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Milking the Babysitter

Anne followed her friends through the
hallway and out into the sun. She could tell Mara was annoyed with
her constant worrying, but the blonde couldn't help it. Her
thoughts kept going back to the exam they'd just finished. Had she
gotten the answers right, did she really understand the problem or
did she merely think so?

Kim's understanding actually made things
worse. Sometimes, she felt so inadequate when she was with her
friends. Especially in the looks department, because where her
friends had actual breasts, Anne had none. If it weren't for her
long hair and her clothes, she was sure people would mistake her
for a boy.

And there came the fourth member of their
group. Ashley was so graceful, even walking through the milling
crowd of students the Africa-American didn't get jostled or bumped
into. “Can hardly believe it's over.”

Kim nodded. “I know, sometimes I thought
high school was going to go on forever.”

“It's not over,” she felt compelled to point out. “We don't
know if we passed yet.” Anne knew it was silly, none of them were
exactly dummies, but she'd been sure before. Sure she'd done well,
only to find out she hadn't.

Mara chewed on her bubble gum with audible
smacks, and Anne had to fight a blush when Kim laid a hand on her
shoulder. “Relax, we studied together, remember. You did great, I'm
sure of it.”

“Kim's right,” Ashley added. “We did fine, I know you are
going to get a better score than I will. If even Mara isn't
worried, then why should you?”

Anne had to smile, as much because of Mara's
raised finger as because of the lame joke. “I suppose I do worry
too much.” That didn't stop it, even though it probably was
true.

“What you need is something to take your mind off of that,”
Mara said. “I say we hit Jackie's and celebrate!”

She was dubious about that proposal. She'd
gone out with them before, and it always ended with her sitting
alone on the sides as the other three danced with boys.

“Sounds like a plan,” Ashley replied.
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