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​​CHAPTER 1:
Breaking Rules and Records
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‘Put it up.’

‘What?’

‘It’s too low.’

‘But that’s the school record. Nobody’s got within a foot of it in five years.’

Rex Cassidy stood, dressed in his PE shorts and singlet, staring at the high jump, his arms folded. ‘As much as I’d like to stand around here arguing with you, my man, I’ve got better things to do. I just want to get it over with.’

One of the facilitators, a tall gangly guy named Ted, blinked twice. ‘But it’s your first jump. Wouldn’t you rather shoot for something lower to be sure you get a result on the board?’

‘Nah, mate. No need for that.’

‘Okay, Rex. You’re the boss.’

The facilitators raised the bar on the high jump to five centimetres above the school record. and Rex Cassidy moved towards the starting line. 

‘You’re deluded, Cassidy,’ came the snarky voice of one of his fellow Octathlon competitors. Rex turned to the scowling brown face of Ben Tamati. The short but solid Māori had bruising around his left eye. ‘Do you really think you can make that jump?’

Rex had no time for niceties with this guy but kept his cool. ‘Of course not. I’m going to crash and burn.’ 

‘You think you’re such a bigshot, don’t you, asshole?’ Ben said. ‘The big sports star of the school. Well as far as I’m concerned, you’re nothing but a wannabe.’

Rex clenched his toes but refused to allow him to rile him. Ben loved to pick fights, but not normally with Rex, as Rex had put him in his place several times, usually standing up for victims of Ben’s bullying. With teachers and crowds of people around, Ben no doubt felt emboldened and more able to speak his mind. 

It took all Rex’s willpower to refrain from making nasty comments of his own. Although he wasn’t going to stoop to Ben’s level, he couldn’t resist a dig. ‘Where are you positioned on the leaderboard, Ben?’ He glanced at the whiteboard where the current standings for the girls’ and boys’ Octhathlon were available for all to inspect. ‘Hey, well whatdaya know! Congratulations, Ben, I see you’ve made it to second place.’ Rex then cringed. ‘Ah but damn, what do they say about coming in second? First in a long line of losers? Never mind, Ben. Maybe next year?’

Rex resumed walking, not looking back. He paused at the starting point to look over to the stands where nearly the entire population of Te Arawa College sat. It was a glorious day with beautiful sunny weather. The perfect day for the school athletics.

Events took place right across the main sports fields. There was a one-kilometre run, taking place on the track but nobody was interested in that. Students were competing at the long jump and the discus but nobody was interested in those either. 

All eyes were on him and with a roll of over 500 students, there was a buzz around the field. The majority of them enjoyed being there in the sun in shorts and T-shirts rather than school uniform. Even for those who weren’t competing, it was a chance to relax rather than study. 

He paused for a moment. Maybe he had requested the placement a little too high. He’d look silly if he didn’t make the jump and didn’t want Ben to have anything to taunt him about. But no, he’d done this height before in practice. He could do it again and would use the spectators as a springboard to get him higher. 

His group of close friends sat together at the back of one of the stands. Some of them waved enthusiastically at him and he waved back. The face he looked for in particular belonged to Vanessa Danté. 

There she was, her dark hair billowing gently in the wind. Her sparkling, sapphire blue eyes gazed across the stands towards him. Her heart-shaped full lips, her flawless skin and dazzling smile added to the perfection of the adorable 17-year-old beauty. On top of that, she was intelligent with a sparkling personality and sense of humour. Many called her a goddess and Rex went along with that completely.

She threw him a kiss and he threw one back. 

He turned toward the high jump, ran forward and leapt high into the air. It was a textbook Frosby Flop... one that wowed the spectators. He easily cleared the bar with a few inches to spare, landed on the mattress, and rolled off – all in one fluid motion.

The crowds went wild, cheering and clapping for him as he stepped away from the mattress. 

The facilitator, who had adjusted the bar, shook his head in amazement. ‘That was incredible! You cleared it by miles.’

