The first snow began to fall on June it snows in June?? seventh, beginning as light flakes that tumbled from the sky, turning into thick sheets of soft white powder, powder which clogged sewers, filled driveways, blocked everybody inside for days. Okay, I know you said that a few months have passed and that her sister has died. Well, maybe in the first half of your story, say what date it is so we can register that that happened without you telling us. Just an idea… Dad kicked Boots off the couch and sat down, a hot pot of coffee brewing in the kitchen, surprised magpies cawing outside. Narrogin had never had snow in it’s its history books, but nevertheless it was falling fast and free in the backyard. I peered out the window, sighing. I hated being away from Drew, my friends, school, family, everything I had lived for and grown to take for granted. Leaving him was difficult, but there wasn’t any point in staying in Perth.

I considered my new life as an only child. Private school, which I knew dad only did so I didn’t feel that bad for leaving my public school, a glamorous house on the fringe of the town, a steady job at Coles on weekends, my very own en suite room with balcony and gold taps in the bathroom.

“Darl, did your mother called call when I was out?” His voice was raw from the cold that had rattled his body for the previous four days. I shut the blinds, getting back on my feet and checking the messages. Two from Drew telling me he missed me and would be down on Saturday, giving me a quick update on school and everybody. One from mum from a week ago, telling us Fizzy was missing us and she wanted dad to come back to her. Of course dad wouldn’t, he didn’t agree on her methods for coping with his daughter’s death. “Crude and unfair” he called it. I agreed with him, which is why I’d opted to move with him, to change my life and start fresh. Lockie had told me she’d kept Bronte’s room perfectly clean and just the same as when she’d last gone into hospital. When we’d moved comma she’d pushed all Bronte’s spare stuff into my room, using it as a long term storage space. Drew thought it was sad, but I didn’t care. Kids at school never gave me a hard time. I am top dog there. I’m happy; I’m free from all the problems I was faced with before. The photos from the party are in a photo album on my shelf, four photos pasted on my wall, surrounded by my Seventeenth Birthday Party photos.

My Nokia buzzed, Drew’s number flashing across the small screen. I momentarily lost myself thinking about him, his strong jaw, his soft eyes, tender, knowing smile that always lifted my spirits. Breaking up with him had been hard, but not doing it would’ve broken my heart even more, knowing he was waiting for me, laying in wait to see if I ever remembered him, followed through with what I promised. Of course I wouldn’t forget the time we had, but it was how it was supposed to be.

“Hey Drew. Weather good?”


For the past five weeks since we’d moved, Applecross had turned into a desert with constant sunshine, occasional nightly rain, but no letting up during the long hours of the day.

“Actually, sun’s out again this morning. The garden is beginning to reveal its suffering, but I’m fine. Air con going full pelt which is pushing the electricity bill through the roof, which is super strange because it’s May and usually by now it’s bucketing with rain. You?”


Narrogin, middle of nowhere, halfway between Albany and Perth, inland further than Perth, warmer than Albany, confusing alert!!! Too many towns in one spot. Maybe reword??v was known for gruesome winters that never gave out, and brutally ferocious summers reaching beyond 35 degrees. Nobody had told me this prior to departure.

“Well. Where do I begin? It’s nearly winter and the sun hasn’t woken up since last summer. It’s nearly black all day and dad can’t go to work because the roads are too flooded, and his cold is getting so bad I don’t know if he can fight it off before his promotion. I can’t go to school, which is an upside because I can catch up with my studies, but I can’t go to work, shopping is a nightmare, and half the town have prepared for the worst Winter on record.”


“It’ll get better,” He sympathised. sympathized I rolled onto my back and gazed at the pastel pink ceiling. I’d chosen this room because it had a dual heating system, air con, lots of space, and overlooked the two acre dash between “two-acre” paddock that was my new backyard. A grey pony grazed peacefully at the fence, a triple layer of rugs expanding her sides about three inches, her dull eyes concentrated on the grass at her disposal. I realised realized how much I missed having Drew to snuggle into, to hold me and kiss my head, allowing me to find safety and security in his strong arms, lanky as they may be, as he may be, but I loved the feel of him wrapped around me, telling me I’ll be fine and he’ll make everything better. Super long sentence. Maybe try to break it up into smaller ones. I felt a sudden emptiness in the pit of my stomach, one that could only be filled by his touch.

“Drew, the thing is, it won’t.”


“How so?”


“I miss not having somebody to hold me. Why’d you leave me?”


