Telling Topher I was leaving for the holidays was harder than I thought. He looked crushed, and even kissing him didn’t lift his spirits, not even an inch. For the remainder of the week we did homework together at the library, had dinner at the local Maccas, studied together, and skipped the last day to hang around his bedroom. Neither of us pushed the other to do anything more than kiss and tentatively touch, hug, cuddle, then kiss some more. To celebrate the break of holidays, Luke held a huge party at his house, which was strictly leather and lace for the girls, silk for the guys. I bought a black leather corvette and pink leather shorts, a gold belt, with fishnet stockings and high heels. Topher’s eyes nearly popped out of his head, and a few of the girls in my class, including Brit, Kristen and Nat, eyed me suspiciously when I lead Topher through the crowd to the cooler. He plucked two from the bottom and we slumped down on a couch to drink together. Nobody disturbed us, and I nestled myself into his arms cosily, feeling safe and protected. We kissed fervently, his hands holding onto my hips to keep me steady.

“Will you miss me?”


He stroked my hair and cradled me close.

“Of course I will. Did you tell Drew about us?”


“Yes, he didn’t take it too well, but he’s got a girlfriend now, so we’re both happy.”


“Well, tell your mum I hope she feels better.”


My heart plummeted again. Why would her heart plummet?? I’m slightly confused…The familiar taste of bile crept along my tongue until I wanted to heave my guts onto the floor. I nodded and took another long swing of the beer until it was dry. His lips found mine again, his hands all over me, driving me crazy slowly. Neither of us held back when we pressed against each other, his hard-on burning a brand on my hip, my own desire for him pouring from my mouth into his. Beneath the security of the darkened room we kissed and touched, rubbed and drank. We both got lifts home and collapsed absolutely buggered side by side on his bed, his breath stale, but his kisses still bitter sweet.

“Night babe.”


“I love you.”


His eyes widened and he momentarily lost himself, sobering up for one long minute, then he whispered it back to me and kissed my forehead.

“I wish you didn’t have to leave.”


“Me too but mum needs us.”


“Don’t go off with any of those Applecross boys.”


“Nobody up there wants me anymore….”


He didn’t press for more and we fell asleep in each others other’s arms.

“We’re here comma darl.”


Dad shook me awake. The door eased open and Fizzy jumped up onto my lap, licking my cheek and greeting me with eyes wide open.

“Fizz!” I shoved him down and stepped out, letting him jump up, giving him a good ear scratch.

“Hey stranger, I saw your car coming so I came by. You alright?”


Drew leant on the fence, smiling. I ran to him and leapt into his arms, hugging him tight. I leant up to kiss him but at the last second realised that we’d broken up for good, and kissed his cheek instead. He hugged me back, setting me down and studying me. I was still a little tipsy from the previous night, but seeing him again made it go away pretty fast. Picking me up, he carried me inside, dumped me on the couch, and kissed my cheek.

“You look so happy! Who’s made you this excitable? Have you got a special man?” Wait, I thought she told Topher that she had told Drew about them?? Or was she lying?? If she was, make that clearer earlier by her thoughts.


I glanced over my shoulder. Dad hugged mum briefly, then bent down and rubbed Fizz’s head. Boots wandered in, yawned, and curled up on the floor at my feet.

“I met a boy.”


“Really? That’s awesome! Tell me about him.”


“He’s tall, tanned, has a really nice face like Bryn’s, strong, broad shoulders, muscled, basketballer, really confident and he’s never had a girlfriend before.”


“He knows you’re a slut comma right?”


I punched Drew’s arm and giggled. “No, but he knows I’ve had two guys before him.”


“Active?”


“Not that’s it’s any of your business, no, we haven’t really talked about it yet. We mainly hang around home, get drunk at parties, cuddle and kiss.”


“He sounds great. I’m happy for you.”


“How about you? Sleazed your way into any girls’ beds yet?”


A cheeky smile crept across his lips.

“For about three weeks, but then it didn’t work out too well. She hooked up with a footballer and realised realized that they were better in bed than I could be.” He paused, reaching for my hand and squeezing it gently. I lifted my eyes until we stared at each other, his gaze straight and steady. “I’ve missed you a lot.” I pulled my hand away quickly.

“Yeah, I missed you too.” He reached out and pulled me into his arms, and this time I sank into his embrace, feeling slightly better.

“I haven’t told him yet.”


“What?”


“About Bronte. I keep meaning to, but then he says something silly and it leaves my mind, so he doesn’t even know the real me. It makes me sick inside because he’s told me so much, revealed nearly everything about him to me, and I’ve returned nothing, he doesn’t even know who I was before I moved! All he knows is that I moved because somebody in my family was sick, I had a dog, my room overlooked my huge backyard, and that I used to play soccer in the rain when I was a kid, coming inside only when I was brown from head to toe. He knows I went out with you and a football player before, he knows I love the library, but other than that he’s still guessing.”


