
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


Contents

 


Title Page

Copyright

 


After The Bronze

Part One

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Part Two

Chapter Four

 


About Luna Blue

Don’t
Miss These Great Titles From Deep Desires
Press


 



After The Bronze

 


 


Luna Blue


 



Copyright © 2017 by Luna Blue

 


All characters are age 18 and over.

 


This is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, business, places, events, and incidents are either
products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious
manner. Any resemblances to actual persons, living or dead, or
actual events is purely coincidental.

 


[image: tmp_872202b56aaa7bdba7bc0e24b2fde5c5_4LHZPv_html_m786f72bf.jpg]

 


Visit http://www.deepdesirespress.com for more scorching hot erotica and erotic romance.

 


 


WIN FREE EBOOKS!

Every month, one lucky subscriber to the
Deep Desires Press newsletter will win an ebook!

All you have to do is subscribe and you’ll
be entered every month!

Visit deepdesirespress.com/newsletter
to sign up today!

 


 



 



Part One

 



 


 Chapter One

 


Mum started the conversation with a lie,
which was an unusual choice, assuming it was a choice and not her
being too caught up in whatever was coming to focus on the truth.
I’d never really known Mum to be a liar. Maybe she was, she’d just
never been caught before. Either way, she was clearly fibbing
through her teeth.

“Brooke, we have a gift for
you,” she said. Gift-giving wasn’t a habit our family embraced. The
itch started again on my palm, a phantom itch that appeared when I
was under stress. And, apparently, when Mum was lying to
me.

“If it was going to be a
gift I was going to like, we would be in the lounge room.” Instead,
the three of us were sitting in the ridiculously uncomfortable
chairs in the drawing room. I knew Mum was full of shit because of
her choice of room. No good conversation, let alone a gift, comes
out of the drawing room. It’s official and stuffy. People who sit
in this room are supposed to feel uncomfortable, people are
supposed to feel on edge. And I was feeling both.

“We know you want to go to
uni but we want you to wait another year.” Maybe my gift was going
to be a gap year in Europe. That was a kind of gift I could totally
live with. Hope crept into my brain, a cascading tendril snaking
its way in. I liked it.

“Your entire life, so far,
has been regimented, very structured, and we are so proud of you.
But we don’t want you going straight from competitive swimming into
university life. You need time to adjust to residing in the real
world.” Mum was missing the point. Uni was my gateway into the real
world and I had been looking forward to it for as long as I could
remember, at least the past thirteen months. I was ready. Mum and
Dad should have known I was ready, they weren’t blind or stupid or
both. But as I was on the verge of becoming a bona fide adult, I
held my tongue,

“You have to prepare for
something like that, love,” Dad said. “You can go in twelve months’
time.”

Mum was too happy with herself. At least Dad
was fidgeting, his head down, unable to meet my gaze. This was
clearly the idea of my Mother-turned-nemesis.

“In order to help you come
down from the Olympics,” Mum continued, “we are sending you to a
finishing school in North Sydney.” The fact that an elite finishing
school in the yuppie area of Sydney was not exactly the real world
escaped my probably well-meaning, but from now on known as
“malicious” and “nemesis” parents.

“I read recently that
retired Olympians often suffer from depression as they move from
being a professional sportsman to the next phase of their life,
whatever that may be.” Another ironic statement from
Mum.

“I’ll be depressed if you
send me to North Sydney,” I said. “I want to live my own life, the
way I want to live it. For the first time Mum.” Remaining calm was
starting to become an issue. Did these people, my parents, have the
right to do this? My palm was on fire.

The liquor cabinet was a few feet away. I
could probably make it in one dash, grab the tequila bottle in one
swift motion and either a) skull it and run or b) hit my parents
over the head with it and run. But choosing, for the second time in
one conversation, to be an adult, I remained silent. And still. I
scratched my hand.

“The finishing school we
have chosen is also a boarding school. And it’s all girls,” Mum
said. Suddenly, I knew exactly what depression was like.

“Jesus fucking Christ, Mum!
Dad? Care to help me out here? This was not part of my life plan.
All girls? Is this really necessary?”

“Watch your language,” Dad
said. “Love, I’m sorry, I can see you aren’t as excited as we hoped
you would be. But we think this is a great opportunity for you.
Many people would kill for it. It has a pool,” he added, in the
hope this almost irrelevant piece of information would make all the
difference. I’d been swimming competitively for most of my life. I
had been looking forward to not getting in a pool for a while, but
now it looked as though the pool would be the only thing that would
keep me sane.

“I feel like I will kill you
guys for giving me this opportunity,” I said. “Do you have any idea
what you are both doing to me? I need freedom. I’ve been training
my whole life, I need to experience something normal, I deserve it.
I’ve earned it.” I was already twenty-one years old, putting me in
the category of a mature-age student. But now I was going to be
heading towards twenty-two by the time I enrolled. And we all know
twenty-two is way older than twenty-one. I’ll be the stuffy granny
student that everyone avoids. I’ll be eating a mooshy dinner at
4:00 pm and probably walking with a cane.

