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The Pink Bermuda Triangle










I hate Bridget Benson. I know “hate” is a strong word to use, but she leaves me no choice. It’s gone too far. Some other strong words I’d use to describe her would be: conniving bitch, evil manipulator, non-benevolent dictator, shallow label whore, hateful Wasp, horrible actress on-screen (but amazingoff -screen, ironically), and…and…two-faced bastard child of a Tijuanawhore !




Hey, I usually don’t hate people. Ilove people! And I love myself. I love my big ol’ body and I love who I am—and people respond to that accordingly, which has given me a life full of amazing, astounding, and all-around awesome friends. I might have even beenfriends with Bridget Benson—if I didn’t want to expose her bullshit in all its stinky awfulness to the misinformed student body.




Okay, truth be told, Iused to be friends with Bridget. Back when we were six years old, we were child actors in a couple of kids’ shows that filmed here in Orlando. I don’t know how it happened, since we were ondifferent shows, but I guess our parents must’ve met at some event or something, because all of a sudden,boom! we’re playmates. At that point, I had a tutor, so no school for me—so Bridget was pretty much my best and only friend. At six, I guess it’s hard to be a raving, uppity biotch, because we got along pretty well for a couple years…till Bridget all of a sudden stopped calling me.




Ugh. Bridget Benson.




She plays the angel on TV and at school, but people should know about thereal Bridget Benson. The Bridget Benson who embarrassed me on national television when we were sixteen. Who had the nerve to call me a “fat piece of Puerto Rican trash.” Who acts all friend-of-the-environment but drives a gas-guzzling SUV and litters like it’s going out of style faster than trucker hats didoh -so-long ago. Who violates the dignity of heart attack victims! Who thinks that everyone we know can be bought off—because she has the money to do it…. Really, the only thing shehasn’t done is kill puppies and kittens and sell the skins to Chinese black-market fur traders!




It wasn’t always like this. There was a time, just a few weeks ago, when hearing Bridget’s name did hardly anything to me. But that was before my life was turned into this huge, messytelenovela (minus all the slapping) with unpleasant surprises lurking around every corner.




So! Welcome to the fucked-up, crazy story of how Bridget Benson turned mild-mannered me into a hateful rage-o-maniac hell-bent on changing the face of “prom queen” forever!! (Yes, that was a DOUBLE exclamation point!!)




 




A few weeks before I left my sanity at coat check, I was driving in my car andbasking in the luxurious love I was experiencing for the brand-new blouse my sister had just made for me, when my best friend and right-hand homo, Lucas Ellison, had called me on my cell and frantically told me through choked sobs and violent sniffles that he and Zach, his boyfriend of a year—more than 365 consecutive days, babes—had just broken up, and that I needed to get to his penthouse condo, “like, stat.”




Twenty minutes and a few run-through red lights later, I was in his bedroom, doing my best to comfort him. I could notstand to see my poor dear Lucas crying his little blue eyes out. In fact, seeing my friend’s adorable baby face streaked with tears and smeared with hysteri-snot mademe want to cry.




“What happened?” I asked.




“He’s just—I mean, he—Oh, goddammit!” He broke down again and put his face in his hands and continued to cry.




“Lucas, sweetie,” I cooed, handing him a paper bag, “just breathe into this and tell Mama what’s wrong.”




Without even looking up, he took the bag from me and breathed in deeply…then started coughing. “Did I just breathe in eau de Burger King?” he asked, then looked at the bag I’d handed him, answering his own question.




“I was finishing my fries on the elevator ride up. Sorry—I wanted to get here as soon as I could.”




“You mean after you docked at The Mothership.” (This is what he’s taken to calling The King.)




“Bitch, I was boxed in at the drive-through line when you called—gimmesome credit.”




“Zach and I fought about prom again.” From the way Lucas blurted it out, then immediately welled up, I could tell this wasn’t about his desire to wear a wrist corsage. This was not a Crying DuringGrey’s Anatomy –type thing—Lucas had truly blown a gasket.




I pointed to the Burger King bag, and Lucas nodded and resumed his breathing.




“This is kinda yummy, actually,” he added meekly. “Guess you got onion rings, too?”




Zach is (orwas , I guess) Lucas’s boyfriend. They’d stayed together this whole school year, even though they were no longer at the same school. See, Lucas had transferred to Winter Park just this—oursenior !—year, during which we’d become superfast, supertight friends.




“Madge,why did I have to date a closet case for this long?” Lucas wailed. “Iknew it would get old!”




Madge is me. Well, actually Margarita Antonia Diaz is me. “Madge” was born in Spanish class with Lucas. (Yes, I’m Puerto Rican and I take Spanish, andbesa mi culo , baby, because it’s an easy A.) So one day we did this exercise to learn about the different forms of traditional Spanish names. I’m Margarita Antonia Diaz normally, but if you added my mom’s maiden name, I’d be Margarita Antonia Diaz-Gallegos. Then Lucas and I figured out that if we got married, I’d be Margarita Antonia Diaz-Gallegos de Ellison—and thus, “M.A.D.G.E.” was born. Lucas, Madonna-crazed homosexual that he is, immediately started calling me “Madge” exclusively (except for when he called me “Your Madgesty”), which I wasn’t all that crazy about at first, but when that little blond angel had said all melancholically, “But, Margarita, you might be the only Madge I’ll ever get,” I couldn’t help but grin and bear it.




“Why don’t you tell me what the fight was about?” I said now, as soothingly as I could.




“Well, you know, prom’s coming up,” he said, calming down a bit.




Promwas coming up. My health-nut freak show of a mother—in the grand old PR tradition—was insisting on making my dress for me, and since she paid the bills (actually, she just signed the checks; my often-absent workaholic father made the money), I’d pretty much resigned myself to it. So long as there weren’t bows or sashes or ruffles on the thing…unless, of course, they were made out of vinyl or faux fur.




