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            FROM THE TOP

          

        

      

    

    
      Okay, here’s the thing:  You’re all probably expecting the usual boy meets girl, they fall in love, get married and have tons of babies and live happily ever after.

      Sounds like a pretty sweet deal but you’ve got to be kidding me.  Like that junk ever really happens in life.

      No tootin’ way.

      I know what you’re thinking.

      You get enough reality with your own lives and the whole point of stories is to escape it for a little while.  Well, sorry to break it to you but you’re definitely not getting it here.

      I’ll be frank with you.  This whole story is about me, and this doorknob I am unfortunate enough to meet as we go through a series of events that eventually lead back to where we started.

      Actually, scratch that.

      It’s about me, this doorknob, AND my annoying sister.

      You see, I can’t mention anything without having to mention my sister.  It’s like we can’t help but stick our noses into other people’s business.

      Psh.

      We might as well have been attached to the hip, what with the way we always end up in each other’s personal lives and messes.

      So yeah, that’s about it.  A random story about two sisters and a guy who go through normal everyday teenager stuff.

      So uninteresting huh?

      My life and those around me are so freaking boring but for some deranged reason, you all want to keep reading on, am I right?

      I see a few hands warily rise in agreement.

      Dang.  Now that means I have to keep blabbing on in coherent strings of sentences that are long enough to somehow produce a story that will entertain you.

      Jeez, that sure is asking a lot.  I’m only a sixteen-year-old girl with a full-time job of being a student, part time babysitter (with my sister, ugh) and video game addict.

      How can I ever hope to hold every reader’s attention out there when I have the attention span of a comatose fruit fly?!

      Bahh, Fine.  Whatever. Let’s give it a whirl.  If you don’t like it, then nuts to you.  I’m going to tell it as it is.  It may not be pretty but hey, that’s life.

      Okay, here we go people…

      Oh by the way, If you’re thinking that you’ll be at the edge of your seat from all the drama you’re expecting from this story, don’t hold your breath.  I’m not having you hold me responsible for you passing out.  I don’t even know CBC, ABC, CPR, whatever it is.
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            ENTER BEST FRIEND #1

          

        

      

    

    
      It all started on a usual boring school day.  School had been filled with the usual boring classes, monotone speaking teachers, and equally boring people and enduring all that, well, boring stuff really takes a lot out of me.

      My sister, that lucky butt, always rode home with her latest boytoy.  She could have offered me rides but noooooo, she’s a selfish prick who loves attention and can’t stand the thought of having to share anything with me, even if it’s something as petty as giving me a ride to and from school in the same car as her boyfriend.

      You see, my sister and I are fraternal twins.

      What the hell does that mean, you ask?

      Well, fraternal means my dear sister and I were born the same time, but we have absolutely nothing in common.

      We don’t look anything alike.

      Honestly, I think that’s for the best.

      If I had to have my sister’s pukingly long silky hair, horribly bright, wide brown eyes, sickeningly wide, pouty cherry lips and American-like perky nose, I’d have to beat all these guys with a stick away every day for the rest of my life.

      Lucky for her, she likes that kind of attention.

      I, on the other hand, got the, how shall I delicately say, short stick of the gene pool.  Everything about me is so sadly under average.

      I have the average shoulder length black hair but the kick in the non-existent balls is that it's horribly ratty and so flaky it looks like it’s always snowing on me.   I have the average eyes with double eyelids that disappear when I get really tired or angry, a medium sized nose with an annoying bumpy ride near the top, always sickeningly chapped lips and to top it all off, I have a mild case of epistaxis, as the doctor's call it.

      In stupid terms, I get nosebleeds under certain circumstances.

      Nosebleeds!

      Wow, as if I wasn't already officially labelled as those weirdos not meant to associate with too many people in high school!

      Dang, God must have a sense of humor indeed to allow my sister to 'have it all' so to speak and leave me as the Plain Jane of the family.

      Not that I believe in God anyways.

      My family’s Catholic but I prefer to be an atheist.  My grandma told me my soul was going to burn in hell for supposedly straying from the flock, insert roll eyes right here, but I’m not too worried.

      Eternal damnation in hell is the least of my priorities when you’re a teenager.

      Like, come on, who has time to really seek spiritual guidance when everyone’s too busy cramming schoolwork and other crap down your throat?

      Give me a break.  I’ll worry about my soul when the time comes.

      So here I was with my head nodding off as I rode the bus home with one of my best friends in the whole wide universe, Shim Minho.  He prefers Max since he, like everyone else it seems, has caught the craze to have a Korean and an English name.

      I'm sticking with Park Joo-Eun, thank you very much.  It may not be that pretty of a name but it's heck of a lot better than trying to remember two identities.
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            ENTER BEST FRIEND #2

          

        

      

    

    
      Anyways, just when I was comfortably leaning on Max's bony shoulder, he nudges me with his equally bony elbow.

      I made a small snort as I stirred from my sleepy daze.

      "Uh, what?  We there yet?  Mommy?"  I incoherently mumbled aloud.

      Max grinned as he shoved a magazine under my nose, pointing at a huge blown-up picture of some car.

      "Hey Joo-Eun, check this out!  They did a bunch of research and found that the Mazda RX-8 is the best sports car around!"  he excitedly explained to me, happily jabbing at the picture with his index finger.

      I rolled my eyes as he continued to babble about the car.

      One thing you have to know about Max, is that he's a car freak.  He knows everything there is to know about those things.  His mother freaked out when she found a vast number of magazines and videos underneath his mattress.  She had first thought that they were the naughty type and had put in a few good whacks with her broom at him.

      Good thing I was there and managed to help calm her down.  When she realized it was no more than car junk, she relaxed and even baked yummy cookies for us.

      She was just glad he wasn't the typical dirty guy that was every mother's fear.

      I don't blame her.  Tons of perverts around, I tell you.

      Max, on the other hand, is a complete sweetie.  So sweet to the point of dork-ism really.  He's those kinds of guys that respects his parents, tries hard in school and has absolutely no 'bad boy' inclinations in any bone of his body aka drugs, smoking, stealing, gangbangs, you get the picture.

      Yup, this boy can do no wrong.

      "It has a top engine with a 1.2-litre rotary and 238 hp." he whistled.

      Ummm, and in normal human terms, that would mean?

      I looked up to find Max completely mesmerized with the glossy picture in the magazine.

      Yeesh.  What a typical dude.

      "What are the chances I'll get this as a birthday present?" he asked, looking wistfully at the picture.

      I inched a little away, noticing a string of drool start to form in the corner of his lips.  "As big of a chance of me getting a new game system." I glumly replied, leaning my chin on top of my knapsack.

      Max pried his eyes away from his magazine and gave me a small pat on my shoulder.

      "It's okay, Joo-Eun." he said, looking sympathetically at me.  "You're always borrowing Alex's anyways.  You might as well consider it your own."

      Alex is my other best friend.  His real name is Kim Jiwoo but, like Max, prefers an alter ego.

      Pshaw, talk about identity crisis.

      Anyways, I met Max when my family moved to Seoul, and I was the new girl in high school.  He was the only one nice enough to help me out when I started bleeding all over the place from the nervousness of new surroundings.

      Alex, on the other hand, I met at a video arcade.

      I previously mentioned I was a video game addict, right?  Well, I was wandering in the mall, trying to find any sign of video games.  I left my sister to her shopping marathon and used the trusty nose to sniff out an arcade.

      You should have seen my face when I stood in front of the most glorious part of the mall.

      I was practically drooling, my eyes shining so sparkly and bright at the sight of video game machines lined up inside the place.  I was so excited to get my grubby paws on a joystick that I immediately raced forward.

      Poor Alex had to pick that moment to stop in the middle of my path and tie his shoe.

      Bam!

      We knocked heads, his cup of coins spilled all over the place and we were both smothered in the boba that flew out of my hands.

      You'd think a sweet, faced guy like Alex would be all gentleman-like and let the whole matter go and help me up but noooooo, he's just as, ahem, bad tempered as I am.

      We were yelling at each other and trying to strangle each other but kept slipping on the boba (I ordered extra, extra, humongous sized bubble tea with extra tapioca pearls) the whole time.

      Turns out that dork worked there and when his manager found out about the commotion, he made Alex apologize to me and I got to have complimentary game coins for the trouble.

      Muahaha, sucks to be Alex.

      And that concludes the tour of Joo-Eun's circle of friends.  It's just Alex, Max and I.  Three kooky best friends.

      I like to think of us as like the Three Muskateers since you know, there's three of us and we're always hanging out doing whatever best friends do.

      My sister, on the other hand, decided to dub us, The Threesome instead since there are three of us, two guys and a girl.

      Grrr.

      Just for that, I think I won't tell you anything else about my annoying sister until way later.
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            MAN ON A TRICYCLE

          

        

      

    

    
      I let out a grunt, punching the seat in front of me.  "My dad chucked my console out the window."  I muttered.

      Max looked at me with wide eyes.  "Again?"

      I scowled to myself, nodding.

      Executive summary on my papa bear: he’s a bit of a nutjob.

      That is major irony right there.

      Get this.  My dad is a psychologist.

      He thinks video games have absolutely no benefit to humankind.  He even has this stupid theory that video games are the root of evil. Thus, he heavily disapproves of my supposed 'abnormal attraction' as he likes to call it, to video games.  He seriously drives me up the wall, always psycho analyzing me.

      With the way he acts, I swear his patients are way less loony than he is.

      Max let out a groan and slapped his forehead.  "Alex is going to kill you, you know that right?"

      "Nah, he could never murder his coolest best friend.  He'll stop talking to me for a day or two, tops and then he'll forget all about it and we'll be all good again."  I confidently stated.

      Max sighed and rubbed his forehead.  "You two are always fighting.  Is it too much to ask for a day of peace and quiet?" he grumbled to himself, a cranky look on his face as he grumpily opened his magazine again.

      I just grinned at him before happily settling my head back on his shoulder.

      "Wake me up when we get there."  I reminded him, already yawning.

      You see, every day after school, I would bus to the mall with Max and sneak in two hours of video game playing at the local arcade before having to drag my flat butt back home and baby-sit for my neighbor.

      My everyday schedule basically consists of waking up, play some video games, eat breakfast, play a little more video games, go to school, play with my portable game player during class, bus to the mall and play more video games and then bus back home with Max to baby-sit and play some video games with the kids.

      Great life, huh?

      It's boring, I know.  Well, I did warn you how average my life was.

      Max just let out a grunt in reply and continued to read his magazine.

      No more than a few moments passed when I heard some high school girls a few seats behind me let out a gasp.

      "Oh my gosh!  That guy is so hot!"  One squealed out.

      "Gahhh!  Let me off this bus, Mister Driver!  The man of my dreams is right there!"  Another hysterical girl called out.

      "Oh my gosh!  Oh my gosh!  He’s so delicious I could just eat him up!"  Another one added to the piglet squealing.

      I began to frown to myself, feeling a crease form on my forehead in annoyance.

      "Quiet!"  I barked out, not bothering to open my eyes.

      The girls ignored me as they continued to talk about every single body part of the supposed hot guy.

      "Wow!  I would love to be riding that motorcycle with him, having my arms wrapped around that hot body of his.  That would be, like, the, like, epitome of romantic."  A girl dreamily said aloud.

      "It'd be better if he took off that helmet and let us see the sexy face that must surely match that sexy body of his."  Another one exclaimed, sighing with the others.

      At the mention of a certain vehicle, I felt Max excitedly twitch to take a look out the window.

      "Whoa, he must be really rich to afford that."  Max breathed out.

      I slapped Max in the arm, my frown deepening.  "How am I supposed to sleep on you if you keep moving?"

      Max seemed to be ignoring me too as he continued to look out the window.

      "Man, what I would give to just ride one of those for a day."  Max exclaimed; his attention still focused on the sight through the window.

      As expected, when Max saw a nice vehicle, I felt him poke me in my side.

      "Joo-Eun you have to see it!  That's a Yamaha YZF600 Thundercat!  That’s the one!  Sweet!"  Max exclaimed, getting excited all over again.

      Before he could have the chance to start spouting every painful, tiny detail about that dang motorcycle, I opened my eyes and threw my bag into Max's lap.

      "Joo-Eun, what are you doing?"  Max hesitantly asked, warily eyeing me as I struggled to crack open the window.

      I ignored him as I finally pulled down the window and stuck my head out.

      I looked around and immediately spotted the cause of all this ruckus.

      In the next lane over, some dude on a motorcycle was speeding alongside of the bus.

      With a determined look on my face, I waved widely at him.  "Hey!  You!  Weirdo on that tricycle!"  I hollered.
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            PADS AND CONDOMS

          

        

      

    

    
      Max, that sweet boy, was absolutely horrified.  "How could you call it a tricycle?!  It's a one-of-a-kind Yamaha YZF600 Thundercat!"  he exclaimed, pulling at my sleeve.

      I continued to flag down the idiot, who had the nerve to be so cool and dashing that it made me feel constipated.

      "Hey!"  I called out again.  "Go take a right, left, crash into an equally ugly ride like yours if you want.  Pick anything so long as you go away and let me nap in peace!"

      He had his helmet on so of course I couldn't see the expression on his face.

      But the middle finger sure said it all.

      The girls gasped with excitement.  "He even flips people off sexy!  How hot!" they exclaimed to themselves, squashing their faces against the window to watch him.

      Max gasped as well.  "Wow, he doesn't have manners.  What would his parents think."  he pointed out in disappointment.

      "I'll save his parents the trouble and take him out myself."  With a growl, I pushed up my sleeves and fished my lunchbox out of my knapsack Max was still holding.

      Max looked warily at me.  "Joo-Eun, don't tell me you're going to-"

      "Take that!"  I cried out, launching my thermos at Mr. Motorcycle Man.

      It hit his shoulder and he had to swerve to avoid crashing into a parked car.  He turned to the bus and shook his fist at me.  He fished into his own pocket and threw an empty cigarette pack my way.

      I ducked and it hit Max instead.

      "Ow!" he cried out, rubbing his forehead.  "Joo-Eun, quit it!  You're only making it worse!"

      "I'll avenge my best friend for that insult!"  I assured him as I grinned and threw my half-eaten sandwich at him.

      I was satisfied to see the mayonnaise smear across his shiny helmet.

      The girly girls gasped and squealed in sympathy for him.  "Stop it!  You're hurting him!" they all glared at me.

      "Give me something else to throw at him!"  I determinedly ordered Max, offering my open palm while I eyed the jerk out the window.

      Max gave up and just muttered to himself as he put something in my hand.  I chucked it out the window before I could see what it was, he had given me.

      To my horror, it was a maxi pad.

      I turned to Max and slapped him on the shoulder.

      "You moron!  I needed that!  It's my time of the month, you know!"  I exclaimed.

      Max looked at me in disgust.  "I really didn't need to know that!"  he exclaimed back.

      I pushed my annoyance aside and held out my hand again.  "Give me something besides the pads, will you?  Those are pricey."

      Max grumbled as he fished in my bag and brought out a pile of bad test papers.  I patted Max on the shoulder, perking up at the sight of the papers.

      "Good thinking, Max!  I needed to find a way to get rid of those anyways!"  I grinned, balling each one up and threw it one after another at the guy.

      To my disappointment each crumpled ball bounced harmlessly off him.

      My eyes widened when a small square package suddenly hit me square in the face.

      I peeled the object off me and instantly threw it at Max's face instead.

      "Gahh!  Gross!"  I cried out, trying to wipe my face clean as Max picked the package off him to inspect it.

      His eyes widened when his mouth moved to read the words on the front.  "Smooth lubricated...Latex...condoms?!"

      Once he found out what it was, he too threw it far away from him.  One of the girls caught and happily showed it to her friends.

      "Oh my gosh!  He's so kinky!  He‘s hot AND he practices safe sex!" they nearly fainted to find out that the punk carried condoms, of all things, with him.

      With one last attempt to throw that moron off, I reached into my bag and blindly threw whatever I had in my hand.

      "Muahaha, he'll think twice before facing the likes of me!"  I pumped my fists up in the air in victory as I watched a silver object hit him in the arm, causing him to teeter dangerously close to a nearby car.  I gasped as he caught the object and finally turned into another street.
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            FARE THEE WELL GOOD LUCK CHARM

          

        

      

    

    
      "Wow, you sure got him good."  Max wryly commented, already forgetting about the fiasco, and returning to his magazine.

      I shot straight up, grabbing the sleeve of Max's sweater.

      "Driver!  Stop!"  I hollered, realizing what I had just thrown.

      Max looked at me in confusion as the bus driver merely continued his merry way towards the shopping mall.  "What's up with you?"

      I began to feel agitated.  "I threw Binky away!"  I wailed out, pushing frantically on the 'stop' button.

      Binky is my little silver Buddha key chain that is my pride and joy, and not to mention my good luck charm for every video game contest I've ever entered.

      It was given to me by my grandpa before he had a heart attack and croaked.

      That key chain means the world to me.  You see, my grandpa was the one who introduced me to video games.

      He always babysat my sister and I when we were little, and he would always be my game partner since my sister wanted to do nothing but play with her stupid dolls.  He was the one who entered me in my very first video game contest.  He had given me the little grinning Buddha for good luck.

      It's stuck with me ever since.

      Well until now.

      Max shook his head with a sigh before standing up and walking towards the driver.  "Please stop, sir.  My friend lost something very dear to her." he politely requested while I fought not to cry like a baby right then and there.

      The driver looked annoyed but one glance at Max's sweet and honest face, he grudgingly pulled to a stop.  I immediately darted out of the bus with Max, only to find out that we were a block away from the mall.

      I gave up, collapsed on the pavement, and started to cry for all that I was worth, boogers galore.

      "Noooooo!  I don't know where he went!  I don't even know what he looked like, and I bet he's going to throw it away out of spite for chucking those things at him!"  I wailed, pounding my fists on the sidewalk.

      Max bowed in apologized embarrassment to the passing crowd as he scooped me up back on my feet.

      "Come on, Joo-Eun.  I'm sure if we contact the police, they can help us find that guy." he assured me.

      "Let's go get Alex to help us out.  He has a cousin's girlfriend's father's second cousin, twice removed who works at the police station.  I'm sure he can help us out."

      I sniffed and merely nodded as I allowed him to take me away.

      Oh, it’s so on!  When I find you Mr. bicycle-riding, condom throwing, cigarette smoking pervert man, I shall kiiiiiill you!
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            SEX GOD

          

        

      

    

    
      Alex eyed me while I rubbed at my blotchy eyes and blew all my boogies into his handkerchief.  "And that's why she looks so ugly?"  he asked Max.

      "We're talking about Binky, here, not my current looks!"  I snappily answered, still blowing on the hankie.

      “Or lack of.”  Alex added with a snicker.

      I shot him the evil look before tucking the used hankie down the open pimp-style hole of his unbuttoned school shirt.

      Max sighed watching Alex jump around behind the counter, trying to fish the handkerchief out of his shirt, where it slipped inside.

      "Joo-Eun and I were wondering if you could get your cousin's girlfriend's father's second cousin, twice removed to help us out." he suggested, sitting on one of the stools at the front counter.

      I sniffed, wandering over to a game machine a few meters away from the counter.

      Alex scratched his blond dyed head of hair.  "Nah, my cousin's girlfriend's father's second cousin is the one that works at that beauty parlor.  It's my brother's friend's cousin's girlfriend's mother's godson that works at the police station."  he corrected.

      I fished into my pants for some coins and found a hole in my pocket.

      Great.  Just great.

      Max scrunched his eyebrows together, leaning forward on the counter with his elbows.  "I could have sworn it was your cousin's girlfriend's father's second cousin who worked there." he insisted.

      "Or was it your other cousin's auntie's son's friend's girlfriend's third cousin?" he wondered instead, tapping his chin.

      I walked over to Max and lifted his arm to fish in his pocket and made a face to only find folded articles of cars.

      I threw the articles over my shoulder and walked around the counter and stuck my hand in Alex's back pocket but found myself stuck.  I tugged at my hand but to no avail.

      "Alex, ummm a little help?  My hand is uhhh,"  I started to point at my hand still stuck in his back pocket.

      Alex distractedly waved me off as he continued his conversation with Max.

      "Dude, you got it all wrong.  My other cousin's auntie's son's friend's girlfriend's third cousin is unemployed." he insisted with a shake of his head as he wiped the countertop.

      "You and your big butt."  I muttered grumpily to myself, finally managing to get my hand out of there when he changed his standing position.

      I immediately grinned to find a few coins in my hand and ran off back to the game machine.

      Alex's manager popped out from the back room, carrying a huge cardboard box in his arms.

      "You don't even have a cousin's auntie's son's friend's girlfriend's third cousin.  It's your grandma's godson's friend's brother who's unemployed." He helpfully added to the conversation.

      Alex's manager is one cool dude.

      His name's Joseph Geller, but everyone just calls him Joe.  He was originally from Boston, but decided to just up and move to South Korea, of all places, and set up a video arcade.

      How cool is that?!

      So anyways, Joe is the most awesome, laid-back guy you could ever meet.  He lets me stay at the arcade and bug Alex while he's working and even lets me play the games for free so long as I help lazy, clumsy Alex around the place.

      What's even better, is he's only twenty four, and he looks like one of those Calvin Klein underwear models with the tall, dark, mysterious look.  He's always dressed in ripped up jeans and rock t-shirts.

      On any other guy, that would make them look kind of depressing and honestly, loser-ish.

      On Joe, however, it screams Sex God!  No matter how beat, ripped and faded the clothes he wears, he still makes it look good and classy.

      Heck, with his height and build, he could even wear my grandma's bathing suit and still manage to look manly and sexy as hell.

      One time during the summer, I caught him taking his shirt off because the air conditioning was broken and oh mama!

      I counted an eight pack!  I repeat, an eight pack!

      You should have seen the river of drool from my mouth.

      Bahh, of course a hot mother fudger like him would be taken.  Not like I had any chance with the guy in the first place.  Compared to the stunning beauty and perfection of his girlfriend, I'm like poor Quasimodo, hunchback and all, just destined to love him, err ogle him, from afar.

      I'm not bitter or jealous or anything.  She's just as cool and friendly as Joe.

      His girlfriend owns the really popular trendy clothes store across the arcade.

      She's this amazingly tall and beautiful lady who's face definitely deserves to be in modelling and movies and junk.

      Her name even sounds like a celebrity's.

      Lee Mi-Hyun.

      So anyways, her parents wanted her to go into modelling and acting, especially since her family's rich and had all sorts of connections in the entertainment industry.

      What's really admirable about her is that she has major brains and opted to set up her own business instead.

      And what a success that was!

      She owns a whole chain of those stores across the city and people are always trying to sign her up to their own business and biting off her original designs.

      My sister's there almost every chance she could get, always waiting for new stock to come in so she could get at it first.

      I waved at Joe, who shot me a friendly wink and a peace sign, making my heartbeat faster than a baboon's during mating season.

      On cue, I grinned like an idiot at him before I returned to my video game.
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            GOTTA GET DEM KNEECAPS

          

        

      

    

    
      All three of them continued to pointlessly argue about who worked at the police station while I vented my anger at the convicts I shot on the screen.

      "Take that!  And that!"  I yelled, quickly re-loading my gun, and shooting one convict in the legs.

      Kneecaps.  Gotta get ‘dem kneecaps.

      My eyes widened when I saw one get off a motorcycle, instantly reminding me of the guy who has my lucky key chain.  I picked up the machine gun in the other holster of the game machine and used both to shoot wildly at the convict.

      "Gahhh!  It's You!  Give me back Binky, you son of a bizzatch!"  I screamed, shooting for all that I was worth.

      Next thing I know, I find Max and Alex grab me by my flailing arms and pull me back from the machine.

      "Let go!  I have to kill him!  He has Binky!"  I screeched, kicking at the air with my short legs.

      "Joo-Eun, calm down!"  Max tried to speak over my screaming.

      "Holy crap, Joo-Eun!  Did you gain weight?"  Alex exclaimed with a grunt as he helped drag me back to the counter.

      I stopped struggling and pushed them away from me.  "Only a few pounds.  It was a long weekend and we just stocked up on grocery."  I answered with a scowl, wiping the dust off my pants.

      Alex rolled his eyes while Max and Joe exchanged amused looks with a sigh.

      I scowled at all of them.  "Oh yeah.  Go ahead.  Find amusement in my grief and pains, why don't you."

      Joe came out from behind the counter and put his olive tanned and well-muscled arm around my shoulders.

      Oy, hormones acting up.  I felt my face flood red as I looked up into his yummy mocha eyes.

      "Cheer up, Joo-Eun.  I have a friend who works at the station.  I'll see what I can do for you."  He assured me with a dashing smile.

      Gahhh, his eyes were even twinkling sexy!

      I quickly nodded while kicking myself mentally, trying to think of a way to get the un-pure thoughts of Hot Mama Joe out of my head.

      I conjured up a mental image of Max dance battling in a neon green miniskirt, with his hairy stick legs and all, and instantly shuddered.

      Yup, that worked.

      I shot Max a queasy look, who glanced back at me in confusion before Joe reached over and took Alex under his arm in a headlock.

      "Did you load up the change machine, like I told you?" he asked, grinning because he already suspected the answer.

      Alex was squirming under the headlock.  "Uhh, I was going to, but Joo-Eun and Max came, and I couldn't very well go and ignore her in her time of crisis." he sheepishly answered.

      Joe ruffled the baby soft hair, causing Alex to yelp and mutter about his ruined hairdo.  "Joo-Eun, would you mind loading up the machine for me?" he asked, glancing my way.

      I instantly perked up, forgetting about my keychain as Joe smiled at me with his perfect white pearly teeth.

      "Sure thing, boss!"  I perkily saluted him, stepping on Alex's foot as he pretended to gag from the way I was making googoo eyes with Joe.

      Joe grinned gratefully at me.

      "Great!  I'll be needing Alex," he pinched Alex's puny muscles " and his good, strong muscles to help me unload all the stuff from the back."  he added, causing Alex to groan.

      He turned to Max, wiggling his eyebrows.  "You coming too, Max?  Mi-Hyun dropped off some new magazines for you this morning."

      Max immediately nodded his head like a happy puppy dog who was just offered a gold-plated bone.  "Coming Joe, boss, ma’am, sir!"

      Alex silently pleaded with me to save him from the back breaking labor as he was carted off with Joe and Max.

      I just grinned and pulled down my bottom eyelid of my right eye and stuck out my tongue at him.  He pouted and shook his fist at me.

      Joe noticed and put an arm around his shoulders.

