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      I can’t believe that my diary now has volumes! I’m, like, a twenty-first century Samuel Pepys or possibly someone less old, uncool, male and, y’know, dead who also kept a diary.

      Anyway, my life up till now has been girl (that would be me), meets boy (that would be Dylan) and then fast forward through two years of torturous back and forth, kissing and fighting and all points in between. And now it’s all different. Dylan and I have been back together for nearly a month and we’ve managed not to have a single argument. Weird. Carter (the king of evil ex-boyfriends) is still seething in the background but thankfully there have been no sightings of Veronique (his sister and the queen of evil ex-girlfriends).

      And the other less-Dylan-y, but just as important parts of my life involve working in a café, being in a band with my friends, Poppy, Atsuko and Darby, and trying to decide what I want to be when I finally grow up.

       

      
12th September

      Dylan and I haven’t done it for two weeks. Having the parents back from their second honeymoon thing is kinda cramping my style.

      There’s, like, nowhere to go that doesn’t involve secluded corners of parks or spending vast sums of money on a hotel room. And although the getting pelvic is fantastic, I kinda enjoy all the furtive kissing that doesn’t lead anywhere.

      Sex is strange. It’s like this big secret that I have that no-one else knows about. Like this place that only Dylan and me have been to. Before the ’rents came home, he spent all his time here. And we’d just disappear under my covers, popping out now and then to load up with supplies from the fridge. It’s not like we were doing it all the time, because we weren’t, but the rest of the world just slipped away until all there was was Dylan and me. And what we used to be is nothing like what we’ve become.

      When it’s dark and the only light is coming from the muted television set in the corner of my bedroom, he talks in whispers about everything. His family and his dreams and what makes him frightened. Most of which I’m not going to put down here ’cause it’s private – it’s Dylan’s story, not mine. But it made me understand why he is like he is, which is moody and difficult and messed up but still the sweetest boy you could ever hope to meet.

      And did I mention the part where I fall in love with him a little bit more every day? It’s a lot like drowning but the water feels so warm and wet against my skin that I don’t really mind.

       

      
14th September

      We had another band rehearsal tonight. We’re starting to sound like a proper group. If proper groups sang songs about pink Converse All-Stars and had a lead singer who insisted on hula-hooping during the fast songs. Poppy is becoming more and more of a mentalist every day, which leads me to the part where me and Atsuko and Darby were just packing away our gear when Poppy suddenly dropped her bombshell. ‘Oh by the way,’ she announced casually. Way too casually. ‘We’re playing a gig next month. On Halloween actually.’

      ‘What?!’ we screamed in unison.

      ‘What’s the what?’ she asked innocently. ‘There’s no point in rehearsing forever. We’re ready for a paying audience.’

      ‘But, but, but…’ stammered Darby while Atsuko narrowed her eyes and began cursing under her breath in Japanese. That is, I think they were swear words, I couldn’t be entirely sure.

      Poppy began to twitch. ‘Is that the time? Gotta go.’ Then she practically ran out of the room though she’d never admit that she was too chicken to stay and face her band-mates’ wrath.

      ‘I’m so going to kill your sister,’ I told Grace as we walked to the chippy later.

      Grace didn’t look too perturbed. ‘She’s just impulsive,’ she said in her tiny voice. Since we got back from the festival, Grace and I have become mates. Well, I talk and she listens. I think the whole having-her-Highland-Spring-spiked-with-acid incident made her realise that she actually had to take part in life, instead of just observing it from the sidelines. Since then I’ve made a point of trying to drag her out of her shell. Because I’m all heart, in case you hadn’t noticed.

      As we reached the top of her road, my mobile started ringing. It was Dylan.

      ‘Hey you,’ I said softly.

      ‘All my flatmates have disappeared off to Altrincham for an all-night rave,’ Dylan drawled.

      ‘And?’ I prompted.

      ‘Fancy a sleepover?’

      ‘Cool! Shall I bring DVDs and ice cream?’ I enquired.

      ‘Just bring yourself and your toothbrush,’ Dylan purred. ‘And I’ll provide the entertainment.’

      Yay! I’m going to get seduced tonight. Go team Edie!

       

      
15th September

      What I like about staying over at Dylan’s:

      
        
          
            	
               

              1.  

            
            	
               

              He has a proper double bed, even though he chooses to encroach on my half of it.

            
          

          
            	
              2.  

            
            	
              He always wakes me up with a kiss and a cup of coffee.

            
          

          
            	
              3.  

            
            	
              The smoochies part of staying over gets better and better.

            
          

          
            	
              4.  

            
            	
              Even though they’re a pikey student household, they have a far more expensive cable package than we do at home so we can watch Bollywood films till really late and make up the dialogue.

            
          

          
            	
              5.  

