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              Note to future biographer
            

          

        

      

      In the faint hope that I become a great British novelist by the time I’m twenty-five but die young and tragically, you’ll probably be sifting through these diaries for the good of future generations. 

      Problem is, I’ve hidden the diary before this, away from my mother’s prying eyes, and can’t actually remember where I put it. So I’ll just give you the greatest hits: 

      
        
          
            	
               

              •  

            
            	
               

              Moved to Manchester. 

            
          

          
            	
              •  

            
            	
              Started at college to do my A-levels and had, like, no friends. 

            
          

          
            	
              •  

            
            	
              Fell in love with a moody art boy called Dylan on day two of new college. 

            
          

          
            	
              •  

            
            	
              Am now best friends with his best friend since toddlerdom, Shona. 

            
          

          
            	
              •  

            
            	
              Am deadly enemies with Mia, Dylan’s former and very evil ex who also got her talons into Paul, Shona’s ex boyfriend, ’cept they’re back together again. Do keep up. 

            
          

          
            	
              •  

            
            	
              After months and months of many passionate kisses and Dylan acting like a complete jerk immediately afterwards, we went on a college trip to Paris and ended up together. As a couple. Boyfriend and girlfriend. 

            
          

          
            	
              •  

            
            	
              My hair is a lot blonder now than it was in this previously-mentioned diary. Because I’m like, worth it. 

            
          

        

      

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              
              Edie’s Journal: 
Manchester
            

          

        

      

       

      
8th April

      I have this photograph of me and Dylan tucked into my diary. We’re standing on the deck of the ferry on our way back from France in a force-ten gale, so his tufty dark brown hair is even more dishevelled than usual. Dylan’s got his arm around my shoulders and he’s squinting down at me and smiling fondly like I’m the greatest thing in the world. Even greater than our recent discovery that chopping up chocolate chip cookies and scooping them into vanilla ice cream will give you twice the sugar rush you normally get from eating them straight.

      He certainly looks happy to be my boyfriend.

      But over the last week I’ve made the startling discovery that having a boyfriend is nothing like I imagined. No. Scratch that. Having Dylan as a boyfriend is exactly how I imagined it. Or thought it might be in my worst nightmares.

      All that stuff he came out with on the boat about how being boyfriend and girlfriend was going to be like we were before but even better? And we’d hang out with each other like we used to but there’d be all this amazing kissing and touching and, I don’t know, boyfriendly behaviour? Well, not so much.

      Because now that Dylan’s my boyfriend, I have to handle his weirdness head-on. His weirdness has, like, rules. Not that he’s given me a written list but if he did, it would go something like this:

      
        
          
            	
               

              1.  

            
            	
               

              Don’t ever come round to my house. Ever.

            
          

          
            	
              2.  

            
            	
              Don’t hold hands with me in public.

            
          

          
            	
              3.  

            
            	
              Kissing and touching and boyfriendly behaviour should be restricted to dark corners.

            
          

          
            	
              4.  

            
            	
              Pet names are prohibited.

            
          

          
            	
              5.  

            
            	
              Don’t expect me to call when I say I will or be on time for anything or come round for Sunday lunch with your parents.

            
          

        

      

      Some of it is good. A lot of it is good. And my kissing technique has drastically improved with all the extra practice I’m getting but Dylan was way more affectionate when we were bickering mates.

       

      
9th April

      I was sitting by the piddly college fountain with Shona when Dylan sauntered over to us.

      ‘God, Edie,’ Shona muttered when she caught sight of Dylan, ‘you can’t be planning to go off and make out again. You look like you’ve had collagen lip implants as it is.’

      ‘Shut up,’ I said plaintively. ‘You make me feel like I’m just a big kiss slut.’

      She arched an eyebrow. ‘Oh, I must be getting you confused with someone else then.’

      Then Dylan was there. ‘Which hand?’ he drawled, putting his arms behind his back. My heart leapt. Had he bought me a present?

      ‘The left?’

      Dylan gave me a huge, sunshiney grin. ‘That was the right answer,’ he said, swinging a key in front of my eyes.

      ‘What’s that?’ I asked, though it was pretty obvious what it was, but I felt like I needed more details.

      ‘It’s the key to the darkroom. You coming?’

      ‘Who said romance was dead?’ I heard Shona hiss to no-one in particular as I jumped off the wall and followed Dylan in the direction of the art block.

      I had been planning to tell Dylan a few truths, I really had, but once we got into the darkroom he immediately reached for me and I kind of forgot. Dylan had me wedged against the enlarger so I couldn’t move but I didn’t want to. I felt sort of boneless and lethargic like Pudding does when she’s all sleepy and lying in the sun. Dylan’s tongue was causing havoc everywhere it went when we were suddenly interrupted by the door banging open.

      ‘Sod off,’ snarled Dylan, not bothering to turn round, which was a pretty stupid thing to do. Or at least that’s what Martyn, our Photography tutor, said when he proceeded to give us a major, major bollocking. With, like, knobs on. No pun intended.