“And remember how you told me I shouldn’t be afraid to ask Zach to prom and that we should totally go together?” Lucas asked. “Well, Iagreed with you. And Zach’s my fuckingboyfriend ! My boyfriend offorever . So I asked him. And you know what happened?”




“He didn’t wanna go.”




“Give the lady a prize! You guessed it—hestill hasn’t come out to his parents, and he’s ‘not comfortable being gay in public’! What the hell?! I couldn’ttake it anymore!”




“Gay in public” was sort of Lucas’s specialty. He’d been out since ninth grade, and frankly I’m surprised he and Zach lasted so long. Not that I didn’t like Zach. I actuallyreally liked Zach—he was the sweet, chill ying to Lucas’s flamboyant and manicyang!yang!yang! Which I thought would ultimately be enough to win Lucas over and make him be more patient with Zach—because everyone deserves to come out on their own terms. But I guess Lucas’s impatience had won out. Sucks for Zach.




“So then,” he went on, “it escalated into this big fight, and he was saying that prom isn’t such a big deal—which I said ofcourse it is and thatyou andeveryone else in the world agreed with me—and before I knew it, Zach isscreaming at me, telling me he could take the pressure from meno longer , and that it’d just be better if we weren’ttogether anymore.” Now the tears started back up again, and back to the BK bag Lucas went.




Shit. I guess Lucas had been the dumpee, not the dumper. Nowonder he was freaking out so much. I guess I should’ve guessed it from his hysterical condition, but this whole time I figured he’d been the one to get fed up with Zach. Though not to sound mean, but it seemed like Lucas might’ve instigated the breakup, even if he didn’t perform the follow-through. I’d only meant Lucas shouldask Zach to prom—not freak out and get into a huge blowout over it. It wasn’t worth that.




But I kept doing my best to ease Lucas’s pain—back-rubbing, hand-holding, shoulder-to-cry-on…the whole bit. When Lucas wanted to trash-talk his “venomous” and “straitlaced” ex, I would nod and agree (though it was hard for me). When he wanted to reminisce, I would happily join in. I heard the story of their first date, when Lucas was made to pretend that he and Zach were going on a double date with two girls from their chemistry class, and how mad it’d made him—but how once they were out of sight of Zach’s house, Zach reached over and took Lucas’s hand oh-so-sweetly. I told him I liked how Zach had an insane capacity for geography trivia, and that I’d found it way interesting that South Africa had three capital cities: one for judiciary, one for legislative, and one for administrative.




It was almost like having a eulogy for their relationship (except for the trash-talking part, of course). This seemed to help Lucas a little bit.




Eventually, we ended up leaning our faces against Lucas’s floor-to-ceiling windows, gazing onto downtown Orlando. We wound up here often…people-watching at Lake Eola from four hundred feet in the air. Everything just seemed so tranquil from up here—and it was our favorite activity to do together at his house. (Well, other than making chocolate-covered, frozen-whipped-cream-and-graham-cracker sandwiches, and watchingArrested Development DVDs…)




“You know what?” Lucas said, staring down onto the city. “I’ve spent the last year of my life dealing with someone else’s gay hang-ups. Maybe I should look at this as an opportunity.”




“An opportunity for what?”




“Well, first of all, you and I shouldtotally go to prom together now. Wait.” He smiled and backed away from the window, then knelt down on one knee. “No-Salt-on-My-Margarita Diaz, will you go to the prom with me?”




I smiled big and said, “Of course.” I hadn’t had a boyfriend since the fall—long-distance shit with college guys just isn’t my thing, I guess—and the only real crush I’d had as of late was on the scrumptious BK drive-through guy (Thursdays, Fridays, and Saturdays), so I’d been planning on going stag. But having a cute little blond boy on my arm—even though I’d probably tower a few inches over him in my heels—wouldn’t besuch a bad thing.




“Good!” Lucas beamed, standing back up to give me a big hug. Then he continued, “Anyway…othergood things about this breakup. Now that I’m a free man, I get to play the field again!”




“Lucas, I don’t think you’veever really played the field…even metaphorically.”




“Exactly! Now’s my chance to slut it up!”




“Oh.”This caught me off guard. “Seriously?”




“Yeah!” He looked off into the distance, as if staring into a future of sexual encounters with every available eighteen-year-old gay boy in metro Orlando. He had quite the cat-grin going on. (Though I didn’t completely buy it. Lucas really seemed like the nesty-boyfriend type, despite all his talk.) “Oh, Madge…let’s celebrate! Let’s go to Parliament House!”




“No! We’ve got Madison Whiteman’s party tonight.” (Plus, I wasn’t in the mood for the trashy sights that the Parliament House Motor Inn club-slash-motel had to offer, as hilariously divine as they could be at times.) “Don’t you wanna see Bridget Benson treat Madison all shitty like she always does?” I asked.




Poor Madison. She used to be the school’s Top Dog, till Top Bitch (f’sho!) Bridget Benson came onto the scene in the fall of sophomore year, the year we turned sixteen. Bridget had been homeschooled and tutored through most of elementary and middle school, but once she hit high school, her “momager” and publicist thought it’d be a good idea for her to film only during summers and holidays, so she could slum it in the public school system for brownie points with Middle America. Winter Park High, the area’s highest-rated institution (and the overall poshest school district), was the natural choice.




Miss Madison Whiteman’s fall from the top of the cheerleading pyramid came rapidly, and can be explained only by a minor drug scandal that I’m pretty sure Bridget (or the previously mentioned momager or publicist) coordinated single-handedly. Why Bridge and Mad were such good “friends” now, I didn’t really know, but maybe there’s some truth in the adage “keep your friends close and your enemies closer.”




