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            Part One

         
         
            Wednesday, May 24

            Larchmont, NY

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            One

         
         All things considered, I’ve been minimally unhinged about the situation. In fact, I’m fully hinged. For example, I haven’t even checked my notifications for precisely forty-five seconds. World record, round of applause,
            gold medal, et cetera.
         

         
         “All yours, Amelia Bedelia,” says Zora. She steps out of the bathroom in her suit and white socks and hardly any makeup. Just
            a hint of blush against the brown of her cheeks.
         

         
         I drop my phone, facedown. Mash that screen right into Natalie’s blue floral comforter.

         
         Zora studies my face. “Hey—you good?”

         
         “Great! Good. You look dressed. Sorry, you look great. And you’re dressed.”
         

         
         “Um. Thank you?”

         
         “And I’m good!”

         
         She nods slowly. “Still nothing from Walter?”

         
         “Nope! Because Walter”—I do a quick drumroll—“thinks I’m a creep.”

         
         “Bet he didn’t even see the post.” Zora crosses the room, scooting onto the bed beside me. “And if he did, he probably thinks
            it’s cute. I’d think it was cute!”
         

         
         “But would a boy think it was cute?”

         
         She doesn’t miss a beat. “Mark, get in here!”

         
         Ten footsteps later, he’s in Natalie’s doorway. Wearing a tux. Well, mostly. Vest isn’t buttoned, and his tie’s draped loosely over his shoulders, but still. 

         
         I sit up straight. “Well, hello there, Hot Mark.”

         
         His eyes narrow. “Why are you being weird?”

         
         “See,” I say, “boys think I’m weird.”

         
         “Can confirm.” His gaze lands on my phone. “Nothing from the redhead?”

         
         “Nope.”

         
         “Bummer.”

         
         “It’s Natalie’s fault.” I puff my cheeks out and sigh.

         
         Well, it’s technically Claire’s fault, since Claire’s the one who interrupted last month’s choir concert with a prom-themed
            rewrite of “Bohemian Rhapsody.” Which, to be clear, would have been downright iconic under any other circumstance. But to
            inflict that on Natalie? A girl who’s so allergic to being the center of attention, she tried to duck out of her own b’nai mitzvah reception?
         

         
         I’m just saying: if your best friend’s girlfriend acts like a clown, she deserves to be clowned on. Even if it means Nat gets
            to give me shit about Walter in return. And if said shit-giving leads to Nat calling my crush a no-risk parasocial infatuation, I’m taking it as a challenge. End of story.
         

         
         Zora blinks. “Want me to bring her back up—”

         
         “Nope.” I angle one leg up, smoothing the tulle of my prom skirt over it like a tent. “Absolutely not.”

         
         Listen, I have zero interest in interrupting Nat’s magical prom couples’ photo shoot with Claire “Fuckery Is My Love Language”
            Zimmerman.
         

         
         “Well, if you want the bathroom, now’s your moment. Group photos are in”—Zora glances at her phone—“fifteen minutes.”

         
         I cover my face with both hands. “I can’t believe I got rejected right before prom.”

         
         “You posted it today! Who even knows if he saw it,” Zora reminds me. “That’s not a rejection.”

         
         “It feels like a rejection.”
         

         
         I mean, I knew it was a long shot. Even though I doubt Walter lives more than ten minutes from me, and I know people who go
            to his temple, and I’m pretty sure my uncle Mitch plays golf with his dad.
         

         
         Because the thing is, Walter’s famous.

         
         I don’t mean famous-famous—though he used to be. We’re talking over a million followers at the height of the Drama Clash era. Two years ago, he
            and Hayden Geller were basically headlining VidCon. People have written fan fiction about them. Even now, they have multiple
            dedicated subreddits. Obviously, things have been much quieter since he transitioned to his solo channel nine months ago,
            but he’s still Walter Holland.
         

         
         So, yeah—I knew prom was unlikely.

         
         It’s just that daydreams never seem to care what’s likely. And brains don’t always know the difference between if-only and
            maybe.
         

         
         What I’m trying to say is this: There’s a prom in my head, and that prom includes Walter. Specifically, Walter staring into
            my eyes on a bisexually lit dance floor. Walter driving me home hours later. Parking outside my house, leaning in, and—
         

         
         “Can’t you just delete the video?” Mark asks.

