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CHAPTER 1:
Tucker’s Luck
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‘Tucker, are you still here?’ 

Tucker Pyles jolted upright in his chair, nearly choking on a mouthful of stew. It was his third helping, and he had no intention of stopping until the pot was scraped clean. Now, though, it seemed he had no choice, especially with his mother bearing down on him like a storm.

‘You’re going to be late for work, you fat buffoon.’ His mother scuffed the back of his head. 

The unexpected blow sent his head lurching forward, knocking his spoon from his hand. A splatter of thick, greasy stew splattered over the already grimy table.

‘Oh, for goodness bloody sake!’ His obese mother delivered another slap to the back of his head. ‘Can’t you be more careful, you klutz?’

‘You hit me,’ whined Tucker, attempting to scrape some of the stew from the table with his spoon.

The next clout from her meaty hand caused him to flick more of the stew across the table, painting it in brown streaks.

‘Don’t get cheeky to me. You’re too darn fond of being cheek—’ She let out a gasp. ‘Now look what you’ve done. Are you trying to make a mess of the entire kitchen?’

‘I’m sorry.’ Tucker winced, raising an arm instinctively to shield his head. At sixteen, he was taller and fatter than her, although he saw his fat as extra flabby muscle. Anyone who wanted to argue that would soon find out just how powerful that “muscle” was. But despite his bulk and strength, he never dared put it to the test against his mother.

‘So, I should jolly well think so. You’re an ungrateful sod, that’s what you are. You bring this family nothing but shame. I can’t believe we have a jailbird living in this house.’

Tucker’s cheeks burned. She never missed a chance to bring it up. Last October, a teacher had been murdered, and Tucker had been falsely accused. The humiliation of spending two days in a holding cell still haunted him and, although his name was eventually cleared, his mother still acted as though he was still the perpetrator.

‘I didn’t deserve to be in jail.’ 

‘Huh! You might not have murdered that teacher but there are plenty of things you’ve done that should get you locked up.’ 

Her face seemed locked into a permanent scowl. She could have easily passed as a witch, and knowing his luck, she probably was; especially judging by the evil concoctions she cooked up for dinner sometimes. The stew he now fed on contained all sorts of unidentifiable lumps in it. Was that a frog leg swimming in his bowl? What was that thing that looked like a boiled-up cockroach? It wouldn’t be surprising, after all, the kitchen was a mess with stains over the walls and benches. After a big feed, nobody at the Pyles house had much energy to clean. Tucker shuddered to think what it was sitting in his spoon but ate it anyway, hoping it was something nutritious. 

Less than a minute later, he slurped up the last of his stew and let out a loud belch.

His mother barked as she stirred a cup of coffee. ‘That’s enough of that, you disgusting pig. If that’s the appreciation you show when it comes to my cooking, you won’t be getting any more.’

‘But, Ma.’ Tucker’s face lit up, remembering something from his Home Economics classes. It was one of the few things he had learned last year. ‘In some countries burping after a meal is considered a compliment.’

‘Don’t be so stupid! I don’t know where you get these ideas from.’

‘I think its Australia where they do that.’

‘Rubbish! You’re lying to me. You’re too fond of lying. You better stop or I’ll give you a good strapping.’

‘It’s not a lie. I learnt it at school!’ 

‘Huh! Since when did you learn anything at school? You’re as useless as a glob of spit in a firefight. The day you learn anything at school will be the day they make a Happy Meal that really does make you happy.’

‘But—’

‘And if you really did learn half the stuff they teach you, they wouldn’t have threatened to hold you back in year-11 again.’

He cringed. That was something else he didn’t like to be reminded of. He had failed his NCEA Level 1 last year and the school had considered making him repeat year-11 with students a year younger. In the end, they relented but told him he’d have to pull finger and get all his credits this year if he didn’t want to be held back the following year. 

‘Can’t I drop out of school, Ma? I’m old enough now. I could get a full-time job instead of a part-time one. I could do what my mate Diesel’s doing... get a job and continue studying online.’

‘Tempting, very tempting. But no, if it came down to you doing your schooling online, you’d never get anywhere. You need constant supervision. Besides, I had to stay in school until I was seventeen, so I don’t see why you should get out early. With the money you’re earning at the gym, cleaning, and your dad’s income from the cheese factory, we make enough to keep us all well-fed.’

Tucker gritted his teeth. Keep you well-fed, you mean. He dared not say it aloud.