Rex just wanted to get back to his friends, especially Vanessa and waved to the rest of the spectators in acknowledgement. He was about to move away when Vanessa left the stands, ran to him and leapt into his arms, kissing him wildly on the lips. Whistles and hoots came from the students in the stands as Rex held her for a few seconds. She was tall and voluptuous but Rex was close to six feet in height so lowered her back to the ground but not after first kissing the diamond nose stud on the left side of her nose. Drokk, it was so sexy. Then again, everything about Vanessa was sexy, even dressed in the drab school uniform. Although today everyone got to enjoy seeing her in shorts and a coloured tank top. The shorts in particular brought out her fine curves.

He was about to return with her to the stands when the facilitator called out to him. ‘Hey Rex, dude, you know you can go for another jump. Break the new record you just set.’

Rex took one glance back at him and delivered a quick grin. ‘Next year.’ 

He and Vanessa headed back to the stands. They made their way through the crowds up onto the stand where their gear marked their spots. 

‘Nice going, Rex!’ Will Ullman said as he shuffled along to make a bit more room.

There were murmurs from some of their other classmates. 

‘You never cease to amaze me, Rexy,’ Vanessa said as they sat. ‘You already slashed school records for the 400-metres and the long jump. Everyone thought the high jump would be one of your weaker events but you proved them wrong.’

‘The 5000 metres will be the big test.’

‘You’ll do great. You’re a cinch to take out the senior boys Octathlon.’

Jacqui Donaldson shuffled in close to the other side of Rex. He had little room to move with girls on either side. He didn’t mind.

Neither did Vanessa. She’d been that way ever since they were young kids. Liberal, sharing and free of jealousy. On arriving at TAC, a month earlier, she had assured the other girls she was not there to steal him. She’d kept that promise so far, allowing him time with them, but if it came down to it, he’d have no problem if she decided she wanted him all to herself. He loved being with her and they already spent as much time with each other as they could, especially outside of school. Both being sixteen years old, their parents had given them permission to share a bed, so slept over at each other’s houses regularly.  

Although Vanessa didn’t mind Jacqui moving in close to him, it wasn’t the same for Jacqui. She had a cold look in her piercing blue eyes as she peered across him towards Vanessa. When she saw him looking at her, she quickly changed her manner and smiled sweetly. ‘Is there any record in this school you can’t break?’ 

Rex glanced across the field. ‘Well, the Javelin’s not one of my strong points. Last time I threw a javelin it nearly impaled Mr Reaper.’

Will spoke up, ‘That’s because you were aiming at him.’ 

Rex grinned. ‘Yeah but I missed, didn’t I?’ 

An elderly teacher named Ms Cann called up at them from the front of the stand, ‘Rex Cassidy and Vanessa Danté, I’d like to speak to you down here.’ 

‘Oh no, what does Ms Cantankerous want now?’ Vanessa grumbled.

‘Come on down now!’

The two made their way back to the bottom of the stand, where Ms Cann’s wrinkled old face glared at them. She was a bony old woman of around 60 who had decided growing old gracefully was not in her vocabulary. She had dyed burgundy-coloured hair and a face plastered with makeup.  It certainly didn’t make her look any younger.

‘It’s not on,’ said Ms Cann. 

Rex liked to play dumb with her. ‘Actually, Ms C, it was. I did clear that bar with close to a foot to spare.’

‘What are you talking about? Oh! I’m not talking about the high jump, I’m talking about what happened after that.’

‘Let’s see... oh yeah, I came back here and sat dow—.’

‘I’m talking about before that.’

‘Ummmm okay, after I did the jump and before I came over here... err... I think you’re gonna have to jog my memory, Ms C.’

‘I think I know,’ Vanessa spoke up. ‘You walked across the grass there for a bit. And then you had to—’

‘You both know what I’m talking about. I’m talking about all that hugging and kissing business. It’s not on.’

‘Oh, but you’re getting business mixed up with pleasure, Ms Cann,’ Vanessa said cheerfully and pleasantly. 

