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September 12th

Dear Diary,

Ugh. It's officially Day One back at Northwood, and honestly? It already feels like a fancy, glittery prison after a whole summer of actual freedom. Mom spent, like, three actual hours this morning micromanaging my outfit. A designer dress, perfectly tailored, because apparently I have to "look the part." The part of what, though? The queen bee? Because I can tell you right now, I feel more like a nervous little freshman all over again, even though I'm technically a junior now. My stomach was doing actual Olympic-level gymnastics all morning.

And then, of course, I saw Haley. She was already holding court by the lockers, her ridiculously loud, fake laugh echoing down the hall like nails on a chalkboard. Seriously, so much makeup, as usual, looking like she's ready for a photoshoot, not first period English. Her little posse was all around her, nodding like bobbleheads to whatever drivel she was spewing. I tried SO hard to pretend I didn't see her, but naturally, our eyes just had to meet. That little smirk she gives? It's like she knows every single one of my insecurities and just feeds on it. Like she owns some unwanted piece of my soul and just keeps it around to mess with me. Hard pass.

Thank goodness I managed to find Sarah and Emily. Seriously, they're the only reason I didn't completely melt down into a puddle of anxiety. Sarah's already totally absorbed in some new school drama (thankfully, not my drama for once), and Emily's just quietly sketching in her notebook, totally lost in her own world. It's so nice to just... exist with them. They don't have all these crazy expectations, don't demand I be someone I'm not. They just let me be.

Lunch was... okay. We stuck to our usual table, far, far away from Haley's circus. You can't miss them, though. So loud, so over-the-top, like they're performing for an audience of literally no one. My ears perked up when I heard her name being mentioned, followed by a bunch of whispered giggles. Please, please, please don't let it be about me. The thought alone just makes my stomach absolutely knot up.

All I want for this year is for it to be, like, genuinely normal. Is that seriously too much to ask for? I just want to survive it.

Allison 

September 19th

Dear Diary,

Okay, so it's only been, like, a week, but my whole world just feels... off. Like, totally scrambled. "Normal" packed its bags and ghosted, and I'm still trying to figure out why.

It started super subtle. Just, like, whispers? And then the looks. You know, those quick glances, followed by immediate eye aversion. People I literally just said "hey" to last week are suddenly acting like I've got, I dunno, three heads or something. It feels like there's this weird social plague going around, and guess who's patient zero? Me. Obviously.

Seriously, even Liam! In chem today, he walked past my desk – and I actually thought he was pretty cool, like maybe we could at least be friends – and he gave me this look. Not exactly pity, but like... super uncomfortable? He mumbled something to his friend, Lucas, and they both looked over, then snapped their heads away like they'd seen a ghost. What. Is. Happening?

And then it just clicked. Duh. It has to be Haley. It's always, always Haley, isn't it?

Lunch today was a nightmare. Sarah was rambling about some new rom-com, but I couldn't even pretend to care. My eyes kept darting over to Haley's table. She was all over Mark, you know, the cute football player who's usually pretty chill, even if he is a jock. She was leaning in, practically draped over his arm, whispering something that looked super dramatic. And then... then she actually pointed. Right at me. Mark looked over, and his whole face just went kinda... stiff. Uncomfortable. Like he'd just been told I had, like, a contagious disease or something. It was so obvious.

She's literally poisoning everything. My whole world. And for what? I don't get it! We barely even talk. We're not even in the same squad. Why does she just... hate me so much? It feels like she woke up one morning and decided her life's mission was to make mine a living hell.

I swear, I'm shrinking. Like, physically. My clothes feel too big, my voice feels too quiet. All that confidence Mom always says I have, "effortless grace" and all that? Gone. It feels like this super fragile glass wall around me, and Haley is just meticulously tapping it, waiting for the whole thing to shatter. And it's working.

I even tried to talk to Emily, but she just looked super worried. She just shrugged and said, "Haley's always like this," like I was imagining things. But it's not "always like this"! This feels... different. It's not just general drama. This feels so specifically me. Like I'm her new target.

