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N
Chapter 1

Kiss Me . . . Or Not

M

uted sunlight was shining down, beaming on Marco and
me. As a hush settled, stillness enveloped us, even in the
busy craziness of “Wunderland.” We were surrounded by giant
rides looking down upon us. The whirring and screeching of
their parts did not bother him or me in that moment of warm
breezes this summer morning. We ignored them and no longer
noticed the people around us. We cared only about one another.
Marco was a little taller than I—I had to crane my neck to
gaze into his dark brown eyes, which were dancing with feelings
that did nothing to calm my racing heartbeat. Instead, the reflection of my own eyes—filled with the same look—only made it
speed up. Maybe it was the sudden closeness of his body, his lips
that made my heart beat so wildly.
Just when my senses were overloaded already, he took a step
closer and I took a step back. Was I ready for this? Was I ready
for him to be this close to me? I knew that if he kissed me I’d
never be the same again, that we would never be the same, that
our friendship would never return to the way it had been for so
many years.
Suddenly, even though I thought he couldn’t get any closer,
Marco was nearer to me. I hadn’t seen his movement, as I was so
caught up in my own thoughts, but all of a sudden he was there.
His lips were so close, his body so near—and smelling so good—
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his breathe upon my face. My knees went weak. I was grateful for
the giant statue behind me, which became my saving grace. He
lifted his arm above my head and placed it on the figure behind
me. He was so close now that we almost became one. I felt the
warmth of his body, the brush of his hand on my cheek, and I
wondered if this was what I really wanted. Usually, he would
have drawn me in for a hug—a friendly hug—but nothing was
usual anymore. Something had changed immensely.
He was so handsome—perfect really. His dark brown, almost
black hair, slightly curly, gave him a tousled, cheeky look and,
like so many times before, I reached out my hand to touch him,
but then I stopped. It wasn’t the same anymore. I couldn’t just
treat him like a friend—we had gone beyond that, and I knew
any touch, no matter how innocent on my part, would be a signal to him, a signal that I was ready, and I wasn’t. At least, I think
I wasn’t. What was I afraid of? It was only a kiss. I’d kissed other
guys. I’d kissed lots of other guys, but never Marco. I was afraid
that if we did this we would lose everything else we had. I was
afraid we could never go back to being friends.
My hair was fluttering around a bit in the breeze, and it
tickled Marco’s nose, causing him to sneeze, which, thankfully,
broke the magic. The moment had passed and the kiss I half
wanted, half dreaded, was averted. I laughed at him, because
he screwed his face up all funny trying not to sneeze, and suddenly—just as suddenly as it appeared that we were becoming
more than friends—we were just Marco and Skye again, just
friends, just good friends.
My hair was blonde and as straight as straight, nothing like
his. In fact, it was completely the opposite. He’d once told me
he wished his hair was straight and blonde, but I thought he
was close to perfection just the way he was. This, and all the
other feelings I was having, were playing havoc with my heart
and mind. Why was he so patient? Why didn’t he push me? Did
he feel it, too? Did he understand how much would change if
we gave in to these growing feelings? Could he tell how much I
wanted more? Did he know I could see the same feelings mirrored in his eyes?
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I held my breath, waiting, hoping, and yet hoping not. In
spite of all my holding back, I wanted this. I longed for it. But
still, I fought against it. His lips were almost touching mine
again, but then he turned his head and gave me a friendly peck
on the cheek instead of what my whole body was aching for . . .
Almost there, but not quite.
“Well, come on then,” he said, completely breaking the
mood. “Let’s get this party started! Besides, it smells here. Can
you smell that?”
I didn’t reply for a moment or two. I just stood still, blinking,
feeling disappointed and yet relieved all at the same time.
“Yes, come to think of it, it does smell pretty awful. I wonder
what it is. Yuck!”
We moved away quickly, but not before seeing the gooey
residue of something foul on the ground. Hopefully somebody
would clean that up.
Marco and I were an interesting couple, even though we
weren’t a couple. We had been friends since I was thirteen and
he was fourteen. We had met at a most difficult and horrid time
of my entire life, and he had been there for me like no one else.