         
         Leave it to Mark. Always has to pop the bubble.

         
         “You know what? You’re right.” I scoot forward, tapping my phone screen. “Time for a good old-fashioned dirty delete.”

         
         “Right now?” Zora asks.

         
         “Boom. Done. It never happened.” I stand, shoot her with finger guns, and drag myself to the bathroom.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Two

         
         It’s really my hair that’s the problem. Seven bobby pins and counting, and it’s still not right.

         
         It’s hard to explain. Technically, I look just like I always do. Same face, same eyebrows, same freckles. Same Jew hair—thick
            and wavy, way past my shoulders. The color’s the only thing that throws people; always some gentile who doesn’t know Jews
            come in blond.
         

         
         I lean closer, gripping the edge of the twins’ bathroom counter. Ninety-nine percent sure that’s still yesterday’s head on
            my neck.
         

         
         But I feel so itchy in my skin when I have to be fancy. Or even somewhat fancy, since according to Mom, I’m, quote-unquote,
            “dancing right up to the line.” But after weeks of negotiations, the treaty’s been signed, sealed, and delivered. Mom gets
            tea-length tulle and a solid color on top; I get sneakers. For the dance and the pictures, even though you only get one senior prom, Amelia, and don’t you want it to be special? Apparently, thirty years from now, my life’s big regret will be prom footwear.
         

         
         Mom just cares a little too much about this stuff. Always has, always will. My dad says it’s because I’m graduating soon, so she’s scrambling for some semblance of control. But I swear it runs deeper than that. This is a woman who got the flu last year and proceeded to text me a full-page getting-ready-for-school morning checklist from her sickbed. She reads all my assigned English class books and then lends them to Bubbe, so we can have our monthly multigenerational Bagel Book Brunch. And you’d better believe my phone’s location tracker stays on; it’s the only reason I’m even allowed to have a phone. I like to think she’ll loosen the reins when college starts. Or this summer, maybe, since I’ll be entering my working woman era. In the form of scooping ice cream at Longford’s. 

         
         Something I was definitely only hired for because Mom knows the owners.

         
         There’s a tiny rap on the door. “You about ready?” asks Zora.

         
         “Almost! Sorry.” I scrunch up my nose in the mirror. “You guys can head down! I’m right behind you.”

         
         I slip the pins out of my hair, shaking it loose. Maybe Google can fix this. How to not look like Alice in Wonderland.

         
         Ten minutes left until group pictures. Not even.

         
         Claire insisted on coming over early for couples’ shots with Natalie—and by that, I mean a full-on themed photo shoot at the
            woodsy edge of Nat and Mark’s backyard. Just a pair of sparkling prom lesbians prancing around the enchanted forests of suburban
            New York. You’ve got to hand it to her—no one painstakingly cosplays Spontaneous Carefree Authenticity quite like Claire Zimmerman.
            All you need to know about Claire is that she’s a natural-born theater kid who refuses to do theater. Full-throttle drama
            with no proper outlet.
         

         
         It isn’t just that she’s annoying. I can deal with annoying. But she’s a shitty girlfriend to Natalie. They met in tenth-grade chorus class, and since then, it’s been a pretty steady cycle of tearful soliloquies, impulsive breakups, and apologetic grand gestures. Suffice it to say, she’s a nightmare and a half. 

         
         And she’ll be in every single one of my prom pictures. Just how I always imagined it, right? Me, my three best friends since
            literal kindergarten, and Nat’s on-again-off-again histrionic mess of a girlfriend.
         

         
         Five more minutes.

         
         I flip my phone upside down. Though it’s not the ticking clock that’s wringing my brain out. It’s the radio silence from Walter.
            Combined with the fact that I could hear from him. At any moment. Just because the video’s gone doesn’t mean he never saw it.
         

         
         The problem is, my brain wasn’t built for this level of mortifying uncertainty.

         
         The problem is, I might actually erupt through my skin.

         
         I slide the top drawer open. Grab Natalie’s scissors.

         
         What’s weird is that it doesn’t actually feel like I’m doing this. More like I’m remembering doing this.

