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"DO YOU KNOW WHERE NOAH is?" I ask Maria and Patricia, who both run in the same social circles as Noah, aka my boyfriend and supposed prom date. However, instead of dancing with Noah, I've been sitting at a table alone for the last two hours while eating cupcakes and waiting for him to respond to any of my many texts. Definitely not how I wanted to spend my final high school dance.

Simultaneously, Maria and Patricia say, "Um," and look at each other in a manner I would call suspicious as hell.

I grit my teeth. "Is there something you're not telling me?"

Patricia scratches the back of her neck nervously, then sighs. "If I were in your shoes, I would want someone to tell me, so I'm going to tell you." Her hazel eyes turn wide. "But please don't shoot the messenger."

My heart plummets. This is going to be bad. "Okay, I won't get mad at you."

Patricia exhales again. "Noah is... Well, you see, um..."

Maria blurts out, "Noah is making out with Jimmy in the single-user restroom."

I blink, then blink again. That is a lot of information to process.

So my boyfriend is cheating on me. Not only that, but he might also be gay or bisexual. Now, if he were just making out with any guy, I would get mad at first because he knows perfectly well what I think about cheaters–i.e., I think they're selfish assholes.

But my anger would have faded, I think. Our small town in Ohio isn't exactly known for having the most open-minded population, so I would understand why Noah felt the need to make out with guys in secret.

But he's cheating on me with Jimmy.

There are a few guys named Jimmy in my high school, but I already know which Jimmy is in the restroom with my boyfriend. Jimmy fucking Myers. The school's quarterback and the guy who put a dead cat in my locker in 3rd grade and left this charming note: Here's dinner for you, Miss Ching Chong.

At first, I was hesitant about going out with Noah because he hung out with Jimmy, but Noah told me that was just because they were both on the football team. Stupidly, I believed him because Noah did make Jimmy apologize to me. It was a half-assed apology, but it was more than I’d expected I would ever get, which was absolutely nothing.

“Please don’t shoot the messenger,” Maria says or more accurately, squeaks.

“Oh, I’m not going to shoot you,” I say.

“Uh, you said that in a pretty ominous tone, Lian,” Patricia says.

I laugh, and even to my own ears, it sounds kind of sinister.

“Um, maybe we should all go outside and take a moment to, like, chill,” Maria says. “I have a joint in my car–”

“I don’t need a joint, Maria!” I shout. When she winces, I let out a breath. I’m not angry at her. I’m angry at my boyfriend and his racist side piece. “I mean, thank you for the offer, but I’m not in the mood to smoke right now.”

Patricia asks cautiously, as if I were a wild animal on the verge of raging out, “What are you in the mood to do right now?”
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