      Martyn frogmarched me to my personal tutor who sent me home for the rest of the afternoon. Which actually is my kind of punishment.

      As I stood outside the college gates applying some Vaseline to my lips, which seem to be permanently desensitised from over-use these days, Dylan caught up with me.

      ‘Soooo, are we going back to yours?’ he purred.

      ‘No! I was this close to being sent home with a note,’ I snapped. ‘You know my parents don’t trust us to be alone.’

      It’s true. They don’t seem overjoyed about me dating Dylan and he’s forbidden from my room unless the door’s open. It hasn’t occurred to them that we could get up to all sorts of inappropriate touching in plenty of other venues but I’m not going to be the one to shatter their illusions.

      ‘Oh, c’mon Edie,’ he said, nudging me. ‘I don’t want to go home and Martyn told me to get out of his sight for the rest of the day.’

      ‘Well, OK, then,’ I conceded. ‘I need to talk to you anyway.’

      ‘That sounds ominous,’ Dylan said out of the side of his mouth but then we spent the rest of the walk to my house in silence, which hacked me off.

      It was like Dylan had forgotten how to speak to me.

      ‘What the hell is your problem?’ I blurted out the minute we got through the front door. ‘Why aren’t you talking to me?’

      ‘I am,’ he protested, following me up the stairs. ‘You’re the one who’s not talking to me.’

      ‘You’re treating me like a… a… a kiss slut!’ I said furiously.

      Dylan snorted. ‘Like, you don’t treat me that way too.’

      Then he sat down next to me on the bed and put an arm round my shoulders. ‘Look, Eeds, this is a bit weird for both of us. So, what do you want to talk about then?’

      I shrugged. ‘Stuff. Like, y’know, stuff about each other. You never tell me what’s going on with you.’

      ‘The only thing going on with me is you,’ Dylan snarked. ‘There’s nothing else to tell you about.’

      If there was nothing else to talk about there was only one thing else to do: investigate each other’s mouths with our tongues.

      Two minutes later we were rolling about on my bed. I think it was when we landed on the floor with a loud thud that my mum realised that the house wasn’t empty. She came charging up the stairs and banished Dylan from the house forever for daring to lay his evil boy hands on her innocent, virginal daughter. It was all I could do to stop her from grounding me.

       

      
10th April

      I didn’t speak to Dylan today. I think the credit has run out on his phone. Which led to the revelation that I didn’t have Dylan’s home number. He always, always calls me. And that’s weird. It’s very weird. It’s a whole world of weird. I’ve known Dylan for more than six months now. Been on intimate terms with his mouth for a little less time than that so you’d think I’d have his home phone number. I could have done the whole telephone directory thing but instead I went round to Shona’s.

      ‘So, are you going to have a go at me for not telling you about Dylan’s dysfunctional family?’ she wanted to know, a tad belligerently, when I asked her for his number.

      I was like, woah!, but reined it back in. ‘Look, I wouldn’t expect you to betray Dylan’s confidence,’ I said sweetly. ‘You’re his oldest mate.’ Which was actually her cue to explain what the hell she meant by her strange and cryptic remark about Dylan’s family. His surname was strange, Kowalski (I think it’s Polish or Czech or even Ukrainian or something), and I allowed myself a small daydream that Dylan’s parents were dissidents from the former Eastern bloc and had come over to England to start a new life with their little baby Dylan away from the harsh totalitarian regime and the jackboot of Communist oppression, but I think that was heavily influenced by the module I was studying in History.

      I came back from a vision of Dylan’s very young, very beautiful mother shielding a baby Dylan from a granite-faced Communist soldier to find Shona looking at me with an exasperated expression on her face. ‘Did you enjoy the little trip you just took with the fairies?’

      ‘Dylan hasn’t said anything about having a dysfunctional family,’ I said grumpily. ‘In fact, he hasn’t even admitted to having a family. I was beginning to think he was manufactured in an art boy factory.’

      Shona fiddled nervously with some of the piles of junk on top of her bedside cabinet. ‘Sorry,’ she muttered. ‘Sometimes it’s hard being stuck in the middle of you two.’

      Then Shona started telling me about the eye-raising stuff (can I just say, ewwwww?) she was getting up to with Paul and how she reckoned Mia was behind these weird phone calls she was getting and I forgot about ringing Dylan.

      By the time I got home, it was really late and The Mothership was fuming. So, like, what else is new? She and Dad were heading off to the grandparents in Brighton for a long weekend (thank the sweet baby Jesus) and they were convinced I had Dylan stashed down the road somewhere and was just waiting for them to leave so he could enter the house and violate me on their new IKEA rug. She said as much. When your mother doesn’t want to have the sex talk with you any more but instead wants to talk to you about the possibility that you might have sex on her soft furnishings, it’s a watershed moment in any girl’s life. I know I’ll remember it fondly for many years to come.