As for me, Bridget was hardly anenemy at this point. Besides the fact that years ago, she had dropped me as hard as a coke-hungry starlet drops rehab—and besides, of course, theSuper Sweet 16 incident—I was pretty much neutral on her. Since she came back into my school and my life two years ago, we’d hardly spoken outside of the few cold and uncomfortable social exchanges in the classes we shared—and that was just fine by me. Hey, at this point, I didn’tneed any more friends—pretty much everyone at school loved me, so what difference would it make to have one more? Especially one who I was pretty sure harbored some mysterious resentment toward me. I mean, whyelse would someone stop talking to me? I was likeSuper Friend!




But a lot of people loved Bridget. And—Iguess —what’s not to love? Money and fame; impossibly bright and shiny smile; blonde-highlighted-to-perfection shimmery hair; a rock-star body that would get her hired for a WB show (I’m sure she was holding out for a guest appearance at some point); “friend of the people” as student-body president; hot item, everyone-wants-him boyfriend…the works.




(Okay, let’s go ahead and add a side of “mild distaste” to my previous order of “neutral.” I ain’t gonna lie. She did sometimes get to me.)




Lucas laughed. “Benson and Whiteman, together forever…Okay, okay, we’ll go to the party. I’m sure I can find guys there….”




I gave a little half nod/half smile. I gotta say, I wasn’t too sure about this new Lucas. I’d only known him one way—attached and in love—and I wondered if things were gonna drastically change now….




“Wanna have a drink, hoochie?!” Lucas asked suddenly, his smile widening mischievously.




Okay, I guess things were pretty much the same so far.




“It’s kinda early, isn’t it?” I asked.




“You were gonna come over and pre-party tonight anyway,” he said. “So whynot start early? It’s a special occasion! I’ll make mango margarit—”




“Sold!” I yelled, smiling.




Maybe it was because it was my namesake drink, or maybe it was just because Lucas’s are always so fruity and delicious (“Just like me,” he always says), but I can never say no to a mango margarita.




“Comin’ up!” he said giddily, and skipped down the stairs and to the foyer.




Lucas’s mom, who insists on being called “Mitsy” (and I love it–love it–love it), keeps a supply of mini liquor bottles in a pink magazine basket by the front door. She used to keep a closer eye on her liquor supply, but since Lucas and I only had a few weeks left of high school and had already each gotten full rides to University of Florida (Go, Gators!), she’d put out the basket as a sort of reward.




Her one rule was that we—really,truly —had to keep an eye on each other.




Oh, and that we take her car service, which always makes for a pretty fabulous entrance…




…and that if there was only one bottle of Grey Goose left, we were to leave it precisely where it was.




(Iheart hanging out with Lucas Ellison!)




Lucas found two itsy-bitsy Jose Cuervos and ran to the kitchen, sliding in his socks on the swank cherry-wood floors.




As cool as I usually played it, it was hard not to be humbled by Mitsy and Lucas’sschweet pad, which apparently was Mitsy’s idea of “downsizing” after divorcing her big-shot TV-producer husband. Thank the real-estate gods for no prenup onthat one! Thirty-five floors up, 2,800 square feet? Yeah, I’d like to downsize to that.




It was the kind of place I’d always dreamed about owning one day—big, not too showy. Simple and elegant. It was basically one gigantic room that included an expertly decorated living room—with the cushiest white leather couch I’veever had the pleasure of meeting—a chef’s kitchenswaddled in stainless steel and marble, and a clear glass staircase that led up to the two bedrooms and TV den.




“So, Margarita-sita,” Lucas said as he broke up an ice tray, “who do you think I should make out with tonight?”




“Um…I dunno, sweetie. It’s kinda slim pickins, no?”




“Yeah, I guess…But there’s always Kenny Daniels.”




“If he’s not too cracked out of his mind,” I warned.




We’d actually had a Kenny Daniels discussion already, back when Lucas told me on the first day of school he thought he was cute. Kennywas cute. But it pretty much stopped there. Unless you counted constantly moving your head like you’re dancing to a never-ending trance song in your brain as evidence of a personality, Kenny simply didn’t have one. Not to mention being a nineteen-year-old second-year senior.Hells no!




There was also this weird mystique surrounding Kenny. Last year, he mysteriously didn’t show up to prom. Apparently, he’d had a little run-in with the cops and spent the night in jail. Next thing we know, Kenny’s expelled from school for the rest of the year, and now he’s back, doing Senior Year the Sequel. Since no one knows for sure what Kenny got arrested for, there are naturally a lot of rumors floating around as to what it could’ve been. My favorite one—right now, at least—is that he was busted for underage drinking at a strip bar. Thing is, it wasn’t thedrinking that caught the bouncer’s attention. It was a ridiculously drunk and giggly Kenny pouring ice water on a dancer’s boobs that got the bouncer’s attention.




Honestly. No class.




(I’m fairly convinced he would’ve been doing the same at a full-frontalmale strip club, but there weren’t any of those in O’Town—orI’d’ve been there with him!)




“Sowhat if he’s cracked out?” Lucas asked me now, dropping a couple globs of mango sorbet into the blender. “He’ll still be able tokiss , right?”




Oh, Jesus. I was already concerned that Lucas was entering the ever-dangerous rebound-boy territory. It was like a Pink Bermuda Triangle—once you got sucked in, you never got out…unless you treated yourself by therapy-splurging on Prada shoes.




“What?!” Lucas asked, in response to my nonresponse.




“Nothing!” I yelled. “Finish up those margaritas!”
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High-Stakes Drama, for the Bargain Price of Fifty Dollars










The party at Madison Whiteman’s sprawling lakeside house on Lake Sue wassick . Madison was sort of top-tier popular, in that so-called “popular” crowd that everyone kind of dislikes. You know who I’m talking about.




Since Madison’s a bit of a MySpaceSlut (and not the brightest bulb in the hardware store), when she posted a bulletin with an announcement of her party, a couple hundred of her closest “Friends” showed up. But the beer would never run out—when one keg emptied, money got passed around, jobs were delegated, older friends or siblings were summoned, and another would show up.