      "There, there Alex.  I promise I'll give you the lightest boxes to carry." he promised with a chuckle.

      Alex just folded his arms and grumbled before they disappeared in the back room.

      I went behind the counter and grabbed a couple rolls of coins from the safe before heading over to the change machine at the other end of the room.  I slowly made my way there, fondly touching my favorite game machines and nodding towards the casual customers I recognized.

      When I finally got to the end to the end of the room, all peachy happy, I spotted a familiar person kicking at the poor change machine.

      I eyed the moron who immediately started to jump up and down and holding his fist, regretting punching the machine.

      Oh yeah, I knew this idiot.

      How could I not, when he's only been the bane of my existence for as long as I could remember.

      With his perfect little pieces of silky dark hair, dark cool eyes, heart shaped red lips, flawless pale complexion, strong jaw line, and right down to his perfect perky nose, I hated him with a passion.  Right up to the day I croak over myself and die, Jung Yongjoon will forever remain my enemy.

      Why am I hating on an obviously pretty good-looking guy, you ask?

      Simple as this.

      He's always tried to take away my number one spot as video game champion.

      Yeah, yeah what a sad excuse to hate someone so hot.  I know.

      Might I remind you yet again that my life is horribly average.  Don't expect some drama like he once broke my heart and went for my hotter, more sophisticated twin sister or some junk like that.
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            HOTTEST PIECE OF MANLY MAN

          

        

      

    

    
      "What a piece of junk."  Yongjoon muttered at it, as he kept pressing the button for his money back.

      "It's not a piece of junk, you fart.  It just needed re-filling."  I gave him a dirty look as I bent down and inserted the key to the padlock.

      "You should have re-filled it before it could even start to run out of change.  That's just crappy customer service." he shot back, leaning against the machine with his hands tucked all cool and stuff into his jeans pocket.

      "What?  What was that?  I can't hear anything but an ugly donkey with disfigured teeth braying at me in my ear." I retorted, shoving the change into the interior of the machine.

      Word on the streets is that he was totally self-conscious of his slightly crooked teeth and opted for some top mulah braces one summer when he mysteriously disappeared.

      "Treat your customers with respect, or I'll take my money elsewhere." he scoffed, folding his arms across his stupid fit chest.  He looked around and touched his teeth before going back to making tantrum faces at me.

      "I see no customer waiting for the machine except a bozo with too much gel in his hair."  I sarcastically answered.  I put the last of the rolls of coins into the machine before locking it back up.

      "There.  Money's back in the machine.  You can go back to your puny kicking and whining."  I pointedly told him, purposely elbowed him in the ribs as I passed by.

      "You're so lucky you don't really work here, Joo-Eun."  He said with a grunt.  "Otherwise, I'd so get your jelly butt fired."

      I walked backwards while flashing him a cocky grin.  "Whatever, loser.  You're just jealous of my hot piece of booty."

      I threw at him, eyeing his completely flat, ahem, accessory.

      It's beyond me why the guy had next to nothing in the trunk.  He works out and dances so much that he should have one to rival Megan Thee Staillion’s  and then some.

      Even Alex had a bigger butt than him, and he does next to nothing to earn such a bootylicious bum.

      Yongjoon quickly turned to block my view of his bum-bum as he pointed a finger at me.  "This Saturday, get ready Joo-Eun." he said, referring to the weekly mini-competitions Joe held at his arcade to attract more customers.

      Not like he needs it.

      Joe's extremely attractive body and personality is famous throughout every high school in the city and tons of girls and guys flock to the arcade every night.

      It's a madhouse, I tell you.

      I grinned confidently at him.  "Oh yeah, I'll be ready alright!  Ready to kick your non-existent ass!"

      The corner of his mouth twisted into annoyance as he watched me do my victory jig, consisting of flailing arms, heel clicking and head nodding like a chicken on a mission.

      Just when I was attempting a horror-inducing version of a moonwalk, I found my back come into contact with a very flat and muscular chest.

      Oh, my word!  Could it be Joe?!

      I turned around, an embarrassed grin on my face, expecting Joe to smile that gorgeous smile of his and the corner of his super pretty brown eyes crinkle in amusement.

      To my utmost shock and horror, I came face to face with the one and only Mr. bicycle-riding, condom throwing, cigarette smoking pervert man!

      Well, he was still wearing his helmet, so I was technically face to face with myself.

      My reflection was kind of jumbled up in the visor of his head gear, making me look like some huge-eyed alien with a tiny head, but yeah, it was him!

      I opened my mouth and screamed bloody murder.

      "Joe!  Alex!  Joe!  Max!  Joe!  Anyone!  Help me!"  I yelled like crazy, running away from the guy and hiding behind Yongjoon.

      Yongjoon looked at me as if my big butt had deflated before leaving me to fend for myself and approached the guy, totally unfazed by the creepy motorcycle man.

      I watched with wide eyes as they exchanged high fives with each other.  "Hey, man!  Nice of you to stop by."  Yongjoon greeted him.

      The guy just nodded as he took off his motorcycle gloves, revealing very long and smooth pretty fingers, might I add.

      Max and Alex finally made it to the scene, gasping.

      "What is it?  Where is he?"  Alex gasped out, putting his head between his legs to catch his breath.

      Max put a protective arm around me, his adorable face pulled into a determined and aggressive look.  "Don't worry, Joo-Eun.  I won't let him hurt you."

      I ignored their yapping as I stood entranced, waiting impatiently for the guy to remove his helmet.

      I wanted to look into the eyes of the one who took my precious Binky.

      I held in my breath as he raised his hands and grabbed a hold of the sleek, black helmet.

      My eyes widened in disbelief as the helmet was finally removed, revealing the hottest piece of manly man I've ever had the privilege to come across.
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            THERE IS A GOD!

          

        

      

    

    
      He stood about 6'1, with freaking hot broad shoulders, and very, and I mean VERY sculpted arm muscles that I couldn't help but notice as he removed his hot leather jacket as well.

      Whoa!  And his hair!  Gosh, everything was perfectly in its place!

      Not one strand had a split end, or was sticking up or anything, unlike mine.  It was really long, in an almost feminine kind of way, reaching up to his neck with the undersides shaved.

      But on him, it was breathtaking, I tell you!

      A part of that long, luscious dark brown hair covered his equally beautiful dark eyes.  His lips were so full and red, his pale smooth skin so flawless, a tight firm jaw line to rival even Yongjoon's and Joe's put together.

      Even this guy sadly made my poor Joe look like a failed plastic surgery case.

      That's it.

      I can die happy now.

      I've done what I needed to do on this Earth.

      Grandpa, I'm coming!  Sorry I had to lose Binky before joining you!

      "There is a God, after all."  I breathed out in awe and wonder.

      Alex was on the floor, laughing his ass off at my not so cool comment while Max snapped his fingers in front of my face in an attempt to get my attention.

      Sad to say, I was too absorbed in the perfect angel across from me to even notice either one of my best buds.

      Whaaaat?!  Who knew a pretty face would cause instant religious conversion for this little lady?!

      Yongjoon grinned at the guy, and I found myself insanely jealous of his close relationship with him.

      "When did you get back?" he asked, leaning casually against one of the game machines.

      Mr. Official Sex God #1 (sorry again my poor Joe; you've been bumped to number two) merely smiled back with those oh so kissable lips of his.

      "Just a few hours ago.  I rode my bike over here as soon as I got your message." he smoothly replied.

      As soon as he mentioned 'bike', my slow brain started chugging, vainly trying to produce a thought to send to me.

      Motorcycle + Sexy Manly Man = Root of Binky Missing Mess!

      I snapped out of it and stalked angrily towards the two good looking bastards.  "Hey!  Pretty boy!  Give me back my Binky!"  I demanded, having to crane my head to look at him.

      Why is it that I'm friends with such tall guys and I'm such a short midget, at the grand total height of 5'2?!

      It's not that I'm milk deprived either, because my constant phoning towards the Dairy Farm, with the complaint of the quality of their milk, sure knows how much I down that stuff.

      And it's not about lack of appropriate genes either, because my mom is 5'6, my dad is 6'0, my twin sister's 5'8 and even my grandma is 5'5.

      When she's hunched over from eating too much!

      Bah, I'm convinced I was cursed to be abnormally average just because everyone else in my family is completely opposite.

      Watching them look down at me in surprise, I made a mental sticky note to think about height issues later.

      I growled up at the sexy beast, baring my teeth.

      "Where.  Is.  The. Key chain?"  I demanded, stabbing him in the chest.

      Hmmm, very firm and rock-solid chest.

      My mouth started to fill with drool before I shook myself out of it.

      Jumping junipers!

      That's not the point!

      Focus Joo-Eun!

      Quit mentally undressing the dude for the twenty-third time and counting and focus on the matter at hand!

      He has Binky at gunpoint!

      The guy just looked down at me in confusion before his eyes slightly widened in acknowledgement and reached into his pocket.

      My eyes widened, anticipating the return of my precious lucky key chain to me.  He pulled out his hand and to my disgust and annoyance, revealed a fresh new pack of cigarettes, some keys I assumed to be to his stupid tricycle, folded slips of paper with girly handwriting and phone numbers on them, a chap stick, some receipts for what seems to be naughty stores from out of town.

      And of course, we can't forget the stupid condoms.

      I could make out at least three of all sorts of flavors and brands mind you, in the mess on his wide and manly palm.

      I glared up at him while he shrugged coolly at me.

      "I must have dropped it while I was cleaning off the mess you made on my wheels and helmet." he replied, a smirk on his face.

      I could have scratched that arrogant look off his lips with my bitten fingernails and jump him at the same time.

      Forcing myself to calm down, I looked politely at him and nodded towards his other pocket.

      "Could you check the other side?"

      I grit my teeth as he pulled out the contents of his other pocket, revealing similar items.

      "Sorry, babe.  No such luck." he murmured.

      I gaped at him.  "Are-are you sure?"  I insisted, my mouth opening and closing like a tranquilized goldfish.

      The guy shrugged.  "Yep."

      I couldn't believe I lose Binky forever!

      Grandpa is probably rolling around in his grave for losing such a precious family heirloom!

      Oh wait, he was cremated.

      Wahhh!  Grandpa's going to haunt me for this.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            11

          

          

      

    

    







            NAME AND A NUMBER

          

        

      

    

    
      Tears begin to well up in my eyes as I looked at him with a crappy attempt at puppy dog eyes.

      Yongjoon shook his head in amusement.  "I can't believe you're upset over that, Joo-Eun.  It's just a key chain."

      My bottom lip trembled as I glanced over at him.

      "My grandpa gave it to me before he died, you jerk.  It's all I have from him!"  I cried out, feeling the dam of tears start to burst from my eyes.

      Yongjoon immediately looked ashamed and just nodded.  "Sorry." he mumbled.

      I just sniffled and nodded back.  "It's okay.  It's not your fault you're so inconsiderate.  You were born stupid, that's all."  I mumbled back, causing him to fold his arms and shoot me a look that meant 'I take it back then'.

      Max and Alex came forward and each one patted me on the head like a dog.  "It's okay, Joo-Eun.  I'm sure he didn't mean it.  If he had known it meant so much to you, he wouldn't have thrown it away."  Max tried to comfort me.

      Alex nodded, looking sympathetically at me.  "Don't cry anymore, Joo-Eun.  You're ugly enough as it is."

      I jabbed him in the ribs with my elbow.

      "I mean, I'm sure we could re-trace your steps and find it." he gasped, rubbing his side with a grimace.

      I sadly nodded.  "Okie dokie."  I softly mumbled under my breath, knowing there was a slim chance I would be re-united with Binky.

      The guy seemed to have taken pity on me because before I knew it, he fished out a pen from out of his back pocket.  He put it into his mouth to take off the cap and grabbed my hand.

      I was too upset to really care what he was doing and just let him scribble on my arm while I sniffled away my boogies.

      He finally let go of my arm and put the cap back on his pen.  He tucked it back into his pocket before flashing me a mysterious smile.

      "Catch you later." he said, walking off with Yongjoon.

      "Jin. 123-45678."  Alex slowly read what was on my arm.

      "Why did he write that for?"  Max naively asked, also glancing down on my arm.

      I looked down at the writing with wide eyes.  "Whoa.  My first phone number."  I happily breathed out.

      I've never had a guy's phone number before.  Unless you count knowing Max's and Alex's and of course Joe's business, home, cell and fax number. Muahaha.

      Yeah, sure I was pissed off that he lost my key chain but getting his name and phone number makes up for a bit.

      Who am I kidding.  It makes up for it completely!  And then some!

      What?!

      You'd expect me to play hard to get and view him as butt ugly that deserves to be severely neutered and die just because he lost one of the most precious things I possess?  Naw, you're thinking drama cliche again.  I'm a normal girl, remember?  With the usual bucketful of hormones, random bursts of PMS and whatnot.

      Alex snorted while Max slapped his forehead at my newest crush of the moment.  "All that unloading Joe made us do pooped me out.  Let's go eat, Joo-Eun.  I'm starving."  Alex announced, already walking ahead of us.

      Max walked alongside of me, already deeply engrossed in his newly acquired magazine while I carefully pulled my sleeve over my arm, trying not to ruin the pretty writing.

      Jin.  My Jin.  Mrs. Jin.

      Muahaha getting delusional already.

      "You're always hungry."  I retorted, snapping out of my crazy thoughts.

      "At least I don't gain weight from it." he breezily threw over his shoulder at me, his huge butt waving back and forth as he walked ahead.

      I grabbed Max's magazine out of his hands and much to his protest, threw it at Alex's big butt.  "Wanna bet, Butt-zilla?"  I threw back.
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            TO CALL OR NOT TO CALL

          

        

      

    

    
      You could say I was feeling quite on top of the world, as I snuck peeks at my arm while I ate my chilli fries.

      This was too cool! Me! Park Joo-Eun! In possession of the phone number of the hottest guy in the whole wide universe! Gah, blows the mind!  I happily kicked at the table leg as I slurped loudly on my bubble tea.

      Boy, oh boy you should see my face!

      It's all flushed like an overgrown tomato, just thinking of that sexy future husband of mine, my face hurts from smiling so much and even my dinky little eyes are curved like a rainbow, just like that super sexy singer Chungha.

      Oh yeah, what an image of love indeed!

      This, folks, is Park Joo-Eun at her best!  I grinned to myself as I looked down at my arm.

      I opened and closed my cell phone indecisively.  "Should I call him now to let him know I'll be calling him later?"

      I opened my phone, in the middle of dialing, before deciding not to go through with it.

      "Or maybe I should do that 'hard to get' thing and wait for him to call instead?"  I opened my phone again.

      "But wait! I didn't even give him my number! How the heck is he supposed to call me?"

      I closed my phone. "But Yongjoon, that creep, has my phone number since his sister is my lab partner. He could always give it to Jin to call me."

      I opened my phone again. "But then again, Yongjoon would most likely give him a fake number just to spite me."

      I closed my phone again and smiled cheerily to myself. "I'll just give him a call later myself!" I finally decided, before tapping my chin.   “Wait, who calls anymore?  I should just stalk him online first then text him!”

      "Are you going to be this annoying from now on?" Alex complained, shoving a piece of sushi, chill fries, and taking a bite out of his hot dog, burger, and nachos at the same time.

      The little piggy was a little peeved at the disturbing display of perkiness.  I turned to Max, who was too engrossed in that dratted magazine Joe gave him, to even eat his yummy chilli fries.

      "Max. Open." I ordered.  When he's in this state, his poor little brain can only process short, up to the point, orders.

      Max opened his mouth and I shoved in some fries for him. He immediately clamped his mouth shut and slowly chewed, his eyeballs never leaving the sight of the magazine.

      Aiyah. If it weren't for me, this boy would starve to death, just ogling those car pictures all day long. No wonder he's skinnier than a crackhead.  His mom begged and pleaded for me to make sure he ate his meals because she found him dehydrated and practically on his death bed one time when she and her husband went away for a day spa.  Being the good friend that I am, of course I agreed and vowed never to let my poor best friend go hungry.

      "Max. Drink." I ordered again.  Max slightly turned his mouth and pursed his lips together, trying to find the straw to the bubble tea I was offering in my hand. I heavily sighed as the poor boy got it stuck up his nose a good couple times before his mouth finally found the straw.

      I turned back to Alex with a grin, while Max contentedly slurped on the boba.  "I'll only quit if you stop being such an egotistical hornball." I happily returned.

      I was higher than a puffy cloud and I wasn't going to let anyone get me down! Yeehaw I say!   Alex sat back in his chair and crossed his arms with a pout.

      "Hey! I resent that!" He argued. "I can't help it if girls always want to...check...this...hot piece...of...manly..uh...goodness..." he finally managed to finish as his eyes wandered towards a group of, ahem, scantily clad girls a few tables away from us.

      They were wearing the usual craploads of clown make up, skirts that could pass for ruffled panties and shirts so tight and small that it looks like you robbed a little boy's drawer.

      Bleh, can you say hoe? My sister's quite the hoochie mama herself, but at least she has more class than those chicks, I must grudgingly mention.  I made a gagging sound while I shoved more fries into Max's open mouth and cringed as I wiped away the glob of drool near his mouth.

      Jeez, the things you have to do for a friend.
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            CUE THE PERFECT TWIN

          

        

      

    

    
      I turned to Alex, to find him scribbling something on a napkin.  "What are you doing?" I squinted to try to read his chicken scratch.

      "I'm writing a love poem!" he announced.

      Oh gosh, not one of these again! Whenever Alex likes a girl, which is too often to count, he always writes a poem to get her attention.  It works alright.   It works so much that his poems are legendary among the girls at our high school. That kind of popularity isn't exactly a good thing. Let's just say that Alex's poetry would make a poet's ears bleed, fall off, then go roll into a pit of vipers to take itself out of its misery.

      Heck, I even start to bleed when I hear his poetry.

      "Want to hear?" he excitedly asked, already lifting the napkin to inspect his latest creation.

      I gave him an uneasy look as I slowly backed my chair away from the table. "Uhh Alex, maybe you should consult someone else with more expertise about judging your poetry." I tried, nudging Max to warn him of the upcoming horror.

      "Naw, I trust you guys. Your opinions matter more to me than any fancy schmancy poeter!" Alex breezily replied.

      Poeter?  Oing. Can you see the foreshadow to his crappy poems? The idiot can't even name 'poets' correctly.

      Alex grinned and wiped the dirt away from the used napkin and cleared his throat.  "Flowers make the world go round..."

      Hmmm, a little cheesy but has potential.

      "Because your eyeballs are mighty round,  and also 'cuz your ass is fine.”

      "  Good God, what has he come up with now?

      "Just like mine!"

      Pfft, he always has to mention that butt of his.

      "When you were late for class, so you ended up having to sit beside me in detention the other day and for the next couple days I finally realized it was fate,"

      This was spouted in a blur of words, as if the moron was trying to squish all those things into one line.

      And the grand finale:

      "In conclusion we should date!"   He finished, throwing up his hands in emphasis.

      On cue, I immediately stuffed a napkin up my nose to plug it while Max looked at him with unspoken horror in his dark brown eyes, dropping his magazine on the table from the shock.

      Alex looked from me to Max, his eyes sparkling with excitement and hope. "So? What do you guys think?  It’s my personal best, I gotta admit."

      Max and I looked at each other before glancing warily back at Alex.  "Uh, mentioning flowers. Yeah. Nice touch." Max vaguely commented, not exactly looking Alex in the eyes.

      That seemed to be enough for Alex. He grinned like a pleased little boy and turned to me.

      Crap.

      "What about you, Joo-Eun?"

      Jeez, talk about being put on the spot.  I shot him what was supposed to be a happy grin but knowing my poor acting skills, it probably looked constipated and pained.

      "Um, your poem? Um, yeah. Yes, uh, yeah. Your poem..hmmm...well...let's see..." I tapped my chin and pretended to stare into the distance thoughtfully, which was KFC at the moment since we were in the food court.

      Oooh two for one for chicken meal.  Maybe I should split that with Max.

      Max figured out where my thoughts wandered off to and nudged me with his foot under the table.

      Ah double crap, right I’m in trouble.

      I tried to look somewhere else, trying to stall for time as I tried to think of something to say without having Alex bite my head off again.   Max tried to mouth something to help me out. I hastily tried to read his lips.

      Too bad I suck at reading lips.

      "Da poo war weally horny fart." I repeated, before realizing I just spouted absolute nonsense.

      Max slapped his forehead while I looked sheepishly at Alex who shot me a look.  "What can I say. The beauty of your poems cannot be described by human words. In conclusion, I speak in garbage because it's what it truly deserves." I hastily replied, trying not to look sideways to avoid further suspicion.

      You could tell Alex's little brain was puttering away, trying to decide whether that was a compliment or not. After a full minute, he looked suspiciously at me but nodded slowly in approval.

      Phew! Joo-Eun it is so your day to shine!

      First, you meet the man of your dreams, second, you actually got the upper hand with dumbo Alex, and third, your period went 'poof' sometime between meeting Jin and getting my butt to the food court!

      It couldn't get any better than this! I bet even my own sister has never had such an awesome blossom day!

      "Joo-Eun!" A too familiar voice called out.  I turned my head to see a tall, slender girl walking purposely towards our table, her arms completely bombarded with shopping bags.

      Speak of the freaking devil.

      Of course, the sun chooses this moment to peek from the clouds and shine through the huge windows of the mall to gently rest on her figure. The sun made this perfect halo above her perfectly straight hair, curled stylishly like one of those magazine cover girls.  Her eyes were bright and shiny and her whole face glowed like some radioactive freak or angel or something.

      That, my friends, is my one and only fraternal sister, older by two and a half minutes, Park Eunhye.
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            OH NO SHE DIDN’T!

          

        

      

    

    
      "Joo-Eun!" Eunhye called my name again, waving at me while eliciting quite a bunch of stares and ogling from the guys in the food court.

      I slightly cringed from the brightness of her smile as she came closer when she finally made it to our table and took a seat beside Alex. She plucked the piece of sushi Alex was going to bite into and popped it into her mouth instead.

      "Ah, Joo-Eun, what a day." she said with a sigh and a small pout on her lips, dropping all of her bags onto the floor and lifting up a super long and toned leg on her seat and rubbed her calf.

      Alex just grumbled to himself as he put a protective arm around his array of food while Max spared her a smile in greeting before returning to his magazine.

      "Hey shopping freak. Bought out the whole mall yet?" I asked, slapping Alex's hand away from a lingerie bag.

      She set her foot back down and winked at me, while taking a fry off my own plate.  "Pretty close, sis."

      I shot her a strange look. Why are girls always so obsessed with the latest fashion? When you think about it, all that primping and torture to fit into those size negative whatever pants and feet crippling high heels is all for the entertainment of men.

      You rarely do it for yourself. You dress to impress the opposite sex.

      What are we? Animals?

      Even animals are better than us. I read in bio class that lions fight each other to impress the lioness. At least in the animal kingdom, they show off their strength and skills or whatever. But in human world, all we get is clothes and makeup and all that giggling and whatnot just to catch the attention of a guy.

      What's with that? As if you couldn't get their attention some other, less shallow way.  Sometimes, I'm ashamed for my own gender I tell you.   Eunhye inspected the features on my face.

      Ugh. Here we go again with the 'you can look just as good as me if you tried' talk.

      "You know, Joo-Eun, you'd look really pretty if you let me put on make-up for you." she spoke up.

      See what I mean? The need to look good based on society's standards never ceases with her and everyone else.

      Don't get me wrong. I'm all for that feminism stuff but it’s not like I have to overly dress up to prove it. I wear dresses every now and then to special occasions like fancy parties and church and junk, but I mostly stick to my comfortable jeans and shirts as opposed to those wedgie looking skinny jeans and hooker tank tops.

      My priority is comfort over stimulation of male testosterone, thank you very much.

      I watched her eye my eyebrows. Yes, I let them run wild while my sister’s is perfectly arched and everything.

      "And if you plucked a little and maybe cut your hair closer to my style, less people would mistake you for my brother instead of the pretty twin sister that you are." She kindly announced.

      Alex nearly choked on his bubble tea in laughter while Max tried to hide his smile behind his magazine.

      I just shot her a look. "Umm, no. I don't care if people confuse me for a dude every now and then,"

      "Especially with that husky voice of hers." Alex piped up.

      "Not to mention her abnormally strong punches." Max also added.

      I gave Max one of my supposedly ‘abnormally strong' punches and kicked Alex under the table before glaring back at my sister.

      "There's no way in hell that I'm going to let myself be your personal barbie doll." I flatly refused.

      Eunhye shrugged. "Alright. Just a suggestion. No need to blow up at me."   I just shot her a look and crossed my arms.

      Suddenly she took one look at my arm and raised an eyebrow.

      "Hey, Joo-Eun. What do you have on your arm?" she curiously asked.

      I immediately hid my arm underneath the table. "Nothing." I quickly replied, trying to look innocent.

      There was no way I was going to let her know about getting my first phone number from a guy. That would just be too embarrassing. Eunhye's never had any problems getting guy's numbers, good looking gal that she is.

      "Joo-Eun finally got a guy's number." Alex cheekily filled her in.

      Gah, what a friend!   I kicked him under the table again before grudgingly nodding at my sister to confirm it.

      Eunhye looked at me with interest. "Oh my gosh, Joo-Eun. Who's the lucky guy?" she excitedly asked.

      I felt my face grow hot from remembering Jin and his sexylicious-ness.  "Uhh, I don't think you've met him before."

      Eunhye's eyes sparkled as she made a grab for my arm. "Can I see?"

      I grabbed my arm back. "No."

      She pouted at me. "Oh, come on, Joo-Eun. I'm just curious as to what his writing looks like. You can tell a lot from a guy's writing, you know." She grabbed my arm again.

      "Eunhye, quit it! You're just like dad. I don't care about psycho-analyzing his writing. I can already pretty much guess what he's like!" I insisted.

      "Oh, come on, Joo-Eun. Just let me have a quick peek."   Alex watched with interest at our little tug-of-war while Max began to lower in his seat from the possible eruption of sibling rivalry.

      "No!"

      "Joo-Eun, don't be so petty and let me see your arm."

      "No!"

      "Joo-Eun, you're so stubborn!  I just want to take a quick peek!"

      A crapload of alarm bells began to ring in my head as I saw her fingers get too close to the writing on my arm.

      "Eunhye no! Eunhye, you'll smudge the wri-"  Too late.  I looked down at the writing, now made completely illegible. Too bad I didn't bother to punch in his number and save it in my phone.

      My eyes practically popped out and I could feel an oncoming heart attack.