      Anyway after much foot-stamping and gagging noises, which I’ve found work much better than rational debate, I managed to persuade them that I hadn’t seen Dylan all day and they left. Then they came back to harangue me with instructions about the boiler and not forgetting to give Pudding her worming tablets. Then they left again. Time for some fish fingers and Mum’s Downton Abbey box-set, I think.

       

      
10th April (later)

      Oh God, Dylan’s on his way round. I wasn’t going to let him but when he heard that the ’rents were off the premises for forty-eight hours there was no stopping him. He didn’t exactly ask if he could stay over but then it’s 10.30 pm now…

      Oh, hell, that’s him at the door now…

       

      
11th April

      Dylan was practically leaning on the doorbell but straightened up when I took the security chain off and peered out.

      ‘It’ll be just my luck if you actually turn out to be a serial killer,’ was my cheery greeting.

      ‘Hey you,’ he murmured with a fairly half-hearted smile. ‘I brought you something.’

      Usually when Dylan gets me a present it’s kiss-related (lip balm, chocolate ‘to boost your energy levels’, etc.). So I was worried that it was like, alcohol or condoms or something and he was going to try and seduce me.

      But when Dylan shoved a carrier bag at me, inside was a vintage red T-shirt with the Tizer logo on it.

      ‘Aw, I love it,’ I squealed, giving him a hug. I did love it and I was also really relieved that it wasn’t going to lead to a BIG TALK ABOUT SEX.

      ‘Try it on now!’ Dylan insisted.

      ‘You coming in? You can’t stand on the doorstep all night.’

      Him being there felt awkward all of a sudden – normally Dylan and I camp out in my bedroom but with the ’rents away it seemed wrong (which actually goes to show that all those Mother-sponsored talks about the dangers of teen pregnancy and having sex before I was ready did the trick).

      But then again, I didn’t want Dylan in the lounge with all my embarrassing school photos. I never noticed how small our hall was or what naff pictures we had until Dylan stood there looming over me and smirking at the reproduction Canalettos.

      ‘Nice art,’ he remarked. ‘You can never have too many paintings of Venice in the late seventeenth century, I always say.’

      ‘My parents went there on honeymoon,’ I volunteered reluctantly. ‘Where did your parents go?’

      Words were coming out of my mouth. Really stupid words. I so needed to work on that.

      Dylan ignored my crass attempt to ferret out any information that might have to do with his personal life.

      ‘So, here we are,’ he purred. ‘And no authority figures within 200 miles.’

      ‘Um, tea?’

      Dylan followed me into the kitchen and watched through narrowed eyes as I put the kettle on and pondered the mug situation. Why did all our cups have slogans on them like, ‘World’s Best Dad’ and ‘Cat owner and proud of it’? I lived in the tackiest house in the world.

      ‘Why are you acting like you’re scared to be alone with me?’ Dylan suddenly asked.

      I blushed big time. ‘I’m not.’

      ‘I won’t pounce on you just ’cause your parents are off the premises. Not unless you ask really nicely, that is.’

      ‘God, don’t be so cheesy,’ I muttered. ‘It just feels odd, that’s all.’

      By the time Dylan’d finished his tea it was past midnight. I could tell that something was bothering him ’cause he hadn’t tried to kiss me once. But as I walked past him to put his cup in the dishwasher, he pulled me onto his lap and buried his face in my neck.

      I put my arms around him. ‘I know there’s something wrong, Dylan,’ I said cajolingly. ‘C’mon, tell me what’s up.’

      Dylan hugged me tighter. ‘Oh, well… no, it’s nothing.’

      ‘Dylan!’

      ‘My mum’s chucked me out,’ he finally said after I’d watched the second hand on the clock do a full 360 degrees. ‘It’s not serious, she does it a couple of times a month.’

      ‘But why?’ I gasped.

      Dylan’s lips twisted wryly. ‘Nothing earth-shattering. I forgot to put the milk back in the fridge, and the time before that I came home a bit late. She’s a bit irrational sometimes.’

      I was completely out of my depth. When my mum’s being irrational, it’s usually because I’ve pinched her favourite earrings or changed all her email settings on the computer. And she would never, ever throw me out of the house. Ever.

      ‘Maybe she’s going through the menopause,’ I suggested feebly and Dylan snorted. ‘I’m sorry, D. I don’t know what to say, just y’know, I’m sorry.’

      I gently disentangled myself from his arms, so I could be the one that did the hugging. ‘It will work itself out,’ I told him because it seemed like the right thing to say.

      Despite it being in actual fact a lame thing to say, Dylan seemed ridiculously pleased to be the huggee, rather than the hugger. ‘Don’t know what I’d do without you,’ he mumbled into my hair.

      And he totally slept in the spare room last night. Cross my heart and hope to die.

       

      
12th April

      So the next day, Dylan got up and I gave him a clean towel so he could have a shower, then I made him breakfast before he went off to his Saturday job.