After I’d seen the announcement for the party, I’d checked out the comments on her page, just for shits and giggles. It was so discouraging. Reading all the horrendously misspelled “words” and nonexistent punctuation was like witnessing the slow and painful death of the English language. Some choice gems were:






omfg Mad you look sooooooo prettiiii in thos pixxx. im so therr on fri. sorri I 4got2callu yesterdayyy but ill c u at the partyyyyy!!!!!!! omg saturday! idk if I work or not but ill call u lol hehehehe. hope we can hangout work is so gayyyyy! NE1 fill u in on my latest DRAma yet?







Ugh. You know, I usually don’t have a problem with most people, but sometimes people can be so gayyyy. Know what I mean?




As our driver pulled up to the house, I noticed the whole street was lined with cars: shit-ass Camrys from the nineties, shining new Beemers, Mercedes SUVs, Volvo station wagons—a pretty mixed Winter Park crowd. Cars were covering Madison’s sprawling front yard, too, and as we got out of the Town Car, Lucas was downing his second bottle of Sprite and Grey Goose (luckily Mitsy had recently restocked). He’d made the switch from tequila to vodka after the first batch of margs. Not really thesmartest idea—especially since we’d started so early—but he wasn’t gonna listen to reason tonight.




“Easy there, killer,” I told him as we got out of the car.




“Pish-posh, Madgie,” he responded, arching an eyebrow in a dead-on impersonation of his über-proper Waspy mother. “It’s a fuckingparty !”




Lucas had definitely pulled out all the stops for tonight, his I’m-a-Slut-Now Debutante Ball of sorts. He was compulsively squeezable in his skinny-leg Levi’s, and his skintight faux-vintage David Bowie shirt definitely showed off the little guns he’d been working on lately. (He was also sporting his favorite pair of pink Hello Kitty socks I’d given him as a joke for his eighteenth birthday, but inside his favorite pair of Marc Jacobs sneakers.)




I wasn’t looking so bad myself. I was in my worship-my-booty Seven jeans, silver pumps that were surprisingly (and blessedly) easy to squeeze into and walk in, and my amazing new blouse—my sister Vanessa’s latest creation. It was a three-quarter-length-sleeved black silk blouse with the ends of the sleeves slit in two places to make them burst open. The slits were studded with tiny silver ball bearings, and the rest of the blouse had all these random, swirling lines made of metallic silver thread. The deep neckline, which pretty much exploded open at the chest (always gotta show off the breasteses, baby), was lined with these amazing silver-and-lime-green paisley embellishments. I know it all sounds kind of showy, but…well, fuck yeah, ofcourse it is! I wanted tomarry this blouse.




Vanessa works at a bank in the big shopping center next to her apartment. She never went to college—never really wanted to—but she does pretty well…even if she regrets her decision sometimes (especially when our mom rubs her face in it on a weekly basis). Her big dream is to maybe go to fashion school, and eventually have a clothing boutique somewhere, where she can sell thedelicious clothes she makes—for people ofall sizes. She totally deserves it, too—I only wish she could get out of that awful dead-end job to make it all work.




Vanessa’s sort of my hero, because:




a) If she didn’t make these plus-size masterpieces of silk, satin, faux fur, feathers, and elastic for me, I’d be doomed to an eternity of shopping at Gap and Old Navy and the Dress Barn,




b) Um…well…she does it forfree (for me, at least!), and




c) Even if she’s a little behind, she’s still trying to follow her dream, despite the soul-sucking lectures from our mother.




Lucas tripped over himself as soon as we stepped onto Madison’s grassy front lawn.




“Shit!” I laughed as I took him by the arm. “Hey, let’s havewater be our first drink.”




“Fuck water. Moderation is bestin moderation !” Lucas cried semi-maniacally, and took off running for the front door.




I’m a big girl, and Lucas is way faster than me—and I wasn’t in the mood to run an obstacle course, like Lucas obviously was—so I just weaved my way slowly through the mess of cars covering the yard to the front porch…orportico , rather. (Gotta love gaudy Greek columns in suburban Orlando.) When I finally opened the door and headed into the party, I heard someone call, “What’s good, Rita, you lookin’fine tonight!” from the side of the house.




“Hey, Alejandro,gracias , baby,” I purred, heading into the house.God , that boy was hot. This blouse was already paying off.




The party was like a cross section of our school. There were my Gs (as inWuddup, G? ) and my Gs (as in the Lucas variety); my Puerto Rican countrymen drooling over myfine behind; all the bored-looking, skinny, pseudo-intellectual hipster kids (why evengo to a keg party?); overenthusiastic athletes; stoner-chill skater/surfer/beach-bum kids; the way-diverse group of computer geeks; even some kids from the drama department. Pretty much everyone was in their own individual cliques, but I went around and said hi to everyone. I sorta had friends all over the place. Everyoneloooved the new blouse, of course. And it was so nice to see everyone in one place outside of school.




Then I saw Bridget Benson chatting it up with Lindsay Taylor, who was voted Most Likely to Marry a Colombian Drug Lord…by me and Lucas. Lindsay had been in a show with Bridget waaaay back when—and hadn’t worked since, except maybe a Dr. Scholl’s commercial or two. She’d kind of gone the Britney route, only ten years sooner. She was all messy, curly, red-streaked amber hair and skank-ass makeup, and was wearing a way-too-short white skirt (which served up that flat white ass of hers like an order of mashed potatoes), with a baby-doll tee that readHEARTBREAKER . Right. More likeI’M COKED UP AND EASY SO COME AND GET IT . Totally hotttt. JK!




Bridget, of course—May she one day get uncontrollable acne!—looked predictably perfect.