      No, she did not just do that!
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            CRISIS AVERTED

          

        

      

    

    
      "Nooooooooo! You murdered what's left of my crappy love life! Look what you did Eunhye! Now I can't phone him!" I wailed, causing Alex to snicker and Max to cringe at my loud voice.

      "Joo-Eun, I can't believe you." she exclaimed, taking out a handkerchief from her purse. "You're such a little kid sometimes. I can't believe you'd be bawling over this." She murmured, wiping at my face.

      "Well, you would be too if you lost the only means of connection to the love of your life!" I continued to cry aloud, stamping my sneakers against the tile floor.

      "I'm sure you'll see him again and then you can get his number again. It's no big deal, really." She went on and on, clicking her tongue at me.

      Gah! No freaking way! This isn't happening! Maybe I'm just so used to my sister ruining things for me with her nosy, accidental ways that I'm just imagining that she screwed me over yet again and just erased the precious phone number on my-

      "What's his name, anyways?" she asked, rudely breaking into my private inner monologue.

      I just sniffled, wiping at my eyes. "Jin." I mumbled.

      Eunhye thoughtfully tapped her chin before taking out her cellphone. I eyed her as she scrolled through her phonebook.

      "Is his full Korean name, Lee JeonJin?" she asked, still scrolling down her long ass list in her cell phone.

      I hiccupped and shrugged. "I don't know."

      "Does he have pretty long hair around up to his neck with shaved under buzz cut, dark eyes, pouty lips, very tall guy, well-built and rides a Yamaha YZF600 Thundercat?" she asked instead, listing everything like I’m shopping for a thing instead of trying to identify a human being.

      That’s my sister the know-it-all for you.

      Max immediately looked up at the mention of a motorcycle and violently nodded.

      "That's him, Joo-Eun!" he exclaimed, his eyes lighting up.

      I gawked at her in amazement upon hearing her describe my Jin.

      "How-how did you..."

      Eunhye took my cell phone and punched in some numbers.

      "There. Now you won't risk losing his phone number a second time." she announced, returning my cell phone to me with a wink.

      I just stood there, stunned that she had known MY Jin, aka Lee JeonJin all along!

      "You guys didn't date..did you?" I finally managed to snap out of my stupid daze and ask her.

      It would be such a turn off if I end up falling for one of my sister's previous flings.   Eunhye slightly grimaced.

      "Oh, no way. I just know him because of Micky. That doofus has a ton of friends." she replied.

      Micky's my sister's boyfriend. They met in junior high and have been calling 'breaks' every week just because of the typical petty couple fights. They always get back together by the end of the following week but this time, it's already been two and a half weeks and it seems that the couple are still peeved at each other.

      "More than half of his friends are girls, if you ask me." she added under her breath, with a scowl on her face.

      Bingo.   Park Chanwoo, aka Micky is quite the flirt. He's a pretty cool guy, really smart, funny, sweet, not to mention extremely good looking but he just can't seem to break the habit of flirting the socks off anything feminine.

      He even woos my grandma, for Pete's sake. It's his curse and blessing to have such a carefree, ahem, nature.

      "Well, if you ever get sick of Micky, I'm always available." Alex tried, wiggling his eyebrows.

      Eunhye rolled her eyes and pushed him off his chair.  "I'd rather get my tubes tied and join a convent." she dryly replied.

      "I was kidding around. Jeez, can't even take a joke." Alex grumbled, rubbing his butt which broke his fall while Max and I high fived each other with a laugh.

      "By the way, Joo-Eun. I'm happy for you getting his number but I hope you don't become too attached to him."

      I instantly felt my nostrils flare up in indignation and jealousy.

      "And why not?" I demanded.

      Eunhye ignored my reaction, so used to my bull-headed nature.

      "From what I hear, that guy is pretty bad news."

      "Maybe he's just...uh...misunderstood!" I defended him.

      Eunhye shook her head, a grim look on her pretty face. "He's moved around a lot because he gets suspended from school for fighting all the time,"

      "So, he needs anger management." I cut in. "No big deal. Everyone needs to blow off steam now and then anyways."

      "Joo-Eun, he also smokes. You hate smokers. You even manage an anti-smoker web-site." Eunhye wryly reminded me.

      I lifted my chin. "Well, I'll buy him those patches and help him overcome it."

      "He also drinks," she continued to list his faults on her fingers.

      "It's healthy to drink every now and then." I insisted, finding myself slowly placing the guy under the 'dumb ass' list.

      "He's a huge womanizer,"  I instantly remembered all those naughty things in his pockets but remained in my seat, crossing my arms with a stubborn look on my face.

      I don't care! If you love someone, you accept all of their faults along with their good points, dang nammit!

      "Well at least he's straight!" I blurted out, running out of good arguments.

      Bah, who am I kidding? Eunhye is right. She's always right. Jin is a dumb ass in every sense.
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            OVERPROTECTIVE UNNIE

          

        

      

    

    
      Eunhye eyed me in amusement while Max had to pound on Alex's back as he choked on his bubble tea again from the supposed hilarity of the situation.   I'm so going to roast his ass after this.

      Eunhye let out a sigh. "Joo-Eun, listen to me. The guy even got himself emancipated from his parents and lives on his own, just doing whatever the heck he wants. He's basically your run of the mill, big time bad boy. I don't want you getting involved with a punk like that, Joo-Eun. Promise me you won't do anything stupid, okay?" she sternly told me, looking at me in concern.

      "Just because you're two and a half minutes older than me, doesn't mean you can treat me like I'm freaking five years old, sis. I know how to take care of myself." I retorted.

      Eunhye sighed again and looked over at Alex and Max. "Make sure you two stick to her like glue whenever she's with him. I don't want Jin doing anything to our Joo-Eun."

      Alex saluted her while Max worriedly nodded in agreement.  I just shot her a dark look for being such a worry wart as she looked down at her watch and instantly stood up.

      "Anyways, I'll be going now. I still have a few things to do. I'll meet you back at home just in time to babysit the neighbors, alright Joo-Eun? Bye guys!"

      With one final wave at everyone, Eunhye was gone with the wind.

      Aish. See what I mean about how this story is going to end up about me, Jin the dumb ass and my annoying sister?

      "Life can be so entertainingly dull sometimes." I muttered, getting up with my friends and heading back down to the arcade.

      By entertaining, I meant for your people's benefit. And that leaves the dull part to me. Boo-urns.

      "Cheer up woman." I looked up to find Alex walking alongside of me. He grinned and put an arm around my shoulders.

      "You said so yourself. At least he's straight!" Alex broke into laughter as he ran ahead.

      I grit my teeth and try to grab Max’s magazine again to chuck it at Alex. He was too quick for me this time and quickly put it above his head so I couldn’t reach for it. I took off one of my shoes instead and aimed it at Alex‘s head that was as bloated as his butt with ego.

      "Argh! You butt whore! I dare you to come back here and say that again!"
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            BABYSITTING BABY DEMONS

          

        

      

    

    
      "Joo-Eun! Come get me!" An extremely cute and annoying little girl around the age of four screamed at the top of her lungs with a bubbly little giggle.

      A chubby little boy, one year younger than the other brat, with a funky bowl cut hair giggled alongside of her, as he held onto his teddy.   I glared down at both of them, trying to look stern and parent-like.

      And these, my friends, are the two boogers I babysit for.

      If you must know the names of these rugrats, they are Park Minwoo and Minji. Their parents always work late so my parents had the kooky idea of sending me and my sister next door to take care of them while the folks were slaving away for the man.

      Since you know, we're all friendly neighbors and all that jazz and should help each other out.

      That Good Samaritan thing.

      Bleh. Too bad I hate kids, my sister never lifts a manicured finger to help me out, I hate kids, I don't even get paid for this, I hate kids, I have no motherly inclinations whatsoever and just let them do whatever they want to do while I play away on their video game set, and did I mention I hate kids?

      What's even better is that the little monsters aren't potty trained.

      Oh joy.

      I could feel my right eyebrow twitch in annoyance as I leaned over, panting in breath.

      "Why do you call Eunhye, unni, but never me?" I demanded, still gulping in some good old air.

      Little Minji just grinned up at me, her small pigtails messy from all the tumbling and rolling she did just to avoid me.   Maybe it's the way these specific two know that I have the mind of a toddler as well that lets them treat me like I'm just another playmate instead of a bonafide, super cool, babysitter.

      "Because you're just like one of us Joo-Eun!" she cheerily exclaimed.

      See what I mean?

      Grrr.

      This happens every night ever since I started babysitting her and her brother. You know how kids think it's so funny to annoy the fart out of people? Well yeah, same thing goes to Minji and Minwoo. They think it's a load of heckling and guffawing to watch little ol' me stumble over things and ram into random pieces of furniture whenever it's time to get them to go to sleep and I have to waddle after them.

      I grit my teeth but tried to put on a sickeningly sweet smile.

      "Alright, my little munchkins. I'll let that slide so long as you change into your-"

      "No way Jose!" she happily screamed again, grabbing her brother's hand, and running through my legs and up the stairs.

      Gahhh I hate babysitting! I glared over to the couch, where my sister was flipping through the channels on T.V., talking on her cell, filing her nails, and studying her advanced calculus book at the same time.

      Dang her and her multi-tasking. If she can do all those things at once, why she could never find the time to help me tame those little demons?! I always end up doing the dirty work.

      Grrrr.

      "Why aren't you helping me?" I demanded, scrunching the Moana nightgown in one hand, and choking the life out of the teddy bear foot pajamas in the other grubby paw of mine.

      Eunhye shrugged her slim shoulders. "I made them dinner, sis. It's your turn." she pointedly replied, in between calls on her cell.

      I felt my left eyebrow join my right one in the twitching as I tried to keep myself from strangling my sister and her elegant looking neck.

      "Ordering them take out doesn't exactly constitute as making them dinner, sis." I retorted.

      Eunhye raised one of her stupid perfectly arched eyebrows at me. "Hey, it was what they wanted." she said in her defense. "Plus, you weren't complaining when the pizza came Joo-Eun. You had three stuffed in your mouth and fighting over the pizza box with the kids even before I could pay the poor delivery guy." she pertly added.

      Grrr. I hate it when she's right.  Finding absolutely nothing in my stupid brain to argue to her about, I simply glowered at her before stalking off towards the toddler's bedrooms.

      “Kids, come here and wear your night clothes or I’m barbequing them and you wear paper bags instead!”

      There were tiny, squishy toddler cheers in the distance, and I just sighed as I ran up the stairs to their room.

      I’m never having kids. Eff that.
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            OH MICKY YOU’RE SO FINE…NOT

          

        

      

    

    
      Nearly two grueling hours later, I carefully shut the bedroom door closed. I had finally hunted the two brats down, given them their baths, in which they in turn gave me one by pulling me into the tub with them.  I had brushed their teeth while their mouths were wide open in happiness when I was making shadow puppets with my toes against the lamplight, AND I managed to put them in their jammies while they were busy coloring my face with magic marker.

      "Life sucks." I muttered grumpily under my breath as I returned to the living room. “Yep, definitely not having kids.  I’ll just get a dog.  Five of them.”

      I found my sister still on the couch, but this time she was already nodding off to sleep. I scowled at her, looking like some stupid Sleeping Beauty as she softly slept. I was thinking of putting magic marker on her face just to make me feel better when the front door slammed open.

      I looked up to see Micky heaving like a bull on a rampage.

      "Eunhye." he gasped out, still gulping in air like a starved goldfish.

      This kid is a slow one, despite his high marks at school. Whenever anything has to do with my sister, he goes dumber than a doorknob. He never thinks of using his car to reach my sister whenever it's time to make up and get back together again.

      Nope, not Park Chanwoo. He'll run all the way from his house, a mighty long 15 blocks away, and be huffing and puffing to the point of an asthma attack by the time he comes here.

      And of course Eunhye can't help but view it as a mushy, romantic thing, what with the way he ran all the way from his house just to see her again.

      I looked strangely at him as he glanced around the place before settling his eyes on my sister.

      "Eunhye." he called out again, running towards her.

      Eunhye woke up from her sleep and stood up just in time for him to envelope her in his arms.

      "I missed you so much." Micky murmured. "I'm so sorry."

      "I'm so sorry too." Eunhye murmured back.

      Bleh. If it's the only thing that's cliche in my life, it would be my sister and her relationship with her boyfriend. Those two are a couple of regular romance novel characters, what with the way they're always fighting and getting back together and are considered the perfect couple in not only our high school but in the entire freaking universe.

      It's like living with a real-life romance movie with those two.

      Ugh. Shoot me now.

      I made a gagging sound as I passed by the mushy couple and settled myself comfortably in front of the television. I busily set up little Minji's brand new console while I heard the couple argue.

      "I can't believe you, Park Chanwoo. Why did it take so long to make up, this time? You don't really love me, do you?" she accused him, tearing up as she pulled out of his arms and looking into the distance.

      In the corner of my eye, I could see her turn away from him and cross her arms like some stupid soap opera show.

      "Well of course I love you! With every part of my heart! Why do you think I ran all the way here for? For the exercise?" he sarcastically replied, taking a step towards her.

      Oh gosh, talk about corny!

      I made another gagging sound as I kept my eye on the screen and happily began to move the cute little Mario through Bowser's castle.

      "I should be asking you if you still love me." Micky continued, his words sounding like a direct rip off from a drama.

      "And what is that supposed to mean?" Eunhye demanded, facing him this time with her eyes blazing angrily at him.

      "I mean about you going out with some guy from another school today." he calmly replied, despite the obvious annoyance and jealousy in that deep voice of his.

      "He was just giving me a ride!" She yelled. "Plus, you said so yourself, we were on a break from each other. You didn't specify anywhere that we couldn't see anyone else."

      Micky pulled at his hair. "I don't need to specify that we couldn't see anyone else because it should have been a given!" he yelled back.

      Uh oh. This is getting messy.

      I briefly wondered if I should crawl under a table and wait out the whole battle going on between the two.

      "You shouldn't assume things, Micky." she scoffed.

      Micky's shoulders sagged in defeat. "When you love someone, your heart should never look to anyone else but them, no matter what happens. And I love you so much it hurts." he mumbled.

      I let out a snort.

      Oh my gosh, how sappy can you get? I don't think I could handle a guy saying that to me. I'd end up barfing all over him from the corniness of it all.

      On cue, Eunhye ran towards him and put her arms around him. "I'm so sorry. I should never have done that. Forgive me?" she asked, looking up into his eyes.

      Micky lovingly smiled back. "Always." he replied, kissing her on the nose.

      I could hear the cutesy couple murmuring sweet nothings and whatever mushy crap couples do into each other's ears. Then there was that awkward silence, and I knew what they were doing without turning around.

      "Get a room, you perverts. I'm still here, you know." I called out, just barely holding back my gagging.
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            LAWD HELP ME

          

        

      

    

    
      Micky chuckled that low throaty laugh he does while Eunhye laughed softly with him.

      "You're too adorable, Joo-Eun." Micky had the gall to tell me as he patted my head. "Loving the magic marker drawings on the face by the way. Only adds to your cuteness appeal."

      Just because he was a senior, doesn't mean he had to treat me like a little kid. I'm only two years younger than the moron. Heck, I'm probably more mature than him.

      I just shot him a not too pleased look as I tried to wipe the marker off my face.

      Micky took Eunhye's hand and tugged her towards the front door.

      "I'm starved, baby, running all the way here for you. Let's go eat at my place and then snuggle a lot to make up for the time apart from each other." he suggested, rubbing his nose in her neck.

      Eunhye flushed and affectionately pushed him away before turning worriedly towards me. I carelessly waved them off.

      "I'll be fine with the monsters for tonight. They're asleep, so no biggie. Go exchange as much spit with each other as you want." I tell them.

      Micky looked at me in amusement while Eunhye rolled her wide pretty brown eyes.

      "I bet you'd feel differently about the things we do when you finally do them yourself, Joo-Eun." She told me with a knowing smirk.

      Micky raised an eyebrow.

      "Joo-Eun likes Jin." she told him, leaning into him.

      I felt my face grow hot. "Eunhye! Tell the whole world, why don't you." I complained, slapping my face to keep from blushing even more.

      Micky grinned over at me, much to my embarrassment. "Wow, Joo-Eun. You really know how to pick them, huh?" he teased, well aware of my pathetic crush on Joe too.

      I crossed my arms and sniffed indignantly at them. "I don't care what you say, I'll still have the hots for the dude." I declared, starting to feel queasy from the cheesiness of my words.

      Micky chuckled while Eunhye looked worriedly at me. "Tell your friend Jin to stay away from Joo-Eun. Hook her up with someone else." she told him, jabbing him in the ribs.

      Micky just rested his chin lightly on her shoulder, peering at me in amusement. "It's alright. Jin's one of the good guys. He may look like a bad ass punk, but he's really not." he assured her.

      I grinned, instantly having Micky back in my good graces for defending Jin.

      "See? Jin's not a bad guy!" I happily exclaimed.

      Eunhye didn't look convinced. Micky kissed her softly on the cheek. "Don't worry about it. If anything, I should be getting you to keep Joo-Eun away from him. She may be too much spitfire for him." he mused.

      Eunhye relaxed and turned around in his arms to lightly punch him in the arm. "You better be right, or I'll have your head for hurting my baby sister."

      "God, I'm the same age as you! You're only freaking two and a half minutes older!  Two minutes!" I cried out in frustration, stamping my foot on the floor.

      Micky laughed while Eunhye wryly smiled at me. "Do you really have to ask why I treat you like a little kid?"

      I growled. "Whatever. Go back to your couple junk so I can play my video games in peace." I grumbled aloud.

      With a wave, they were off, and I happily sighed to myself.

      Finally. Some alone time with my first and only love.

      Video games!

      Just when I pressed the un-pause button on the controller, I heard the line I dreaded every day since I started babysitting for my neighbors.

      "Joo-Eun! Minwoo wet his bed again!" Minji hollered out.

      I could hear Minwoo screaming. "So did you!"

      "No, I didn't! That's my drool!" Minji argued back.

      I heavily sighed as I tearfully shut the video game system off and headed towards the room with a towel and some fresh clothing slung over my shoulder.

      “I feel like a single mother.” I muttered to myself to no one in particular.  “Lawd help me.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            20

          

          

      

    

    







            SAVES BY THE…HOT GUY?!

          

        

      

    

    
      The next morning, I trudged my way through the front gates of the school.

      Wednesdays depress me. It's the middle of the week and no sign of the weekend in sight. I heavily sighed, tightening the straps on my backpack.

      "Cheer up, Joo-Eun. At least you don't have to babysit today." Max reminded me, bobbing his head to his mp3 player while he was leafing through yet another car magazine.

      I just grunted. "Yeah, yeah." The reason to my current PMS'ing is the fact that with the chaos the kids were making with the wet beds and the bawling and fighting over who would sit in my lap for a last minute bedtime story, I didn't have time to even text Jin.

      "Where's Alex? I thought the moron told us to meet him here for a few minutes before school started." I commented, looking around for any sign of that blond haired troublemaker.

      Technically he’s not allowed to dye his hair, given it’s a strict Korean school and all but he just racks up detention like there’s no tomorrow.

      Max craned his head, helping me look for Alex. "Maybe he's running late." he tried.

      I snorted. "He's always late." I retorted.

      Sure enough, I could see Alex running down the street.

      Max and I grinned, wondering if he would make it. The gates always closed at 8:30am sharp and it was 8:29am already.

      "Tuck that in, Mr. Lee." A bossy voice that belonged to none other than our principal Mr. Man boomed out.

      I can never look him in the eye when I say his name. It's just too funny. Want to know why?

      His first name is Wo.

      And his last name is Man.

      Get it? Haha, Max, Alex and I had a laugh-fest the day we found out his first name. I kind of feel sorry for the poor guy. His parents must have been on crack when they named him.

      Mr. Man pointed his bamboo stick at one of the senior guys trying to sneak past him. "You there! Button up that collar. You look like a pimp." he barked out.

      "Right away, sir." The senior quickly did as he was told and scampered off before Mr. Man would notice his non-regulation sneakers and diamond stud in his right ear.

      Mr. Man surveyed the schoolyard like some battle ground and stabbed his bamboo stick in the direction of a girl trying to hide her horribly short skirt with her binder. "That skirt is shorter than my mother's underpants, Miss Choi. Unroll it or you get detention again."

      "Yes, sir." she meekly bowed before running off as well.

      I kept my head lowered to avoid his attention while Max quickly stuffed the magazine in his pocket and hid behind his knapsack. We loitered out front, still waiting to see if Alex would get locked out again.

      Mr. Man pulled out a remote control and right on the dot, evilly pressed the button for the gates to close.

      "Mr. Man! Nooooo! My mom's going to kill me if I'm late again today! Please let me off just this once!" Alex hollered, still a good couple feet away.

      Max and I shook our heads in sympathy as Alex finally made it to the now closed gates.

      "Please, Mr. Man! Let me in! I promise I won't be late again next time. Just let me in!" he pleaded, trying to squeeze his big head, arms, legs and fat butt even through the small space of the bars.

      Mr. Man just kept his hands behind his back. "Wake up earlier, Mr. Kim." he merely said before walking away.

      "That's no way to treat a student." A voice called out.

      I felt my heart immediately go into cardiac arrest as I realized who that sexy, sultry voice could only belong to.

      Mr. Man spun on his heels and his eyes rested on none other than my future husband, Lee JeonJin.
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            A SEXY IDIOT IS STILL AN IDIOT

          

        

      

    

    
      I turned my head, dreading and yet curious to see how Jin could possibly survive Mr. Man's wrath. I could have died happy, right then and there as I watched him lean like some cool mysterious dude against the wall near the gate.

      I was deliriously happy to see that he had transferred to my school, noting the school uniform on him. His collar was unbuttoned to show the smooth, muscled chest of his, his blazer was slung over his broad shoulder and his tie was loosened, making the whole sight look like some photoshoot, especially with the way the breeze decided to blow his hair back a little at the moment.

      Much to my extreme dismay, Jin let out a stream of smoke before flicking his cigarette away. He turned his gaze to Mr. Man and smirked.

      "You're a hypocrite. How do you expect students to study hard if they aren't even allowed in the school to learn?" he smoothly asked.

      Mr. Man's jaw fell down to the floor in shock and amazement at Jin's audacity. Max, Alex and I were also gawking at him.

      We were all thinking one thing:

      He'll be the next missing person on the milk carton by tomorrow for this.

      That's the rumor of what happened to the last person that tried to defy Mr. Man.

      Jin didn't seem to notice our reaction as he reached over and opened the gate from the inside. Alex just stared stupidly at him while Jin grabbed a hold of his shirt and pulled him inside before shutting the gates again.

      Jin flashed him a cool smile before pushing him forward. "Study hard, kid. Don't let that moron get to you. I'll make sure he doesn't close the gates on you anymore." he confidently assured him.

      Alex snapped out of it and bowed deeply towards Jin a good couple times. "Thanks so much, dude. I owe you one! Thanks so much!" he cried out before he immediately ran to my side. "Come on, Joo-Eun! Let's go before Mr. Man goes ape shit on us too!" he cried out, already dragging Max's skinny frame with him.

      I stood my ground, watching the scene in excitement. "No way! I don't want to miss this!" I exclaimed.

      Alex pulled at my sleeve. "Are you crazy?" he incredulously hissed into my ear, spitting in the process. "Once Mr. Man is done murdering your precious guy, he's going to turn his attention on us and hack us to pieces as well!"

      I wiped the spit off my face in annoyance and gestured towards the whole crowd behind us. "He can't hack all of us to pieces if we stick together, stupid." I assured him.

      Alex just groaned as he gave up and stood by my side. "All this trouble just for school. I could have just stayed at the arcade and played a couple games and risked having my butt whacked a couple times by my mom instead.” he grumbled.

      I just pinched him in said butt to be quiet as I watched the confrontation.

      Mr. Man pointed his trusty bamboo stick at Jin. “State your name and class section, now.” he barked out.

      Jin coolly smiled. “Just transferred. But the name’s Jin.” he calmly answered.

      Mr. Man narrowed his eyes.

      “Last name?” he snapped out.

      At this, Jin smiled in satisfaction. “Lee.  Lee JeonJin.”

      Everyone behind me collectively gasped. What the fudge? I looked behind me to see everyone whispering amongst themselves.

      “He’s the son of the Lee Corporation….”

      “His father is super influential and can take you out like it’s nothing…”

      “I thought he ran away from home?”

      “No, his father let him see what it’s like to live on his own…”

      “Lee JeonJin is freaking hot!”

      I shot the girl who said the last comment a dirty look before turning back to the scene.

      I was amazed to see Mr. Man as white as an albino. He dropped his precious bamboo stick and pointed a trembling hand towards Jin, who all the while remained calm and cool as ever.

      "You're-you're-you're..."

      Jin casually nodded to confirm whatever Mr. Man was blabbering about.

      "Class has started. Do you have anything else to say? Otherwise, I'd like to go to class now, sir."

      Mr. Man quickly shook his head, his usually small and beady eyes as round as two teacups. "N-n-no! Go right ahead!"

      The whole crowd parted in silenced awe as Mr. Man himself escorted Jin to the front steps of the school. I gawked like a slack jawed yokel with the rest of them, but the silence was broken when my cellphone went off.

      Everyone stared in my direction, including Jin.

      His sexy dark eyes mischievously lit up as he saw me.

      "Ah, the maxi pad throwing chick. What's up?" he asked, putting an arm around my shoulders.

      I shoved the shrilly ringing phone back into my bag and shot him a look. "I had my period, you idiot. What else was I going to throw? My textbooks? Hell no. Those are expensive." I continued to grumble, inching closer towards him and tightening his hold around my shoulders in secret glee.

      I love the looks of pure hatred the girls were giving me, like they wanted to throw.

      Muahaha, center of attention, good or bad, totally rocks!

      Jin flicked my forehead. "You're so weird." he said with a chuckle, dropping his arm. "But it's cute." he added.

      I hate that word. Cute. It's like not good enough to be pretty but not exactly ugly either.

      It's just in between. Grr.

      "I'll see you later, Joo-Eun." he called out before sauntering sexily off.

      I just watched him walk away, with a million girls trailing after him vainly trying to introduce themselves and stuffing their calling cards down his shirt.

      Hmm, I was honestly baffled with that sexy jerk. I didn't know what to make of the guy.

      He's such a dumb ass. A very hot dumb ass.

      But bottom line, he was a dumb ass all the way.

      I couldn't picture any future with him, no matter how much I forced myself to be delusional.

      And yet, I wanted to join the crowd of girls and jump him until the end of time.

