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“Pssst. Ashley.” I whispered. 

“Charlie, I can’t believe you just said pssst. I’m not a stock character from the 1950’s.” 

“Well I’m sorry I had to resort to dated onomatopoeia, but I need your physics homework.”  

“You know, one of these days you’ll have to learn how to do it on your own.” She sighed. 

“And you know, when that day comes, I’m hoping you’ll be right by my side, laughing at my 

misfortune.” 

“I’m serious, most universities are looking for at least one decent Science 12 mark, 2 if you want 

to do anything useful.” 

“I’m glad you’re quick to write my future off.” 

“I’m not the one doing that, you are. It’s in my locker. I’ll give it to you at lunch” I tried to look 

insulted but still eager to borrow her work. 

“This is why we’re friends.” I whispered before our Math teacher, Mrs. Usher, appeared at the 

front of the room. 

She was one of those perpetually cheery people who smiled and it came across as vaguely 

manic. This morning she was going on about circles, or something. Having underachieved this 

successfully this far into the term, I didn’t really care too much. 

I heard a cellphone vibrate in a nearby backpack and a girl named Rachel scrambled to get it 

before it was confiscated by Mrs. Usher. Fortunately Mrs. Usher was wrapped up in inscribing shapes 

within circles. 

Scandalously, Rachel glanced at the phone with an urgent and surprised look before pressing 

the phone to her breast in what might have been the most over-the-top failed attempt to be nonchalant 

ever. 

She leaned forward and whispered something to the girl in front of her, whose name might also 

be Rachel. Sometimes I found it hard to keep them straight. 



I found this more interesting than the lesson which seemed equal parts trivial and childish. 

“So her dad caught them?” 

“That’s what everyone is saying!” 

“Why are priest’s daughters always such sluts?” 

“RIGHT?” They were barely whispering now and I could tell that it was distracting Ashley. 

Irritably she gave them a scathing sidelong glance, but the Rachel’s pretended not to notice. 

“But isn’t he living with her?” 

“Not for much longer probably…” 

“Could you imagine, having your dad walking in on you and your boyfriend?” I didn’t really want 

to be as interested in the gossip as I was. It seemed to me like gossip was too, expected. It was 

stereotypical for gay guys, and that wasn’t me. I was a real guy’s gay, Josh once joked. 

I’d always been careful not to tip anyone off that I was gay. It played out in different ways, from 

subtly steering conversations away from gay subjects to an absolute moratorium on speaking with his 

hands or showing much more than the bare minimum of enthusiasm. 

One hard limit, was teasing other people about being gay, but that was likely more out of 

respect for Oliver than anything. 

“UGH imagine Louis Oakes is your bf and you go and screw it up by getting caught fucking!” I’m 

sure if someone had been watching me they would’ve seen me perk up as though it had been my name 

uttered. I tried to downplay it, but was unconsciously picturing his face from the newspaper the day 

before. My mouth went dry and my dick went hard. 

“Well Mr. Ocean?” Mrs. Usher had impeccable timing. 

“I’m sorry?” I said, my voice cracking. The class sniggered. 

“I was just asking if you knew what X was?” Now in my mind I knewthat she had said X, referring 

to the variable she had drawn in a circle on the overhead projector; but after hearing “Louis Oakes” and 

“fucking” in the same sentence I was a little preoccupied. 



“Sex Mrs. Usher? I mean, X, no thank you. I mean, I don’t know.” Any lingering flames of passion 

I had previously been imagining had been doused under an icy deluge of humiliation. 

Mrs. Usher’s eyes went wide with surprise and my class didn’t bother hiding their laughter as I 

felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment. “Right then. In this case X is 90.” She said finally, reining the 

class in. The Rachels had thrown caution to the wind and were likely texting this exchange. The intensity 

of their mirth suggested that it might end up as the headline of the nightly news or flavor of the week 

meme. 

“That was painful.” Ashley whispered to me. 

“You’re welcome.” I groaned burying my head in my hands. 

            

I soon found that people weren’t talking about my embarrassing moment in math class this 

morning. That my humiliation had been overshadowed by scandalous rumours of sex between a star 

athlete and a minister’s daughter was taking more people’s attention, made me feel immensely 

relieved. 

It even provided a modicum of protection from people scrutinizing my motives as I inquired 

further. 

“They’re probably just rumours!” Ashley, critical of my line of questions, declared at lunch. 

“Besides, I find it more surprising that people areso surprised that two teenagers are having sex.” 

“We’re not having sex.” I pointed out. 

“You’re not having sex, don’t bring us into your purity club.” Josh fired back, aghast that I would 

admit to virginity. 

“He’s not in a purity club, he’s in some weird math sex club with Mrs. Usher.” Mal chimed in. 