And while all the lowly plebeians in the house were drinking the same Bud Light keg beer out of red Solo cups, Bridget and Lindsay were taking delicate little sips on red cosmos…in martini glasses with sugar-dusted rims, no less!




Bridget’s latest TV role—on a super-successful Saturday morning tween show produced by a certain Orlando-based mega-company whose name I don’t think I need to spell out for you—has set her up to be the next big breakout actress…and probably musician, too, eventually, since that’s how it goes nowadays. Some really wholesome blah-blah-blah. And up until recently, I’d noticed that she’d been very careful not to drink at parties, probably for fear of being photographed and having her perfect image called into question by the execs at her family-friendly production company. But I guess she was throwing caution to the wind tonight. Go, Bridget! Youdrink that badass cosmo! Next thing we know, she’ll be riding her hog topless at Bike Week!




And here came poor doormat—and our hostess for the evening—Madison Whiteman, with a shiny cocktail shaker full of refills for the exclusive duo.




Ifthis wasn’t proof to people that Bridget Benson sucked, I don’t know what is. Just drink the beer like everyone else, ho!




Whatever. That Bud Light was calling my name now, as was Lucas.




“Beer, Madge!” he called from the keg, which was in the screened-in back pool deck. I headed over to him, squeezing my way through the crowd. When I got up to Bridget and Lindsay, they hardly budged to let me by, so I had to just keep moving.




“Ugh!” Bridget huffed at me. “Watch the cosmo! This blouse issilk .”




“So’s mine—’scuse me,” I replied.




This was the most Bridget had said to me in a long time. Most of the time, she couldn’t even look me in the eye. Maybe that had something to do with the fact that right around the time she’d friendship-dumped me, she’d pulled the perfect part in a new TV seriesright out from under my feet.




And then went on to become a superstar.




Well, as much a superstar as an eight-year-old can be.




And please: don’t think she got the part because I’m fat and she’s not and I’m an idiot for thinking I’d have achance at a part that beyond-compare Bridget Benson got. Because for the record, I didn’t start getting chubs tillafter the disastrous audition, when I quit acting and went to normal-kids’ school. And before you go on makingmore assumptions, I didn’t pork up because I was depressed or anything. Acting was hard. I wanted to havefriends and a more normal existence. And the only reason I got fat is because, well…everyoneon my dad’s side started gaining weight when they were around my age.




Now, as I passed Bridget, I heard her mumble something about sweatshop silkworms working overtime on my garbage bag of a blouse. “Lucasito!” I called now, deciding to ignore the super-witty anti-fat comment. “How’s that delectable brew?”




“I’m gonnafunnel it!” he said excitedly as I walked out onto the porch. He pointed to the beer funnel this basketball-player guy Jon was holding.




“All right, Ellison,” Jon said. “Stick your thumb at the end of the tube and get ready. I’ll pour the beer into the funnel and tell you when the foam’s gone.”




Funneling, while having the potential to be gross and messy, is a fine method for binge-drinking piss-water beer. It’s also a bit of an art form, and it takes some practice. So as I caught Lucas’s nearly imperceptible, momentary look of confusion in regard to Jon’s directions, I realized thatI had funneled before, but Lucas hadn’t. Before I could interrupt the process to give my friend a few pointers, it was too late. The beer had been poured, the thumb removed, and Bud Light was splattering all over Lucas’s face and the back porch.




As Lucas belched and blew foam out his nose, Jon was laughing, saying, “Nice job, Ellison—what the fuck was that, dude?”




“Never send a woman to do a man’s job!” another b’ball boy named Tristan said, laughing.




“Maybe you could give him a fewpointers on suppressing thegag reflex, Tris,” I said, burping Lucas like a baby. “Here,” I said to my buddy, “watch how it’s done. It’s actually really simple. You just relax your throat and let the whole beer sort of…fallinto your stomach.” I took the tube from him, placed my thumb over the end, and sat in the chair next to the keg. “Cerveza, baby!” I yelled at Jon.“Dame!”




Jon obeyed, pouring a cupful of beer into the funnel. Once he said the foam was gone, I gave myself a three-second countdown and let the beer rush into my stomach in two secondsflat ! (New record for me.) I let out a bellowing and very satisfying belch as a finale.




I smiled graciously, bowing to accept the cheers and applause of everyone on the porch.




I summoned Lucas to the funnel. “You ready,amor ?” I asked him.




“Sure.”




I noticed we had a few more people around us now, notably Bridget and Lindsay.




“Okay,” I said to Lucas. I took the funnel from Jon and gave the end of the tube to Lucas. I slowly poured in a cup of beer, and waited for the foam to work its way out. For some reason, I was feeling very protective of Lucas right then. Maybe because of his recent heartache, or maybe because I just didn’t like Bridget being so close by—but Ireally didn’t want him to embarrass himself. He was all fun and games now, but I had a feeling he could crack at any moment.




“All right,” I said. “On the count of three. One…two…three!”




Lucas removed his thumb, and at first, I could tell he was a little surprised at what gravity will do to a funnel full of beer, but he recovered quickly, and seriously just inhaledthat beer. Down the tube it drained, and within five seconds—he’d get better with practice (though Mitsy would probably frown on such a vulgar habit) the beer was all gone and Lucas had his pride back.




“Yes!” he cried, throwing his hands in the air and belching. “I’m amaaaaan !”




I saw Bridget roll her eyes. Grr.




“Hey, Bridget,” I called to her. “You wanna do a funnel?” I all of a sudden needed to embarrass her. Nobody rolls their eyes at my boy Lucas. “Deeeee-liciousBud Liiiight…!” I coaxed, my voice singsong-y.




“I don’t drink Butt Wipe,” she said, shrugging. “Sorry.”




“Ah, c’mon…Whaddya think, people?” I called to everyone around me. “Who thinks our little student-body president should kick off the prom season with a nice funnel of beer?!”