      Aiyah. What was a girl to do?
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            PUSH AND PULL

          

        

      

    

    
      I dragged my feet, groaning as if I had constipation while I walked out the front doors.

      "What's the matter with you?  Got gas?  Need Pepto Bismal or something?"  Alex asked, eyeing me while I scratched my hair in frustration.

      "If only it were that easy to get rid of this cruddy feeling."  I grumbled, kicking a rock and quickly hiding behind Max's tall figure as it accidentally hit Mr. Man's beat up seventies looking car.

      Max just patted me on the shoulder with a sympathetic look.  "I'm sure he doesn't like any of them.  You're the only one who has his phone number." he assured me, getting right to the point of what was lodged up my ass.

      I pouted, hooking arms with Max and Alex.  "Whatever.  Let's just go to the arcade.  I just want to lose myself in some good old video games right now."  I stubbornly answered instead.

      Nothing like ignoring the problem at hand to make a girl like me feel better.

      Alex let out an exasperated sigh and slapped me on the side of my head.  "You idiot.  Did you seriously think a kpop star looking dude like him would be interested in a weirdo like you?"

      Max shot him a disapproving look.  "That was a little harsh, Alex.  You should apologize."

      Alex looked at him with a clueless look on his face.  "What'd I say?"

      That's Alex for you.  Always has the 'in your face' bizzatch comments shooting out of that big pie hole of his.

      Good thing I'm pretty thick-skinned and insults and rude comments don't really bother me.  I'm more into the 'why get angry when you can get even' way of thinking.

      I just heavily sighed and stuck my foot out while Alex was walking, effectively tripping him into a nearby bush.

      "Why not?  I've seen weirder things happen."  I retorted at Alex's big behind.

      My parents are living proof.  My mom used to be a small-town model while my dad was this average looking dude who happened to walk into the wrong building one time.

      It's beyond me how those two could have possibly ended up together but it worked out, didn't it?  After all, they had me.

      Ahem, and I can't forget my sister, who has all of my mom's beauty and my dad's brain combined.

      Go figure.

      Alex immediately got out of the bush and shot me a look as he tried to take the leaves out of his pants.  "Oh, come on, Joo-Eun.  Don't tell me you're expecting the same thing that happened to your parents to you?" he persisted.

      Hey, I'm not much of a romantic but this is the one thing I'm willing to get mushy over.

      I twiddled my thumbs together with a small sheepish look on my face.  "Of course.  I'm expecting that to happen at the very least, what with the way the Gods gave everything else to Eunhye.  There’s got to be something leftover for me."  I pointedly said, which resulted in some eyeball rolling and snickering from the two knuckle heads.

      I had only seen Jin once the whole day, always surrounded by girls who were stuffing hankies down his shirt this time like it’s the freaking renaissance.

      Where do you even buy hankies these days?!

      Ugh and that idiot.

      He seemed to be soaking in on all of the attention.  He was smiling his sexy smile at all of them, his eyes twinkling and brushing his hair back every once in a while, as he talked to them and leaned like a freaking hot model against the lockers.

      At first, I was psychotically jealous and immediately wanted to drive them all over with Alex's mo-ped, but I controlled my PMS'y emotions and remained calm.  I figured it was within his right to socialize with equally hot beings such as himself, no matter how fake and annoyingly stupid they were.  I knew that deep inside he wanted something more than just the shallow looks and that was why he didn't give any of them his number except to me.

      He knew I was special and that I was worth pursuing over those other chicks.  He and I shared a connection dang nammit.  And no fake, pole stripper dressing, shallow pretty face can get in the way of true love!

      Bah, who am I kidding?

      Jin was Mr. Sex God #1 remember?

      And what am I compared to THAT piece of perfection?

      Regurgitated leftovers, that's what.

      Can you lovely people even picture something as yummy as him end up with someone as dull and boring as me?

      Naw, I can't even imagine it and I can get pretty delusional.  Just ask Alex or Max.  They'll attest to that.

      Aish, the reality spaceship officially crashed in Joo-Eun's brain.  Took it long enough.

      I fished my cell phone out of my bag and turned it on.

      "That's it.  Eunhye was right.  I should just forget about that dumb ass!"  I announced, scrolling around on the screen.

      There was always Joe to hopelessly crush on, after all.

      Alex and Max exchanged exasperated looks as I maniacally erased one number at a time.

      "There!  Lee JeonJin is officially considered nothing to me!"  I announced, raising my cell in the air in triumph.  "Success!"

      "Hey Joo-Eun.  Need a ride?"

      I turn and look who enters the scene but none other than Mr. officially off-my-speed-dial.
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            I’M NOT YOUR RIDE OR DIE CHICK

          

        

      

    

    
      I fought not to drool at him leaning casually on that hot motorcycle of his and shot him a dirty look instead.

      "I'm taking the bus to the arcade.  With Max and Alex."  I retorted.  "So shoo!  Go on!  Get out of here!  Scram!"  I waved my hands to get him away from me.

      Jin eyed me in amusement.  "Don't tell you're still on your time of the-"

      "I just finished!  So don't mistake who I normally am with stupid PMS time."  I cut him off, giving him the evil eye.

      Jin uncrossed his arms and approached me.  My nose was delightfully assaulted with his manly scent.

      Oh lawd, how the heck does he win me over easily just by the smell of his own wonderful B.O.?

      Stay strong Joo-Eun!

      I set my bushy eyebrows together into the stern look I always hated seeing from my own father and stubbornly stood between Alex and Max.

      "We're all heading the same way.  Why don't your friends get a ride with Yongjoon instead?" he offered, looking at my best buds.

      Max's eyes bugged out at the sports car that pulled up right on time in front of us.  Yongjoon honked on the wheel with an impatient look on his face.

      "Get in or I'm leaving." he called out, tapping impatiently on his steering wheel.

      My eyes bugged out as well.

      What the?!

      Jung Yongjoon never gave out rides to anyone.  He prized that stupid car of his like it was his only reason for living.  I've never seen anyone in the car except him.

      People practically go missing when they're caught standing near his car, touching it, breathing near it or even looking at it funny.

      Judging from the ugly scowl on his stupid perfect face, he was clearly being forced to give out rides today.  I looked from Yongjoon to Jin, who merely smiled that knee quivering smile of his.  He turned to Max with a small knowing look.

      "I heard you're into cars." he casually commented.

      Max violently nodded, his eyes glued to the sports vehicle.  His eyes were sparkling almost as much as the bright shiny red car in front of him.

      Jin grinned.  "This is your chance to ride in Yongjoon's car.  He'll let you sit in the front unless," he turned to Alex.  "Unless your other friend wants-"

      Before Jin could even finish, Max was already in the front seat buckling his seatbelt up.  He waved at Alex.

      "Hurry, Alex!  I wanna see how fast this baby goes!" he excitedly called out.

      Alex seemed just as excited to ride in that car because the next thing I knew, he was in the backseat with his own seatbelt across his chest.

      I gawked at my so-called friends.  How could they just go willingly with my mortal enemy and leave me with a Class 'A' player like Jin?

      Don't they remember their promise to my sister to always watch over me whenever Jin was around?

      As if those stupid baboons could read what I was thinking, both Alex and Max turned to me with happy grins on their faces.

      "We'll meet you there, Joo-Eun!" Max called out.  "Don't worry, Jin will take good care of you, right?" He looked sternly at Jin for a moment, who nodded in return.

      "Of course." he replied, looking so darn honest about it all.

      Max grinned and offered a thumbs up sign towards me.  "Have fun, Joo-Eun!  You have to tell me every detail of what it's like to ride on a motorcycle later!"

      "Hope you wore shorts underneath that skirt, Joo-Eun, because you'll be in for a pretty windy ride." Alex added with a cheeky grin.

      I shot them a withering look in response. Before I could even so much as shake my fist at them, Yongjoon drove off.  I cringed at the squeal of the tires as the guys laughed with delight.

      I could hear Yongjoon yelling at them not to touch anything before they disappeared down the street.
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            SMOOCH THAT PRETTY MOUTH

          

        

      

    

    
      "Those freaks.  Shows you how good of a friend they are."  I muttered, finally snapping out of it and muttering to myself.  I looked over to Jin, who was already on his bike.  "I don't feel like going to the arcade.  You can meet them there by yourself.  I'm going home."  I told him, feeling even grumpier than ever.  This day couldn't get any worse.

      Apparently, life likes to continually prove me wrong.  I can open a whole fruit juice stand with the amount of lemons and coconuts fate throws at me.

      Without warning, Mr. Man-handler himself puts a helmet over my head.

      "Gah!  Take this off of me or risk a karate chop down under!"  I yelled, hopping up and down and trying to see through the dark visor.

      I heard the idiot chuckle, very sexily I might add, and flipped the visor up for me so that I could at least feast my eyes on the jerk before I kill him for pulling that stunt.

      "Come on, Joo-Eun.  Quit playing hard to get.  I know you want me." he teased.

      I looked at him in annoyance.  "You've got to be on crazy pills if you think I'll willingly risk my neck on that stupid bicycle of yours and let you take me away." I retorted instead, even though I was sorely tempted to hop onto that bike and put my arms around him.

      Gah, what am I saying?  Bad, Joo-Eun.

      I mentally slapped myself and kept up my defensive and angry stance.

      He sat on his bike and looked playfully at me.  "Would you change your mind if I kissed that pretty mouth of yours?"

      Holy Crap!  He did not just say that!

      My gosh, he not only offered to kiss me with those sexy lips of his, but he freaking complimented me!  I felt like squealing in happiness and want to jump him at this very moment.

      Realizing how idiotic I was being at the moment, I put a stop to the sound of wedding bells running through my head.

      Ugh, real smooth Joo-Eun.  You're supposed to be mad at this guy, remember?

      With that in mind, I growled at him instead.  "Hell no!  Just because I find you extremely attractive and the epitome of perfection itself, doesn't mean I'll fall for some cheesy line like that!  Who knows if you're really some psychotic pervert who'll drag me to a warehouse, jump me until the cows come home and then dice me up into tiny pieces to feed to the mountain goats."  I retorted.

      "No way, dude.  Not going fall for that one."  I shook my head.

      He raised a very fine eyebrow.  "You find me attractive?"  Was all the idiot could say after my spouting nonsense.

      Oh wow.  Jin is officially under my 'dumb ass' list.  There's only so much conceitedness and idiocy a girl can take, no matter how hot and fine they were.

      I grit my teeth and kicked the tire of his tricycle.  "Just shut it and take this helmet off my head."  I snapped at him.

      Jin cocked his head cutely to the side, as if contemplating the seriousness of my words before finally reaching over.  I relaxed, a little happy to see that the situation was going my way for once, only to find his hands wrap around my waist instead.

      I let out a loud healthy yelp as he lifted me easily onto the bike and immediately revved up the engine.

      "What do you think you're doing you jer-ahhhh!"  Was all I could manage before the maniac drove off down the street.

      I quickly grabbed a hold of his waist and bumped my helmet into his nice and broad back.  "Hey!  Jerk-wad!  Don't you ever take 'no' for an answer?!"  I furiously shouted, finding myself competing over the horrible growling noise of the motorcycle.

      Jin slightly turned his head to with a smirk on his face.  "Hold on tight, unless you want to fly off the seat." the freak had the nerve to reply instead before making the motorcycle go into Mach 4.

      "Jin!  I'm going to kill you!"  I screamed before shutting my eyes tight and holding on for dear life.
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            WHY ME, BUDDHA?!

          

        

      

    

    
      "You can open your eyes now." The jerk-wad the nerve to sound amused.

      I slowly peeled my eyes open and peeked through the visor.  Seeing that my body wasn't in motion anymore, I immediately jumped off the bike and managed to remove the helmet from my big head and threw it at him.

      "You freak!  Be prepared for a good beating!"  I yelled at him, pushing the sleeves of my uniform sweater up.

      He easily caught the helmet in his hands, eyeing me with a smile on that too hot mug of his.

      "Do you want to be crippled in the legs first or in the arms?"  I demanded, bending down to stretch my legs and cracking my neck while I was at it.  "Either way, you will still be thoroughly crippled!"

      To my increasing annoyance, the idiot just chuckled and removed the keys from the ignition.  "Let's go, Joo-Eun."

      I just glanced at him with a stupid look on my face as I watched him gesture towards the large metal door beside him.  That door could have easily been a prop to every horror movie imaginable.

      It was horribly dirty, with graffiti and who knows what all over it, the hinges were rusted beyond repair.  There was a creepy sliding peep window smack in the middle and there was a huge equally rusted-over padlock right above the doorknob.

      I slowly looked around me and I found that we were in a very deserted and creepy alley.  Various trash cans were turned over and I could spot large hairy rats running around the size of a chihuahua.  I felt the blood drain in my head, making my face even paler than usual.  I looked back at Jin with a look of horror.

      "I knew it!  You’re a psycho serial killer and this is your warehouse where you’re going to torture me!  I freaking knew it!"  I exclaimed, backing away.

      He looked confused at first before breaking out into a grin and took a step forward, reaching out to me with his hand.

      "Joo-Eun, I need you." he called to me in a creepily husky voice, his eyes intense and perverted looking.

      I cannot believe this is happening to me!  Sure, I haven't been the best citizen out there, never volunteering, lying to bums about not having any change to spare them, never doing my house chores even, but heck, did I seriously deserve this kind of fate?!

      Why me?!
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      "Sicko!  Get away from me!"  I screamed and instantly took my cell phone out of my pocket.  My hands were too shaky to punch in the numbers but thankfully it rang, and I was saved from further attempts to dial with my currently with my potato fingers.

      "Help!"  I screamed into the phone.  "He took me to a dirty warehouse and Lee JeonJin from Seoul High is going to murder me!  Ahhh!”

      "I knew it!  He didn't look trustworthy!"  Max's voice rang out from the speakers.  "I'm coming, Joo-Eun!  Here, stay on the line and talk to Alex while I go find the next bus schedule." he hurriedly said, passing it over.

      I began to breath faster, my adrenaline pumping through my whole body from the freakiness of the whole situation.

      "Hey, Joo-Eun.  What's this I hear about you and Jin getting it on?"  Alex slyly asked.  "You got your wish.  You won't die a virgin after all." he cheekily cackled.

      "Yah!  What the hell!  He's about to molest and off me, you idiot!  This is no joking matter!"  I angrily yelled into the phone.

      Alex, that jack ass and a half, just laughed.  "Sure, Joo-Eun.  I always knew there was something fishy with Jin.  I think I even saw a wanted sign for his arrest on a phone pole." he wryly replied, going along with it as if I was freaking joking with the dumb ass.

      "Hell yeah!  He is a freaking serial killer!  Get over here right now!"  I barked at him, choosing to ignore his sarcastic tone.

      The moron didn't seem to be listening as he covered the speaker and spoke to someone in the background.  "Gotta get back to work, Joo-Eun.  Joe's making me lift more boxes.  It's like he's trying to kill me on purpose."  he said with a groan.

      I gasped.  "No!  Get your ass over here before I take you down with me!"  I screamed.  I watched Jin approach me and I threw a nearby pop can at him.

      I gawked at my cellphone, hearing nothing but the dial tone.  I am so going to haunt him for the rest of his miserable life!

      Fortunately, the phone rang again.

      "Help!  He took me to a dirty warehouse and Lee JeonJin is going to off me!  Ahhh!"  I repeated.  "This time, you better not dare hang up on me or I'll haunt whoever you are too!  Ahhh!"  I added in another scream for good measure, throwing a broken ashtray at Jin.

      "What?  Calm down, Joo-Eun.  I can't understand your gibberish when you are this hysterical."  My sister's annoyed voice answered.

      I furiously chewed at my nails and picked up a trash can lid as a pathetic excuse for defense.

      "Jin's going to kill me!  Get over here as soon as possible!  Bring Joe with you!  I want his face to be the last one I see before I die!"  I wailed, watching as Jin took another step forward, wiping his full red lips with his long fingers and looking hungrily at me.

      Oh lawd, why must I find him sexy at a time like this?!

      "What?  Let me talk to him."  Eunhye ordered.

      "What the hell?  I'm telling you he's going to kill me and all you want to do is talk to him?!  What kind of sister are you?!"  I incredulously yell at her as I chucked the trash lid at him, which he easily deflected.  So much for having a defense weapon.

      "Joo-Eun, just let me speak with him." she calmly repeated, clearly impatient with me.

      I grit my teeth.  "Thanks for caring about me, sis."  I sarcastically said.  "Make me hand over the only means of getting help, why don't you."

      She made a very unladylike snort on her end of the line.  "Just trust me, Joo-Eun.  Hand it over to him."

      I let out a frustrated grunt and glared over at Jin, who was currently loosening the tie around his neck and unbuttoning the first few buttons of his shirt.  "Hey, perv!  Call for you."

      Muttering about stupid sisters these days, I threw it over at him.  As soon as he caught it and held it to his hear, I immediately scrambled over to a nearby cardboard box and crouched behind it.

      "Oh, hey Eunhye."  I could hear him casually greet her as if it were an everyday thing for him to be talking to family members of his victims before he kills them.  "What's up?"

      I tightened my hand around a broken chair leg.  If I'm going to die today, might as well fight to the very end!

      "I know.  I'll take care of her. Don't you worry about it." he assured her.

      I gasped, my eyes widening in shock from the revelation of it all.  "I can't believe she was in this all along!"  I furiously seethed.  My own sister wants me dead!  Why?! She can't stand to have such a freak related to her or what?

      Don't tell me this is all about that time I accidentally bleached her favorite shirt.  She never really did fully get over that one.  She can't be that petty, can she?  Can she?!

      Gah!  What has the world come to?!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            27

          

          

      

    

    







            GRANDMA’S UNDERPANTS

          

        

      

    

    
      Jin chuckled.  "Yeah, yeah.  I get the deal.  As much as you would like to think otherwise, I prize my balls very much."  he continued to chatter away with his evil accomplice.

      I wiped the sweat from my forehead, airing out my nervous armpits and stood up with the stick in my hand.  I planned on sneaking up on him while he was busy yakking and hit him on the noggin when just in time, he hung up the phone.

      I skidded to a stop.

      Right in front of him.

      Dang.  Talk about screwed.

      I gulped as I looked up at him with the stick still in my hand as he glanced down at me.

      "Come, Joo-Eun.  I'm really hot and sweaty and I need you to come with me now." he told me, his eyes so frustratingly mesmerizing.

      The nerve of this sicko!  I'm a sex toy for nobody!

      Back that up. Maybe for Joe if for some crazy reason he breaks up with Mi-Hyun but that's about it!

      I narrowed my eyes and grit my teeth, preparing to hit him down there when he removed the stick from my hand and hoisted me over his shoulder.

      "Wow, you must eat a lot to keep up that energy to be this wacko, huh?" he mused, opening the door and walking through.

      "How much do you weigh anyways?" he asked, slightly grunting from the effort of carrying me.

      "None of your business!"  I snapped, completely annoyed and embarrassed beyond belief.  "I don't weigh myself anyways.  I eat what I want, I do what I like, and I don't give a damn how blimpy I get!"

      "Sounds good to me.  I was never really into those stick looking chicks anyways.  Sure, they're hot eye candy but that is pretty much about it with them.  You're just my type." he reached over and ruffled my hair.

      Holy crap!  The audacity of this creep!

      "Ahhh!  Oh my gosh!  At least grant me one last request and let me have my dignity and let me walk on my own!"  I yelled at him, kicking my legs in the air and punching him while trying to keep my skirt from flashing the whole universe.

      It was laundry day today and I had no choice but to borrow my grandma's underpants.

      So sad.  I'm going to die in my grandmother's panties.

      Hmm, at least she ordered it off Victoria Secret.

      "You really are a drama queen.  Cute.  Very cute." he mused, setting me down.  "The more I know about you, the easier it is to believe what Micky and Eunhye have been saying about you.  You sure have a quirky personality." Jin opened another door and gestured for me to go ahead.

      I let out an angry huff and walked inside.

      "Save your breath, jackass.  Like trying to be on friendly terms with me will make dying any more pleasant." I retorted, trying to smooth down my skirt as I shot him the dirtiest look I have ever bestowed to anyone in my entire sixteen years of existence.

      And that’s saying a lot, considering I fight with Alex every two minutes.

      Jin raised an eyebrow, a smile tugging at his lips.  "Who said anything about dying?"

      I growled at him and looked ahead of me, only to find a very posh looking hallway.
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      There were nice softly lit lamps evenly placed down the hall, the walls were smooth and cream in color and there were only a few rich dark mahogany doors down the hallway, with gold plated numbers on each one as if it was like some sort of fancy hotel.

      I blinked wildly and recognized this place to be one of the most expensive apartment complexes in the city.  I could never afford this place even if I sold my organs.  Heck, even if I threw in Alex’s too.

      Jin walked over to the elevator, which was gold plated with mirrors and engravings galore on the doors and pushed the button to go up.

      "Is this some sort of joke?"  I slowly asked him, stuck in my spot as I gawked like an idiot around me.

      Jin glanced back at me, one hand casually tucked in his pocket.  "I just moved here a few days ago.  Not too familiar with this place yet."  he answered, looking back at the elevator as it made a small bell sound before smoothly opening.  “So, I usually go through the alley.  Parkade’s too confusing.”

      I curiously followed him inside the elevator, wondering if the rumors around the school about him and what my sister had told me were true.

      How else could he afford this kind of place if he wasn't filthy rich?

      When we reached the top floor, I followed behind him as he walked towards the last door down the hallway.  I was beginning to wonder if maybe he was a top-class American Psycho type of serial killer instead?  The kind that seduce you in fancy places and then kill you and bury you between the walls or something.

      I've heard stories like those before.  Maybe that was it.

      I began to nervously chew on my nails again, a bad habit of mine, while I looked around for an escape route.  Too bad he seemed to have sensed what I was thinking and grabbed my arm.  "Welcome to my place." he announced, pushing me through the door and securely locking it behind him.

      I let out a squeak of amazement, completely forgetting everything as I surveyed my surroundings.  Wide open space, a large modern kitchen to my left, a hallway straight ahead, a loft peeking right above me, plush white couches, glass tables, and rich, creamy curtains on the glass doors leading to a wide balcony.

      The whole place looked like an episode of those shows where celebrities let you creep in on their extravagant homes.

      "Whoa."  I breathed out, still looking around.

      I could hear him remove his blazer and threw it carelessly on the couch before walking past me.

      "Make yourself at home.  I'll be back." he told me, already disappearing down the hallway.

      When I heard a door close and water start running, I snapped out of my daze and slightly pinched myself, still looking around in amazement.  I was afraid to make any marks on his nice spotless floor and removed my shoes, leaving them at the door.

      "Wah, I can only dream about living in a place like this.  He's so lucky to be so rich."  I talked to myself, wandering over into the living room.

      I touched everything I passed, still blown away that a guy like him would have such an awesome place like this.

      “Bah!”  I yelped, frantically righting an expensive looking piece of sculpture I nearly toppled over.  I kept my hands to myself, tucked securely under my armpits, afraid I might break something.

      "That jerk.  I probably have stomach ulcer from all that stress."  I muttered, scowling at the memory of what happened downstairs.  "He could have just straight out and told me that the alley to his place was disgustingly dirty instead of letting me assume he was some sort of mass murderer out to get me."  I went back and put on my shoes, making marks on the floor on purpose in revenge for what he put me through.

      "Bleh, I'm hungry.  All that trauma he nearly put me through pooped me out."  I announced to no one in particular.  I wandered into the kitchen and suck my head in the fridge.

      "By the way, if you're hungry, there's some leftover chicken and pizza in the..."

      I stuck my head out, already biting into a chicken thigh while three pieces of pizza were in one hand and in the other, two cans of pop.

      Jin smirked.  "Fridge." he finished, drying his hair with a towel.

      The chicken in my mouth plopped onto the linoleum floor at the sight of his bare chest with only a dinky little baby blue towel around his narrow waist.
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      "So how long have you known those two guys?" he casually asked, still drying his hair.  "You don't seem to have any chicks for friends.  Are you that big of a tomboy that you can only get along with guys?"

      I just looked speechlessly at him, my eyes glued to the well-defined and I mean WELL-DEFINED chest and six pack right in front of me.  I could spot a ring on his right nipple and a small tattoo on his pelvis, peeking out from under his towel, which was steadily slipping the more he moved to dry his hair.

      Insert all the swear words ever imaginable to humankind right here.

      Somebody needs to slap me upside the head because I seriously can't believe this is happening!  Where's Alex when I need him!  He never turns down the chance to slap me silly in the head.

      Jin noticed my mute status and walked over to ruffle my hair. "What's the matter with you?  Cat got your tongue for once?" he teased.

      I just stood there, gawking up at him.  Having him this close to me, I realized he used the same shampoo as me.

      That's it!  That's all the sign I needed!  We're so meant to be!

      Seeing no reaction from me, he bent his head to peer into my face, an amused look on his handsome face.  "Oh, I get it.  You're mad that I didn't invite you to shower with me, am I right?" he flirted, a slow smile spreading across his face.  "I'm willing to take another shower if you really wanted to join me that badly."

      I snapped out of it and jumped back, turning right around only to have my head meet the metal of the fridge door.

      "Gah!  Get some clothes on!  This ain't no porn set!"  I frantically yelled, cringing as I rubbed the stinging feeling away from my forehead.

      Jin chuckled.  "What?  Don't you think I look better without clothes?" he teased me.

      This was so wrong!  He was a senior with Micky and Yunho, while here I am, a mere sophomore, barely on the cusp of womanhood.

      If we were to bump uglies, he would so go to jail and I would be so disowned or maybe even go missing for bringing shame to the family.

      Too bad his naked upper body was permanently branded into my head and would probably haunt me in my dreams for the rest of my life.

      The kicker in the lady nuts is I don't really find any of this too disturbing.

      It's actually very pleasant and I don't mind the way everything is going, wouldn't you agree if you were in my place?!

      Wah!  What am I saying?!  Somebody help me find my sanity and remove these troublesome hormones!

      "Hell no!  Cover it all up!"  I snapped, feeling a nosebleed coming on from all of the hotness.

      "Hey, with your ogling of my fine body, did you get a chance to see the tattoo near my pelvis?  I think the towel was covering it.  Come take a look, Joo-Eun." He continued to sorely tempt me with his teasing.

      I felt like my head was going to blow up from the sudden burst of blood that flooded my face.

      Breath Joo-Eun!   Fight the temptation!

      He's only a dumb ass who doesn't deserve your attention.  I reminded myself that the egotistical maniac gets enough of that stuff from his new fan club at school.