That was one of the many things Rex loved about Vanessa. She had the guts to take on the teachers like him and she always did it in such an agreeable and delightful way, rarely crossing the line. She had mastered the art of the insult without being abusive and sometimes you’d swear she was paying you a compliment. 

Rex spoke up, ‘Tell me, Ms C, what offends you so much about it anyway? You were young once, weren’t you?’

‘Nuh-uh,’ Vanessa said in a syrupy sweet tone. ‘She skipped out the teenage years. She found them too offensive.’

‘That is not appropriate behaviour for a high school student,’ Ms Cantankerous scolded them.

Vanessa continued to speak to her in an amicable manner. ‘Ms Cann, I think you may have gotten your dates mixed up here. Rock n Roll is no longer in vogue and hardly anyone knows who Elvis Presley is anymore.’ 

‘What in Heaven’s name are you talking about? What has Elvis Presley got to do with anything?’

‘She means things have changed since you were at school,’ Rex said. 

Ms Cann jerked backwards. ‘Are you calling me old? Really! The audacity!’ She huffed. ‘No respect whatsoever. And neither of you has any consideration for the school rules. There are ways you are expected to behave here.’

Vanessa flinched. ‘Oh my, Ms Cann, I am so sorry. I had no idea. I know ignorance of the law is no excuse and all but honestly, I didn’t realise it was wrong to hug and kiss someone when they achieved something remarkable. I will never, ever do it again for as long as I live.’

Ms Cann’s expression softened. ‘There’s no need to go that far. And what about you, young man? I hope you have realised the errors of your ways.’

Rex nodded vigorously. ‘I read you loud and clear. Kissing and hugging a girl is a terrible, evil and sinful thing to do. From now on, I resolve to live a life of celibacy and will be sure to stay away from the temptations and immoral pleasures the female of the species can bring. Thank you so much for making me see the errors of my way.’

‘Well, then...’ Ms Cann said. ‘We’ll say no more about it. But I will be watching you two. If it happens again, there will be trouble.’ She shuffled away.

As soon as she was out of hearing distance, Rex and Vanessa burst into laughter. Vanessa grabbed him and planted a big long kiss on his lips, one Ms Cann did not see as she walked in the opposite direction. 

‘You should beware of girls like me, Rexy.’ She giggled deliciously. ‘I’m going to drag you into the pits of hell.’

‘As long as you’re with me, Nessie, that’s fine... oh but wait. Ms Cann will be down there too, so maybe we’d better start behaving ourselves.’

The two continued to laugh as they made their way back up to their seats. There they continued to watch some more events, including the senior girl’s one hundred metre dash finals. 

The time soon came for Rex’s next event, the javelin. As he waited for his throw, he found Ben Tamati standing behind him. 

‘You’re going down in this event, Cassidy.’ The surly Māori snickered. ‘I have the strongest throwing arm in the school. Not only that but I have the technique and the speed behind my run-up.’

For a guy who was so short, he sure had a big mouth. But Ben was the type of guy who could normally back up his words. ‘Talk’s cheap, Tamati.’

‘Yeah, well you wait and see, dickhead. I’m gonna put you to shame.’

Rex once again had to force himself to keep his cool, but still wasn’t going to let him get away with his putdowns. ‘What, like all the times I’ve put you to shame in the past? Those times you tried to shame others?’ 

Ben’s face darkened but he said no more. Rex turned and paid him no further attention. He wasn’t worth it but even so, he could feel Ben’s eyes drilling hatefully into his back. 

Rex’s time came to throw and he picked up a javelin but halted near the line. He called to one of the marshals. ‘Hey can, you get them to move over there?’

Way across the other end of the field a group of students loitered. 

‘They’re okay,’ called back the marshal. ‘They’re way out of bounds.’

‘Get them to move! Unless you want one of them impaled.’

The marshal was about to argue some more but seeing the serious look on Rex’s face, he jogged across the field toward the group.