Now seventeen, it had been four years since my parents’
accident; four years since this stranger had found me crying on
a bench my first day back at school; four years since he first sat
down beside me in silence, since he wouldn’t leave my side for
fear that I would melt in my tears and never be found again,
since a friendship began that stayed with us throughout my days
of misery and emptiness, days of lonely soul searching, days
where I could barely breathe for the pain of my loss. He was simply there for me. I had nothing to give and he had every reason
to leave me in my misery and walk on by, but he didn’t.
My sister, Shontelle, was twelve years my senior, and I was
what is referred to as an accident, “a happy accident,” as my parents put it. They weren’t expecting another child. I came after
they had given up on ever conceiving again. Although, during
all those years, they had wished for another child, a boy or a girl,
to be a playmate for Shontelle and a welcome addition to the
family. I never felt unwanted, but I did know that I was a bit of
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a surprise. Our parents loved us to the infinite degree. We were
well cared for, treated as very special, and we had the best of
everything. We were happy. And then all of a sudden we weren’t.
The accident that took them away from me, away from
Shontelle, was horrific and so sad, because our father had meant
for it to be special, romantic, and wonderful for them both. It
was their wedding anniversary. I couldn’t tell you how many
years they’d been married, but I do know it had been a long, long
time. Shontelle was twenty-five and I was thirteen. That would
have made mom forty-five and dad forty-seven—too young to
have their lives end.
I was at school and Shon was at work. What I remember the
most, because I went into an almost immediate shock, was that
I received a note from our principal asking me to come to her
office. I remember that when the note was handed to me, I felt
concern, because I never got into trouble. I wondered what was
happening. I trudged up to the administration building and was
asked to go straight in, while the receptionist, Jacqui, buzzed
Mrs. Leeves.
The principal’s office was a lovely room. I had been there
only once or twice before. The entire back wall was masked
with an ornate red-cedar bookcase absolutely full of old and
new books: novels, teaching books, books for teenagers and for
adults. Her desk, which was placed meticulously in the centre
of the room, was also of the same coloured wood. It was beautiful, with not a mark on it. She kept a very neat working area
and, other than some filing cabinets, there was very little else in
the large space, except for lounge chairs covered in cinnamoncoloured brown velvet.
When the principal asked me to sit in the invitingly soft
lounge chair opposite her, I realised that maybe I wasn’t in
trouble at all; maybe something was wrong.
When Mrs Leeves—Yvonne I think her first name was—
looked at me with compassion and caring, I wondered what
the matter could possibly be. She always was fairly direct, and
it worried me that she was taking her time in telling me why I
was there.
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“Hi there, Skye,” she began.
“Hello,” I replied. “How are you?”
“I’m okay, my dear . . . Skye, I need to tell you something
which is not easy for me, nor is it something I want to tell you.
I’ve tried contacting your sister to have her come down and be
here with you, but, after she phoned about an hour ago, I haven’t
been able to get back in touch with her.”
I nodded, while becoming more and more fearful.
“I didn’t want to be the one to tell you this. I feel it’s not as
much my place as it is your relatives’, but I also don’t want you to
go home and see this on the news and be all alone when you do.”
I was wide-eyed, listening with my full attention now.
“Honey . . . it’s your mom and dad. Shontelle phoned to tell
us that your parents have been involved in a terrible accident.
The helicopter joyride went dreadfully wrong.”
She stopped and wiped a tear or two away while I just stared
at her in disbelief. Now I knew what was coming. I began to
shake my head slowly, as though I could stop her next words if I
refused to hear them.
“Sweetheart, your dad and mom didn’t survive the crash.
I’m so sorry! So sorry.” With that, Mrs Leeves stood from the
lounge chair and came over and sat beside me and held me. I’m
sure it wasn’t something she was supposed to do, but she could
see that I needed it. She held me tightly for what seemed a very
long while.
I remember nothing else of that day, or of the days afterwards. I was in a state of shock and non-acceptance. Apparently,
I refused to believe it even when Shontelle tried to talk to me and
comfort me. For days I said nothing. I ate nothing. I did nothing. I sat motionless most of the time, Shontelle told me later.
Eventually, when I hadn’t been responsive in several weeks, she
bought home a psychologist from her workplace. I didn’t talk to
her either.
