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This is what a real college party is like? I half-expected to walk into a scene straight out of Animal House or a wild orgy. Instead, people are just standing around, calmly chatting while sipping on their beers.

“Ugh, this party is so lame,” my roommate Madison says. “I should’ve enrolled in a party school.”

When I met Madison on the first day of orientation week, I questioned if we were going to be compatible roommates. She burst into our room wearing a Marshmello crop top and shouting, “Bitch, are you ready to have a fucking awesome first year of college?” I replied with barely comprehensible stammering. But she’s nice. Just very extroverted, something that I’m most certainly not. She dragged me to this party, saying we had to celebrate our last night of freedom before classes started, though I would’ve preferred staying in and watching New Girl. But college is the time to try new things, right?

“You didn’t enroll in Arthur Marshall University for the world-class education?” Jason, who lives on the same floor as us, asks dryly.

My lips twitch. Arthur Marshall University is a good school, and I was beyond happy when the school offered me a full ride. However, it’s not quite as prestigious as Harvard or Yale (though it’s just as expensive), and it has the reputation for being a school full of bitter nerds who got rejected by the major Ivies and trust fund babies whose families were rich but not rich enough for the major Ivies to overlook their mediocre GPAs. It’s kind of funny because Arthur Marshall was a wealthy oil magnate who was rumored to be jealous of the more famous John D. Rockefeller.

Madison rolls her eyes. “Whatever.”

“This party is pretty lame though,” Jason says. “You were right, Jessica. We should’ve stayed in and watched New Girl.”

When he flashes me a grin, my heart skips a beat. God, I hope I’m not blushing. He’s so good-looking. He has skincare-commercial-worthy olive skin, smoldering hazel eyes, and a fit and muscular body thanks to lacrosse. When he mentioned his boyfriend Oliver, my heart sank. But it’s not like I would’ve had a chance with him even if he were single and straight or bisexual.

My roommate claps her hands. “Let’s play Truth or Dare.”

Jason scoffs. “Are we in middle school?”

“I’ve never played Truth or Dare,” I say.

Madison and Jason both gasp. “You never played Truth or Dare?” they exclaim.

“Were you an incredibly sheltered child?” she asks.

“Um...” I did have an 8 PM curfew throughout middle school and high school. Even lamer? I never had a reason to break it.

“Well, now we have to play Truth or Dare,” Jason says. He flashes me another devastatingly handsome grin. “You should go first. Truth or dare?”

Quickly, I say, “Truth.”

They instantly break into loud boos.

“Lame!” Madison declares.

“Agreed,” Jason says. “But fine, we’ll go easy on you.” He turns to Madison. “Do you want to ask her a question or should I?”

“I’ll ask one,” she says. She taps her chin. “So Jessica Chen, who was your first kiss?”

Oh shit. I contemplate lying, so I can avoid revealing the embarrassing truth, but I’m a terrible liar and a rule-follower. I exhale. “Um, I haven’t had a first kiss.”

“WHAT?!” they yell, making me wince and flush.

“Yeah, I’ve never been kissed,” I mumble.

Madison hugs me. “You sweet, innocent child. You’ve seriously never been kissed?”

I shake my head. “Unless you count the kisses my grandma gives me.”

“Did you have a tiger mom who never let you go out and always made you study 24/7?” she asks.

Jason slaps her arm. “Don’t be racist,” he hisses. Then he tells me, “I’m sorry for her ignorance.”

“It’s okay,” I say. “My parents were a little overprotective.” Hence the 8 PM curfew. “But I was also a nerd who didn’t have that many friends.” I grew up in a small town, and my parents and I were the only Asians in our neighborhood. People were never like overtly racist to me; it was more like they didn’t know how to interact with me. And since I was shy and awkward, I didn’t know how to interact with them and, as a result, kept to myself pretty much all of the time.

“You poor thing,” she says, squeezing me. “Well, Jason and I are your friends. Right, Jason?” She glares at him, as if daring him to defy her.

“Of course,” he says.

“And as your friends, it’s our duty to help you pop your first-kiss cherry.”

“Uh, you don’t have to do that,” I say.

Jason winks at me. “We insist.”

I feel the color draining from my face. I have a feeling their “help” is going to make my introverted ass super uncomfortable.

She scans the room. “Who looks like they’ll give you an amazing first kiss?” Then she asks, “Wait, are you straight, gay, bi, pan?”

