
[image: Cover: Not If You Break Up with Me First, by G.F. Miller.]




[image: Not If You Break Up with Me First, by G.F. Miller. Aladdin. New York | London | Toronto | Sydney | New Delhi.]






To all the tenderhearted guys trying to figure it out. I see you.
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Chapter 1 It’s Only Weird If You Make It Weird


Eve was convinced that the clock in the airport terminal was set to Mercury time. Every minute took approximately fifty-eight times longer than a regular Earth minute.

“Didn’t their plane land, like, an hour ago?” she demanded when she couldn’t take it anymore.

“Fifteen minutes,” her mom said, not looking up from her sudoku. “And I have no control over airline efficiency.”

“Sorry,” Eve muttered, dropping into a runner’s lunge right there in front of the TSA and everybody. Running and prepping to run were Eve’s go-to fixes for practically every problem—boredom, nervousness, awkward silences, cramps, loneliness, parents having their twentieth fight of the week.…

She glanced around the O’Hare International Airport waiting area, considering doing a couple of laps between the “Nuts on Clark” popcorn stand and the PASSENGERS ONLY BEYOND THIS POINT sign.

That would be weird, right? She should probably stick to stretching.

If people knew what she was going through, though, they wouldn’t judge. Her best friend in the world had been gone for two whole months. (Because two-month family trips are a thing you can do when your dad’s a teacher and your mom’s job is virtual.) Two months was cruel. It was inhumane.

Eve had been forced to hang out with the other Cross Country girls all summer, which wasn’t really a bad thing. They were pretty cool, and they were her teammates. But it meant she had a whole new friend group that Andrew wasn’t part of. Plus they watched makeup tutorials and talked about which boys they liked. She wasn’t being fake with them when she went along with it, but she wasn’t totally being herself, either. With Andrew, she didn’t have to pretend at all. She really missed that.

But now she was just a few Mercury minutes from seeing Andrew again.

It’s bananas how much stuff can happen to a person in two months. Andrew turned fourteen and Eve wasn’t there to smash cake in his face. Cross Country got a new coach. The Gonzaleses moved away. Her friend Reese kissed someone on the actual lips. School started, and Andrew missed the whole first week of eighth grade. Eve’s parents were acting horrible to each other, and she couldn’t talk to her best friend about it.

And yeah, they’d been texting, kind of. But some things just aren’t textable. Plus their mothers had colluded, as always, and put a million ridiculous restrictions on both of their phones. No phones at the dinner table. No phones in the car. No phones during “mandatory family time.” Sometimes she’d wait hours for a text back, and finally get a Sorry MFT [image: ]. Worst of all, the things literally shut down at eight p.m. With Andrew on Florida time, all communication with her best friend was cut off before toddlers go to bed.

Thinking about everything she had suffered made Eve groan out loud. The lady in the TSA uniform standing guard under the PASSENGERS ONLY sign gave her a pointed look.

Eve switched legs, wailing, “I’m dying!”

“Of impatience?” Mom teased.

“Of old age!”

That got a ha from Mom.

Eve said, “Seriously, how long has it been?”

“Since your birth? Thirteen years and seven months. Since they landed?” Mom glanced at her watch. “Eighteen minutes.”

How had only three minutes passed since the last time check? See, thought Eve, Mercury time.

Mom uncrossed her legs and recrossed them, opposite leg on top. Her sneaker-clad foot bounced, as she penciled a “5” into one of the boxes of her puzzle. The permanent crease between her eyebrows was deeper than usual. For all her calm façade, Eve could tell she was anxious too. Turned out even adults with unfettered phone access missed their besties. Eve put her forehead on her knee and focused on the sensations of stretching. The tightness of her calf and heel. The tension in her thigh.

“There they are!” Mom exclaimed, standing. “Is that Andrew?!”