      I tried to picture Max in a skirt again, but it didn’t work this time.  All I could picture is Jin slowly taking that itty bitty towel off.  Crap, Alex’s perviness rubbed off on me.  Maybe I should get more estrogen-inclined lady friends.

      "Tattoos are a huge turnoff."  I manage to blurt out, stuttering from the effort.

      That was such a lie.  I know for a fact that Joe had this too cool tribal tattoo on his back and that day I saw him take his shirt off, let's just say I went dehydrated after all that drooling.

      I gathered all of my food, including the chicken I had dropped on the floor, cupped the side of my face with a hand so I didn't have to see him and escaped into the living room.
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            SLEEPING BEAUTY

          

        

      

    

    
      I could hear him chuckle as he followed me into the living room.  I took a seat on the couch while he sat on the glass table, his long legs nearly bumping into mine.

      "I'm hurt, Joo-Eun.  Nobody's ever turned me down before." he pulled his lips down into a pout and pretended to look like a heartbroken puppy.

      I savagely stuffed the pizza into my mouth and opened the can of pop and guzzled it down, nearly choking in the process.  "Prostitutes don't count for not resisting you, you man-hoe."  I retorted, avoiding his eyes and quickly clicking on the remote nearby to turn on the huge flat screen tv.

      He reached over and ruffled my hair again with a chuckle.  "You really are cute." he mused, standing up and leaving the living room.

      "Quit calling me that and ruffling my dang hair!"  I yelled at him.  "You make me feel like a doggy that can do tricks or something."  I muttered.

      A little while later, I loudly burped, having wandered back into the kitchen and found a ton of junk food in the cupboards, and shut off the tv in boredom.  An hour had already passed, and he was still nowhere in sight.

      "What's that weirdo doing anyways?  I’m sick of his place.  I feel like I'm in a museum.  Time to go home."  I mumbled to myself, scratching at my back and leg at the same time as I walked down the hallway.

      "You're such a crappy host, Jin."  I muttered, opening and closing various door that led to a bunch of really nice fully furnished guest bedrooms and equally luxurious bathrooms.  "If you're going to leave me alone, at least have some video games available to keep me company."  I closed the door to yet another linen closet, starting to feel annoyed.

      I finally reached the last door and it softly pushed open.  "Jin where are you?"  I muttered, feeling like I was playing hide and seek with the guy.

      I immediately stopped in my tracks when I found him sleeping in a humongo king-sized bed.  White silky sheets surrounded him as he slept soundly.

      Wow, even asleep he looked delicious.

      My eyes pulled together in annoyance at the thought and mentally slapped myself before shooting him a killer look.

      He has the nerve to sleep while I'm here?!  What kind of guy is he?  No sense of decency at all.  Yeesh, what an absolute jerk.

      "I should strangle you in your sleep before I leave."  I muttered.

      Rationalizing that it would be more mature of me to just let the matter go, I spun on my heels, ready to just walk home instead.

      "Joo-Eun." he sleepily called out to me.

      I turned slowly around and glanced hesitantly his way.  He sat up in bed, rubbing his eyes as he blinked sleepily at me.  "Joo-Eun."  he repeated my name, stretching his arms over his head.

      I was a little bit nervous and annoyed to see that his top was unbuttoned, revealing his flawless chiseled chest, yet again.

      What's with this guy?  He loves showing off his body or what?  I get it!  He's hot but does he have to shove it in my face 24/7?!  Psh.

      "What."  I let out, cringing slightly at my squawky voice, making me sound like a geek going through puberty.

      Jin warmly smiled at me and patted the side of his bed, as if gesturing for me to join him.

      Join a hot shirtless guy in bed?  Riiiight.  Like I was stupid enough to fall for that one.  I may get extremely hormonal at times but I'm not that desperate.

      Or am I?
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      I shot him a strange look.  "I'm fine right here.  What do you want?  I need to go home now."  I curtly tell him.

      With an unsatisfied frown, he shook his head and patted the bed again.

      "Don't worry about it.  I'll give you a ride home.  But before I do, I want to give you something."

      I inched a little closer, still giving him the evil eye.  "What is it?"  I suspiciously asked.

      I think the dude likes to infuriate me on purpose because he just shook his head yet again.

      "You're still too far away.  I don't bite, you know."  He then grinned.  "Unless you want me to." he added.

      I shot him a dirty look in reply, which he chuckled and held up his hands in surrender.  "I kid, I kid.  Just come here, will you?  Is it so hard to do that?" he looked pleadingly at me.

      I grumpily mumbled to myself as I took another step.  Being quite the clumsy one, I stumbled on the pile of uniform clothing he must have thrown on the floor and landed onto the bed.

      Jin grinned and hovered over me as I tried to right myself up.  "There's something I've been wanting to do ever since I met you." he said, his eyes serious.

      I stopped struggling and found myself trapped underneath him.  I gawked at him.

      Well call me screwed!  So he really did intend to take advantage of me!

      Just as he was about to lean closer, my arms shot out to shove his face away.  "Joo-Eun, you're only delaying the inevitable, you know." his muffled voice rang out as I kept my hands pushed against his face.

      "I sure as hell will try to delay this as much as possible until I run out of energy, you sicko!"  I screamed.

      As we struggled like that, I found myself wondering what lotion he used to make his face feel so soft and smooth.

      That stupid thinking cost me because he finally got out of my grasp and held my arms above my head.  I gulped as he grinned down at me, sitting on top of my stomach.  I held in my breath, looking at him in horror.

      Just when I thought he was going to start ravaging me, a pair of tweezers appeared in his hands, and he reached over and plucked a series of hairs between my eyebrows.

      When he was done, he let go of me with a satisfied grin.

      "There!  Bye-bye unibrow!"
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      I immediately shot up, causing him to fall off me and tumble off the bed.

      "Gah!  That freaking hurt!  I hate you!"  I wailed, rubbing at my face in pain.

      He just chucked the tweezers, with my hairs still on it, onto the bedside dresser and smirked at me.  "Oh, come on, it wasn't that bad, was it?"

      Tears began to spring out of my eyes.  "You jerk!  I'm going to kill you once my forehead stops hurting!"  I yelled at him, rubbing at my forehead.

      He chuckled and got right back onto the bed and pulled me into his arms.  "There, there.  Don't be such a baby." he patted my back.

      I jabbed him in the ribs for him to let go.  "Shut up.  You have no idea how low my pain tolerance is!"  I snapped at him, tearing up even more.

      It's true.  One time, I got a paper cut and BAM!  I had to go to the hospital to get anesthesia done while my mom and several nurses and attendants had to hold me down just to put a band-aid over the wound.

      I'm THAT sensitive to pain, I tell you!

      "Oh, come on, Joo-Eun.  I only plucked some of your eyebrow hair for you.  It's no big deal."  He insisted.

      That only got him an acidic look from me.  “Go to hell and stay there.“  I said through gritted teeth.  He kept trying to hug me anyways, but I just wouldn't let him.

      "Joo-Eun!  I'm here!"

      I sniffled and looked up to see Max in the doorway, a baseball bat in his hands. finding him standing there, with Alex gulping for breath right beside him.

      "Jeez, Joo-Eun.  I didn't think you were serious.  Sorry for not being here earlier.  We missed the last bus."  Alex managed to gasp out as he continued to try and catch his breath.

      I just took one look at them all and burst into tears.

      Eunhye shoved them both out of the way, a wooden chair leg that looked like the one I was holding earlier, with a couple nails at the end, in her own hands.

      "Where is he?  Let me at him!" she yelled.

      Micky appeared over her shoulder, trying to keep her in control.

      "Baby, no!  Jin is harmless!  Seriously!"  he then looked to find me in the bed with Jin right beside me and gasped.

      "Jin, man!  You're so dead!" he barked out, taking the wooden stick out of Eunhye's hands.

      I momentarily forgot about my excruciating pain as I watched with wide eyes as my crazy sister and best friends approached us.

      Gosh, how much crazier can this day get?!
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      I just gawked as Eunhye dragged Jin off the bed by his ear while Micky threw down the stick and just began to manually choke the life out of him with his bare hands.

      "What the hell is wrong with you, man?  I freaking trusted you with Joo-Eun's life!"  Micky yelled at him while Eunhye was equally shrieking into his other ear, her long fingernails grabbing a firm hold of it.

      "I can't believe you, Jin!  I'm going to seriously hack off those horny balls of yours once and for all!"  she screamed, pushing up her sleeves and getting ready to grab a hold of the, ahem, bull by the horns, so to speak.

      "Shit!  I didn't even do anything wrong!"  Jin tried to yell over the noise, while trying to cover his precious balls from man-handling and pulling Micky off of him at the same time.  "I only did her a little!"

      My sister gasped in horror while Micky abandoned his strangling for some head locking instead.

      "You sick bastard!"  the couple yelled at him in unison, full out attacking him this time.

      "What the hell?!  You're all crazy!"  Jin somehow got out of their grasp and ended right back in bed.  With me.

      Smart move.  Idiot.

      I froze in surprise and irritation as the coward hid behind me and held onto me for dear life.  "Tell them Joo-Eun!  Tell them I only did you a little and it didn't hurt a bit!"  he yelled into my ear, burying his face into my shoulder blades.

      I plugged my ear and and craned my head to yell back at him.  "The hell it didn't hurt!  I'll be practically scarred for life from the experience!"  I barked back at him.  "Get off of me!  You've done enough emotional and psychological damage!"

      Micky's usually small eyes widened in utmost horror while Eunhye looked like she was about to burst a vessel in that pretty neck of hers.

      She slightly wavered in her spot and put a hand to her forehead.

      "Micky, honey, I don't feel too good." she faintly breathed, holding onto him.  "Kill him for me before I black out."

      Micky violently nodded, holding onto her.  "Of course."

      Eunhye gripped his sleeve, looking like the distressed damsel that she was.  "And slap yourself a good couple times while you're at it."

      Micky was going to nod again when he froze and looked at her in surprise.  "Why the hell would I want to do that?" he exclaimed, letting go of her with a look on his face as if she just announced she had diaper rash.

      Eunhye glared at him.  "Did somebody forget the fact that you nearly crashed the car on the way here because you were too busy checking out that girl on the corner of the street?" she demanded.

      Micky rubbed his face in exasperation.  "She was going to cross the street, Eunhye!  I would have rammed into her if I didn't notice she was about to step off the curb!" he argued.

      Eunhye crossed her arms, looking unrelenting at him.  "Oh yeah sure." she sarcastically answered.  "You were really looking out for her well-being even though you had time to comment on her legs before trying to avoid running that tramp over!" she accused him.

      While the stupid couple were busy arguing, Jin just looked at me in frustration while the pain of my forehead came kicking back and I started to sniffle again.

      "I need Joe.  Now."  I wailed out, blowing my nose on the bed sheets around me.

      Jin pulled the blankets away, making a face at all my boogies on it and handed me a hankie instead.

      I recognized the initials on the corner to be one of the girls from our high school and bawled even more.  "Jackass!  At least give me your own hankie and not some hoe's!"

      That seemed to get Alex and Max into action this time.  "Get away from her, you horrible man!"  Max yelled, swinging his bat this way and that.

      "Hey!  Do you mind swinging that at him and not me?!"  Alex yelled at him, trying to duck out of the way from Max's wild bat swinging.  He immediately doubled over with quite the painful look on his face as he received a blow to his gut.

      "I'm going to get you for that." he said with a groan, trying to painfully walk towards me with his eyes scrunched closed.

      Alex ended up tripping on the same pile of clothing that I had tripped on earlier and ended up on the bed with us while Max somehow managed to hit himself in the head with that dang baseball bat and was out cold and sprawled on the carpet.

      I felt like banging my head on a desk, wall, china cabinet, anything at that moment.

      My friends are the worst saviors a girl could ask for.
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      I groaned and settled for slapping myself with my own grubby paw.  Jin finally let go of me and began to yawn, as if the whole crazy fiasco a moment before was an everyday occurrence to him and it merely tired himself out.

      "Make room, Joo-Eun.  I wanna lie down." he said with another yawn, nudging me in the butt with his foot.

      I just elbowed him in the ribs and shot him a dirty look.

      "So, how would you rate Joo-Eun against all the chicks you've ever been with?" Alex spoke up, looking up at us while he comfortably lay on the bed beside us.

      I grabbed the pillow underneath his head and covered his face with it.  "You jerk!  I thought you were here to save me, not freaking ask the pervert to rate me!"  I yelled at him.

      I expected him to reply but I forgot I had covered his big fat mouth with the fluffy pillow.  I took it away and found him choking for air like a goldfish on drugs for a few good seconds before resuming his position on the bed.  He used his arms as a pillow and cheekily grinned up at me.

      "Is that a hickey?" he impishly asked, his eyebrows going up and down.

      I opened my mouth to yell at him some more but decided otherwise and clamped my mouth shut.  I crossed my arms and just grunted at him while I stupidly tried to rub the mark on my forehead away.

      "You sure picked a funny place to get a hickey, Joo-Eun."  Alex continued his idiotic babbling, much to my dismay and growing pounding headache in my little noggin.

      "Whatever floats your boat, I guess."  he decided with a shrug, his eyes already closing for a quick nap.

      I extended my big foot and pushed him off the bed.  "It's not a hickey alright?  Mr. Metrosexual over here freaking plucked my eyebrows!"  I snapped at him, rubbing my still aching forehead.

      Alex sat up and peeked over at me from the edge of the bed.  "You're kidding me!"  he managed before erupting into laughter.

      I only growled in response.

      He looked over at Jin, who was steadily falling asleep on my shoulder.  "Do you do that to all the girls you take advantage of?" he asked between his stupid heckling.

      I ribbed Jin off of me, who's head snapped back awake and just yawned at Alex.  "Whoever said I took advantage of Joo-Eun?" he sleepily answered.

      That seemed to snap Micky and my sister out of their usual arguing.  They stared intensely at him.  "So, you didn't do anything to her?" they demanded.

      Max seemed to have regained consciousness and sat up and look sternly at him too, anticipating the answer.

      Jin shook his head, scratching his bare chest.  "No way.  I told you I would take care of her." he retorted, trying to pull the bedsheets from under my butt so the moron could go to sleep.

      All eyes turned to me, expecting me to confirm or deny what he said.  I just busily rubbed at my forehead, muttering about needing a band-aid.

      That seemed to be convince everyone enough, because the next thing I knew, they all had the nerve to get over the whole horrible situation.

      "Oh, then we'll be leaving now.  I don't want that restaurant reservation Micky made to go to waste."  Eunhye announced, already heading out the door with Micky close behind her.  Jaejong just raised a hand in farewell before resuming his napping.

      I gaped at my sister.  "But-but-but aren't you going to keep me away from him?  He plucked me!"  I sputtered out, causing Alex to erupt into more laughter. That idiot was slapping his knee and holding onto the bedside dresser for support.

      Eunhye looked over her shoulder and lazily waved at me.  "It was about time you groomed yourself up a little.  If we all left you to take care of your own self, who knows how much of a bush woman you can get."  she pointedly told me.

      I simply gaped at her, too amazed for speech, a first in the life of Joo-Eun, as Micky glanced back at us.  My hopes rose, thinking Micky was on my side at least.

      "You coming, Alex?  We can give you a ride back to work if you want." he offered.

      There goes his potential to be in my good graces.

      With a nod of his bleach blond shaggy head, Alex got off the floor and followed them, wiping the tears out of his eyes and still mumbling in amusement.

      Eunhye turned expectantly towards Max, who shook his head.  Max is usually an easygoing dude but seeing that earnest stubborn look on his baby face, we all knew that Shim Minho meant business and wouldn't budge for anything.  "I'm staying with Joo-Eun." he announced.

      I could cry tears of happiness, knowing at least one of my best buds was looking out for me and my well-being.

      "Alrighty, suit yourself."  I looked closely at her, noting the approval in her eyes.

      I just crossed my arms and grumbled to myself as I heard the front door close.
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      A few minutes later, Max had protectively whisked me out of the bear den of a bedroom of Jin's and we were comfortably seated in front of the huge wall to wall TV.  Seeing as how Max ran out of money for bus tickets and I was always dirt poor, we were waiting for Snoring Beauty to rise and shine and drop us off or at least pay for cab fare.

      "Flip it, flip it, flip it."  I ordered Max in boredom, looking at the screen flash only to rest on one boring drama after another.

      "Pick one already, Joo-Eun.  I'm getting dizzy."  he exasperatedly pleaded with me, working hard to press the buttons on the remote control, the corner of his tongue peeking out of his mouth.

      I waved a lazy hand and covered a yawn while I stretched out across the couch, putting my huge honker of a foot on his lap while I draped the other leg over the couch.

      "Flip, flip, flip...stop!"  I exclaimed, my eyes immediately un-sleepy and sparkling as I nearly drooled on the floor at the sight of the latest video game console commercial flash across the screen.  I reached out a hand towards the screen, while making hungry sounds.

      "Ahhh...my sweet love....how much will thou cost perchance?"  I mumbled, swallowing in time to avoid choking from the accumulated drool.

      Max made a face at the sight of me going bananas over a video game commercial and flipped the channel.

      "No!  Turn it back!"  I screeched like a banshee.

      Max settled on some creepy looking cartoon things bouncing across the fake stage.  He kept the remote above his head as I lazily tried to grab it with my foot.

      "Joo-Eun!  When was the last time you washed your feet?" he asked, looking at my not so squeaky-clean foot near his face in horror.

      I ignored his protests as I recruited my other foot and tried to pinch the remote away from his hands with my funky toes.

      Max started to get dizzy as the remote in his hand started to waver.

      "Aha!"  I looked gleefully at the prized remote rammed between my big toe and second toe.  I leaned forward to grab ahold of it when Max made a funny sound parallel to that of a chick fainting and fell on top of me.

      The front door opens right on time, and I hear someone’s voice call out for me.

      Oh crapness.  What great timing, Joo-Eun.  I love Max like a brother I never had, yadda yaddda, but I'm sure whoever it is will mistake us for getting it on right here in the living room.  Talk about vomit inducing.

      You really know how to poop things up, Joo-Eun.

      Aish.  I'm talking to myself.

      "Ummm, this isn't what it looks like!"  I exclaimed from underneath Max's surprisingly heavy body.

      "Wow, Joo-Eun.  I didn't know you and he were dating."  I could hear a strangely familiar voice snickering.

      My eyes widened at the sound of Yongjoon's stupid voice.

      Gah!  This is definitely not my day.
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            DEATH BY SPOONING

          

        

      

    

    
      With every use of my puny arm muscles, adding a mental note to work out, I pushed Changmin off of me.

      Phew!  For a skinny sixteen year old boy, he sure was freaking heavy.

      Upon hearing him harmlessly grunt from the impact of his head hitting the carpet floor, I faced Yongjoon as he removed his shoes and entered the apartment.

      “What are you doing here?”  I rudely demanded, my hands on my hips as I watched him saunter straight to the kitchen.

      “I should be asking you that.” he pointedly answered, taking a carton of milk and gulping it down without using a glass.

      I shot him a sickened look, watching his Adam’s apple bob from all that gulping.

      I drank from that carton!

      Dang nammit, now my insides are infested with Yongjoon backwash.

      I shuddered and tried to push Changmin back onto the couch so that the poor guy wouldn’t get trampled over.  I heard him let out another grunt when I accidentally stepped on his fingers, poofy hair and gave him a wedgie trying to put him back onto the couch.

      Whoops, my bad.

      “Does Jin know you’re bumping uglies in his newly cleaned living room?” he asked with a smirk, setting the carton down to look at me with amusement on his stupid pretty boy lips.

      “I told it wasn’t what it looked like, you pervert.  I was trying to grab the remote from Changmin with my foot, but Changmin ended up fainting on me and that‘s when you decided to walk in.“  I bitingly retorted, feeling my teeth grind together in irritation.

      Yongjoon smirked at me, clearly stating he didn’t believe me as he walked over to the other couch and sat down, still holding onto that chicken.  “Whatever.  You don’t have to lie you know.  Changmin is a good guy.  Too bad he had to fall for you.” he said with a snicker.

      “Just shut up and watch TV.“  I ordered him, looking at the idiot in annoyance.  “Porno’s on channels 59-600 by the way.”  I added, evilly grinning.

      Micky had told me about that time when Yongjoon was caught by his own parents watching dirty stuff given as a present in good humor by his own friends.  Hornballs these days.

      Yongjoon shot me a withering glare in reply as he pressed on the remote.  I left Yongjoon to scratching his head, armpits, butt and whatever nook and cranny needed scratching as I meandered back to Jin's bedroom.

      "I'm sick of this.  I'm going to wake him up and make him drop us off home."  I talked to myself in the hallway.  "Wake up prettyboy."  I grumpily called out as soon as I reached his room.

      My lips pulled into a frown as I found him dead to the world and looking quite comfortable in that bed of his.  I walked over, picking up a hanger on the way and used it to warily poke him on the shoulder.

      "Hey.  You.  Wake up.  Take me and Changmin home."  I told him, finding my eyes annoyingly glued to that well defined hairless chest of his when he flipped over in response.

      "You’ll have to do better than that to wake me up.  A kiss would do it."  The idiot had the balls to flirtatiously reply.  His eyes were still closed but an amused smile appeared on his lips.

      "Hell no.  Wake up or I'll get Changmin to beat you up."  I retorted, throwing the hanger at his chest.

      He grimaced as he caught the hanger and opened one eye to glance up at me.  "Relax Joo-Eun.  I'll get you home right away." he promised, dropping the hanger on to the carpeted floor.

      I relaxed.  "Good."  Was my succinct reply.  Just when I turned around to get out of there and get ready, I felt him pull me into the bed.  I yelped as he pulled me closer.

      "But for now, all I ask is for five minutes."  He murmured near my ear, practically spooning me.

      I don't know about you people, but I'm not sure how many consecutive heart attacks I had at that moment.
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BOOBOO PART TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      "What the hell?  Quit using me as a humping pillow!"  I barked out, struggling to distance myself from him while blood filled my head.  "Max!  Help!  Code Molester!  I repeat, Code Molester!"

      Then I remembered Max was out cold in the living room.  Dang.

      “Stupid Yongjoon!  Get your non-existent…uhh I mean super sexy booty in here and help me!“  I grudgingly called out instead, shedding my pride and dignity for the moment.

      Jin only chuckled in response, causing me to have a bajillion more heart attacks from the pure sexiness of the situation.  My emotions were starting to feel like a screwed-up yo-yo at the moment.  I was stuck between feeling stupidly delighted at having his muscular arm around me and horrified beyond belief that I was so close I could smell the deodorant on his armpits at the same time.

      "Jeez Joo-Eun.  Do I repel you that much?" he teased, chuckling sexily again and tickling my already over-harassed ear.

      "There's a limit to how much hotness one girl can take."  I sarcastically retorted, feeling my hormones go haywire as he shifted his body and brought me even closer to him.  "Any minute now, Max will wake up and be here with his baseball bat.  Or maybe dorky Yongjoon will forget he hates my guts at the moment to save me.  Or not.  Whichever, I‘m still going to fight you to my last dying breath you know.  I‘m not giving in easily.  You hear me, dude?"  I nervously babbled, hearing him start to peacefully return to his sleep and not loosening his hold on me.

      "Once Max gets his butt in here, he'll make sure to tell my sister exactly what you've done to me."  I added, starting to feel too comfortable in this position.

      Phew.  Is it me or is it getting hot in here?

      I freed one of my hands from underneath his heavy arm and started to fan myself a little.  "Are you cheap with air conditioning or what?"  I gasped, fanning myself even more as I felt my face and armpits start to sweat.  "Yup.  Max's coming.  Just you wait, you pervert.  You'll get what's coming to you." I confidently stated, totally giving up on that jerkwad Yongjoon to come save me and placing all faith in my best bud Max instead.

      Without warning, Jin loosened his hold on me and pulled the covers from under me.  "Joo-Eun, you talk too much." he sleepily mumbled, pushing the covers over his head and continued sleeping.  I felt my face meet carpet as I landed none too gracefully onto the carpet floor.

      "Ow!"  I pathetically exclaimed, checking to see if the band-aid Max had put on my forehead for me earlier was still there.

      "You alright?" I heard him at least have the decency to ask, his eyes still closed as he lay flat on his back, lightly breathing.

      "What do you think, you scumbag?!  Just hurry up, change into something that covers you up more you hoe, and drop me off already!"  I snapped, crawling around on my hand and knees, anxious to get out of there.

      Who knew if the weirdo chose to try and hold me captive in his bed again?  Na uh.  I'm not taking that chance no matter how sexy it sounds.

      He sat up in bed and leaned over just in time to watch me trip over a discarded gym bag.

      "Why me?"  I pathetically whined, tearing up at the throbbing pain in my left knee.

      With a sigh, Jin left the bed and sat on the floor beside me.  I slapped his hand away and pulled away from him.  "Don't touch me.  You've done enough damage."  I snapped, sniffling tears and boogers at the same time.

      "Don't be such a baby, Joo-Eun.  I'm only going to take a look." he assured me, peeling my skirt back above my leg.

      “Whoa, dirt bag.  We don’t need to hike it up that high.“  I barked, slapping his hand and pushing  my skirt back down my thigh.  He just gave me a boyish grin before looking at the small cut on my kneecap.

      Oh lawd, I hope I won't be needing an amputation!
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            BOOBOO NEEDS A BAND-AID

          

        

      

    

    
      I made extremely pathetic whimpering sounds the closer his fingers were to my kneecap.  “Don’t touch it.  You’ll only make it worse.”  I told him, almost pouting at the throbbing pain.

      I heard him sigh.  “Are you always this clumsy?”

      “It was your fault, you jerk.  Clean up a bit around here.  Even my garbage can has more order than this place.”  I retorted.

      The next thing I know, he’s standing up and walking towards the door.

      “You petty man.  Leave me while I’m crippled why don’t you.”  I grumpily called out.

      “I’ll be back.” He promised, pausing in the doorway long enough to flash me that smile I was slowly starting to go bananas over before disappearing off.

      With a sniffle, I stood up by leaning on his bedside dresser.  I decided I would take advantage of this moment to sneak around and investigate his room.

      What?  I’m human.

      I’m curious as to what kind of person the idiot is.  He seems really cool and suave one moment, the other moment he’s a total jackass.

      Which one is it?  My gut sadly tells me the latter, but we shall see.

      I limped slowly around the room, snickering at the variety of plushie toys he had lying around, assortment of pimpy jewelry and accessories and especially at the huge collection of lotions, products and whatnot on one of his dressers.