“Hey, you broke up with me.”


“You didn’t have to let me.”


He remained speechless, and I could tell that he knew he was facing a tidal wave in a dingy with a hole letting in the bitter cold water. I was being unfair, but I needed somewhere to channel my feelings and he was the best option right now. The dingy was filling fast.

“I hate it here alone. The guys are only interested in one thing, the girls are queen-bee bitches; I can’t handle it all anymore. My teachers know, but nobody else does. Dad told me not to so I fit in better; who wants to be best friends with a chick with a dead sister? Especially from cancer.”


“Jess, settle down. I’m coming down in three weeks, okay? Dad said I could, he’s organising organizing a lift, so I’ll be there soon Jess; you just have to hold on.”


“Sorry comma Drew. I’m fine, really, I am. Don’t listen to emotional old me.”


“Listen, hang in there.”


“I love you Drew. Do you still love me?”


He didn’t reply, but after a minute of intolerable silence he whispered hoarsely. “I do too Jess, you know I do, I’ll never stop loving you, never.”


A cluster of broad shouldered, chiselled chiseled jaw, greasy haired boys waited for me at the bus stop. One nudged the other four when he saw me, leaping to his feet and stepping in front of his mates, a little too excitedly. I brushed past him, enjoying the slight intake of breath, ripple of cackles, hushed words of disbelief.

“You’re the new girl comma right?”


I looked up. The one who’d stepped forward before now loomed above me. His four mates stood behind him like a wall, sharing amused glances between themselves. I folded my hands on my lap and crossed my legs. The guy was staring at me intensely, and I wished he wouldn’t.

“Yeah, I am.”


“Name?”


“Jess.”


“That’s a nice name.”


“Yeah, it is.”


“Oh, got some attitude comma haven’t you.”


“Not really. You said that’s a nice name and I agree.”


“Hitched?”


“Not married, no.”


“You know what I mean, Jess.”

The way he added my name in a sort of fake-zealous manner soured my tongue. 


“No. I’m not. Why? You interested, you intolerable piece of shit.”

Behind a smattering of bemused chortles and surprised eye-widening, the boy stepped back and furrowed his brow with the complete opposite of a bemused look. I wasn’t truly lying. I loved Drew but I’d broken up with him, and he probably told everybody he was single again, so why should I announce I was attached to a guy who was miles and miles away?

“Um, no. I have a girlfriend.”


“Good, I hope she knows you’re hitting on me.”


The guy crossed his arms defiantly. “Bitch.” He cursed under his breath, and turned his back. 

One of his friends, a tall bloke with broad shoulders, a deep tan, clear blue eyes, a straight smile and fluffy blond waves which framed his handsome face in the most perfect way, offered his hand to me. I shook it, warily.

“Ignore him. He’s got about three girls going for him so busting him won’t hurt his huge ego. 

I’m Topher Jones, short for Christopher, and you’re Jess Parker right?”


“As far as I’ve been told, yes.”


He appeared baffled but only for a moment, quickly smiling and pointing to the seat beside me.

“Can I?”


“It’s not mine. Feel free.”


“You’re quite a strong one comma aren’t you?”


“Excuse me?”


He laughed, a very smooth, easy laugh, not a boisterous upchuck of sound which erupted from most of my new male associates associates’ mouths. I immediately relaxed, but quickly stiffened my shoulders, sat a little straighter, and crossed my legs so my right leg pointed away from him.

“Most girls I know throw themselves around for an eyeful, you know? Get drunk each weekend, swing by parties, hook up with god knows who, and only want a guy to look good with. We’re just an accessory to most girls ‘round here.”


“Sorry to disappoint you.”


“Ah, no disappointment. In this dead end place, new girls don’t come along often enough. Guys usually take what they’ve been given, and deal with it. Looks don’t matter here, all that matter is money, amount of alcohol to be consumed, and the rest turns into a slur.”


“Right. And you’re telling me this why?”

“Oh.” He paused, opened his mouth, but shut it again, as if unsure of how to meet this question. So far I was impressed by the amount of information he’d unwittingly handed me, most of which I already knew, or had a fair idea about anyway, but not to this extent or in that much detail. His eyes remained trained on mine, and for a brief second my heart comma stopped and all I could see was his soul. It was truly amazing, to see right inside him and see that this guy was true; the other one hadn’t even looked me in the eye.

“You’ve been here for two weeks comma right?”


“Yeah. Mostly spent zoning in and out.”