Eve popped out of her lunge and scanned the crowd. Andrew was emerging from the security corridor. He was wearing running pants and a Miami Heat basketball jersey. He had a backpack slung on his shoulder, a rolling bag dragging behind him, and a shopping bag in the other hand. His mom, dad, and sixteen-year-old brother flanked him. Eve didn’t take time to notice anything else. She took off running like she’d heard the starting gun at a Cross Country meet.

Andrew broke into a huge smile. He opened his arms and yelled, “McNugget!”

She fully left her feet when she crashed into him. He let his bags fall as he caught her. Eve squealed, “I’m going to hug you so hard, you pass out!”

“I’m gonna crack your ribs,” Andrew laughed back, his voice deeper than she remembered. But that didn’t matter. All that mattered was that he was squeezing her so tight. And man, he must have gotten stronger. It really was hard to breathe.

“I’m going to break your spine,” Eve wheezed, grabbing her own wrists and using the leverage to tighten her arms like a nutcracker. Her effort was rewarded with an oof from Andrew. She laughed victoriously with the little air she had left in her lungs.

Best. Hug. Ever.

Exceptz Andrew was different. At least two whole inches taller than when she’d hugged him goodbye. Taller and stronger and deeper-talking. It was disorienting.

So much can happen in two months.

“Whenever you guys are done making out, we can go,” Andrew’s brother, Tom, huffed, hefting his backpack.

What?! Eve pushed away from Andrew almost as hard as she’d tackled him a minute ago. Andrew averted his eyes, his cheeks going red, and scratched his head like he always did when he was uncomfortable.

“Hey!” Mrs. Ozdemir cuffed Tom on the arm.

“Just kidding, jeez,” Tom said.

It’s just Tom being Tom, Eve told herself. But kidding or not, Tom’s comment hung between them, making everything weird.

The moms turned back to their own reunion—jabbering and hugging like nothing had changed between them. Because nothing had.

Andrew cleared his throat and put on a forced-looking smile, seemingly determined to shake off whatever that was. He said, “Hey, I got you something!”

He retrieved the shopping bag he’d dropped and shoved it into Eve’s hands. She reached in and unfurled a beach towel. It was a map of Florida—obnoxiously fluorescent green and blue, and peppered with cartoonish icons of mouse ears, palm trees, alligators, and creepy smiling oranges.

“It’s so ugly!” Eve exclaimed, realizing that Andrew hadn’t changed so much after all. He was still her goofy best friend. She smiled hugely. “My eyes are bleeding!”

Andrew grinned back, for real this time. “I figure this could help you suck less at geography.”

“But if I was good at geography on top of everything else,” Eve said, “that wouldn’t really be fair to the other kids.”

Andrew snort-laughed.

“Okay, guys, let’s keep moving,” Mr. Ozdemir prodded tiredly. The group started to move forward, quickly falling into their natural pattern—Mr. Ozdemir and Tom in the lead, the moms right behind, chattering and barely watching where they were going, and Eve and Andrew at the back of the line.

Eve held the beach towel on display behind her like winning runners do with flags at the Olympics, while Andrew told her about Florida. He talked about the Keys, the beach, a sailboat ride, petting alligators, and visiting a town hilariously named Sopchoppy.

“Your haircut looks kinda sopchoppy, no offense,” Eve said.

“Did you sopchoppy your pants up on purpose?” Andrew countered.

They were both laughing as they dodged and weaved through baggage claim, keeping their moms in sight. But as they arrived at Carousel 4, where a crowd was already gathered to watch luggage trickle onto a conveyor belt, Andrew said, “How come your dad didn’t come?”

Eve bit her lip. She wanted to tell Andrew everything that was going on, but she didn’t know how to start, and this definitely didn’t seem like the right time and place, with her mom right there and everything. Besides, Eve didn’t know why her parents had started fighting—just that they were fighting. A lot. About everything. So she said, “It’s complicated.”

Andrew turned to look at her and leaned closer, his eyebrows pinched together. “Is it that bad?” he asked.

Before Eve could come up with an answer, she heard her mother say, “Look at them. They’re so sweet together.”

And Andrew’s mom went, “Aaaaaaw.”

What the actual heck?