Drew pushed a strand of hair out of my eyes. His own eyes were soft and he didn’t frown or curl his lip like dad, he didn’t lecture me, but he just sat there and stared at me. I stared back, knowing exactly what was going through his mind, thankful that he voiced or enacted nothing. Instead I curled into his lap and began to cry, letting it all out on his new jersey. Of course he didn’t care when he lay me down in my bed, a huge wet patch on his shoulder. He just smiled and squeezed my hand supportively, letting me that what I was doing was wrong, but he wouldn’t judge me. He knew better than anybody what I had gone through, what I felt moving, what I’d suffered just to keep my life semi normal during those years when Bronte’s illness hit rock bottom. He left me alone; I listened to the front gate bang shut, Fizzy’s claws scuttling on the floorboards, mums voice scolding dad for putting his feet on her new couch. My room was still plastered with memories of Bronte: her boxes of drugs piled in one corner, photos of her on the walls, her wind chime hanging on my window, her favourite toys sitting on my dresser, her clothes in my drawers. I felt like closing my eyes, and if I wished hard enough, she’d return from the dead, pooof, just like that. And my life would be thrown back into turmoil, I’d never have met Topher, I’d still be deeply in love with Drew, dad would be in love with mum, Boots would be able to curl up on Bronte’s lap again, content and snorting her kitty snorts, dreaming her kitty dreams. But I rolled over, pulled the doona higher up. Like that would ever happen. I’d be back to where I’d been before, before I’d found a whole new life. I jammed my eyelids shut, shut off my brain, and quickly fell asleep.

We only spent four days back home before Boots found her way into Bronte’s drugs and got herself sick, mum began to argue with him again, and dad, defenceless, defenseless ignored her. The tension rose and I was packing up again before I’d even managed to unpack properly. Drew took me to the movies to see Sex and the City, Chronicles of Narnia: Prince Caspian, and Indiana Jones 4. We drank strawberry Smoothies at his mums mum’s new diner, played truth or dare at the park, and withdrew into our old world at night, talking on the phone until $280 worth of credit was drained. Leaving him was hard. Almost harder than leaving Topher in Narrogin.

“Take care, okay comma babe? Promise me you’ll tell Topher, or that you will at least sort your priorities out?”


“Yeah I promise. One last hug?”


He nodded, pulling me off my feet and swinging me around four times, maybe five; I was too dizzy to remember exactly. He set me down and kissed my cheek. I kissed his back, trying not to break along with my crumbling heart. Dad didn’t even speak to mum, and Fizzy didn’t wag his tail. He just sat beside her and stared at me with his large, sad eyes, his tongue lolling out of his giant mouth, his breath making clouds of white in the air. I reached down and cuddled him. Drew patted my back, his thick overcoat sheltering him from the vicious winter cold.

“Hurry up comma darl, or this car will freeze to the ground.”


“Okay comma dad. Dad”


Drew pulled me into his arms one more time, the sorrow evident in his eyes. I couldn’t help but want to shoot him right there so he stopped making me feel so bad for leaving him again. We embraced again, the warmth of his arms inviting. But it drew to an end far too soon, and I slid into the passenger seat, rolled down my window, and waved as dad pulled out of the driveway. I waved until he disappeared behind the hills, the streets zooming by, quickly replaced by empty yellow pastures, some dotted with cows, most holding nothing more than crops.

Topher came by an hour after we arrived. I was hungry for his lips, his touch, his smile, his arms holding me tightly, and just seeing him healed my wounded heart.

“I missed you!” He cuddled me to his chest.

“Yeah, same here too!” I pecked his cheek. 


“Feel better?”


His eyes twinkled, and I couldn’t bring myself to dampen his clearly exhilarated mood, so I just nodded and followed him into my bedroom. He laid me on my back, climbed on top of me, and began to unbutton my blouse while he kissed his way down my neck, his hands guiding my shirt off to the floor. I arched my back up to him, giving him space to unhook my bra, sliding it off myself, letting it join the blouse on the floor. Next his jacket came off, followed by his top, the course fabric brushing my stomach as he peeled it off. I looped my arms around his neck and held his head down on my bare chest, letting myself get lost in the feeling. He stroked my sides, running his hands along my body, into my jeans, his fingers tugging at the zipper. It popped open and he rolled them down, pulling off his own, pressing his groin into mine. Somehow I wrestled off his briefs, tossing them to the floor, hooking my legs around his waist. We’d gone too far. Time to stop. My heartbeat quickened, my throat felt dry, my breathing grew laboured. He touched me all over, stroking, probing, kissing. I felt a rush of affection and reached down, grasping his hard-on with one hand, allowing the other to touch his left buttock. His skin felt soft and was as smooth as silk, hairless like a baby’s bottom, not hairy and rough like I’d seen in movies. We rolled so I sat on top of him, his eyes wide open, his lips smiling as he kissed me.

“You’re so beautiful.” He gushed, incredulous. I just kissed him a little harder, trying to grabble with my brain wether I should stop or not; I decided to keep going, since he didn’t appear to have any intention of doing much more than we were doing.

“Where’s your dad?” He he whispered into my ear, running his fingers down my thighs.

“He went out… he’s sad.”


“Why?”


“You do not want to know.”


He didn’t push, and I was thankful, but already the mood had changed. His movements weren’t as slow and sensual before, instead he bumped and prodded me a little too hard, and I grew uncomfortably awkward in his arms.

“Relax comma baby, let it just happen.” He whispered, pushing me onto my back. His firmness was now solidly there, no denying it any longer. I touched it again and he moaned in response, like my mere touch sent him mad.

