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A spray of water soaks me from head to toe as I wash the tiny puppy in the sink.

“Fuck!” I screech, drenched.

I grab for a towel near me, and Charlie, the puppy, jumps out of the sink.

“No, come back!” I yell after the fleeing dog. I drop the towel, and as I run after him, I slip in soapy water and fall on my ass.

My boss at the vet, Julia, laughs at my soppy, wet state on the floor. She picks Charlie up and lends me a hand.

“Jesus, what happened to you?” she asks me, pulling me up onto my feet.

“I’m having a shitty first day, that’s what,” I told her.

My boyfriend of three years, Holden, had just broken up with me. He left me for his fucking best friend. Today was my first internship at the vet for my Veterinary Science Degree at the local university. I was putting in my hours being Julia’s PA.

That meant doing all the brunt work, like washing the puppies and cleaning the store after work ends for everyone else.

I heaved out a sigh.

“You look exhausted. Go home early. I won’t take it off your work and study hours,” Julia said, her smile warm and sympathetic. The older woman was kind. She had curly black hair in an afro, smooth brown skin and soft wrinkles. She didn’t look a day over thirty-five.

She was forty, though.

I dried myself off, said “Thanks” to Julia and went home.

My dad was making a sandwich in the kitchen.

“Dad! Are you eating cheese?” I asked him. His mouth paused in the space between him and the sandwich.

“Maybe?” he asked.

“You know you can’t eat cheese. You’re lactose intolerant, remember?” I scolded him, taking the sandwich from his hand.

It was a turkey and cheese sandwich. I took a bite. Mmm, this was so good. I chewed it in front of him, and he gaped at me.

“Ava, I’m hungry, darling. There’s nothing else to eat in this house!” He yelled at me.

“Mavis made your salad in the fridge,” I told him, raising my eyebrow as I opened the fridge and gave him the salad.

“I want actual food. Meat. Call her for me, will you? Have her make me a steak and mashed potatoes and bring it to my office. I’ll eat it while I work,” he grumbled, grabbing his newspaper off the table and walking up the stairs to his study.

I found Mavis in the laundry room and told her about my dad’s request.

“He not allowed to eat red meat. The doctor said. I make him fish and veg, yeah?” Mavis was a first-generation Taiwanese immigrant at sixty. Her English was improving, but still a bit broken in the grammar sense.

“Okay, I’ll let him know.”

In my dad’s study, my stepbrother, Lucas, helped my dad sort out his papers.

“When did you get here?” I sneered at Lucas.

Lucas Graham. My ex-step-brother. My dad and his mom got a divorce a few years ago, but he still came here during the midterm breaks at his university.

My dad was widowed. My mom passed away when I was eight in a car accident, but he had shortly married Lucas’s mom, Sylvie. They divorced on good terms.

“I live here, remember?” Lucas sneered back at me.

“Uh, no. You live on campus. In your apartment. Far from here,” I said, crossing my arms.

“Ava, leave your brother alone. What do you want? Where’s my steak?” My dad interupted our quips.

“He’s not my brother! Mavis is making you fish and veg,” I told Dad.

“Okay, thanks. Where’s your report card? Send me the email. I want to see distinctions for your modules,” he demanded.

“They’re not ready, Dad. I sent them back so my lecturers can remark on them,” I told him.

I was always a daddy’s girl. I think his being a single parent made me cling to him more. I wanted his approval at all times.
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“What, were the grades not good enough? Did you fail?”

I shook my head.

“I didn’t fail. I just need to move my B to an A, that’s all,”

“That’s my girl,” he smiled at me.

Lucas scoffed. “Of course you’d send all your papers to be marked again just so you can get a higher grade for your ego,” he said, sifting through my dad’s legal paperwork.

My dad was a public defender.

“Mind your business, Lucas. Instead of being a smartass, stop skipping class and actually graduate. You’ve had to repeat the year twice. At least I’m making an effort,” I snapped at him.

He stuck his tongue out at me, like a child. I returned the gesture and left without another word.