      It was like we were living together or something.

      We hadn’t talked about whether he was going to come over later, or, like, stay the night again and I tried to spend the day working on a History essay that was due, but I mostly debated whether I should ring him and let him know that it was OK if he wanted to.

      We usually hung out on a Saturday night anyway but I didn’t want to seem like the pushy girlfriend. All the angsting had been for nothing though ’cause he rang and wanted to know if I fancied a bottle of wine with our dinner. So then I spent the rest of the afternoon fantasising that we were living together. But it was in a cool Sex-and-the-City-style New York apartment and not a semi-detached house in Didsbury. 

      God, we had such a nice evening. I’d removed all traces of potentially humiliating family artefacts from the living room and we curled up on the sofa, sipping wine and talking nonsense.

      We’d just had a lazy debate about whether Simon Cowell was the Antichrist when Dylan said out of the blue, ‘You’re lucky, you know. You have a nice house and you have two parents who take an active interest in your life…'

      ‘You’ve got to be kidding me,’ I spluttered before I’d had a chance to remove my foot from my mouth. ‘My parents drive me absolutely crazy.’

      ‘At least they’re not, like, actually crazy,’ Dylan said bitterly and the atmosphere in the room suddenly dropped to well below zero.

      ‘I’m sorry. There’s this whole thinking-before-I-say-stuff thing I’m trying out,’ I groaned. ‘It’s not going very well.’

      I hoisted myself to an upright position and placed my wine glass on the floor so I could swivel round and grab Dylan’s hands. God, he looked so utterly miserable.

      ‘You are lucky,’ he said again. ‘Your mum and dad… like, you’re the most important person in their world. And even when you argue with them, it’s about stuff that doesn’t matter and they still love you. They’ll never stop loving you.’

      So then I felt really stupid and immature ’cause I’m always bitching about my parents and how they treat me like a little kid. And really, compared to Dylan who’s currently homeless, I was just a spoilt little princess.

      ‘I’m meant to argue with my parents,’ I said in a small, lame voice. ‘I’m a seventeen-year-old girl, it’s my job.’

      He smiled faintly at that and I leaned back on the cushions. We didn’t say anything for a while and then Dylan stretched out across the sofa and put his head in my lap so I could wind my fingers through his hair. I swear to God, he almost purred. And when I rubbed his neck, which Pudding loves and which makes her legs do a good impersonation of spaghetti, he made happy, snuffly noises.

      What with him being all boneless and relaxed, it seemed like as good a time as any. ‘Dylan, I don’t know much about you…’

      Shit! Dylan tensed up immediately. For a moment I didn’t think he was going to speak and then he was pouring out all this stuff about how his dad had walked out ten years ago and how he wanted to leave home but his mum was really unstable. How she’d pick fights with Dylan and say terrible things to him but then she’d have these hysterical tantrums every time he packed his bags. It was obvious he was really cut up about it ’cause once he’d started talking he couldn’t stop. He kept wiping the back of his hand across his face, like he was trying not to cry and all I could do was carry on stroking his hair.

      ‘Y’know, I guess I love her ’cause she’s my mother,’ Dylan said finally. ‘But a large part of me sort of hates her.’

      He hauled himself off the couch and stood up. ‘I need some water, OK?’

      When Dylan came back, he seemed much calmer but do you know what really pissed me off? He started making all these noises about how he should go and he didn’t want to impose on me, but it was really because he’d opened up and he was totally embarrassed. I know him now. I don’t automatically think he’s, like, the coolest person in the world. Sometimes he’s just an ordinary boy with severe emotional problems.

      ‘Look, you can stay here tonight,’ I protested. ‘It’s no big deal. Besides, you’re already here and it’s wicked late.’

      Dylan stuck his hands into his back pockets and actually pouted! ‘I usually go and camp at Simon’s or Paul’s or Shona’s.’

      That annoyed me. ‘I can’t believe you’ve never told me this,’ I said sulkily.

      OK, it wasn’t what Dylan needed to hear but he’d confided in everyone except me.

      Dylan flung himself back down on the sofa next to me and gave me a none-too-gentle poke in the ribs. ‘Oh, don’t start, Edie. I don’t need you bitching at me too.’

      I so wasn’t going to stay in cuddling distance of him if he was going to be like that. But when I tried to get up, Dylan pulled me closer to him.

      ‘Come here, you,’ he drawled before kissing me hard. I pulled away.

      ‘That’s no way to end an argument,’ I snapped.

      ‘I thought we were just having a slight misunderstanding,’ Dylan smirked. ‘Anyway it’s a nice way to end an argument.’

      I pulled a face. Dylan was right. I hate it when that happens. (Not that it happens very often.)

      We went up to my room to listen to the new Kate Nash album and it was just like Paris all over again. Dylan was going to sleep in the spare room but we began kissing and, well, I couldn’t have moved even if I’d wanted to. Which I didn’t.

       

      
13th April

      Dylan woke up before me and tickled me until I started screaming.