            
            	
              Dylan’s there.

            
          

        

      

      What I don’t like about staying over at Dylan’s:

      
        
          
            	
               

              1.  

            
            	
               

              Communal bathroom with no power shower, toilet seat always up and Carter barging in (the flimsy lock was no match for the arrogant way he flung the freaking door open without knocking) while I was cleaning my teeth.

            
          

        

      

      Luckily I was clothed. ’Cause I learnt pretty quickly that you don’t wander round in your underwear when your boyfriend lives with other boys.

      I glared at Carter, but it was pretty hard to pull off when I had a mouthful of toothpaste, which was threatening to dribble down my chin.

      ‘Oh, you stay over now, do you?’ Carter enquired with a nasty smile. ‘God, you’ve gone from shy virgin to experienced woman of the world in sixty seconds.’

      I spat a big mouthful of foam into the basin and pointed at the door with my toothbrush. ‘Get out!’

      But Carter just stood there, grinning like the total, toxic cretin that he is. ‘You know something, sweetheart?’ he said in a low, confiding tone, leaning closer to me. ‘You’re not looking as cottony fresh as you used to. In fact, you seem a bit worn-in, a bit pounded, if you get my drift.’

      I took a step back to get away from him and got banged in the butt by the edge of the sink. ‘Firstly, ewww! And secondly, get the hell out!’ I said furiously, but I kept my voice down because if Dylan knew that Carter had come into the bathroom while I was in there, let alone knew what he’d just said to me, it would have been like the Iraqi Conflict all over again. But with art boys.

      I made another threatening gesture with the hand that was brandishing my toothbrush and with that stupid, inane chuckle of his, Carter finally got out.

      It left me in a bad mood for the rest of the day.

       

      
19th September

      Dylan’ll be going back to university at the end of this week. That means no more smooching in the store-room ’cause he’s also starting back at his regular part-time job in Rhythm Records next door.

      ‘It’s a good excuse to have a party this weekend,’ Poppy pointed out as I bemoaned the disadvantages of not having a willing kiss-object at my beck and call.

      ‘Well it would make a nice break from the chip fat in here and being in a band with a complete slave-driver who wants me to rehearse twenty-four seven,’ I agreed.

      ‘It’s just over a month to go till our gig,’ Poppy reminded me yet again. ‘We have to be perfect. In a really cool, rock ’n’ roll kind of way.’

      I waved my hands in front of her face. ‘Between mastering A flat diminished and the endless washing-up, my fingers are seizing up. I’m going to start charging you for my hand-cream supplies.’

      ‘Stop being a drama queen and go and take this order to table five.’

      I’m sure I’m developing calluses on the tips of my fingers from all that strumming action. Plus I have to have really short nails now and the polish just gets scraped off as soon as I apply it. This rock ’n’ roll stuff is not in the least bit glamorous.

       

      
21st September

      If I thought I could spend the next year waiting tables while waiting to be famous, The Mothership has other ideas. She’s got this notion that I should spend my gap year doing something worthy (translation: boring) like working in the Third World or going trekking in the Hindu Kush. What she really means is that she doesn’t like me going out with Dylan. Not when I could be having a proper, committed relationship with the ‘lovely Jake’.

      ‘Carter was an evil, scheming rat,’ I told her till I was blue in the face.

      ‘Well he had charming manners,’ my mum said mildly. ‘While Dylan, well he’s very glowery, isn’t he?’

      Jesus!

       

      
22nd September

      I took the day off so I could spend some quality time with Dylan before he becomes re-immersed in doing art boy stuff.

      We went to the Tate Modern in London and after we’d admired the Warhols we walked hand in hand by the Thames, which isn’t a patch on the Manchester Ship Canal, quite frankly.

      ‘I hate that summer’s over,’ I moaned as we sat down on a bench. ‘There’s absolutely nothing to look forward to.’

      ‘Winter’s good too,’ said Dylan. ‘We can stay in and I’ll paint while you play the guitar and we’ll be cosy even when it’s all dark outside.’

      And where was the fun in that? ‘Yeah, but your central heating doesn’t work,’ I reminded him, thinking back to a party they’d thrown last winter when I’d had to keep my coat on for, like, the entire three hours I was there.

      Dylan grinned and shook his head at me. ‘You’re such a princess.’

      ‘My mum doesn’t think so.’ I rested my head against his shoulder because that’s my head’s preferred resting place these days. ‘She thinks I should be travelling round Asia in my gap year. Like, I would ever go anywhere that doesn’t have public lavatories. Clean public lavatories.’

      ‘We could go somewhere next summer,’ Dylan said but I thought he was trying to get me off the topic of public conveniences.

      ‘Like where? Blackpool? Or, hey, maybe we could go back to Paris at a push.’