I can't shake the feeling that everyone's watching me, judging me. Every single thing I say, every move I make... it feels like it's being picked apart, twisted into something ugly, and then used against me. Like I'm living under a microscope, and Haley's holding the magnifying glass, just waiting for me to mess up.

Allison 

September 26th

Dear Diary,

OMG. Seriously, this is actually the worst. I feel like I’m being eaten alive by social anxiety, and it’s all because of her. I’m not just overwhelmed—I feel like I’m in a nightmare I can’t wake up from.

Yesterday, during the longest English hour ever, Mrs. Davison decided to play matchmaker for the big Shakespeare research project. When she yelled out names—"Allison and... Haley”—time genuinely froze. The silence that followed was deafening, followed by that awful, collective gasp. Everyone knows Haley and I exist on parallel, non-intersecting social planes, and making us partners was basically a declaration of war.

Haley, of course, turned around and gave me that sickeningly sweet, naïve look—the kind that says, "What a delightful surprise, we get to bond!" But her eyes—they were absolutely lethal. Pure, concentrated enemy energy.

We were supposed to meet after school to start planning. I suggested the library, thinking, Please, just let this be private. But she vetoed it instantly. "The library is so intensely boring, Allison. Let’s hit the student lounge. We need a better vibe." That was move number one: making sure we were surrounded by an audience. Haley needs witnesses for her performance.

Once we sat down across from each other, she barely let me get a single word in. Every time I pitched an idea about structuring our research, she’d just sigh dramatically, like I was physically exhausting her. "Ugh, no, Allison, that’s so not the vibe. We need something edgier. Something that doesn't scream basic."

She kept repeating that passive-aggressive line: "You wouldn't understand." As if I live in some sheltered bubble and haven't experienced anything remotely challenging. She was dismissing my intelligence and my experiences simultaneously.

Then she escalated, moving from academic critique to personal sabotage: dropping these completely vague but loaded hints about my personal life. "Oh, hey, remember that party last weekend? I heard so many stories about you." She’d wink deliberately, and the kids nearby—the ones scrolling on their phones but definitely listening—would start to snicker. The thing is, I didn't even go to a party last weekend! She was inventing lies and planting seeds of doubt right there in the student lounge, manufacturing drama in real time.

The worst part was how easily she framed me as the difficult one. If a recognizable person walked past our table, she’d turn on the fake charm and whisper loudly, "Allison is just so rigid about her process. It’s impossible to get her to be spontaneous." And people would nod, accepting her version of events instantly. She controls the narrative, and suddenly, I’m the uptight problem partner.

I genuinely tried to defend myself, to explain my actual ideas, but she just cut me off, her voice dripping with the fakest pity imaginable. "Oh, honey," she cooed, "it’s fine if you’re not naturally creative. Some people are just born with the spark, and some people... well, they’re just trying their best, bless their hearts." The cruelty compressed into that last sentence was like a physical punch to the gut.

I practically ran out of the lounge ten minutes later. I saw Sarah and Emily waiting by the bike racks, their faces etched with worry like they knew exactly what kind of psychological torture I’d just endured. I couldn’t even look them in the eye. I just shook my head and kept walking, the hot, blinding shame burning my face. I felt so utterly inadequate, so defeated.

This wasn't just about a project deadline. This was about knowing that she won the interaction, and that I was the one left struggling for air.

Allison 

October 2nd

Dear Diary, 

Today was officially the worst. It’s not even an exaggeration; it was a crisis wrapped in a sticky, dark stain.

At lunch, Haley made her move, and it was so painfully, obviously intentional. I was sitting there, minding my own business, when she "tripped" on thin air and dumped a disgusting, full cup of dark soda right down the front of my new cream slip dress. It spread like a wildfire, a literal death sentence for the fabric.

She gave this pathetic, mumbled apology, like she was genuinely distressed, but her eyes were cold. They were absolutely screaming, "Gotcha." She walked away with this barely-there smirk, leaving me smelling like artificial cherry and feeling totally humiliated. The dress was just collateral damage, though; the real target was my sanity.