Talking directly to the cactus-covered
chairs in the drawing room would have eked out more emotion than
talking to Mum and Dad. They were holding steady, united in their
goal of ruining my life.

It was done. I was booked in and that was
that.

Mum used to be a classical dancer and Dad
was a farmer. We had a big house, twenty-four rooms and Mum used to
make me invite the poor kids over to play. They always balked with
they saw the house so I knew my upbringing was above average. The
farm was a 15,000-acre property that had been in Dad’s family for
generations. My cubby house was the old servants’ quarters and I
had a horse and a motorbike. They both imbued me with a freedom
city kids couldn’t fathom. I could go as far as the piebald horse
could carry me and as far as a tank of fuel would take me.

For the first time in my life, I wished I
was one of the town kids. Less privilege must mean more
freedom.

Mum placed shiny pamphlets on the mahogany
table. Girls were smiling and looking pretty and happy. They were
definitely paid actors. No one could be that happy at an all-girls
finishing school unless they were being paid to look that happy, or
they were on drugs.

“The good news, love,” Dad
said, “is you have two months off before school starts.” He was
still apologetic but it didn’t help.

“Wow Dad, I can’t thank you
enough for giving me two months. Can you hear the sarcasm in my
voice? I bloody hope you can because I’m laying it on pretty
thick.”

Two months. I had two months
before I was going to be enforced into incarceration and I didn’t
even commit a crime, as far as I could tell. Well, unless one of my
parents had found the dirty book under my bed. But that crime
wasn’t mine. It had been left in the buildings on the farm used to
house the seasonal shearers, so I took it. Although I was pretty
sure that not reporting a crime was still a crime, I was also
pretty sure the punishment should fit the crime, and in no way was
this punishment fitting. It was all very Dostoyevsky. At least I
thought it was, if I had actually read Crime and Punishment. If I had more
than two months of freedom, I may have made the effort to read
it.

Assuming they had found the book.

If not, then they were just a couple of
life-ruining parents. Thinking of my parents in this way made me
kind of wish they did find the book.

Two months. Two months left in which I could
identify myself as the curly redhead who swam really fast and liked
to read. After these next two months I had no idea how I was going
to think about myself, identify myself. I had the prefect image of
University Brooke — she was popular and funky and fun. Sassy yet
smart. Quiet yet cool. I liked that version of me. Who the hell was
I going to be at an all-girls finishing school? Oh that’s right;
depressed.

I had won bronze in backstroke at the
Barcelona Olympics a few months ago and my swimming career was
completed. A choice I didn’t take lightly, but my choice all the
same. I had been looking forward to rediscovering myself after the
bronze. I was looking forward to putting salt in my food and maybe
even growing my hair. I was worried, though, that salt made you
thirsty and I was trying to have less water in my life. I wanted
something different for myself, something with salt and sugar,
which was kind of dangerous because it had been mentioned to me in
the past that I had an addictive personality. Well, Mum mentioned
it once when I spent a week drinking nothing but instant coffee. I
had only just tasted it. I was ten and thought it made me a grown
up. Mostly it made me wide-eyed and bushy-tailed till about three
in the morning.

My life was supposed to be about salt and
sugar and dry land and doing whatever I wanted at uni. Something
with boys and sex. Something away from pools and the white-hot
glare of media attention. A medalist from such a small town with
picturesque paddocks used as backdrops for interviews and photos
was of interest to the media. I suspected people who read or
watched my stories from the cities figured if a “simple” farm kid
could achieve so much, what could they do with their lives? The
answer was probably very little. They spent far too much time stuck
in traffic and honking their pointless horns to be able to commit
to a training schedule.

City people always thought they were better
than us, even though they lived in cement enclosures, kind of like
a zoo. A people zoo.

As my parents spoke the
details of the people zoo in the city, the cicadas seemed to raise
their noise an octave and the cacti material on the mahogany chairs
seemed to scratch a little deeper. I did not like this at all. This
was not what I had in mind, despite their claims of
it will be good for you. You will enjoy
yourself. When a parent says to you
it will be good for you,
you automatically know that no, it will not be good for you,
because no, you will not enjoy it. And if you don’t enjoy it, you
are not going to be happy, ergo, it cannot be good for
you.

Parents’ logic always fails that of a
twenty-year-old girl’s logic, because adolescent logic is simply
far to advanced. My logic may outsmart them, but my place in the
school was booked, no matter how greater my logical was. Whoever
held the checkbook held the power when it came to decision making.
I made a mental note to remember this. And to get a checkbook.

Power or no power, there was absolutely no
way I was going to the stupid finishing school a virgin.
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