice. She sounded like a freak. Talking to the fans? All
that would be is a constant reminder—a reminder of what she
had lost. A tear spilled over her eyelid and she quickly brushed
it away.
“Oh, hon.” Kat sprang to her feet and pulled Jodi into a hug,
her chin resting on her shoulder. “Please, don’t cry. I’m sorry.”
Tears now ran freely down the sides of her face, etching lines
in the dust on her skin. “Kat, I can’t…I can’t face them. There’s

20

Micheala Lynn

just no way.” She sobbed harder, her voice breaking with each
gasp. “I’m…I’m…sorry. I can’t.”
“Shhhh.” Kat patted the back of Jodi’s head as she leaned
against her shoulder. “It’ll be okay. I’m just an asshole. Forget I
said anything.”
“It’s not you. Believe me, it’s not. It’s all me. I’m the asshole.
Every time I see a smiling fan, I feel sick, like I’m going to puke.
Then it’s like I’m back in the hospital after the accident and I
can hear the doctor telling me I’ll never sing again. I…I just
can’t take that.”
“Oh, sweetie, I guess I wasn’t really thinking. I know it’s
been really hard for you. I certainly didn’t mean to make you
cry.” Kat brushed away a tear on Jodi’s cheek with the back of
her finger.
Through clenched teeth, Jodi let out a raspy, bitter laugh.
“You know, I really hate crying. Seems like all I do anymore.”
“Yeah, I know. You’re always trying to put on that tough
baby butch act.” Kat pulled her close again. “But I know better.
You’re a real softy.”
“Hey, now don’t be telling anyone.” Jodi finally managed a
small smile. Kat was good for that—she could always make her
smile. If it weren’t for her, she’d probably never even leave her
house. She didn’t know what she’d do without a friend like her.
Probably just drink beer, eat delivery pizza and play guitar all
by herself.
“Well, don’t worry. Your secret’s safe with me.” Kat brushed
away a clump of mascara from beside Jodi’s eye.
Her sides still hurting, Jodi stooped down and grabbed the
box of CDs from beside the trailer. She’d tuck them in the back of
her car while waiting—anything to forget her little breakdown.
“So, we still getting together at your place tonight?”
“Oh, I forgot to tell you. Angi and Cheryl were here today. I
invited them to come also.” Kat stood behind her as she slipped
the box into her car.
“That’s cool. I wish I had seen them.” Although it had taken
her quite a while to warm to Angi and Cheryl, she could now
talk to them as freely as she did with Lynn, Kat or Terra.

Jagged Little Scar

21

“Now, just to give you a heads-up, they’re bringing a friend
of Cheryl’s so don’t totally freak out.”
Jodi dropped her head forward, thumping it hard against
the doorframe of her car. The last thing she wanted was to meet
someone new, especially after losing it in front of Kat. Since
her accident, she had let very few people into her life and not a
single person romantically, not that she really missed that. She
had always been too focused on her music for much in the way
of romance anyway. “I don’t know. Maybe I’ll go home instead.”
“Oh, come on, Jodi. We all want you there. Trust me, it
won’t be that bad. Besides…” Kat danced from one foot to the
other, a manic grin on her lips. “I have a Guinness with your
name on it.”
“You know, that’s bribery.” Kat always knew just what to say
to make her giggle. And how could she turn down a Guinness
or two or three?
“So, you’ll come?” Kat nudged her with her elbow.
Jodi let out a long sigh. “Yes, I’ll come.”
“Good. You don’t have anything to worry about. Angi and
Cheryl’s friend seems really nice. Besides, she wanted to meet
you.”
“Oh, great. That’s all I need.” Jodi dragged her feet as she
walked beside Kat. Guinness or not, heading straight home
instead was becoming a better idea all the time. If it weren’t
tradition after a show, she’d do just that.
Kat bounced along beside her. “Trust me, Jodi. You’ll really
like her. Just be nice, okay. Oh, and in case you do decide to talk,
her name is Sam.”