      Just when I was seriously doubting the sexual orientation of this dude, especially when I spotted a pair of onesie pyjamas in a crumpled heap on the floor, I hear him coming back.

      “With cartoons or without?” he asked, holding up two band aids in his hands.

      I quickly chucked the extremely tight and fancy shirt I was trying to determine was his or belonged to one of his many hoes, and sheepishly grinned at him.

      “Uh, doesn’t matter.  As long as it works.”  I limped towards him to get the band-aid only to find the dude nudging me back on the bed and pushing on my shoulders to sit on the edge.

      “This might hurt a bit.” he murmured, dabbing a cotton swab with alcohol.

      I made a horrified facial expression, realizing that the poison in his hands was meant for my precious kneecap, so I prepared to scramble away.  The jerk seemed to realize my exit plans and put an arm around me.

      “No!  Let me go!  I’m fine!  Really!”  I protested, squirming under his grip.

      Jin was either a genius or plain idiot because next thing I knew, he was able to hold me down by practically straddling me from behind.

      “Just one dab to clean the germs, Joo-Eun.  It will only sting for a moment.” He promised, locking his legs around my waist so I couldn’t run away.

      “Noooooo!  I’d rather die!”  I yelled, scrunching my eyes closed and beating at his legs to let me go.

      Suddenly I felt a sizzling and bubbling sort of noise on my kneecap, and I hissed from the cold alcohol and excruciating pain of it all.

      “Ah!  You killed me!  You freaking killed me!”  I cried like the wicked witch of the west, bawling my eyes out.

      “Just one more time and it’ll all be over!” He shouted over my wailing, trying to reach over my head to place the band-aid on my knee.

      “I’d rather be in a gang bang!”  I cried in between my blubbering, trying to blow on my wound to make the pain go away.

      “Your booboo needs a band-aid, Joo-Eun!” He insisted.

      “You and your stupid sailor moon band-aids can go to hell!”

      “Joo-Eun!  Just let me put it on already-”

      “Never!”

      “Don’t be stubborn!  It’s minimal pain and-”

      “No means no!”  I yelled, trying to stretch backwards to keep his stupid long muscular arms from reaching my kneecap.

      All of a sudden, I heard someone approaching and we both looked up to find Yongjoon saunter into the room.  He took one look at us before shaking his head in disgust.

      “I knew you were a whore, man.  But Joo-Eun of all people?” he commented, leaning against the doorway and rubbing his eyes as if the bastard was permanently blinded by the sight.

      “Joo-Eun!  I’m coming!“  Max suddenly entered the room with his trusty baseball bat.

      NOW the boy decides to come, when I’m in yet another weird looking situation with Jin all over me while I’m crying my eyes out as if I was severely manhandled.

      Bah, talk about crappy timing.

      “Didn’t I tell you to stay away from her?!” Max yelled, wildly swinging the bat.  “Joo-Eun I’ll save you!”

      “Whoa, calm down dude.“  Yongjoon tried to dodge Max’s crazy swinging but to no avail.

      With a grunt, he went down, and Max managed to hit himself as well.

      Seeing both guys on the floor side by side, completely out cold, I just let out a huge groan.  I slapped myself in the forehead the same time I hear the Idiot King behind me let out a hoot.

      “Aha!  Gotcha!”  Jin triumphantly shouted, taking advantage of the distraction and slapping the band-aid on my kneecap.

      I grunted from the pain, reached behind me and flicked him in the forehead before burying my face in my hands with a sigh.

      I give up on men.
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            LUCKY DENTURES

          

        

      

    

    
      “Ouch…frick….oooh…ahhh…ouch…oy…son of a…”  I continued to randomly mumble, pulling at my uniform every now and then as I walked alongside of Max.

      “What’s wrong, Joo-Eun?” he worriedly asked, his eyes glued to a racing game on his Nintendo Switch while we were merrily on our way to yet another day of mind blowing enlightenment and intellectual stimulation at school.

      Oh joy.

      I glowered at a pukingly cute looking squirrel stuffing his cheeks with grass and dandelions on the edge of the curb as I picked at my uniform again.

      “I’m wearing three underwears, two bras and a pair of dentures is in my pocket.”  I grumbled, picking at an extremely huge wedgie and scratching my back at the same time.

      “Why the heck are you wearing all that?!” He exclaimed, warily eyeing my bulky uniform from all that layering.

      I grumpily spread my legs apart while I walked just to avoid bunching the underwear up even more.

      “Since I permanently lost Binky, I needed something else to help me out for the video game competition against Yongjoon after school today.”  I unhappily answered.  “So, I took Eunhye’s lucky thong, my dad’s lucky boxers, mom’s bra and grandma’s lucky dentures.”

      Max gave me a strange look as he stuffed the game into his backpack.

      I pursed my lips and looked him straight in the eye.  “Don’t you dare tell Alex, or that dork will never stop his guffawing.”  I grumpily added in afterthought.

      Max immediately nodded.  “Of course, Joo-Eun.  Scout’s honor.” He saluted me, an earnest look on his face.

      I scrutinized his baby face in suspicion, knowing the boy is super loyal but sadly doesn’t know how to keep things to himself.

      I just looked straight ahead with a sigh.  I was still feeling suspicious, but Max was Max.  He may blab whatever he knows without thinking but at least he’s always there for you.  The least he’ll do is stick by me when Alex decides to let the whole school in on my embarrassing extra accessories.

      Then I remembered the competition against Yongjoon and felt my poor tummy tighten with anxiety.  It was supposed to be held on Saturday, but it was moved up to Thursday today since Joe wanted to renovate or something on the weekend.

      What if I finally lose to him?!  I’ve seen that dork practice around the arcades more than usual.

      I bit my lip and started to scratch my hair in frustration.

      Crap, I’m in trouble.  Stupid Jin had to lose my precious Binky.  Gah!

      Max patted my shoulder, knowing me well enough to read my constipated look as nervousness for the first competition tonight without Binky.  “Don’t worry, Joo-Eun.  You’re so good, you don’t need luck.” He assured me with an encouraging smile.

      “I don’t know about that.  She seems pretty clumsy and accident-prone to me.” A very familiar voice amusedly called out.

      Max and I both turned to see Jin slowly driving on the street alongside of us in a very expensive looking sports car similar to that dumbo Yongjoon.

      Pffft.  Must he shove his riches and sexiness in my face every chance he gets?!
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            KNIGHT WITH THE SHINY CAR

          

        

      

    

    
      “Want a ride?” Jin offered, already pressing the button to automatically unlock the doors for us.

      Max let out a gasp as he looked at the car in worship.  “Whoa…car….pretty…” He could only mumble as he walked towards it like a zombie.

      Bah, this boy is too obsessed with stupid, shiny death traps.

      I rolled my eyes at Max’s behavior and yanked at his uniform.  “School’s three blocks away.  We’ll walk.”  I tell him, still peeved at the guy for all the things he did to me the other day.

      Sure, my eyebrows look better, and it seems to frame my face a heck of a whole lot better and that cut on my kneecap is healing along just fine, but I never asked for any of it!

      He’s just like my sister, always trying to do things for me whether I want it or not.  I swear those two are better off with each other.

      “Oh, come on, Joo-Eun.  I didn’t bring my motorcycle this time just so your skirt wouldn’t fly over your head.”

      I suspiciously eyed him, nearly wanting to jump the dude for the smile he threw my way and trying to ignore Jin but miserably failing as I ogle his unbuttoned uniform shirt, revealing that really nice tight shirt underneath.

      “So?  I never asked for a ride the other time either.”  I stubbornly retorted, managing to pry my eyes away.  “Plus, the exercise is good for me anyways.“  I lied, knowing full well I needed to be poked with a rod and threatened just to do anything remotely exercise-related.  “So go on ahead and we’ll see you at school.“  I finished, trying to drag Max to continue our trek to school.

      “Joo-Eun, let’s go.  We’re going to be late for class.  Plus, I want to make up for last night.” He told me, stepping out of the car.

      “I think you should forgive him, Joo-Eun.  He’s been nothing but nice to you.”  Max added, defending the dude.

      I turned to find Max already in the backseat, his head peeking out of the window grinning at me and waving for me to get in already.

      I knew when I was defeated.  Plus, the wedgie was coming back anyways twice fold and I didn’t want to walk the rest of the way picking at my butt the whole time.

      With a grunt, I let Jin take my bag from me and usher me into the passenger seat.

      Oh, what the heck.  Forgive and forget, right?

      I looked at Jin in the corner of my eye while Max stuck his head out the window like a dog, just enjoying the ride.  Jin lightly brushed some stray hair out his eyes and drove with the palm of his hand while the other rested lightly along the edge of the window.  He turned and caught me ogling.  Gah!

      I looked away but my eyes darted back to look anyways.

      He just smiled those abnormally cherry colored lips of his at me before turning back to the road.

      Wah!  I’ve seriously gone and swung for the other team if I can’t forgive THAT!

      So, what if he randomly does the weirdest things to me like pluck my eyebrows and practically humps me just to get that band-aid on my kneecap?  Bottom line is the dude is hot!  And he likes to stick around me for whatever crazy reason.

      I can deal with that.

      With the crazy reasoning over and done with in my mind, I sat back in the chair with a contented smile on my face.
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            RISE OF THE SUPER SIMPS

          

        

      

    

    
      As soon as we arrived at school, the car was instantly surrounded by a horde of crazy girls.

      “What the…”  Jin turned off the ignition and looked at the horrible mob that trapped us.

      “Oppa, come out and walk me to my class.”

      “Jin oppa, have you eaten?  I brought some breakfast specially made for you.”

      “I love you, oppa!  Take me to the school dance tomorrow night!“

      “I love you more, oppa!  Let me bear your children!”

      Whoa, that last one came from a strangely masculine voice.  I could have sworn it belonged to the president of our class, Song Seung Jae.

      Max immediately locked all the doors in the car for us and rolled up his own window while looked fearfully at the girls pressing their faces, chests, butts and armpits to the car.

      “Way to screw us all over, idiot.  This is what you get when you sweet talk them all.“  I grumbled while Jin looked at the girls with wide eyes before swearing under his breath.

      “Sorry guys.  I should have known this would happen.  Happens in every school, no matter how many times I switch.“ He muttered, taking his cell phone out of his pants pocket.

      I rolled my eyes.  I can’t believe the conceitedness of this guy.  “Aren’t you happy they all have the hots for you?”  I sarcastically asked.  “Even some dudes are willing to swing the other way just for you.”

      “Yeah sure it‘s flattering but there‘s a point where it‘s just creepy.” Jin nods his head in the direction of some girls now trying to flash him.  I now spotted both the president and captain of the basketball team flash their hairy butts our way.  One of them even managed to write ‘Jin forever’ on their butt cheeks with a red ink pen.

      Whoa, now that is just plain scary.

      Getting sick of the sight of hairy butts and pink lacy bras, I turned away and patted him sympathetically on his shoulder.

      “My dad’s a psychiatrist.  His clients seem to appreciate his listening and advice.”  I offered.

      My dad’s a good helper to everyone but his own daughter.  It’s like I’m an exception and he has to go full out ‘fatherly’ on me.  Psh.

      “Thanks, but I’m alright.  Just give me a moment to call for some backup.”  Jin promised, already speed dialing someone on his cell.

      I just crossed my arms with a sigh while the girls pointed at me through the window and shook fists at me for being in the same car as The Lee JeonJin.

      “Um, Jin.  Your car is really awesome beyond words and it’s really nice of you to give us a ride, but I think I’ll walk to school next time.” He meekly tried to shout over all of the screaming outside.

      Poor Max was pulling his bag closer to his chest as he stared in horror at the girls now trying to rock the car.

      A painful 20 minutes later, Micky and Eunhye, with the help of the principal and some school guards, were able to calm down the crowd and let us all leave the car at last.

      I side with Max.  I’m walking to school from now on.  A major wedgie is suddenly more appealing now.
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            FIGHT, YOU MUST NOT

          

        

      

    

    
      The first couple periods farted by like a hazy blur, especially since I was sleeping half the time in the back alongside of Alex and Max.

      I stretched my arms above me while yawning at the same time as I exited the front doors of the school with my buds.  It was already lunchtime, my favorite time to play some of my portable video game while sitting under some tree with Max reading his magazines and Alex prancing around.

      Gotta love the routine, I tell you.

      “Ow, Kay!  Be gentle.  I’m fragile.”  Yongjoon protested, a small, pained look on his face.  That wimp.

      I looked over my shoulder to find Yongjoon tenderly touching the bandage on his head while a petite girl smiled at him while she finished wrapping up his bandage.  The girl beside him is none other than Kayla Hari, Kay for short, the newest exchange student at the school.  She just transferred from overseas a few weeks ago and already Yongjoon had ‘claimed her’ like some neanderthal, even though practically half of the guy population wanted to go after her too.

      I mentioned that Yongjoon’s protective over his stupid car, right?

      Well, with Kayla, double that protectiveness times a bazooka-jillion plus tax.

      He is totally gone head over heels, cuckoo, kind of love for the girl.  He’s so overprotective that he barks at anyone who even dares to breathe her way.

      It’s so weird because he’s never this way to any girls in our school.  The whole time I’ve known him, I’ve never seen him with a girl and always figured he had gone to the dark side and became a cyborg or something, but Kayla showing up in his life completely proved us all wrong.

      Once Kayla came into the picture, Yongjoon has become the sickeningly cheesy and wimpy type all guys eventually become, if you ignore the psychotic overprotective part.

      One look at the pretty heart shaped face, dreamy dark brown eyes, straight nose and glossy pink lips, Yongjoon was hooked like a porn addict.

      Whenever he’s not playing sports, studying or playing at the arcade, Jung Yongjoon is officially attached at the hip with Kayla Hari.

      Kayla, on the other hand, doesn’t seem to mind Yongjoon’s psycho display of affection.  She seems to find it cute and surprisingly enough, she was the one who actually asked him out.

      Crazy!

      Kayla is one cool chick though.  She’s kind of like the slightly less social version of my sister.  She loves that artsy stuff and is always making funky sculptures and paintings and whatnot that make it as top rank in the local school art competitions.

      “Hey Kayla!  What’s up with Yongjoon?”  Alex asked, sitting down on the grass beside the couple and stealing an apple out Yongjoon’s specially made lunch basket from Kayla.

      “Hurt in a fight, He was.”  She replied, a small worry line creasing her smooth forehead as she slightly frowned at him.  “That you’d never fight, you promised.” She pointedly reminded him, slightly poking him in the ribs.

      Yongjoon look embarrassed and just lay his head on her lap.  “I don’t want to talk about it.” He mumbled, already closing his eyes for a quick nap.

      With a slight roll of her eyes, Kayla shook her head as she brushed some stray hairs out of his face.  “Me worry sometimes, you make.” She ruefully told him, looking down at his already sleeping figure.

      Oing, notice the weird way she talks?

      No, the girl doesn’t have some speech impediment. The whole conspiracy about her strangely fluent but twisted Korean speech goes back to when she was still a tiny tot, drooling and making simple cavemen sounds like the rest of us as babies.  Her parents, who are famous artists which explains her humongo talent, taught her this kooky way of speaking.

      When we asked her one day why she was taught that way to speak, she told us what her parents told her.  For some reason, the whole family believes that speaking is all relative anyways and that the real importance was not the order it’s spoken but what is spoken.

      Whatever that means.  Philosophical stuff makes Joo-Eun’s brain feel constipated.

      Anyways, that’s why Kayla talks like that cute little green dude who shall not be named.  Can barely afford a console, let alone lawsuits people.

      I lifted an eyebrow.  It suddenly hit me that Yongjoon had said he had that booboo on his head from a fight.

      Fight?  Hah!

      “Poor Max!  Yourself too, you hurt.” She exclaimed, noticing the similar looking bandage on Max’s head.

      Yongjoon opened his eyes and looked straight at Max, daring him to spill the beans about what really happened.

      Max just sheepishly shook his head.  “I accidentally hit my head on my bunk bed this morning.“ He quickly fibbed, consciously touching the white bandage around his own head.

      Kayla looked sympathetically at him before returning her attention to the huge open book about Pizzaso or Pigasso or something.

      Yongjoon sat up and grinned up at me.

      “Ready to lose tonight, Joo-Eun?  You‘ll be kissing my ass once I get through with you.” He bragged.

      “Shut it.” I retorted, already hooking arms with Max and dragging Alex with me by the arm.  The big butt frantically grabbed at some sandwiches and a pop Yongjoon’s picnic basket before he let himself be dragged by me.

      “Hah!  You’ll be the one kissing my butt since I can’t possibly kiss something that doesn’t exist.” I threw back, knowing it would rile the dork up like crazy.

      Yongjoon just shook his fist at me while I pulled down the bottom lid of my right eye and stuck my tongue out before dancing away with my two buds.

      “Just you wait, Joo-Eun!  There’ll be murder tonight!  You hear me?  Murder!  M-E-R-D-R!”

      When you’re as spelling-challenged as Yongjoon is, you really shouldn‘t be throwing threats in that fashion.

      “So that’s how you spell it.” Alex thoughtfully bit into his sandwich, repeating the spelling under his breath so he could remember it.

      Max was too afraid of Yongjoon’s threats for me to realize the spelling error.  “It was nice knowing you, Joo-Eun.” He tightly hugged me, while sneaking in one quick last reading of an article over my shoulder.

      I groaned as I squinted my eyes and found stupid Yongjoon still shaking his fist at me from a distance.

      Sure, there’s a possibility I’ll lose tonight without Binky but heck, why not go down with a bang, shall we?
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            GOODBYE CRUEL WORLD

          

        

      

    

    
      I stupidly gawked at the bright flashing lights that announced the winner of the competition.  Everyone around me were cheering and throwing confetti, a few girls throwing bras and panties, one dude even threw a football protection cup, but I was oblivious to it all as my bugged out eyes were glued to the scoreboard.

      I lost….

      I lost?!

      I freaking lost!

      For the first time in my ten years of straight winnings since I ever started this crazy world of gaming, Park Joo-Eun lost!

      “I won!  I won!  I finally beat Joo-Eun!  Woot!”  Yongjoon hooted as he pulled Kayla away from a nearby table, who had been contentedly reading her art books again, and hugged her off her feet.

      “Yongjoon!  Yongjoon!”  They all cheered.

      Max carefully approached me and put an arm around me, a sympathetic look on his face.  “It’s okay, Joo-Eun.  You’ll get him next time.”

      I blinked a couple more times at Yongjoon’s direction, watching the little imp dance with glee as he held the prize of unlimited game play for a week and two tickets to the movies, before I let out a groan and grabbed onto Max for support while Alex ran around collecting the undergarments the girls were throwing.

      That pervert.  I don’t even want to know what he does with those.

      “Make Alex drive him over with his mo-ped.”  I grumbled, letting me bury my face in his hoodie sweater.

      Whenever I’m upset or just plain feeling like a grump, the only thing that can make me feel better are either a new video game or hugs.  Since video games are making me into a crybaby at the moment, I went for the hug instead.

      I usually prefer my grandma’s hugs since she’s so plump and always smelled like crackers and green tea but since she wasn’t here, Max would have to do.

      Max patted my back.  “Aww, Joo-Eun.  It was a close match.  Really.” He tried to comfort me as I hugged him harder, biting my lip so I wouldn‘t start bawling right then and there.  “I thought you were going to win again this time, but I don’t get what happened at the last moment.  You seemed…ummm..distracted?” He carefully mentioned, knowing how sensitive I was at the moment.

      I lifted my head and scrunched my face up at him, now remembering why I had lost.  It wasn’t because I was losing my touch or that Yongjoon was really better than me.

      No sir.  It was all because of Jin!

      Just when I was about to make the last crucial couple steps on the DDR machine, I turned sideways to grin at Joe in triumph only to find Jin in his spot yawning with one hand while pulling up his shirt with the other hand like it was a normal everyday thing to do.

      What the hell?! The sight of him doing that was hot, sure…but what the hell?!

      I gawked at him as he put his shirt back down, winked at me and then disappeared into the crowd, while I didn’t even notice all the boo-s I was getting from that dang mechanical voice off the DDR machine the whole time.

      “I’m going to get him!”  I growled, pulling away and ready to punch someone down under and permanently making some twigs and berries severely extinct.

      Max frantically waved Alex over to help calm me down as he grabbed a hold of me by the band of one of my underwears.

      “Joo-Eun, calm down.  What did he do this time?” He yelled in exasperation over my monkey noises.

      “Joo-Eun….quit…moving…or…risk…a…wedgie…“  Alex grunted at me, grabbing a hold of one of my other underwear too, trying to keep me from coming at Jin, who conveniently appeared among the crowd again.

      “I have to kill him!  He made me lose!”  I shouted, risking the wedgie and going after Jin.

      The loser seemed to expect it because next thing I knew, I was being hoisted onto his shoulder.

      I scrunched my eyes closed and screamed at the top of my lungs while trying to kick and punch him.  “Nooooo!  Somebody kick him in the balls!  Pluck his nose hair!  Head punch him in the ass!  Anything, just don’t let him take me away!”  I screeched, my skirt falling over my head as I was taken away upside down.

      Jin just calmly pushed through the bewildered crowd, keeping a firm grip on my legs to keep me from kneeing him in the face.

      “Joe!  Alex!  Joe!  Max!  Joe! Anyone!  Help!”  I wailed, peeking from beneath my overturned skirt only to find Alex dying of laughter on the floor as usual and Max looking worriedly at me but not moving an inch.  I noticed Micky looking just as worriedly at me and trying to shake Eunhye to let her know I was being dragged away like cavemen times, but she was busy talking to Kayla and only waved him away.

      I couldn’t believe this!  Why the heck aren’t my friends helping me out?!

      I was too shocked to move when I saw Joe put an arm around Max and whisper something into his ear before giving me a wink and a thumbs up.

      Even my precious Joe isn’t going to help me?!

      That’s it, the world really did fart over and die.

      “Hey, are you alright?  The blood didn’t rush to your face and pass out on me, did you?”  Jin worriedly asked as he sat me down beside his car in the parking lot and lowered his head to look into my eyes.

      I just shot him a dirty look while I cried inside about Joe turning his back on me.  He seemed happy for me to go away like that too!

      What the freak?!

      That’s it.  No point in living anymore.

      With a sniffle, I lay in the parking spot beside Jin’s car to wait for someone to run me over.

      Goodbye cruel world and hello grandpa!
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            SCHEMING SIBLING

          

        

      

    

    
      “What are you doing?”  Jin glanced down at me in amusement as I lay my hands over my chest like I’m in a casket already.

      I opened one eye and glared at him.

      “None of your business!”  I snapped, pulling the two underwear off and unclipping one of my bras. “Useless lucky stuff.  It didn’t do squat for the competition.”  I grumbled, setting the dentures down beside the pile of clothing.

      “Come on, Joo-Eun.  Let’s go somewhere.  Get your mind off of everything.”  He offered his hand, looking down at me.

      I turned my head away from him.  “Why the hell would I want to go anywhere with you when you’re the one who made me lose my match?!”  Was my snappy comeback.

      “Oh, come on, Joo-Eun.  It was just a video game contest.”

      My head snapped in his direction.  “Just a video game contest?!  Just a video game contest?!  Oh, hell no!”

      Seeing the wry look on his face, I took out my wallet from a pocket and opened it to the picture of a little seven year old version of me sitting on my grandpa’s lap.  I was grinning widely, with some teeth missing, while I held up a trophy in my arms.  It was so heavy my grandpa had to help hold it up for me when we had our picture taken.

      “See this?  It wasn’t just a video game contest.  It was the first time I could say I was actually good at something.  Eunhye was good at everything, and everyone praised her and loved her so much for it so I grew up believing there wasn’t anything left to be good at.”  I told him, feeling the tears coming on as I got sentimental and junk.

      Dang perpetual PMS.

      With a sniffle, I put the wallet close to my face and lovingly touched the picture.

      “But my grandpa knew better.”  I murmured.  “He always said, ‘Joo-Eun, your sister may be perfect but you’re the only one I know who can out-fart and out-burp me and I think that makes you the better granddaughter.’”

      Jin shot me a strange look and I grinned at him.  “What?  Expecting some super heart breaking parting words from my grandpa?”

      “Well, the moment seemed to be building up to one.“  He wryly replied, an amused smile on his lips.

      I just smiled.  “Fine, how‘s this?  ‘Joo-Eun, your sister may be better prettier and smarter than you, but you’ve got quirks of your own that make you just as perfect to me.’”  I quoted my loveable grandpa with a sigh, putting my wallet back in my pocket.

      “My grandpa was a really fun guy.  He can always make up the greatest stories that you‘d believe it and he would pull the most awesome pranks on everyone.”  I sat up, trying to dust the twigs and leaves off my clothes.

      “I even miss the times he would sit on me and tickle me until I nearly peed myself.  It was his way of discipline instead of hitting me on the butt with his slipper or grounding me.”  I stopped talking, lost in the funky memories with my grandpa.

      I heard Jin sigh a few moments later.  He opened the passenger door and took something out of the glove compartment.

      “I’m sorry.“  He finally said as he knelt down beside me.

      I looked up and gasped, finding the familiar smiling Buddha key chain dangling in front of my face.  I grabbed it out of his hands, looking at him in a mixture of anger and surprise.

      “Why did you lie to me and tell me you lost it?!”  I accused him, busily polishing the dusty key chain with my shirt.

      I can’t believe this dude.

      “That’s something you’ll have to ask your sister.”  He revealed.  “This whole thing was her idea, actually.”

      My eyes grew into teacup sizes as I stared speechlessly at him.

      See!  I told you from the beginning this story is going to be about me, the dork-wad beside me and my sister!

      But Eunhye was never spiteful.  She was pushy and annoying in her supposed ‘big sister’ ways, sure, but to actually scheme against me?!

      “But…wha…oy…bah…”  I incoherently mumbled as Jin helped me stand up and gently ushered me into the car.  As soon as he was in the driver’s seat, I was finally snapped out of it and tried to get out of the car.

      “I’m going to kill her!“  I growled out, shaking the door handle.
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            KARMA IS A BEOTCH

          

        

      

    

    
      “Calm down, Joo-Eun.  It’s not what you think.“ Jin assured me, already driving out of the parking lot.

      “How can I believe you when you’ve been plotting with her all this time?!”  I retorted, rolling down the window instead and considering jumping out.

      The bastard pressed a button on his side and automatically rolled the windows back up.  “Trust me, Joo-Eun, this was for your own good.” He replied.

