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The classroom was wild with excitement. Love hearts were splashed in running red paint all over sheets of paper and streamers dangled from the wall. Valentines Day had finally arrived and grade two was as energetic as ever.
"Time to give out your valentines!" a rosy cheerful teacher with wavy black hair in red lipstick called Mrs Ganez called out to her clan.
Conner felt nauseous and as though his stomach was tying in knots as he watched the rest of the eight year olds dart around the room dropping their handmade cards onto the desks of thrilled classmates.
Tears stung the back of his eyes the longer he realized that nobody was ever going to come to his desk. 
"Conner... Conner... no need to be shy!" Mrs Ganez cooed, gently lifting him to his feet as she held his hands. "Who have you written your card too?" she lifted the page carefully and beamed, "Ohhh... Miss Belinda... well let's go and visit her, shall we?" she offered her hand again; Conner wanted to run out of the room, but feeling pressured, he took it and walked with her, each step he pulled back from her hands, wanting to leave, but she didn't notice.
Belinda's long orange hair dangled shaggily over the desk as she flipped through her pile of cards, sucking on a lollipop as she did so, the drool dripping down her fingers carelessly. "Miss Belinda?" Mrs Ganez let go of Conner's hand and tapped her on the shoulder. "I think Conner has something he'd like to give you...". 
Belinda's emerald green eyes lifted from the page of scribbled roses and hearts to gaze confused at the stiff, awkward looking boy in the blue overalls who was staring at his feet.
"Here..." Conner thrust the card at her so she barely had time to catch it. 
"Isn't that lovely?" Mrs Ganez looked as if she had just witnessed a love scene in 'Beauty And The Beast' as she sailed off to another desk of children.
"I don't like you" Belinda stated simply as she slurped on her lollipop hungrily like it was her last meal.
Conner felt his heart begin to ache and his stomach swirling even more than it had before, he looked to his shoes again, "Okay...".
The floodgates opened in his pants and in his eyes as he stood there wondering what to do next, hyperventilating as he watched joyful smiles and cheek kisses from those around.
"The geek's wet his pants!" Matthew Boles pointed and laughed as his trousers became more and more damp.
Belinda retracted the lolly from her mouth and screeched in hysterics, so did the rest of the class.
"Alright, that's enough!" Mrs Ganez grabbed Conner's hand and led him out of the room to get some new clothes from the lost and found.
Conner sobbed as he sat in the office pulling on some black trousers and a shirt with a cow pattern on it. "Aw, come on, it's not that bad! Heck I peed my pants plenty of times in school and I turned out fine! Stop yer cryin', boy!" the hulky secretary looking after him looked at him as if he was crazy cause of his hysterical crying.
"COW PATCH! COW PATCH!" the children jeered as he re-entered the classroom. 
Mrs Ganaz sat beside Conner at lunchtime having a heart to heart with him as she often did, knowing he was the target of much teasing and hurt. "You've got to show those kids who is boss! Stand up to them! I see you and you never speak; but I hear you when you say your beautiful poetry last month, remember? About the sunset and the rocking chair... you have to tell them, this is me, and I am worthy!".
Conner tried to smile, and nodded appropriately. He thought to himself, 'But how can I tell them when all I'll do is shake and cry...'.
Conner lay in bed pondering Mrs Ganez's words. His entire history of bullying floated through his mind and he punched his pillow so much that it had a dent in it. 
The next day arrived as quickly as it had ended. It was a chilly morning, and Conner's heart too was cold. He gathered his courage outside the classroom door and briskly strode in, holding his head high. He stopped beside Belinda Harris's desk as she shoved a packet of greasy chips into her mouth. She looked up at him, gravy dripping down her chin and onto her skirt with big eyes waiting for him to say something. "My darling, I've had a revelation. It came to me in the middle of the night. I can't believe I didn't think of it before..."
Belinda chewed on her chips slowly, her cheeks bulging.
"I realized... I could never date a pig; I mean what if we went to the movies together, there wouldn't be any candy left for me to buy!" 
Conner's body nearly collapsed in fear as he spat the words out. He didn't need the whole class to hear as she was the only one in the room at that point, he just needed to see the shocked look creep onto her face, the chip falling from her mouth to her lap and the ultimate buzz he gained in his chest as he walked proudly back into the corridor, and out of her life forever.

Conner Hasher could still smell the musty closet odour mixed with a hint of sweet fragrance. As the breeze swept in gently through the open window he faded away from the world around him in a daydream just like he had done this whole week. It was all the school's fault, but he didn't care. In fact, he was greatful for it. He smiled to himself as he watched the sun streaming onto the shelves of dusty books, dancing across the walls, making shadows like ballroom dancers lost in the moment. He lay his head on his arms and floated away to memories he'd rather be in than here.