“Loosen up babe.”


“I am loose.”


“You’re holding back.”


Topher slid his penis between my thighs and pressed it against my skin. I sat up quickly, breathing hard. 


“We’re not having sex.”


He propped himself onto his elbow, nodding.

“Okay, that’s alright. I wasn’t meaning to push your or nothing.”


“I’m not ready yet. There’s a lot going on.”


He pulled me down into his arms, kissing my forehead while stroking my back in small circles.

“You need to loosen up, relax a little, and open up to me. You need to tell me the things on your mind or they’re going to build up and secrets are not healthy for a relationship.”


“I know. I’m sorry comma Topher. I just want to shield you from my horribly messed up life.”


“Trust me, I can handle it.”


“But if I lose you, then what will I do?”


“You won’t lose me. Just open up to me, trust me a little, and you can’t. I’ll wait for you forever if that’s how long it’ll take comma baby.”


“You’ll hate me comma Topher.”


I dislocated myself from his arms. I wanted to shoot myself for doing this to him, returning after four days to be twice as wound up as before. Dad had gone back to patch things up with mum again, to return me to Drew in a hope he’d offer some assistance but the trip had just shoved everything deeper inside me, and revealing anything now could rip me apart. I knew he’d flip out. In my heart I knew he would just cuddle me, pretend to love me still, support me if I was lucky, but inside he’d be boiling away with anger.

“Jess.”


I didn’t mean to shy away from him. I wished I could just tell him and end my misery.

“Look, can we not go into it? Seriously.”


“Sounds fair. I’m sorry comma baby.”


He pulled me back into his arms, his strong, firm body a solid object of which I cradled myself into, his lips kindly tugging my neck and soothing my pulsing blood.

“I love you comma Topher. Remember that.”


He smiled into my neck. I turned around and kissed him lightly.

Time slipped away faster than I could grab hold of it. Topher took me a drive in cinema, his hand up my shirt the entire time, kissing me deeper and more passionately than usual. Afterward he dropped me home, kissed me again on the doorstep, and waited until I’d gone into my bedroom before driving off. He never asked me to do any favours, never pressured me for sex again, and we remained fully clothed minus Loren’s party. Her eighteenth party went off with a bang, celebrating both the end of the close of the holidays and her birthday. Neither of us were drunk but upon being asked to dress in a costume, Topher chose to be a swimmer, gelling his hair until it actually looked wet, and I went as a hooker, complete with smeared makeup, torn fishnet stockings, leather mini, and tight tube top, draped with jewellery. Nobody but Topher paid me any attention, and we found a nice corner sofa to kiss and cuddle all night long. He was polite and a true gentleman, continually asking me if I was alright, if I wanted something to eat, if I was too hot, getting me drinks of water and coke, making sure I was in the most comfortable position, and never touching anywhere unless he asked if it was alright. By the end of the night it was chilly, and even though my blood felt about one hundred degrees, my skin prickled with the cold, and Topher gave me his thick trench-coat, remaining frozen in his tiny Speedo. At my door he kissed my cheek, kissed my lips, squeezed my hand, and then kissed me again. I promised to be on the bus Monday morning, and hurried inside, undressing and removing my makeup before dad saw how smeared it was compared to before leaving the house, and how I looked like I’d run a marathon. In bed I sent as SMS to Drew telling him that I missed him and about the party. He replied asking if I’d hooked up with him since I was a hooker. I explained that the most he got was a lap dance. He lol’d because Topher was in a Speedo, and I told him it had been a little embarrassing. But dating a basketballer on the professional circuit wasn’t as hard as I’d originally thought, which had been why I’d distanced myself from him at first, making sure he knew I was not interested. But all I could think of that night was how I was going to reveal my past to him. I had a sleepless night fretting until I got up and studied, eventually falling asleep at four in the morning.

I decided to plan out a letter. Prepare. Allow myself time before he confronted me.

“What are you doing now comma darl?”


Dad leant over my shoulder. I almost heard his eyebrows rise.

“Sweetie, is that the best idea?”


“Dad, if I tell him face to face then I won’t get to say everything. At least in a letter he’ll get the full idea and then he can hate me, not hear a little bit and storm off not letting me finish. He’ll probably read this and hate me forever, but at least he will know everything, straight from me.”


“Darling, if that’s what you think is best.”


“It’s the only way. When I told Drew I was leaving I said five words and he just stormed off and didn’t let me finish. Interruptions. Anger. Hysteria. I can’t handle that face to face.”


“Okay comma sweetie.”


“Dad, please just let me do this?”


“Okay comma sweetie. Whatever you decide.”


When he left comma I continued, letting the pen float across the page. He’d know the full, horrible truth. I scrunched up the page, adding in about the intolerable guilt I’d been feeling. Again I scrunched up the page and tossed it into the bin. By noon I was on my sixth page. But it was done. I read it again and again. 

Dear Topher.

Remember that day that I came back? When I said I had a lot to deal with right then? Well, trust me I wanted to tell you since the day I met you what I am about to say. Please, remember that I love you, and what you are about to read is straight from my heart, and that I wouldn’t be doing this if I didn’t love you as deeply as I do. Be as angry as you are, plan a horribly painful gory death for me, organise organize a hit, I will understand entirely where you’re coming from.

