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HOPES OF MY FRIDAY night being peaceful dwindle when I spot Rose Beauchamp across the dining hall. Please don't let her see me, please don't let her see me, please don't let her see me...

“Hey, Mei Chan!” she shouts at my back.

Though Mei Chan is not my name (my actual name is Mabel Chang, a fact that she knows), I stop and turn around. In the past, I tried ignoring Rose, but that only resulted in her torturing me...or well, torturing me in worse ways. Her baseline is fucking up my day.

“Hey, Rose,” I say, trying my best to sound dispassionate. With her strawberry blond curls, big hazel eyes, lavender cardigan, and matching skirt of a length appropriate for any dress code, she looks like she could be a sweetheart who organizes food drives for the less fortunate–and that's who I thought she was until I had the misfortune of being hit on by her boyfriend Finneas. At the beginning of the school year, Rose was kind to me, if in a sort of–okay, very–condescending way. She would give me her hand-me-down designer clothes, so I wouldn't feel “out of place” in my wardrobe composed of things straight off the clearance rack; arrange blind dates for me with guys who were always way above my economic class but just below her social class; and pay for my meals, every time reminding me that she was doing it to help me “avoid the financial strain.”

Then Finneas tried to kiss me, and she dropped the nice act. She kept the condescension though.

She grabs my face. I wince when she digs one nail into my cheek. In a faux-concerned voice, she says, “Oh, dear, I think I see a few blackheads.”

I want to roll my eyes. She says “a few blackheads” like it's a terminal illness. “Thank you for your diagnosis.”

She smiles, letting go of my face. “You're welcome, Mei.” 

I run a finger over my cheek, thankful to feel no blood. 

When she walks away, I let out a sigh of relief, thinking that will be the end of our interaction.

But my relief is premature. After I take a few steps toward the sad excuse for a salad bar–though Nathaniel Thackeray University has a multi-billion dollar endowment, the school cheaps out on the dining hall fare–I feel a wet, soft lump hit my back.

Goddamn it.

“Oops,” Rose says. “I'm so clumsy.”

I grit my teeth. Clumsy, my ass. The bitch did several years of ballet. And I hate using a misogynistic slur like that and insulting female dogs, but Rose is a bitch. What kind of woman sees her boyfriend try to jam his tongue down a girl's throat and blames the girl for it instead of the sleazy boyfriend? Well, okay, unfortunately, a lot of women do that, and unfortunately for me, my former friend is one of those women.

She stares at my Chanel blouse, one of the tops she gave me. “Sorry about that. The yogurt is going to leave a stain.” She raises her eyes to mine. “But you can always change into another one of my hand-me-downs.”

My hand shakes with the urge to slap her perfect porcelain cheek. But I can't retaliate. I attempted to report her to the dean, but the asshole told me that he could not do anything about it because it was a “he said, she said situation or in this particular case, a she said, second she said situation.” And when Rose found out about it, she had one of her minions spill an obscene amount of birdshit on my textbooks.

Not only is she a bitch, but she's also rich as God. Her parents own Beauchamp Beauty, a massive luxury makeup empire, and they've donated a stadium and several humanities buildings to the university. Plus it's a well-known fact that she's the on-again, off-again girlfriend of Finneas Thackeray, who is the descendant of the oil baron the school is named after. The couple could chop me up and bury the pieces of my corpse in the dean's office, and they would get away with it.

30 minutes ago, I was hungry enough to eat a whole pig, but after running into Rose, I no longer have an appetite. It doesn't help that the yogurt she threw at me reeks. I don’t know if it’s spoiled or if rich-people-yogurt has an unusual funk.

I leave the dining hall and head back to my dorm to change into another one of Rose's hand-me-downs. At the beginning of her slut-shaming campaign against me, I was determined to never wear her clothes again and planned to donate them to Goodwill. However, one of her minions somehow got into my closet and made fabric snowflakes out of the clothes that I had brought with me to college. Because I couldn't afford to buy a new wardrobe, I had to let go of my pride and go back to wearing my former friend's old garments.