It was supposed to be a warm day in September. Spring time, when the flowers across the fields were blooming in all their brightness, and children were flying kites and fishing in the stream. But there was a nasty chill coming in from the water, and Conner's mother had warned him not to go out that day because of the bad cold he had caught just a couple of days ago. He didn't mind though. His feet swang in time with the hum of olden time music filling the air from the gramaphone. He sat on his grandmother's lap because she was still strong enough to hold him, as they watched the happenings of the world outside from the safety of their rocking chair.
They must have sat there all day, because when Conner awoke, all he could see was a swirl of pinks, orange and yellow fading behind the river. His grandmother took his hands into her own, kissed him on the head and sighed, "Looks like God is changing the contrast again..."
Conner wriggled to his feet and giggled. His grandmother believed that Earth was one big television series for the Gods in heaven, and when the sun rose and the sun set, it was God changing the contrast. Back then, he was amused easily, barely a thought passed his young mind before trying to find something new to do, he never really thought too much about what adults had said. Thinking of it now, what his grandmother had said was quite beautiful.
Conner fell asleep soon enough and his mind became the normal routine of dragons being slayed by none other than himself portrayed as a hero, his princess in a tower just waiting to be swept up in his arms, and the mighty green dragon, giving one last puff of smoke, which looked like steam from his weakness, before dropping into the sea never to harm another soul again.
At seventeen years old, he was a mature young man. Standing far above most of his peers at an impressive height which had earned him many hours of R rated movies which none of his friends could yet see. But while his peers would rather watch naked bellies wobbling around on an oversized bed for an hour and a half, he much preferred the arthouse classics, which were romantic and sexual, but with a hint of sinister thought and violence swirled among the storylines. Most of all, he enjoyed the philosophies of the many characters. How they knew exactly how the world worked and used that power to control their friends and family. He found it fascinating. He always thought he must have received his love for film from his grandma. She had been a sucker for dramatic film.
His hair wasn't quite as impressive as the rest of his figure; long, messy light brown stands hung down like the hairy remains of an ex rock star. He usually wore a sturdy thick and white business-shirt. Long gone were the days of funny cartoon images printed on his shirts; though at times he still had a soft spot for his Spiderman socks. He always looked respectable, if not a bit scruffy. But when older women who knew him from a young age saw him walking along the street they always remarked on what a fine looking young man he had turned into and how he must be beating away the ladies with a stick.
Women. That's one thing Conner's life lacked a lot of.
He lifted his head from the table, his eyes blurring into focus as he heard a fit of giggles coming from the next table. He looked around to see Kate Sunday, Louanna Skelley and Elizabeth Spinner all trying to hide their heads from him. It was obvious they were laughing at his unfortunate timing of one of his naps. He didn't care.
Instead, a smile grew steadily on his face as he watched the blue eyes of beauty watching him momentarily before turning away for good. His heart beat a million miles an hour and he loved it. He loved her. He always had. Elizabeth Spinner. A year older than him, she was the most delicate woman Conner had ever laid eyes on. She was exactly the same height as him which was unusual for a girl, short curly dyed red locks hung neatly down by her cheekbones, her arms and legs covered in millions of freckles. She was catty when she was with the group, but a real sweetheart if you caught her alone. Conner honestly thought to himself that deep inside, she hated the rest of them, but just couldn't say it from fear of being alone. Her features were of pure perfection, but that's not only why Conner was drawn to her. She shared his love for everything he had ever wished for, and he knew. After all, he HAD stolen her personal diary a while back in art class just to see what she was all about. She had never known, luckily for him.
The other two girls weren't quite as pleasant to talk to or to look at. Kate was immensely short with puppy fat drooping down everywhere in sight. She had a glare on her face 24/7 and her short chopped blonde hair looked like it hadn't seen a comb for years. Louanna still had her dyed black babyish pigtails that she'd worn ever since primary school, her face caked with as much makeup as you would see in a department store. You could tell just by looking at her and from the way she acted that one day she would be nursing five babies and yelling to a drunken husband to help her get the nappies and food. Elizabeth was the only saving grace of the group. 'Never fear! I will save you dear maiden!' the childlike part of his brain snapped into action as he saw himself swinging from a rope and grabbing Elizabeth, whilst all the others looked on in fear and surprise. But then he snapped back into his unfortunate reality, "I like Elizabeth, she's the one who will be saved." he nodded as he fiddled with his pen.
Conner shot to attention as soon as he realised it was four o' clock.
"Damn" he swore to himself as he gathered his books and headed for the door.
He didn't leave without first hearing Kate mumbling to he group, "I told you he was crazy. Look at what he's hired out, 'Serial Killers And Their Enemies'."
The group giggled once again and Conner found another opportunity to take on the ugly sisters and in turn, impress Elizabeth with his wit and charm.
"Have you not heard about the history assignment, ladies?" he leaned against their table and wiggled his eyebrows.
Kate couldn't ignore his words, "WHAT assignment, you jerk. Don't tell me you have to make up some lame excuse so as you can pretend you didn't hire that thing out for pleasure!"