“Happens. Don’t worry, get the assignments in and show up for the tests and you’ll breeze through this year, and sitting exams slides you up to a decent B, but doing well gives you a solid A. Trust me, this school only cares about people showing up and not fighting.”


“Great.”


The boys stepped up to the curb as the bus’s tyres tires crunched on the dry gravel, its engine releasing a long groan when it settled to a slow halt. Topher stood and nodded toward the bus.

“Coming?”


I grabbed my bag, slinging it over my shoulder and following followed him up the four stout steps into the bus. The air was thick with perspiration, deodorant and dust. Nobody paused their avid discussions to stare. Nobody pointed or whispered like during my first week, when all anybody ever did on the bus was sit in silence an stare at me, making me feel like I had three heads, a mega zit, a ‘kick me’ sign on my back, or worse, a terrible odour that everybody could smell but nobody had the guts to speak up about. Those rides had gotten so bad that I’d begged dad to drive me, unable to handle the insufferably penetrating gazes, each so empty yet full of wonder. Now I was invisible to them, just another student whose folks were too cheap to drive them. Dad wanted me to take it so I had new friends, be more independent, so if anything happened to him comma I could get safely to school. Of course if anything happened I’d be back with mum, back to my old school, back to my old bed, old friends, old problems, and old bus.

His four friends piled into the back row, sharing high-fives and mute shouts of greeting. I sat in the fourth row near the front, leaning against the window and gazing out at the limitless fields of bush and empty land expanding as far as my eye could see, now blanketed by snow. The road was splattered with mud after being churned up by the cars zipping by. I was stuck in this dead end town, dead end school, dead end life for good.

“What class have you got first?”


Topher slid down beside me, pulling his backpack onto his lap, flashing me a grin. His knee bumped mine, and for a brief moment my blood boiled. But then he pulled his legs away and I continued to gaze out the window wistfully.

“Jess?”


“Oh, um, Geography I think? Then Foundations, Chemistry, English, Drama and study period 

sixth. How about you?”


“Geography first, Chem, Foundations, Study period, Drama and Sport.”


“What sport?”


“Basketball.”


“Sweet.”


“Was there basketball back at your old school?”


I momentarily thought of my old school, with it’s football trophies, bleachers thick with purple and blue, burly guys slamming into each other, smashing jaws, snapping bones like twigs, all just to retain the glory of first place and that one shiny golden cup. Topher shifted beside me as the bus lurched forward, kids around us moving along with it like every other time. I managed to save myself being rocketed back and forth but my head banged on the window and I grunted.

“Yeah, the driver isn’t that good with the gears. What sport?”


“Footy. My boyfriend and I used to go to every game together, all dressed in purple and blue, faces painted, carrying flags and scarves and chanted and all that. It was like a tradition set into stone between us, one which I miss so much. Then about a year ago my… my mum got really sick and uh, we stopped. Haven’t gone to a game in so long, it feels like an eternity.”
I slapped my hand over my mouth before I said anymore. I couldn’t believe that I was pouring my heart out to Topher, after only knowing him ten or so minutes. But he smiled reassuringly, which quickly faded when he realised realized there were some inconsistencies popping up.

“Boyfriend?”


“Uh…” I stumbled blindly, searching for the right words to explain the sudden mishap. He stared at me blankly, blinking in disbelief.

“Ex boyfriend, actually, hopefully boyfriend soon. He’s coming down from Perth next weekend; I really miss him, so yeah, woops. We’ve been best friends since like forever.”
The bus creaked and lurched and grumbled loudly when we reached an unsealed road covered in large bumps and potholes. The noise diverted further conversation to just mere whispers of sentences when we reached flatter road. Eventually the bus pulled up to the front of the school, and the students poured off in a steady flow. Colourful variations in uniform met me, but Topher just grabbed my wrist and hauled me toward the administration office.

By the end of Geography my head was filled with talk of arches, stacks, coastlines, beaches, denudation, types of erosion and all sorts of pointless information comma which I had no clue about.

“And for homework tonight please memorise memorize the landforms associated with wave and wind erosion for our spot test tomorrow morning! Have a good day.”

Mrs Edders handed out a revision sheet which most students shoved into an already overflowing folder, while the conservative few who actually concentrated slid it into a well or partly organised filing system. I was one of those people, and half expected somebody to laugh at my stupidness. But nobody paid attention and the moment the bell rang; the classroom emptied itself into the corridors. I followed the flow back to the lockers, which isn’t as hard as it sounds. Don’t plant your feet too long and you float to where you need to be. A couple kids had backpacks on, ready to walk out, but quite a few had their books under one arm and held a cigarette in the other, or a girl.