‘Get real, Cassidy,’ Ben scoffed. ‘You’re dreaming if you think you’ll get anywhere near the far boundary.’

Rex turned his eyes back to Ben with contempt. He felt like making a sarcastic comment, perhaps making mention of the fact Ben hadn’t achieved his units the previous year. That was a real sore point for Ben but Rex bit his lip. He turned and waited as the marshal cleared away the few students standing down at the end of the field. 

Why did Ben bother coming to school? He wasn’t interested in learning or getting school qualifications. The best Rex could figure was his parents made him come, although he found it hard to believe they cared, letting him run wild the way they did. He was known to have gang connections and took drugs. He represented everything Rex despised.

Finally, the field was clear. Ben snickered and Rex was determined to wipe the smug smile, he no doubt had, off his face. Readying his javelin, he ran forward and using all his force, hurled the javelin high into the air.

Gasps came from the spectators as it rose higher and higher, sailing across the field. It was an incredible throw, even better than Rex had hoped and it landed in the spot where the group stood earlier.

There was stunned silence for a few seconds then an uproar from the crowds. The marshal stood there and his jaw hung open. 

Ben’s eyes bugged. ‘No way! How the hell did you do that?’

Rex smiled and headed back for the stands, satisfied with his record throw. 

*          *          *
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Ben Tamati stood clenched his fists tightly, furious that once again Rex Cassidy had gotten the better of him. This was my event and he walks up there and breaks the freaking school record? 

Ben clutched his javelin and watched as Rex continued towards the stands. Oh, how he wished he could throw his javelin at him and spear him through the back. He itched to but he wasn’t stupid enough to try. 

Ben tried to push his fury aside as he stepped up for his throw. He was so pissed that his first was so bad, it sailed off to the left and went over the boundary.

‘Foul!’

He cursed aloud, getting a dirty look from one of the teachers on duty. Ben wanted to scream far worse obscenities but didn’t want to be told to hit the showers. Rex may have assured himself first place in the senior boy’s Octathlon but there was still second place to shoot for - although the thought of being first in a long line of losers ate away at him. It didn’t matter. He wouldn’t be a loser for much longer, oh no. It was time to do something about Rex Cassidy once and for all and this term, he was going to do it. Rex Cassidy was going down big time.

​
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CHAPTER 2:
Tucker Makes a Declaration
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‘She is such a darling,’ Tucker Pyles muttered as he gazed longingly at Vanessa Danté. She sat in the stands only a few metres from where he and his two best friends were perched. ‘An absolute goddess.’

‘Tucker, will you get over her?’ Hew groaned. ‘You know she can’t stand you.’

Ash smirked. ‘Like every other girl in Te Arawa College.’ 

‘In the entire world,’ Hew added.

‘I can’t. She’s too perfect.’ He moved his massive frame to get a better view of her. The added fat should have made sitting on the wooden stands more comfortable but it didn’t. His back ached and his chubby legs suffered from pins and needles. The sun beating down on him didn’t help make him any more comfortable either.

‘Yeah, we know how perfect she is,’ Hew said. ‘We can see that for ourselves but even we’re realistic enough to know she’s out of our league. So, if she’s out of our league, then she’s out of your planet.’

‘Exactly.’ Tucker sighed and slapped a sandfly that landed on his arm.  ‘That’s why she’s a goddess.’ The slap left a red mark on his pale skin. Sometimes he wished he had brown skin like Ash. At least then redness wouldn’t show, particularly when he got sunburned, which would be a problem soon if the sun didn’t switch itself off. 

Both Hew and Ash gazed over at Vanessa. 

‘Still...’ Hew stroked his rugged jaw, his playful brown eyes twinkling. ‘Imagine being seen out on a date with her, huh?’

Ash nodded. ‘I reckon.’ 

‘I’ve heard she’s a lesbo,’ Hew said.

Ash snorted. ‘Then why is she always all over Cassidy?’ 

‘They reckon she prefers girls to guys.’