Andrew must have heard it too, because they both stepped back at the same time, looking anywhere but at each other. Why did it have to be weird again?

Thankfully, the awkward moment was cut short by Mr. Ozdemir calling, “Andrew, red bag! Grab that one!”

Andrew reached for it. And that’s when Eve realized that even more things had changed when she wasn’t looking. Andrew kind of had muscles. Not like NBA muscles. But his arms were not the same skin-and-bones-with-pointy-elbows appendages he’d been jabbing her in the ribs with since kindergarten.

And, also, armpit hair.

From this moment on, Eve thought, time will be measured before and after armpit hair.

Before armpit hair, they were just kids. And even though there had been a razor in her shower for months, Eve had still thought of her and Andrew as kids. But now—hauling a red suitcase off a conveyor belt with his boy muscles and his hairy armpits—Andrew obviously wasn’t a kid anymore. He was a boy. Like he always was, but now it mattered.

Not to Eve. It didn’t matter at all to Eve, no matter what awkward comments his brother and their moms made. She’d been best friends with Andrew forever. They’d seen each other through growth spurts, family drama, and broken bones. Their moms were practically conjoined. Their families did holidays together. Just because Andrew happened to be a boy—a tall, hairy boy—didn’t mean anything had to change between them.

Eve clutched her new Florida beach towel. A cartoon alligator grinned up at her, and she whispered to it, “Don’t worry, Alli G. Absolutely nothing is going to change.”
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Chapter 2 Not One Single Thing Doesn’t Change


Starting school a week after everybody else wasn’t supposed to be a big deal. Since Andrew’s dad’s district started later, his parents decided to stay in Florida until the last possible minute. When Andrew had protested, his dad had said, “Don’t worry about it. The first few days, everybody’s relearning how to be in school mode. And then it’s all review for a couple weeks. You won’t miss anything.”

Wrong. He had missed a lot. Andrew felt like everyone else had a rhythm already, and he couldn’t keep a beat. The teachers knew everyone’s name except his—they kept calling him Andy, and he hated that. Everybody knew their locker combinations, their seat assignments, and which teachers were out for blood. Meanwhile, Andrew had spent his entire lunch period in the office because his lock didn’t work and he was in the wrong math class.

All the guys had already told each other their summer stories and moved on. The girls had already formed posses and were roaming the halls like dangerous, unapproachable pack animals.

Last year, the guys had mainly talked about video games and LEGOs. Today they’d spent the whole time talking about which girls they liked.

He was even out of sync with Eve. Everything had seemed great when they were walking to school together, but the second they were inside the fence, one of her running friends had called to her, and she’d abandoned him. Later, when he saw her in the hall and tried to say hi, she didn’t even look his way. He figured she must not have noticed him, so he tried to get her attention. But then the pack of girls she was with had given him weird looks and started whispering to each other, and Eve had gone bright red.

He hadn’t heard a single thing the teacher said in social studies after that, because he spent the whole class trying to figure out why that was so gross and awkward and what he had done wrong.

It was a relief to get to band seventh period because at least the band room felt the same. Clarinets and flutes sat in the front two rows—mostly girls who assembled their instruments while they chatted or sucked on reeds. Behind them were saxophones, trumpets, trombones, and one tuba player. Everyone warmed up on scales or played random lines of music, creating a jumble of noise that made Andrew feel like he was home. In the very back, the percussion section added to the chaos by practicing rhythms on practice pads, snares, rims, their thighs, the wall.…Andrew headed toward them.

“OZZIE!” Mateo Ramirez shouted over the din.

“RAMIREZ!” Andrew held up his hand, and they high-fived.

“Where ya been?” Ramirez asked.

“FLORIDA,” Andrew yelled back, snagging a pair of drumsticks and spinning one in his fingers.

“HEY, OZ! Welcome back, man,” Jamal said. “You got here just in time.”

“Yeah,” Arav said, giving Andrew a fist bump. “We have to play for Handen today, and he’s going to assign parts.”