      ‘Do you have to be so damn perky?’ I hissed, trying to untangle myself from my duvet. When you end up sleeping in your clothes, it always feels like you haven’t really slept properly.

      ‘Do you have to be so grumpy?’ said Dylan teasingly. ‘Your ’rents aren’t coming back today, are they?’

      ‘Not till Monday,’ I grunted. ‘Go ’way. I need more sleep.’

      But I didn’t get any more sleep ’cause Dylan got out of bed and put the telly on. And then provided me with a running commentary on how sucky all the bands were on MTV Hits until I finally gave up all pretence at having a lie-in and whined at him until he went to make some coffee.

      It was very unsettling watching TV with Dylan. He watched me really intently every time someone naff was on screen and if I dared to blink, he’d snigger. ‘You so fancy Jedward, don’t you? Which one do you fancy more? Jed or Ward?’

      It was a relief when both our phones rang at the exact same time. It was Shona on line one for me and Paul on line two for Dylan.

      ‘I need to talk to you,’ she cried. ‘I’m coming round, OK?’

      ‘But I’m still in bed…’

      There was a ring on the doorbell. ‘Too late Edie, I’m already here,’ she announced before hanging up and banging on the door. She has no manners.

      Dylan had finished speaking to Paul and he went to let her in. I thought they’d come up to my room but I could hear them talking in the hall while I got dressed.

      Eventually I peered over the banister.

      ‘What’s happening?’ I asked Shona, who was sitting on the stairs.

      ‘It’s Mia!’ she spat out. ‘She must have phoned fifty times last night. And I’m getting these pathetic letters. Look.’

      She handed me a bunch of papers that said standard slasher-flick stuff like, ‘I’m watching you,’ ‘Have you checked the locks?’ and ‘I’ll see you if you ever get there.’

      I rolled my eyes. ‘Mia’s really sad.’

      ‘And not very imaginative,’ said Dylan. ‘D’you want me to have a word with her?’

      ‘Cheers, hon,’ beamed Shona, but there is no way I want Dylan to confront Mia. Not when they have a whole history that involves kissing and stuff.

      NO WAY!

       

      
14th April

      I begged Dylan not to get involved and to let Paul and Shona sort it out for themselves but he wasn’t having it for a second.

      ‘Shona doesn’t want Paul anywhere near Mia, you know that,’ he said in this long-suffering voice, like I’d been nagging. Which I so hadn’t.

      ‘Well, why can’t she go and yell at Mia herself?’ I wanted to know as we waited for the bus into town. ‘She doesn’t normally have a problem with that.’

      Dylan sighed hard enough to blow the leaves off the trees. ‘She doesn’t want Mia to know that she’s getting to her and she’s worried that she’ll end up losing it and pushing her into the path of a tram or something.’ His voice was all ‘don’t go there’, but I still went there.

      ‘But I don’t see why you have to be the one who deals with it. You’re not exactly a disinterested third party, are you?’ My voice was rapidly reaching the shrill setting. ‘Do you still fancy her?’

      ‘No. Though when you start shouting like that, I’m not convinced that I still fancy you,’ Dylan snapped.

      And then I was so mad at him, I refused to get on the bus when it came. I just sat at the stop and in the end, Dylan crouched down in front of me and apologised profusely and said that he was sorry.

      But, it was too late, he’d said it, and apologising didn’t automatically wipe it out.

       

      
27th April

      It’s been, like, nearly two weeks and Dylan still hasn’t sorted out the Mia business. The longer he leaves it, the more freaked out I get. And every time I mention it, Dylan gets really narked. Probably because I mention it a lot. Really a lot.

      Like, yesterday, we were in the newsy’s and I saw a coverline on a magazine that said something about exes and I couldn’t stop myself. ‘This Mia thing is a really bad idea, Dylan,’ just kinda popped out of my mouth. ‘I think you should leave it.’

      Dylan looked to the heavens. ‘Oh God, here we go again,’ he muttered under his breath. ‘Why don’t you leave it instead?’

      He was really snappy too.

       

      
2nd May

      I feel so helpless, like Dylan’s slipping through my fingers. This Mia thing is driving a wedge between us. Maybe I am being paranoid (Dylan told me I was last night) but I’ve always thought that there was unfinished business between Mia and Dylan.

      The worst thing is that I can’t even talk to Shona about it because she just doesn’t get it.

      ‘But why can’t you and Paul sort it out yourselves?’ I asked her as we walked around Vintage Dresses ‘R’ Us.

      Shona shot me a withering look. ‘Because I don’t want her and him anywhere near each other. And if I went anywhere near her I’d end up thumping her,’ she hissed at me. ‘That girl’s evil.’

      ‘But it’s all right for Dylan to be with her,’ I mumbled. ‘Even though they have a history.’