I made my way silently down through the blocks until I reached my maths math classroom. I sat at the front next to a quiet girl with long brown hair in tight braids, her glasses pushed right up the ridge of her nose, hazel eyes focused purely on the board. The jocks sat in the back row, the middle consisting of those who just lazed about, semi focused, semi high or semi hung over. The teacher handed out worksheets and the girl beside me, Leticia, quickly got to work, her pen scribbling the answers wildly without the aid of a calculator. The jocks took the papers but scrunched them up and used them to hurl at themselves across the room, or turned them into paper aeroplanes airplanes that sailed from one wall to the other before the teacher put them in the bin.

When I reached Drama, twenty minutes late due to being in the principals office discussing counselling counseling, not that I needed it, I argued, Topher was on the stage, a single blue spotlight on him, his golden hair glowing, his eyes shining, body standing strong. He was the image of a confident actor. I slid into the back row of seats, watching while the teacher strutted back and forth in front of the class, using his arms to exaggerate what his mouth said. I caught some of what he said, like stand tall, shoulders back, head high, don’t stare at the audience, don’t mumble, speak clearly. See what Topher is doing? He’s standing strong and confidently, not slouching, and he’s not staring at the audience but has a good eye contact so he’s speaking to us but he’s not.  He sat down in the front row, pressed a button on his laptop and an unfamiliar song came on through the speakers. Topher stepped forward, no sheet in front of him, and with a gulp, began to sing. The way he recited the lyrics with such passion, enthusiasm, professionalism, I remained riveted on the spot. When he was done everybody broke into applause, and he stepped off the stage, found me, and sat down in the seat beside me. When a girl stood up and took the stage, he leant down to me.

“How was I?”


“You sing?”


“Yeah.”


“You’re brilliant.”


“Thankyou. Thank you The crew are meeting after school at Chicken Treat. Prior commitments?”


I thought for a moment.

“Not that I know of.”


“See you there.”


The bus was crowded the following morning, and we had to stand up this time. We had Chemistry together first up, then Foundations and Drama before parting for History and Study Periods. For the rest of the week we chatted lightly about world issues, weather, my home, his family, and sometimes just talked about school and assignments. I learned that he has three older sisters who bullied him a lot, hence why he began weights and taking up basketball, and I told him that my parents had split after a family death, and that I’d decided to move with dad while mum stayed behind. I wasn’t telling a lie, it was the truth, but I managed to dodge the complete truth, for now, although I promised myself one day I would tell him everything. He seemed like he would understand and not tell anybody, but only three weeks into the school semester, I was taking no chances, not yet. I attended my first party on Thursday night, joining Topher to browse the dance rooms, patio and sofas. He kept his hands to himself, for that much I was grateful, but also made me wonder if he didn’t want me, or was just being polite. I decided to loosen up but didn’t take alcohol, instead downing two lemon and lime bitters, dragging him to the dance floor where we ground into the floor, swung our bodies and let go.

It was the same for the following two weeks. Parties twice a week, school the rest of the time. We met at the bus stop each morning, swapped the lazy accounts of our nights, spoke more about what had happened before I’d come, a bit on school history, and his mates’ histories. I learnt learned most had hooked up with at least five or so girls in the past year. At sixteen most had realised realized how screwed they were, and having given up on hope of a ticket out, dealt with what they were handed. Topher told me very honestly how he’d never hooked up, but he’d scored a few times at the occasional end-of-week-party when he was too exhausted, drunk and high to care. He’d smoked weed once, never smoked tobacco, and was as clean as a whistle when it came to STD’s. I couldn’t remember what brought that up as we began discussing it though, which half troubled me, but he remained brutally open in his answers, and the guilt began gnawing at me again.

Since Drew had cancelled canceled the weekend visits over and over and over due to the shocking condition of the roads, I invited Topher over, and we curled up on the sofa to watch rented movies. He brought along buttery microwave popcorn, and with dad at work, we had the entire house to ourselves. The first movie he selected was a romantic flick about two over worked, underpaid lawyers who meet in a courtroom, the guy fighting to send the woman’s client to his death. Halfway through the man had a huge meltdown because his case is dead in the water, and then the woman consoles him, and to the backdrop of slow, romantic music they make love on the woman’s desk. The man is set free and the woman gives up her job when she falls pregnant. Happy ending. I picked the second, unable to stand his choice, hoping to god that wasn’t his normal selection of movie.