         
         I lean closer to the mirror again.

         
         Nothing extreme or dramatic. Just—

         
         Different.

         
         Those two extra-blond strands in the front, where the sun hits hardest. I start there.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Three

         
         Zora and Mark beat me to the living room, where the paparazzi have fully assembled: both Rosemann-Long parents, both Zimmermans,
            Zora’s dad, my mom, Audrey, you name it. Wouldn’t be a problem, under any normal circumstance, since I’m basically the Pied
            Piper of parents, empress of aunts, et cetera. Not this time, though. Raised eyebrows all around, but it’s Mom who actually
            gasps when she sees me. “Oh, honey. What happened?”
         

         
         “Is this a cry for help?” Audrey asks, snapping a picture.

         
         I glare at her. “Excuse me?”

         
         She plucks the white-edged square of film from the front of her camera, setting it gingerly on the coffee table. What’s fun
            is that it’s my own fault. Guess which genius decided a Polaroid was a good Chanukah gift for an eight-year-old. Guess who’s
            regretted it ever since the very first low-angle picture of my nostrils.
         

         
         The image sharpens into an off-center, mid-blink, blurry-edged masterpiece—classic Audrey. But even in three square inches
            of frame, there’s no missing the hair. I managed to pull back most of the messy parts with bobby pins, but the rest stops
            about an inch above my shoulders. Wouldn’t even be considered short, by any normal standards. But Mom’s standards have never
            been normal.
         

         
         “When did this happen?” She’s standing directly in front of me now, lips pressed flatly together. So I guess that’s some kind of milestone. We’ve officially graduated from figurative to literal hovering. 

         
         “Why are you treating my hair like it’s a crime scene?”

         
         She pokes at one of my bobby pins. “It’s not not a crime scene.”
         

         
         “Well, I like it.”

         
         I mean, I think I like it. I definitely like how light it feels—like taking off your backpack at the end of the school day.

         
         Mom repositions a few pins, stepping back to frown at me.

         
         I raise my eyebrows. “Are we good?”

         
         A door creaks open behind us, and Claire’s voice drifts through the kitchen. “Quick, there’s perfect photo lighting!” She
            does this urgent little gasp when she says it, like the sun itself is a rare and startling phenomenon that she personally
            discovered. Case in point: she’s already uploaded a full carousel of prom selfies. Photo after photo of her pale pixie face,
            her dark curls threaded with flowers. Found my light—that’s her caption. Like the sun exists just for her.
         

         
         Mom herds us outside, and Natalie’s eyes go wide when she sees me. So, I shoot her a wink, crossing the lawn to settle in
            beside her.
         

         
         “Your hair.” When she reaches her hand out to touch it, her corsage tickles my neck. “I leave you alone for one hour.”
         

         
         “Oh, I like that!” Mom says. “Let’s center you in front of the hedges. Zora, you come in by Amelia . . . good. And then Mark.
            Claire, you’re perfect. Okay, freeze!”
         

         
         Audrey snaps another Polaroid. Looking mighty smug for someone covering half the lens with her finger, I might add.

         
         Natalie leans in again. “Was this a panic haircut?”

         
         I laugh. “A what?”

         
         “A Walter-induced panic haircut!”

         
         “I’m not panicking—”

         
         “Eyes on the prize, ladies!” Mom says, and we both flash quick smiles at the camera.

         
         “He’ll respond,” Nat adds quietly.

         
         I snort. “He will not.”

         
         “You don’t know that!”

         
         “Beautiful!” Mom declares. “Now say, ‘senior prom’!”

         
         “Senior prom!” says Audrey, and only Audrey.

         
         I turn back to Nat. “I deleted it.”

         
         “Good,” she says, leaning even closer. But then Claire’s arm tightens around her waist, and she immediately straightens.

         
         “Let’s do a funny one,” Mom says. “Give me some tongue!”

         
         “MOM.”

         
         She sticks out her tongue and makes some kind of horrifying rock-and-roll hand signal.

         
         “Kill me,” I murmur.