“Oh, okay.” Andrew tried to play it cool, even though he was really ticked at his parents now. If he got stuck on bass drum—or worse, cymbals—for the whole marching season because he hadn’t had time to practice, it would be all their fault.

Thankfully, the drumline played the same cadences and the school fight song every year. He had memorized the snare parts in seventh grade, but he was really hoping to play quads this year. Plus the band would have a new parade piece he’d need to learn. He asked, “What’s the song this year?”

“ ‘Uptown Funk,’ ” Jamal said, holding out the sheet music for snare drum.

“Do you have the quad part?” Andrew asked.

“She’s got it,” Ramirez said, pointing.

Andrew’s gaze followed Ramirez’s finger to a girl with short black-and-pink hair and heavy black eyeliner. She was pounding on four practice pads with mallets and ignoring them completely.

“Who is that?” She looked like she belonged in a rock band, and Andrew couldn’t keep the awe out of his voice.

Ramirez and Jamal immediately started ribbing him with ooooohs and aaaaaaaaws and kissing noises. Andrew wanted to climb inside the bass drum to get away from it. Thankfully, Arav jabbed him with a mallet and said, “Dude, it’s Madison. Don’t you recognize her?!”

“Madison Streeter?!”

“Yup.”

Andrew had so many questions, but the guys were losing interest, going back to the rhythms and rudiments they’d been messing around with before he’d come in. He had no choice but to approach Madison if he wanted a peek at the quad part. And if he didn’t get put on quads this year, he wouldn’t be able to audition for the Blue Devils next summer. The Blue Devils were the best drum corps in the world, and Andrew had been dreaming about joining since fifth grade. He peeled away from the guys and went to stand by her, their hoots and sniggers barely audible amidst all the other noise in the room.

“HEY. MADISON?”

She looked up, continuing to tap out paradiddles. “OH. HI, ANDREW.”

“You changed your hair.” That was an understatement. Last year she’d worn it in a long brown braid every day. She’d also had glasses and braces.

“YEAH?” Her tone clearly made the word mean, What do you want?

“And you wear makeup now.”

Madison made a face—lips pursed, eyebrows quirked—that said, You’d better have a good reason to still be talking to me.

Normally, Andrew would back away slowly now. But he focused on the Blue Devils and said, “Sorry, um, can I look at the quads music?”

Her face smoothed out, and she shrugged. “I’m using the fight song right now. You want ‘Uptown Funk,’ and we could trade in a couple minutes?”

Andrew gratefully accepted her offer and started studying the music. Madison leaned in and said over the noise, “I guess you’re my competition for quads, huh?”

“I guess.” Andrew smiled at her, even though he was dead serious about getting picked to play the one and only set of quads. She smiled back with a clear “don’t get your hopes up” vibe.

One of the trombone players leaned back and said, “ARE YOU GUYS DATING?”

“WHAT?”

“NO.” Madison abruptly went back to pounding on her practice pads.

Why does this keep happening to me? Andrew thought. He shifted away from Madison and didn’t look at her again for the rest of band.



Andrew and Madison both got picked for quads. Turned out the Band Boosters had bought a new set over the summer. But Mr. Handen chose Madison for drumline captain, and he warned Andrew to practice hard because he had a lot of catching up to do.

As soon as he got home from school, Andrew went to the backyard and practiced on four upturned buckets until it was getting too dark to read his music. He finally went in, his nose running from the cold, and the smell of dinner wafting from the kitchen. After he put his mallets and music into his backpack, he saw he’d missed three texts from Eve.

McNugget



sorry that was weird at school [image: ] [image: ]







how was ur first day back??







dude what did those buckets ever do to you????!!!!!





Andrew



It was fine I guess but they had me in pre-algebra AGAIN and I had to get it switched







Btw I got quads [image: ]





“What are you grinning at, Snot Rag?” Tom asked, knocking into him with his shoulder.

“Ugh. I’m just texting Eve.”

“Tell your gurlfriend—”

“She’s not my girlfriend!” Andrew snapped.