I have to resist the urge to glance at Jason. “Um, straight.”

“So we have to find you a sexy man,” Jason says. “What’s your type?”

You. Thank God I bite my lip before the word can escape my lips. I clear my throat. “Um, I don’t really have a type. Seriously, guys, you don’t need to—”

She points at someone across the room. “Ooh, you should kiss him.”

I look in the direction of her finger and immediately say, “No way.” She’s pointing at a brunette guy who makes Jason seem scrawny. His muscles look like they’re about to burst out of his tight white Henley shirt, and his sculpted face belongs on an Abercrombie & Fitch bag.

“What’s wrong with him?”

“There’s nothing wrong with him. He’s obviously ridiculously attractive and obviously way out of my league.”

“Oh, come on, Jessica, you’re so in the same league as him,” Jason says.

While I’m flattered by his words, I also want to ask, Are you blind?! Whenever Mom tells me I’m as beautiful as Dilireba, I have to stop myself from rolling my eyes. I’m not ugly, but I’m cute at best while Dilireba is a goddess on Earth. “That guy would probably be offended if I tried to kiss him,” I say.

“If he gets offended, I’ll kick his ass!” 

I stare at Jason, who’s a strong guy for sure, don’t get me wrong. But if he got into a fight with the beefcake in a Henley, I would put my money on the beefcake.

“I dare you to kiss him,” Madison says. 

I scoff. “I’m not going to kiss him because you dared me to.”

“I double-dare you.”

“I too double-dare you,” Jason interjects. 

“Oh, now I’m compelled to kiss him,” I say sarcastically.

She crosses her arms. “Are you going to make me triple-dare you?”

“What if he’s gay?” I ask.

“He’s not gay,” Jason says.

“How do you know?”

“My gaydar is never wrong,” he says solemnly. “But if I’m wrong, just say, ‘Oops, sorry, I’m, like, so drunk.’”

“That is terrible advice on so many levels.”

“Do we have to invoke the power of peer pressure?” my roommate asks.

I blink. “Oh my God, you two are seriously going to make me kiss him.”

She grins. “Yes.”

I let out a breath. “Fine, I’ll ask him if I may kiss him. But if he says no, well, then that’s that. I’m not going to kiss someone without their consent.”

“Okay, whatever.” She shoves me. “Come on, girl!”

I shoot daggers at them. “If I die of embarrassment, my ghost is so going to haunt your asses.”

“Quit stalling, Chen,” Jason barks. 

Why do my first two college friends have to be so annoying?

I take a deep breath, then walk toward Mr. Abercrombie. Oh Lord, am I actually going to kiss a stranger? If he laughs at me, I might be tempted to jump off a bridge. He’s chatting with a blond guy in an Arctic Monkeys t-shirt and a pretty redhead in a denim miniskirt. My blood turns cold. Oh no, what if the redhead is his girlfriend? She might claw my eyes out if I try to make a move on him. Or she might sneer at me and say something bitchy like, Why would he kiss a troll like you when he has me? I don’t know which scenario would be worse. One would be bad for my vision; one would be horrific for my (already lacking) self-esteem.

“Uh, hello,” the redhead says, lifting a flawlessly manicured eyebrow. “Do you also like Arctic Monkeys?”

They were talking about Arctic Monkeys? I struggle to remember the name of the one song I like. Is it “I Think You Look Good When You Dance”? No, it’s “I Bet You Look Good on the Dancefloor.” I open my mouth, prepared to declare my love for the song, but nothing comes out. Well, not nothing. I do say, “Um, I...” Kill. Me. Now.

The blond guy asks, “Uh, are you high?”

Mr. Abercrombie gazes at me, his face blank. Wow, he has gorgeous green eyes. They’re like jewels. Jesus, he probably thinks I’m a stoned idiot. I should abort this mission before I can humiliate myself any further. Just as I’m about to turn and run, someone bumps into me from behind, launching me straight toward him.

And my lips land right onto his.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

I want to jump into a deep hole and die of shame. Before I can pull myself away and hide in my dorm room until the end of time, he wraps his arms around me and starts kissing me back. What is going on?! I stiffen when he thrusts his tongue into my mouth. Shit, is this going to turn into a French kiss? In panic mode, I put my hands on his chest, about to shove him away. But something happens. I relax and begin enjoying the kiss. He tastes like cola. I like cola (a little too much if you ask my dentist). Madison was right about his ability to give me an amazing
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