The reason I moved here in the first place was not because my mum was sick. In fact my mum is fighting fit and sitting at home wondering why I’ve never introduced you two. I had a sister, two years older than me, but since she was fourteen and a half she’s been seriously ill with a rare type of cancer. It attacked her straight on, and she was a very fit, athletic, healthy person, but it destroyed her. Three and a half years and she was reduced to a walking zombie. All the hospital visits I was there, all those drugs she took, all the seizures, medications, injections, I was there watching her die and there was absolutely nothing I could do at all to save her.

Her name was Bronte and she died on the 23rd April this year. For two comma weeks mum and dad just broke apart. Mum tried dealing with it by blocking it out, moving on immediately, leaving herself no time to mourn, while I moved into this vacuum somewhere between two universes, and dad quit his job, and struggled to let go. Not one of Bronte’s friends visited her when she was sick; some wrote letters or phoned but only one kept up, Lockie. He’s an amazing guy and we went out for about a month when we were fourteen, until Bronte got sick. He fell in love with her after a few years and organised organized her eighteenth birthday party. Bronte was the glue that held our family together, but nobody realised realized it until she was gone. She died peacefully in her sleep during the day, with Lockie by her side. She’d decided a week before her birthday that she was just going to let herself die, and she didn’t care what we thought, but she was sick of having all the drugs, the tests, and being a general burden on us. You can never imagine in your wildest nightmares how horrible it is to hear your sister saying she’s going to throw in the towel, give up, and not let us stay in the way. It cut mum to pieces when she heard, and dad too. Lockie took it by far the worst, but he accepted it because he knew how horrible she felt, he saw how horrible she looked, how horrible her life was.

I have a chocolate Labrador called Fizzy, and he’s the most amazing dog ever. Before Bronte was sick Fizzy used to chase her from one end of the house to the other, jump all over her. When she got sick and turned into a frail zombie Fizzy was too strong for her so mum bought Boots, my cat I believe you’ve met intimately. Dad hated the critter because he’s allergic, but because she clicked so well with Boots, Boots stayed. Boots put a little more essence into her fading life. Mum wanted to kill her when Bronte left, but dad didn’t and we took him with us. 

My best friend Drew really means more to me than I let on. You’ve asked me to be open about my relationship with him, and I have tried, but it’s too hard to tell you when you’re kissing me, holding my hand, or looking at me with your beautiful eyes. I went out with Drew for about a month. We’ve grown up together and we had our first kiss when Bronte had her last seizure. Doomed to fail. On the night of her eighteenth we spent the night at this fancy hotel, and he took my virginity. It wasn’t romantic, not at all; I knew that my sister was about to die, my life was falling to pieces, and I knew I’d lose Drew too in the end. I’d faced the fact: who wants to go out with a dead girl’s sister? Especially one you’ve grown up with too.

Really there is an entire lifetime more to tell. But nothing else matters, because you’ve heard what I had to say, you know my lies, you know me now from the inside out.

I am sorry. To the depths of my heart I am. Meeting you that first morning was amazing, my heart leapt, and I was so happy when you sat next to me. A thrill raced through me everytime every time we touched, be it our knees, hands, elbows, anything. I craved the sight of your beautiful body, your eyes, so kind and forgiving. I’m aware I have probably hurt you and a relationship between us is impossible. All my teachers know about my family and the reasons why I moved, but nobody else does. Tell anyone. Everyone if it makes you feel better. I can’t ask you, not after all I’ve just revealed, to keep it to yourself because most normal people will scream it to the world, because truth be told, it will make you feel better, just knowing you broke a huge secret, and that person wants to die. I do want to die. Everyday I wanted to just kill myself because I knew what I was keeping from you would ruin what I’d built with you. I’d played you all along, which hurts me more than you can ever imagine.

I love you deeply comma Topher. I don’t need to say it over again, I’m hoping you’ll believe me. A part of me wishes I could keep it from you altogether for eternity, but that’s impossible. Everything comes out eventually. I’m only doing this because I love you so deeply, and holding it inside is just too painful. I’m not the girl you fell in love with. I’m not the girl you thought was carefree and exciting. I’m beyond exciting; I have a dead sister, divorced parent parents and, a dying heart. I lied to you about my virginity, and I apologise for that too. The reason I never wanted to do anything was because I knew you thought I was a virgin, that I was pure, I was untouched, that we could learn together. My first time was with somebody I knew everything about to the last intimate detail, nothing was secret between us, everything was just perfect between us, and everytime every timeyou pressed a little further, we stepped that little bit further, I knew I couldn’t. I could not sleep with you and then tell you all this. It would drive any person over the edge, realising realizing how they’ve been played and the person they fell in love did nothing but hide and lie. I want you to lose your virginity to a girl you love, a girl you trust, a girl you know everything about, a girl you love. That person isn’t me, but now you have a choice.

When I moved here from Applecross I wanted a fresh start. A new life. A new identity. I wanted to leave my past in the past and just enjoy my final years with a hot boyfriend, carefree lifestyle and absolutely no problems. Life doesn’t work that way, except for the hot boyfriend part. All those times you told me to open up; I revealed nothing but the truth, sometimes distorted, but the truth nevertheless. And I’m rambling.