      “My own good?!  My own good?!”  I incredulously gawked at him.  “How the frick could deliberately losing possibly be for my own good?!”  I  reached over and punched him in the arm only to find my knuckles hurting.

      Stupid sexy muscles of his.

      “Eunhye’s brainwashed you into thinking this, hasn’t she?”  I demanded, rubbing my hand in irritation.

      Then it hit me, and I looked suspiciously at him.  “What’s in it for you?” I asked, finding it strange that someone like him would willingly go along with this.

      “Do you get to date my sister or something?  Are there any guys in the universe not attracted to my sister for once?”  I wondered with a roll of my eyes, watching him grip the steering wheel a little too hard and a small frown on his face.

      “When we get to my place, then I’ll explain everything.”  He answered, calming down.

      When I didn’t say anything, he took his eyes off of the road to glance at me for a moment.  “Is that alright with you?”

      I just gritted my teeth and crossed my arms.  “Like I have a choice.”  I muttered, sitting back in my seat.

      My cell phone rang and recognized the number on the screen.

      “Joo-Eun, can you come over in a few minutes?  Mr. Park surprised me with these theatre tickets for our anniversary and we need you to look after the kids.  I’m sorry it’s so last minute and I understand if you can’t make it.”

      It was my neighbour needing last minute babysitting for Minji and Minwoo.  Mr. Park is such a romantic dude.  He’s always surprising her with junk.  That’s cool and all but that means more babysitting for me.  Dang it.

      “No, it’s alright, Mrs. Park, I’m on my way.”  I told her, inwardly groaning.

      Jin seemed to have overheard and already turned the car around and headed for my house.

      “Babysitting duty, huh?  At least you get a lot of practise for when you have your own kids someday.”  He teased.

      I just snorted and looked out the window.  “Who said I wanted to have kids?”  I muttered.  My mom made me and Eunhye watch the video of our delivery one time and ever since then, I decided I would rather die a long and painfully lonely life than go through all that.

      I shuddered at the images from that video that came popping back up at the moment.

      Jin just chuckled to himself.

      “I’ll phone you later and explain it all to you.”  He assured me.  “Just promise to me you won’t get angry at Eunhye for this.  She really was looking out for you, you know.  Promise me, alright?”

      “Why can’t you tell me while we’re on the way?“  I asked instead, avoiding the question.

      Jin shook his head.  “I’d rather not.  Who knows how angry you’ll get and end up strangling me. Then I won’t be able to concentrate on the road and we’ll drive off a cliff or something.” He dryly answered.

      I didn’t know whether to be angry or amazed that he already knew me that well.  It took a few strangling for Alex to find out not to mess with me.

      “Fine.  Tell me as soon as we reach my house.”  I grudgingly agreed.

      When we finally reached my street, I didn’t bother to get out of the car just yet.  The car ride here didn’t calm me down at all, especially when he put the radio on and tapped the steering wheel with his fingers while humming.

      Too annoyingly cute I tell you.

      Anyways, the dork seemed to have mistaken my laziness to get out for me wanting him to open the door for me and he just smirked and got out of the car.  I opened my own door before he could, and he stopped the door just in time from whacking him down under.

      Curses!  I was so close.

      Before he could even open his mouth and say something, I see Mrs. Park run out of her house while Minji and Minwoo peeked out the window.

      “Eunhye said she couldn’t make it today so you’re going to have the kids and the house to yourself for tonight.  You can survive on your own for a couple hours, right Joo-Eun?” She hurriedly exclaimed, getting into the car with Mr. Park already in the driver’s seat.  I just gawked at her as she backed out of the driveway.  She noticed Jin beside me, and her eyes lit up.

      “Is that your boyfriend?  What a cutie!  You have my permission to let him stay and help babysit with you but no naughty stuff in front of the kids, alright?” She blew a kiss at me.  “Thanks a lot, sweetie!  I really appreciate it!”

      And with that, they were gone like a quick toot in the wind.

      I snapped out of it and just trudged towards the house with a sigh.  When Minji and Minwoo realized it was only me, they started jumping up and down in the open doorway.

      “Yay! Joo-Eun come play with us!  Mommy bought us new markers!“  She exclaimed while Minwoo clutched his teddy, looking at Jin with distrust.

      I glanced behind my shoulder and crooked my finger at Jin.  He pointed at himself, a bewildered look on his face as he found Minji and Minwoo looking suspiciously up at him.

      “You don’t expect me to actually help babysit, do you?  I’m not exactly good with kids.  I’m an only child.” He started to back away, but I quickly grabbed his arm.

      “Oh no you don’t.  You still have yet to explain to me about everything and if that means sticking around for a little longer, then so be it.”

      At the look of mild fear in his eyes to see Minji hold up a makeup case in one hand and a curling iron in the other hand, I instantly felt myself feel better.

      “Think of it as pay back for making me lose my contest.  And I‘ll even consider not killing my sister too much for striking that deal with you.“  I pointedly told him with a mischievous grin.

      Who knew such a cool and hot guy like Jin was afraid of kids?

      I evilly cackled inside, hoping Mrs. Park hadn’t succeeded in potty training them yet as I dragged Jin inside the house.
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            NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH

          

        

      

    

    
      A couple hours later, I was eating my words.  I stood in the doorway of Minji and Minwoo’s room, indignantly crossing my arms while Jin carefully tucked the two kids in bed.

      “Promise you’ll come back and play with us, oppa?”  Minji cheerily asked him, hugging her cookie monster doll and smiling brightly up at him.

      Jin returned her smile.  “Sure.  Anything for you.”

      Minwoo looked adoringly up at Jin.  “Goodnight, hyung.”

      Jin reached down and lightly gave him a high five on his little hand.  “Goodnight little man.”

      “I’m not exactly good with kids.”  I mimicked his words earlier, leaving the room and heading towards the bathroom.  “Freaking liar.”  I grumbled, washing my face from the drawings Minji and Minwoo managed to put on me yet again.

      “Those traitors of a rugrats.  Can‘t believe they would trust him just like that.”

      Minwoo didn’t really hang out with any boys his age around the neighbourhood because they were all too scared of the little devil that was his sister so naturally he learned to just ignore any males around and only trust his dad and mine.

      Minji, on the other hand, was curious of Jin and she had asked him point-blank if he had a girlfriend.  She was at that tender age when subtlety, ahem, was missing in action and she would just say whatever is in that evil little mind of hers.

      Now that I think about it, she’s exactly like me when I was that age.  Whoa, freaky.

      Anyways, Jin had put his arm around me and nodded in my direction in response to Minji’s question with that impish smile on his face.  Minji’s wide brown eyes widened even more, and she looked at me in new respect, much to my annoyance, while I elbowed Jin away.

      Jin had braided Minji’s hair, fixed the button nose on Minwoo’s teddy bear for him and even played teacup party with them not twice but thrice!

      Argh, no wonder he won those two over so easily.  He could do everything I could never do for them.  Boo-urns.

      I’m only good at making knots in people’s hair, which I do at times during class when I’m bored and Alex’s poofy hair is right in front of me muahaha, the best I can do with repairing teddy bears is paying someone to fix it for me or secretly replacing the damaged item and teacup parties weird me out.  Those dolls just all dressed up and sitting right beside you at that teeny plastic table, just smiling up at you, waiting for their dang cup of tea.

      Sends shivers down the spine, I tell you.

      I stepped out of the bathroom and made my way back to the kitchen, hearing my stomach grumble.

      “You must have it easy taking care of those two all the time.“  He mused, walking into the kitchen and heading to the fridge while I ignored him and sat on one of the chairs and ate Minwoo‘s leftover peanut butter and jelly sandwich.

      He sat down on the chair opposite from me and looked curiously at my not so happy expression on my face.

      “What’s wrong?” he asked, taking a drink of juice.

      I pushed the sandwich away from me, losing my appetite. “Nothing, Mr. Super Daycare Dork.”  I retorted.

      Jin just chuckled.  “You know, those kids love you way more.”  He assured me, reaching over and touching a part of my cheek.  “Those drawings prove it. It’s their declaration of love.”  He joked.

      I angrily rubbed the drawing I must have missed off my cheek and looked at him in annoyance.  “Now that those two are in bed, tell me everything.“

      Whoa, that line sounds too much like ‘old married couple’ lingo.  Too scary.

      “Spill it, home dog.”  I hastily added instead.  That’s right.  I’m still young and hip.  I’m not like my own parents who don’t know how to turn on a computer or lose touch with the current slang of the teenage creatures of today.

      Jin just looked at the half eaten sandwich, as if he was questioning whether the food was expired or I’m always this weird before he shrugged it off.

      “So where do you want me to start?”  He asked me, sitting comfortably in his chair..

      “Oh, I don’t know, maybe from the beginning maybe?”  I sarcastically threw at him.  Okay, so I was getting a tad bit too snippy at the dude, but I was a little tired from the day’s events and not to mention, I was still savagely peeved at losing the video game match.

      Jin seemed to notice this and immediately took on a serious face.  “Well, there isn’t really much to it.  Eunhye asked me for my help to have you take a break from video games long enough to make you over.  I guess that’s why she wanted me to get you to lose that contest.” He explained with a casual shrug of his shoulders, much to my amazement.

      I can’t believe my sister would go through all that trouble just to make me over!  Do I really look that oogly to her?  Or is the woman bored and needed something to do?!

      Yeesh!  What an anti-climax, I say.

      If my life were one of those cliché stories, it would have been something dramatic and incredibly corny like my sister wanted to get back at me for somehow envying my seemingly carefree life as opposed to her high maintenance, always-look-your-best, role model kind of life.   If this were cliché, she would have broken down from the pressures of being painfully perfect and psychotically wants to sabotage my own life to make herself feel better.

      More interesting, yesiree, but unfortunately not going to happen.  Keeping it real, people.
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            I DON’T DO CUTE

          

        

      

    

    
      “So anyways, I agreed as long as she helped me out on something too.  End of story.”  Jin finished, taking another sip of his drink.

      I looked strangely at him.  “What do you mean help you out?” I slowly asked.

      A slight frown appeared on his face in response.  “Nothing much really.  Now that I think about it, I ended up with the crappier end of the deal.”  He wryly said, the rat trying to weasel out of answering me directly.  “I have to deal with your temper, your quirky crazy ways and even doing your babysitting job for you.  Yup, definitely the crappier end of the deal.”

      I shot him a look.  “You didn‘t answer my question.  What‘s in it for you?”

      “And that explains why it looks like I‘m stalking you ever since we met.”  He said, ignoring what I just said.  “To be honest, I don’t usually hang out with girls like you.” He sheepishly admitted.

      I suddenly started to feel a twitching underneath my eye as I glared him.  He didn’t have to shove it up my ass that I’m not fit to be around the likes of him.

      “But I’m glad I met you.” He hastily added, seeing my murderous glare.

      Argh.  Smooth.  Too smooth.

      I grudgingly gave up on the fact that he wasn’t going to give me a straight answer any time soon and changed the subject.  “So, was everything a set up since the first day we met?“  I asked him, annoyed but wanting to hear what my sister had in store for me.

      Jin reluctantly nodded, an apologetic look on his face.  “She told me that you hung out at the arcade a lot and so I was heading over there that day to meet you.  I was supposed to transfer schools at the time, and she thought it’d be a good idea to transfer to your school so I would have a better chance of bumping into you.“

      My eyes narrowed even more, making my already pretty tiny eyes microscopic in size.  “And was all that stupid flirting of yours also included in the deal?“  I ground out.

      He shook his head, an amused smile on his face.  “Nah, that’s because I like you.“ He smoothly replied despite my series of snorting.  “Plus, I think you’re really cute, especially when you’re all riled up.“  He added, reaching over and ruffling my hair.

      There he goes with that ‘cute’ word and messing up my already tangled hair like I’m some puppy again.

      I just shot him a withering glare and hit him over the head with a rolled up newspaper.  “I don’t do ‘cute’, you hoe bag.“
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      I lay on my stomach, glumly leafing through my video game magazine while Max lay on the floor looking through his own car magazines and Alex was rifling through my dresser.  It was already the next day and I managed to avoid Jin and Yongjoon the whole time I was at school.

      Unfortunately, it is currently 5:30pm and there is a stupid dance at the school gym in about an hour or so.

      I didn’t want to go, knowing Yongjoon would be there shoving his ‘I beat your ass in the game match and shall therefore beat you always until the end of time’ grin at me all night and Jin would be there with his crazy millions of girls and questionable dudes flocking around him.

      Those are two scenes I would rather avoid, thank you very much.

      Too bad Alex wants us all to go since he never turns down a chance to harass girls.

      My bad.  I mean he never turns down a chance to flirt with them.

      Same thing if you ask me.  It’s unexpected and unwanted most of the time and it’s just plain annoying to have practised lines thrown at you and be expected to fall for such stupidity in my opinion.

      Anyways, that lazy bum figures that the girls have less of a chance to run away from him when it’s a pretty enclosed area.

      Max doesn’t mind going, since he likes to attack that snack table, but I definitely will fight to my very last breath and shall go kicking and screaming!

      “Don’t you have anything sexy?”  Alex exclaimed in exasperation, shuddering as he threw a granny underwear over his shoulder and continued rifling through my junk.

      “Hell no.  Go without me already.”  I retorted in annoyance, turning on my back and playing my game boy.

      “You’re coming, Joo-Eun.  You promised you would take a picture for me when I finally catch that lucky girl.”  The dork replied, moving on to my closet with a lacy hot pink underwear peeking out of pocket of his jeans.

      That better be from his own twisted collection because I definitely don’t own junk like that.

      “Hey Max, could you go ask Eunhye for a hairbrush?”  Alex asked over his shoulder, sticking his head into the pile of clothing at the bottom of my closet.

      “I can’t believe this woman doesn’t even own a brush.”  His muffled voice could be heard as he dug into the clothing for something clean.

      Eunhye caught Alex rifling through her stuff one too many times and trying on her bras and various personal garments on that big bleach blond noggin of his that she officially banned him.

      Serves the pervert right.

      I tried banning him from mine too but there’s a nice, sturdy tree near my window and the monkey’s good at climbing.

      Max distractedly nodded a good five minutes later, taking his magazine with him as he stood up from the floor.  He bumped into my dresser, my study table and the lining of the doorway before he finally made it out of my room.

      I rolled my eyes and slid off my bed.  “I’m going to get something to eat.”  I announce.  “Don’t mess up my room any more than it already is.”

      Alex just waved me away, trying to untangle some panty hose from his neck, his pale face turning a funky mix of red and purple as he nearly choked himself in the process.

      I just waved a hand over my shoulder.

      May the odds be in your favor!
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      I was about to walk down the stairs when I looked around me.

      Muahahha, empty hallway.  You know what that means right?  Stair sliding!  Sweet!

      Satisfied that I was the only one around, I slung one leg over the banister and slid down the stairs.  “Yeeha-frick!”  My whoops of joy quickly turned into curses as I saw my mom’s new table and flower vase waiting at the bottom of the stairs for me.

      In a desperate move, I attempted to get off the banisters.

      “Ahhh!”  I screamed, landing over the banisters instead of on the stairs like I had planned in my head.

      I groaned as I felt my back, cursing my crappy reflexes.  Sure, I can hit the steps within half a second for DDR but to simply lift my stupid legs over the banister to keep from a head on collision with some expensive china is freaking impossible!

      I groaned even more, squirming in pain as I lay on the floor.  Then I heard some thumping and my grandma looked down at me with a grin.

      “That’s how I broke this one.”  She offhandedly pointed to her right hip with her cane.

      I groaned again.  “Since when did mom put that piece of junk over there?”  I complained, rubbing my back.

      “Your mother caught me trying to slide down the stairs like that the other day, so she put the table there.  I meant to warn you about it, but I was out with the girlfriends.  Sorry kiddo.”

      I sat up and pouted at her, still rubbing my back.  “She’s such a killjoy.”  I muttered.

      My grandma just chuckled.  “It‘s not too much of a loss.  There’s always vacuum riding and good china plates juggling for us to occupy ourselves with.“  She said with a wink.

      “Oh hey, that reminds me.  If you look in the bottom drawer in your desk, you should find that new system you wanted in there.”

      I shot straight up onto my feet and instantly hugged her.  “IloveyouIloveyouIloveyou!”  I squealed all my words of joy in a jumble, adding in some smooches on her minimally wrinkled face.

      I mentioned my grandpa is most likely the coolest dude ever to grace this planet right?  Well, my grandma is like a chick version of him!  Ahem, I mean she’s just as awesome!  She always helped me and my grandpa escape the house for a video game contest when my mom wanted to drag me to the spa, bath houses and whatnot with my sister.

      My grandma was never really interested in video games like my grandpa and I were, but she totally supported me in whatever I did.

      When my grandpa passed away, my parents knew how close we were, so they grudgingly let me be with my video game craze.

      And of course, my grandma is my sugar momma for new video games and video game systems muahaha!

      My grandma shooed me away, an amused smile on her face.  “I hope that’s enough to put you back in your happy spirits about that match last night.  I bumped into Joe and Mi-Hyun at the bar last night and they told me all about it.  Have fun at the dance, alright Joo-Eun?”

      I was already hopping back up the steps, eager to try out the new game system when I came to an abrupt stop at the last part.

      “I’m not going to the dance, grandma.” I slowly said, walking back down the stairs.  Especially now that I had a new game system to occupy myself with, no way was I going to the dance.

      At the slight lift of her perfectly shaped eyebrows, I grinned sheepishly back at her.

      “And why not?  There’s a hottie waiting for you out on the front steps.”  She replied, her eyes twinkling.  “I’d stan him.”  She added.

      Say what now?!
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            HORMONAL GLEE

          

        

      

    

    
      One thing you should know about my grandmother, is that unlike parents of this day and age my grandma actually likes to keep up with teenage lingo and knows every slang there is to date.

      Heck, even she knows more slang than Alex and I put together!

      I looked strangely at her.  She thinks dorky Max and big butted Alex are ‘a pair of good looking bizzatches’ according to her words so I have this tendency to doubt her words whenever she compliments any guy.

      At the look on my face, she pointed towards the front door.  “No really, dear.  Max may have the loveable dark brown eyes and to die for smile and Alex has that bouncy round bootie of his but this one’s a definite keeper.  He looks like a tall glass of sexy.”  She insisted, fanning herself from the memory of the supposed hottie waiting outside.

      I was instantly glad I didn’t have a chance to eat anything as I tried not to gag about my grandma hitting on my own guy friends.

      “Um, gran, slowly freaking out over here.”  I slowly said, still feeling nauseated.

      My grandma snapped out of it and reached forward to pinch my cheek.  “You’re so much like your grandfather.  You were both never big on talking about sexual natures and the like.”  She fondly said, putting some loose hair behind my ear for me and patting me on the shoulder.

      My face probably looked green by then as I digest her even more embarrassing words with horror.  “Oooookay, ummm…yeah…I’ll go talk to that..ummm…sexy guy on the front porch while you go make sure Alex didn’t choke himself stupid on the pantyhose in my room.”  I vaguely replied, already heading towards the front door to get away from further horribly embarrassing conversation with my grandma.

      “Sure thing, sweetie.  Catch you later.”  She called over her shoulder, already trying to sling a leg over the banister.  She not only likes to slide down the stairs like me, she stubbornly tries to climb it too.  She insists it’s more fun to climb banisters and flash the world while she’s at it than take the dang stairs.

      Aish, crazy household.  I swear, the only one who’s sane around here is yours truly.

      I reached the front door and opened it, expecting it to be one of the neighbours returning something of Eunhye’s, since she and Micky have a tendency to chuck stuff at each other when they fight.

      Whenever those two fight, there would be a big scene out on the front yard for the whole neighbourhood to see.  Eunhye would throw her anything from teddy bears, to pillows and even balled up pairs of clean socks out her second story bedroom window.

      Even when she’s pissed off at the guy, she’ll subconsciously throw light stuff so she wouldn’t hurt him.

      Such is the love she bears for the man of her life.

      Sickening really.

      Pffft, but yes, my sister is too nice.  If I were her, I would throw heavier stuff like monkey wrenches, crowbars, those ugly lawn gnomes, un-flushed toilet bowls, you get the picture.

      Now don’t think me a heartless wench.

      I have plenty of pity to go around for the stupider, more idiotic opposite gender but you’d think if the guy got hurt at least once, he’d learn never to piss the girl off ever again.

      Am I right or am I right?

      Couples these days are too easy on each other.  Makes me want to shake my head in shame and embarrassment.

      Micky, on the other hand, doesn’t want to hurt her either but like I said, the dude’s a little dumb in the head when it comes to Eunhye.

      He would throw whatever he had on him, ranging from his shoes, socks, baseball caps, and t-shirts.  The throwing would eventually stop when Mr. Wooden block for Brain would attempt to unzip his pants to throw at her, having nothing else left to throw.

      Eunhye would quickly realize he was going to make the entertainment for the whole neighbourhood quickly go from pg-13 to rated triple ‘X’ and she would run out of the house and stop him with a simple smooch on the lips.

      Sucker.  The big doofus would run out of steam just from one simple kiss and they would quickly apologize and go mushy on each other for the rest of the week and then some.

      It’s sickening really.  How can a kiss be that influential?!

      But then again, I’ve never really kissed a guy, unless you count that one time I had to kiss Alex on the lips for a dare, and it was more disgusting than a fun pastime really.  You should have seen Alex and I spit repeatedly at each other in horror and disgust, wiping our mouths like crazy.

      That night I must have brushed my teeth about sixty-nine times.

      Bah, so I’m a kid at heart.  Can’t stand anything too ‘grownup’ of a concept.  Well, what do you expect from someone who’s life revolves around video games?

      Anyways, I was just thinking how stupid kisses are and how useless they are except to stimulate already overworked hormones when I finally glanced at the person sitting on the front steps and felt that right eye start to twitch again.

      “You.”  I ground out, warily eyeing Jin.

      He was wearing a fitted black shirt, nicely outlining that broad chest and six pack of his and faded blue jeans, very sexily ripped up at just the right spots.  His hair was its usual long, wavy hotness while he smelled kind of like a mix of manliness, spice and something else that was just him.

      Good Lord!  For once I agree with my own grandmother!  This dude was definitely worth going hormonal over.
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            CINDERELLA GETS A BALL

          

        

      

    

    
      I fought the urge to fan myself as my own grandma had done just moments ago while he stood up and casually leaned against the doorway, his hands tucked in his pockets.

      “Hey.”  He murmured, leaning closer and glancing down at me with a slow smile.

      I could smell that scent that I can only call Wonderful-licious Jin B.O. and happily sighed.

      Frick, how is it that you want to happily sniff the guy 24/7 and feel like beating him up into a messy pulp at the same time?!

      I didn’t so much as blink as I glared back at him.  “What do you want?”

      Jin shrugged, peeking over my head to look inside the house.  “Just wondering if you’re ready to go.”

      “Nope.” And with that, I slammed the door in his face.

      Muahaha it felt so good to finally do something evil against that jerk for all the things he’s done to me.

      Too bad I was too busy cackling to myself to remember to lock the door.

      “Then I’ll wait for you.”  Jin offhandedly replied, completely ignoring the fact that I just shut the door in his too good looking mug.  I grit my teeth as he closed the front door and made his way into the living room.

      I pushed up my sleeves and marched right up to him.  “How dare you set foot in my humble abode!  I never invited you nor do I ever plan to so you can get you and your tight and sexy butt out of here!”  I struggled in between gasps as I tried to shove him out of the couch.

      Jin just grabbed a hold of one of my arms and plopped down onto the couch beside him.  I yelped as he kept a firm hold around my shoulders and gently bumped his forehead against mine.

      “Get off of me pervert or else face instant ball crippling!”  I grit out while the douchebag dares to continue smiling that hot smile at me the whole time.

      Jin finally gave me some personal space and removed his forehead from mine.  “Joo-Eun, remember our promise?”  He reminded me, tapping the tip of my nose.

      I stopped trying to bite his arm off and avoided his eyes.  “What?  I didn’t promise anything.”  I quickly answered, my hands fidgeting together while I tried my best to look innocent.

      Jin chuckled and lightly flicked my forehead, much to my irritation.  “Do you want me to go get Minji and Minwoo to remind you?” He had the balls to ask.

      “I saw them getting ready to head out for a night at the kiddie theatres, but I’m sure they’ll make time for their favorite babysitter.”

      A flashback suddenly went shooting through my sluggish brain.

      “Joo-Eun!  Minwoo farted!”

      “No I didn’t!  The bed‘s squeaky!”

      “Yes you did!  You even peed on cookie monster!  I’m telling daddy!”

      “No I didn’t!  You did that!  My teddy’s peed on too!  I’m telling mommy!”

      “Momma’s boy!”

      “Daddy’s girl!”

      “Nah uh!”

      “Uh huh!”

      “Nah uh!”

      “Uh huh!”

      “Nah uh!”

      “Uh huh!”

      “Quit it!”

      “No you quit it!”

      “Joo-Eun!”  Both little buggers screamed at the top of their tiny lungs for me.

      I groaned and looked over at Jin, who had been relaxing on the couch while I was playing Minwoo’s video game.

      After I had hit him a good couple times with that rolled up newspaper, I had ignored him the rest of the night and just played video games.  For some deranged reason, Jin stayed with me, claiming that he wanted to help make sure the kids are properly watched and just lay there on that couch, just creepily watching me.  I didn’t mind after a while since I got into my game but then too bad Minji and Minwoo had to ruin the peace and quiet.

      “You go.  I‘m in the middle of my game.”  I order him, pointing towards the paused game of Super Mario Brothers.

      Minwoo’s dad is a sucker for the old school games so all he ever gets his soon is this vintage Nintendo system and game consoles for it.

      Aish.  Oh well.  A video game’s a video game.

      “Only if you go to the dance with me.”  He said out of nowhere, leaning over the couch to look at me.

      What the?  Another one of Eunhye’s diabolical plans to make me over?  Grrr, not falling for that one this time.

      I made a face.  “No way.  I’m still overly peeved at you, you know.”  I retorted.  “Plus, they like you more, so you go.”

      Jin just held up his hands, grinning at me.  “Hey, I don’t mind helping you do your job.  Just say you’ll go to the dance with me.” The stubborn mule kept insisting.

      I looked from the hallway, hearing the shrieks of the little devils grow louder.

      “Joo-Eun!  Joo-Eun!  Joo-Eun!”  They kept chanting while I heard them struggle with each other.

      “Fine!  Just calm the boogers down first!”  I yelled, reaching under the couch and plugged some earmuffs over my head before continuing my game.

      I blinked, my brain finishing up the flashback.

      Well, what do you know, so I really did agree.