      ‘You just have to trust him,’ insisted Shona, conveniently forgetting that it was because she didn’t trust Paul that Dylan got involved. ‘He’s meeting her tomorrow and then it will all be sorted. That reminds me! I had to get my mobile number changed so she’d stop sending me satanic text messages.’

      And I was like, tomorrow! I started stressing about why Dylan hadn’t told me. When I met him on his lunch-break, the atmosphere between us was icky with added bits of ickiness.

      I couldn’t help sulking while Dylan sat opposite me in Costa Coffee and stared resentfully at me from under his lashes.

      We sat like that for another five minutes until Dylan suddenly stood up and snarled, ‘And you wonder why I didn’t tell you!’ and stormed out.

       

      
3rd May

      Today has been the worst day of my life, ever.

      I’d gone out to lunch with the parents, even though it’s about the most embarrassing thing in the world, and afterwards they’d decided to wander round furniture shops. Like, how boring. We were just synchronising watches so I could mooch elsewhere when out of the corner of my eye I saw Dylan striding purposefully towards St Anne’s Square. I know I shouldn’t have but I watched Dylan as he sat on a bench. And I watched as Mia walked up to him and kissed him on the cheek. And I watched as they walked off together and he put a hand under her elbow as they crossed the road and walked towards a café. I was just debating what to do next (reach into my ribcage and pull out my heart or spy on them some more) when I bumped into Nat and Trent – literally.

      ‘What are you up to?’ Nat asked.

      ‘I’m not up to anything!’ I said too quickly.

      ‘Why don’t I believe you?’ laughed Trent but something in my face must have given the game away because they stopped teasing me and asked, in a dead concerned way, if I wanted to hang with them.

      ‘I’ve got something I need to do,’ I said, shaking my head. ‘I’ll see you tomorrow.’

      I could tell that Nat in particular was desperate to know why I was acting like I had two weeks to live but he contented himself with sighing theatrically before he and Trent sauntered off.

      I continued towards the café as if I had an invisible thread attached to me. As I got closer, I could see Mia and Dylan sitting next to each other at a window table. They were deep in conversation; he had his hand on her arm and she was ripping a tissue into tiny little pieces. She looked all kinds of deranged, in fact. Especially when she started to cry. I knew that Dylan wouldn’t fall for it – whenever I threaten to turn on the waterworks, he just laughs and tells me not to be so predictable.

      But when she began to sob, I reckoned that she was down to her last life and she hoped the tears would soften Dylan. I really did. In fact, I was just about to force myself to walk away when I saw Dylan pull Mia into his arms and then she was reaching up to kiss him.

      Everything went black for a second and I thought I was going to pass out. I could barely breathe. I shut my eyes and opened them again and hoped it was just a mirage but they were still kissing, his hands cupping her face. I know exactly how it feels to have his fingers resting against your cheek. It can really make a girl come undone. I dropped my bag because my fingers had suddenly lost their ability to grip and everything spilled out of it. As I stared at the make-up and the pens and the coins scattered on the ground, I couldn’t summon the energy to bend down and pick them up. I just wanted to get the hell out of there. As I staggered away, Dylan looked up and saw me.

      Too late. Too late. It was all too late.

       

      
3rd May (but later)

      Oh God, how could I have been so stupid? I’m like, Queen of the Losers. We were doomed from the start. Like, I was always more into Dylan than he was into me. And I’d practically forced him into being my boyfriend. It wasn’t like he ever wanted to go out with me. And I knew I should be angry at them, at Dylan and Mia, but I should have known I wouldn’t be able to keep him.

      And when I got in after just walking and walking, Mum was yelling because I hadn’t been at the allotted meeting place and they couldn’t ring me because I’d left my mobile on the freakin’ pavement. I walked up the stairs and then she was yelling at me again because Dylan was on the phone and even though I didn’t want to speak to him I picked up the receiver to hear Dylan say in that throaty way of his, ‘We need to talk,’ and all the stuff inside of me collapsed. ‘I’ll see you tomorrow on the bridge,’ he added, while the tears spilled down my face.

       

      
4th May

      I wore black to match my mood. As I shrugged myself into slouchy trews and a shirt, all I could think about was that I didn’t have anything to say to him. There was nothing to say. It was impossible to make it all right. Things were messed and there was no way to unmess them.

      To be honest, I s’pose I half-hoped that Dylan would tell me everything was going to be OK and I’d got it all wrong. But they’d been kissing. You can’t come back from a kiss you gave to someone else when your girlfriend had got a ringside seat.

      It was one of those perfect days. The sky was that sort of blue you always want to paint your bedroom walls but you can never find the right colour on the paint charts. I wished it was raining.

      Dylan was wearing jeans and the cool Hawaiian shirt we’d found at a Crimbo jumble sale. I watched him standing on the bridge for a minute and even after all this time just looking at him could make my stomach dip; he still had the power to make me feel all unnecessary. That was half the problem. The sun was glinting off his hair and as he saw me he straightened up and put a hand to his eyes to shield them from the glare. Or maybe he couldn’t bear to look at me ’cause as he walked towards me I knew I had a really accusing look on my face.