"My lady, a vibrator, I think, is a tool for pleasure. THIS," he tapped the book menacingly. "is a tool for Mister Jay's assignment on Thursday. I trust you fine women will have the assignment ready on time"
Did he just see a glint of happiness and admiration flicker inside Elizabeth's eyes. As he swung his book bag behind him and waltz out the door, he couldn't help but think he did.

Brad Ricardo and Jake Keller found Conner to be arrogant and narcissistic at the best and worst of times, but somehow they still stuck by him as Brad had done right throughout primary school. They didn't go to the same school, but a state of the arts private school a couple of blocks away. Still, they always managed to meet him almost every afternoon to keep him company at least on the bus, and after all, if they didn't, who would?

"What have you fine men been up to while I was gone?" Conner made no attempt to utter an apology as he thought it made him look weak. "Taking hold of your youth and kissing the afternoon away in a fit of passion?!" he made a fist and shook it into the air dramatically.
Jake raised his eyebrows at his boyfriend Brad. Brad just shook his head.
"Stop being such a dick, Conner. That's not all gay men do you know! We do have other interests than kissing..." Jake found himself replying bitterly.
"Actually," Brad interveined, sensing Jake might land in an unneeded fight between himself and Conner. "We have been arranging our wedding this afternoon. It's exciting; to think, soon we'll be old enough to be legally married."
Conner closed his eyes and pointed his index finger at his lips, tapping away.
Jake could feel the rage burning up inside of him, but Brad held him back.
They both knew this was a sign of Conner about to become opinionated. And when he became opinionated, nothing could stop him, and no-one could persuade him.
"I thought it was illegal for two men OR two women to get married in this dear country of ours!" he finally let out, daring to look both of his friends in the eye as he said it. "Although there is a plus side to homosexuality... how about it, two GIRLS kissing! Hey?" he nudged them both with a wink and a smile.
"I don't know why I'm still friends with you." Brad laughed off his immaturity like he always had.
"I don't know why we don't kick him where it hurts!" Jake twisted his fingers tightly around Jake's hair and suddenly felt sick as every memory of teasing and homophobic remarks that had been made throughout his life came rushing back at him.
Conner sat through the bus ride back to his house with the smug smile he always had plastered on his face, but deep down inside he felt a sense of emptiness as he watched the two men whom he'd known so long, sharing something that he'd never felt or been given. The gift of romance and love.
Brad's soft, smooth blonde hair rested gently on Jake's shoulder, their hands still clasped together as if nothing else in the world mattered except for them and the feelings they shared. Occasionally Brad would break free from the embrace and run his fingers through Jake's short and spiky dark brown hair as they lost themselves in a beautiful kiss.
Conner knew he couldn't talk to them like he used to. He didn't even try. In a way he felt really lonely when he was around those two; and jealous.
Brad used to be his best friend in primary school. But as soon as Jake had joined their class, they had become inseparable. Soon enough, he was the odd one out, and had been ever since. "We're still best friends though, right?!" Conner had almost hyperventilated to Brad, tears running down his face one night when they were on the phone. "Conner... Jake's... my boyfriend, and boyfriends are supposed to be your best friend, that's just the way it is!" Brad had replied emotionlessly. The school counsellor had brought the theory up him once or twice that that moment in his life was where Brad ended, and Conner began.
"Mummy why are those two boys kissing?!"
The entire bus suddenly became silent and their gaze fell upon Brad and Jake who were frozen in shock by the question of the tiny preschooler sitting two rows in front of them.
The girl's mother was busy punching numbers into her expensive looking mobile phone to hear her daughter properly and replied with a simple, "Hmmm?"
Brad looked at Jake with a disappointed smile while Jake had his famous glare plastered on. Conner was surprised just how similar he and Kate looked when they were angry.
Brad could tell the girl was about to start up again, so he quickly pulled Jake's head down behind the seat so nobody could see them.
"MUMMY WHY ARE THOSE BOYS KISSING IN THE BACK?!" the question came out as a shriek and the little girl started crying for her mother's attention.
The mother adjusted her pink tinted sunglasses and looked behind her hurriedly as if she had better things to do with her time. Her eyes squinted as she scanned for the 'non-existent' boys, "I don't see any boys kissing, sweetheart..." she gave Conner a short smile before turning back around to her mobile phone.
"Only a very attractive if I do say so myself, young man" Conner finished for her in a mutter, imagining her giving him a sultry wink.
"They're there! They're behind the seat!"
"Petty, please sit up properly, we're getting off the bus soon!"
The little girl scowled at Brad and Jake as they bobbed up, wiggling her index finger as if she was telling them off. Everyone was glad that she was quiet for the rest of their journey home.
Conner pushed open the creaky tattered front door of their old fashioned four bedroom home to find the same situation he came home to every day. His mother didn't care that he was home; parked in front of the television drool streaming down her neck, it was the same old story. His father would be at work trying to keep this poor house going. Then he'd come back, tired, grunt some incoherance out of his beer stained tongue and crash on the couch beside her.