‘How do you know?’ 

‘Well, apparently she admits it. That’s what I’ve heard anyway.’ 

Tucker nodded. ‘She admits it alright. She said it to a bunch of us at the beach a couple of weeks ago.’

‘She might just be saying that, bro.’ Ash stretched out his muscular brown legs. ‘To stop guys from chasing her all the time. She probably figures if they think that, they’ll back off.’

‘Nah.’ Hew looked over at Vanessa and wiped sweaty hair from his brow. Tangled brown locks still clung to the side of his forehead. ‘Some of the girls have said stuff. Apparently, she tried to get it on with Randy Mandy.’

Ash gasped. ‘Are you for real?’ 

Both Tucker and Ash stared at the burly Hew. 

‘No joke. Mandy said that herself and Vanessa’s not denying it.’

‘What does Rex think about that?’

‘He doesn’t seem to care. From what I’ve heard, he seemed to think it was funny.’

Tucker’s eyes widened, considering the possibilities. ‘So, does that mean Rex doesn’t mind if she sees other people?’ Maybe there was a definite chance there for him.

‘Err...’ Hew shrugged. ‘I guess not. After all, she doesn’t mind him hanging out with the other girls.’

‘Ah, but other boys may be a different story, bro,’ Ash said.

Hew smiled wryly. ‘That’s what I’m thinking.’ 

Tucker picked up his water bottle and swallowed a mouthful of cool liquid before he replied, ‘What? Rex is gay too?’ He stared at them blankly. He couldn’t understand how that could be so. Rex was a typical Kiwi bloke.

‘No, Tucker, you egg.’ Ash rolled his eyes. ‘I’m saying that if Vanessa was messing with other guys, he might not be very happy.’

‘Well, then that’s double standards.’  

‘Forget about it, Tucker.’ Hew sighed deeply. ‘There’s no way you’re ever gonna get her into the sack. Like I’ve said to you before, if you’re gonna be unrealistic, at least be realistically unrealistic. Go for someone like...’

‘...Myrtle the Turtle!’ Ash chimed in at the same time as Hew said the name. 

‘Urrrrrrbbarrrrrrrr!’ Tucker gripped his water bottle tight and unintentionally caused water to squirt, nearly splattering someone in the row below him. ‘You know she’s not my type. I can’t stand Myrtle the Turtle.’ 

Myrtle had a crush on him since last year. She was a scrawny thing who Tucker tried to avoid at all costs.

‘She’s your destiny, Tucks.’ Hew grinned.

‘Ubb off!’ Tucker felt like throwing up. No way in a million years would he be caught dead with a girl like her. It was bad enough that his friends had forced him to dance with Myrtle at almost every school dance the previous year, all because of a stupid deal he’d made with her. There was no way he’d voluntarily involve himself with the girl. She was a skinny little runt with a face full of pimples. Her eyes were too big for her face and her nose was crooked. 

‘Ah, look, they’re getting ready for the Octathlon 5000 metres.’ Ash pointed to the track. 

‘Isn’t it supposed to be 1000 meters?’ Hew asked. ‘That’s what I read when I looked it up online. There’s not supposed to be a 5000-metre run.’

‘I heard they were doing it to add an extra challenge.’

Tucker shook the water in his bottle. ‘Why didn’t you enter the Octathlon, Ash? You’re an all-rounder.’

‘I suck at long-distance running,’ his Maori companion admitted. ‘And I never could get the hang of the Frosby Flop on the high jump.’

The gun cracked and the Octathletes drove forward. One athlete shot out to an early lead, running as if it were a 400-metre dash. 

Ash grinned. ‘Look at Cassidy go.’ 

‘Now that’s stupid,’ Hew snorted. ‘He’s gonna wear himself out before he gets 1K into it.’

‘He does alright in the cross country,’ Tucker said, thinking back to the previous year when Rex won both at school and at the Regional Championships.

‘Yeah, but taking off that fast? Look he’s almost around the track already.’