Everyone laughed and cheered in agreement, seemingly eager to see their leader debase herself to domestic keg beer. By now, some more people were hovering on the other side of the sliding-glass door. She’d have to do it.




“You gotta listen to the fans, Bridge,” I goaded.




“Fine,” Bridget said quickly, placing her empty martini glass delicately on the patio table. “If anyone takes pictures of this, you’rebanned from prom. Seriously.” She turned to Jon and ordered, “Pour, please!” and he respectfully poured half a cup of beer into the funnel.




There are really only two words to sum up what happened next:




Beer everywhere!




Okay, maybe two more:




Everyone laughing.




Bridget, looking uncharacteristically mortified, stormed back into the house, nearly running right over avery characteristically spaced-out Lindsay.




“That was fun.” Lucas smiled. “Let’s do another!”




 




By the time I’d had a couple more beers, the party had really picked up. Props to Madison for getting someone cool to deejay, because the music was great, and it just didn’tstop . And unlike most gigantic house parties, this one had a pretty decent dance floor going, which I tookfull advantage of. I shook and grinded my way around the room, my hair flying in all directions, my boobs bouncing in my hot new shirt, my booty shaking furiously, sweat forming in allsorts of places.




When I got the hankering for a little Lucas–Madge grind time, I noticed my friend was nowhere in sight. He’d funneled his fair share of beer, too, so it would probably be smart if I made good on my long-standing promise to Mitsy and checked up on him. So I headed upstairs to look around. The only interesting things I saw were some half-naked people making out in a bedroom, a couple of freshman girls puking in a bathroom (one in the toilet, the other in the tub), and my friends Steve and Lance taking hits from their big glass bong they’d lovingly dubbed Walter Cronkite (they were big TV-production geeks at school and had their own Wednesday morning show).




I decided to kick the party up a notch, so I joined them for a few minutes. Steve and Lance were my boys. Totally cool. We’d known each other since freshman year—I really couldn’t believe how grown-up we all looked now. They’d turned into little men. It was so cute.




Little men with strong weed, though.¡Coño!




“So, Madge…” I heard Steve say.




All of a sudden, I was craving chips something fierce.




“Madge,” he said again.




“What?” I asked, reluctantly snapping out of my food fantasy, which now involved green onion dip.




“You hear the latest scoop on our school’s little starlet harlot?”




“No!” I said excitedly. Too excitedly. Why the hell shouldI care? (But I guess I did.) “What is it?”




Lance took over for Steve (who was in mid-hit), saying, “We heard she’s, like,running for prom queen.”




“Really?”I asked shrilly. Too shrilly? I felt as if I sounded like a chipmunk or something. “Can you even do that? I mean, whoruns for prom queen?”




“I guess you can do it,” Steve said, exhaling a monstrous cloud of smoke. “Man, I thought everyone knew about that. It’s been news for a couple weeks. But isn’t that lame?”




“Totally lame,” I agreed, though part of me was wondering why she’d do it in the first place. Bridget being Top Bitch at our school—not to mention a major TV star—she was sort of a shoo-in for the position. I wonder why she’d make such a big deal out of it.




“You gonna vote for her?” Lance asked Steve.




“I dunno…I don’t really think about it. But if she wants it that bad, I don’t see why not.”




“See, I’d rather vote for someone whowasn’t running,” Lance said. “Margarita,you should run. You’d havemy vote.”




“Aha,” I said, wagging my finger, “but if you wouldn’t vote for someone ’cause they were running, then why would you vote forme if I were running?”




Lance just stared blankly at me for a few seconds, then burst out laughing. “That’s some deep shit, Diaz!” he giggled. “I dunno how to answer that, but Ilike you!”




“I like you, too, Lance.” I smiled and patted him on the back. By now, the laugh bomb had gone off, and Steve was rolling around on the floor, giggling with his buddy. They were so adorable. Like Bert and Ernie—only not gay.




“All right, boys,” I said, standing up a little shakily. “I gotta skedaddle and procure myself some snacky-snacks. Thanks for the hit.”




I made my way back downstairs, itching to gab with Lucas about this latest prom-queen development. I mean, come on! What freak runs for prom queen? Is it not enough that she’s got everyone in the palm of her hand—she’s gotta go ahead and becrowned for that shit? I guess it’s just her constant need to be number 1. That particular need bit me in the ass one time, hard, so I knew all about it.




Wherewas Lucas anyway?




Crap! The whole reason I’d gone upstairs in the first place was to look for Lucas.




I hoped he was okay, and had the good sense to switch to water soon after the funneling.




Madison’s place was even more packed than it was before. I’m talking, like, can’t-make-it-to-the-back-door crowded. But it was fun, because I was running into practically everyone I knew. I loved being in school and seeing all these people in classes and at lunch and in the hallways and everything, but it’s so much more fun to see them all in one place together, however hazy and muted the random conversations I was having with them were seeming.




(Eek. Those boys smoked some strong shit.)




Crapagain ! Now I’d forgotten why I’d gonedown stairs: food!




I pushed my way hungrily into the kitchen and found an unguarded bag of Lay’s. Taking it, I headed through the throng out the door to the pool deck. Finally, after making my way to the front of the keg line and getting another beer, I went outside to the gigantic back lawn to look for Lucas.




Now, yes, I’d gotten sidetracked a couple times while looking for my best friend, but before you think I’m acompletely horrible faghag, allow me to inform you that I know Lucas’s alco-limit better than he does. I doubted that in this amount of time, he could have gotten drunk enough for me to worry. I mean, that boy was the blue-blooded Wasp Son of Mitsy, and he could hold his liquor pretty well. He was probably just outside for some air.




I headed down the grassy slope toward the lake, figuring he might be on the bench I saw near the shore. And, as it turned out, he was…but he was kind of horizontal, and making out with that cold-sore queen Kenny.




