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Introduction
See You Next Tuesday was born from a desire to place young female sexuality 
centre stage, unapologetic and realistic. I have always hated the representation of 
‘virginity’ and ‘coming of age’ being focussed around the first, often ‘only’, often 
painful or upsetting sexual experience that a young woman has. This was never 
true for myself — though I no longer identify as a woman, I did during high-
school — and it isn’t true for many young people. I wanted to talk about and 
celebrate the intimacy, the self confidence, the growth that sexual and romantic 
relationships can give young people, and also how much stuff teenagers are 
dealing with today. I was also enticed by the desire to create theatre for young 
adults. It’s such a successful genre when it comes to novels and television, but we 
don’t see it as much in theatre. I wanted to make something realistic enough for 
highschoolers to connect with, but written with the knowledge and reflection 
that has come from growing older and looking back.

This play wouldn’t be the same without Will O’Mahony’s mentorship and 
provocation during its first life as a thirty minute play reading, supported by 
Australian Theatre for Young People and Barking Gecko. I first started writing 
a solo storytelling show, but the piece really unlocked itself when I handed 
Evie’s story over to three performers instead of one. The cacophonic effect and 
the absolutely overwhelming amount of thoughts and feelings that a multi-
performer approach to character allowed spoke so well to my memories of 
teenagehood, and even to how I feel living inside my own head today. Alexa 
Taylor — the director of the first public performance of this work — was also 
instrumental in this play’s creation. Her kind, rigorous guidance throughout 
the script development process was a guiding light; so too was the generosity 
and bravery of Ramiah Alcanta, Tess Metcalf and Caitlin McFeat, our first cast 
of Evies. They dove headfirst into the process and gave the words I’d written 
such life and such tenderness. I’m very lucky to have had such a stellar team of 
creatives on board this process with me, and this play text as it exists now is due 
to a lot of generosity and patience from a lot of people. 

The first production of See You Next Tuesday was written and performed on 
Whadjuk Noongar boodja, an honour I don’t take lightly. It was awarded 
Best New Writing by The Blue Room Theatre, as well as Best Independent 
Production and Best New Work by the Performing Arts WA Awards. 

Sam Nerida
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Foreword
When I first met Sam Nerida, they were a fresh-faced performance making 
student at WAAPA whose vintage op-shop clothes I would admire when we 
crossed paths at The Blue Room Theatre. Five years later, I know them to be a 
fierce, intelligent playwright and maker whose work I feel privileged to have 
had the opportunity to direct. Their plays are engaging, accessible, and move 
masterfully between humour and heartbreak. They are also, more subtly beneath 
the surface, driven by carefully considered politics and passionate conviction. 
The first conversation we had about the play (at that time more alliteratively but 
not quite so wittily called Wednesday Next Week) was about the need for theatre 
that spoke to the teenage experience — particularly that of teenage women — 
from a place of understanding rather than condescension. With its form of three 
actors simultaneously voicing the lead character — each Evie having their own 
distinct character and flavour while also being a part of a cohesive whole —  See 
You Next Tuesday does this beautifully. While there are countless plays which 
also take the audience on a journey with a young protagonist and offer insight 
and empathy along the way, I have yet to encounter one so adept at evoking the 
experience of being a teenager — the chaos, the confusion, the excitement, the 
heartbreak, the impulse to respond in two or five or ten different ways at any 
given moment.

Someone reminded me recently that I’d likened the experience of directing See 
You Next Tuesday to being the conductor of a symphony. This has a nod to the 
literal; the aural experience of the work feels just as important as the text itself 
— the rise and fall of voices, the chaos and sometimes-competition, the swell 
and exchange of words. Moments of unison, moments of silence, moments 
where one voice takes the foreground while others fall away to listen. But it 
also has a nod to the crafting of the work; the complexity of these voices sits 
beautifully with the complexity of the play’s politics. I remember Sam talking 
about their desire to write about young female sexuality from a place of power; 
as sex being something a young woman actively does, as opposed to something 
that happens to them. See You Next Tuesday finds this in a way that is bold 
and outrageous and fun, while still acknowledging danger — showing the 
complexity of finding and navigating agency in spite of that. It reminds me that 
the journeys we begin as teenagers — of exploration, uncertainty, joy, confusion, 
discovery — are not a passage that we go through, but the beginning of a 
lifelong process of untangling. I hope very much that you enjoy reading — and 
untangling — the play as much as I enjoyed seeing it unfold. 

Dr Alexa Taylor
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Notes
The dialogue in this piece is intended to overlap. Sometimes the text is a new 
thought, sometimes it’s a follow on thought, and sometimes it’s a response to the 
other performer’s ideas. It shifts and changes.

The position on the page that the line starts is a rough indication of where in the 
other person’s speech the line should begin. There is a lot of room for directorial 
discretion here.

If something is in bold, it’s intended to be spoken in unison. If you’d like to find 
more or fewer parts for unison, that’s okay.

If someone is speaking dialogue aloud to another person, you’ll find a “ at the 
beginning of the line. You’ll know who’s saying what.
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See You Next Tuesday

TUESDAY 1

We see three young women. They are all our protagonist, EVIE. They’re 
getting dressed, preparing to sneak out of their house.

EVIE 1 EVIE 2 EVIE 3

It’s Tuesday night. It’s Tuesday night. It’s Tuesday night.

Mum’s on her way out. As usual.

She’s said goodbye 3 
times.

Also as usual.

First she forgot her 
swipe card

Then her dinner

Then the keys

Always the keys

“Love you darl

“Take care of Nicky

“Don’t let him eat that 
chocolate

“I’ll be back to take you 
to school

“Where’s the bloody — 
oh there it is

“Get to bed soon okay?

“Finish your homework
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“Sleep tight

“Sweet dreams 
“Love you

Bye Mum Bye Mum Bye Mum

Finally

I know Nicky’s 
downstairs in his room 
playing on his Nintendo 
Switch, and I know 
that’s where he’ll stay 
for the rest of the night. 
That tiny box is the 
best thing that’s ever 
happened to me. Now, 
when Mum works the 
night shift, Nick just 
amuses himself. He’s 
stopped asking me if 
I want to come and 
watch him play too, as if 
I want to play with that 
stupid kids toy, gross. 
Sometimes he even gets 
so tired that he doesn’t 
have trouble sleeping. 
It’s a dream.

I want that when I’m 
older. The way he looks 
at her and the way she 
grabs his ass it’s … I 
dunno.

She’s such a mess. Total 
hurricane.

Shane said to meet him 
at ten but it’s already 
9:30 cause Mum left 
way later than usual. 
He doesn’t live far but I 
don’t like it when I have 
to rush before seeing a 
guy. While I get dressed 
I stare at my bedroom 
wall and try to see into 
the neighbours house. 
They usually go to bed 
and have sex around ten 
o’clock. The neighbours 
are so beautiful. The 
first time I saw them 
fuck it was an accident 
but I couldn’t look away. 
She’s tall and thick and 
he’s all toned and when 
they have sex they touch 
each other like it’s life or 
death. It’s so hot.

I need to hustle.

Ugh. All my nice 
underwear is dirty.

[At the wall] C’mon, 
c’mon, c’mon.

It’s way better than any 
porn I’ve found.
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I hope I never meet 
them.

We’ve never met. It’d 
make it weird if I knew 
them.

I stare and stare but all 
I can see is my wall.

I like watching them 
before I go out but all I 
can see is my wall.

Fuck it. All I can see is 
my wall.

If I could have any 
superpower in the 
world it would be 
flying, no question.

That would be sick.

Imagine being able 
to climb out of your 
bedroom window and 
instead of hitting the 
grass and the doublegees 
below you kept going up 
and up and then you’re 
on your way.

Ugh, I wish. Instead I 
just have this useless 
thing where I can see 
through stuff.

Better than x-ray 
vision.

Not like in a cool 
X-men way though.

The outside of stuff 
goes see through 
sometimes.

The outside of stuff 
goes see through 
sometimes.

The outside of stuff 
goes see through 
sometimes.

I tried it on the bus the 
other day

I can’t control it 
properly yet, which is 
super annoying.
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I stared at the people in 
the seats across from me 
and I tried to make their 
clothes go see through.

Like, just to see if I could 
do it, nothing weird.

May as well.

I’m getting better all the 
time. I used to think 
it was a disease. I was 
worried that everything 
was going to fade 
away. I thought I was 
going blind for a while. 
Everything comes back, 
though. Everthing goes 
solid again. Maybe it’s 
not a disease. Should I 
call it a talent?

I mean, come 
on. So uncool. 
Congratulations Evie, 
you have the most 
useless superpower in 
the world. You can see 
through indoor plants, 
the walls of peoples 
houses, your mum’s 
handbag. Congratu-
fucking-lations.

I’m stuck with this 
weird shit.

As if I don’t have 
enough going on.

I stared at them the 
whole ride.

and like I was really 
trying but it didn’t work 
at all.

I think they thought 
I was one of those 
Transperth weirdos

One guy stared back at 
me the whole time til I 
got off.

Gross

But I was thinking 
like, if I knew someone 
could see through my 
clothes like, how would 
I feel?
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Like oh my god what 
would they even see

I mean, lucky them, 
right?

Imagine if they could 
see my stomach

Get a look at this ass

Or like those weird 
pimples on my back

My shitty bra?

My boobs?

My belly?

Pause. 

I’m better at it when 
I’m drunk which I 
think is super weird

Once at school I could 
see through everyone’s 
uniforms so at lunch I 
had to fake sick and go 
home. I tried not to look 
but it was impossible.

So many scars and 
stretch marks and ugly 
g-strings. We had PE and I 

couldn’t stop looking at 
Rashida. She’s so curvy 
and her skin looks so 
soft.

and her hair makes her 
eyes look really shiny 
and deep
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and her bra was this 
really cute blue colour

But she didn’t know I 
could see her so that’s 
not cool

Super not cool

so I faked sick and went 
home.

Yeah, and plus, she's a 
girl.

Pause.

So? Yeah?

So like.

What? What?

Um. Nothing. I don’t 
know.

Pause.

Anyway. Climing 
out of my window 
is my favourite part 
of sneaking out. 
Sometimes it’s even 
better than the sex.

Fucking hate prickles, 
hey.

Grim.

EVIE starts powerwalking, but trying to keep it cool.

Shane hates it when I 
make him wait and



17 Sam Nerida

The air feels thick and 
humid. It’s comforting 
I think. Like being in a 
warm blanket.