‘He’ll win,’ Tucker said confidently, knowing he always did in the past, so it seemed no different this time.

Hew eyed him with a weird look. ‘Since when did you support Cassidy?’

Tucker took a swig of water. ‘What’s wrong with Rex?’ 

Both Ash and Hew spun their heads to stare at him. 

Hew gaped. ‘Whaaaaaaaat?’ 

‘What’s wrong with Rex? He’s a good guy.’ Did he say that? Yes, he had. Those were the words coming from his mouth and he truly believed them at that moment.

Ash eyed him as if he’d lost his mind. ‘Now that’s a turnaround. You hate Cassidy’s guts.’

‘He’s not such a bad guy. He’s been okay to me lately.’ That was true. Rex had been kind to him, ever since late last year. ‘And he helped me get that job at the gym.’ 

Hew shook his head. ‘Yeah, which you were fired from. And you’re hiding that from your mother.’

‘Yeah, well, I have some severance pay left. As long as I’ve got money in the bank I can keep my mother fooled.’ He certainly hoped so anyway. If his mother found out the truth, he’d be the deadest meat anyone could have the misfortune to find on their plate.

‘You must be almost out.’

‘I can go for another couple of weeks. I’ll have a new job by then.’ 

‘That’s what you said last week, bro,’ Ash reminded him.

‘I’ll get one. I’ve just gotta get looking.’ 

‘What, you haven’t started looking yet?’

‘I’ll get one!’ He crossed his fingers, but secretly worried. He was also getting fed up with walking around town every night looking for something to do to fill in time before returning home. 

Rex lapped the field now and charged on as if he was on the home straight.

‘Yep, old Rex is a good guy,’ Tucker continued, trying to maintain his own belief. He swallowed more water. ‘We didn’t see eye to eye in the past but I think we have an understanding now.’

‘I think Tucker’s sick,’ Ash said to Hew. 

‘Must be something in his water bottle.’

Tucker glanced at it. It was getting low and soon he’d have to make the long arduous trek back to the school buildings to refill it. The nearest water fountain had to be at least 300 meters away and in this sun, he didn’t feel much like doing anything physical. 

Ash swallowed water from his own bottle. ‘He’s either sick, drunk on water, or been taken over by an alien or something.’

Tucker smirked. ‘He’s invited me to his seventeenth birthday party, hasn’t he?’

‘He’s invited us all. Year 11 and above.’

‘I’m a changed man, come on guys.’ 

‘Since when?’

‘Since now.’ He skulled the last of his water. ‘I’ve decided, guys, I’m gonna win the heart of the Goddess, Vanessa Danté.’

‘Give it a rest, Tucker!’ Hew snarled.

‘I’m serious! Think about it. Who is the Goddess completely devoted to? Who’s the only non-female she desires? It’s Rex. All I have to do is be more like him, then I have it made.’ It sounded good on paper. He just had to pull it off.

‘Tucker, you’re forgetting something,’ Ash said. ‘Rex is tall, bulging with muscle, has a six-pack and has the looks of a pop star. And you, you’re an ugly egg with a  bulging belly.’

‘Urrrrrrbbarrrrrr!’ Tucker slapped his arms and watched them wobble. ‘This is all solid muscle.’ 

‘And you’re about as charming as a gorilla,’ Hew added. ‘You have the sex appeal of an orangutan...’

‘And an IQ in negative figures,’ Ash added.

‘Urrrrbbarrrrrr!’ Tucker expected accolades for his ingenious plan. ‘It’s not in negative figures. Ma says my IQ goes up one point with each year of my age. It’s at least 16 now. I oughta open up a can of ass gas on the both of ya.’ He huffed and attempted to drink more water only to find his bottle empty. He screwed up his face. ‘I’ll show you guys. You’ll be laughing at the other sides of your butt when I succeed in winning the heart of the Goddess.’