      I sat down on the bench under the willow tree.

      ‘Hey you,’ Dylan said, as he sat down next to me.

      ‘Hey,’ I muttered quietly. I looked at my toes poking out of my flip-flops like they were really fascinating. Dylan shifted restlessly next to me.

      ‘So is this the silent treatment?’ he asked. ‘You not talking to me?’

      All I could think about was him kissing Mia.

      ‘I’m not not talking to you,’ I mumbled. ‘I can’t talk to you.’

      ‘Well that’s helpful.’

      Dylan was meant to be full of apologies and excuses and promises that it would never, ever happen again. He wasn’t meant to be so bloody difficult.

      ‘I should have known that something like this was going to happen,’ I said in a rush. Dylan turned to look at me with a guarded expression on his face. ‘I mean, you don’t tell me anything. Like, you wouldn’t have told me about your mum if she hadn’t chucked you out. And you didn’t even tell me that you were going to see Mia yesterday until I found out from Shona.’

      Dylan rolled his eyes. ‘That’s because you’ve been going on about it for weeks. It’s, like, all you could talk about,’ he spat out. ‘OK, so what do you want to know about my oh-so-fascinating life? C’mon, I’ll tell you anything.’

      But there was nothing left that I really needed to know. I’d seen him kiss Mia. And that was it. There was a pause before I said: ‘This just isn’t working, is it?’

      ‘What? This conversation or us?’ Dylan asked like he didn’t really want me to tell him.

      ‘Us,’ I said in a tiny voice. ‘I think we should stop seeing each other.’ I’m sure I only said it because I wanted Dylan to tell me that he was going to make everything better but he didn’t. He gave me such a venomous look that I could feel myself shrinking back against the bench to try and get away from it.

      ‘You know, Edie, that’s fine by me,’ he finally drawled. ‘I thought you were different but you’re just a lightweight. You can’t cope with anything that exists outside of the dream world you live in.’ He stood up and walked off without even looking at me. All I could think as I made my way home was that he’d never even told me that he loved me.

       

      
5th May

      I feel terrible. Really terrible. I didn’t think having a broken heart would make me feel so achey and nauseous and sore-throaty. I just want to die.

       

      
17th May

      Do you know what works really well when you’re trying to avoid bastard, jerkface ex-boyfriends? Going down with gastric flu, that’s what.

      I’ve missed the last couple of weeks of college due to puking my guts up and being generally delirious. Mum even took time off work, that’s how ill I’ve been. But it was kinda nice. She parked me on the sofa with a quilt around me and we watched old black-and-white movies on TCM and when I wasn’t crying or throwing up, she’d stroke my hair.

      Dylan is maintaining radio silence. Shona came round once when I was sleeping and she must have told him I was ill but I didn’t get so much as a Get Well Soon card from him. Because he cares that much.

      Today I felt better. I ate scrambled eggs and actually managed to keep them down, which is so of the good. Because I’ve lost, like, a stone and my tits, which weren’t exactly filling out a B-cup anyway, have shrunk to little bee stings. Then I realised that Dylan would be leaving college in about a month and going off to someplace else to do his degree in September. And I’m trying really hard to hate him but just the thought of him not being here made me cry all over again. You’d have thought my tear ducts would have dried up by now.

       

      
21st May

      I’m recovered and trying to catch up on all the college work I’ve missed. I’m only crying about every other hour now and I was even allowed out to meet Shona for a coffee.

      It was a little awkward. We made polite small talk about a band who were playing soon and tried not to mention the D word until I burst into tears. Again.

      ‘Oh Edie,’ she murmured sympathetically. ‘You’ve really screwed up this time and you look awful.’

      ‘I’ve screwed up?!’ I spluttered. ‘I didn’t go and snog someone else.’

      ‘Dylan didn’t…’ she started. ‘Look, you two need to talk.’

      I shook my head violently and wiped a hand across my eyes. ‘That’s just it, we can’t. We were dreadful together. We were, like, the worst couple ever. All we did was argue and get off with each other; it’s not exactly the basis for a relationship, is it?’

      Shona squeezed my hand. ‘I could speak to him.’

      I pulled a face. ‘What’s the point? He doesn’t care. I didn’t see him bringing flowers and bunches of grapes over when I was sicking my guts up. He didn’t think we were worth fighting for.’

      ‘Well, neither did you.’

      ‘Gee, thanks, Shona, now turn the knife counter-clockwise,’ I snapped, but I couldn’t help myself. ‘Has he said anything about me?’

      ‘I haven’t seen that much of him,’ Shona insisted. ‘He’s shut himself away. Look, why don’t you come and see Bikini Dust next week? Just you and me. We’ll have a girls’ night out.’

      ‘I guess.’ I sighed. ‘At least it’ll get Mum off my back.’

      ‘Well, that’s settled then,’ said Shona with a triumphant gleam in her eyes.