“Ew—I mean, um…sorry!” I yelled, which made Kenny jump about three feet in the air, right up from on top of Lucas.




“Heeeey, Madge…” Lucas slurred at me. “Don’t worry about it…Kenny was just leaving, anyway.”




“Yeah,toooh- tally,” Kenny said. “Hey, Margarita. Fab shirt.”




“Thanks.”




“Okay, see ya.” And off he went. Quite the conversationalist.




“So, Kissy McKisserton…” I teased Lucas when Kenny was out of earshot. “What wasthat all about?”




“Nothing.” Lucas sat up slowly and shrugged. “Just Kenny looked cute, and I wanted to kiss somebody.”




“Cute? Lucas, he had on a shirt that saidTIGHT END . That’s not only stupid, it’s passé.”




“Look,don’t tell me who I can and can’t kiss!” Lucas blurted out suddenly. It was literally the closest thing we’d ever had to a fight. That little outburst. Craziness—Lucas had never talked to me like that. But as quickly as it came, it was gone. “I’m sorry, Madge,” he said. “I’m just still broken up about Zach.”




“Um…hello, Lucas?! You guys just broke uptoday . Take your time, sweetie—it’sokay to be sad.”




“I know, I know…It’s just…I feel guilty, because I alreadylike being single again.”




“Really?” I asked, surprised by this. I thought I had my Lucas pegged as a one-man guy. But then again, I’d never seen the boy as angry as I’d seen him a few seconds ago. So who knew?!




“Yeah,” he said. “It’s like…now that I can be with people who areokay with being gay and out…I’m kind of all about it.” His shoulders slumped now, then he leaned forward, elbows on his knees, head in his hands. “But that makes me feelguilty ! I wasdevastated this afternoon when Zach dumped me. And now I’m making out with someone else not twelve hours later, and I don’t care! Does that mean Iwanted us to break up all along?!”




Wow, talk about conflicting emotions! Pink Bermuda Triangle, indeed. See? I know my shit.




“I don’t know, Lucas,” was all I could say, because it was true. I had no idea. All I knew was that I had to support my friend, right then and there. Never mind how much I liked Zach, howlittle I liked Kenny, and how thrown off I was by Lucas’s new go-with-the-flow-and-be-a-slut attitude—I had to be there for my best friend. For now, at least.




But just as I was about to continue with earning my gold medal in the Comfort Olympics, we heard a piercing cry of “Ew, I don’t want this shit beer!” in that signatureeh-mi-gawd! voice of Bridget’s. Lucas and I looked down the lakeshore, and saw Bridget throw a cupful of Bud Light into the water. The poor sophomore guy who’d obviously tried to impress Bridget with a nice cup of beer practicallyran back up the hill to the house. Bridget, all alone, crossed her arms and stared angrily across the lake.




“Hey, Lucas,” I said. “Know what might cheer you up?”




“What?”




“Bridget gossip,” I whispered conspiratorially.




So I told him all about what Steve and Lance had told me, about how dumb the whole thing seemed. And it did sort of perk him up a bit. But not all the way.




“C’mawwwn, baby,” I urged. “This sort of shit always makes you happy!”




“I know, I’m sorry…I’m just tired of talking shit about that girl. It’s not even worth our time.”




“Oh,please ! Don’t act all above gossip—you readUs Weekly cover to cover every Saturday!”




“True, true…” He sniffed and put his face in his hands.




“Hey, Lucas,” I said again. “Know what mightreally cheer you up?”




“What?”




“You pay me twenty bucks, and I’ll go over there to Bridget, and I’ll ask her why she’s running for prom queen.”




He lifted his head, his face lit up. “Twenty bucks?!” he said. “Hey. Offer to be her campaign manager, and I’ll give youfifty !”




I was up and on my way before he even finished the sentence. I heard Lucas’s laughing fade away as I approached Bridget. This was the first time I’dreally talked to her since I don’t know when, so it was a little surreal. Luckily, the weed and alcohol had emboldened me.




“’Sup, Bridget,” I said as I approached.




“Yeah?” she asked, eyeing me suspiciously. “What do you want?”




“Why the attitude?” I asked.




“Um…how ’bout, I can’t get the taste of that cow-piss domesticbeer out of my nose, thanks to you?”




“Sorry!” I said, holding my hands up. “Didn’t know you couldn’t handle half a cup of beer,” I teased.




She just glared at me.




“Look, the reason I came over here,” I said as matter-of-factly as possible, “is to ask if there was any truth to what I heard….”




“You’ll have to be alittle more specific than that, Margarita,” she said, seeming annoyed. “There’re alot of rumors about me.”




“Right, right—the whole big-important-star thing,” I said under my breath. “No, I was just seeing if it’s true that you’re running for prom queen.”




She rolled her eyes and sighed. “Yes. That one’s true.”




“Um…mind if I askwhy ?” I said. “I mean, it’s…kinda…lame.”




“Right, okay. Well, I don’t think I needyou to tell me what’s lame and what’s not,” she said, all nasal and obnoxious. “But I’m running because if Idon’t get prom queen, what’s that gonnasay about me? I can’t get into the good sororities if I got beat out for prom queen at some ghetto public school.”




“You sure you wanna be the typical shallow starlet who has to be the best at everything she does?” I blurted out, surprising myself with how much emotion was evident in my voice. “I mean,I wouldn’t want to be that….”




“Yeah, well,first of all, there’s a difference between not wanting and not being able to get there in thefirst place.”




I tried to remain calm, but it was hard. This whole experience was somehow striking a nerve with me. “Oh…I get it,” I replied slowly, “I was probablynever prom-queen material.That’s why I never made it as an actress—and why we’re not friends anymore.”




“Listen,” she said sternly, “this isbusiness , okay? Not something you’d really understand.”




“Okay, what’sthat supposed to mean?” Now I was just pissed. She was taking it there, and I had not been expecting it.