Conner lay on his bed and drowned out his troubles with a symphony of Radiohead classics. They were the only band who could relate to him and make him feel better when nothing else could. Dinnertime was strange that night. A can of beef and onion stew mixed with canned spaghetti. He and his mum ate in silence and afterward, Conner stayed up late to watch the first 'Jackass' movie that he'd been given as a birthday present from Brad last year as a joke. 'What a ridiculous movie' Conner thought to himself. 'Macho pigs, the lot of them...'. He wished Elizabeth was beside him, lying on his chest, the sweet smelling vapours from her hair clouding the air around them. But she'd never been to his house, and he knew she never would...

The next morning Conner sat on the sidelines watching the boys from his class play soccer in the park opposite the highschool. He'd done this every morning for a month because he dreaded going to school and found the game fascinating, even though sport was really never his 'thing'.
"Why do you always sit here?"
Conner was fixated on Matthew Boles about to kick the ball into the goal and didn't notice the boy standing next to him. "Okay, fine, that's okay if you don't want to talk to me..." "Huh?" Conner turned around. "You there! Wait! I'm sorry, I was just watching the game!..."
"I always see you sitting here every morning looking so... lost? Is that the word? I think it is..." the boy sidled up to him, his hands propped up in his chin as he too watched the game. "I'm not lost, I'm just fascinated" Conner wished the guy would leave him alone; he'd never had any friends in highschool and didn't plan to make any now. He looked the boy up and down, not sure what to make of him. Nobody had ever just gone up to him before and started a conversation, unless it was Brad and Jake. The guy was terribly thin with beady little eyes and just as thin lips with a mop of bleach streaked hair and a heart pendant daggling from his small hooped earring. 'Interesting...' Conner sized him up in his head, his gaydar bells ringing off the hook. "You've noticed my earring..." he grinned, touching his heart as if he was pleased somebody had looked at it. "I got that last weekend at the mall along with this beautiful thing" he pushed his sleeve up to show him a huge henna tattoo of a man smoking a cigar. "You look shocked. It's my gay lover... haha, no, actually I saw this image at the art gallery and I loved it so much I wanted a piece of it for myself, since the portrait was over a million dollars. It's Dennis World, famous musician and gay rights activist... so special...".
"You talk about... gay stuff a lot..." Conner found himself suddenly uncomfortable and speaking more softly than he would with anyone else. "Am I that transparent? I love the movement, so inspirational" the boy's eyes sparkled. "And do you have a name? Or should I just call you Mardi Gras?" Conner tried to force a smile. "Oh how rude of me! Jeez. I can't believe my manners; I'm Toby" he offered his hand and Conner shook it, telling Toby his name too. "What's a boy gotta do to sneak into your classes today? Hey? Hey?" Toby nudged him playfully. "Well I'm sure you've got lots of good classes to go to, I'll see you around..." Conner lept up quickly and began to walk back down the hill. "Yeah! Sure! I'll see you tomorrow, you're rude, by the way!" Toby screamed out, making the boys on the soccer field turn their heads to look at him.
Conner was grumpy and angry and he usually never felt angry. But he asked himself a million times since leaving the soccer field: Why can he get the attention of a manic, flailing homosexual but barely register as anything important when in the company of Elizabeth? It was bad enough that Elizabeth and her gang were gushing in class about how cute Matthew Boles was, with his muscular arms and shaved head like David Beckham. Matthew was within earshot and the girls knew it, they just didn't care and probably wanted him to hear, that's how confident they always were. Matthew kept his head down as if he was wrapped up in his textbook, but Conner saw the way he had that smug smirk on his face. 'You don't play anywhere near as good as David Beckham...' Conner seethed inside.
He turned around and leaned against the girls' table, "Good afternoon, ladies, tell me, what days are the soccer tryouts? I couldn't help overhearing you talking about Matthew, who is an excellent player by the way, I watch his team every morning in fact" Conner raised his eyebrows and closed his eyes as he said it as if he were stating something the girls would find incredible and amazing.
Kate spurted the strawberry milk she was sucking down all over the table as she cracked up laughing, "Conner Hasher. World's next soccer star! I don't think so!"
"Kate, don't be mean... he probably just wants to try it out..." Elizabeth looked at her as if she was disappointed with the way she reacted.
"Thankyou, sincerely, Elizabeth. I love your hair clips by the way" Conner put his hands on top of Elizabeth's and focused on her eyes. Elizabeth hesitated and quickly moved her hands from underneath his.
"Yes! They're the same place you get yours from, I believe..." Louanna rolled her eyes. "Seriously, when are you going to stop talking to us and get rid of that ridiculous hairdo of yours? You'd look so much better, if that's even possible, without all that long hair hanging down on you".
"Exactly. And if you think that you can woo Eli here with some smooth talk about hairclips, or ANY of us, for that matter, well then you know which way your chair should be turned..." Kate put on a fake smile for him, batting her eyelashes dramatically. "Oh! By no means would I smooth talk and take the innocence of you young spritely women, well a couple of you are women... I am merely wondering how to get my hands on a soccer ball, I do love them so..."