“Oh, no, no, no,” I say when I reach my dorm room. There’s a red bandana wrapped around the doorknob, which means my roommate Kelly is in there getting her back blown out by her frat guy of the week. Though I know it’s futile, I try turning the knob. Of course, the door doesn’t budge. In desperation, I pound my fist against the door. “Kelly, can you open up please?”

“Go away, Mei!” My roommate also knows perfectly well that my name is Mabel, but like most of the student body, she has followed Rose’s lead and refuses to call me by my real name.

“Come on, I just need to grab a–”

“I told you to go away, Mei!” Kelly yells before breaking into a moan that can be heard from the state’s borders.

Though she can’t see me, I flip the bird at the door. If Kelly didn’t lock me out of our room for most of orientation week to hook up with a guy who legitimately believed that birds weren’t real, I would think that she was doing it at the behest of Rose rather than at the behest of her libido. She’s still friends with Rose, and if you’re friends with Rose, you’re obligated to go along with her bullshit.

Cursing my inconsiderate roommate, I go into the restroom, which is mercifully empty. I pull off my blouse and wash the yogurt off the blue fabric. I sigh at the stain the yogurt left, but there’s nothing I can do about that. Better to have a stained blouse than a fabric snowflake. After I dry the shirt under the hand dryer, I sniff it and wrinkle my nose. It still has the faint scent of that nasty yogurt. But since my only other option is to walk around campus in my bralette, I put the blouse back on.

I consider what to do. I could 1) go to one of the other dining halls on campus and get some mediocre but much needed sustenance, 2) study all night at the main library, which is open 24 hours a day, or 3) use my fake ID to go to a bar, get drunk, and most likely make some bad decisions.

Though my 2.9 GPA is begging for a long study session, I go with 3. Hey, it’s Friday night, and my bully just fucked it up. I deserve a goddamn drink.

Sloppy Andy's is a dive bar with the shittiest burgers I've ever had and even worse clientele, but it is close to campus and sells $5 cocktails. As soon as I walk in, a drunken asshole shouts, “Hey, Mulan, want to sit on my lap?” Sadly, not close to the most racist thing said to me at Sloppy Andy's.

The bartender sighs at my approach. “What do you want?” he asks in a dead-eyed monotone.

“May I have a gin-and-tonic?” I smile at him. He doesn't smile back.

“Sure.” He rolls his eyes as if I just asked him to make me filet mignon with a side of truffle mashed potatoes.

What he lacks in friendliness, he makes up for in speed and size. In seconds, he serves me the tallest gin and tonic I've ever seen.

“Thank you,” I say.

Of course, he doesn't bother saying, “You're welcome.” Without acknowledging me any further, he walks away to yell at a man for spilling beer on the floor.

I take a sip of my drink and close my eyes in bliss as I start to get that nice, warm, fuzzy feeling. The bartender might be rude, but he can make a damn good gin-and-tonic.

My bliss is cut short, however, when a guy who smells like dollar-store cologne plops down next to me. I'm guessing he's a frat bro from the Greek letters on his shirt. “You're, like, the hottest Asian girl I've ever seen,” he says, slurring his words.

I lift my eyebrows. “‘Hottest Asian girl’? Why the qualifier? Are you implying Asians are not as hot as people of other races?” 

He blinks. “Um, what?”

As if my first impression of him couldn't possibly get any worse, he spills his creamy white drink on my blouse. I curse under my breath. Have I become a dairy magnet? Is a kid going to drop his ice cream cone on me next?

“Oh, sorry,” he says. Then he widens his eyes and slaps a hand over his mouth, his cheeks puffing out. Uh-oh, that's the universal sign for “about to hurl.” I slide off my stool and run toward the exit before he can throw up on me. 

I bump into a boulder of a man. The top of my head barely reaches his broad chest, and he looks like he could crush a watermelon between those muscular thighs. “Sorry,” I say to his chest.

“Are you okay?” he asks.

Instead of saying, Yeah, I'm good, thank you, now let me leave, please, I spew out the truth: “No, I'm not okay. My roommate is having sex, which don't get me wrong, good for her, but she has to have sex in our room, which means I can't just curl up on my bed and watch a rom-com while drowning my sorrows in chocolate. So I came here, intending to drown my sorrows in cheap cocktails, but some drunken, likely racist asshole spilled his
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