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ALL CHARACTERS DEPICTED in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.
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I KNOW READING MY BOYFRIEND'S text messages is an invasion of his privacy and totally wrong.

But in my defense, how could I not have invaded his privacy when I saw this message pop up on his screen:

Hey, sexy, miss you. Can't wait for you to come back.

And how could I have resisted the urge to log in to his phone when I know that his password is "1234?"

Someone named Shelley sent the text. My heart sinks when I see the picture he saved of Shelley in his contacts. She's blond, tan, tall, and extremely well-endowed–the exact opposite of black-haired, pale, short, and unwell-endowed me.

My heart sinks to the ground when I start reading more texts between my so-called boyfriend Jonah and Shelley.

Jonah: Last night was amazing. I can't wait to do it again.

Shelley: Are you ready to unwrap your present, big boy?

Jonah: Don't worry, I restocked on condoms.

Shelley: When are you going to break up with that girl?

Excuse me, Shelley, “that girl” has a name.

I want to smash Jonah’s phone, but that would be a futile exercise since he has a case and screen protector that make his phone virtually indestructible.

My boyfriend pops into the tent with an oblivious smile. “Hey, babe.”

I hiss, “Who the hell is Shelley?”

No sense in beating around the bush.

For a second, he turns pale, looking like he’s about to shit his pants. Then his face flushes red with indignation. “Were you looking at my text messages? That’s an invasion of my privacy.”
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