“What’ve you got?”


“Epic Movie.”


“Sounds good.”


I returned to the couch, casually resting my cheek on his shoulder, letting him drape his arm around my shoulders. The rain began to pour down outside and I snuggled a little deeper into his embrace, turning my body and wrapping my arms around his middle, pleased he responded by shuffling sideways to give me more room, squeezing my shoulder gently. When Peter was making the metamorphosis girl change into a flabby-armed granny with a big booty, I turned to stare at Topher’s gently chiselled chiseled features, mysterious eyes, high cheekbones, soft smile. He looked down at me at the very same moment, raising an eyebrow, but remained mute, watching me through his beautiful blue eyes. We stared at each other for a few long moments, my eyes taking in everything I possibly could, memorising memorizing  the arch of his eyebrows, roundness of his nose, kindness of his smile, the strong line of his jaw. I knew it was a forbidden gesture, but I reached out and slowly ran my fingertips over his stubble, admiring the feel of the strong bones. I then ran my fingers up his cheek and ran them over the soft skin, smoother than a baby’s, but dotted with the occasional stubborn stubble. He was unshaven but it added to the rugged appearance of a true knight, one who could salvage what was left of my heart from the floor. I let my hand fall to his lap, then grasp his own and slide my fingers between his. He closed his eyes and gazed at the television how can he look at the TV when his eyes are closed?? for a minute, and when he turned back to me, his mouth was set but his eyes soft.

“We shouldn’t… what about your boyfriend?”


Drew. I pulled back and crossed my arms defiantly. How could I be doing this to him? I’d pretty much, more or less, declared my undying love to him just a few mornings ago, or was it three weeks already? And he was probably dying to see me again… my mind drifted off to a dead end. Then what? We couldn’t do much being so far apart. It’s too unfair on the both of us to ask him to move in, and he knows I can’t go back to Applecross, much less even consider it. We were better off separated. Now there is Topher. Generous, kind, compassionate, loyal, true-to-his-word, faithful, reliable, funny, trusting, fun, athletic, ripped-abs Topher, who I’d known a little over three weeks, but already felt as rooted to him as any boy I’d loved before. He was honest, as brutally and openly as a person could ever be. I owed him something, but what?

“Jess? You look a little troubled, is it me?”


I threw myself at him, cupping his face with both hands and kissed him. At first he tensed, hesitant, but when I leant leaned against him a little more, squeezed his hand, and kissed him a little harder, he responded eagerly, rotating his body so I lay comfortably against his chest, and he held my hips, keeping his eyes closed as he slid his tongue between my teeth. Within moments we were gasping, and in a moments rush, I grabbed his hand and lead him toward the bedroom. He followed me just as eagerly, and falling against each other onto the bed, my mind flooded with panic. What the hell am I doing? I wondered as I kissed him. But he wasn’t pushing, just giving me what I wanted, holding me gently, and kissing me firmly. I rolled so I was on top of him.

“Um, hi.”


He blinked and held me up with both hands. With his hormones raging, my blood pumping thick and fast, I knew I wanted it, right to the depths of my heart. Kissing hungrily, his long fingers pulled at my top, momentarily cloaking me in darkness. I felt the cold rush of air and the pressure of his hands on my back, across my stomach, down my sides, searching. I tugged at his buttons until his shirt fell open, revealing his effortlessly smooth, tanned chest. I sat back while he whipped it off and dumped it on the floor. I liked this, revealing a little of our bodies to one another. Nothing too rushed, just slow and steady. He didn’t seem eager to do more, and I satisfied his melting hunger for me by stroking his chest and arms, kissing his neck and pressing my back into his hand. He reached for my bra clasp, paused, waited for my approval. I nodded and my bra fell to the floor. I couldn’t even look at him; I was too afraid that he’d either be horrified, or super excited. Instead I closed my eyes and let his hands lead me to the places I wanted to be in my mind, touched him wherever I could, and continued kissing him. Topher was gentle and handled me like a delicate figurine that had been passed down generation after generation. No hard knocks or bumps; slamming of elbows thankfully in the past, no kicks, nips, pushes or bangs or groans. Compared with Bryn he was already succeeding twenty to one. His arms fell around my waist, holding me closely to his chest. I opened my eyes and looked straight into his.

“You okay? You’re looking a little flushed.”