His two companions chuckled hysterically. Tucker wanted to reach out and slap them both silly. He was one formidable individual with his weight behind him but he didn’t dare take on his two pals. The only one who could handle them was Rex but Tucker didn’t consider him friend enough yet, to expect protection from them. 

He tried to brush off his companions’ comments. ‘Ash, have you finished your water?’ 

‘Nope.’

‘Can you grab some more for me when you go for a refill?’

‘Nope.’

Tucker huffed and turned his eyes to Hew who pulled a full bottle from his bag. At first, he thought Hew was going to give it to him but instead, he opened it and glugged down several mouthfuls. 

Tucker could see two more bottles of water in his friend’s bag. ‘Hey, Hew, my old pal, can I have a bottle? It’s sweltering hot and I’m thirsty.’

‘Sorry, I only have a limited supply.’

‘You have at least two more bottles in there.’

‘Get your own.’ He guzzled down more water.

‘But it’s a marathon to the water fountain.’

‘Then start running.’ Hew emptied the rest of the bottle over his forehead, sighed with contentment, and allowed the water to run down the sides of his face and into his shirt. ‘Think of it this way, Tucks, it’s a race you’ll be able to win because nobody else will be competing against you. You won’t have to worry about coming last like you usually do.’ He handed the bottle to Tucker. ‘Here.’

Tucker examined the bottle and attempted to tip the last few drops into his mouth but nothing came out. He grumbled and shoved the bottle back onto Hew’s lap. ‘Urrrrrbbarrrrrr!’ 

So much for them being his friends. Neither of them would care if he dehydrated and died of thirst. 

Ash glanced at the track and his prominent lips curled into a sneer. ‘What the hell’s Cassidy doing? He’s slowing down.’

‘I knew it,’ Hew said. ‘He’s run out of gas.’

‘He’s stopping to talk to Randy Mandy on the side of the track.’

‘What?’

Ash squinted. ‘He’s talking to her about something. Looks like he’s pulled out of the race.’

‘Typical Cassidy.’ Hew sniggered. ‘Sees a babe and has to stop to hit on her. That’s gonna cost him.’

‘But he’s already secured first place in the Octathlon. Even if he loses this event, he’s still so far ahead on points, nobody can beat him.’

Hew nodded. ‘Hey, Randy Mandy’s going around with the head boy at the moment, isn’t she? Dale Casterton.’

Ash agreed, ‘He’s a lucky guy getting a babe like Randy Mandy.’ 

‘Will you guys stop calling her that?’ Tucker glared at them. If he was going to be like Rex, it was time to start acting like him. Sticking up for the girls was something Rex always did. ‘Her name’s Mandy. I expect you to treat her with the respect she deserves.’ 

Ash and Hew stared at Tucker for a few seconds and then burst out laughing.

‘You call her that all the time!’ Hew said. 

‘Not anymore. She’s one of my friends and I’m not gonna have you guys dis her.’

Hew coughed back laughter. ‘Since when was she your friend?’ 

‘Since they invited me to the beach party a couple of weeks ago.’

‘You didn’t get invited, you gate-crashed.’

Minor details. ‘Yeah, but they invited me to hang around later. I had a great feed, compliments of them.’

Hew cringed and shook his head. ‘No redundancy pay for you.’ 

They remained quiet for a minute as the race continued. Rex still stood on the sideline with Mandy and seemed completely unconcerned that the other athletes had overtaken him and were several laps ahead.

Hew cracked open another bottle of water and took a swig. ‘Tucker, I think you better think twice about going after Vanessa. Some guys are even too afraid to look at her for long in case Rex goes nuts.’

‘He won’t go nuts.’ Tucker snorted, certain that if they were buddies he’d be allowed to take certain liberties.

‘Tucker, you egg, you have a short memory,’ Ash scolded him. ‘You saw what he did to Luke Shirley. Rex busted that guy’s face up so bad, he had to leave Te Arawa College for fear of being labelled a freak.’

That wasn’t entirely true, although as Ash claimed, Rex had beaten him to a bloody pulp
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