      Dylan gave a start and I had to sit up. ‘Oh! Yeah! We should go to America.’

      ‘Dream on, D. It would cost a fortune.’ I stood up and stretched lazily. ‘But my limited funds will stretch to a couple of ice creams.’

      ‘It wouldn’t have to cost that much. I have some money in the bank from the guilt fund my dad left me when he walked out anyway,’ Dylan continued, leaning forward and yanking me back down on the bench. ‘If we went next summer we’d have a whole year to save up and we could hire a car and do a road trip. Road trip, Eeds!’

      I still wasn’t convinced. ‘So you think we’ll still be together then?’ I asked him.

      He touched my face lightly. ‘You don’t get rid of me that easily.’ He moved closer to me and brushed my mouth with his. ‘Just think, we could go to New York, LA, San Francisco…’ He nudged me with his elbow. ‘You know you want to.’

      He was right. I did. I wanted us to stay together and I wanted to do stuff with him. Exciting, adventurey stuff like going on a road trip in a cool car and going to places that I’d only seen in films. And shopping. A girl could do some serious shopping in the land of rampant consumerism.

      ‘Well I have always wanted to go to New Orleans,’ I admitted carefully. ‘And Seattle, maybe Chicago, oooh! And we so have to go to Las Vegas! Oh God, we’re going to do this, aren’t we? We’re going to do a road trip and I’m going to save all my tips and empty out my Marc Jacobs shoe savings account…’

      Dylan jumped up so he could pull me to my feet, hoist me up and swing me round till I squealed because I was getting dizzy. ‘Think of all those cheap motel rooms too! Double beds, no parents, no friends, no annoying flatmates.’

      ‘Talking of which my parents have got a do tonight.’

      Dylan smirked and leered at me at the same time, which was quite a feat. ‘So that means…’

      ‘An empty house. C’mon let’s go and get the train home.’

       

      
23rd September

      We decided to have the surprise ‘Dylan leaving-the-café-and-not-before-time-because-he-was-the crappiest-short-order-cook-in-the-world, ever’ party in a bar. I spend entirely too much time in the café as it is.

      I blew my entire month’s tips (but I’m going to start saving for Operation: Road Trip from tomorrow) on a wildly expensive, almost designer, floaty dress and was just twirling in front of the bathroom mirror so I could see the effect of optimum floatiness, when I heard Dylan ring the doorbell.

      Dylan was wearing his most scruffy jeans (and that’s saying something – I think his other jeans sneer at them and don’t want to hang next to them in the wardrobe because they make them look bad) and a paint-splattered T-shirt. He looked at me in bewilderment.

      ‘You look good but we’re only going to the pub,’ he spluttered as my mother glared at him.

      ‘Well, I think Edith looks beautiful,’ she began with a decidedly crisp edge to her voice.

      I pulled Dylan doorwards. ‘Don’t wait up for me,’ I hissed at her.

       

      After much lying and tugging on his arm, I managed to get Dylan to the bar even though he was hell bent on holing up in the old man’s pub at the top of my road and playing pool.

      I think he began to twig that something was going on when I practically had to have a full-blown hissy fit to get him on the bus into town. I’m actually pretty lousy at keeping secrets and so when Dylan started interrogating me within an inch of my tender, young life about where I was dragging him off to, I had to resort to silence. And staring stonily out of the window, while Dylan tried to cajole me into spilling. ‘C’mon, Eeds,’ he said in a voice all dark and treacly. ‘You going to tell me what you’re up to?’

      When he resorted to tickling, which is so not funny especially as it makes me feel like I’m going to wet myself, I had to get up, climb over his legs and go and sit somewhere else until he promised to behave. I think he’d pretty much guessed by the time we got to the bar and he saw the sign that said, ‘Closed for a private party’, garnished with a handful of fancy balloons. He wagged a reproachful finger at me as he pulled open the door so Italian Tony could envelop him in a big, sweaty bear hug.

      ‘You think we let you go without saying goodbye?’ he bellowed in Dylan’s ear and then Anna, our boss, was getting in on the act and kissing him.

      ‘If you weren’t leaving, I’d have had to sack you,’ she laughed, as I pouted and wished she’d get her ex-boss hands off of my current boyfriend.

      Poppy saw my mardy expression and rolled her eyes at me and I’d just taken a step towards her and the bottle of wine she was brandishing in my direction when Dylan snaked his arm round my waist and pulled me against him.

      ‘I’m going to kill you for this,’ he threatened but I was glad to see that he was smiling. ‘You little minx.’