"Why do you talk like that?!" Louanna snapped.
"Turn around, dumbass!" Kate threw her eraser at him.
As the lesson continued, Conner felt a sharp poke on his back, when he turned around he saw Elizabeth's hand holding a note for him. He carefully opened the note, pretending it was something valuable to impress Elizabeth who was watching him, he smiled at her as he opened it. The note read: 'Tryouts: Tomorrow afternoon, 4pm, Gunther Park'. Conner bowed his head as a thankyou; Elizabeth nodded and smiled in return, before going back to her work. Conner continued to watch and stare at Elizabeth as she wrote in her exercise book, much to the rest of the girls' annoyance, but this time they didn't say anything. "Can you please stop staring at me?" Elizabeth raised her head and gave Conner a shot of evil he'd never seen in her eyes before.
Conner thought to himself and laughed a little. 'This work is far too easy, it's no wonder the girls want some time for productivity, they can't go as fast as I can, after all, can they?'.
"I heard you want to try out for our soccer team!"
Conner was just about to round the corner to go and meet Brad and Jake but instead found himself face to face with Matthew who Conner thought had the face of a pig but apparently girls found that attractive.
"Uhh... yeah... I did want to... but I'm not..." Conner began, nervously.
"Tryouts are this afternoon. Four o' clock. We need only two new players, so you'd better be in shape and not waste our time"
"I'm not really much of a soccer player, to be honest..." Conner smiled weakly, suddenly feeling very vulnerable.
"Then you're not right for our squad. And by the way, your pathetic little Mister Darcy, Pride And Prejudice act you've got going on won't get the girls in your pants if that's what you're thinking" Matthew's eyes were fierce and threatening.
"You're not so high and mighty now are you, when you don't have your little flock around that you're trying to impress" he continued, balling his hand into a fist.
Conner gulped, his underarms were soaking with sweat but he tried to hold himself together in front of the beefy bloke, then he remembered how great he was and pulled himself up, he didn't have to listen to this, "Actually I was wanting to join the team to do some research to see if there really is a correlation between tough manly sports and the need to compensate for bodily parts which may not be in proportion to what women may call 'big'" Conner laughed hautily. Before he knew it he was on the ground, bleeding from the nose in a steady stream.
"You better watch your mouth, Hasher girl, and your boyfriend too, hanging around our locker room like some sort of pervert, you tell him to watch his back!"
Conner got to his feet and patted his nostrils with a raggedy tissue from his pocket. He couldn't resist it, "So you're admitting it, then? The small issues you boys have? That's why you don't want anyone else to see?".
This time he was quick enough to run away, straight into the arms of Jake, who pushed him back like he was full of disease, "Ugh" he shook his head as Brad inspected Conner's nose. "How did this happen?" Brad almost demanded as if he knew Conner would get beaten up one day. "This woman... girl, really, is completely in love with me and her boyfriend got jealous so he made his fist become my friend, you know how it is, highschool dramas" Conner rolled his eyes and laughed, his heart still beating at top speed. "Really? What is she in the special needs class, this GIRL?" Jake retorted quietly, not believing his story for a second. "Her name is Kate and she is a real little terror. I wouldn't go out with her if she paid me a thousand dollars to do so. Sad, really, she is certain I like her back!" Conner tried to sound more convincing. "Don't you go round breaking young girl's hearts, you hear?" Jake used his sarcastic female voice to show just how little he thought of Conner's words. "Jake! Shut up! He's hurt, alright?!" Brad shouted. Jake looked stunned but composed himself, "If we have to meet up with this sad sorry loser every day after school I'm going to hang myself. You hear me? I don't like you, I've never liked you. And if you were hanging on for dear life off a cliff I still wouldn't take your hand, YOU HEAR ME?!" Jake roared, his eyes full of the same hate Matthew's was. "Now I'm going home and if you want to continue this relationship, my BOYFRIEND, you will come along too!"
"I'm staying here with Conner. He's not safe right now" Brad replied, defiantly.
A warm breezy night, no moon in the sky. Eight rings and Conner was about to give up. Then suddenly, "Hello?".
"Is this Jacob?"
"It's Jake, yeah..."
"I just want to tell you, Jacob, that you're a nasty scrawny little faggot whose dress sense matches his personality; bland and boring. Now I never approved of yours or Brad's relationship, if that's what it's called these days, because everyone knows two men can't be in love, but since Brad is MY friend, I put up with it and tried to accept you. But the time has come where I'm telling you loud and clear, or should I say, loud and proud as you queer folks would have it, that you are part of the devil and will burn in hell for all eternity"
"I know it's you, Conner. And let me tell you, the only person, if we can call you that, I'd rather call you a troll, and an ugly one at that, who is going to burn in hell is you. When God hears all the lies you've told and how you think you're better than everyone... at least everyone else is real, we don't have to pretend to be something we're not to get attention. Cause that's all you are, is a self-centered, narcissistic useless excuse for a human being."