‘Anyway,’ she said, placing her hands on her hips, ‘why are you still sitting here? Cliff Morrison will be ropeable if you’re late again.’

Tucker sighed and pushed himself to his feet, his chair groaning in relief. 

‘Before you go, you better wash them dishes.’

‘But I’m late!’ 

She delivered him a kick to his shins. ‘Don’t be so lazy! You’re too darn fond of being lazy. You can at least do your chores before you go. I’m not going to do them for you.’

Groaning, Tucker limped over to the sink, muttering under his breath. He couldn’t help but wonder, not for the first time, why he’d been cursed with such a horrible mother.
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Ten minutes later, Tucker stormed out of the house, muttering curses under his breath. His frustration simmered as he hurried down the street. By the time he reached the gym, he was fifteen minutes late. He was lucky it hadn’t been longer.

Cliff, his boss, was waiting near the entrance, arms crossed and expression sour. ‘Late again, Tucker. I’m getting really sick of this.’

Tucker raised his hands defensively. ‘It was Mum. She made me stay and do chores.’

‘Don’t give me that crap. Just get in there. Someone threw up in the men’s bogs and the cubicle is a complete mess.’

Tucker had liked Cliff at first when he had originally offered his services to the gym. Cliff seemed like a decent guy. But after weeks of enduring his scolding, he wanted to clout the guy around the back of the head like his mother had done to him and mess up that spiky brown hair of his. As for that stupid-looking soul patch above his chin, he wanted to pluck it out hair by hair. 

‘Quit staring and get moving,’ Cliff barked. ‘That bog isn’t going to clean itself.’

Grumbling, Tucker fetched the mop and bucket from the supply closet. As he passed the workout room, he glanced in. It was quiet, as it usually was on Saturday nights. Most people were out at parties, a luxury Tucker rarely experienced. Invitations weren’t exactly flooding in for him.

He imagined what Rex Cassidy, the school's golden boy, was doing. Probably lounging in a pool with three or four hot babes slobbering over him. They’d be pampering him and attending to his every whim. 

Just to make sure it wasn’t happening in the gymnasium spa, he checked the spa room. No, he wasn’t there but there was someone – a very attractive someone. 

‘Hi, Gloria.’ He waved to her. In the process, the bucket flew from his hand, bounced off the wall and into the spa, nearly hitting her.

Glorious Gloria he liked to refer to her as... although he didn’t have the guts to call her that to her face. For one thing, she was in her mid-20s. The other thing, she was a police officer.

‘Tucker!’ Gloria groaned and threw the bucket out of the pool at his feet. ‘Can’t you be more careful?’

‘Sorry.’ Tucker cringed. He continued to gaze at her for a bit. It was hard not to. She was a tall, slender woman, with long dark hair. She had striking eyebrows, which were quite thick, yet attractive on her. She looked great in a swimsuit, too.

‘Well? Do you want something?’

‘I err...’

‘Don’t you have work to do?’

‘Oh yeah. I’ve got to clean up some puke.’

She rolled her eyes. ‘Err, thanks, I really needed to know that.’ 

Tucker brightened. ‘You’re welcome!’ He hesitated, desperate for an excuse to linger. ‘Hey, Gloria... would you like me to scrub your back for you?’

Gloria gaped at him as if he had blown snot over his hand. ‘I’m not taking a bath you know.’ 

Tucker was determined to perform some service. After all, he was an employee there and this was one customer he really wanted to keep returning. ‘How about I give you a massage then? I’m sure your muscles are aching after your workout.’

‘No thanks,’ she said, causing Tucker’s heart to sink.

‘Well, how about I take you out for a beer?’

‘No!’ Gloria’s voice rose in exasperation. ‘Have you forgotten what happened the last time you asked me out for a drink?’

Tucker winced at the memory. She’d slapped handcuffs on him as a joke, accusing him of attempted underage drinking. The humiliation still stung.

‘Okay, coffee then?’

‘Tucker,’ she said, her tone icy, ‘I don’t date kids. Now leave me alone. I’d like to relax in peace.’

Defeated, Tucker picked up his bucket and shuffled off toward the toilets. It was just his luck... bombing out again. 

The stench of vomit hit him like a freight train as he entered the men’s changing rooms. He gagged, but forced himself to focus. The offending cubicle wasn’t hard to find. The mess was horrific. Someone had clearly pushed themselves too far during training. He knew what it was like to feel sick after exercise. He felt that way every week, five minutes into one of Mr Harris’s PE classes. 