         
         “Well, for what it’s worth,” Nat says, leaning closer, “I think the hair’s really cute.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Walter Holland Net Worth, Age, Relationship Status, Bio

         
         
            Walter Holland is a highly popular celebrity for his young age of eighteen whose fame gives full gratitude to the platform
               of YouTube. He is known for his YouTube video content which includes a popular channel known by the name Drama Clash. Drama
               Clash has over a single million subscribers, and she was created in accordance with actor Hayden Geller, who is also in fact a fellow YouTube creator on the platform. Walter Holland boasts a multitude of platforms, which does
               include Instagram. He has a modest stature of five feet with nine additional inches, and his appearance includes red hair
               and hazel eyes. He is known to be one of the Taurus in zodiac, with a specific birthday of April 30. His exact time of birth
               remains unknown.

            Walter has a traditional middle name of Joshua, and at this present time, his nicknames include Walt. He hails from the proud
               town of Scarsdale, New York, which is the vicinity in which his parents also reside. Precise details are unknown regarding
               Walter’s pet, but it is reported to bear the name of Vinny. His parents reside with him in Scarsdale, and there is a firstborn
               sister who attends the university named Anne. Walter’s mother is Celia Waxman, who is a renowned realtor in her town of Scarsdale.
               She is of Ashkenazi Jewish descent, thus allowing Walter to inherit a Jewish bloodline. His father, Ellis Holland, is a business
               owner in the local proximity, and he is a nonpracticing adherent of the Christian faith. Specific details are unknown with
               regard to the physical appearances of Walter Holland’s closest family members.
            

            Pertaining to net worth, Walter’s financial details are thought to be unknown. It is estimated that he is a successful earner in his endeavors on YouTube. His bisexual identity was revealed in a video on his YouTube channel with the title of “My Sexuality (a bi-ographical update).” His fanbase released a response of celebration and support to this revelation. He has no known girlfriend at the time, and his relationship status is widely known to be single. 

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Four

         
         Prom itself requires a very particular headspace. Unfortunately, that space does not currently contain my head.

         
         “Nice convalescent Victorian pose you’ve got there,” says Mark.

         
         Mark, who’s slouched so far into an armchair, his head barely clears the back cushion.

         
         But he’s right. That’s the sad thing. I’ve got kind of a full-body splay going on, arms hanging limply off both sides of a
            chaise lounge. Technically, it’s a little less “dying of consumption,” and a little more “cure my hysteria, Dr. Freud,” but
            you can’t expect that level of nuance from a straight boy. Either way, it’s a green-velvet-couch kind of moment, and there’s
            nothing for me to do but—quite literally—lean into it.
         

         
         Because I’m a hermit now. And in accordance with the full hermit lifestyle, we’ve taken over a powder room near the entrance
            of the New Rochelle Golf and Moneybags Harbor Society, whatever this place is called. It looks exactly how you’d expect it
            to look: gilded wallpaper, lots of mirrors, and a chandelier overhead. Old in the expensive way. My chaise faces a wall with
            big picture windows, overlooking Long Island Sound. But in the spirit of true hermitry, I talked Mark into closing the curtains.
            I’d have done it myself, but I was too busy convalescing.
         

         
         “What’d I miss?” Zora asks, fresh off the phone with her long-distance girlfriend. She leaves the door cracked behind her, just a little. Enough to catch the music from the ballroom, without revealing our coordinates to drunk wanderers in formalwear. She settles into an armchair near Mark. Cross-legged, since her parents aren’t afraid of prom pants.
         

         
         “You missed moping,” Mark says.

         
         Zora studies me. “Are you—”

         
         “Not moping. How’s Edith?”

         
         “Good—”

         
         “And where’s Nat?”

         
         Zora glances quickly at Mark. “Somewhere with Claire? I don’t know.”

         
         I wrinkle my nose and reach for my phone.

         
         “I thought you deleted the post?”

         
         “I did. Just making sure it didn’t go viral on a repost.”
         

         
         I can already picture the reaction video thumbnails. TRY NOT TO CRINGE DURING THIS GIRL’S PATHETIC EXCUSE FOR A PROMPOSAL!
            VIRAL SINGING PROMPOSAL VIDEO LEADS TO DANGEROUS LEVELS OF SECONDHAND EMBARRASSMENT. YOUTUBER SEEKS RESTRAINING ORDER AGAINST
            UNHINGED FAN, STATES: SHE ISN’T EVEN THAT CUTE.