      It was such a good night. There was cake (not made by Dylan, thank the Lord) and dancing and everyone that I loved was there. Nat, Darby, Atsuko, Poppy, the boys from Rhythm Records and Shona and Paul. And Dylan would catch my eye and look at me as if I was the most beautiful girl in the bar. Which I wasn’t but it was very nice of him to think so. The whole party was turning into one of those perfect moments that you want to put in a box and only take out when you’re feeling down. A memory that smelt like Poppy’s rose perfume and sounded like Dylan giggling as he read all the rude messages on his card and looked like the tiny cascades of lights that sparkled off our glasses. I wanted it never to end. Any of it. But of course, it did – at just about the moment when I came out of the loos and started heading towards the bar and I was shoved out of the way by a girl with long, red hair who flung her arms round Dylan’s neck and announced loudly, ‘I’m back for the new term, honey. And I’ve decided to forgive you.’

      It was Veronique.

      I have to stop for a bit now while I wait for the feelings of rage, anger and wrath to shift down to more manageable levels.

       

      
23rd September (later)

      I’m still very uncalm.

       

      
23rd September (even later)

      Yeah! So where was I? Veronique! Back like a skanky apparition from beyond the grave.

      To be fair, Dylan looked horrified when she suddenly tried to wrap herself around him like some poisonous trailing vine. He pushed her slowly but firmly off and said something to her that I was too far away to hear. Whatever it was, she didn’t like it. She pursed her mouth, put her hands on her hips and tossed her stupid hair back and forth.

      ‘Where did Cruella park her broomstick?’ asked my gay best friend, Nat, as he poured some more wine into my glass.

      I narrowed my eyes. ‘I don’t know,’ I bit out. ‘But I’m going to make sure she hops back on it.’

      But Nat grabbed me by my arm before I could go over and do anything stupid, like hitting her, or screaming obscenities at the top of my voice.

      ‘Nuh-huh, sweetie,’ he cautioned me. ‘You don’t go into the ring until you’re tagged.’

      I had to watch her simpering at Dylan but whatever he was saying to her didn’t seem to go down very well. She’d now progressed to some hardcore eye-rolling, while Dylan looked like he’d gone into ‘try to reason with the idiot child’ mode and then his face suddenly changed – when Dylan gets mad his face closes off. It’s weird. Like all his features shut down, until all there is is this blank mask that you can’t penetrate.

      He was pretty much doing that now.

      Then she started jabbing her finger into his chest and I had a brief flash of déjà vu to that scene where she tried to beat him up on our way to the festival.

      ‘I can’t just stand here!’ I squawked at Nat who had a death grip on my shoulders. ‘She’s giving him a really hard ti—’

      Just as I was trying to finish the sentence, I saw the curving arc made by Veronique’s hand as she sent it crashing against Dylan’s face.

      ‘Fuck!’ I wrenched myself out of Nat’s hold and stormed over to Dylan, my feet skidding on the wet floor and almost knocking Shona flying.

      ‘Edie!’ I could dimly hear her calling to me but I didn’t have time to stick around, I just wanted to see if Dylan was OK.

      Veronique had gone back to poking his chest. ‘It’s not over until I bloody well say it is,’ she was screaming at him as I tugged myself away from Shona and Nat who were both trying to grab on to whatever bit of me they could get hold of.

      ‘Dylan!’ Oh God, finally! I shunted Veronique out of the way with my entire body and flung myself at him. ‘Are you all right? Did she hurt you?’ Then I was clutching at him, running my hands up his chest so I could stroke his reddened cheek gently with the back of my hand.

      ‘I give you a whole month to miss me and you and this bitch are still together?’

      Dylan’s face was still all tight and closed but he squeezed my hand.

      I swivelled round and fixed Veronique with a glare. ‘If you don’t piss off right now, I’m going to—’

      ‘Edie…’ Dylan said warningly. ‘Just leave it.’

      Veronique put her hands on her hips and gave me a sweet smile. ‘Oh, what are you going to do, dearie? Take away my TV privileges?’

      I didn’t actually know what I was going to do. The last time I saw Veronique she’d almost managed to scalp me but that kind of seemed like an irrelevant detail. She’d gatecrashed D’s leaving do and hit him and she was evil and had to be stopped.

      ‘Last time we had a fight, I pushed you into a pit full of poo,’ I growled at her. ‘You really don’t want to stick round and find out what I do for an encore.’ I sounded scary. Really scary. Possibly deranged too.

      Veronique tried to smirk but gave it up as a bad job. ‘You two losers deserve each other,’ she snarled before disappearing in a cloud of sulphurous smoke. Except actually she used the door.

      Dylan pretended everything was OK after that but it so wasn’t. Everyone kept asking him if he was all right and I think he was embarrassed that the cheek-smacking had happened in full view of all his friends who’d then witnessed his wimpy girlfriend see off his evil ex-girlfriend while he’d stood there.

      So he did what boys do in those sorts of situations and got absolutely hammered.