You know me now. I’m Jess Parker and no longer have any secrets from you. I’m not a virgin. I’m not an only child. My life before you sucked. My life sucks now after you. Go away not hating me for pretending to love you or think that I ever enjoyed it. I did all this for my own selfish desires, but I, not for one second, stopped loving you and I never will. I’m sorry.

I folded the letter and slipped it into a pink envelope, sealing it with tape and writing his name on the front. Dad came in and hugged me, telling me he was proud, and that if I ever wanted to leave he could change schools, or we could go home. I quickly assured him I’d stick it out, alone and an outcast or not. I fell asleep on my bed quickly, thinking of all those parties, especially the last one, every moment lip-locked with him terrorising terrorizing my dreams, tearing them to pieces until all I thought of was his sad eyes, tears falling down his cheeks. I rolled over and buried my face in my pillow. Tomorrow would be doomsday for me.

In the morning I missed the bus deliberately, walking instead, all the way along the mud-ridden road. It took me an hour and forty minutes but it gave me time to think, be alone, and be able to consider what I’d do next. Everybody was in second period by the time I got there. I slipped the note into his locker and hoped I’d picked the right one, hoped he’d find it. After getting a slip from the office I headed to Geography. Today we had a rotation 3 so after recess we had Drama, then Chemistry together. I sat in the front row in Foundations, writing as much as I could until my hand hurt. I hurried to my locker at recess and grabbed my food, hurrying to the quadrangle into a secluded corner.

“Hey stranger.”


“Hi.”

He sat beside me, leant across and kissed my cheek. I kept eating. He waited until I swallowed before taking my chin between his thumb and forefinger to turn it and kissed me, sliding his tongue across mine and really digging in. I kissed him back; may as well enjoy him while I still had him.

“What’s wrong?”


“Nothing.”


“Don’t bullshit me. Something’s up.”

 “Nothing.”


“Baby…”


“No, don’t.”


I brushed his hand away before he touched me. He didn’t try again, eating in silence until the bell sounded. He lifted himself up off the wall, dusting his jeans with one hand, offering a bleak smile. He wasn’t dumb, he knew something was different.

“Drama?”


“Then Chemistry.”


“Afternoon off! My house?”


“Sure.”


“Let me kiss you one last time?”


My heart plummeted. One last time. I despised myself, wanted to tear that letter to shreds. Too late. He leant across and our lips touched one last time. Knowing that I had until Chem before his world shattered, I kissed him eagerly, letting my hand rest on his groin okay, they are in school so I don’t think that is possible…, closing my eyes and savouring savoring the sweet taste. People around us laughed but I didn’t care. They’d be laughing at a hell lot more later. My secret would be out. Topher pulled away first, breathless.

“Wow, that was good!”


“Only good?”


“Shut up.”


We grabbed our stuff before any teachers caught us. I saw him look at the letter and willed him not to open it here. He didn’t, just slid it into his diary and his arm fell around my waist. The walk to Drama was long and full of dread. We had a relief: Mrs Bender. While half the class practised practiced their skits comma Topher and I made out on the backseats, my hand sliding into his shorts. He moaned softly into my ear and kissed me harder, working his hand up my shirt and cupping my breast. Nobody noticed. Thankfully. He found my nipple and ran it between his fingertips, my own fingers stroking the tip of his penis. I knew it’d be the last time in a fair while I’d touch him or any guy again.

“Okay class; practise practice those skits for your teacher tomorrow!”


I had to shove Topher off me before somebody saw us and made a scene. He grunted. What a splendid way to spend my last few minutes with him.

In chemistry the relief handed us sheets to work on while he sorted out the role. Topher sat on the opposite side of the class to me, next to one of his basketball mates, and I sat beside Loren. She smelt like roses and I felt my mind grind to a halt. Nothing went in at all. I noticed Topher sorting through his diary, pulling out the envelope. He didn’t glance across at me as he opened it, pushed the envelope into his diary, and unfolded the letter. I watched his eyes read every line. I saw his eyes fill with tears, saw him grab his stomach and slap a hand over his mouth. Grabbing the letter comma he leapt up.

“Can I please be excused?” He he yelped. The relief nodded, and Topher raced from the classroom, leaning over the garden and hurling his recess. A few kids chuckled while a few looked a little grossed out. My face drained of colour. He disappeared for a minute, and when he returned, the class was silent. The relief gave him permission to go back out whenever he wanted. Loren scribbled on a post it note your boyfriend has a weak stomach. I wrote back. He’s not my boyfriend. Loren gasped. Since when? I shrugged at her. Long story. I felt Topher’s eyes on me, but never looked up, instead chatted lightly with Loren and focused on the worksheets. After class I was the first one out the door, running as fast as my legs could carry me, right past the rows of classrooms. Loren followed me, calling for me. I bumped into some younger kid, all my books flying everywhere.

“Jess! Jess! Jess wait up!”


I grabbed as many of my books as I could as fast as I could, but Topher caught up. I looked into his teary eyes.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”


He sounded so hurt. My stomach lurched. The kid I’d run into apologised apologized and handed me the rest of my books. Unable to look at Topher, I turned and dumped my things into my locker. He followed me to the quadrangle. Loren hurried up behind me.