I’m halfway there and 
my phone lights up. 
Shane.

plus, I haven’t had sex 
in ages. The weather 
has been warmer lately 
though, and all the 
casual powerwalking 
is making me start to 
sweat. You know how 
as soon as you start to 
sweat the first thing 
to get all weird is your 
undies? Like, you know 
that little sweaty patch 
in the middle of the 
crotch bit? I hate that.

This shit will be so 
much easier once I have 
my licence.

Somethin came up,

Gotta bail

I’ll make it up to u next 
time dw,

see u soon …

Wow. I hate that. Wow. What a fucking 
prick. I turned down 
two other guys to go 
see him.

WOW.

Two whole other guys! Shane can eat a dick.

Aw man, his beard and 
his sheets smell like 
weed and expensive 
man cologne.
Perfect, right?

Shane and I had the 
best deal: we get a bit 
high, we have some sex, 
we don’t stay the night. 
It’s perfect, right?

Was perfect. What a 
prick.

Maybe he’s feeling sick 
or something.
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I can’t believe he bailed 
on me. Ten minutes 
before we were meant 
to meet up. It’s just … 
it’s bad manners.

What if I’d been early?

He’s such a fuckboy.

He probably got high 
and jerked off and 
can’t be fucked staying 
awake any more.

Or he got a better offer.

He wouldn’t do that.

He so would.

But he’s so cute.

and he smells so good.

Hey, shut up.
He’s officially dead to 
me.

I walk down past the 
servo with the cheap 
sausage rolls

There’s a really cute girl 
who works there on 
Sundays

and all of a sudden I’m 
standing on the edge 
of the park near my 
house.

The houses of my suburb 
and then the trees 
nearby pop in and out of 
being visible. The bark is 
gone, and I can see the 
sap running through.
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It’s dark and exciting.

It kinda looks like 
blood.

Oh my god.

It’s such a pity about 
Shane. We had such a 
good thing going and 
now I have to cut him 
off. I have a very strict 

policy about being 
cancelled on.

I’m already too close 
when I notice him.

The guy.

A quiet figure leaning 
back on a bench, arm 
casually resting on the 
seat. I’ve been so loud 
approaching that he 
must have heard me, no 
way he didn’t
He looks my way. 
“Hey.

Is this how I die? 
I can’t move.

Fuck.

Jesusfuckingchrist.

Jesus. Fucking. Christ.

“You don’t look like a 
Buck.

What the fuck is a 
buck?

I’m so scared.

“Hey, are you okay?

I don’t breathe. Time 
unravels.

“Hello?

Pause.
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… He looks like fun.

I’m a hell smart 
person, alright? I’m not 
bragging, it’s just true. 
I know things, heaps of 
things.

I know that men are 
dangerous. I know that 
a woman dies every 
week cause of some 
guy she knows. I know 
that being in parks at 
night is stupid. I know 
that girls die in parks 
and at beaches and on 
footpaths and in their 
houses.

I know how to give 
great head. I know how 
to find the equation 
of a tangent. I know 
where to find the best 
op shops. I know how 
to scull a beer.

I know pineapple juice 
makes your cum taste 
great.

I know how to make 
myself squirt.
I know that somethig 
big is about to happen.

I know, I know, I know. I know, I know, I know. I know, I know, I know.

But this guy sounds 
young —

and harmless … and hell cute.

This is such a bad idea 
oh my gosh oh my god

Hey, I deserve this. I 
hate being bailed on.

I’m trying to think 
of the most badass 
opening line like … like 
… umm.

“Hey, how’s your night?

Ah, a classic.

That’s enough, I’m 
getting out of here.

WHAT? We’re going over there.

Walking over to him 
makes me feel like the 
coolest person in the 
world.
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Oh my god I feel like 
Tomb Raider.

Tomb Raider isn’t cool.

He’s watching me.

Whatever.

Whatever. I’m not 
phased. It’s all g. He’s 
just some guy. I’m just a 
cool gal.

I’m just a cool gal who 
hangs out in parks at 
night.

No dramas. No dramas.

“What’s your name?

“My name’s Ash

“Nice. Like in 
Pokemon. Gotta catch-
em all!

EVIE sighs. Pause.

Ooft. Ugh. Wow.
He doesn’t think it’s 
funny.

Neither did I when I 
said it.

"Sorry.

My fingers are curled 
into fists and my knees 
are locked up and my 
arms are covered in 
goosebumps.

I’m starting to relax.
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I sit down.

I can't figure out how to 
hold myself. Like, do I 
cross my legs or just put 
my feet on the ground? 
My thighs look crappy 
when they spread out 
but I think I'll look 
super uptight if I cross 
my legs ugh.

He’s so calm. Look at 
that arm on the bench. 
So laid back.
I bet he knows how to 
drive manual.

“So … do you … come 
here often?

Jesus.

“Kind of. I’m waiting 
for someone

“In a park at midnight?

“A guy from an app

“Oh. Oh. Oh.

We chat for a while.
The guy he’s waiting for 
calls himself Buck.

Defs not his real name.

I tell him I’m Evie.

He asks me where my 
Adam is.

“He cancelled on me. 
So I went for a walk.

“He cancelled on me “He cancelled on me
Prick.

“That’s Adam’s loss

“Is that right?

Ooooooooooh. Oh my goooood did 
you hear that? He’s so 
smooth I am dying.
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Chill out.

We try to guess Buck’s 
real name. 
Kevin.

Bartholemew.

Steve.

Dimitri.

Fred.

It’s chill now.

We’re chill. We’re chill.

I stare at his cute, 
square face. I wonder 
where Buck is.

I learn the following 
things.

Ash is 19.

Ash is studying 
architecture

Ash’s little sister goes to 
my school

Ash is from Mandurah

and Ash is so fucking 
cute.

I’ve totally stopped 
listening to him, he’s 
saying something 
about gentrification or 
something but I don’t 
care cause look at his 
lips.

I can’t stop staring 
at his pink lips, they 
look so soft, I’ve been 
leaning closer and 
closer to him, he’s 
radiating warmth.

“What time was Buck 
meant to meet you?”
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"I don't think he's 
coming, Evie.”

I want him to say my 
name a million times 
more.

Oh my god, mate, 
my name sounded so 
good coming out of his 
mouth.

His eyes are dark.

What do I do? What do I do?

I kiss him.

OH MY GOD NO 
WAY.

WHAT?

I kiss him.

FUCK.

I’m so confused. This 
is so confusing. Wasn’t 
he waiting for a guy? 
This is stupid. It’s pitch 
black. This is probably 
illegal, oh my god we’re 
breaking the law.

Oh my god.
He’s kissing me back.

He kisses me back and 
puts his hands on me. 
His lips are as soft as 
they looked and his 
thumbs are pressing 
into the front of my 
shoulders. One hand 
scoops behind my neck 
and up into my hair.

Holy shit, we’re in a 
park.

Holy shit, we’re in a 
park.

I pull his mouth down 
to my neck and he 
grazes my jaw with his 
teeth.

Now he’s standing up 
and pulling me with 
him.

Oh my god. Fuck yesssssssss.

He carries me over to 
one of the big trees.
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He can pick me up, oh 
my gosh no way, that’s 
so hot.

I can still see the sap.

He keeps his clothes 
on, all of them, and 
so do I. I didn’t know 
that I liked that but 
I’m definitely into it. 
Can confirm. Clothes 
on, super hot. Kind of 
uncomfortable but still, 
I’m definitely going to 
keep this in mind for —

I hold on tight while 
he fucks me, and god 
it’s good. This is not 
his first rodeo, no sir. 
I bury my nose in his 
scratchy neck and as 
I draw back to look at 
his beautiful face again, 
maybe kiss his full lips I 
realise —

He leans his full weight 
against me, covering 
my body with his. My 
hair tangles in the bark. 
Everything smells like 
danger and spit.

Holy fuck.

I can see straight 
through him.

I can see straight 
through him.

I can see straight 
through him.

The EVIES make a noise of both horror and pleasure.

I can’t even care. This is 
so good. I wonder how 
many people he’s had 
sex with. I wonder if he 
thinks I’m good too.

He doesn’t know, I can 
see his blood and his 
teeth, his skull, gross, 
I don’t want to look 
down.

Fuck’s sake, man. Why 
now? It’s not fair!

I can feel my hair 
pulling in the bark but 
I kind of like it. He’s so 
warm. He’s so good. 
He’s so cute. I hope I 
can have this again.

This boy keeps fucking 
me, growling in my ear. 
He has no idea he’s a 
weird shiny gap.

Why didn’t he stop 
when I made that 
noise? Not cool.

You know what the 
weirdest part is? I really
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want to like… to stick 
something inside him, 
y’know? Cause I feel 
like if it was me, if I was 
invisible, you’d be able 
to see him. Fucking me, 
I mean, you could see 
his cock inside me. I just 
want to see some object, 
like a finger, or a cock I 
don’t have, something 
through his skin. Like, 
proof I could do that 
too. Move someone. Be 
inside them.

[EVIE makes the noise.]

Then he moves again 
and grabs my neck and 
makes this strange little 
noise and he cums.

[EVIE makes the noise.]

Shudders like he’s dying 
and it’s blood instead.

What an idiot.

I imagine my teeth 
have peeled away his 
see through skin and 
he’s bleeding out.

His body sags, legs kind 
of weak now.

Are you fucking 
serious? He never asked 
if I was on the pill.

I am on the pill, 
obviously. I wanted the 
little bar in my arm but 
Mum said I was too 
young for that and I 
couldn’t argue with her 
cause she thinks I’m only 
on the pill so I can like, 
know when my period is 
gonna be and stuff.

What if I hadn’t been 
on the pill?
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I hell want an IUD but 
I’ve heard it really hurts 
when they put it in.

Plus, Sarah at school 
got the arm thing and it 
made her skin go weird 
and she got like super 
depressed for ages.

Which totally sucks. Boys are useless.

I can’t believe I let 
him do it in the first 
place. What if he has 
gonorrhea or chlamydia 
or something?

I didn’t exactly stop him.

Where was this attitude 
half an hour ago?

You can fix chlamydia 
with like one tablet 
anyway.

That’s so not the point.

What is the point then?

STIs are like, super 
treatable these days

That doesn’t mean I 
want one!

I’ll go get tested then, 
it’ll be fine

Ohmygod no those 
clinics are so awkward

They’re important.

I bet it’s heaps expensive.

Someone told me it was 
free.
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I’m not going there.

Enjoy the syphilis

I DON’T HAVE 
SYPHILIS

I don’t have syphilis. 
Focus on Ash.
He’s still invisible and 
he looks like fucking 
Frankenstein.

All teeth and blood and 
… whatever noses are 
made out of.

