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I’m rooted in the doorway in shock. I can't believe what I'm seeing right now. My boyfriend, Drew, sucking face with some blonde bimbo, right in the middle of the party. That two-timing asshole!

I think I’m going to be sick.

I duck my head and push through the crowd, hot tears blurring my vision as I shove the front door open and stumble outside into the cool night air. My lungs burn. My heart pounds. The hem of my soft green dress brushes against my thighs as I move—one I picked out just for him tonight. Flowy. Floral. Sweet with just enough cleavage to make him want me. He said he loved this color on me.

And now he’s inside, all over some other girl like I never mattered at all.

I hug my arms around myself and rush down the sidewalk to get away from Drew and the woman. I didn’t drive here. I didn’t even think I needed to—I figured Drew would take me home, kiss me in the car, maybe finally be the guy I thought he was.

God, I’m such an idiot.

My fingers move of their own accord, hitting speed dial. It’s ringing. Crap, who did I call? I glance at the screen. Oh, thank god; it’s my best friend.

“Hey Shana, I thought you were going to a party tonight?” Jenny’s voice is bubbly and sounding way too happy for how much pain I’m in right now.

“I need help,” I sob. “Can you come get me?”

There’s a beat of silence on the other end of the line, then a sharp inhale. “What happened?”

I scrub at my face with the heel of my hand, swiping at tears that won’t stop coming. “I don’t want to talk about it. I just—I need to get out of here. Please.”

“Oh, no, I’m so sorry.” Jenny’s voice softens immediately, all that bubbly energy draining into real concern. “Where are you?”

I rattle off the address, my voice wobbling, and it feels like my legs are about to give out.

“I wish I could come get you, I swear,” she says, urgency rising in her voice, “but I’m three hours away at my grandparents’ anniversary party. I’m literally trapped in the middle of nowhere with my parents.”

My heart sinks. Of course she’s not in town. Because tonight couldn’t possibly get any worse.

“Don’t worry,” she rushes on, before I can spiral. “I’ll fix this. I’ll send someone.”

“Who?” I ask, hating how desperate I sound.

“My brother,” she says, like it’s the most obvious thing in the world. “David’s home this weekend. He’s not doing anything important. I’ll call him right now and make him come get you.”

My stomach flips for reasons that have nothing to do with the cold night air or the miserable lump forming in my throat.

David.

Jenny’s older brother.

The guy I had the world’s biggest, most embarrassing crush on through high school—until I left for college and realized that a 14-year age gap meant there was no way he was ever going to be interested in me. 

Still, the idea of David seeing me like this—wrecked, humiliated, and heartbroken—makes my stomach knot even more tightly.
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