       

      
27th May

      I didn’t fancy going to see Bikini Dust play. I wanted to skulk around my room and listen to my completely depressing mope-rock playlists that I’ve been making but Shona forced me out of the house. It was my first big outing since I got ill and I looked utterly revolting; all scrawny and pasty so it probably wasn’t a good idea to wear black. I looked like a total Goth. Worse, I looked like a Goth with a smack habit.

      Shona was acting all twitchy and weird too. I asked her when the band was coming on about five times before I actually managed to get a reply. And no wonder. Because we’d only been there ten minutes when Dylan strolled in. I hadn’t seen him for nearly a month and I figured I’d managed to wean myself off him. He had on this disgusting pair of checked wool trousers that Shona and I had begged him to never wear in public and a bizarre pale blue shirt with ruffles down the front. But who was I kidding? He’d never seemed more beautiful or more out of my reach. Though he really needed a haircut, I could hardly look at his face, at his cheekbones and the glitter of his eyes so I kept my gaze firmly on his black Chuck Taylors.

      ‘You didn’t tell me he was going to be here?’ I yelped at Shona before hurrying off when I saw him striding over in our direction. I hid behind a speaker stack and watched Dylan having a go at Shona, judging from the expressions on both their faces.

      It wasn’t until the band came on that Dylan suddenly appeared beside me.

      His eyes were boring into me but I refused to acknowledge him until he bent down slightly and hissed in my ear: ‘So are you better now?’

      ‘I’m fine.’

      ‘You don’t look fine. You look like the poster girl for flu,’ was his charming reply.

      ‘Ta, ever so,’ I muttered but I don’t think he heard.

      ‘I got into the Fine Art course at the university so I’m staying in Manchester,’ he continued. Although I would never have admitted it to anyone I felt a tide of relief wash over me. But I just said, ‘Whatever.’

      ‘It’s nice to find you in such a talkative mood, Eeds.’

      I turned round to face him. ‘What the hell do you expect?’ I screeched. ‘I’m meant to be all happy and pleased to see you? After all the crap you’ve put me through?’

      Dylan grabbed my shoulders and hauled me against him. ‘So what do you think happened, Edie?’ he shouted at me.

      ‘I saw Mia with her tongue down your throat!’ I screamed, suddenly realising that it was the quiet bit between songs and most of the audience were staring at us.

      The band started up again as Dylan bit out: ‘Yeah, you saw Mia kissing me.’ He shook me gently. ‘But you didn’t wait round for explanations.’

      ‘You’ve had three weeks to think up an excuse.’ I slapped his hands off me. ‘And it’s not even a good one.’

      ‘I shouldn’t need to make up excuses, you should trust me!’ 

      ‘So you admit it was an excuse?’ I pounced.

      Dylan shot me a look of complete disgust. ‘You can’t even see what’s right in front of you! Just grow up, sweetheart!’ He pushed me away but I grabbed his arm and started yelling about what a pig he was. He yelled right back that I was immature and needy. We were making so much noise that the lead singer of Bikini Dust halted the song and told us to shut up.

      I’ve never been so mortified in my whole life – Dylan and I were escorted off the premises by two bouncers. Of course, then I started crying (which is getting to be a really old look for me) and Dylan started being nice to me, which involved hugging and hair-stroking and we ended up having this intense kissing session. Dylan had me backed up against the wall of the club when Shona, Nat and Trent burst through the door.

      ‘You two sort it out for God’s sake!’ Shona barked at us before disappearing. Dylan went rushing after her. And me? I went home.

       

      
3rd June

      I did something either really stupid or incredibly brave today, depending on your politics. I went and spoke to Mia.

      It took me ages to find her but eventually I tracked her down to the library basement, where you can smoke without setting off any alarms.

      Normally Mia’s the definition of brazen but she seemed quite taken aback when she saw me padding towards her through the stacks.

      ‘You look like shit,’ she said, but it lacked the usual bite.

      ‘I need to talk to you about Dylan,’ I said, sticking to what I rehearsed. ‘I saw you kissing a few weeks ago and I want to know what’s going on.’

      She nibbled on a fingernail while I folded my arms and waited for a response. ‘Have you asked him?’ she said eventually.

      I shrugged. ‘He said you were kissing him. Didn’t look like that to me.’

      She gave me one of those cat-like smiles of hers that make me want to punch her. And she had on this completely ridiculous T-shirt that she’d slashed so it would look punk but really I think she just wanted people to look at her tits.

      ‘Me and Dylan go way back,’ she said. But see, normally with Mia she spurts out all this evil crap right off the bat and this time she wasn’t. She was actually taking time to engage her brain cells before she opened her mouth.

      ‘I know but I’m not talking about way back, I’m talking about a few weeks ago.’ I was being so calm. I couldn’t begin to imagine why. ‘You know we’ve split up?’

      Mia’s head shot up from where it had been contemplating the end of her cigarette. ‘Because of me?’
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