I’ve got my breath 
back now, but I’m still 
pinned against the tree.

He moves away from 
me, smoothes my hair 
behind my ear. So 
romantic. And snap, 
like that, he’s back. Just 
a cool boy in a park.

"I enjoyed that”

“I bet you did”

He’s looking at me like 
I’m exactly the girl I 
want to be. No one at 
school’s ever looked at 
me like that. Shane’s 
never looked at me like 
that.

Shane’s never fucked me 
against a tree, either.

No one's ever looked at 
me like I'm cool. Except 
Nick, maybe. But he 
doesn't count.

He’d be too chicken.
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Shit, Nicky. This lasted 
longer than usual. I’m 
normally back from 
Shane’s or whoever’s in 
an hour.

Yeah, I’m gonna head.

“I gotta go”

"Got somewhere to be?”

“Don’t you?”

MATE, how cool was 
that? How cool was that 
response?

Oh my god like savage 
but also amazing.

I've got this.

I want to see him again.

I hope he adds me on 
insta.

I hope he wants to see 
me again too.

He’s totally gonna want 
some more of this.

What if he doesn’t 
though?

Maybe he’ll ask for my 
number.

What if he’s like, got 
what he wanted and 
never speaks to me 
again?

“Same time next week?”

Oooooooooooooooooh
Oh my god I did not 
just ask him out.

Did I just ask him out?
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My heart’s beating faster 
than when we kissed.

What if he says no?

I wonder what we’ll do 
next time.

What if he thinks I’m 
pathetic?

This boy thinks I’m 
amazing.

What if he —

“Sure. Same time next 
week”

“Easy. I’m going home.”

I don't have his phone 
number or last name 
or —

I should get his 
instagram before I —

I’m going.

The only good part of 
walking away is that I 
can feel his eyes on my 
butt.

How am I going to 
message him to check 
if we’re still on for next 
week?

Can’t believe he didn’t 
ask if I was on the pill.

This is madness.

Same time next week. Same time next week. Same time next week.
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TUESDAY 2

EVIE is in the park.

I don’t date. I don’t date. I don’t date.

Period.

I mean, I’ve been on a 
couple. Standard stuff I 
think. Mostly movies.
A boy took me to 
Zambrero once. Mum 
is hell not keen on the 
idea.

All the dates I’ve ever 
been on were super 
average.
I read somewhere that 
dating doesn’t even 
count ‘til you’re 18 
anyway.

What’s the point?

Plus, most of the 
guys I know are total 
douchebags.

But yeah so like it’s no 
big deal but I’ve been 
thinking a bit about 
what it’ll be like to see 
Ash again.

Sex is different to 
dating, sex is just 
messing around and it 
takes like way less time 
than a date. I don’t want 
to like, owe anybody 
anything.

The best times 
have been when it’s 
someone’s older brother 
or like a rando I met at 
a party.

Not like, date him. 
Cause I don't date. Just 
how it'll be when I see 
him again, and we chat 
a bit more.
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I can tell Ash sees 
things the same way.

I guess dating him 
wouldn’t be so bad.

Even better if they don’t 
know anyone I know.

You can just tell with 
people, y’know? He 
gets it.

I’ve been thinking 
about him for the whole 
week.

Like, wondering if he 
has a really cool share 
house we’d hang out in?

I wonder if other 
people pick up in parks.

Maybe he’s hell into 
hiking.

I wonder if he has a car. I bet he goes to heaps of 
gigs and he could show 
me all the cool Perth 
bands I don’t know 
about yet.

Or like...at the beach.
Imagine having sex on 
the beach as the sun is 
rising.

I’m going totally crazy. We didn’t even 
exchange numbers. 
How cool and 
mysterious is that?

And —

Wait.

I tried to find him on 
instagram but it was 
a bit half assed. He’s 
probably one of those 
people with really 
obscure handles and 
barely any followers and 
he doesn’t even care 
that’s how chill he is.

I keep getting horny in 
class out of nowhere.

I think I’m aroused by 
the smell of sap. Gross.

Hold up. 

Hey.

He’s just some guy.

True.
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Soz.

Shane hit me up 
yesterday and I’ve never 
said ‘soz’ faster in my 
life.

Soz.

So good.

I think this time is 
different cause I actually 
like, saw inside him? Ash is just some guy.

Like, his blood, and 
everything?

I know that was just for 
me though, he didn’t 
see my guts, so it’s 
probably not mutual. 
He probably hasn’t 
thought about me at all.

He probably hasn’t 
thought about me 
much.

I bet he’s been thinking 
about that night.

Maybe a few times, one 
or two.

Sarah G at school said 
she slept with a guy at 
Chris’s party last month 
and then she ran into 
him at Hoyts and he 
didn’t even recognise 
her.

Not everyone has had 
sex in a park.

He’s probably thought 
about me, but he didn’t 
get a squiz at my blood 
while he was balls deep.

… She waved and 
everything.

So there’s a difference. I kind of think she’s 
exaggerating or it wasn’t 
the same guy but they 
were both pretty drunk 
so maybe it’s possible.

Plus, I’m really good in 
bed.

You’d think you 
remember the people 
you cum in. Right?

I would be so pissed off 
if that happened to me.
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Maybe not. I’d like, smack him for 
sure.

I would.

I just … I don’t want to 
… to show up … and 
have him not show up.

That would be so 
pathetic.

No way.

Like, I can really 
imagine exactly what 
that’d feel like and I’m 
just not about it.

I’m so not about that. Not gonna happen.

Can you imagine? 
Like, how long would 
I wait there? When 
do you give up? What 
if someone else came 
along and killed me?

I don’t want to have to 
deal with any of that 
until I’m 18. Cause 
like, six more months, 
then I’m 18, and then 
I’ll graduate and get 
everything sorted and 
move out, for sure. I 
don’t care what Mum 
or anyone at school 
says, I know that I’m 
going to totally thrive 
after high school. 
You know how some 
people peak in like, 
year 11 or 12 when 
they’re like, dux of 
things, and really 
pretty? Well I’m going 
to go to uni and just 
keep getting better and 
better and better. But 
that’s a while away.

And anyway, I don’t 
really know anyone 
hotter or cooler and 
I don’t know where 
I’d meet them cause 
everyone at my school 
sucks and everyone 
who goes to parties 
with people from my 
school sucks too.
Maybe at the beach.
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I just don’t want Mum 
and Nick razzing me 
about why I’m sad or 
whatever.

It’s going to be so good.
Mum gets so annoying 
when she thinks there’s 
something wrong with 
me.

Not that I’d care that 
much.

Clear skin and 
my licence and 
indoor plants and a 
sharehouse …

“Where’s that smile of 
yours, Evie? 
“Pain is just an attitude”

Like I thought about not 
going because that way 
I could just decide for 
sure that he turned up 
and waited for me and 
sex is just so whatever 
but … I mean …

I obviously wasn’t going 
to not go. Like, I was 
obviously going to go. 
I’d die if I never knew 
whether he turned up 
or not. Like, I’d just die.

“Talking is the best 
medicine, right after 
laughter
“Sadness inside gives 
you ulcers
As if I’m going to talk 
to an old person about 
any of this stuff.

… maybe it’d be cool to 
see him again.

Pause.

I didn’t want to be late 
so I left extra early so 
I could make sure I 
was here on time and 
that I didn’t have to 
powerwalk and get any 
of that weird crotch 
sweat I was talking 
about.

It’s not even 10 yet. I’m 
early. So pathetic.

I’ve nailed my look 
tonight.

I have a special outfit 
for these trips. It makes 
my butt look great.

At least I don’t have 
that weird sweat patch 
this time.
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I waited for Nicky to 
stop nagging me to play 
with him, got cute, left 
the house, came to the 
park and now I’m here.

Nick is so clingy. I 
thought boys were 
meant to think their 
older sisters were 
annoying. I wish 
Nick thought I was 
annoying. Maybe he’d 
leave me alone.

He doesn’t get that I’m 
like, way too old to be 
spending my nights 
making cardboard box 
forts and playing board 
games. Like, I have stuff 
to do.

Is Ash a late kind of 
person or an early kind 
of person? He seems 
way too cool to be an 
early kind of person.

I don’t want to be an 
early person but I 
definitely am an early 
person.

Stuff like this. 
Cool stuff.

Ash still thinks I’m 
cool.

Ash still thinks I’m 
cool.

Whatever.
… I’m 
cool.

Maybe I should hide 
somewhere and wait til 
he gets here and then 
pretend to arrive like 
right after him.

That is not a good idea.

I’m doing it. Is this a good idea?

Oh my god I’m being 
such a psycho.

Is it?

No.

Pause.
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Whatever.

I’m gonna go.

I’m gonna hide.

There’s a spot a little 
walk away, kind of 
around a bend near the 
water. He won’t see me 
in the dark.

The lights are all like 
half broken. Cheers, 
City of Stirling.

Such a psycho.

Waiting is agony. I can’t 
stay focussed. 
He’s not going to come.

I wish he’d hurry up.

Do I look okay? 

I shouldn’t have come. My lips feel dry.

This better not be 
another Shane fiasco.

Focus.

The trees are all see 
through again but 
looking at the sap 
makes me feel sick. I 
wish they’d turn normal 
again.

I’m concentrating really 
hard and I can make 
one of the trees blink in 
and out. In. Out.

I’m getting better with 
the see through stuff. 
Like —

My phone buzzes and 
for a second I’m like 
oh my god he’s texting 
me to tell me he’s not 
coming
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and then I’m like 
wait he doesn’t even 
have my number 
cause of how cool and 
mysterious I was when 
we last met

It’s just Mum

“Hey darl, can you 
check the oven? I’m 
sure I turned it off but 
just want to be sure. 
Love you xx”

She’s such a loose unit

“Oven’s fine Mum, have 
a good shift”

What if the oven’s not 
fine?

She didn’t even cook 
tonight.

She’s never left the oven 
on before.

But what if it’s not?

What am I meant to say? 
Sorry, I’ll check when I 
get home from fucking 
this guy in the park?

Obviously I wouldn’t 
say that but

Sorry, can't check, 
riding dick

Gross

My phone buzzes again
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“Thanks darl. Nicky in 
bed?”

Oh my god Mum leave 
me alone

“Yep, he’s fine too”

She is so over involved

“See you in the 
morning”

She gets really anxious, 
I can’t blame her too 
much. I’m sure I’d be 
really worried too if I 
had to leave my kids so 
much
Not that I want kids, 
but —

… It’s so fucking 
annoying.

Like, I’m seventeen, I’m 
90% an adult, and —

What’s the time?