"Jake?"
"What?!"
"You have a lovely night. I hope you sleep well, truly"
*click*.

"Still here?! I thought I would have scared you away"
Conner really wasn't in the mood to listen to Toby's ramblings today. He just wanted to watch his morning soccer from the safety of the men's locker room door so as Matthew wouldn't see him. He needed to watch the soccer, he had to, he didn't want to have to go to school yet and it was the only place he could be where he sort of had a purpose.
"Are you hiding from someone?"
"Yeah, sorta..."
"Yeah, sorta, mate. Gosh you're an ocker one aren't you?"
Conner couldn't help but laugh at Toby's naivety, "See that monster guy out there kicking the ball? He beat me almost to a pulp yesterday..."
"Oh, why?" Tony threw his arms around Conner's shoulders. Conner winced and tried to unlock his arms furiously.
"Don't like hugs? That makes me a sad bear cause I love them. They're therapeutic you know!" Toby smiled sweetly.
"I don't like hugs from..." Conner began to say 'effeminate gay men' but stopped himself, not feeling comfortable to bring out his darker side in front of this almost-stranger, he wasn't sure why.
"Annnyways, my sister's the same, she's always telling me not to give her hugs and kisses or try on her clothes, whichever..." Toby giggled.
"You have a sister?" Conner wasn't interested but pretended he was.
"Oh yeah. She goes to this school, didn't you know? She might be in your class actually cause yeah you're ol... anyway, her name's Kate, Kate Sunday, she's a real bitch but she's my sister, I have to love her..." Toby shrugged.
Conner felt his stomach flip, he looked around agitated to see if Kate was anywhere near them. "So you know the bitch, do you?" Tony brushed his cheek with the back of his hand. "Don't worry she's got netball practice this morning, haha, she won't be around here...".
"I don't ever speak to her much, we just have the two square meals together and then she's like a ghost to me, I may as well not have a sister" Toby looked sad.
"You're right, she is a real bitch" Conner grinned.
"I'm glad you agree, sweetie! Come on, let's go up to the grandstand, and if that stupid guy comes anywhere near you, I'll spray him with my perfume!"
Conner couldn't help but crack up at that. He even allowed Toby to put his arm around his shoulder as they walked. Strangely it was good to have someone to talk to.
Toby sailed through the door like he was walking on a cloud. He tossed his satchel carefully on the floor and danced along the hallway. Lost in her world of Britney Spears playing loudly on her Ipod, Kate saw him and froze in her tracks, turning down the volume, "You've finally done it..." she tilted her head and grinned.
"Done what?" Toby turned around to face her, his hands on his hips defensively. "You've finally gone mad. What is this retarded dance you're doing? What'd you do meet Clay Aiken down the street or something?!". "Oh, Clay..." Toby clasped his hands to his chest and fluttered his eyelashes. "No, actually, something better, I met a man who lives in my country... and who doesn't have a boyfriend... I think... He's just... gorgeous!" Toby started dancing all around the hall again, much to Kate's annoyance.
"Did you ever think to take off your muddy old shoes before you decided to streak the floors?" she yanked him backwards to the front door. "Heeey! You're such a killjoy you know?" Toby pouted as his feet lost balance. "That's what sisters are for!" Kate thrust her hand in his face before walking off.

"RIGHT! I WANT A WORD WITH YOU!"
Conner flinched as he felt his backpack being yanked violently as he slowly cruised down the stinky alleyway filled with trashcans and rotting lettuce spread all over the ground that he had started to use as a shortcut to school.
Brad's red face scanned him like a radar looking for signs of guilt. "Why hello to you too, Bradley..." Conner's voice wavered.
"You have no right talking to my boyfriend that way! How DARE you belittle the love we share and say we're going to burn in hell! Now I knew you were a jerk and I've put up with you because you've scared everyone else away..." Brad began, his face puffed up like a balloon.
Conner raised his hand to stop him, then put his index finger to his mouth. Brad's eyebrows rose and fell, his nostrils flaring at having been cut off. "I was upset. I have never been spoken to that way before and it made me angry. Words were spoken; insults flown about, but not once did I bring you into the picture and not once, did I belittle the love you two so honestly share..." Conner replied.
"I'm SURPRISED you've never been spoken to that way! Jake told me you said we would burn in hell, that you only put up with us because I am your friend and that men can't fall in love, something like that..." 
"SOMETHING like that?" a smug smile crept onto Conner's face. "Well, Bradley, if you can't even remember the exact words Jacob told you, perhaps you should have brought him along to verify...".
"You know what? I could jump you and you wouldn't stop bleeding for days"
"I'm sure you'd like that wouldn't you; to jump me. OH LOOK HIS TRUE COLOURS FINALLY COME OUT!" Conner suddenly could not control himself, bouncing around crazily in circles as he spoke.