Apparently she had caught wind of my Freudian slip this morning. The four of us were a pretty solid 

social unit from our time in elementary school. Back then we had been four similar non-descript kids. 

Although our interests diverged, as we grew older, we had galvanized into a tight knit group in the 

crushing social awkwardness of grade 8. 



I shot Mal a scathing look. “Whatever, what’s the big deal if they were fucking?” I asked, trying 

to reframe it into a general interest story while still envisioning Louis’s smile. His features were strong, 

dark, and though his nose was a little big for his face, I thought he was hot. That he was an athlete 

factored into my attraction, though strangely I hadn’t really been picturing his musculature – until now 

anyway. Now he was in my dimly lit bedroom, writhing on the sheets of my bed, slowly running his hand 

down affectionately across his 6-pack. 

I was biting my lower lip hard when Josh, noticing that I was preoccupied, threw an ice cube at 

me. 

“The big deal is that Louis was living with Anne’s family.” 

“Who’s Anne?” I asked, partially immersing myself into the conversation. 

“Anne? The minister’s daughter?” Mal looked incredulous. I reminded myself how heterosexual 

sex actually looked. A girl looking disinterested as a teenaged boy flopped around on top of her like a 

trout until one of them might orgasm. It all seemed very slippery and unappealing. 

“Oh, yeah, she’s alright I guess.” I said feigning interest. 

“She doesn’t even go here.” Josh said, exasperatedly shooting me down, again. I knew that he 

was on a personal crusade to out me because he hated it when I pretended too hard to be straight. 

Especially when he thought that my pretending to be straight was a ridiculous imitation. 

“Anyway, he’s being billeted by her family because he has to train with the Titans.” Mal had 

informed me previously that the Titans were a WHL hockey team. In my mind I had always assumed that 

the W in WHL was for Women’s, but now more of this was making sense. 

“Shitty, so he fucked himself out of a place to live?” 

“Probably.” 

After catching up with all the good gossip at lunch, I furiously copied the physics homework, 

being sure to diligently make a few mistakes so as not to tip my hand. Content in the knowledge that I 

was still a solid B student on homework, I finished the day on a high note. 

 



When school finished, I got a ride to Josh’s house with Oliver. He pulled up to the curb in his car. 

Portsmouth wasn’t really that big, so we couldwalk, but Josh was impatient. I didn’t argue. Any time 

spent near Oliver was okay with me. 

“Hey douche, I said am I dropping you at home?” 

He was really very charming. 

“No, I’m coming over.” Josh was checking his phone, and from where I sat in the back seat, I 

positioned myself so I could look over at Oliver, without him thinking I was staring at him. 

“Cool.” He said absently and while I assumed that it was more an automatic response than 

anything, I felt that going from a douche to cool was the smallest of victories. 

Josh and his brother began to fight over the radio, something that made me nervous as a 

passenger. I took the opportunity to check my phone, hoping that we weren’t in any accidents. 

Mom had called 3 times, and left two voicemails. I hadn’t mentioned that I would be going to 

Josh’s place for at least part of the night but since I didn’t want to find out what she was on about I 

decided to listen to the voicemails later. They might spoil my fun. 

We pulled into the Wesbrooke’s driveway. 

“Thanks for the ride.” I said, with a half smirk as I pulled myself out of the passenger side. Oliver 

flipped me a V with his fingers, which my brain properly interpreted as a rude Briticism and not a 

friendly peace sign. 

Josh and I decided to hang out at his place tonight but since we weren’t from an upper tier of 

the social ladder, we didn’t really have many other options. We’d probably watch movies and play Xbox. 

We raided the pantry for junk food and settled in for a marathon of sloth, gluttony and wrath. 

“You still suck at this game.” Josh said as his onscreen avatar immolated mine with a 

flamethrower. 

“I can barely spawn before you kill me… That time I don’t think I even got a shot off.” 

“No, you didn’t.” He said with a shit-eating grin. 

“Can’t we play cooperative or team up against someone online?” 



“Pussy.” 

While I was no slouch at videogames, I had more refined tastes. I preferred strategy games to 

this rather one-sided gunfight. 

I heard the front door open and a rattle of keys hitting the kitchen counter. 

“MUM! Have you seen my jeans?” Oliver wasted no time shouting to his mother from the top of 

the stairs. 

“Good to see you honey! How was school?” 

She handled his teenaged insolence with casual disregard, and a healthy dose of condescension. 

“Fine mum, fine. Have you seen my jeans?” He said, heading downstairs. 

Josh didn’t catch me staring this time. He just assumed that my avatar was intentionally running 

into a wall on screen. He ventilated my character and I came back to the reality on screen. 

The losing battle only held our attention so long, I suggested we watch a movie. With a sigh, he 

agreed telling me to put it in. 

“Fuck you!” 