9:56

Okay. Whoa. Yep. 
He’ll be here soon.

Pause.

9.57

Pause.

9:59

Pause.

10:02
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Fuck. I’m such a 
numpty.

I knew he wasn’t 
coming. Why would 
he? He got what he 
wanted. That night was 
nothing. I’m nothing. 
Fair enough, really. We 
spent 3 hours together, 
so what?

Whatever. I don’t care.

I am still a cool gal. 
He’s just some boy. He’s 
nothing. I don’t even 
care.

He’ll be here.

He sucks.

He's here.

Whoa.

Nice.

I knew he was the 
arrive late type.

The cool ones always 
arrive a bit late.

He’d better use a 
condom this time.

I’ll give it a few minutes 
and then wander up 
and be like Oh, sorry 
mate, I hope you 
weren’t waiting long?

and he’ll be like Nah it’s 
all good, sit down

and I’d better cum too.

and I’ll be like So 
how’ve you been?

and maybe he’ll be like 
‘let’s cut the crap, Evie’
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I deserve to cum!

I’m getting a bit 
worked up.

and then he’ll like, 
pull me onto his lap 
and grab my waist and 
cup my cheek and oh. 
Whoops. I’m getting a 
bit worked up.

I‘m getting a bit 
worked up.

Look at him.

He’s so cute.

Look at him sitting 
over there.

I’m so happy he showed 
up.

He’s waiting for me.

He’s waiting.

I can’t wait to kiss him.

He’s waiting for me.

I feel so cool.
That scratchy little chin. That scratchy little chin.

I don’t move.

? I’m not walking? What?

The trees are all solid 
again.

Like I should really go 
over there.

Am I not going over 
there?

I feel more solid than 
ever.

No way. I have to go 
over there.

Look at his lips like 
c’mon.
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He’s waiting for me.

Exactly. I know.

I don’t move.

Pause.

I sit.

I wait.

He looks at his phone.

He sits.

He waits.

Eventually he leaves

So do I.
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TUESDAY 3

EVIE is getting ready to leave again, similar attire to the first time, on her 
way to sneak out, in a hurry.

It’s been a rough week. It’s been a rough week. It’s been a rough week.

It was free dress day 
yesterday.

Vidya told Tash how 
many people she’d slept
with and then Tash told 
some guy on insta,
fuck knows why, and 
then he screenshotted it
and sent it to Josh, and 
then Josh sent it to
Vidya and called her 
a slut

I saw Mr Pennington’s 
dick

What a nightmare. What a nightmare. What a nightmare.

He didn’t show me or 
anything but his clothes
went see through in 
English and it was just
right there

I hate free dress day. I 
always wear the same
thing.

Like right. There.

Then cause Vidya’s 
account wasn’t private 
all the guys at Josh’s 
school starting sending 
her dick pics
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Like don’t worry I 
definitely look whatever 
in my uniform but then 
when everyone whips 
out their Gorman and 
Kookai and fancy shit
and I just have all this 
weird stuff Mum got me
from the op-shop it’s so 
awkward

She reported them but 
it didn’t do anything.

It wasn’t hard or 
anything thank jesus but 
it was really hairless?

Why wasn’t he wearing 
underwear?

Her account’s defs 
private now

Like even Mrs 
Anderson said ‘didn’t 
you wear
that last year, Evie?’

and why was it hairless?

She said it in front of 
everyone

She hadn’t even slept 
with that many people

and so smooth?

It’s so bogus anyway, 
there’s meant to be all
these rules and no one 
follows them, there’s
so much belly button 
and shoulder showing

I’ve slept with way more.

I think next time I’m 
just going to pretend 
that I forgot.

I’m trying to get to 50 
before I’m 21.

Better not tell Tash that 
though, hey?

His bag was see 
through too and I tried 
to stare at that instead 
of him but then I saw 
he had condoms in 
there and I couldn’t
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Probably less 
embarrassing.

Yikes.

stop imagining his 
dick was one of those 
bananas we had to
use in Health that time

Probably.

I heard them arguing in 
the disabled toilet and 
it was savage.
Tash is such a bitch.

Plus, on top of all of 
that.

Worst week ever.

Oh here we go.

On top of the clothes 
and the dicks and the
bitching

Here we fucking go.

On top of this saggy 
dress and all of Vidya’s
crying and Mr 
Pennington’s weird 
smooth dick

Uh huh

I’m never going to see 
Ash again.

There it is!

Let it go.

I’m so mad. I’m never 
going to see him again.
Was it worth it, Evie? 
Was it? That hour of
power you got walking 
home after ditching
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that boy? That beautiful 
19 year old architect
whose face you can’t 
keep out of your head?

I made the right 
decision.

Ugh. So stupid. Such a 
loser.

It felt good. It felt so 
good.

No.

So satisfying.

Not even a little bit?

Nope.

It was kind of epic.

He’s just some guy.

Watching him walk 
away, checking behind
him as he went, mate.

Pause.

I guess I’ve never felt 
anything like that before.

Top of the world, baby.

I bet he was like 
‘whaaaat?’

I bet he doesn’t get 
blown off very much.
Blown, maybe …

… but not blown off, 
ay?

but not blown off, 
ay?
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Oooft.

Sorry. I’m really scattered at 
the moment.
Such a cliché.

Where’s my damn 
perfume?

I haven’t gotten all of 
my math work right
once since I left the 
park. I’m so good at
maths.

I’m usually really great 
at maths.

Not this week.

Mum noticed 
something was up but I 
told her I was stressed 
about exams

She’s so annoying

and Nick wouldn’t leave 
me alone either

Such a loser. He always comes into 
my room and asks if I
want to play his Switch 
or something. Such a
loser.

The answer’s still no, 
doofus.

Why do kids think 
video games fix
everything?

I’m dealing with real 
world stuff.

When we were younger 
I used to dress him
up when Mum went to 
work
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Nick loved it. So adorable

I have such cute photos 
of him

in all of Mum's clothes

Yeah!

He has this whole thing 
where he can’t get to
sleep

He’s afraid of the dark.

Even though he’s way 
too old for that now

So I used to read to him

He still sleeps with a 
nightlight

Now he has his stupid 
Nintendo

and I have stuff to do

So it all works out

But sometimes he bugs 
me like “Evie, I can’t
sleep”

“Evie come read to me”

“Evie come be in my 
room”

Like, no

Gross

I’m busy

He doesn't know I go 
out
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I want to tell him what 
I’m doing but like

He’d like, totally snitch 
to Mum

He’s pretty good with 
secrets

but he just wouldn’t 
get it

He’s an alright kid, really

instead I turn my light 
off and tell him I’m
asleep

and that it’s really 
important he doesn’t 
wake me up cause I 
need to be rested for 
school

That usually works.

I’ll tell him when he’s 13.

In a couple weeks.

He’ll keep it a secret if I 
tell him it’s teenager
stuff

Probably …

Pause. EVIE examines herself in the mirror.

Shit, it’s almost 11, I 
need to go.

I’m so keen.

I’m about to leave for 
Wei Cheng’s house.
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He has mad ab muscles 
and goes to a different 
school. He’s really tall, 
too.

He’s like, a bit bleh, but 
yknow. We met at a
party a couple of 
months ago I think, 
must have been, that 
was the last time I 
actually bothered going 
to anything.

I have such a good 
feeling about Wei
Cheng’s dick. Do you 
ever get that? Like
sometimes you meet 
someone and you’re
like ‘I bet you have 
such. A good. Dick’

I’m way behind 
schedule.

I’m meant to be meeting 
him like right now.

Nothing like family to 
cockblock you, right?

Nicky was a huge sook 
all night and pestered
me til I let him have 
extra dessert.

I want to go back to a 
time where apple pie
meant that much to me.

Mum’d kill me if she 
knew I’d let him. She
gets hell weird about 
sugar.

Then all the sugar made 
him hyper so that
took ages to calm down.

He finally crashed like 
ten minutes ago

So now I can leave.
I’m hoping it puts Ash 
out of my head for a
bit.

I haven’t slept with Wei 
before so I’m full of
that cool new person 
energy.
You know that feeling?
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It’s like … maybe like 
drinking too much
creaming soda?

It’s like … getting high 
and having gastro at
the same time.

It’s like … when you 
stand up too fast in the
morning and you 
haven’t eaten anything.

Ew. But way less gross than 
that sounded.

Yeah.

It’s the best feeling in 
the world.

Not the sex part. It’s the 
part right before.

The anticipation

A new set of lips

New smell

New everything

Cause I have this hell 
good system

I don’t sleep with the 
same person more than 
five times.

Or, if I do, I make sure 
they’re hell spread out. 
Like a month apart. 
Otherwise they start
getting attached.

Or I start getting 
attached, and I don’t 
have time for that at the 
moment. 
Exams are coming up 
really soon.

Plus, feelings are for 
losers.

Sex only takes half an 
hour or so, max, but
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Dating takes up so 
much time. 

Dating takes up so 
much time.

dating takes up so 
much time.

Plus, all the guys are 
douchey.

Sex isn’t complicated. Sex isn’t complicated. Sex isn’t complicated.

For example, Sandy 
at school was telling 
Luisa how much better 
her boyfriend is now 
than when they started 
dating, and she was like, 
worried he might be 
cheating or something 
cause of it, but Sandy 
doesn’t know what 
she’s talking about. It’s 
obviously cause they’re 
like super in love now, 
but at the start they were 
just like, kinda into it, 
and now cause they’re all 
goopy and stuff it’s like 
on a whole new level.

You’re either good in 
bed or you’re not, it’s
just something you’re 
born with.

Sex is just, like, a series 
of skills you have to 
practice heaps and then 
you’re good at it.
The more you do it the 
better you get.

Like coriander.

Pause.
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What?

You love it or hate it. 
You’re good or you’re
not.

Or maybe he is 
cheating.

The best part about that 
moment before is the
not knowing. Maybe 
they’ll be amazing.

Anyway, like I said, the 
bit I really love is that
electric bit right before 
you touch for the first
time. It’s like, cinematic 
suspense. I sometimes 
imagine there’s a 
camera and a captive 
audience and I really 
make sure I sell it to 
them. Sometimes I even 
like, look at where I 
imagine the camera is 
for some like, really hot 
eye contact stuff.

Even if you’ve 
specifically told 
someone you’re coming 
over to fuck, there’s 
always that couple of 
seconds. If they know 
what they’re doing 
they’ll pause a couple
centimeters from your 
face and just breathe
with you for a moment 
before kissing you. 
Mate. Fuck. It’s better 
than any of the drugs 
I’ve tried so far.