I was a mess and Shontelle . . . well she was older, all grown
up, and we just couldn’t connect properly. Even though she was
there, we weren’t able to find each other on any level. She turned
to her friends, and I turned to Marco. It was that simple. Shon5
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telle became by mother, which she didn’t really want to do. It
was hard for her as she’d just started her career and was looking
for someone to love—she was dating. But now she had to take
care of a pubescent teenager. To say she wasn’t entirely happy
with the responsibility would be putting it mildly. Shontelle had
been through college and had started her life. She’d become a
law-enforcement officer and was on the verge of something big
when everything switched, when everything changed and came
to a grinding halt.
That was where we found ourselves. She didn’t know how
to comfort me when she was feeling so lost herself, and I didn’t
know how to support her when I was feeling so empty. I wasn’t
capable of giving anything to anyone. I didn’t know how to be
under her care nor did she know how to care for me, not in this
way. But we struggled through, and I’m happy to say that, four
years later, we are close. We still live together in an apartment
in the city, and we have reached a more grown-up place where
we are more like friends than sisters. She no longer treats me
like I’m her child or her responsibility. It’s good. We are happy
again.
Right now though, I could do with some of her advice,
because things have changed. For the first time in years, Marco
has begun to terrify me. Well, that isn’t exactly the truth. What I
feel for him terrifies me right down to the bottom of my stomach. It is an attraction that I can’t quite handle. I’ve had feelings
for guys before, but what I feel with him goes way beyond what
I have experienced previously. Marco is my best friend. He’s seen
me through everything. He’s wiped my tears and brought me
back into reality, normalcy. He had shown me that my life wasn’t
over when I was so sure it was.
This new feeling, this more than friends feeling, is so strong
it is almost overwhelming, entirely too much for my mind to
cope with. I try to keep my emotions buried, but, whenever I
look at him, they rush to the surface and I’m certain he can see
in my face what I fight so hard to keep hidden in my heart. These
days when he is near me it makes my body do stupid things and,
for the first time, I felt awkward and all mussed up when I am
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with him. I want to touch him like I’ve never done before. I want
to know the feeling of his lips on mine, and I can’t even tell you
when this started.
When I first met Marco, I’d thought he was so very kind, but
I was sceptical about a stranger caring about me. I’d never seen
anything like it. But then, I’d never seen anyone like him either—
he was so understanding. As time went on, I learned to trust him
completely. Now, I don’t know what I would do without him, and
that’s what I’m worried about. I don’t want to lose him.
I have to talk to Shontelle about this tonight. I hope she’ll
be home, but I think tonight might be her date night with that
Roger guy. I don’t really like him.
“Marco, what do you think of Roger?” I asked, just to see
what he thought and to start a conversation that might not lead
to anymore thoughts of kissing.
“He seems okay. A bit of a ‘love yourself ’ kind of guy, though.
I’m not sure. He’s pretty intense and not real friendly, I reckon.”
“Yeah,” I agreed. “I don’t think he’s the one for Shontelle.
There’s another guy she likes . . . Josh, I think. She hasn’t really
told me much, but I think she is starting to like like him, you
know? There’s something there, I reckon.”
“Hmmm, that’s interesting, because she told me about him
in glowing terms too. He’s the guy who owns this park isn’t he? I
think he is. Umm, Joshua Felkie, isn’t it?”
“Really?” I exclaimed. “I didn’t know that. Are you sure? I
don’t know if Shon knows that. I’m not sure if she even knows
what kind of business he owns. Oh, wow! Think of the perks that
could bring us. We could come to the park anytime we wanted!
We could get in here without anyone else being around. How
cool would that be?”
“Pretty cool, but I’ll have to check before you get too excited.
Let’s just see how your sister does with him, hey? You know how
careful she is with men nowadays. We don’t want to count our
chickens too soon.”
“Mmm, but it would be great, wouldn’t it?”
“Yes, Skye, it would. Let your sister work it out for herself
though, won’t you?”
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I didn’t answer. I was thinking about not having to line up
for rides, having free passes, and being related to the owner of
Wunderland. It made me smile. A lot.
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