         
         “Maybe it’s time for a phone break?” Zora’s voice is so excruciatingly gentle, I want to sink into the cushions. To think
            I used to have my own built-in face curtain. One disaster haircut later, and there’s nowhere to hide.
         

         
         I stand abruptly, instead. “Be right back.”

         
         I’ve got this spring-loaded feeling, like even the soles of my feet are buzzing. I can’t tamp myself down. I pass the ballroom; normally, I’d be on the dance floor. Last hurrah, close it out with a bang, et freaking cetera. It’s not that I’m particularly sentimental about high school ending. I just love a grand finale. If it’s set to music, even better. But the music feels so far away now, like I’m hearing it through someone else’s headphones. There has to be a way to fix this feeling. 

         
         Really, I just have to find Nat. She’s the only one who could make this funny. She’ll give me just the right amount of shit.
            Or she’ll start riffing on Walter’s insufficient cuteness, his general unworthiness as a crush target, et cetera. Which, incidentally,
            is quite the bold statement coming from someone who’s literally dating Claire Zimmerman, but what do I know?
         

         
         I check the bathroom; no Natalie sightings. Just Kylie Elfman, my lab partner, lurching out of a stall, mouth falling open
            when she sees me. “Oh, your hair! I love it!”
         

         
         I tack on a bright, beaming smile. “I love your dress!”

         
         “Wait! Okay, wait, I’m washing my hands, but then.” She points at me. “Selfie!” Her voice has this fluid sort of lilt at the
            edges. Nothing sloppy, but she’s definitely not sober. Sounds like a pretty ideal headspace, honestly, but Mom would sniff
            me out in a heartbeat. I’d be grounded until graduation. God knows I’m already on thin ice with the haircut.
         

         
         Kylie ends up talking me into a whole series of selfies; apparently she’s a perfectionist when it comes to things that aren’t
            chemistry experiments. “I’ll tag you when I post them! Ready to dance?”
         

         
         “Definitely. Yes! Yup. Meet you in there?” I’ve already got my eyes on a side door.

         
         Turns out, it leads to the harbor club’s wraparound porch.

         
         It’s beautiful out here—soft and still, barely even a breeze, and the sun’s just starting to set over the Sound. In an hour, it’ll be twinkle lights reflected in water. Already, a few couples have made their way out here for semi-public makeout purposes. 

         
         But all of that’s on the other side of the clubhouse. You could say I’m more of an empty-space-overlooking-the-parking-lot
            kind of hermit.
         

         
         One more Instagram check—just to confirm I’m not a viral laughingstock, obviously. It’s not like I’m expecting—

         
         My heart leaps into my throat. There’s a tiny red circle in the corner of my screen.

         
         One new message. If only—

         
         I tap into my inbox, take an extended deep breath, and—

         
         It’s a forwarded reel of a bottle-fed baby koala. From my aunt Stacey.

         
         Which is fine. It’s great! Nothing against Aunt Stacey, and nothing against koalas. I’m a friend and ally to all marsupials.

         
         But since I’m here, I’ll just sidle up to the search bar . . .

         
         Walter’s handle pops up. His bright blue check mark. One quick peek.

         
         There’s nothing on the grid since yesterday, and no new Stories since this morning. Last one was at least an hour before I
            posted my video, so maybe Zora’s right. Maybe it’s not a rejection. If he never even saw it—
         

         
         “Amelia?”

         
         I almost drop my phone. “Fuck—are you—” I whirl around. “Nat?”

         
         She’s tucked behind a support beam; at first, all I see are her legs. Oxford flats, tights, and the pale blue hem of her dress. Have I mentioned I’m absolutely obsessed with Natalie’s prom dress? Gauzy and knee-length, with bits of lace near the collar. Paired with a cardigan. Zero evening vibes whatsoever. She looks like she’s dressed for a Kiddush bagel luncheon. 

         
         Then I see her face. “Whoa. You okay?”

         
         “Absolutely amazing. Thriving.”

         
         “Nat, what happened?”

         
         She just shrugs. So I drop to the floor, scooting in beside her.

         
         “Want me to guess? I can guess. Let’s see—I’m assuming it’s Claire-related.”