It’s kind of why I like 
guys who are a bit older
too, cause they’re not 
like desperate to get
things happening? Like, 
they know it’ll happen. 
They can take their 
time with it. They’re 
cool.

I’m pretty sure it’s 
better for you too.

I’m meeting Wei Cheng 
on the corner a couple 
of blocks away cause I 
don’t want anyone to 
see anything.

Also, he lives a couple 
of suburbs north and 
fuck walking that far at 
night, hey.
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Shane never gave me 
any lifts. Can you 
believe that?

Shane’s a prick.

They’re very different 
guys. Shane was all
bongs and beanies, 
which is great, sure

Wei seems a bit … like 
a puppy?

Totally

Like, really lovely, but I 
can’t tell what he’ll be
like in bed, yknow?

I hope he’s not someone 
who seems like he’s
apologising the 
whole time. It makes 
everything so icky

The trip to his house is 
nice. He’s talkative.

He tells me about his 
day, how work was.

I can just lean back and 
listen.

At one point the car 
beneath us goes invisible
and I feel like I’m on one 
of those glass boats
where you can watch the 
fish underneath your 
feet.

The road below us looks 
sick as it passes by.
I wish I could take a 
photo.

What a waste. What a waste. What a waste.
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I could make bank if I 
could get other people
to see what I see.

Once we’re at his place 
he takes me to his 
room. Turns out it’s a 
bit of a shed out the 
back of his parent’s 
house. Awkward.

At least his mum and 
dad won’t be listening
from the next room.

He has a TV and a mini 
fridge which is cool.

Been there.

It’s not so bad. I feel like he’s going 
to stay here ‘til he’s 35 
though. I just have a 
sense about it.

His room’s kinda messy.

Sitting in his bed it 
kind of seems like he’s 
changed his mind.

I don’t think he knows 
what to do.

What the fuck is this?

It’s kind of awkward. He seemed keen, but 
now that we’re here, I
don’t know.

He texted me.

I go to check my phone, 
for something to do, 
but I can’t find it. God, my phone must 

be in his car. Great.

Alright, how about this.
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EVIE takes her jumper off, sensually. Waits.

Nothing!

C’mon Wei. Wow.

Girls look great when 
they take jumpers off
slowly. It’s a fact.

I was really hoping the 
sexy jumper thing
would help but he looks 
even more freaked
out.

He looks worried.

I’m gonna suss this out.

“Hey, Wei, do you want 
to do this?”

“Oh, yeah, yeah for 
sure.”

“Yeah, cool, just 
checking.
We don’t have to … ”

“Nah, I do, for sure.”

“You alright?”

“Yeah, yeah. For sure. 
Sorry.”

“What are you 
apologising for?”

“I dunno.”

“Okay.”

Jees. Jees. Jees.

He’s acting like a total 
virgin.

This is so awkward.
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I know he’s not because 
he’s slept with two 
other girls in my year at 
school. But he’s totally 
acting like one.

I’ve never been forced 
to make the first move
before. I guess it’s good 
practice, maybe?
Right?

If you want something 
done properly, you
gotta do it yourself.

I move closer to him, 
put my hand on his
knee and rub his leg 
kinda slowly, and look
up at him.

This seems to be doing 
something.

I nudge myself a bit 
closer, wipe something
invisible from the 
corner of my mouth, let 
my finger drag my lip, 
look up at him.

Breath in.

He’s still hesitating. Fuck’s sake.
“Wei, I want you to 
fuck me.

Whahey, there we go. 
He’s off.

That’s done it.

Mouth on mine, hands 
on my tits.

Enthusiastic tongue.

Shirt off, straight for the 
bra clasp after that.
Ow.

Fuck. Off. As. If.

What a rookie.

I’m so disappointed. 
He ruined the magic 
moment, totally wasted 
it. Such a rookie. This
already feels like a 
mistake.
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God

Next time I’m just not 
going to wear a bra.
Why bother.

The whole ‘unhook the 
bra behind her back
and she’ll think you’re 
smooth’ thing is so
douchey and so 
impossible. Just let me 
do it.

I go to take it off and 
he’s all

"No, let me, you enjoy 
yourself.”

Sure mate, keep 
pinching me, real hot.

Cheers.

As soon as it’s off he’s 
sucking on my nipples
like he’s thirsty for 
something.

It feels kind of nice but 
the noise he’s making is 
awful.

I start frantically 
praying that his head 
doesn’t go see through. 
I have a pretty strong 
stomach but I don’t 
know if I could handle 
being half naked with a 
skull suckling at me.

Jesus fucking christ.

It stays solid.

I put that image firmly 
out of my head, replace
it with one of Ash.
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That helps.
Wei’s laying me down 
now, undoing his jeans.

Uh oh.

Not today, buddy.

“Hey, Wei, grab a 
condom”

“Oh yeah. For sure.”

I watch him while he 
rolls it on

Condoms look so much 
like balloons

He’s definitely done this 
before.

Or like … snakeskin

It doesn’t take him 
long.

Good work Wei Cheng.

He climbs on top of my 
and tentatively kind 
of … pushes his cock 
inside me. Slow but 
not like in a teasing 
way, more like ‘is this 
where I’m meant to be 
putting it?’

His weight on top of 
me feels nice. So do his 
hands.

Yes, Wei, put it right 
there.

He starts to move. Then 
faster. Okay. I can get 
into this. It feels pretty 
good.
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He’s fit, he has great 
arms to hold on to, 
knows how to move his 
body.

I start to wrap my legs 
around him but he
pushes them back 
behind my head. Well
then.

Yessssss this is what I’ve 
been waiting for.

It’s still good, and I can 
feel myself start to
heat up and get into it, 
really ejoying it. Fuck
yeah.

I don’t usually cum 
unless I’m on my own, 
but tonight might be 
my lucky night. Fuck 
yeah. Fuck yeah.

Mama’s cumming 
tonight.

I need it really fast and 
hard and like, constant 
if I want to cum. 
Usually, guys don’t ask, 
but when they do and 
I’m like ‘just pound me’ 
then they can’t hold off 
and they cum and game 
over, I guess. I don’t 
mind, though. I love 
sex anyway. It’s so much 
more than an orgasm.

I prefer watching porn 
and using a vibrator.
Dicks have nothing on 
vibrators. Seriously.

If vibrators learn how 
to kiss then I am pretty
much done with other 
people.

I’m trying to figure out 
how to tell Wei what I
need without making 
it awkward, and I look 
up at him and his eyes 
are scrunched shut hell 
tight. He looks ridiculous.

I hope he stops that, 
that is not sexy.
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“Can I cum in your 
mouth?”

Wow, hello there Wei 
Cheng.

Does he mean later?

“Uhh, yeah, sure”

He must mean later.

I’m glad he asked first. 
One time Shane came
on my back without 
warning me and when I
got up to like, wipe 
myself off, I got some in
my hair. I didn’t notice, 
and he didn’t tell me,
and then I went to sleep 
without showering 
and went to school the 
next day and it was so 
crusty and I had a real 
something about mary
situation going on. No 
one noticed but I was
like, so ashamed.

[starting quietly]
Yes
Yes
Yes
Yes
Yes
Yes!

His breath is starting to 
speed up.
His thrusts are getting 
harder.
It’s good. Exactly what 
I need.

Oh gosh, I'm close. Yes!
YES!

Everything’s building in 
me. I’m going to tell
him I’m close and
He pulls out.

What? What? What?

Clambers over to my 
head, Jesus, holds his
penis on my lips cause I 
don’t open my mouth
right away, sticks it 
inside. Ugh.

!!!
WHAT?

Oh, for fuck’s sake.
Gross.
That wasn’t even fifteen 
minutes.
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Fucken Wei Cheng.

Pause. EVIES sigh.

We lie in silence for a 
little while. He catches
his breath. I really did 
think for a moment that
I was going to cum 
tonight.

I count the cracks in 
the ceiling.
Count the number of 
unwashed t-shirts on 
the floor.

What a waste of time.

Wait.

He’s recovered, 
apparently.

Stands up.

“That was fun”

“Sure” Sure.

“We’ll have to do it 
again sometime, hey?”

Oh suuure.

“Sure”

“Want a lift home?”
Wish I could afford an 
uber.

I’ll just walk

“Yeah. Cheers.

On the way back his 
stories irritate me. I sit 
in silence again. I’m not 
listening this time.

I don’t want to go home 
yet.
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My mouth tastes has that 
squeaky salty feeling
you get when someone 
cums in your mouth.

I’m not going to sleep 
for a while.

I usually wash it away 
with sprite.

“Can you drop me at 
the park?”

I wish I had some sprite.

Something’s wrong. 
Wait.
My phone!

I jump straight out. I’m 
definitely going to slam
the door a little harder 
than necessary.

Get me the hell outta 
this stupid car.

“Hey, sorry, give me 
a sec. I think I left my 
phone in here.

I feel on the ground, 
inside the seat, 
underneath. Nothing.
Fuck.
“Want me to call it?”

Fuck.

Yeah, make yourself 
useful.

“Could you?”
There’s no buzzing. 
Fuck.

“Do you want to go 
back to mine and look 
for it? You probably left 
it there”

“Nah I didn’t take it out 
of the car.”

Over my dead body, 
mate.
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“Are you sure?”

“Don’t worry about it”

“At least let me take 
you straight home, it’s 
like. Unsafe n shit, you 
shouldn’t be out here
without — ”

I slam the door.

I just need to walk for 
a bit.

A couple of loops of the 
park’ll be good, then
bed.

I’m not expecting to see 
him, that’s stupid, but
I head to the bench 
anyway cause it’s just 
like the logical place 
to go.

I’m gonna go home and 
make myself cum
thinking about Ash.

I’m gonna go home and 
make myself cum
thinking about 
Rashida.

Oh my god. Shit.

He’s there.

He’s smirking at me.

“You’re a week late, you 
know.”

I hate it when boys 
smirk.

“I’ve always been bad 
with numbers
That’s not true. I’m so 
good at maths.”

Fuck he looks good 
when he smirks.
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“Kind of a dick move, 
not showing up”

“How was I meant to 
know you’d come?”

“I said I would, didn’t I?”

He looks so offended.

Oh god, I actually think 
I hurt his feelings. I 
hurt his feelings, and 
then he turned up again 
the week after hoping 
to see me.

Wow.

Hold the phone.

I definitely didn’t expect 
this.

Am I a fuckboy?

“Hey I’m … I’m sorry”

“It’s fine”

“I’m here now”

“That’s true”

“So, did you want to — ”

A noise in the distance.