      Urgh! Anna drove us back to my place because Dylan couldn’t find his keys and he threw up all over our garden path.

      I was hoping that maybe it would rain in the night so my parents wouldn’t find out. I managed to get inside and stagger to the kitchen with Dylan draped over me like a boy-shaped, beer-stinking blanket in the vain hope I could pour tons of black coffee down his throat and sober him up.

      I was filling up the kettle while Dylan pressed himself against me and started licking my neck like an over-eager puppy when my dad came downstairs.

      ‘Edith! What have we told you about curfews?’ he started to say but was interrupted by Dylan leaning past me and puking up in the sink.

      Then there was lots of shouting and Dettol. More shouting. Dylan slumping over the kitchen table. A bit more shouting. Dylan being banished from the house forever. And then more and more shouting.

      And then some extra shouting just for luck.

      You know, this is all Veronique’s fault.

       

      
27th September

      My mum is still not talking to me! It’s not like I was drunk and then sick over every available surface. I’ve tried to explain what happened like a million times but she just keeps going on about how Dylan is a bad influence and then remembering that she’s not speaking to me.

      So I go out a lot. I go to work and then I go and see Dylan or I crash at Poppy’s or Shona’s (but mostly at Dylan’s) and then she gets mad that I’m treating the house like a hotel. But if it was a hotel then I might get breakfast made for me and not have to do my own laundry. Also, I’d have Belgian chocolates put on my pillow every evening.

      And Dylan’s being weird and has been ever since Veronique-gate and I can’t help but replay what happened the first time we started dating and how quickly it all descended into not dating. I couldn’t bear it if that happened again but he’s so hard to talk to sometimes.

      We haven’t really talked about him and Veronique. It’s pretty obvious that she used to scream and beat him up at regular intervals (Shona’s been a bit more forthcoming on the subject) and I think he sees it as a massive loss of face. Which it isn’t. I’d be more worried if he used to scream and hit her back.

      It’s just I thought Dylan was over his intimacy issues (and why yes, I do sound like a really crap US Movie Of The Week) but he’s gone all closed-off and ‘don’t want to talk about it’ again.

      Just when everything had been getting so good.

       

      
29th September

      Oh no! I’ve just had a text message from Dylan saying that we have to talk. I’m not getting happy feelings about this.

       

      
30th September

      Forget what I said. ’Cause everything’s different. In just the best and most beautiful of ways. Mostly. Dylan took me out last night to this little French restaurant and held my hand all the way through dinner. I’m not worried about Veronique any more ’cause instead of doing what I used to do, which was sulk and seethe about stuff, I just came right out with what was bothering me. Like, I was an actual mature person.

      ‘We have to talk about Veronique,’ I insisted as the waiter fussed and faffed about opening our bottle of wine. Dylan pulled a face and wound his napkin round his fingers, but tilted his head to indicate that I could continue, if I wanted. Which I so didn’t, but had to.

      ‘Right,’ I started decisively. ‘You had this relationship with her and I can deal with that but it seems like there was weird stuff going on that you don’t want to talk about. Like, you’re worried I’ll think less of you or something. And I need you to know it won’t happen. I mean, me thinking less of you.’

      It was all a bit garbled and not making much sense. Dylan rubbed his hair and sighed. ‘I can’t talk about this stuff. I just can’t. I screw up every relationship I have, you already know that.’

      But I wasn’t going to let him get away with self-defeatist crap like that. Not when we’d only just got back together.

      I waved my fork warningly at him. ‘God, don’t be such a drama queen! You’re not getting rid of me, Dylan. I’m here for the long haul so, hey, you’d better get used to it.’

      And then it all spilled out, in this long, stream-of-consciousness purge. Dylan’s mushroom crêpes went cold as he vented out all this stuff about how going out with Veronique had been this shame spiral that he couldn’t drag his way out of. And that he’d been stuck in the middle of some emotionless void with a girl who spent most of the time telling him he was a waste of space and that no-one but her would ever want him.

      ‘But you knew that wasn’t true,’ I protested. And I hated that there was a table between us because I wanted to gather Dylan up in my arms and keep him safe so no-one else could hurt him. ‘I wanted you! I never stopped wanting you.’

      He looked like a little boy as he fiddled with his napkin and wouldn’t look me in the eye. Then he said in this choked voice that made my insides hurt: ‘Yeah but the women in my life mostly tell me that I’m a worthless piece of crap.’

      ‘’Cept me,’ I said because he had to know that.

      Dylan looked up and his eyes were glistening and more green than I’d ever seen them, like the tears were just about to spill down his cheeks.

      ‘Yeah, ’cept you.’

      There was this long pause as we gazed at each other. Or I gazed and Dylan fidgeted. He’d torn his napkin to shreds and was now rifling through the little pile of torn up tissue-paper with his fingers.