“When did you guys break up? At the party Saturday night you were all over each other, you were giving him a lap dance! What the hell …”


“I need to be alone.”


Loren shrugged and disappeared, but Topher refused to.

“You’re breaking up with me?”


“Don’t make me explain.”


“I think you do.”


“Topher. Leave it.”

“No. You have a sister?”


“Had a sister.”


“Why didn’t you…”


“Don’t make me.”


“I’m in love with you comma Jessica.”


Tears pricked my own eyelids.

“I’m sorry comma Topher. You’re better off without me.”

“No, babe I’m not. I love you!”


“Topher, please.”


“Please what? Forget all those wonderful weeks we spent together?”


“Yes. Forget it all. We’re done.”


I sprinted into the girl’s bathroom, throwing myself against a wall sobbing. People kept asking me if I was alright, knocking on the cubicle door, genuinely concerned. When lunch was over I gathered my bag and walked home, deciding that I’d take dad up on that offer.

Four weeks went by very slowly. I counted off each day on the calendar. In the morning I studied or did the homework Loren sent me, in the afternoon I worked, slept, or watched Gossip Girl. It was October Fourth before I decided to do something.

I picked up my phone and dialled dialed. A rough voice answered, but it was just his message box.

”Hi comma Topher, it’s me. Um, look I really must talk to you, but only if you want to, I really don’t mind if you don’t want to, but like… I need to explain myself and I know you want to hear. So come by my house anytime. Or don’t... Either is fine but I owe you too much to let you go like this. I love you.”


I sank onto my bed and waited. Dad bought me new boots, but I didn’t put them on. For several hours I lay on my back, gazing at my blank ceiling, until there was a knock at the door. It was Topher.

“Hey, uh, come in.”


Stepping aside, he brushed past me.

“Want something?”


“No.”


“My bedroom?”


“Sure.”


He sat on the end of my bed, fumbling with his hands in his lap. I could see the hurt in his eyes; the only times we’d been in my room our clothes had come off, and I winced slightly before sitting on the opposite end. I watched him for several minutes.

“How are you?”


“Fine considering. I fell in love with this girl you see, head over heels on the first glimpse. I shared more of my heart and body with her than any other person, and I thought I knew her. Then she writes me this letter which makes me want to hate her, but I only ended up hating myself for letting her use me. Except when I read it over for the thirteenth time I realised realizedit was no use, I loved her too much to hate anything about her.”


“She sounds horrible.”


“What she kept from me was horrible, sure.”

Very cute scene by the way! :D

A long pause created a thick wall of tension between us. I sighed and glanced sideways at the photo frame on my dresser. Topher stood and picked it up, running his thumb across the glass.

“Her?”


“Yes.”


“She’s pretty. I see her looks carried down.”

“Yeah.”

“You look just like her.”


“Thanks.”


“You know you could’ve told me, I wouldn’t have left you.”


“It was too hard.”


He placed it back down, his shoulders slumped with defeat.

“I just want you back.”


This surprised me. But he held my gaze steadily, neither of us moving. I wanted him back too, and now clean from all guilt; I knew he would take me.

“I wish you’d opened up to me about it all, and that’s what hurts the most, knowing for those weeks I told you everything about myself, let you in, and you didn’t return the favour.”


“Hardly a favour.”


“Hey, don’t get cocky. I didn’t want to come here.”


“But you still came?”


“Yeah. I love you too much to just let this destroy what we had.”


Time slipped between us. He stared at me hard, his gaze never faulting.

“Why did you lie? Tell it to my face, I know what’s on the letter.”


“I needed a new life. That’s the shortened version, but there are a tonne tone of other things which would take a lifetime to tell you. There wasn’t a moment I spent with you that I didn’t want to tell you, but there’s nothing I regret more than hurting you unintentionally. Dad kept telling me to but you’d say you loved me, or we took that one step further, and I just couldn’t; I was in my own little dream and I wanted it to continue, to let it burn for as long as I could manage. It’s stupid to say but I really had no intention to ever tell you at first. I saw you and decided I wouldn’t tell anybody, just create this new life for myself free of regrets and guilt.”


“So you led me along?”


“Without meaning to comma yes. But if I’d told you earlier you would’ve left me, don’t deny it. I wanted to cement our relationship as much as I could first, so when I did, if I ever did, you’d know that I loved you.”


His eyes were glazed over, and I took a moment to study his face. The same high cheekbones, softly chiselled chiseled features, sloping neckline, strong arms, broad shoulders, shaggy hair. I’d memorised memorized every minute minute?? I don’t think that works here…detail of him, but he looked so foreign now.

“Imagine trying to tell the person you love that you’ve watched your sister die a slow, painfully real death, being unable to help her, and the best you could do was stay out of her way and change to suit her lifestyle. Bronte’s lifestyle was hospitals, sleep, drugs and constant pain.”


“I can’t imagine, no, but I could’ve helped you. Everybody has been wondering why you’re so distant when we talk about family.”


“At least they all know now, so I can stop trying to be somebody I’m not.”


“Nobody knows.”


I gasped. “You didn’t tell anyone?”


“Nope. Not a soul. Trust me I wanted to scream it from the treetops. I told my mum, but that’s it, because I knew telling everybody would just hurt you more and I’d lose you forever.

