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I woke up with a pounding headache and a weird,
salty taste in my mouth. Squinting in the too bright light of my
bedroom, I stumbled out of my bed and yanked the curtains closed,
cloaking the room in darkness.

 


Fuck. I am never drinking again.

 


Most of last night was a blur. I had been bored out
of my mind, flipping through bad reality TV before the loud ringing
of my phone pulled me out of my daze.

 


“Get dressed bitch!” the perky
voice of my best friend Chonda chirped from my phone speaker.
“We’re going out!”

 


An hour later I was hopping into
the passenger seat of Chonda’s car, glad for once that Brady wasn’t
home to give me the third degree.

 


My roommate Lauren had always been
a bit of a. . . well, free spirit
is the nice way to put it. Flake is a bit more accurate. The
truth was, she never really put too much effort in keeping track of
anything in her life. The two of us were basically the odd couple,
but the deal I got on our apartment was way too amazing to consider
moving out.

 


Despite Lauren's non-existent work habits, she had
Daddy's money and something even better. White people credit.
Lauren with her wavy blonde hair could hook up with whatever
bongo-playing, patchouli-smelling guy named Chad or Brian or
whatever and that made her quirky. If I did it, well I was just
another piece of cheat ghetto trash.

 


If it sounds like I hated Lauren, I really didn't. I
was jealous of her, but for all her ditziness she was a nice person
so I tried to push it aside. Besides that, the place was cheap and
gigantic, so I was willing to ignore all of Lauren’s habits like
bringing home whatever random townie struck her fancy that night.
And what I did, in true rebellion was spend my nights studying
instead of running around town like she did.

 


Then she met Brady.

 


I expected him to be just another one of her usual
hookups, albeit hotter and with much better hygiene. I never
thought she would end up marrying him!

 


Of course, there was no tying Lauren down, and the
marriage was far from traditional. She still spent more nights on
Tinder than most 20 somethings, husband or not.

 


"It's an open relationship,
sweetie," she had said with a stoned giggle when I caught her
making out with a man that looked suspiciously like my old
third-grade teacher. "Brady has his own dates too!"

 


I never thought my hippie roommate would go so far
as to get married for tax benefits and health insurance, but that’s
what happened. The situation was crazy, but it didn’t take long for
it to become my new normal.

 


Except for one thing.

 


Brady was strict.

 


At first, it never really bothered
me. I'd never particularly been a big partier, so living with
someone who seemed to act more like a drill instructor than a wild
child didn’t really bother me. I had always been a good girl,
content to stay at home with her books instead of enjoying drunken
hookups. But as soon as my self-imposed rules became something
Brady tried to impose on the whole house, I started really getting
pissed at him.

 


It didn’t Nicker that I had just
graduated college and still actually still a virgin. I was my
living with Lauren so obviously, I was a crazy as her.
Suddenly all the amazing closet space didn’t seem worth the endless
comments.

 


Thank goodness I had Chonda to
drag me out of the house, though my pounding head wasn’t thanking
her now.

 


My phone buzzed from the bedside
table, and I thanked the foresight that had made me put it on
silent. Squinting at the screen I saw a few texts from
Chonda.

 


OMG R U ALIVE?

 


Fuck vodka, I’m never drinking again.

 


Did ur roommate’s man kill you? He looked
pissed!

 


My eyes widened and I sat straight up in bed,
wincing at the sudden movement the memories came flooding back to
my fuzzy brain.

 


***

 


“BODY SHOTS!”

 


Chonda and I had walked into the
frat party to the sight of eager sorority girls lining up to have
the frat brothers lick warm tequila out of their belly buttons. I
didn’t see the appeal, but a cute blond white boy dragged Chonda
away and a minute later she was on her back on a table with a
sticky lime wedge in her mouth and a line of salt across her
abs.

 


I don’t know what possessed Chonda
to drag me out to a frat party six months after we’d graduated, but
free alcohol and cute guys should get us a passably fun night.
Though I had zero intention of letting anyone lick tequila off
me.

 


“Not as much of an exhibitionist as your friend,
hm?” I turned around to see another one of the frat brothers
handing me a red plastic cup of “punch.” The usual mix of the
cheapest vodka and whatever flavor of Gatorade was on sale, it was
pretty terrible but I still downed most of the glass before
introducing myself.
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