He sounded genuinely worried. I felt my reputation, hand built by Topher himself, crumble beneath me the longer he stared at me.

“You don’t think I’m a slut do you?”


“Why would I think that?” Topher’s brow creased ugly when he frowned. 


“Because I’m topless, your fly is undone, and we’re in my bed, in my home, alone.”


“I don’t think you’re a slut.”

“Good.”


Since he hadn’t slept with anybody, I guessed he was terrified too, not that he’d show it in any manner or form. But in order to soothe his racing heart, I climbed off him and rested in the nook of his arms, letting his laboured labored breathing, the rise and fall of his chest, and the slow circles he drew across my stomach lull me into a deep sleep, a sleep I could handle.

“Jess! Wake up!”


I bolted upright, wiped the sleep from my eyes. Topher was standing by my bed, his face resembling a cornered cat. My door was closed, his shirt was in his hand, and nothing seemed missing.

“What’s wrong?”


“The cops!” He shrieked. I pulled on my bra and slid into a fresh shirt, opening the door and leading him into the lounge room. A stout woman holding a clipboard looked up when we stumbled out.

“Topher?”


“Yeah?” He tentatively took my hand. I squeezed it. The woman ran her eyes up and down me.

“New girl broken in already comma Topher? It’s about time you got yourself into the game. Your parents have been fretting for the past hour. You were supposed to pick up your sister from ballet an hour ago.”


He cursed and rubbed his forehead.

“God I forgot! Argh I am so dumb!”


“No problems just come along and I shall take you home, my treat.”


She left quickly. Dad rolled his eyes at me and wandered into the kitchen. I followed Topher to the front door. The sun was low on the horizon, the sky now a deep red and yellow behind his head.

“So, uhm, I’ll see you later then? I really liked this afternoon; we’ll do it again yeah?”


“Definitely. I’ll call you tomorrow morning.”

“You have my number. I’ll expect it.”


He glanced over to the woman, who was climbing into a large Jeep Cherokee. He turned to me, leant leaned down, and kissed me, very tenderly and quickly on the lips so gently that if it hadn’t been for the hot burst of his breath on my cheek, I wouldn’t have known he’d kissed me. Pulling back and hurrying into the car, he waved and blew me a kiss. Inside comma dad Dad was heating up leftover lasagne lasagna in the microwave.

“Please tell me he knows comma baby girl.”


“About what?”


Dad stopped, placed the spoon down and narrowed his eyes.

“You know what comma Jessica.”


“Um, no. Nobody at school does, and we’re not close enough yet.”


“Has he any idea why you left?”


“I said a family death. He didn’t dig any deeper.”


“Promise me before you string him along any further that you’ll tell him.”


“Dad, I don’t want him turning away from me. This is the first friend I’ve made here!”


“He can’t be a very good friend if he turns away from you for your sister. Imagine how she would feel right now baby girl, how hurt she’d feel to know she was being kept in the closet.”


“Dad, I promise I’ll tell him. I just need the right time that’s all.”


“Find it quickly comma baby.”


“Yes comma dad.”


“Dinner will be ready soon.”


I retreated to my room, opening my phone to find ten new messages from Drew. Too guilty to reply I deleted them all, switched it off, and flung myself onto my bed, overwhelmed by emotions. .

Three days later I dressed and went to the library, picking out a book on myths and legends, opening the page to the Loch Ness Monster and forcing myself to absorb the information. After an hour of reading every word on it, I shoved the book back on the shelf and checked out the latest Coldplay album Viva La Vida OMGOSH!! I absolutely love Coldplay and the new song “Viva la Vida!! Good choice! or Death And All His Friends, sliding it into my handbag and walking into the pouring rain. Car wheels screeched on the road, pools of light falling across the ground in front of me. I looked up, noticing a sky-blue Falcon pull up to the curb, a window roll down, somebody inside moving.

“Hey hop in it’s freezing out there!”


“Nah I’m fine!” I shouted back, pulling the hood of my jacket up.


Topher grunted and then leant further across to wind the window down a little more.

“Don’t make me come out there! Because I will!”