“Really?”


“Your secret is safe with me.”


Speechless, I stared at him for a while, my brain frozen in mid thought.


He shifted himself closer until our legs touched. We stared at each other intensely, his eyes brimming with intensity, mine with tears. With a soft sigh he reached out and took my hands, squeezing them and kissing my knuckles. He unfolded and I climbed into his lap, wrapping my arms around his body, burying my face in his neck.

“I love you comma Jess.”


“I love you too comma Topher.”


I leant up and he leant down, sliding his lips deliciously across mine, softly and slowly, and I gently kissed at the corner of his mouth, running my tongue across his lips until he kissed me again. This time we were both willing and as he lay me down on my back, I stared into his beautiful face and smiled with delight. I had him back. I had a normal life. No more secrets. Nothing more hidden or concealed. We snuggled down together beneath the doona tangled in each others arms, giggling and laughing at the weirdness of the situation. But kissing him, everything fell into place perfectly.

Topher’s birthday was on October Eleventh. To celebrate he had a huge party, and I invited Drew down as well. I wore fishnets, a glittery tube top, pink mini, high heels, my hair in a messy bun, and wore just enough jewellery jewelry to look classy. Drew drove us; he wore a cream coloured shirt untucked, black skinny legs, black converse, and had his jet-black hair cropped short and spiked. Topher lived four streets down, on the end of a cul-de-sac, his house alight with lights and music throbbed from deep within. We walked in and found the booze quickly. Drew took one and led me out to the patio. Nobody knew him, and he knew nobody. So we sat quietly sipping our vodkas.

“Jess! Jess oh my god I found you!”


Drew looked up and they shared a nod of acknowledgment. Topher pulled me to my feet and dragged me inside, grabbing me around the waist and kissing me. It was long, deep, and deliberate, his eyes clenched shut. Drawing apart I sucked in a deep breath.

“Wow, what happened to you?”


“Nothing, I just didn’t want to spend another minute without you.”


I peered through the siding doors onto the patio, where Drew at all alone.

“I can’t just leave him there. He’s my best friend, I invited him, and I can’t just ditch him.”


Topher s eyes looked pained, but he gave in and disappeared into the kitchen. I returned to 

Drew, leading him inside and offering him another beer to loosen up.

“Where’s lover boy?”


“Topher is in the kitchen. I need you to have fun because I’ll just feel so guilty and it’ll ruin 

Topher’s night.”


“I don’t want to be a burden.”


“Ohh my you’re sexy!”


Loren stumbled in, already tipsy. Her radar zoned in on Drew and she attached herself to his arm, stroking it and batting her eyelashes at him. He smiled politely but showed no interest. I smirked and turned away.

“Jessica! Don’t leave me!”


“Loren’s fun. See ya.”


I heard Loren telling Drew he should take off his shirt, and Drew yelling my name. Topher was in the kitchen unwrapping a plate of party pies, slipping one into his mouth before taking it out to the food table along the wall. A few couples lingered about, unsure of what to do. His house wasn’t meant for large parties, and the sides seemed ready to burst already. When he spotted me his face lit up again, placing the tray down to run over to me.

“Where’s Drew?”


“Loren’s problem now. How about we dance? Birthday boy needs to loosen up a little!”


“That’s what the booze is for. My mum bought keg loads.”


I couldn’t help but frown. 


“Don’t drink, it makes you difficult to handle.”


“What?”

“Just trust me, nothing good comes from you getting hammered.”


“Okay babe. You can be my booze, how about that?”


“Not that I am drinkable, but yes that sounds mighty fine. Let’s go.”


I grabbed his hand and lead him to his living room, now full maximum capacity of dancing, sweating bodies. Music poured from four large speakers, the walls pulsing, people having contractions everywhere. With an arm around my waist Topher took me inside, holding me close and grinding his hips against mine. We wound our arms around each other, swinging our hips, letting our bodies take control of the tune and let loose.

Night had long fallen, and most couples were growing tired. Topher kissed me over and over until I pushed him back so I could breathe.

“I love you.” Topher whispered. Why don’t we go upstairs? Get some privacy?”


“Down here is just fine.”


He rolled his eyes, grabbed my wrist and dragged me into the kitchen, where hardly anybody remained. The food had been completely finished off.

“I just want to be alone with you.”


“Me too; okay then where?”


“My bedroom?”


“Sure.”


His room was clean and his bed made. He laid me on my back, climbing on top of me and letting his lips kiss their way down my neck, his hands immediately sliding beneath my top. I just lay still and let him go wherever he wanted; it’d been far too long since he’d done this last.

“Can I?”