The dress disaster was only the first chapter of the day’s annihilation. Later, walking through the main hallway, I saw Mia and Taylor—girls who were basically attached to my hip last year. I started walking toward them, but the second they saw me, they closed ranks. They totally acted like I was invisible, turning their backs and leaning in close to start whispering.

I heard the giggling first, that sharp, fake sound that girls use when they want everyone to know you’re the joke. Then, as I walked past, I caught the word Haley has clearly been circulating: "desperate."

That’s Haley's weapon. She doesn’t fight; she just plants these tiny, toxic seeds of gossip and watches them grow into major drama.

Haley's influence isn't just drama anymore; it’s like a total eclipse over Northwood High. She’s poisoned the well, and now my entire social standing, something I never even worried about before, is crumbling.

My friendships feel shallow and conditional, like everyone is waiting to see who wins this unofficial war before they commit. But the absolute worst part is the internal damage. I look in the mirror and I genuinely don't recognize the person staring back. The spark is gone. I used to be confident, funny, just Allison. Now, I feel shaky and dull, constantly afraid of the next ambush.

I feel like I'm being erased—a ghost haunting the halls of a school where I used to belong. Haley, with her perfectly innocent face, her manufactured charm, and her venomous whispers, is the architect of my total downfall. I honestly don't know how I’m supposed to survive the rest of the semester if this is the new normal. She has zero chill, and I have zero defenses left.

Allison 

October 5th

Dear Diary,

It’s official. I’m basically a social outcast. I'm like, a total pariah, but for real this time. The project with Haley was a total train wreck, just like I knew it would be. She completely swooped in and took all the credit for the few good ideas I actually managed to salvage. Then she totally sabotaged the parts I actually worked hard on and was proud of, making me look like a complete idiot. And after that, she even went to Mrs. Davison and whispered something in her ear, and Mrs. Davison gave me that look, you know? The one that just spells out "disappointment" in all caps. I got a C-. A C-! For something I practically cried over, for crying out loud.

After that, it was like a dam just burst. The whispers turned into full-on, in-your-face sneers. People literally bump into me in the halls now, like it's a game. My locker was totally jammed shut yesterday, and when I finally got it open, all my stuff was just everywhere, some of my textbooks were actually bent. And guess what? Zero people offered to help. Just stood there staring, like I was an exhibit. Haley, of course, stood across the hall, her arms crossed, a smug, "I won" smile plastered on her face.

My "friends" – yeah, right – are barely even looking at me these days. Sarah's suddenly "so busy" with everything, always making excuses. Emily gives me these pitying looks that just make me want to crawl into a locker and disappear forever. They’re terrified, obviously. Terrified of being seen with the "loser." Haley made sure of that, weaving her little spell, subtly poisoning everyone’s minds with her made-up stories about my “flaws” and “epic fails.” I even overheard her telling someone I was like, a “total drama queen” and “always looking for attention.” Hello? Talk about projection, coming from her.

The worst part is, I’ve tried to fight back, you know? I’ve tried to explain, to justify myself, but it’s totally useless. Every single word that comes out of my mouth gets twisted and used against me. Haley is a master at playing the innocent victim, at portraying herself as the shy, misunderstood, put-upon perfectionist, while painting me as the villain. She's like, a manipulative evil genius.

I've stopped even trying to avoid her. What’s the point anymore? Her shadow literally follows me everywhere. I see her laughing with her little minions, and I know I’m the punchline. I see her walking down the hall, and everyone else just parts like the Red Sea, like they’re afraid of catching whatever “it” I have.

My parents are totally worried, obviously. Mom keeps asking me what’s “wrong,” like it’s a simple, fixable thing. But I can't even begin to tell them the whole, messy truth. How do you explain that your entire social universe has been systematically destroyed by some girl you barely even know? They'd just think I was being “dramatic” or, even worse, that it was somehow my fault.
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