“Sorry—you only wish.”

“I do not!”

Tom had gone through several phases of teasing Andrew about Eve. He used to call her Andrew’s twin sister. Then for a while he said Andrew was Eve’s shadow. Or her puppy. Last year he would always make remarks about interrupting Eve and Andrew’s “girl time” until their dad had made him stop. But the girlfriend joke was getting under Andrew’s skin faster than anything else ever had.

Tom could obviously tell he’d hit a nerve, because he made a kissing noise and moaned, “Oooooh, Eve.”

Andrew punched him in the shoulder. Tom put Andrew in a headlock and scrubbed his knuckles into his scalp. Andrew planted his feet and used his body weight to push Tom into the end table.

“What was that crash?!” Mom called from the kitchen. “Guys, come to dinner!”

Tom and Andrew took turns punching each other from the family room to the kitchen. When they sat down, they switched to kicking under the table.

“Cut it out, you two,” Mom said, setting a casserole dish between their plates. She sat down, glanced at both of them, and said, “What are you fighting about?”

“Tom keeps riding me—”

“Andrew’s being a drama queen about his crush.”

“Shut up!” Andrew shouted.

Mom calmly scooped chicken-broccoli casserole onto their plates. “Who’s the girl?”

“Eve, of course. Who else?” Tom shoveled the first steaming bite into his mouth and then sucked air like it was burning.

Mom sigh-smiled like she did during the end credits of her cheesy old eighties movies. Even though there were strands of gray in her dark hair, she looked all moony like the girls in those movies.

Andrew insisted, “I don’t have a crush on her. We’re just… We’re—”

They were just best friends. Weren’t they? He loved hanging out with her. She always made him laugh. Like friends do. But he’d missed her a lot this summer. And yesterday at the airport he had noticed she looked really pretty. And then he felt like crap when she ignored him today at school. Did that mean he liked her as more than friends? They’d always been friends. Why couldn’t things stay simple?

“Whatever, dude. But you’d better start chewing gum or something, ’cuz no girl wants to kiss your Taki breath.”

Andrew was sure Mom would yell at Tom, but she just chuckled into her casserole.

“Are you serious?” Andrew asked, wondering if he really had bad breath. Maybe that’s why Madison looked so much like she wanted him to stop talking to her in band.

“Yeah, dude, your breath reeks. Your pits, too.”

“Do girls really notice stuff like that?” He looked at his mom for confirmation, fighting the urge to sniff his armpit.

“They notice,” she said, “But you don’t ‘reek.’ Brush your teeth. Shower. Wear deodorant.”

“I do,” Andrew protested.

“Then don’t worry about it.”

Too late. Andrew was already hard-core worrying about it.
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Chapter 3 Everyone Suddenly Freaks Out


Nina Moreno burst into the locker room looking like she’d already done the run for today. Her bronze cheeks were flushed dark red, and she seemed out of breath. Eve looked up from tying her running shoes. “Are you okay?”

Nina squeezed her eyes closed and ran in place for a second before announcing breathlessly, “I asked Brendan to the dance, and he said yes!”

The other Cross Country girls squeed and gasped and pressed her for details. Eve didn’t want to be the only one not freaking out, so she jumped up with everyone else and tried to act jazzed, even though, until that moment, she’d assumed everyone would go to the dance in friend groups like they did last year.

Destiny Williams said, “No way! What did you say? What did he say?”

“I was like, ‘Hey, want to go to the dance with me?’ And he was like, ‘Yeah, that’d be cool.’ ”

“Oh my gosh,” Sofia cooed. “You are so, so brave. I really want Mark Chen to ask me, but I would never ask him first.”

The whole team broke into a “you can do it… just go for it… there’s no way he won’t ask you” pep talk for Sofia. Eve did her best to add the right encouraging phrases and head bobs.

The chime signaling the start of after-school activities got them all moving toward the multisport field but did nothing to slow their conversation.

“Reese,” Destiny said, “you’re going with Jamal, right?”