I can hear something. What the fuck was that?

“Ash, can you hear 
that?”

“Yeah, I can. Hey man.

He doesn’t seem 
stressed.

“Hey” Fuck.
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“Buck?” Oh my god.

“Yeah. Ash?”

“Yeah” Shit.

“Who’s this?”

“This is Evie, she’s chill. 
Evie, this is Buck.”

He’s not here for me.

“Sup, Evie.”

“Sup”

“Alright. Let’s go”

“Catch ya”

I …

Of course he’s not here 
for me. Of course he’s 
not fucking here for 
me. Say something.

I need to say 
something!

Umm …

SAY SOMETHING

“You two have fun!”

Silence.

God.

They’re gone.

I just want to go to bed.

I’m fine. I don’t care. And you know what? I 
think that those two
look super cute together.

I’m going home.
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He knew Buck first, 
anyway.

‘Guy from an app.’ Sure.

There’s nothing to be 
jealous of.

You two have fun! The walk takes forever.

Jesus. I fucked him first, 
anyway.

It’s dark, and it’s cold, 
and I’m not horny any
more, I just want to go 
to bed. I’m fine.

I don’t care.

Why are there lights on?

Holy shit. Is that Mum’s 
car in the driveway?

Fuck. Nick’s dead.

Fuck. Mum’s car’s in the 
driveway.

Mum’s dead.

She’s not meant to be 
home ‘til the morning.

FUCK. Nick’s dead.

What if something’s 
wrong with Nicky?

I start running, can’t 
help it.

The Smiths are dead.

Please don’t let Nick be 
hurt.

I don’t know what I’d 
do if Nick’s hurt.

Mum’s dead.

I can’t go any further 
than the gate.

I’m dead.

The house goes see 
through.

The house goes see 
through.

The house goes see 
through.

I can see Nicky rubbing 
his eyes, up in his room. 
He’s lying down. He’s 
okay. Thank god.

Mum’s rushing around 
downstairs, phone 
pressed to her ear, I can 
see her looking for the 
keys. They’re on the 
counter, Mum. They’re 
always on the counter

No one’s dead.

What the fuck is going 
on?
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Then she comes out the 
front door.

She’s striding, she looks 
terrified, she’s on her 
way to the car.

She sees me.

I’m dead.

“EVIE? “EVIE? “EVIE?

She runs up to me, hugs 
me harder than I knew 
she could.
She lets me go. She 
breathes in.

I am in so much 
trouble.
I don’t want her to let go.

“Mum, I — ”

“Do you have any idea 
what you have put me
through in the last two 
hours? Nicky was
terrified, Evie. Terrified. 
I ask you to babysit
your brother three 
nights a week, is that so
hard? You don’t even 
have to do anything.
You just need to stay in 
the fucking house.
Where were you? He 
called me, Evie, he
called me at work, 
crying, scared shitless,
said his stomach hurt 
from apple pie and he 
couldn’t find you and 
everything was dark. 
We’re slammed at the 
clinic, they can’t afford
to spare me but here 
I am, of course I’m here,
I thought my daughter 
had been fucking

I stare up at Nicky’s 
room instead. Little shit.
I think he’s already 
asleep again. Not a care
in the world.
I told him he didn’t

I’m not entirely there.
She looks like a 
different person.
So contorted.
So self righteous.
Maybe it’s your fault for 
leaving your kids alone 
three nights a week, 
huh?
That look on her face …
Whatever.
I just stop listening.
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kidnapped. How do you 
think I felt when I
called you and heard 
your phone buzzing in
your room? I thought 
you’d been taken, Evie,
for fuck’s sake, I 
thought I raised you 
with better sense than 
this. I can’t believe you’d 
be so stupid. Leaving 
your brother alone,
wandering god knows 
where without your 
mobile. Are you drunk? 
Let me smell your 
breath. Have you been 
drinking? No. I don’t
even care. I don’t want 
to know. I don’t want to 
look at you right now. 
Get inside.

need extra dessert.
This wouldn’t have 
happened if he hadn’t
called Mum.
It’s her fault for raising 
such a fucking wuss.
He’s way too old to be 
going looking for me in
the middle of the night 
anyway.
Buck and Nicky and 
Ash and Shane and Wei 
and Mum can all go 
fuck themselves.

Beat.

I’m chill. I’m chill. I’m chill.
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TUESDAY 4
I’m officially going 
crazy.

I’m officially going 
crazy.

I’m officially going 
crazy.

I live between school, 
the car and my room.

Being grounded is like, 
unethical.

And today is Tuesday.

Tuesday used to be my 
time.

Tuesday used to get me 
through the week.

Mum works 3 nights a 
week

I’m all about routine

Wednesdays I study

Saturdays I do yoga and 
plan my week and do a 
facemask

and Tuesday is for 
banging

Was for banging

Even watching the 
Smiths through the wall 
isn’t interesting tonight.

I’m way better at the 
invisible thing now.

I’ve had nothing better 
to do.

So I’ve been practising.

Like, literally nothing 
better to do.
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But I’m getting pretty 
good now.

I’ve masturbated like a 
billion times.

Oh my god.

I’ve been so bored.

I’m like Matilda.

Whoa

Hey, I actually kind of 
am.

She’s hell good at maths 
too.

Her power’s way cooler 
though

Oh my god yeah Totally

How she lifts all that 
stuff?

and that cereal?

Yeah in that scene!

Yeah and then with the 
FBI

Great movie.

Great movie. Yeah. Great movie.

Anyway, the Smiths had 
some stupid fight earlier

She wanted to have sex 
but he was still grumpy 
so they had another 
fight and now she’s 
sleeping in a different 
room.
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It was even worse a bit 
later on

So awkward

I looked over and they 
were both sitting in 
their different rooms 
looking so sad

I hope they’re okay

Like, he was crying

I look so ugly when I 
cry

They seem super in love

It made me feel kind of 
weird, actually

Like, maybe I shouldn’t 
be watching them

Like not at all, maybe?

So I stopped watching 
them

and then I had nothing 
to do again

I’ve had to spend so 
much time with Nick. 
It’s like I’m a kid again.
12 year old boys are the 
worst. Not as bad as 19 
year old boys, but still 
really bad.

The house is so tense. 7 days have felt like 20 
years.

Mum’s barely looked 
at me.

I’m so bored.

Nintendo Switch this. 
Soccer that. Something 
on Netflix. Something 
in the toybox.
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She doesn’t trust me to 
catch the bus any more 
so now we’re using this 
‘new development’ to 
help me get my licence.

I’m trying to work out 
how many people I’ve 
slept with.

Every time Nick needs 
to go somewhere, 
I’m the one doing the 
driving.

Dentist.

School. She just sits angrily 
in the passenger seat, 
stomping her foot on 
the carpet cause she 
thinks I drive too fast.

Like, what’s my actual 
number.

Soccer. So rude. It’s impossible.

I’m such a good driver.

Chess club. I don’t know what 
counts.

Shopping.
Home. 
Movies.

I’m trying to figure 
out if he’s crushing 
on anyone at school 
but he’s such a weirdo 
about this stuff.

His annoying friend 
Amir’s house.

Is a blowjob sex?

I asked him once if he’d 
kissed anyone yet and 
he turned bright red 
and made me leave.
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I did that when I was 12.

When I was 12 I already 
had a boyfriend.

Aw, Todd! Aw, Todd! Aw, Todd!

Nick just seems super 
shy and almost like, 
afraid of girls or 
something. I just don’t 
want him to become 
like one of those creepy 
fedora dudes who think 
women are evil or 
whatever cause I’d 100% 
have to disown him.

So my actual penis list 
is like, Wei Cheng, Ash, 
Sameera, Shane, Tyler, 
Boring guy, Isaac, Alex, 
Mitchell Su, Antony,

but I don’t know if 
that’s everyone

I can’t tell if he just 
doesn’t want to talk 
to me or if he actually 
doesn’t want to kiss 
anyone yet.

He talks to me about 
every other stupid thing.

I asked Miss Zhang 
what she thinks counts 
as sex cause she’s like, 
an art teacher and not 
ancient, but she got all 
concerned and starting 
asking questions about 
what was going on at 
home.

So weird.

So dark.

I can't imagine not 
wanting to kiss anyone.
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Aren’t boys meant to 
be humping everything 
that breathes at this age?

Like in American Pie. I 
guess they’re a bit older 
though.

The guys in my class 
were grabbing my butt 
in grade 7.

Maybe he wants to kiss 
a boy.

I should ask.

I went to this awful 
Halloween party and 
ended up stuck talking 
to this hell annoying 
guy outside. But, he 
was cute too, so when 
he kissed me I was like 
sure, I’ve got nothing 
better to do. He really 
awkwardly fingered me 
on the trampoline until 
I told him to stop and 
bailed home.
Is being fingered hell 
badly ‘sex’?

Gross. Gross. Gross.

Gross, but like, that’s 
gotta be sex.

Mum’s still being 
psycho.

Mum comes into my 
room and checks on me 
like three times a night, 
when she’s home.

Last night the door 
went see through when 
I was getting ready for 
bed and I saw her just 
standing out in the 
hallway staring into 
space.

She took work off the 
night after she caught 
me.
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It’s not sex sex, but it’s 
not … not … sex.

Overreaction much?

She hasn’t missed work 
since that time I got 
an ear infection and 
she had to take me to 
hospital.

Fucking hell.

When she went to 
work again she made 
me text her a picture of 
myself in my bedroom. 
Pyscho.

One time I was driving 
and she was ignoring 
me in the passenger 
seat, for like ages, and 
then she straight up 
casually drops a ‘Hey 
Evie, are you a virgin?’ 
Like, just comes right 
out and says it. I almost 
like, swerved, but I was 
all chill like ‘Oh my 
god Mum of course I 
am, jesus, don’t be so 
awkward’ and she was 
all ‘I’m just asking, 
don’t be so defensive’ 
and my heart was 
beating so fast, like I 
was worried she’d try 
to talk to me about 
safe sex or consent or 
something and I was 
so not in the mood so I 
turned the radio up and 
she left it alone.

Mrs Jeffs said that sex 
is when the penis goes 
in the vagina but Sarah 
and Nari have sex all 
the time and neither of 
them has a dick.
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I think she believed me, 
too.

I never ever ever want 
to talk to her about sex.

I lost it at 10:30pm on 
March 30 last year.

Got rid of it, more like.

Finally.

Thank god.

I told her I was at 
Sarah’s.

It wasn’t like, good, but 
I was so glad I got it out 
of the way.

It wasn’t bad.