         
         “Ding ding ding.”

         
         “Okay. Yup. Are you guys—”

         
         “Nothing,” Nat says softly. “We’re done.”

         
         My palms smack the floor. “What the fuck did she do?”

         
         “She didn’t—”

         
         “No, for real. I’ll throw hands,” I say. “Watch me.”

         
         “Watch you fight my ex? No thank you.”

         
         Ex. Hey, that’s a nice word. Simple, easy to spell, warms the heart. Wholly underrated, if you—
         

         
         Okay, head in the game, Applebaum. No smiling. Wipe it away. We don’t celebrate our friends’ breakups. Not even breakups with
            Claire Zimmerman, a known trash demon hellspawn who once broke up with Natalie on the first night of Chanukah and won her
            back five days later. By showing up in a snowstorm. With a plush naked mole rat! A creature that’s uniquely ill-suited to cold weather! How is she a serious person?
         

         
         And that’s not even getting into sophomore year, when Claire dumped Natalie on the way to the big city choir trip, only to
            reel her back the next day with last-minute Hadestown tickets. Or two months ago, when Claire soft-blocked Nat after a fight, changed her mind, and proceeded to spam her DMs with links to an apology video. 

         
         “Fucking unbelievable. After she made you do a whole-ass photo shoot?” I shake my head. “Where is she?”

         
         Natalie blinks. “I think she went home.”

         
         “Like fuck she did. And she did it on prom night? At prom? I’m sorry, but that’s a new fucking low. That is unstoppable fuckery.”
         

         
         “It wasn’t really—”

         
         “Like, what—you weren’t living in the moment enough? You weren’t dancing enough?”
         

         
         “Something like that.”

         
         I laugh, sharply. “Seriously?”

         
         “I don’t know—it was just stupid stuff. Like, we got here, and she wanted to dance—”

         
         “I knew it!”

         
         Natalie nods. “And I really just wanted to hang out with you guys, so—”

         
         “Let me guess.” I pitch my voice up, drawing my vowels out like Claire. “You’re so focused on frieeeeends. You never prioritize meeeee.”
         

         
         “I mean.” Nat tips her palms up and wrinkles her nose—but it’s the smiley kind of wrinkle. Smile-coded. I’ll take it.
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            Five

         
         “You just couldn’t wait, could you?” Mom swipes past photo after photo. We’re parked, but she’s still in her seat belt. “That’s
            really what you wanted for prom? For your pictures?”
         

         
         “Yeah? I don’t know. It’s just hair.” I finger the ends, tilting them up so they tickle my cheek. It’s just shy of shoulder-length,
            really—only a few inches shorter than before. Biggest difference is the front pieces won’t stay in my ponytail. But that’s
            fine. You be free, front pieces.
         

         
         “Well.” She exhales. “Thank God for Jenny. Okay, let’s go. Move your tuchis.”

         
         I unbuckle, rubbing my eyes with the heels of my hands. It’s not even nine in the morning; downright criminal, considering
            it’s a supersized holiday weekend. The district even tacked on two unused snow days on the front end. Genius move, all things
            considered—built-in prom recovery week.
         

         
         Which is precisely what I should be doing. In an alternate universe, I’m still sleeping. Nothing on the gay agenda but the
            second annual prom postmortem with the twins and Zora, traditionally conducted over ice cream.
         

         
         Instead, it’s the obligatory Emergency Damage Control haircut, because Mom is Mom is Mom. We check in at the front, and she proceeds to give the receptionist a full, detailed account of my hair’s former glory, including references to specific compliments from strangers and a fairly lengthy commentary on its genetic lineage. 

         
         When Jenny pops out to escort me to the sinks, Mom swoops in right behind me. No unsupervised haircuts until I’m forty now,
            probably. But the joke’s on her, because Jenny—an actual haircut professional—deems my work “not that bad, honestly.” In the
            end, it only takes about thirty minutes to even things out.
         

         
         I scoop it back to half-ponytail mode as soon as we leave. “Happy?”

         
         “Sure.” Mom rolls her eyes—but it’s clear the storm clouds have lifted.

         
         “Okay, I need a ride to the twins’ house,” I say, once the car’s in reverse. “It’s an emergency.”