Tucker got to work mopping up the mess. It took him quite some time but finally he was down to the finishing touches, mopping the sides of the bowl with a cloth drenched in disinfectant. The door to the cubicle had closed and his huge frame made it difficult to move but it was only for a minute longer.

He nearly didn’t notice two men enter the changing rooms.

‘Can you believe that fat moron?’ 

Tucker recognised him as Bill, the trainer.

‘He’s an incompetent jackass.’ 

That was Ted, one of the gym regulars, recognisable by his grating voice.

‘The guy’s a half-wit,’ Bill said.

Who were talking about? Probably Fred Jonus, one of their overweight regulars.

‘Why the hell did Cliff hire him? He’s about as useful as a glob of spit in a firefight.’

So, they were talking about a staff member. That only left Frank Gunther, the full-time cleaner who worked at the gym during working hours. He was a little overweight. 

Bill chuckled. ‘Can you believe some kid talked Cliff into hiring him?’ 

‘Some kid? Why would he listen to some punk kid?’

‘The Cassidy kid. He gets on well with Cliff. Asked him to take the guy on because he really needed the job. Gave him a sob story about how the fat moron had nothing going for him and had an abusive mother who was forcing him to get a job.’

Wow. So, Frank had similar problems to Tucker - although Frank’s mother had to be ancient because he was 56.

Ted snickered. ‘But there’s only so long you can put up with a liability. Do you realise the amount of cleaning products that guy goes through? Bottles of the stuff. He uses almost one bottle in one cleaning session. The amount he uses in a week is enough to hire a whole new staff member.’

Bill chuckled. ‘Well, I don’t think we’ll have to put up with him for much longer.’

‘Why?’

‘Cliff’s had enough. The guy’s had his written warnings. Cliff told me one more mistake and he’s out of here.’

Tucker smirked. Frank Gunther always was an incompetent ubbhead. Tucker’s heart rejoiced when it occurred to him the gym would be looking for a new full-time cleaner. Tucker was a sure thing to fill the role if he could get his mother to agree to him dropping out of school.

Ted chuckled. ‘He’ll be out of here soon then. That guy can’t go a day without making a total muck up of something.’

Bill laughed too. ‘Yep. That moron is on his last legs. I reckon it's goodbye to...’

Tucker’s jaw dropped when Bill said the name of the offender.

Ted laughed some more. ‘The place will be better off without the fat idiot.’

Tucker swallowed and the terrible truth dawned on him. At first, he didn’t want to believe it, but there were no doubts about it. They weren’t talking about Frank Gunther. They were talking about him. 
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​CHAPTER 2:
Yearning for Chelsea Brown
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Rog Shepherd, or Sheep as his friends knew him, was always up for a party but Tony Sandro’s sixteenth birthday do wasn’t all it was cracked up to be. It was dull, dull, dull. The music was humdrum and there were adults there watching their every move. The thing that bothered him most, though, was the one girl he really wanted to dance with was too busy with another guy.

Sheep leaned against the deck railing, his gaze fixed on the spa pool outside. There she was, Chelsea Brown, her short blonde hair slicked back, her cheeks flushed from the warmth of the bubbling water. She was nestled against Rex Cassidy, the golden boy of Te Arawa College. 

It was impossible not to notice how much she’d changed. A year ago, she’d been plain, awkward, and practically invisible. But now? Now she was radiant. It was almost as though someone had flipped a switch, transforming her into one of the most captivating girls at school.

Sheep took a slow, steadying breath. A year ago, Chelsea had a crush on him, but he’d been too caught up chasing Jacqui Donaldson and Randy Mandy to notice. Now, all he could think about was how much of a fool he’d been.

‘Hey Sheep, what’s up?’ the burly long-haired Will Ullman, or Wal, as he was better known, stepped up beside him with a glass of beer in his hand. Sheep saw him more as a meathead than an athlete. He’d make a good pro wrestler, but not much of anything else... although he had to admit he was a great rugby prop. 

‘Bored,’ Sheep said.

They both gazed over at the spa. 

Sheep continued, ‘Where are Jacqui and Laura anyway? I thought they were going to be here tonight.’

Wal shrugged, taking a swig of his beer. ‘Probably got wise and stayed home.’ 

Sheep sighed. ‘I should’ve done the same.’

‘Hey, can’t be all bad. Chelsea’s here. And Randy Mandy. Whoa, what I’d give to be Rex. Whoarrr.’