I shrugged. He grunted again and pushed open the car door, stepped outside, pulled his hoodie up over his head, and sloshed over to the sidewalk. He stopped close enough for me to feel his breath warming my face. I looked up and locked eyes with him, slowly reaching out and grabbing his hand. The rain thickened; he was already drenched through, and it poured off the top of his cap onto my face until he stepped a little closer so it formed a sort of curtain around our heads. I stared into his eyes, aware of an elderly couple watching us from the shelter on the front of the library, and a few people staring from their warm vehicles. But the feel of his warm, wet lips on mine felt so good, like a warm glass of milk on a stormy night. Then he wrapped his arms around me and held me for a few moments, before releasing me and tugging me gently toward his car. I noticed the door was still open, and when I reluctantly hopped into the passenger side, the entire inside of the door was soaked. With a loud squawk it slammed shut, the heater blasting full pelt.

“You owe me big time miss. Boy do I chose the difficult ones!”


I slitted my eyes and growled, too cold to argue, and instead pulled my sodden jumper tighter around me and sunk lower down in the seat. As if startled by my reaction, he slowed to fifty and reached over to hold my hand, stroking the back with his thumb.

“Hey I didn’t mean it. What the hell were you doing out in the rain anyway?”


Needed to wash away the guilt. My gut screamed, but I shrugged and kept my lips sealed.

“Want to go home?”


“Nah, dad won’t be back until way late. I hate the house when it’s empty.”


“Okay then. My place?”


“Anything is better than my place.”


So he continued past my street to his six further down. His front yard was neatly kept, the end of a cul-de-sac with a sweeping paddock as his backyard, four patchy goats huddled beneath the makeshift stable, their little goat coats tied up tight. He pulled into the garage and waited until the door was back down before stepping out.

“Take off your clothes before going inside, mum will kill me enough as it is!”


“Excuse me?”


“Topher honey are you home? We need to talk!”


“Urgh mum yeah I am!” He turned back to me. “You know what I mean. Hang your jumper on the clothes line just over there and leave your sneakers out here. Mum will have a fit anyway!”


“Okay.”


He brushed past me, his bare feet padding delicately on the tiled floor. I glanced around the clean garage; shelves with tools, spotlessly white Honda, clothesline suspended from wall to wall, power drill, drain, cans of oil and paint. I kicked off my sneakers and when I’d hung my jumper up, pushed open the door and walked in. He looked up and smiled when he saw me.

“Mum, this is my good friend Jess. She’s from Applecross in Perth and she moved here about six weeks ago. Jess this is my mum, and trust me she doesn’t bite.”


“Hello comma Jess, it’s lovely to meet my son’s girlfriend! He’s never had one and he get’s so worried it’s wonderful he brought you home!”


Topher stared at his mother for a moment, his face suddenly a lot paler.

“Mum, she’s not my girlfriend…”


“Oh… sorry! Do forgive me comma Jess, I’m hopeless with these things.”


“That’s alright Mrs… err Mrs…. um”


I stumbled to a halt before I said more. She smiled warmly and shook her head.

“Mrs Davidson, but call me Julie please! I feel so old when people call me Mrs.”

“Jess, can you go to my room and listen to a CD or something?” Topher whispered into my ear. I nodded, smiled one last time at his mum, and found my way to the stairs. How does she know where is room is?? has she been there before?? His room was the furthest door down the hall, and the walls were plastered with basketball stars, photos of him at exotic beaches or hotels, and clothes strewn all across the floor. What floor was vacant I used to tip-toe to his bed. But the room didn’t stink, and there was a basket for dirty clothes, which included silk shorts and a tank with a big number 4 and DAVIDSON on the back. I sat timidly on his bed, flicking through one of his photo albums.

When he walked in I could tell he was troubled. He yanked off his shirt and threw himself down onto his back, wiping his eyes.

“You alright?”


He looked up, then closed his eyes and lay still.

“No.”


“If you want I’ll listen.”


“Dad tried to contact mum again, said he wanted to get back together with her. He abused her for ten years when I was growing up, getting so drunk that he couldn’t stand, hit her and raped her, used her as a cigarette plate and threw her around. I knew what went on, and she tried to shield me from it, but then I convinced her to get a restraining order, but he said he was sorry so she went back to him, until he beat her so badly that she was in hospital. He trashed our car, our house, rang my school and even tried for custody of me. It’s so screwed up! He’s screwed up!”


I wasn’t sure what to say or do so I just took his hand and lay down beside him. Guilt ate away at me faster than ever before until I was certain I had a hole of red nothingness inside me, continuing chomping away on my guts. But he pulled me on top of him, his face creased with uncertainty.

“What did the other day mean to you? Are we going out now, or was it just casual… because right now I need to know.”


“Topher, I don’t know.”


“Please?”