It didn’t even hurt.

Trisha told me it’d hurt.

I didn’t bleed either.

I wasn’t very wet but it 
was like, fine.

I know how to get 
myself wet now.

So no worries.

I saved up my 
Christmas money last 
year and bought myself 
hell good vibrator 
which changed like, the 
whole game.

I think about Danaerys 
from Game of Thrones 
and that works every 
time.
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Vibrators are so 
efficient.

Like, right on the clit?

So good.

Vibrators are sick.

It has all these different 
vibrating rhythms so 
you can like, customise 
it to how you like?

There’s like, rising 
waves and then like 
this weird ‘oonts oonts’ 
beat too, I don’t even 
usually put it inside me 
or anything, I just put it 
on my clit.
Sarah said she’s never 
used one before, which 
is crazy.
Everyone should have 
one.

[Mimics vibrator 
rhythms jokingly.]

zzz, zzz, zzz, zzzzzz
zzzzzzzzzz, zz zz, 
zzzzzzzzzz, zz zz, zz zz 
zz zz zz zz zz zz zz
[etc]

I had this really weird 
night one time at the 
end of year 11 at this 
party at Sarah’s house, 
when I started hooking
up with Misha, I 
don’t even remember 
why. I think it’s cause 
someone bet I wouldn’t, 
and I was like umm 
yes. It was actually hell 
nice, cause she tasted 
like a mix between 
lipgloss and kahlua. 
I kept putting like, 
my fingers in her hair 
and her body was all 
soft and warm and 
stuff. Then I noticed 
that Josh and Isaac 
were watching us, like 
hell creepy, and Josh 
whispered something 
to Isaac and they both 
laughed. I told them to 
fuck off, but then it felt 
too weird to like, kiss 
her again so we just 
did shots and we never 
talked about it.

FUCK. UGH.

What?
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What if I wanted to have 
sex with Misha? How 
would I even do that?

Pause.

Yep, I’ve cracked it.

Anyway, I even tried to 
find Ash on Instagram 
and Facebook

Again.

I realised in class this 
morning that Ash has 
to have Facebook.

I‘ve hit rock bottom.
This is even worse than 
when I got that UTI.

Ugh. Ugh. Ugh.

I just want to apologise.

He must have Facebook.

For ditching him.

I just need some like, 
closure.

You have to have 
Facebook to use Tinder.

I don’t even want to 
date him or anything I 
just want to like …

I mean it’d just be cool 
to chat to him. Clear 
things up.

Yeah I just want to see 
if he’s …

Yeah. Yeah. Yeah.
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A knock on EVIE’s door.

Ughghhhhhh

Nooooo

Niiiiiick.

His voice is so whiny

“Go away Nicky.”

“I don’t want to hang 
out in your room”

“I don’t care if you can’t 
sleep”

"Just turn the light off 
and try”

“Read what the sign 
says”

“Yeah”

“Leave me alone.” “Leave me alone.” “Leave me alone.”

I don’t need to look 
through the door to 
know what he looks 
like.

Grubby chin, 
mismatched pyjamas 
and definitely holding 
his stupid Nintendo

Wonky teeth.

Gross.

He’ll sulk now, I bet. 12 year olds are so 
gross.

I feel bad for a moment. Wait.
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Being 12 must be so 
easy.

…

Maybe I should let him 
in.

Being 12.

He has no idea.

It’s his birthday next 
week

Fuck.

The house is going to 
be full of grotty 12 year 
olds.

Hey!

Finally an actual 
teenager.

12 year olds!

It’s going to be the worst. HEY!

Ash’s sister goes to my 
school!

Oh my god.

So what?

and she’s 12

Holy shit.

Nick might know her Ash’s sister.

What was her name? I’m amazing.

EVIE goes to her bedroom door, opens it.

"Nicky, wait

He hasn’t even left my 
door yet, nose buried in 
the Switch

Knew it

“Nick
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He stops

Not even looking at me, 
so rude.

"Is there a girl in your 
class called …

Ash told me, come on, 
he told me Lina, Liv, 
Lacey, Laney
LANEY LANEY 
LANEY

Fuck fuck fuck fuck … 
Leah, Luna, Lydia, Lara

Laney Laney “Laney?

I’m a genius

I’m an actual fucking 
prodigy.

Nick gives me Laney’s 
instagram.

Goes to sit next to me 
on my bed

Nope. 
No way Not happening

Um, no

“Gross, go to sleep”

“Just use the nightlight, 
god”

“Stop being a wuss”

“Goodnight-sleep-
tight-bye”

Her account’s not 
private

Thank god

She has so many 
followers
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More than me This girl is like, 12.
What the fuck?

Damn

I need a family picture

Come on

I’m back to 2016

This is such a longshot

There

OH MY GOD THERE 
HE IS

OH MY GOD THERE 
HE IS

OH MY GOD THERE 
HE IS

Beat.

@ur_boi_ashton

Wow Yikes Ashton?

Whatever Yo

Private account. Fuck. Private account.

I have to request to 
follow him

I can not request to 
follow him, that’s so 
desperate.

Instagram is ruining 
my life.

I just want to explain 
about the other night

What if he just ignores 
the request

If he accepts me I’ll 
send one chill message 
and that’s it

Oh well.

I'll just find some other 
way to contact him
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Request to follow.

Oh my god. Oh my god.

EVIE throws the phone across the room and stares at it from a distance. 
There’s a bit of a wait. The phone buzzes, a message tone. The phone buzzes 
again. And again. And once more.

What the actual fuck?

He accepted in less than 
5 minutes

and immediately 
followed me back

and then messaged me?

Desperate, much?

That’s incredible.

Instagram is my god.

I am incredible.

What did he say?

“Ah, the mysterious 
Evie. How are you?

I cannot believe he 
messaged me. Not just 
messaged, but double 
messaged. Quadruple 
messaged.

What. The. Fuck.

He must be so into me.

“No park tonight?”

Who even is this guy?

“Been thinking about 
you.”
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Been thinking about 
you too.

Psshhhht.

"PS, love your DP”

Awwwwww. Alright then, Ashton. Damn right you do.

Pause.

Let’s chat. Let’s chat. Let’s chat.
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TUESDAY 5

EVIE is preparing to sneak out again.

Oh my god Ash is just 
so great

Yeah, he’s pretty great

He’s so nice

We’ve been talking 
every day

Not too much or 
anything

Like, through the whole 
day, every day, all week

And I’m talking to 
other guys, too

It’s kind of everything I 
wanted it to be

Keep my options open

It’s so nice having 
someone older, who 
understands, who isn’t 
caught up in stupid 
highschool stuff.

Like, a cool and casual 
romance, or something

I mean don’t get 
me wrong, I haven’t 
changed my mind 
about dating

Still not about the 
dating

We talk about actual 
issues.
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Feelings are still for 
losers.

He sends me new cool 
music.

He has a car. I just figure this might 
be like a good way to 
see if the sex gets way 
better after a few extra 
times.

I’m in control.

I bet the sex gets so 
much better. Like with 
Sandy at school.

and like it was already 
so good that time in the 
park

I might see someone 
else next week, who 
knows, but

Tonight I’m seeing 
Ash.

Tonight I’m seeing 
Ash.

Tonight I’m seeing 
Ash.

I knowww

It’s such a bad idea but 
like I don’t even care.

I know it sounds like 
a hell bad idea but 
actually it’ll be totally 
fine like, it’s not even 
that bad

I’ve set everything up 
perfectly, so it’s no 
dramas

Ash just, he actually 
gets the stuff I talk 
about. Better than 
Nicky, and Mum, and 
the annoying people at 
school.

It’s for a good cause.

Technically it’s Mum’s 
fault I’m even seeing 
him
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He sends me pictures 
when he goes grocery 
shopping and stuff, it’s 
so cute.

It’s only been 2 weeks 
since Mum caught me 
so usually I’d give her 
way longer to calm 
down before trying 
anything but she left 
me no choice

It’s Nick’s birthday 
tomorrow

In like 2 hours 
technically

and Mum’s been such 
a fascist about my 
schedule

So intense. I haven’t had a chance 
to go shopping or 
anything

Which is so unfair So unnecessary.

and I didn’t have a 
present for Nick

and his birthday’s 
tomorrow

Ash has two younger 
brothers and a younger 
sister so he totally gets it.

He said his brothers 
were the exact same 
when they were Nicky's 
age.

Oh yeah and he also 
told me I’m really 
mature for my age 
which I so love.
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Oh yeah I was chatting 
to Ash about Nicky 
and I always talk about 
his Switch and how he 
never leaves it alone

What was I saying? I am super mature for 
my age.

So annoying.

and I said it was his 
birthday tomorrow

and I said I hadn’t 
gotten him anything

cause my mum’s a 
facsist

cause I was on house 
arrest

Which by the way, Ash 
thought was so funny. 
He made me feel way 
better about it all, like 
he told me about when 
he used to sneak out of 
the house and one time 
he got caught, and his 
mum took his phone, 
like can you imagine?

Like, doesn’t she 
remember what it’s like 
being a teenager? Ugh.

I don’t know what 
Mum thinks this is 
teaching me. Like, 
‘Wow! Now that i’ve 
spent so much time 
inside, I won’t go out at 
night any more!’
Like, no.

anyway I said I hadn’t 
gotten him anything 
and Ash was like “oh 
well I’ve got some Zelda 
game for Switch that I 
never opened”

He sold his Switch like 
a year ago cause he gets 
that he’s like, too grown 
up for that, yknow?

Apparently Zelda’s 
great.
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and he was like “you 
can have that if you 
want, he’d probably 
like it, it’s meant to be 
great”

Isn’t that so sweet? He 
doesn’t even know Nick 
and he’s giving him a 
free game. So sweet.

It’s kind of old, but I 
don’t think Nick will 
care.

So I was like oh my god 
yeah, that’d be amazing, 
come drop it off to me 
after school one day

cause I’m not allowed 
to go anywhere else

I was hoping he’d like 
pull up in his car and 
everyone would see

but he was like “nah 
sorry, I can’t” cause he’s 
just like busy during all 
the afternoons
cause he’s working and 
stuff

plus uni

but he said he was free 
late on Tuesday night, 
tonight and like actually 
that’s kind of perfect 
cause Mum’s out

but he’s free tonight

and so he’s gonna come 
and drop it off to me 
and we’re gonna make 
out just for a little bit 
and then he’s gonna go 
home

Thinking about seeing 
him again has got me 
really worked up.
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I’m totally freaking out 
sitting here waiting 
for him, like I keep 
standing up and sitting 
back down again like a 
total psycho

I was going to make 
myself cum before I 
saw him so I like get it 
out of my system and 
it’s easier to keep it chill

I started watching 
the Smiths but after 
a moment it felt like, 
wrong

So I stopped I’ve just been getting 
changed and getting 
changed and getting 
changed

So pathetic but I got distracted by 
my stupid clothes

Ash’ll be here really 
soon

I can’t wait I think I look okay now 
Like, it’ll do

so then I was like, fuck 
I’ve waited too long, 
and it will be so much 
worse if he gets here 
and I’m in the middle 
of rubbing one out
so I gave up

Any minute

Since I’m staring out 
my window I can see 
his car pull up

Oh my god there he is I’m so fucking horny

He messages me that 
he’s here
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I can see him at the 
wheel.