“Yeah,” Reese said with a sly smile. “I mean, he hasn’t said anything about it yet, but yeah.”

Eve knew Reese and Jamal had kissed under the bleachers on Friday, because Reese had told the whole team on the Cross Country group chat. No one had talked about anything else all weekend. And Destiny had described in vivid detail how she’d made out with a boy at camp over the summer. Now Nina and Brendan were a thing, and it seemed like Sofia and Mark would pair up any day.

Eve was really starting to get worried about being left behind. She didn’t think she wanted to kiss anyone, but there was no way she was going to miss the first dance of eighth grade because she was the only one without a date.

“Eve, what about you?” Nina asked, coming alongside her.

“She’s going with Andrew, of course!” Destiny said.

Of course?! Eve tried not to look surprised or confused. She was friends with Andrew. But why did everyone assume they would go together? She tried to sound sure of herself when she said, “Um, I mean, maybe. But we’re just friends.”

Reese snorted. “Yeah right.”

Destiny had pulled ahead. She turned to face them, walking backward with total confidence. “Maybe when we were kids. But now? The way he was looking at you yesterday?”

Sofia sighed dreamily. “It was sooooo sweet.”

“That’s just how he looks,” Eve said, sounding less confident than she’d meant to. The truth was, it had been different—that look. Or maybe she was imagining it.

Andrew had only been back two days, and there had already been so many awkward moments, first at the airport and then at school yesterday. When he’d called to her and tried to wave her over, all the girls had started arguing about whether their ship name should be “Andreve” or “Evedrew.” She felt bad about ignoring him, but what else could she do? If she’d gone and talked to him, everyone would have said he was her boyfriend.

None of this had been a problem Before Armpit Hair. They were just friends, and no one made a big deal about it. Armpit hair ruined everything.

“But if he asked you, you’d say yes, right?” Sofia pressed.

Eve felt her face get hot. She mumbled, “Um, yeah, maybe.”

The group reached the track and started stretching.

“Actually, I heard Andrew and Madison might be a thing,” Nina said, standing on one leg and holding her foot behind her butt.

“Oh yeah, I heard that too,” Reese said from a deep lunge. “I guess they were flirting in band pretty hard-core.”

Wait. WHAT?! There were about a hundred and twenty problems with that. First, her best friend was not allowed to go off and like someone without telling her about it. She shouldn’t have to find out things about him from the Cross Country team. What was happening to their friendship?! Second, if Andrew started dating someone, Eve really would be the last person still acting like a little kid while everyone else on the freaking planet had leveled up. Third, if Andrew dated Madison, how would he still hang out with Eve? Was he dumping her as a friend? Had he… outgrown her?

Her face must have given away her anxiety, because Reese said, “Oh my gosh, you didn’t know?”

“Are you okay?” Sofia asked, real concern in her voice.

“Don’t worry, he definitely likes you,” Destiny said, trying to reassure her.

“You should ask him quick before she does, though,” Nina said—obviously wise and emboldened from her recent victory with Brendan.

Her advice ignited an impassioned pep talk from the rest of the team: “Yes!” “Go for it!” “Do it, girl.” “Ask him NOW! He’s right over there!”

Eve looked to the center of the field, where the drumline was warming up. Andrew was wearing four drums on a harness—the “quads” he’d been obsessing over since last year. Madison was standing next to him in the same rig, but they didn’t seem to be flirting at the moment. Jamal, Arav, and a few other people were carrying snare drums, bass drums, cymbals.… She really didn’t want to go over and talk to him in front of all these people. She wanted it to be just the two of them, when everything felt easy.

“Oh my gosh,” Sofia said, “He looks so, so cool with his drums. And, I mean, he’s soooo good. No wonder so many girls like him.”

Eve had never thought of Andrew’s drums as cool. There had been way too many hours of hearing him practicing in his backyard for this particular Andrewism to hold any mystique. Drumming was just a thing he did… sometimes too much. When did he get “soooo good”? When did “so many girls” start liking him? He was hers, dang it. Her best friend. Who were these girls?