He tugged at my shirt. I nodded and it fell to the floor. Without any hesitation I began to slide my hands up his chest, pulling off his shirt and stroking the firm, hard muscles which lined his body. I ran my hands over his broad shoulders, down his biceps, along his sides, dipping my fingers beneath his belt. I plucked at it until his jeans slid cleanly off, and he kicked them off the bed. Drunk with desire, I pushed my fingers into the waistband of his briefs, hearing his sharp intake of breath as my fingertip brushed the head of his penis. He reached around my back and unhooked my bra, cupping my breasts and squeezing them; I wrapped my hand around his erection and squeezed it back. We’d gone too far to turn back now, and my mind momentarily clouded, imagining Drew on top of me, levering off my clothes, sliding his hands down my body, heaving and gasping. I didn’t want it to be as awkward and rushed as the first time. I didn’t even want to do it with Topher, not really. But he had worked my clothes off, and lying naked beneath him, I’d never felt as exposed before. I pressed my knee into his thigh, moaning when he kissed my neck and combed his hands through my hair, tugging it free of my bun. Slowly and carefully he arched above me, easing off his briefs, pressing his body against mine. He reached for his drawer, pulling out a condom. I sat up abruptly, shoving him back. He sat back on his heels, his eyes hurt and his mouth smeared with my lipstick.

“I’m not a virgin. You don’t want your first time to be with me.”


I hadn’t discussed anything with him yet, but I had no intention to let him lose his virginity to me.

“So? We’re in love, aren’t we?”


Topher’s eyes were like open wounds, waiting for a vulture to tear the tender flesh clean out. I felt like that vulture. I couldn’t look at him anymore, unsure of the answer myself. To be in love there couldn’t be any secrets, no tension, no regrets, and there had to be a huge sense of trust. So far I couldn’t think of anything that I hadn’t destroyed.

“Jess, what’s wrong? Please, say something.”


“Topher, are you sure you want to do this?”


“Never been surer of anything else in my life.”


“But…”


“Please Jess. Don’t you want to?”


I didn’t want to have this conversation now. It was his birthday, and looking at him, I knew that he wanted it, and he’d be crushed if I didn’t give it to him. I want it, I really do, I tried reasoning with myself.

“Do you want me?”


“Jess…” He leaned forward and pressed me onto my back, lightly brushing his lips across mine, holding me so tenderly. I closed my eyes and melted in the moment, relaxing and letting my arms fall around his neck.

“Baby, of course I want you.”
He moved slowly, and I didn’t stop him. I opened my legs for him, winced as he entered me.

“I’m going to bleed.”


He grimaced, but kissed my neck and heaved.

“Your bed will be a mess.”


“Shut up now. Do you think I care?”


I did, using my hands to guide and instruct him, relaxing beneath him, feeling my muscles clench and contract as he pushed and heaved against me. When he found a rhythm I began to grind my hips against him, the pain subsiding, giving way to a pleasant numbness which I wanted to last the rest of my life. His eyes were full of tears, his lips travelling across my neck, showering my face with butter-soft kisses.

Afterward his sheets were covered in my blood. I was surprised by how much I’d lost, and momentarily fretted. Compared to the hotel this was alright. Topher got up and peeled them off, dumping them on the floor for later cleaning, putting on a fresh sheet and sinking into his pillows. His naked body glistened with all kinds of bodily fluids, both clean and dirty at the same time. He looked so vulnerable; I crawled up to his side, placing my head down beside his so our lips were hardly an inch apart. I snuggled into his chest, falling asleep in his arms blissfully that night.

“So how is Loren?”


Drew had slept in my bed, since I wasn’t using it. He looked trashed.

“Um, great. She’s really cute and she has an adorable laugh. She said she’d keep in touch.”


“That’s good.”


“How was Topher?”


“We had sex.”


He gasped. “What? Serious? Sheesh!”


“Yeah. We did, and it was better than I’d expected I suppose. Painful. But good.”


“Oh speak of the devil.”


Topher wandered in, taking my hand and squeezing it.

“I need to talk to you,” he glanced sideways at Drew before adding “privately.”


Drew rolled his eyes skyward, making a huge noise getting up and over-exaggerating the closure of my door and the retreating thumps of his footsteps downstairs. Once alone Topher perched on the edge of the crumpled sheets beside me, running his thumb over the back of my hand slowly, his eyes intensely worried.

“Babe, we used condoms yeah?”


“Yeah.”


“Um, are your periods regular?”


“Mine’s not due for another week. Why?”


His sudden interest in my period alarmed me.

“I’m just curious.”


“Topher!”


He threw his hands up defensively, his smirk giving way to a terrified frown.

“I think a condom broke.”


“How many did we use?”


“I remember putting on eight, I think, I don’t know. I only found six, and three were broken.”


“Great.” I groaned loudly, pushing myself further up on the bed beside him. He wound an arm around my shoulders and cuddled me.

“You can’t be pregnant, okay?”


“Dad is going to murder me.” I let my head fall into my hands. He stroked my back and rubbed the nape of my neck. 


“No he won’t. Don’t worry baby, I’m here for you forever. No matter what, I’m here, okay?”
I dared myself to glance into his eyes. They were clear and confident; something that scared me more than relaxed me. His hand squeezed my shoulder again, but I was far from comforted. What if I was pregnant? The prospect of a small human child growing in my stomach pushed bile into my mouth, and without looking at Topher, I rushed into the bathroom, hurling my lunch into the sink. I expected him to do something like call Drew and fret, or just leave me alone, but instead he padded in and held my hair from my face as I continued to throw up, the sick feeling slowly dying from my stomach, and I imagined it as the foetus getting strangled and starved. If only I was that lucky. Afterward Topher lead me back to the bed, calmly massaging my shoulders and back, peeling off my sweaty clothes until I was cool enough to fall asleep.