Sheep wished the same again. Mandy was one awesome looker too and nestled into Rex from the other side. She was slim and lovely and had wavy long brown hair and large, wholesome brown eyes that made her look sweet and innocent, although she was a bit of a rebel. She was great fun to be around - always smiling and never seemed to have a care in the world. 

Sheep sighed again. ‘I’d be happy to settle for a dance with either one of them.’ 

‘Yeah, true, but which one most of all? That would be my dilemma.’

‘Come on, Wal, we all know you have a thing for Randy Mandy, you always have.’

‘I thought you did too.’

‘Well yeah, but my preference is Chelsea these days.’ Sheep eyed Wal’s empty glass. He wanted a beer but the adults were watching them like a hawk. How Wal had got one, Sheep had no idea. 

Wal gave him a sly look. ‘Forget about it, Shepherd, she’s mine.’

Sheep scoffed. ‘Don’t be daft. Anyway, since when were you interested in Chels?’

‘Quite a while now. Ever since she—’

‘Had the makeover?’ 

‘Yeah.’ Wal swallowed more from his glass. 

‘Join the club.’

Wal spoke again. ‘Remember, Shepherd, she bid for me at the high school bachelor auction last year.’

‘Only because she felt sorry for you.’

‘She had to compete for me, you twerp! Against another bidder.’

‘Yeah, a real dog! She didn’t want you to have to suffer the humiliation of having to go to that dinner with that barker.’

Wal took a sausage roll from a plate on the table next to them. ‘She could have bid for you, Shepherd but she didn’t. You had your chance yonks ago and blew it big time.’

It irked Sheep to have Wal remind him of that. ‘So that gives me the advantage, doesn’t it? The fact that she once wanted me.’

‘Not if I put on the old Ullman charm.’ Wal bit into his sausage roll. 

‘What, you mean when you piss a girl off so much, she ends up telling you to hop it, like Nicky Barrett did after about five days?’

Wal narrowed his eyes. ‘It was two months!’ 

‘Yah, it was still a real failure on your part, Ullman.’

Sheep turned his attention back to the spa, not interested in taking any more notice of Wal steaming beside him. Chelsea and Mandy were laughing, their heads tilted back as Rex whispered something. Sheep’s stomach churned. Rex was a great guy, one of the few guys he genuinely admired, but damn, it was hard not to envy him. Athletic, pretty boy looks with his deep blue eyes, and effortlessly charismatic, Rex seemed to excel at everything. And the girls? They flocked to him like moths to a flame.

Sheep sighed, his thoughts spiralling. He’d quit smoking – twice - just to impress Chelsea, but it hadn’t made a difference. She’d moved on, and he’d been left in the dust. He hadn’t given up all hope, though. He wasn’t a quitter. His father had always taught him to go after what you wanted and never, ever give up. 

‘This party sucks,’ Wal said. ‘I might head off.’ However, he stopped and stared back as Rex planted a kiss on Chelsea’s mouth and climbed out of the pool, along with Mandy. 

Sheep felt a stab of pain. It seemed like Rex was kissing his girl. 

Wal finished off his beer. ‘Looks like Rex and Mandy are out of here. Lucky bastard. But still, looks like Chelsea’s available for me to make the moves on.’

‘Not likely,’ Sheep said, moving towards the spa pool.

But Wal beat him there, extending a hand to Chelsea as she climbed out.

‘Thanks, Wal.’ She smiled.

Sheep tried to keep his expression neutral. ‘Hey, Chels. You planning on doing some dancing tonight?’

Chelsea wrinkled her nose. ‘Gee, I don’t know. What’s that awful music, anyway?’

‘Wouldn’t have a clue,’ Sheep admitted. ‘It’s pretty ancient stuff. Nothing we listen to. I think it’s Mr Sandro’s type of music.’

‘It’s the Beatles,’ Wal interjected.

‘Oh, of course.’ Chelsea gave her head a light thump.

‘Never heard of them,’ Sheep said.

Chelsea gasped. ‘Sheep, you can’t be serious. They may not be the hippest act on the planet anymore and I’m pretty sure all of them are dead, but anyone who knows anything about Rock N Roll knows who the Beatles are... or should I say were.’

Sheep snickered. ‘If you have to add that extra bit at the end, then they can’t be that marvellous.’

Chelsea giggled, shaking her head. ‘You’re hopeless.’