“Yeah, and he’s super cute,” Destiny added. The team agreed with hums and giggles.

They weren’t wrong—Andrew was cute. He had thick, dark hair and brown eyes that crinkled into half-moons when he laughed. He had dimples and clear skin, and he’d grown at least two inches and gotten muscles and armpit hair and oh no, oh no, oh NO. Madison probably did like Andrew. With her spiky pink hair and her eyeliner and her drum kit, Madison was a thousand times cooler than Eve. Of course he would like her back. Eve was suddenly sure she was about to be left out and left behind.

Destiny gave her an encouraging shove in Andrew’s direction. “You got this!”

“Just ask him,” Nina commanded.

Eve took a step and then another, kind of wishing for her own personal black hole to disappear into.

“Woo! Get it!” Reese said, and the whole team cheered.

Andrew must have heard them because he looked over and locked on Eve. No going back now.

Eve took a bracing breath and marched toward the drumline, who were now all watching her approach. She just had to get this over with, like a geography test.

No more thinking, she told herself, only doing.

When she was inside Andrew’s six-foot space bubble, she blurted, “Wannagotothedancewithme?”

“Uhhhhh.” Andrew’s face turned five shades of red. He was chewing gum (which Eve could hardly ever remember him doing), but stopped midchew, mouth open. His drumsticks stilled too. The whole drumline had gone silent and was staring at them. It was worse than Mercury time—time had frozen altogether. Eve’s legs itched to run, to get far away from this quagmire of awkwardness. Andrew swallowed, his Adam’s apple visibly bobbing, before finally saying, “Sure.”

“Cool,” Eve said. Then she turned and ran.
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Chapter 4 Nothing Makes Sense Anymore


Andrew was sure of one thing. He had swallowed his gum. He watched—burning with embarrassment—as Eve ran away. She hadn’t gone more than five steps when the drumline’s moment of silence broke into a cacophony of hoots, kissing noises, and rim shots. Madison burst out laughing. Andrew could feel sweat beading on the back of his neck and worried that he wasn’t wearing enough deodorant.

“DUDE!” Jamal jabbed him in the ribs with his drumstick.

“Naw-iiiiiice-aaaah.” Ramirez managed to turn the word “nice” into three long syllables.

Holden, the first-chair trumpet player, appeared in their midst. “Did Eve seriously just ask you out?”

It seemed like a simple enough question, but Andrew choked on the answer. She must have asked him as a friend, which obviously didn’t count as “asking him out.” But then why did she make a big scene in front of the whole band when she could have just texted him or talked to him after school or something? Did that mean she actually liked him? Andrew didn’t understand anything anymore. So he said, “Uhhhh—”

“Yeah, she asked him to the dance,” Arav filled in helpfully.

“Daaawg!” Holden punched Andrew in the back. “She got hot.” He waggled his eyebrows at the guys and did a chin bob in Madison’s direction. She glared at him, smacking her mallets against her palm threateningly. Holden laughed and walked away, playing the riff from “Uptown Funk.”

Something about Holden rubbed Andrew the wrong way. No. Scratch that. Everything about Holden rubbed Andrew the wrong way. His trendy hair, the little dice-throw move he did all the time to look cool, the ego trip he’d been on ever since he’d gotten first-chair trumpet, and especially the way he talked about girls. Hearing Holden say Eve “got hot” churned up some testosterone-driven caveman reaction in Andrew that caught him off guard. He imagined himself shoving Holden’s face into the dirt and then instantly felt like a jerk.

Embarrassment, confusion, anger, and now guilt… there were too many feelings all at once. Andrew was overwhelmed.

It was a relief when Mr. Handen called the band to attention and immediately counted off the school fight song. Andrew took all his problems out on his drums.
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Chapter 5 Moms Gonna Mom


As she biked home after Cross Country practice, Eve put her mental armor on. She never knew what trauma she’d be dealing with at her house—tears, shouting, tense silence, muttered sarcasm—so she had to be ready for anything.
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