      Then all of a sudden Dylan looked up, took a deep breath and said, ‘You’ve made me happier than I’ve ever been. Do you really think I’d let Veronique or anyone mess that up? God, I’m in love with you, Edie, how can you not know that?’

      All of the bad stuff just seemed to melt away. It’s not like I’m one of those sappy girls who are only validated by their boyfriends but Dylan’s been this really important part of my life for over two years and this was the first time he’s said he loved me. Well, actually no. He said he loved me before when we were split up but I think it was in the same way he loves Coco Pops. But now’s he’s in love with me, which just seems more passionate and like he’d die for me. Or at least give me the last chip off his plate without putting up too much of a fight about it.

      Of course I had to say something snarky in reply. It was that, or start crying. ‘I don’t think I’ve ever made anyone happy before. Can you say responsibility?’ I blurted out and Dylan almost spat his mouthful of green salad on to the tablecloth. Then he sniggered. 

      ‘See, anything you say or do Edie, seems kind of adorable these days.’ He frowned. ‘Which pretty much makes me your bitch.’

      ‘If you were my bitch, then I think you’d actually be less with the brooding and more about buying me expensive presents and giving me backrubs and, oooooh!, getting up extra early so you could give me a lift into work and…’

      ‘I’d quit now, while you still have a boyfriend, Eeds.’

      It worked! Dylan wasn’t broody or being all scary depressed any more. His lips were twitching and the corners of his eyes were crinkling up. Though in a very attractive way.

      Then his knees nudged mine under the table and that was all it took to persuade me that we should go home and it would be no big deal to sneak Dylan in to my bedroom.

      It would all have been fine and dandy if my mum hadn’t decided to wake me really early so she could talk about my ‘lifestyle choices’. Oh dear.

       

      
3rd October

      I swear to God, out of me and my mother, I’m the grown-up.

      I sat her down this morning, made her a strong cup of coffee and told her that Dylan and I were having a relationship and there was no need for her to be so bent out of shape about it.

      ‘I appreciate that, Edie, but he’s hurt you before and he’ll hurt you again.’ She said it with such finality. Like it was just this inevitable thing that would happen.

      ‘He’s changed and I’ve changed,’ I protested. ‘I’m less, well, less… less crushy this time. I’m more in control.’ Because telling her that I’d made Dylan my total bitch was not going to go down very well.

      But I might just as well have not bothered at all.

      ‘Yes, well, I’ll bear that in mind when you’re crying as though your heart will break because he’s proved himself to be completely unreliable. Again!’

      Huh! That’s so like my mum to throw my own words back at me like dirty laundry that she wants me to put in the washing machine myself.

      ‘Look, it’s different this time. We’re like committed to each other.’ I could actually feel my face turning blue with the effort of trying to explain this. She, on the other hand, was looking more and more pissy with every word that came out of my mouth.

      ‘If by committed you mean that you’re having sex with each other…’

      Mum now looked like she’d just taken a slug of hydrochloric acid. The effort not to roll my eyes and huff nearly killed me. ‘Yes,’ I admitted unwillingly. ‘I’m having sex but you don’t have to worry because we’re being really responsible and I’ve had a sexual health check and we’re using contraception…’

      Considering that there’s been many an excruciating time when she’s sat me down and jawed on in great and embarrassing detail about sex, casually dropping clitorises and IUDs into the conversation when I’ve been trying to eat my dinner, I have no idea why what happened next actually happened next.

      One minute I was chattering away about my trip to the sex doctor and how Dylan and I had decided to carry on using condoms rather than me going on the pill, the next she’d made this weird hissing sound through her teeth and slammed the coffee mug down on the table so hard that it shattered, spilling Kenco decaf all over the pair of us.

      ‘Mum?!’ I shrieked, as I jumped up and ineffectually tried to shake the coffee stain off my Manchester Roller Derby T-shirt. ‘What’s the matter?’

      ‘You are not to have sex! Not in this house, not with that boy,’ she shouted, loud enough that they probably heard her up in the Pennines. ‘I absolutely forbid it.’

      That made me mad enough to forget that I’d decided to be all logical and reasonable.

      ‘Fine! I’ll just have sex with him in someone else’s house then!’

      ‘Oh no, you won’t!’

      ‘Oh yes, I will.’

      The whole thing descended into a pantomime crossed with the shouty bits from the EastEnders omnibus. Until we decided that we weren’t talking to each other again.

      Our worst ever row in the history of all our previous worst ever rows ended when Mum suddenly stopped screaming and banging cooking utensils down really hard on the draining board and said in a tight voice, ‘This just about does it.’

      ‘Does what?’ I screeched because once my volume knob is turned all the way up to eleven, it kind of stays there.

