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"DO YOU KNOW WHERE NOAH is?" I ask Maria and Patricia, who both run in the same social circles as Noah, aka my boyfriend and supposed prom date. However, instead of dancing with Noah, I've been sitting at a table alone for the last two hours while eating cupcakes and waiting for him to respond to any of my many texts. Definitely not how I wanted to spend my final high school dance.

Simultaneously, Maria and Patricia say, "Um," and look at each other in a manner I would call suspicious as hell.

I grit my teeth. "Is there something you're not telling me?"

Patricia scratches the back of her neck nervously, then sighs. "If I were in your shoes, I would want someone to tell me, so I'm going to tell you." Her hazel eyes turn wide. "But please don't shoot the messenger."

My heart plummets. This is going to be bad. "Okay, I won't get mad at you."

Patricia exhales again. "Noah is... Well, you see, um..."

Maria blurts out, "Noah is making out with Jimmy in the single-user restroom."

I blink, then blink again. That is a lot of information to process.

So my boyfriend is cheating on me. Not only that, but he might also be gay or bisexual. Now, if he were just making out with any guy, I would get mad at first because he knows perfectly well what I think about cheaters–i.e., I think they're selfish assholes.

But my anger would have faded, I think. Our small town in Ohio isn't exactly known for having the most open-minded population, so I would understand why Noah felt the need to make out with guys in secret.

But he's cheating on me with Jimmy.

There are a few guys named Jimmy in my high school, but I already know which Jimmy is in the restroom with my boyfriend. Jimmy fucking Myers. The school's quarterback and the guy who put a dead cat in my locker in 3rd grade and left this charming note: Here's dinner for you, Miss Ching Chong.

At first, I was hesitant about going out with Noah because he hung out with Jimmy, but Noah told me that was just because they were both on the football team. Stupidly, I believed him because Noah did make Jimmy apologize to me. It was a half-assed apology, but it was more than I’d expected I would ever get, which was absolutely nothing.

“Please don’t shoot the messenger,” Maria says or more accurately, squeaks.

“Oh, I’m not going to shoot you,” I say.

“Uh, you said that in a pretty ominous tone, Lian,” Patricia says.

I laugh, and even to my own ears, it sounds kind of sinister.

“Um, maybe we should all go outside and take a moment to, like, chill,” Maria says. “I have a joint in my car–”

“I don’t need a joint, Maria!” I shout. When she winces, I let out a breath. I’m not angry at her. I’m angry at my boyfriend and his racist side piece. “I mean, thank you for the offer, but I’m not in the mood to smoke right now.”

Patricia asks cautiously, as if I were a wild animal on the verge of raging out, “What are you in the mood to do right now?”

“I’m...I’m going to talk to Noah,” I say.

“By ‘talk,’ you don’t mean something violent, do you?” Patricia asks.

I don’t answer her as I march to the restroom.

To my surprise, when I turn the doorknob, the door opens. The two assholes didn’t even bother locking the door.

I catch my soon-to-be-ex-boyfriend with his pants down–literally.

“Oh my God, Lian!” Noah exclaims, hastily pulling up his pants. “It’s not what it looks like!”

I glance at Jimmy, who has an actual smirk on his face. “Really, Noah? Because it kind of looks like you were about to have sex with the racist psychopath who put a dead cat in my locker.”

Jimmy has the audacity to roll his eyes. “Get over it. That happened years ago.”

I shout, “That shit was traumatizing, you fucking cat murderer!”

“I didn’t murder the cat.”

“Oh, so you just happened to stumble upon a dead cat and thought, Hey, this would be a really great prop for an offensive joke?” I shake my head. “Even if you’re not a cat murderer, you’re still an asshole who is hooking up with my boyfriend.”

He says in a low voice, “You should be happy for Noah for finally realizing what he really wants.”

His words sting like a bitch-slap. He might as well have added, For finally realizing he doesn’t want you.

Ignoring Jimmy, I say to my ex-boyfriend, “Look, Noah, if you’re gay or bi or whatever, I support that. I would’ve preferred finding it out in a different way, but I could’ve forgiven that. What I can’t forgive is your piss-poor choice of a side bitch.”

Jimmy hisses, “Who are you calling a side bitch, you ch–?”