She had a cute laugh and an even cuter smile. Sheep couldn’t understand how he’d missed that smile before, or those sapphire-blue eyes. They had to be the most beautiful eyes in the room, maybe even in the entire school. He hated himself for overlooking her back when she wore glasses. If he was honest, switching to contacts had been a game-changer for Chelsea. It wasn’t the only reason for her transformation, but it was certainly one of the biggest.

‘My cousin’s really into the Beatles,’ Wal said. ‘But then he’s a real geek. Into his computers and all that. Oh, and he plays the piano and listens to classical music. How geeky is that?’

‘Yeah.’ Sheep sniggered, nodding along. 

‘I play the clarinet,’ Chelsea said.

Both boys froze, blushing furiously. Sheep felt like a deer in headlights, unsure what to say. 

‘Well, that’s... different,’ Wal muttered. ‘Girl stuff. Men play drums or guitars.’ 

Chelsea raised an eyebrow and snorted in amusement. ‘What are you saying? That a guy who’s smart and listens to classical music is automatically a geek? For your information, I love classical music. And I think a guy who can play an instrument is very sexy.’

Sheep reeled at that revelation. 

Chelsea continued, her voice warming. ‘I’ve always dreamed of some guy serenading me. You know, playing a guitar or, even better, singing me a song while playing the piano. That’s romantic. That’s hot.’

Sheep pondered on her words for a few moments. It certainly gave him something to think about. 

‘So, what else makes a guy sexy?’ Wal enquired, asking the question Sheep would have asked if he had been on the ball.

‘Well... athletes are but I reckon I’d much rather prefer a guy who has a bit of culture, you know...’

‘A Sensitive-New-Aged Guy?’

‘Yeah, I guess you could call him that.’

‘Well if you’re talking about a guy like Rex, he isn’t exactly Mr SNAG you know.’ Sheep smirked.

Chelsea narrowed her eyes a little and he quickly regretted saying it. ‘That shows you how much you know about Rex. What you see at school is the bad boy side of him. What you never see is the side he brings out in a more romantic setting. Did you know he has classical music on his playlists?’

‘No,’ both replied with snorts.

‘He does. It’s not about looks and sex appeal you know, although he certainly has that. You know if he had glasses, I’d still want to go out with him. I reckon glasses are quite sexy on a guy.’

Sheep raised an eyebrow. ‘You do?’ 

‘Sure. They make a guy look intellectual.’

Sheep took mental notes. ‘So, brains are sexy too, are they?’ 

‘Of course! But hey, I’m tired and I’ve about had enough of this place. I’m gonna head home. One of you guys wanna walk me?’

‘Yes!’ Sheep and Wal chimed in unison. 

Chelsea blinked. ‘Oh! Well...’

Sheep met her gaze and hoped desperately she would pick him.

‘Why don’t you both come? That’s if you don’t mind.’

Sheep puffed his chest out. ‘No worries.’ 

‘Let’s cruise.’ Wal said.

Once outside, they walked either side of her. 

‘You guys are so sweet, walking me home,’ she said as they strolled along the path, passing under the branches of kowhai trees that lined the path. 

‘Our pleasure,’ Wal said for both of them.

‘Where did Rex and Mandy head off to? Sheep asked.

‘His place.’ 

Sheep decided not to press further. He didn’t want to risk upsetting her, although Chelsea seemed more composed than he’d expected.

‘Don’t worry,’ she said, her eyes fixed ahead. ‘Mandy’s still available. You could always go after her.’

‘Err, yeah,’ Sheep muttered, unsure how to respond. If she thought they were more interested in Mandy than her, then she was in for a surprise. ‘But how do you feel about it?’

They paused at a corner as a car passed, its headlights briefly illuminating Chelsea’s face. She hesitated before replying. ‘I’m fine,’ she said, although her tone betrayed her. ‘It’s not like I’m Rex’s girlfriend or anything. I’ll never be the mysterious ex he never talks about.’ She let out a dry laugh. ‘Even though, apparently, I have her eyes.’

‘She must be bloody awesome then,’ Wal said.

Sheep held back a scowl, irritated that Wal had made a compliment before he could. Still, he couldn’t argue. If Rex’s ex really had eyes as alluring as Chelsea, she must have been something. 

Minutes later, they arrived at Chelsea’s house, a neat brick home with perfectly trimmed lawns. Chelsea stopped at the gate, turning to face them. Her smile was warm and genuine.