My room was a mess of clothes when I walked into it. Mavis usually cleaned my room at the end of the day because I went out most school nights, so I usually changed my outfit. Tonight, I was headed to student drama class with my friend, Stacey. Stacey and I had been friends in high school. We now go to the same university doing the same degree. Her shifts at Julia’s Vet sometimes overlapped with mine, so we spent a lot of time together.
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My phone buzzed with a text from her.

STACEY: The girls want to head to the bar afterwards. Want to join?

“The girls” in question were Lindsey and her girlfriend, Vanessa. Vanessa was the lead singer in a popular local band here.

I met Stacey outside in her car at my driveway. I jumped into her G-wagon.

“You changed your hair!” I said as I shut the car door in the passenger seat.

Her hair went from red braids to purple dreadlocks. She smiled at me, her dark brown skin gleaming under the setting sun. It was five p.m., and the sky was an ombre orange and red.

“Yes, I really wanted a change. You ready for the play?” she said.

“As ready as ever,” I said. It had taken me a while to get into an outfit, but I chose a Calvin Klein dress from my wardrobe, some white Doc Martens, and earrings and a necklace from Pandora.

“The best way to get over a guy is to go out with your girlfriends, no?” Stacey asked me.

“And getting wasted,” I added.

She laughed. “That too,”

We watched a Swan Lake play with Vanessa and Lindsey. Lindsey had just come back from her university soccer match. She’d been playing soccer since high school. Lindsey and Vanessa were dating, but Stacey has had a crush on Lindsey Vishwakumar since high school. Only I knew that, though. If Vanessa found out about it, she’d be very upset.

Lindsey has been friends with Stacey since grade ten, but they were very close friends. A crush would not only ruin their friendship, but it would also ruin Vanessa and Lindsey’s love story.

“I want to watch the Wicked play next time. Swan Lake was incredible. I love the ballet,” Lindsey was saying. Her smooth dark curls cascaded down her bosom in her flowery sundress, and she looked pretty in white platform heels. I understood Stacey’s crush on her. Stacey always looked smitten when she looked at her. The black lesbian always had a thing for the feminine Barbie-type girls. And Lindsey felt a lot like an Indian Barbie in pumps and soccer cleats alike.

“We should come back and see that. I loved today’s show,” I agreed as we walked down the busy streets to the car. We got frozen yoghurt and ate it in the parking lot as a song played on the car speakers.

“How do you feel after your breakup?” Vanessa asked beside me in the car. Stacey and Lindsey were making a video for social media outside the car.

“It feels... sad. I know he and I haven’t been getting along for a long time. We never used to fight, but recently, that’s all we did. I always thought my first boyfriend would be this cinematic love story, but after my relationship with Holden, I feel like I have no fucking clue what I’m doing. I thought we were going to make it. Get married, have kids and so on. But when he got distant, moved to Iceland, and left me with the pieces, I felt angry. Why wasn’t it us? It was never going to be us like I always thought it would be, and I hate that,” I rambled on, my cheeks flushing at how brutally honest I was being.

But I didn’t have to be embarrassed. I was spilling my guts out to Vanessa. I’d met her in our final year of high school, but she was quickly becoming one of my best friends.

“You’re allowed to feel like that picture-perfect movie romance not happening is shitty. You deserve to be loved, fully,” she said.

I sighed. “I know. Getting over him has been so difficult. I keep replaying our moments together and wishing I could go back. Wishing I could take back the times I could’ve saved us. The times when I didn’t push him away. Maybe if I’d reacted differently. Said something less harsh. I don’t know, been less a lot to deal with, he wouldn’t have left me for Lina. I was always jealous of her from the start. Always, but this was just a blow to my heart. The fact that the nights I’d spent convincing myself he wasn’t secretly in love with her weren’t my delusional mind playing tricks on me. I was right. He loved her first, and he chose her over me. And that fucking hurts.” I heaved out a sigh and ran a hand through my dark brown hair. A stray tear flowed down my face, and I wiped it away.

I hadn’t cried in a long time before my breakup with Holden. Now, it was a regular occurrence. Just when I thought I was over him, over us, the tears came back. I cried again. I threw shit and wanted to text him, but I deleted his number so I wouldn’t.
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