He looks good

I know he’s going to be 
watching me climb out 
the window and I can’t 
stop thinking about how 
stupid I’d look if I fell

I hope I look hell cool 
when I climb

I hope he stares at my 
butt while I’m climbing

I don’t know what to do 
with my hands as I walk 
towards him

I’m trying to walk 
confidently.

I look good tonight

He does drive manual!

I wish I’d shaved my 
vagina

Shaving is so stressful

It’s actually my vulva

I was going to but last 
time it got all bumpy 
and red

Like, what if I cut 
myself? What if I get a 
disease? What if I cut 
the little flaps off?

Like the regrowth is 
almost not worth it.

Would they grow back?

One time a guy was 
gonna go down and I 
hadn’t shaved so he was 
like ‘nah’

Plus, we’re not even 
doing anything tonight

So like maybe I have to 
if I want to get eaten. 
But I dunno
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Ash does that really 
cute thing where he 
leans over and opens 
the passenger door 
from the inside

The seat is kind of dusty 
and there’s heaps of HJs 
bags and his car smells 
a bit like cigarettes.

Oh my god I’m in Ash’s 
car

Gross.

I don’t love the smell but 
also it’s like how I always 
imagine Bender from 
The Breakfast Club’s car 
would have smelled

At least he has a car

Oh my god that means 
I’m Molly Ringwald.

She’s so hot

I really want to kiss him

We haven’t even said 
anything yet

… I’m going to kiss 
him

I really want to kiss him

I lean over and grab his 
neck and kiss him

I forgot how good this 
was.

I can’t smell the car any 
more.

I want it to go on for 
ever and ever. He 
knows exactly where 
to put his hands, his 
tongue, he knows 
exactly how to stroke 
my cheek, oh my god 
oh my god it’s like my 
new favourite thing in 
the world.

Yes motherfucker, get it

I want so much more

I can feel myself getting 
wet

“Hey”

“Hey”
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“You look cute”

He thinks I look cute! Good, it took me hours 
to choose this.

Yes I do, Ashton

You can’t seem like 
you’re trying too hard.

Casual but cute. Nailed it.

“Thanks … ”

“ … you look pretty 
good too … ”

“ … where’s the game?”

But he kisses me again 
and oh my gosh it’s so 
good.

I want to clone his 
stupid lips

Fuck yeah

His hand slips down 
between my legs.

Oh god. Yes

He’s so good. I part my legs. Fuck yes

This is so … I thrust my hips 
forwards a bit.

This is nothing like that 
trampoline shit

No, this is bad. His hand moves 
upwards and upwards 
and —

Yes

I need to stop. Oh my god Fuck yes

Take a breath. Fuck that feels so good

I pull back.

“I’m sorry, I need to 
grab the game and give 
you a kiss goodbye. I 
can’t stay long”

Ugh.

Oh my god, I’m 
being such a pathetic 
highschooler right now

There’s such a long 
pause and he looks so 
sad and grumpy



95 Sam Nerida

“Sure Evie. No worries”

He’s so great.

He reaches around into 
the backseat and feels 
beneath all the HJs 
wrappers

Pauses

Reaches around the 
other side, under the 
passenger seat, under 
his seat

Pauses again

“Is it there?”

He’s so cute

“Hang on”

“Can I help?”

“Give me a sec”

I don’t like this. It'll be there.

“Ah, shit”

“What’s wrong?”

“I think it’s still at my 
house”

Oh no

Oh

No way.

“We’ll have to go and 
get it”

Pause.
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I for sure can’t leave the 
house that long.

I couldn’t

“That’s cool, right?”

Mum’s only just started 
to chill out

She wouldn’t know

She’d die Let’s go

She almost definitely 
wouldn’t find out

I’d die It’s not even a big deal

She doesn’t need to 
know

Why am I even still 
here? 

What if something 
happens to Nick?

Let’s go

It’ll be so fast

“I shouldn’t”

“Come on, Evie, it’s 
cool”

“I’m sorry”

I’m being such a loser

“Evie, come on, it’ll 
take half an hour”

“If something happened 
Mum would kill me”

He kisses me again, soft 
and slow

Those lips

That scratchy chin
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Rests his forehead on 
mine.

“It’ll take half an hour”

“I … ”

“You’ll get Nick’s 
present and I’ll drop 
you straight home”

I’ll get the game, Ash 
will drop me straight 
home, it’ll be fine

I can’t

Otherwise I won’t have 
a birthday present for 
him

I just …

Come on. For Nick.

For Nick.

Pause.

Fine. I’ll go.

Fuck yes.

Oh my god.

I need to check on Nick 
first

I am so keen.

I’ll just look into his 
bedroom

I can’t wait.

This is a horrible idea. This is so exciting.
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This is such a bad 
freaking idea.

Mum would kill me. I’m going to see Ash’s 
house. His sharehouse.

I hope he doesn’t live 
too far.

Just for a little while. 
For Nick.

I’m so stressed. I wonder what it’s like.

I make the house go 
see-through and look 
up at Nick’s room. He’s 
in there, in his tiny bed, 
lying still, facing away 
from me. He’s probably 
asleep.

He's definitely asleep.

He looks peaceful.

So I’m good to go.

I shouldn’t do this.

“Let’s go”

and he’s driving. and he’s driving. and he’s driving.

He winds the windows 
down

Cause the aircon’s 
broken

I imagine we’re going 
on a roadtrip

I wonder if kissing me 
earlier got him hard

I can’t stop thinking 
about Mum

It’s only been a minute 
but I feel so alive
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I reach my hand across 
and rub his leg like I 
did with Wei Cheng

He smirks at me

I shouldn’t distract him 
while he drives

That smirk

This is so much fun

What if Nick’s awake 
right now and he’s 
calling Mum and she’s 
already called the 
cops cause she thinks 
I wouldn’t sneak out 
again because surely no 
one would sneak out 
again so soon after

My heart is beating like 
crazy

I keep rubbing his leg, 
and he shifts his weight 
a bit and opens his legs 
even further. I slip my 
hand higher.

I practice making 
the car go visible and 
invisible to calm down, 
making it pop in and 
out of sight

I am so good at this.

I’m trying to breathe 
normally and act super 
chill

I stare at the road 
beneath us again

In, out, It’s helping

In, out,

The breeze is chilly So it doesn’t matter

But I dunno

Ash is slowing down
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Why’s he stopping?

God. “Just need to grab some 
petrol”

I hate this. That’s so grown up

“Do you want 
anything?

In, out, I want him

In, out, I want that dick

In, out, “I’m okay”

In, out, He presses my hand 
onto his erection over 
his jeans and winks and 
gets out of the car

In, out, Oh my god that’s so hot

I don’t want to wait til 
next week

In, out, in out I wonder what his 
room’s like, I bet it’s 
super clean

… I want to fuck him right 
here in this carpark

The game

and I bet he has posters 
and plants and stuff

It’s there I reckon I’m flexible 
enough to manage it

I get to see where he 
sleeps and …

The game’s in the door … It’s the game I’ve never fucked in 
a car before. I didn’t 
bring a condom but …
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The game

It’s there. It’s there. It’s there.

EVIE notices the Zelda game hidden in the invisible car door. She gets what’s 
going on.

Oh.

Silence. EVIE stares out to the station where Ash is paying.

I’m going home I’m going home I’m going home

Silence. EVIE walks home.

It was just floating there

In its packaging Maybe he forgot Maybe he didn’t look 
properly

No … Right?

God. No

But if he

I guess …

Yeah

Whatever

It’s cold

I just … Whatever I 
don’t even care

It’s so dark

I’ve been talking to 
other guys

and so quiet
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I’m just annoyed I 
wasted so much energy 
on him

everyone’s in bed

I don’t even care

I'm sad

I’m fine

I’m just sad.

I’m fine

I’M NOT. I’M SAD.

Silence. EVIE arrives home.

I kick the letterbox 
on my way into the 
driveway

It hurts my foot

I walk back and kick it 
again

Fuck this

Another silence.

I stand in the hallway 
staring at my bedroom 
door for ages

I look like Mum did the 
other night

Everything seems kind 
of darker and emptier 
than when I left
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My phone buzzes

It was buzzing the 
whole walk

Sounds like my vibrator

I ignore it

Turn it off

Walk down the hall

Stand outside Nick’s 
door

Do I knock

He’s asleep

Knocking’s weird

I just want to see him

I open the door quietly 
and walk over to his 
bed

He lifts his head up

Turns over to face me

He’s awake Rubs his eyes all 
confused

Not asleep

Guess he’s still having 
trouble

So dozy

“Evie?
“Is everything okay? 
“What’s going on?

“Can I get in?”

He shuffles over and 
lifts up his doona
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I climb in

Pull the pillow to my 
side

“Did something 
happen?”

Look at his tiny 12 year 
old face

13 year old face now

Teenager face

He looks older

Even though that’s 
stupid

“Everything’s fine, 
Nicky, go to sleep”

It’s really warm 
underneath the covers

He wriggles around to 
get comfortable

Single beds are so small

This used to be my bed

Nicky is so small

He’s grown so much

I don’t have a present 
for him

I feel bad

I’ll make it up to him

Wrap my arms around 
him tight

"Hey Nicky”

He grumbles
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Keeps his eyes shut

“Hey, Nick”

He cracks them open 
again and stares at me

Kind of grumpy

“I’m trying to sleep”

He’s such a dork

I give him a squeeze

“Happy birthday” “Happy birthday” “Happy birthday”

He rolls away and shuts 
his eyes

He used to love staying 
up late with me

“Whatever. Thanks Evie”

“You’re welcome”

Such a doofus

“Go to sleep”

His breaths turn to little 
snores

I smell his little head

The house is so quiet

Look out the window

Shut my eyes

Breathe

It’s fine

I’m fine

I’m chill. I’m chill. I’m chill.
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