‘Thanks for walking me home, guys. I’ll see you both at school on Monday.’

‘You bet.’ Wal grinned.

‘See ya, Chels.’ Sheep smiled.

Chelsea went inside, leaving Wal and Sheep standing outside the gate. The two studied each other in silence for a few moments. An idea stirred inside Sheep’s head. A plan to score Chelsea’s attention. It seemed like a crazy one but it had tremendous potential.

‘You know,’ Wal said before Sheep could give it much more thought. ‘I’m gonna go home. I’ve got some things I need to do.’

‘Yeah, same here.’ Sheep nodded. ‘I’ll catch you at school on Monday. Oh, and by the way...’

‘What?’

‘Be prepared for a surprise.’ He delivered Wal a wry smile, then, saying no more, he departed.
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​​CHAPTER 3:
Getting by Rex’s Parents
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Mandy Evans awoke with a start. Blinding light from the ceiling above forced her to squint as she tried to orientate herself. For a moment, everything felt dreamlike, unreal. Her vision cleared. A satin sheet covered her body and she lay in a huge king-sized bed, in a large spacious room, immaculately kept. If she didn’t know any better, she would have assumed it was the suite of some fancy hotel.

She sat bolt upright. ‘Oh geez! I fell asleep. Rex, why did you let me fall asleep?’ She turned her head to the muscular frame of the boy lying next to her. He lay on his back, his hands tucked behind his head. His wavy dark hair framed his chiselled face, and his deep blue eyes sparkled with an infuriating calm. He flashed a lazy, devil-may-care smile but said nothing.

Mandy’s heart raced as she caught sight of the glowing red digits on the bedside alarm clock: 11:45 pm. She gasped. ‘It’s so late! Your parents will be home any minute, and I promised mine I’d be back by eleven.’ She scrambled out of the bed, frantically grabbing her clothes from the floor. After slipping on her skirt, she froze when a bang and noises came from somewhere else in the house. Her eyes widened and she stared at him in horror. ‘Your parents are home!’

Rex didn’t move, his tone maddeningly casual. ‘Yeah, sounds like it.’

She glared at him, incredulous. ‘Gadzooks! How am I going to get out of here? I’ll have to climb through the window.’

Rex slid out of bed and reached for his own trousers. ‘We’re on the second storey, so I wouldn’t advise that.’ 

‘Oh, geez...’ Mandy’s heart pounded. ‘I can’t believe you let me fall asleep. We’re dead if they catch us.’ She pulled on her T-shirt, scooped up her underwear and shoved them into her handbag. She glanced about anxiously. Should she hide somewhere in the room? There were certainly plenty of places. There was a walk-in wardrobe and an en-suite. She could surely hide in one of those if necessary. ‘How am I going to get out? You’ll have to distract your parents for me.’

Rex stepped closer, towering over her. Even in her panic, her breath caught as he wrapped his strong arms around her and kissed her deeply. For a moment, the world fell away. Her head buzzed, and the air seemed to shimmer as it always did when Rex kissed her. Being with him was intoxicating. Every moment they spent together, even though way too infrequent, felt like stepping into a surreal, otherworldly dream.

She dragged herself back to reality but spoke in a gentler tone this time. ‘Rex, there’s no time. I have to get home before my parents come searching for me. I don’t want them to know I left the party. I’ll never hear the end of it.’ 

Rex smiled that easy, charming smile and released her. He strolled to the door and opened it with a casual flourish. ‘After you,’ he said, gesturing toward the hallway.

Mandy blinked. She couldn’t just walk out, not with his parents somewhere in the house. Sure, it was a huge house but the chances of getting caught were too great. 

‘Come on,’ he urged her. ‘You don’t want to get into trouble with your parents, do you?’

For a moment, she had second thoughts. An argument with her parents would be preferable to getting caught sneaking out of a boy’s house by his parents. She barely knew Mr and Mrs Cassidy. They might cause a real big stink, which would get back to her parents and she’d be in even more strife. 

She felt like kicking herself. Why did she promise her parents she’d be home at a certain time? She could have said she’d be home when she felt like it and to hell with what they said. However, she had been in such a hurry to get going, she hadn’t wanted to hang around to be harangued by them, so she made the rash promise to be back at the time they suggested. 

She had to take her chances, trust Rex and assume the coast was clear. She stepped out into a hallway and made for the staircase; a large spiral one that led down to the main living quarters. Rex made no effort
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