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Whoa, I am drunk. I made the mistake of gulping down my screwdriver. It tasted just like orange juice, so I thought chugging it wouldn’t do any harm. I was wrong, so wrong.

“Uh, Raven, are you okay?” my friend Taylor asks, concern written all over her heart-shaped face.

“I’m fine, just dandy,” I say before letting out an obnoxious burp. I touch her face. “Oh my gosh, you’re so gorgeous. How did a swamp troll like me ever become friends with you?” Seriously, she’s beautiful. Golden locks straight out of a Pantene commercial, big eyes like emeralds, red Marilyn Monroe lips, and long legs like a supermodel. In high school, I would’ve hated her because I would’ve assumed she was a mean girl. Since I’ve started college, I’ve matured a little, and learned that it is possible for people to be both good-looking and not total jerks.

She rolls her eyes. “You’re wasted. And shut up, you’re not a swamp troll. How many times do I have to tell you that you’re fucking cute?” She rips my cup out of my hand.

“Hey!” I exclaim.

“You don’t need any more alcohol,” she says. “God, you’re a lightweight. I made your screwdriver like 95% orange juice.” She curses as she watches me stumble. Luckily, she catches me before my face can hit the floor. “Oh Lord, your face is red.”

“Do I have that Asian glow?”

“Oh, you have it.”

I groan. Now I’m a red-faced swamp troll next to my supermodel friend.

“I should take your ass home,” she says.

“It’s not even 10 yet.”

She raises her hand. “How many fingers am I holding up?”

“Um, one, two...wait, you’re moving your fingers too fast.”

“I’m not moving my fingers at all, you dolt. I’m taking you home before some creep tries to take advantage of your intoxication.”

I exhale. My first-ever college party, and I’m going home before midnight because my lightweight ass can’t handle alcohol, like, at all. Lame, thy name is Raven Yang. “Thanks for looking after my well-being, buddy,” I say. “You’re a good person.” Tears of appreciation prick my eyes.

“Are you going to cry?” she asks in horror.

“I’m just so grateful that you’re my pal,” I say before bursting into drunken tears of joy.

She wipes my cheeks with a tissue. “No more alcohol for you. Like, ever.”

I sniff the air. “That smells like tater tots.” I love tater tots.

“We can feed you when you’re back in our dorm.”

“I’m going to find those tater tots.”

“What?” Taylor shouts, “You have got to be kidding me!” when I break into a run. Miraculously, I don’t fall on my face. When it comes to the pursuit of tater tots, I guess I can do anything.

Behind me, a guy shouts, “Conga line!” I hear Taylor shout my name and turn around. My eyes widen when I see her get swallowed up by a crowd of frat bros and sorority sisters. I start to walk toward the crowd, totally intending to find my friend and drag her out of there, but then I catch another whiff of the tater tots. Apparently, when I’m drunk, I have the attention span of a squirrel on meth because I forget about Taylor instantly and resume my pursuit of the tots. I hear the angels sing once I stumble upon the refreshment table. My mouth waters a little as I stare at the glorious tots. Eagerly, I grab a plate and pile tater tots onto it. I bite into one, and my taste-buds explode with joy. So damn good.

I sit on a semi-clean chair in the corner. Just as I’m about to throw a second tot into my mouth, I overhear a girl ask her friend, “So what’s your new year’s resolution?”

“Hmm, I don’t know,” her friend answers. “Maybe read more?”

I grimace. That was one of my new year’s resolutions last year. I got through maybe 50 pages of Madame Bovary before abandoning it altogether.

“And maybe drop a couple of pounds?” the friend adds.

I drop my tater tot, trying to not gawk at the girl. She’s thin. At most, she’s perhaps a size two. What the hell does she need to lose weight for? For a second, I take her words personally and think she’s being passive-aggressive about my decidedly-not-size-two self gorging on tater tots. But she isn’t looking in my direction at all, and her friend and she seem wholly oblivious to my existence. Nonetheless, I set my plate aside, my appetite gone.

For a moment, stone-cold sobriety washes over me. Multiple times, Taylor has insisted that I’m cute, but I still find myself unable to truly believe her, thanks to Elliott Novak, my ex-boyfriend. But can I consider him my ex-boyfriend when he never publicly acknowledged that we were involved in any way? I clench my fist. I can’t believe I lost my virginity to that dickhead. Bitterness fills me when I remember the sweet kisses we shared and the sweeter words he whispered into my ear. But we only did that in private. We never did that in the hallways of our high school or the mall or anywhere his friends could see us.

My new year’s resolution—to not let any guy—even a good-looking and popular one—treat me like shit, like a shameful little secret that he has to hide. I may not be supermodel gorgeous, but I’m a human being, and I deserve a guy who isn’t ashamed to be with me, goddamn it.

I see the conga line approaching and remember Taylor. Oh shit, she must be furious with me for abandoning her because of tater tots. I get up and decide to look for her, but it’s like my body suddenly remembers that I’m intoxicated because I lose my balance after taking a few steps. I think my face is about to make contact with a suspicious-looking puddle on the floor, but someone catches me from behind, saving me from such an unwelcome fate.

“Careful there,” a deep voice says.

I turn and promptly lose the ability to speak. The person who caught me is the most attractive guy I’ve ever seen. In my drunken state, I temporarily wonder if he’s an angel whose job is to save wasted girls from falling into what-is-almost-definitely vomit. Then recognition comes over me. He’s Tom Zhou, our school’s linebacker. He has the looks of a very muscular Taiwanese model and the talent of, well, some famous linebacker (I know pretty much nothing about football. The only football player I know is Tom Brady, and he’s a quarterback...I think?). Rumor has it that the NFL wanted to sign him, but he refused because he wanted to start medical school right after graduation.

“Um, uh,” I say, sounding like a total moron.

He smiles, and the effect is freaking dazzling. “You can say thank you.”

“Uh, thank you,” I manage to say. “Well, I gotta go.” I take a step, and to my mortification, I stumble again. Fortunately, Tom is quick enough to grab my arms.

“How much did you have to drink?” he asks.

I don’t want to admit that I only consumed half of one screwdriver, so I lie and say, “I had a couple shots of tequila.”

He shakes his head like a disapproving grandfather. “A little thing like you should not be doing multiple shots of tequila.”

To my horror, I blurt out, “Little? Have you seen my fat ass?” Oh God, kill me now.

He blinks. “You’re not fat.”

It’s not like he said, “You’re beautiful,” but my dumb heart is beating fast and acting like he just called me gorgeous. Ag, as if I need to develop another crush on a jock who’s way out of my league. “Um, I need to go look for my friend.”

“Let me help you look for them.”

My eyes almost fall out of my head when he scoops me up into his arms. Damn, he’s strong; he’s holding me like I weigh only slightly more than air. “Uh, what are you doing?” I ask.

“You can barely stand on your own two feet.”

True. “Er...” I’d like to say I’d be more articulate around him if I were sober, but I know that I’d just be as tongue-tied if I didn’t have any vodka in my system.

“What does your friend look like?”

“Um, she’s tall and blond.” And way prettier than me, I add in my head. I wonder if he’d fall in love with Taylor at first sight. Plenty of guys do
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