We held each others other’s gaze for a few white-hot minutes, minutes which dragged on long and lazy, his eyes searching mine as if looking for something he lost. I wasn’t even sure myself if I wanted a relationship, I missed Drew so much, but Topher was so calm, so supportive, and he’d poured his heart out to me on several occasions, showing that he trusted me more than I trusted him.

“I don’t want to pressure you; I can tell that you’re nervous, but I need to know because I’m really falling for you hard and I want to hit the ground running.”


“Topher …”


“It’s a crazy idea. Forget it.” He sat up abruptly but didn’t let go, the beating of his heart pounding against my hand on his chest. I looked up and touched my lips to his, only gently, but it was enough to make myself melt against him. He was a good kisser, eager but gentle, dominant but forgiving. He pulled me closer and kissed a little harder, sliding his tongue into my mouth and sliding his fingers down my side. On my thigh he paused, grasped my jeans and turned a little so I lay on my back, his strong body above mine. When he leant back I folded my arms around his neck and stared into his clear blue eyes, admiring the look of utter content on his face. Then leaning up and kissing his nose, I settled back down with my head on his pillow, his strong arms either side of me.

“Be my girlfriend?”


“I’d like that so much.”


“Me too.”


My stomach rolled over when he kissed me again. I felt light headed. I felt sick and wanted to 

puke. I felt like dancing on rainbows. I felt like curling up and dying. The realisation realization of what I was doing hit me like the plague; how long could I hide my lies from him? What would Drew think? What would dad think? His lips slid across my mouth and along my neck, down into the neckline of my shirt. His fingers worked the buttons until my shirt popped open, his hand skimming my stomach, reaching up my side to my bra. I closed my eyes and let his hands soothe my racing heart and my throbbing head, his lips whisking away all traces of my uncertainty.

“Mmm Topher, you’re so hard!” I ran my hand up his arm, feeling the powerful muscles that blossomed there, probing his strong shoulders and toned chest. He moaned into my ear, cupping my bare breast gently, squeezing it in the most delicious way. A little bolder, I slid my fingers into the waistband of his jeans, touching the tender skin around the top of his briefs. But then we stopped, flopping down side by side and holding hands, no more. Downstairs we heard his mum talking on the phone, arguing with somebody, and Topher closed his eyes, tears gathering on his eyelashes. She slammed the phone down and stomped around for a bit, came upstairs, slammed a door, and the house remained deathly quiet. He kept his eyes closed and buried his face in my neck, sighing as I cuddled him into my chest. There was a long road ahead for the both of us.

“Have you told him yet comma love?”


Dad dumped his briefcase on the floor and stretched, pulling out his shirt and loosening off his tie, brushing my cheek with a light kiss on his way to the fridge. Outside it was hailing, not uncommon but far from normal weather.

“No, not yet.”


He frowned, his aging face creasing in deep lines. I shrugged.

“Dad, don’t start please. I know what I am getting myself into, trust me on this.”


“I do trust you comma baby. I also know that you’ve gotten yourself into trouble before keeping Bronte a secret, and look what happened! You nearly lost love once, don’t let it happen again.”


“Bryn was different; he was a self cantered loser who only wanted my body. What’s inside me didn’t matter to him, which is why he spooked so badly.”


“And what makes you think Topher is any different?”


“He just is dad. Have a shower, you ponk.”


With a roll of his eyes he trudged off to his bedroom. I finished drying the last of the dishes and retired to the sofa, browsing the TV channels, finding nothing worth my time and absorbing myself in maths math study.

“Darling, come in here for a second.”


Dad was lying on the bed, his legs crossed.

“Yes?”


“We’re going back to Applecross for two weeks.”


“When?”


“The holidays.”


My heart fell. Topher had wanted to spend the time with me, get away from his parents feuding, get to know me better. I realised realized that it was probably best he didn’t dig through my past, but I didn’t want to leave him, not now.

“Really?”
“Yes. We’ll be staying with mum.”


“What?”


“Yes I know, absurd, but it’s been nearly five months since Bronte left us; almost two since we left her behind, it’s about time we went back up and saw her again. She sent me this email saying Fizzy misses us, and Boots I thought Boots was there with them?? needs to see her friends again, and you need to see Drew. Her best friend is sick, and she needs us comma love. There’s one week left of school, so we’re leaving Saturday morning so you have the weekend to settle back in. We’ll be coming back on the second Thursday so you have the weekend to see your friends here.”


“Ok.”


“Remember, the sooner you tell him the better off you will be.”