Not actually being a punching type and eating his words, Brad simply slapped Conner twice on his cheeks as hard as he could. Conner flinched only a little, trying to stand his ground but as the warmth and tingles starting to creep onto his cheeks while he watched Brad run away, he realized that he'd lost his only true friend, someone who had always been there when no-one else had. What had he done?! His stomach flipped and he felt nauseous. He screamed as someone jumped onto his back and started laughing. "GET OFF ME! GET. OFF. MEEEEEE!" Conner thrashed around in panic, fearing for the worst. He jerked back and threw whoever it was onto the ground. "Chill, man... what's gotten into you? By the way... owwww..." 
Conner rolled his eyes and sighed as he saw his not so secret admirer sprawled on the floor clutching at his elbow, some of the skin had come off and he was bleeding. Conner reached out his hand to pull him up, "It's only a minor cut. You'll be alright" he mumbled, digging around his backpack for the bandage he kept in one of the pockets in case of an emergency. His hands were shaking as he undid the wrapper and knelt down to where Toby was still sitting. Toby grabbed his hand into his own, making the bandage drop to the concrete, "Don't be worried; I don't blame you...". Conner felt his heart racing like he was going to be sick; Toby's fingers entwined with his and he gently squashed his cold pale cheek to his flaming red one. 'What is happening? What is HAPPENING?!' Conner's mind screamed. As Conner moved his head away and wrapped the thick bandage over his wound, Toby nervously leant over and kissed his cheek slowly. "Thanks for caring" Toby smiled as he looked deep into Conner's frightened chilling blue eyes. 
"What the... HELL?!" Louanna Skelley stormed through the sea of food scraps and squashed into her shoes a dead cockroach as she emerged from behind the skip bin where she had been spying on the two boys.
"I want to know who this new guy is my brother is digging; follow him before school see if he meets up with him" Kate had given her clear insructions and she'd followed them to a tee. Conner groaned and knocked his head dramatically against the wall, whilst Toby got up scared almost ready to bolt; ever since Louanna had pushed him off the wharf into the harbour when he was just a little kid because she thought he needed to 'man up and stop being a baby' he had feared whatever would come next, especially as her brain continued to grow and collect more ideas past the eight year old she was back then.
"HE'S FOURTEEN YEARS OLD! FOURTEEN!" Louanna kept repeating as if she were possessed. "And you saw what, exactly?" Conner was shivering and he couldn't stop it, he wished he could control himself. "We didn't do THAT, we didn't do it! I sweeeeear! Please don't tell my sister!" Toby pleaded, grabbing onto Louanna's shirt desperately as if he was bargaining for his life. "You just wait until Kate gets word of this, you'll be expelled AND I presume she'll cut off your bits to feed to little Moosey" Louanna sneered, spitting as she spoke. "Moosey?" Conner looked perplexed. "She's our adorable little kitty cat. She's got these pointy ears like an elf and this dangly bell around her..." Toby clasped his hands together and smiled as he remembered the feline. "SHUT UP! GOD!" Louanna shoved him. "You're dead, Hasher. And you can kiss any hopes you had with Elizabeth goodbye, she doesn't date homos, especially cradle robbing homos like you" she raised her middle finger up at the both of them as she bolted down the street.
"I'll stand by you if you'll stand by me..." Toby batted his eyelashes at Conner, holding out his hand.
Conner felt rage burning inside him like he'd never felt before, adrenaline rushing through his body like an addict, "I'll stand by myself!" he shouts as he pelts down the road after her, but she is gone.
"Turn around, dickhead!" Louanna snarled, throwing her sharpener at his head. Conner dodged skillfully, picking up the pretty pink flowery sharpener and examining it, "Hmm... interesting specimin. You never can have too many of these..." he gloated before shoving it into his pencilcase.
"Give it back; it's not yours! I gave that to her!" Elizabeth got up to stand by his desk, lunging for the case.
"IS THERE A PROBLEM?!" Mrs Jenkins red face loomed above Conner's like the dragon in his dream, her teeth just as pointy. "Right, I've had enough of you kids chatting about each class; Louanna! Elizabeth! Go to that seat at the front where I can keep an eye on you!".
"But Miss, he..." Elizabeth began, but Miss Jenkins stuck her finger in her face as a warning sign. Conner studied Louanna's pouting face and slumped posture, it wasn't a good look for her he thought, but what ever was?. He made sure to hold out the sharpener to Elizabeth as she walked past; she snatched it roughly from his hands. Conner smiled as he relished in the skin to skin contact.
He couldn't keep his eyes off Elizabeth all math class. His heart was thumping at the thought of his one true love being repulsed at his alleged action of taking the innocence of a boy, her best friend's younger brother.
"Not going to stare at Elizabeth all day are you, Conner?" Kate mocked once Mrs Jenkins was out of the room called away by another teacher.
Conner laid out his pens and pencils neatly on his desk, giving himself time to think, then slowly turned to face her, "I saw your charming younger brother this morning, dear Kate, and what a striking fellow he is. In fact... I'd even go as far as saying he seemed somewhat... interested in me. It was so cute, that tiny heart earring, how precious. You must be so proud to have such an out and proud brother who doesn't mind hitting on other men. It's a shame, because sadly I'm not interested..."