         
         “An emergency! Wow.”

         
         “Uh, yeah. Claire dumped Nat. Again. At prom.”
         

         
         “Did she really? What a shame.”

         
         Full-body scoff. My gaze flicks to the ceiling.

         
         “Right! Not a shame. We don’t like Claire. Thumbs down for Claire.”

         
         “Yes!” I clap my hands together. “Exactly.”

         
         “So the breakup’s a good thing?”

         
         “Very.”

         
         “And an emergency.”

         
         “Absolute catastrophe.”

         
         “Okay?” Mom shoots me a puzzled glance.

         
         I scoot forward in my seat, straining against the strap of my seat belt. “Because Claire’s not really gone. She’s a Whac-A-Mole. She keeps coming back.”
         

         
         “And we want to bonk her on the head!” Mom does a little punch on the side of the steering wheel.

         
         “That too. God I want to bonk her.”
         

         
         Mom’s brow furrows.

         
         “Bonk!” I add, quickly. “On the head. Not boink. Jesus Christ—”

         
         “Sweetie, we’re Jewish.” Mom pulls to a stop at a light.

         
         “So was he!” I lean back. “Just hurry, okay? Please? Claire’s probably already there.”

         
         “Doing what?”

         
         “Being a menace! Sweeping back in with a mid-tier grand gesture like she does every freaking time. This girl thinks she’s the third act of a romantic comedy, I swear to God.”
         

         
         “Well, you tell Nat to say, ‘No way! Game over!’”

         
         “Yeah, but Claire’s diabolical. She’s like a master of persuasion. Nat needs a 24/7 bodyguard just so Claire can’t try this
            sh—”
         

         
         Mom raises her eyebrows.

         
         “—crap. Maybe I should camp out there all weekend. Set up the Home Alone traps.” I point at Mom. “Happy Memorial Day, ya filthy animal.”
         

         
         It’s actually not the worst idea I’ve ever had. Maybe we’ll skip the violent booby traps, but a little extra Nat supervision
            wouldn’t hurt. Puts me on hand for all necessary post-breakup distraction and fuckery fighting. Mark tries, bless him, and
            he’s an excellent brother, but Claire Zimmerman requires a degree of cunning that no straight boy can deliver. He needs backup.
            And Zora’s there now, sure. But Zora leaves town first thing tomorrow to visit Edith, her girlfriend. So, what then?
         

         
          

         Standing loud and proud in the twins’ driveway: Zora’s gently used gray Honda Civic. No green Subaru. No Claire. Thank God.

         
         “All right—heading into the office for a bit, but Dad and Audrey are home if you need anything. Don’t do anything violent to Natalie’s girlfriend.” 

         
         “Ex-girlfriend.” I glance at her slyly. “And let’s keep it that way.”
         

         
         “Okay, please—”

         
         “Bye, Mom.” I wave her off. But of course, she stays parked in the driveway until I’m fully inside.

         
         Natalie’s strumming her guitar; it’s the first thing I hear when I cross the threshold. Not an actual song, though. Just the
            same two chords on repeat, since she’s been really focused on chord transitions lately. Also, she’s trying to be more “intentional
            about fingering,” a phrase she will never, ever live down in my lifetime.
         

         
         I take my shoes off, like I always do at the twins’ house. The twins take theirs off everywhere—their dad’s Chinese, and he’s
            pretty strict about that.
         

         
         Another sequence of chords. I follow the sound upstairs, to her bedroom. Zora’s sitting at Natalie’s desk, and Nat’s sitting
            in a nest of pillows on her bed, fully wrapped in her own comforter. She looks up, smiling, when she sees me, which throws
            me a little. Unfortunately, she and Mark both have the kind of dimples that could get you out of a jail sentence.
         

         
         “Do we get to see the haircut?” asks Zora.

         
         “Oh—I mean, it’s, like, the same.” I shrug, pulling it out of the half-ponytail. Natalie and Zora exchange glances.

         
         “Much better,” Nat says.
         

         
         “Okay, why are you so cheery?” I look from her to Zora, narrowing my eyes. “Was Claire here?”