      ‘I’ve been talking to your grandparents and we’ve decided you should spend your gap year with them.’

      ‘But they live in Brighton!’ I protested.

      ‘Exactly,’ snapped my mum. ‘I’ve had it up to here with you, young lady.’

      That was my cue to storm upstairs (in fact, it was probably more of a flounce, than a storm), pull down my suitcase from the top of the wardrobe and start stuffing random things in it. I wasn’t exactly sure what I was doing, which is why I’m now camped out in Poppy’s spare room with only odd socks and a lot of empty CD cases.

      The girls came round after I did a four-way hysterical text thing in the cab over here. Atsuko reckons that my mum is having trouble cutting the umbilical cord ’cause I’m an only child. Whatever. I think she’s going through the menopause or else she’s inadvertently inhaled too many cleaning fluids in her time and it’s all catching up with her.

       

      
7th October

      I think Poppy and Grace’s mum believes that I’m actually her daughter that she mislaid for eighteen years. Every time I make noises about moving home she says, ‘No need to make a decision yet.’ This is probably ’cause being a guest I don’t give her any lip and always help with the washing-up.

      I think Mum did think I was staying at Dylan’s (which I thought about but realised that it would make a bad situation about a gazillion times worse – plus ick!, possible Carter encounters). She phoned today. Ostensibly to see if I had clean underwear but I’m sure it was to check up on me.

      Instead, we had part forty-seven of The Row, which started just after she begged me to come home, then became ‘You need to have a proper life plan for your gap year’ to the familiar soundtrack of ‘we don’t want you sleeping with that boy in our house’. I tried to explain that I was saving money to go to America next year (not mentioning the Dylan factor in that plan) and once again pointed out that I could just as easily sleep with Dylan in someone else’s house at which point my mum burst into tears and I slammed the phone down on her.

      Jesus! Why is she being so strange about this? I’m polite, I’m helpful (well, most of the time I don’t need to be reminded to put my mug in the dishwasher), I’m entirely funding my own gap year and road trip without asking them for a single penny and I’m having protected sex in a proper relationship with a boy I’ve known for over two years. Y’know, as teenage daughters go, they really don’t come much better than me.

       

      
11th October

      Life is all hissy and tense at the moment when it should be really good because there’s Dylan and my job, which is pretty cool apart from the huge quantities of chip fat involved, and the band and Poppy. Instead, I feel like I’m walking about with a big, black storm cloud directly above my head.

      It didn’t help that there was another Carter incident this morning. I was reaching up to get a mug out of the cupboard, humming along to the radio and generally trying not to think any Mum-related thoughts and there he was.

      He didn’t say anything sneery, but came and stood right next to me, then reached across me for the peanut butter and let his hand brush against my breast. I could tell by the way his lips quirked that it wasn’t an accident.

      It also wasn’t an accident when I picked up the kettle that I’d just boiled and splashed a tiny bit of very, very hot water on his evil, boob-groping hand.

      ‘Ow! Hell! Ow!’

      ‘Sorry,’ I trilled and then I turned round and gave him my best wide-eyed innocent look and he scowled and stomped out of the kitchen. I pretty much rock sometimes.

      So does D. Poor D. He doesn’t know what to do to make the whole Mum angst situation better, other than crawl under a rock but he does try. The trying consists of asking me if I’m all right a lot and the buying of many bars of sugary confection because Dylan optimistically believes that when it comes to girls and their problems everything can be solved by large quantities of chocolate. Oh, but if only it was that easy.

      Last night, I couldn’t sleep and I was sitting on his windowsill reading but mostly staring out at the street, when he sat up in bed.

      ‘Why are you still awake?’ he asked groggily, rubbing his fists into his eyes.

      ‘My head’s buzzing,’ I said softly. ‘Go back to sleep.’

      But Dylan made me get back into bed by the simple act of reaching over and yanking me into it and then pulling the duvet over me and curling me up in his arms.

      ‘I hate that I’m not talking to her,’ I said, as he tried to get me to rest my head on his chest and I resisted because Dylan’s way too bony to make a comfortable leaning post. ‘I’ve never had an argument like this one before.’

      ‘All mothers are clinically insane. I think there’s a law or something.’

      ‘But I don’t want to have left home!’ I burst out. ‘I’m too young and stupid to have left home and it’s just too full-on.’

      ‘Like you’re all scared and small and the world is this big, vast thing that’s gonna swallow you up and you’re worried that no-one will even notice that you’ve gone?’ Dylan had obviously been listening to too much Radiohead but he had a point.

      ‘You’d notice if I wasn’t here, wouldn’t you?’ I asked and I wasn’t really joking. My voice sounded tinny and flat and Dylan hugged me harder.