“Fuck you too.” He said indifferently. I got off the bed, perusing the collection on his shelf. 

“Bond?” 

“Sure.” 

“Dr. No?” 

“No. Do a newer one.” 

“Goldeneye?” 

“Casino Royale.” 

“Daniel Craig, you have good taste.” 

“Better than you… So you got a hard on for that hockey player?” 



“Who?” I nearly dropped the DVD in surprise putting up the weakest of defense. 

“Louis Oakie.” 

“Oakes.” I corrected. 

“Yeah, that one.” He was smiling wickedly at me clearly pleased with his cunning. 

I exhaled feeling foolish about tipping my hand. 

“Dude, it’s not a big deal. You know I’m cool with it.” 

“I know, I just…” I don’t like talking about how I’m feeling, especially since I was conditioned not 

to. “Yeah.” I confessed, sheepishly avoiding Josh’s gaze. 

“There was that so hard?” 

When I did look at him, his blue eyes were staring back at me. It was a weirdly earnest look that 

probably didn’t happen between two guys very often. I seized upon it and looking into Josh’s eyes I 

found courage. 

“Yeah… I think he’s cute… No fuck that, he’s hot. I would let him do ungodly things to me and 

once he had, it would be my turn and I’d get…” 

“…Overly descriptive?” Josh lobbed a pillow at me lazily. 

“What like I didn’t have to hear about all the awful things you say about girls?” 

“Like who?” 

“Jessica.” 

“Jessica? I said she had a nice set of tits.” 

I made a face. “Exactly… Disgusting.” I mocked. 

I threw the pillow back at him. 

“I’m going to get a root beer to wash this sour taste out of my mouth.” 



“Get me a Sprite!” Josh shouted back, I took a page out of Oliver’s book and flashed a rude and 

more Canadian gesture back. 

Down the hall, I passed Oliver’s room. Pausing I listened to the loud music coming through the 

door. Tentatively, I leaned slightly closer as though I was trying to listen in, but really I just imagined 

myself on the other side of the door. I shut my eyes. 

“It’s Green Day.” Oliver said standing in front of me clearly amused. He had just gotten out of 

the shower and was still glistening slightly with minute beads of water. He held his towel at his waist and 

a bundle of dirty clothes with the other. 

My shame reflex overrode the desire to ogle and I looked away vacating the entrance to his 

room. 

“Oh, yeah, I thought so. They’re rad.” I said with mounting mortification. Rad wasn’t 

the worst thing I could’ve said, but it was close. 

“You like Dookie?” He said, and for a moment I thought his roguish nature was trying to get a 

rise out of me. He was, but not in the way British people meant it. 

“Errr. Yeah. Love it.” I played along, hoping that that was the right answer regardless of what we 

were talking about. 

“Liar.” He said heaving his door open and throwing his clothes on the ground. I didn’t exactly 

look at the black boxer-briefs that unfurled on his floor, but they were there so in an attempt to look 

casual my eyes grazed them once or twice. 

“Here.” He handed me a CD with rather chaotic cover art. “You’re too young to know what good 

music is, so take a listen.” He was right, I vaguely knew of Green Day, but for the life of me couldn’t 

name any of their songs. 

“I’m too young?” I said, regaining my conversational footing. “You’re not even a year older than 

me.” 

“Yeah, but I’m a fag so I have an innate understanding of the finer things.” He said with a cocky 

smile and a tap of the album case. I swallowed nervously. I knew that he was gay. He knew that I knew, 

but I don’t know that we’d ever acknowledged that fact. At least, we hadn’t when he was standing 



shirtless half a metre in front of me. It was close enough that I could almost feel his breath on me. I 

didn’t know how to proceed. 

“Sorry, you probably still aren’t super keen on that. Anyway, enjoy the album, just get it back to 

Josh without scratching it.” The hurt in his voice was hard to miss and heartbreaking. I tried to reassure 

him but I couldn’t talk. 

“Sure.” I said, crushed. The door shut behind him and I knew that only stalkers lingered this long 

outside a person’s room. 

I walked down to the pantry, casually waving to as I passed Mr. and Mrs. Wesbrooke as they 

played a game of cribbage in the kitchen. 

“Oh Charlie your mother rang, she wanted you to ring her back.” 

“Okay, thanks.” I said, still feeling a little dazed from the conversation upstairs. I helped myself 

to a couple of cans of pop. 

Back upstairs, Oliver’s door was still shut and I resolutely walked by it, not stopping until I got to 

Josh’s door. I sighed, heavily letting the frustrations of the missed opportunity a few moments ago off 

my chest. I made myself as calm as I could. Just to be sure Josh wouldn’t notice anything was amiss, I 

looked down at the two cans, vigorously shook the one that I didn’t want, and entered the room. 

 