To my ex’s credit, Noah slams Jimmy up against the wall and says, “Don’t finish that sentence.”

I can’t help relishing the hurt look on Jimmy’s face as regret fills Noah’s.

“I’m sorry, Lian,” Noah says in a quiet voice. Unlike Jimmy’s half-assed apology from a year ago, Noah’s apology actually sounds sincere.

My lip quivers. I blink the hot tears away. I will not cry in front of Jimmy. “Have a nice life, Noah. Fuck you, Jimmy.”

When I run out of the country club, I allow the tears to stream down my cheeks. I knew that my relationship with Noah wouldn’t last. Even if he wasn’t into guys, he’s going to Stanford in the fall while I’m staying in Ohio. Still, to see him cheating on me with Jimmy...

That shit just hurts.

In the parking lot, I stumble upon Jimmy’s red Ferrari. The bastard constantly brags about it, as if having rich parents who could afford to buy him an overpriced car is something worth bragging about. I’m tempted to slash his tires, but before I bring out my pocketknife, I remember that I’m now 18. If I were 17, slashing Jimmy’s tires could have maybe been seen as juvenile mischief, but since I’m an adult, I could go to jail for vandalism. And since Jimmy’s uncle is the town’s police chief, I doubt that the justice system would be too kind to me.

Instead, I take out some tissues from my purse and blow my nose, making sure my snot gets all over them. Then I toss the used tissues onto the leather seats of Jimmy’s precious convertible. If I somehow get questioned for that, I would just say, Oops, the wind blew my tissues away.

My shoulders sag as I look into the distance. Noah drove me to prom. I obviously can't ask him for a ride home. I glance at my phone, wishing not for the first time I could call my dad and ask him to pick me up. But it's almost midnight; my dad is probably passed out by now, and if he's not passed out, he definitely isn't remotely sober enough to drive.

My house isn't too far from the country club...I think.

Clutching my purse tightly, I start to walk. After a few blocks, I'm regretting my decision to wear high heels.

"Fuck," I mutter. When I look ahead of me, a sense of hopelessness comes over me. I have at least a mile left to go.

My hand wanders toward my phone. Should I throw away my pride and ask Noah to pick me up? I glance at my heels. Or maybe I should try walking barefoot?

Just as I bend down to take off my shoes, a car stops beside me.

My belly twists. The last horror movie I watched started like this. A girl walks alone at night and gets kidnapped by a murderous psycho with a nice car...

When I hear the driver open the door, I reach into my purse and grip my pocketknife.

"Lian?"

I drop my pocketknife. "Mr. Grant?" When I see Noah's father, my heartbeat slows back down to a normal pace.

"Why are you walking alone in the middle of the night?" he asks. "Shouldn't you be at prom with my son?"

Once again, I'm struck by how much Noah looks like his dad. They both have silky dark brown hair, bright hazel eyes, dimples, and skin that always looks like it's been gently kissed by the sun.

And they're both really goddamn handsome.

"Um, we had a fight," I say.

Mr. Grant frowns. "Even if you two had a screaming match, Noah should've known better than to let you walk home this late."

"Yeah, well, your son was preoccupied," I say, unable to keep the bitterness out of my voice.

"Preoccupied?" He widens his eyes. "Did you catch him with another girl?"

Not another girl... I bite my lip before the words can come out. Though I'm beyond mad at Noah, I don't want to out him to his father. "I saw him kissing someone else."

He takes a few steps toward me, entering my personal space. My heartbeat quickens as I catch the scent of his cologne. I'm not sophisticated enough to pick out notes of anything, but whatever notes his cologne has, I like it.

"I'm sorry to hear that." For some reason, he strokes my cheek as he says the words. "I thought I taught my son better than that."

"Maybe he got it from your ex-wife." I find myself lingering on the prefix ex. I shake my head. "Wait, I don't know why I said that." I actually like Noah's mom. I met her a couple of times, and on every occasion, she was exceedingly nice to me and always fed me some baked goods that Noah had told her I would like. And by all accounts, Noah's parents' divorce was amicable and involved not a single trace of infidelity.

"It's okay." He opens the passenger door of his car. "Let me give you a ride home."

Is it weird to get a ride from your ex-boyfriend's dad? My poor feet throb, shouting, Who cares if it's weird







































































































[image: ]










































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