Kate's grin fell. She stared at Conner with her mouth wide open, gaping. "You asshole! You leave my brother alone, if I find you anywhere near him, you'll hurt so much you won't be able to sit for weeks; he certainly wouldn't be interested in a douche like you!"
"That's not what his arms were telling me when he threw them around meeee; that's not what his arm told me when it was around my shouldeeers..." Conner sang, grinning as if he were the winner of a prize.
"You freakin' creep! Don't you dare lead him on, you bastard!" Kate lunged across the table, a pencil in her hand ready to stab him with it, but again, Conner dodged appropriately. By now the whole class had turned to watch them intently, wondering what was going on.
"I'll make you a deal, how about that?" Conner smiled warmly. "I'll leave Mr Spicey Pants alone if you give me one of those beautiful kisses of yours"
"What?! Are you kidding? There's no way these lips are going ANYWHERE near yours!"
"He seems really truly in love with me. And I'd hate to have to break his heart... how much do you love your brother, I guess?"
Kate leaned over angrily and placed a sloppy tongue filled kiss all over Conner's mouth and lips and licked his cheek violently, "There! Are you happy?!"
Conner pulled away and shouted in triumph, "KATE, I'M SO GLAD YOU FINALLY TOLD ME THE WAY YOU FEEL, BUT I'M SORRY TO SAY THAT I ONLY LIKE YOU AS A FRIEND, NOTHING MORE!"
"Ooooooo!" the class cooed. Kate screamed and punched him on the shoulder hard before storming out of the room.
Mrs Jenkins walked back into the room and settled the class down, as they were wild with conversation, not having a clue what had just gone on, nobody would tell her. "That sneaky little..." she looked around the room for Kate but of course could not see her. "Leaving my classroom like that, well I'll be having a firm word with the principal about that!". Conner opened his textbook and did the best work he'd ever done. 'That's how good I am' he gave himself a thumbs up in his head. He felt lucky Matthew hadn't turned up to class today. He didn't feel lucky that both Louanna and Elizabeth slapped him on the way out.
Kate lay her head on her backpack, stretched out on the grandstand baking her pale skin in the hot sun, watching the boys play football in Gunther park. Every afternoon she wished one of those hunky muscly players would come on over and notice her, but every afternoon they were always too busy to see the girl in her pink sparkly change of clothes lying there in the heat.
Conner sized her up from a distance before striding over to her. 
"The ugly stepsister frying her blisters in the noonday sun..." Conner leaned against the fence confidently, smirking at a boy on the field tumbling over after dropping the ball.
Kate sat up immediately, removing her sunglasses to give him her famous death glare.
"I have to say, you weren't the BEST kisser I've ever had... no... you were more like what a dog would kiss like, if dogs kissed... slobbery and juvenile..." Conner teased.
Kate cracked her neck in frustration as she rose from the step. "If you don't leave right now, I am going to make your life hell from this day forth".
Conner walked towards her, putting his hand gently on her shoulder, "But dear Kate, don't you see? You've already made my life hell..." his eyes turned to darkness. He could have slapped himself once the words left his mouth, don't show weakness! he shouldn't have said that...
Kate lunged towards Conner, shoving at him, pulling his jumper. She lost grip and he toppled down the steps. Kate panicked and jumped the fence so as nobody would see she had been with him. 
Sprawled out in a starfish shape, the crowd around Conner was massive. Kate stood at the back, tears running down her face as she struggled with her shaky hands to put her sunglasses on so no-one could see her tears. Louanna and Elizabeth were rushing from the school to meet her because they'd heard all the commotion. None of them could see for the huddle of teenagers and teachers surrounding him. "He's got blood everywhere!" one boy nudged another. "Did you see what happened?" another shyly glanced back at Kate as he talked to his friend.
"What's going on?!" Louanna's mouth was as open as Kate's had been in maths. "Yeah, the whole school's coming down here!" Elizabeth said.
An ambulance wailed and a stretcher rolled onto the scene.
"Conner just fell down those stairs, you know how clumsy he is..." Kate gave one tearful laugh as her body shook inside.
"Yeah, I know..." Louanna rolled her eyes but felt bad as she saw Conner lying on the stretcher with cuts to his head and arms. His eyes stared at Kate as he was wheeled past, before closing.
"Come on, let's get out of here... do you want to go to the mall?" Kate offered her arms to her friends. "Sure; I'm dying to get that new top I saw last weekend in 'Dress Sense'" Elizabeth beamed. The two friends linked into Kate's arms and they strolled off through the grass onto the pavement. 
As the group was walking, a voice screamed out, "Kate!... Thanks!".
Louanna turned around giving the guy a glare as she walked, "What was that about?"
Kate gulped and shrugged, "You know what? I have no idea...".

THE END