“I can’t believe you’re still notover all that, Margarita,” she said, tilting her head in what I could only assume was supposed to be an empathetic gesture. “It’s just unhealthy. Look, it wasone part,one audition. I got it and you didn’t. It was no reason for you to drop your career andgain eight hundred pounds—”




“Why do youhate me so much, huh?” I yelled all of a sudden. I’d called her formonths after that audition, and I got nothing back! “Whatis it about me? We used to be cool with each other!”




“Why doyou hateme ?” she fired back. “And what onearth makes you think I have the time or theenergy to hate you?”




“Um…I dunno…theSweet 16 show? The silkworm remark earlier? How about when you asked Mrs. Grant if obesity was contagious when we were lab partners that one day in bio, before you transferred out of the class? Stop me whenever you want….”




“Okay, what do you want, Margarita—an apology? Fine. I’msorry . I’msorry you didn’t get that part, and I’msorry you showed up uninvited to mySuper Sweet 16 party, and I’msorry about what I said inside, and I’msorry that you have issues with your grossness. Anything else?”




“I didn’t ask for an apology,” I said. “Just an explanation.”




“Oh,GOD , IHATE you !” Nowshe was hissy-fitting. “You wanna know what it is? Well, here ya go…I just don’t get why you think you’re sofucking fabulous. I mean, come on! That shirt? It’s like a flea market, with sleeves! Andwhy you think people like you so much, I just don’t understand. It’s really kind ofsad ! You’re sweaty, you’re loud, and you dresshideously ! I mean, can’t you see howdisgusting you are? You think those people really like you as more than just an overweight novelty item?! Don’t you see? You’re nothing but a fat piece of Puerto Rican trash!”




My vision went momentarily white with rage, and my anger exploded like Mount Saint Madge, my voice booming out, full force. “¡Puta!How canyou think you’re so incredible?! You think everyone trulylikes you? You’re just a cookie-cutter student-body president that everyone voted for because no one else bothered to run against you—’cause no one would have evendreamed of running against the fucking TV starBridget Benson ! But you’re nothing butdefault popular, Bridget. Those people in there care aboutme , not you.¿Me entiendes? You get it? You’re a soulless,hateful person, and you know it, and I cannotwait till you’re pregnant with some no-namer-wannabe-punk-rocker’s baby and in rehab at twenty-one with your career down the toilet—”




“Yeah, wouldn’tthat make you happy? But you know what they say: eating—I mean,living well is the best revenge.”




“Look, Bridget,” I said, breathing deep and ignoring her last comment, “the fact remains: I might be fat, and I might have to have my clothes specially made for me, and I might sweat a little bit more than a hundred-and-two-pound sunken-in waif like you. But I have friends.Real friends. People who actuallygive a shit about me, which is more than I can say for you.”




“Wow.” She paused—for dramatic effect, I’m sure. “How long’ve you been waiting to saythat ?”




“Say what?”




“That you have friends, and I don’t.”




“You know the real reason I came over here?” I asked her, ignoring her question (and picturing the fifty dollars from Lucas in my head). “Because I was gonna offer to be your campaign manager for the race.”




“Right. You really think Ineed that, Diaz?” She cocked her head again, and gave me a pitying look.




“Well, no, but I’m gonna enjoy the fifty dollars I just earned.”




“What?”




“Nothing,” I said, trying hard not to smile. I decided to savor this a little, so I egged her on. “Hey, all I know is that you’ve supposedly been running for weeks, but not everyone knows about it. That’s kinda pathetic.”




“This,” she said, gesturing around my general vicinity, “is pathetic. Just get out of my face, all right? There’s no way you’d know what you were doing anyway.”




“Oh, yeah?I could probably get prom queen easier than you could.”




Bridget cackled evilly (you never see her dothat on the D Channel!) and said, “I’m so certain I’d win, that if you beat me out, I’ll let youpersonally dress me in your freak-chic garb at myOK shoot this summer.”




Whoa, put on the brakes!




Did Bridget just challenge me to run against her for prom queen? And let me dress her for a major photo shoot if I won? This could be just the jump start my sister’s fashion career needed! (And it might be fun to watch this girl cry after all the horrible things she just said to me.)




“Are you for real?” I asked her, disbelieving.




“Sure, why not?” she said, shrugging her narrow shoulders. “Seeing you lose out to meagain is gonna be a sad thing to witness, but it’ll be cute watching you try to impress me for the next few weeks.”




So then I had to ask, “Well, what do you get ifyou win?”




“Please. Watching you grovel is gonna be reward enough. But if you throw in nevertalking to me all randomly like this again, I’ll be plenty happy.”




“Works for me,” I said quickly. “Just get ready to lose by a landslide.”




She let out one of those fake “Huh-ha!” laughs. “Honey,” she said condescendingly, “the season premiere of my show fucking broke Nielsenrecords , okay? So we’ll just see about your little theory.” She turned around and strutted back to the party. “This is gonna beso fun, Diaz,” she called over her shoulder.




A minute later, she was back in the house, and it was just me and Lucas out on the lawn. I headed back to my friend, who—good man that he is—was holding out a crisp fifty-dollar bill.




“Did you do it?” he asked, still holding on to the bill.




“I did indeed.”




“You should get an extra ten for the fireworks display!” he said, handing it over to me. “What the hell happened?”




I told him everything—well, almost everything. I didn’t wanna mention how much she’d gotten my goat by bringing up that whole audition thing, and the unspoken implications about what all happenedafter it. It’d just make Lucas feel sorry for me, and that’s the last thing I needed right now.




What I needed right now was…tocelebrate ! Bridget was gonnafinally be humbled like the subpar TV actress that she was, my sister’s fabulous clothes were gonna take the world by storm, andI was gonna be the first 200-plus-pound prom queen Winter Park High had ever seen….




And I think that called for atleast a celebratory round of shots!
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