      ‘You wouldn’t get to be not here because I’d notice way before that,’ he said firmly, his breath tickling my ear.

      And then he stroked my hair very slowly and didn’t stop until he knew I was asleep.

       

      
14th October

      Ha! Carter’s moved out. They came back from classes today to find that he’d done a flit taking the big telly with him and owing a month’s rent. Somehow I can’t find it in my heart to care. So over him cornering me outside Dylan’s room when I’m staying the night and making the most obscene remarks. I mean, really rude. So rude, that I didn’t dare tell Dylan because he’d have gone ballistic. Still, don’t have to worry about Carter any more.

      Boys are very unstressy when it comes to stuff that isn’t girl-related. I’d have been all bothered about having to sort out a new flatmate but if Simon, Paul and D became any more laidback they’d fall over.

      It’s just as well that my toothbrush is practically a permanent feature in their bathroom (Mrs Poppy doesn’t really mind, other than making me let her know where I’m sleeping so she doesn’t stay up worrying that I’m lying dead by the side of the road) because otherwise I wouldn’t get to see Dylan at all. What with him doing the art boy thing and me doing the waitress thing and Poppy making us rehearse every evening, crashing out in his bed is about the only quality time we get together.

       

      
15th October

      Dylan popped in for lunch today.

      ‘I’ll have a cheeseburger with all the trimmings, a full-fat Coke and the biggest portion of chips you do,’ he said by way of greeting when I looked up from the espresso machine.

      ‘And hello to you too,’ I said distractedly, as I put the lid on a cappuccino for the harassed-looking suit who was giving Dylan the evil-eye for taking my attention away from the serving of his hot beverage. I’ve got pretty good at multitasking. ‘Thank you, see you soon.’

      Dylan just winked at me. ‘If you get my lunch ready in super quick time, I’ll make it worth your while.’

      ‘Oh yeah, you’re going to leave me a tip, are you?’ Which would like be a first.

      Dylan rested his elbows on the counter and curled his tongue behind his front teeth. ‘I was thinking more of ravishing you in the storeroom, if you fancy it.’ Sometimes he was too bloody cute for his own good.

      ‘And they said romance was dead. Hello… can I help you?’

      I continued making googly eyes at Dylan who was giving me a slow once-over in a way that wasn’t entirely appropriate for lunchtime, and not paying much attention to whoever it was who’d come up to the counter when I heard a voice say:

      ‘Do I know you from somewhere? You look terribly familiar.’

      I recognised that voice! ‘Dad! What are you doing here?’

      He was standing there, clutching his briefcase and looking terribly pleased with himself.

      ‘I heard a rumour that my daughter was actually still on this plane of existence so I thought I’d see if it was true.’

      Dylan had straightened up from trying to look down my shirt and was shifting nervously from side to side as my dad threw him an appraising look.

      ‘And I know I’ve seen you somewhere before too,’ Dad said mildly, which is never good.

      Dylan tried to bundle his bag and his sketchbook and his wallet under his arm so he could stick out his hand in greeting and ended up dropping everything on the floor.

      ‘Hello sir. Yes, I’m Dylan,’ he mumbled as he bent down to pick his stuff up.

      ‘Ah! That’s where I know you from. Last time I saw you, you were throwing up in my kitchen sink.’

      The two most important men in my life were holding up my lunch queue and it felt like matter and anti-matter trying to collide. I had no choice but to introduce them formally.

      ‘Dad, this is Dylan, please behave. Dylan this is my father who I’ve inherited my sarcasm from. Feel free to ignore him.’

      Then they shook hands and the earth managed to stay on its axis. Even when my dad spotted an empty table and gestured at Dylan, ‘Shall we?’

      Dylan looked like he’d just been given two weeks to live and shuffled unwillingly after my paternal signifier. Anna went over to take Dad’s order and I hid behind the specials board to try and suss out what was going on and whether I needed to rush out and buy a bullet-proof vest.

      Dad was being cooler than ice-cubes. He’s like a master tactician. When he’s like that with me, not saying much but giving me encouraging nods and little smiles, I often find myself confessing to all sorts of crimes, which used to result in being grounded and having my allowance stopped. Dylan was made of sterner stuff. Or moodier stuff, at least. He was ripping his napkin into little pieces (which is his favourite nervous habit) and refusing to maintain eye contact. Every now and again he’d open his mouth so I guess he was talking. He can be pretty fluent in monosyllablese when he wants to be.

      My social anthropology was interrupted by some inconsiderate people who wanted to order drinks and I was so busy for the next half hour that it wasn’t until Anna told me I could take my break that I realised that Dad and Dylan were still sitting there.



OEBPS/imagedata/9781405525800.jpg
DIARY ®F
A CRUSH

SARRA
MANNING