         
         “What? No—”

         
         My phone buzzes loudly against my hip, through the canvas of my crossbody bag. Fun fact about me: I have zero impulse control when it comes to incoming texts. None. Not a shred. Except— 

         
         Turns out, it’s not a text.

         
         It’s a notification: a brand-new Walter Holland post.

         
         What’s wild is how fast my brain shifted last night. I’d been so fixated on the promposal video—what Walter would say, whether
            he even saw it, whether I should quit the internet and move to Antarctica, and/or launch myself into another galaxy. It was
            all I could think about.
         

         
         Until Claire dumped Natalie.

         
         What can I say? Flip me into Protective Best Friend Mode, and it’s over.

         
         At least, it was over.
         

         
         Walter’s posted a graphic. To his own Instagram grid, I mean. Obviously not a response to my video. It’s just a few lines
            of text and a selfie. But he looks so cute and bashful, and the text is just so Walter—playful and weird and a little self-deprecating.
         

         
         
            Announcing: MY FIRST SOLO TOUR!!! (ONE city!!!) (Worldwide!!!) (Stadium seating, probably!!!!!)

            WORLD TOUR?? ME???

         

         At first, I don’t even notice the inset in the corner—a New York state map, with one town circled in red.

         
         But then—

         
         My mouth falls open. “Holy. Fuck.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Drama Clash

         
         
            Drama Clash is a YouTube channel co-founded by American entertainers/content creators Hayden Geller and Walter Holland. The duo met while attending a theater class at Scarsdale High School in Scarsdale, New York, an affluent suburb of Manhattan. At the time of the channel’s initial launch, Geller was a high school sophomore, and Holland
               was a high school freshman. They gained a small following by posting ukulele Simon and Garfunkel covers, but their audience grew significantly upon the release of their viral sketch comedy skit “Locker Room (YouTube video).” In the months that followed, the channel’s main focus shifted toward short-form comedy, slice-of-life video diaries, and casual
               discussion videos.
            

            Within a year, they had amassed over a million subscribers, along with vibrant fan communities across multiple social media
               platforms. The duo were featured on panels at two consecutive VidCon events, and articles about their rise to success have appeared in multiple mainstream outlets, including: Vox, HuffPost, The Guardian, BuzzFeed, Out (magazine), and The Mary Sue.
            

            Both Geller and Holland identify as Jewish, of Ashkenazi descent. They describe themselves as “best friends and bromantic life partners” and have collaborated on over 150 videos. The channel officially went on hiatus shortly after Geller’s graduation. Afterward, Holland announced the channel’s closure on his newly launched solo commentary and discussion channel, Walter Holland Speaks. Geller is currently a full-time professional actor and is set to star in the upcoming science fiction blockbuster The Odyssey Intergalactic, releasing in June.
            

            Background

            YouTube collaborations

            Solo projects

            Relationship speculation

            Awards and nominations

            References

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Six

         
         Here’s the thing: sometimes, in my head, I’m a million years old. At least thirty-five. Mother of two with a mortgage. A MILF,
            no doubt, but still.
         

         
         And then there’s moments like now.

         
         I feel like I’m twelve. Not a single day older.

         
         Nat and Zora are both looking at me. Even Nat’s naked-ass mole rat plushie is looking at me. And Mark’s here now, too, in
            the doorway. The words holy fuck really do work like a summoning spell when you say them earnestly enough.
         

         
         Somehow, I’ve crossed the room. Somehow, I’m perched on the edge of Natalie’s bed.

         
         “Hey. You good?” Nat asks, finally.

         
         “Yeah, of course!”

         
         Which prompts Mark and Natalie to make this particular face they’ve always made, where they tilt their faces down, peering
            up over the rims of their glasses. Weirdo twin synchronicity at its finest.
         

         
         The heel of my hand finds my collarbone. Like it’s trying to tamp down the flutters.

         
         The problem with me is: when I want things, I want them so, so badly.

         
         “Walter Holland’s doing a meet and greet. In person.”
         

         
         “Good for him,” Natalie says, yawning.

         
         Already, my brain’s scrambling for the best way to spin it. Technically speaking, I’m the only true Walter Holland fan among
            us. I’ve taught everyone the basic Drama Clash lore over the years, and I’ve bullied them into watching a few of his videos.
            But they
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