      Dang it!
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            TROUBLE IN PARADISE

          

        

      

    

    
      Jin knowingly grinned at me as I stared back at him.

      “That wasn’t fair!  You were-you were freaking practically blackmailing me!”  I sputtered out, jumping from the couch.  “Plus, you have tons of girls waiting to jump you at that dance so go with one of them already!”

      Jin took one look at me before picking up a photo frame from the table beside him.  “Good idea, Joo-Eun.  Let’s skip the dance and I’ll take us somewhere more fun tonight.”

      Before I could even protest, he suddenly chuckled.  “You must have been quite the handful of energy, huh?“ He asked, clearly amused by the photo in his hand.

      I cringed, realizing that the frame he picked up was an especially embarrassing baby picture of me.  I only had a diaper on, and it was barely plastered onto my bottom while I ran squealing away from my mom in the garden with fistfuls of dirt in my grubby little hands.

      Oy, I hate it when my parents display things like that in the living room.  Mental note to burn that picture and other horribly embarrassing pictures in my album.

      Being severely embarrassed at the moment, I had no retorting words to throw back at him.  Instead, I grabbed the frame from his hand, pulled a photo album of Eunhye’s baby pictures from underneath the coffee table and threw it into his lap and stabbed him in the chest with my index finger.

      “Stay.  Touch nothing.  I‘ll be back.“  I barked before leaving the living room and trudged back up the stairs, muttering to myself.

      “Stupid Jin.  Thinks he can just order me around.  I’ll wear something so horribly blinding and bright and swim in tons of dad’s expired perfume that he’ll regret harassing me and will leave me alone for good.  Humph.”

      No one can ever stand my weirdness for long, unless you’re too dorky sweet like Max or too many loose bricks in the head like Alex.  I was counting on the fact that Jin was too sane of a guy to stand being in my kooky presence for too long.

      Then it occurred to me.  If he really is starting to get used to me and even worse, actually like my quirky ways, then I’m screwed and will be stuck with him for a while.

      Argh, don’t want to think about that possibility.

      Halfway through the hallway, I hear shouting on the other side of my sister’s room and rolled my eyes.

      The match made in heaven was going down the crapper yet again.

      I put my ear on the door, eager to listen.

      “I can’t believe you, Micky!  How could you do that?!”

      “Come on, Eunhye!  I already told you what happened!  It was nothing!”

      “Nothing?!  Nothing?!  Hugging that girl isn’t nothing!”

      I listened on the other side of the door, smirking to myself.  Those two are such drama queens.  I looked at my watch, wondering how long it would take them to kiss and make up this time.

      “She was all by herself and crying about her boyfriend breaking up with her!  I couldn’t very well ignore her!”

      “So, you decided to comfort her by hugging her AND giving her your number?!”

      “The girl seemed suicidal!  I don’t want her death to be on my conscience!  So yes, I gave her my number in hopes that she‘ll use it and call me so I can stop her from doing any harm to herself!  Is it that horrible to you?”

      “You could have given her my dad’s number!  He’s a psychiatrist!  Or even a teen help hotline!”

      “Oh jeez, Eunhye, let’s not get into this.”

      “Yes, we need to get into this.  It’s been happening for a very long time now.  You always do this, befriending every girl who you think needs a shoulder to cry on.“

      “That’s not true!“

      “Oh yeah?  Then what about just last week when that girl on the street was pouting about her lost puppy and you hugged her and even went out several nights just to help find that puppy.“

      “What’s wrong with that?“

      “I know her!  She doesn’t even own a puppy!”

      “How would you know?  She showed me a picture of her and her puppy just a few days ago!”

      “Oh my God, Micky!  It never occurs to you that they‘re trying to manipulate and take advantage of you.  You never consider anything but exercising your charms at all!”

      “Frick, Eunhye!  I can’t stand your jealousy anymore!”

      “I can’t stand you and your flirting around anymore!”

      My eyes widened in surprise.  Uh oh.  This doesn’t sound too good.  The two always argue as much as they snuggle and junk but this time, it sounded different.

      “Ever since we met even, you were always on my case about any girl I even so much as sneezed towards!”

      “That’s because I know you, Park Chanwoo!”

      Ouch, the full name thing.  This is really starting to be serious stuff.

      “The only time you ever sneeze towards anyone is when it’s a girl you‘re interested in and want to get her attention!  Your mother taught you better to cover your mouth!”

      “Well maybe you don’t know me as well as you would like to think so!”

      I bit my knuckles, wondering if I should butt in and help the lovebirds out.
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      Then I remembered the deal my sister made with Jin and took my hand away from the doorknob.

      But then I felt guilty for being so immature about this.  What Eunhye did to me was petty compared to the serious stuff in there.

      But then the evil side of me tried to convince me that if a couple fought more than they actually spent time together happy, what was the point of trying to patch it up?

      I stood there, unsure what to do.

      Then I heard my sis gasp.

      “Well, what I do know about you brings nothing but headaches!”  She sputtered out.

      “Oh yeah?”

      “Yeah!”

      “Fine, then let me save you from getting another headache!  It‘s over for real this time!”

      “Fine!”

      Before I knew it, Micky opened the door with the most furious expression I’ve ever seen on him.  He’s usually a mellow kind of guy but as usual, with Eunhye, he just gets riled up like crazy.  I used to think it was amusing the way his emotions would go up and down like a yo-yo but now I was having that anxious feeling in my stomach.

      Those two aren’t going to be patching up anytime soon….maybe ever.

      I nearly stumbled into the room, so close that I was eavesdropping, but Micky steadied me by the elbow.  I opened my mouth to thank him, but he only kept his hold on me.

      “Fine!”  He yelled over my shoulder, nearly splitting my eardrums.

      I looked over at Eunhye still in her room and found her picking up a lamp.

      Whoa!  This is serious!  That wasn’t just any ball of socks, pillows or teddy bears!  That was a genuine, meant to physically make the dude dumber than he already was, throwing object!

      “Fine!”  She screeched.

      Micky slammed the door shut and I heard the lamp shatter on the other side.  I jumped, startled at all of the loud noises like some unsuspecting rabbit.

      “I’ll show her.”  Micky muttered, dragging me along with him.

      “Ummm, Micky….would you mind letting go?  I‘m starting not to feel anything in my arm.“  I tried to pry myself out of his hold, but he only gripped harder.

      “I’ll show her.”  Micky repeated, the stubborn look still on his face.  “We’ll have fun at that dance, Joo-Eun.  Just you wait.”

      I slightly grimaced.  What was I supposed to say?  Sure, Micky’s a pretty hot catch to bring to a dance but he shall forever remain my sister’s boy toy, no matter how much they argue like this.

      “Um, yay?”  I managed instead.  I looked down at my white tank top that I always wore underneath my uniform blouse but was too lazy to change out of and a pair of blue jeans.

      Guess this will have to do.

      Dang, now I have to go, if only to keep Micky from doing something that’ll make the couple argue even more, which would otherwise make not only my life but everyone else‘s savagely miserable.

      I passed by my room and saw Alex happily bouncing on my bed with that same hot pink underwear currently attached snugly to his head while my grandma was busy trying to pry the magazine out of Max’s hands long enough to distract him while she combs his hair.

      The boy has a full head of hair, but he does not especially enjoy having it combed.  Dork.  He complains day in and day out about his thick poofy hair and how he can sleep on it and never need a pillow and yet doesn’t even let Eunhye straighten it or anything.

      No comment on the little weirdo with the underpants on his head.

      I at least managed a small whoop of glee as Micky’s hold on me help balance my sliding down the banisters.

      “You rock!“  I happily exclaimed, as he swung me over and caught me at the end just in time before I bashed my butt through the china table.  Micky only nodded in reply, all the while still muttering about ‘Eunhye this‘ and ‘Eunhye that‘.

      When I passed by the living room, I waved at Jin who was looking through my photo album, a very amused look on his face and just chuckling quietly to himself.

      Hey!  I gave him Eunhye’s cute little baby pictures to look at, not mine! Argh, the butt wipe!

      “Sorry dude, maybe next time.  Micky’s making me go with him!”  I hollered, glad that in all of this craziness, at least I didn‘t have to keep my promise with that blackmailer Jin, take pictures of Alex stalking the girls or stuffing myself stupid with Max.

      I managed to see Jin stand up from the couch, a look of bewilderment on that handsome face of his before Micky dragged me out the door.
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      I sat on the back steps to the gymnasium door exit, trying to hide my seventeenth yawn as Micky paced back and forth a few meters away from me.

      I could hear the music on the other side of the door but as soon as we arrived at the dance, I only had a chance to stuff in a couple muffins in my mouth and twitch a little, bobbing my head to the music, before Micky pulled me out to the back to get all of his frustrations off his chest.

      “I can’t believe she would jump to conclusions like that!  Does she really not trust me?”  He demanded for the millionth time, not really directing the question towards me but mostly for him to let off some steam.

      I just nodded my head, encouraging him to keep up his venting.  I looked at my watch which read nine thirty already.  I was hoping he’d get pooped out soon so he could drive me home and I could test out that new video game system.

      By the looks of his quickening pace over the severely trampled grass, I wouldn’t be able to go home for a very long time.  If ever.

      I inwardly sighed.  Oh well.  I have to be here for the poor guy.  He’s been a pretty good friend to me.  Besides the jokes at my expense and nasty make out scenes with my sis in front of my face, he usually was willing to play video games with me when Max and Alex aren’t around.

      Micky ran a hand through his hair in frustration.  “Eunhye is way too jealous.  She should just learn to back off and let me breathe sometimes.”

      I vaguely nodded again, taking off a sneaker to get rid of the pebble inside.  I took it away from me, nearly gagging from the odour.

      Mental note to clean feet as Max always suggests I do.

      “Does she always have to be this way?  When is she going to learn that I love her and only her?”

      This time, I nearly gagged from the mushiness and not my foot odour as I placed my sneaker back onto my foot.  I hopped off the steps and carefully approached him.

      “Well, if you look at it her way, she really did have a right to feel threatened.”  I pointed out, watching him mutter to himself, his back towards me.  “After all, that’s the whole reason you have two cell phones.  One’s for your friends and whatnot and the other is specially reserved for Eunhye.”

      Yes, the boy actually had two cell phones.

      He always has a ton of people harassing him on his cell to the point that he couldn’t even have a nice quiet time with my sis without being interrupted.  So, the one smart idea he actually came up with was to buy another cell only for Eunhye and close friends and family who need to get a hold of him while he would leave the other on vibrate and let the answering machine and text message box fill up like crazy.

      Micky turned around and looked at me in frustration.  “But that’s just it.  I left my other cell at home and could never remember the number anyways.  People just automatically knew how to get a hold of me.”

      I reached up and sympathetically patted him on his shoulder.  “Such is the blessing and burden of being popular.”  I honestly tried.

      He looked at me, weighing my words before shaking his head from the thought and continuing his grass trampling.

      “Maybe it really is a sign I shouldn’t be with her.”  He muttered.  “I can’t picture being with someone forever who doesn’t trust in me anyways.”

      “No, no.  Don’t think that way.  Of course, you two are meant to be with each other.”  I quickly assured him, starting to feel the same panic from earlier that this was going horribly wrong.  “That gypsy lady even said so.”  I desperately tried to convince him.  Sure, that gypsy was just the lunch lady dressed up for one of our school festivals but what the heck, close enough.

      I felt my heart plop into my stomach when Micky sadly shook his head.  “It’s not that easy this time, Joo-Eun.”

      I made a face at him.  “And why not?  It was always easy making up with her all those other times.  What makes this time different?”  I demanded, my hands on my hips.

      Micky turned away.  “That’s just it.  It was always too easy to make up.  This time, both of us aren’t going to back down.  We both know that if we give in this time like the rest, it’s always going to be the same.  That‘s just not good enough anymore.  We both don’t have a choice but to move on.”

      I couldn’t believe this.  For once, his words that I usually laughed off or rolled my eyes at were striking me deep.  I started to sniffle, like the crybaby that I am.

      He finally turned to me, his eyes watery but he tried to smile reassuringly at me anyways.  “It’s alright, Joo-Eun.  Don’t you worry about Eunhye.  She’s strong.  As for me,” He paused,  “I’ll live.”  He murmured, biting his bottom lip but continuing to smile reassuringly at me.

      “After all, nobody dies from a broken heart, right?”  He lightly joked, trying to get me to snort, laugh, roll my eyes, anything but make me bawl.

      I sniffled even more, feeling the tears come up.  How can he try to comfort me at a time like this when it should have been the other way around?  With a cry, I reached forward and hugged him.

      “You stupid, stupid man.”  I sobbed, clutching tightly to him.  “Just forgive and forget already.  Sometimes it really is that easy.”  I insisted, still crying my eyes out, boogers horribly flying everywhere.
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      Micky rubbed my back.  “There, there Joo-Eun.  I’m sorry I put my burdens on you.”

      I pulled back and punched him the shoulder, even though he was being a complete sweetie and pulled out a hankie from his pocket to wipe my face.

      “I can’t believe it’s over.  You two are perfect for each other, damn it.  You two are the ideal couple, from which everyone else looks up to and desperately hope to happen to them.  If perfect people like you and my sister can’t keep a good relationship, then what hope is left for the rest of us painfully single people?“  I glumly said, looking down at the pavement and trying to control my tears.

      “I can’t believe it’s over.“  I repeated, feeling so helpless that I couldn‘t do a thing to stop this from happening.  “You and she are even bigger idiots than I thought.”  I concluded, my bottom lip trembling from wanting to cry again.  Never in my life did I think that I would ever cry over a breakup, let alone theirs.

      Micky remained quiet, both of us knowing that there wasn‘t really anything left to say.  There was only leftover sadness and frustration to get over and that would take a long time, if ever it would go away even.

      “Can I at least have one last hug?”  He softly asked, opening his arms toward me.

      Ouch, a stabbing feeling just went through the old ticker.

      I sniffed and looked down at his open palms, knowing it should have been my sister doing all of this.  I wondered if Eunhye was crying as bad as I was at this moment.  Knowing her, she’s most likely obsessively cleaning the house and barking at whoever’s unfortunate enough to be within her radar.  That’s how she usually copes with anything that upsets or plainly pisses her off.

      With a defeated sigh, I walked into his arms which immediately closed around me.

      I felt his steady heartbeat, wondering what Park Chanwoo would be up to now that he’s no longer with my sister.  I’ve always seen him with Eunhye for so long that I couldn’t picture any other way around it.

      We both took in a deep breath and let out a sigh at the same time.  I looked up to find Micky softly chuckling.  He lightly nudged my chin with his fingers.

      “We’re still friends, right?”  He asked.

      I searched his dark eyes, wondering how the heck it had come to all this drama and cliché-ness.  I nodded my head and managed a small smile for him anyways.

      “Hell yeah.”  I simply replied.

      He smiled warmly and hugged me one more time before letting go.  “Do you still want to stay at the dance for a while?  Or do you want me to take you home?”

      I looked towards the dance floor, suddenly missing my kooky best friends and had the weirdest urge to check up on Jin to see if he had come after all.

      “Can we stay for a little bit?”  I figured I might as well stuff in some more muffins since he had pulled me out of the gym before I could eat enough of the free food.

      Micky nodded.  “Okay.”

      “This is supposed to be a comedy story, damn it. High school drama and typical teen angst was freaking not included in the contract.“  I muttered, watching him heavily sigh like it was the freaking end of the world or something.

      “What was that?“

      I looked up and quickly grinned at Micky.  “Nothing!”  I exclaimed, waving my hands in front of me.

      He looked suspiciously at me, but he didn’t have time to bug me about it when we took one step inside the gym and gawked at the scene before us.

      One word:  rowdy.

      Girls were everywhere, half of them were crying for some reason my tiny brain couldn’t possibly understand and the other half were being chased by none other than Alex.  Max was fighting over the snack table with the lunch lady and her cafeteria staff, all of the teachers were taking over the dance floor and line dancing like there was no tomorrow.

      Mr. Man, the principal, was playing strip poker with the janitors in one corner of the gym, his pants completely missing in action and on top of it all Jin was missing while Yongjoon and Kayla were trying to poke some other exchange student with a stick from getting off the basketball net a good thirty meters above them.

      Micky looked around him in amazement, watching most of the girl population crying their eyes out in a distant corner, a sea of pinks and baby blue gowns drowning them all except a random professionally styled hair would bob up for air every now and then.  I, on the other hand, slapped my forehead to see Max and Alex acting like idiots.
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            GOSSIP GIRL MAX

          

        

      

    

    
      “Is this really happening?”  Micky slowly asked me, still gawking as the foreign kid on the basketball hoop fell down and smashed not too prettily into the sea of crying girls.

      I shook my head in amazement.  “The only other time I’ve ever seen the school this chaotic was when you and my sister took an extra long break from each…”  I trailed off, feeling bad for bringing up such a clearly touchy issue for him.

      Micky just casually shrugged, like it was nothing.  The freak.  I could tell he was just “fronting”, with that I’m-so-cool-nothing-bothers-me kind of attitude even though inside he was probably ready to power cry into his pillow the second he gets home.

      “Erm, I’ll go get Max and Alex and then we can get the heck out of here.“  I suggested, growing increasingly unsettled as Mr. Man prepared to take off his shirt and one tube sock.

      Micky just quickly nodded, stepping out of the way before he was nearly trampled by the girls stampeding by, with Alex still trailing after them all.

      “Joo-Eun, get ready to take a picture!  I’m so close to finally getting a hold of one!”  Stupid Alex exclaimed as he zipped by.  He was heading towards one particular girl, who seemed to be slowing down from exhaustion.

      “You can’t run away from me forever!”  He cheerily whooped, picking up his speed.  The poor girl yelped and tried to run faster.

      With a shake of my head, I turned back to Micky, who had a girl bawling all over him.  The boy sure works fast.  Hmph.

      Micky seemed to notice the not too pleasant look on my face and quickly pushed the girl away.  “She seems to be crying about something and I was just comforting her.  Nothing else.”  He defended, handing the girl another tissue as she nodded to support what Micky said.

      I rolled my eyes, not believing it one bit.  Micky is just as easily a big flirt as he is a sweet dork.

      “Yeah, yeah I’m going in.“  I reached up and tightened my ponytail, ready to run into the dangerous gang of line dancing folk.

      “Call Eunhye, oppa!  Please get back together!” she sobbed, handing her own cell and urging him to call.

      I stopped short and turned around in surprise.  Is that why all these girls were crying?!  All because of Micky and Eunhye?  I was surprised because one, I knew Eunhye and Micky were quite the influential couple in our high school, but I didn’t think it was THAT big of a deal that it would upset the whole female population and two, gossip sure travels freaking fast.

      I looked strangely as more girls joined the Oprah moment and quickly nodded, a tissue in each hand and a cell phone in the other, offering each one to Micky in case the one he already had in his own hand wasn‘t working.  “Please oppa.  Don’t do this to us!  You and unni are meant to be together!  Forever!”  They collectively started the horribly ear-splitting wailing again.

      I backed away from the scene, unsure if they would kill me if I started laughing right then and there for their corniness.

      I bumped into someone and quickly turned around, my defences up in case it happened to be one of the dangerous line dancers ready to make me dance with them.  To my relief, Max was crazily trying to balance his food, a celery stick stuck dorkily between his two front bunny teeth.

      “Hey Joo-Eun!  You gotta taste this!  It’s so good!  I took some for you too.”  He stuffed a whole muffin into my mouth before I could even say anything and ushered me towards the snack table, where various cafeteria staff were guarding the food with a trash can lid in one hand and a spatula in another.

      I made both of us stop just in time as we watched a kid get whacked by the lunch lady’s paddle when he tried to get his hands on some punch.

      I quickly scarfed down the muffin.  “Why is everyone weirder than they usually are tonight?”  I exclaimed, turning around and dragging Max with me as I searched for Alex.

      Max just shrugged.  “I don’t know but I think it has something to do with Eunhye and Micky’s official break up.” He honestly answered, taking a bite out of a donut as he watched Yongjoon and Kayla pry another student off another basketball hoop.

      “Why the heck would something like that totally screw up the whole student body and high school staff?”  I demanded, getting annoyed when Yongjoon noticed me and quickly flashed a shiny gold medal around his neck that Joe always gives out to whoever wins the matches before returning to helping his girlfriend fish a student out of the dodge ball bin.

      “Well as soon as you left with Micky, Eunhye dragged Jin out of the house too…”

      I felt my eye twitch at the mention of Jin with my sister, not bothering to listen to the rest of Max’s ramblings.
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      While Max was rambling, I quickly pushed all thoughts away and tuned right back in.

      “…and then your grandmother made me and Alex go the dance to come find you so you could help us find Eunhye.”  Max explained, thoughtfully scratching his head.  I looked closer and find that his hair was surprisingly straight and stringy in a really hot and trendy way for once.

      Hey, my grandma finally succeeded in straightening it for him!  Yay for my grandma!

      I kept looking at Max while he babbled important stuff I should be listening to.  Hey, I never noticed how good looking my best buddy is.  Now that all of his shaggy hair is out of his eyes, I can finally see his face clearly.

      Hmmm, not bad.  Not bad at all.

      I quickly shook my head, grossed out that I just checked out my own best friend and tuned right back in again.

      “…so when we got here, everyone kept bugging us and asking if Eunhye and Micky really did break up.  Alex told them what happened and then the girls started crying, the guys started hooting about Eunhye finally being available while the rest of the teachers gave up trying to control everybody and just did whatever they want.”

      I heavily sighed like an old man, wanting to slap my head on a table several times for always ending up in the weirdest of circumstances.

      Max patted me on the shoulder while he ate the last of the food on his platter.  “It’s okay, Joo-Eun.  I’m sure Jin is only comforting Eunhye like a good friend just like what you were doing with Micky.”  He assured me, mistaking my grumbling for jealousy that my sister was with the guy I liked and hated at the same time.

      I didn’t say a thing, too pooped out from Micky’s rambling earlier to clarify things with Max, and just stepped forward and grabbed Alex by one of the loops of his jeans as he was about to pass by.

      “Hey!  I almost had that one!  Let me go!”  He wailed, in near tears as he watched a girl look back to find him not following anymore.  She clicked her heels together with glee and returned to her group of friends, who were already ready to bolt through the vent system if Alex ever caught up with them.

      I kept my hold on the dork and dragged both of them over to where Kayla and Yongjoon were.  Yongjoon was having a private talk with Micky in the corner of the room while Kayla was holding a tissue box for the girls still crying in a mob nearby.  Kayla looked up as soon as we reached her.

      “All of the girls are in pain.  They’re upset over Micky and Eunhye’s break up.”  She immediately blurted out, looking tearfully as well.

      My eyes bugged out, realizing the woman was speaking coherently in proper sentences for once.  This was big!  If Kayla Hari was also affected by this, then something must really be wrong.

      I sighed, feeling bad that I didn’t try harder to beat Micky into going back to Eunhye and settling things.  I awkwardly patted a girl with heavy waterworks, who came charging towards me.  “Um, there, there.  I’ll fix things.  Don’t you worry your pretty little head about it.”  I tried, glancing over and nearly laughing out loud when Alex was trying to get away from a girl for once, as she tried to blow her nose on his shirt.

      All the girls gasped and stopped crying immediately to look straight at me.

      “We’ll put all of our trust and faith in you Joo-Eun!”

      “You’re our only hope!”

      “We’ll pray for you to successfully put Micky and Eunhye back together again!”

      “Hurray for Joo-Eun, our hero!”

      I squirmed under their hopeful eyes while the rest of them hooted and clapped me on the back for good luck.  Kayla smiled proudly at me, while Max flashed me a thumbs up sign.

      Aw crap, look what I got myself into this time.
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      “I’ve had nearly up to my eyeballs in all of this!”  I wailed in frustration, burying my face in a pillow while Alex and Max played teacups with Minwoo and Minji a few metres away from me.

      It was a boring Friday night, and I was stuck babysitting.  For once, Minwoo and Minji’s parents dropped them off at my house, so I had no choice but to take care of them while they wreaked havoc throughout the place.

      “If I hear Micky moping about Eunhye one more time from him, I’m going to-”  I stopped short, noticing the little kiddies listening with interest.  “I’m going to piddle my pants.”  I lamely finished, not wanting them to be influence more than they already are.

      I’m not much of a swearing kind of gal but those little devils like to copy my, ahem, ‘not so polite’ wordings and use them towards their parents and whoever is unfortunate enough to come across the little buggers.

      Disappointed in my answer, Minwoo and Minji continued their teacup party with Alex, who was eating away all of the biscuits off my mom’s good china Minji dug up while Max approached me and sat on the edge of the bed.

      “But you’re being such a good friend, Joo-Eun.  I’m sure Micky appreciates you listening to him very much.”  Max assured me, patting my back.

      I rolled onto my back and looked up at Max with an unsatisfied grumpy look on my face.  “But it’s been a freaking week!  Shouldn’t he be over her by now?”

      I cringed at my whining.  So, sue me!  A girl needs to whine when reduced to this mess.  Argh!

      Max shook his head at me.  “Shame on you, Joo-Eun.  If you loved someone you would know that no amount of time would never be enough.”  He declared, looking disapprovingly at me.

      I snorted.  This dude can be quite the hopeless mushy romantic dork when he wants to be.

      “You should just shut the dude up already by dating him.”  Alex called out with a snicker, sneaking in another biscuit.

      I made a disgusted face.  “Hell to the no.  Hanging out with him even more will drive me to an early grave.”

      Alex just shrugged.  “I’m bored.  Playing teacups is lame.”  Alex said in between stuffing his face.

      Minji caught him and threw an empty plastic teacup at him, hitting him in the forehead.  “Quit eating the cookies, you piggy!“

      “Yeah, you piggy.”  Minwoo repeated, holding up a squirt gun.  “Give up the goods or your power rangers t-shirt gets it.”

      Alex grinned.  “Now this is more like it!”  He hooted picking up another squirt gun.

      I ignored the sound of their happy screaming as the squirted each other with water, making a complete mess around MY room.  Stupid Alex.  He’s supposed to help me baby-sit the kids, not make an even bigger mess.

      Ugh, the dude is in for a beating later.

      “Strangely enough, I think Alex has a good point, Joo-Eun.”

      My eyes nearly popped out of my head at the sound of that so familiar and sexy voice while the kiddies cried out his name.

      “Jin oppa!  We missed you!“  Minji immediately launched herself at him while Minwoo gripped his leg.

      Jin picked both of them up into his arms with a chuckle while Max cheerily greeted him.

      Alex just flashed him a thumbs up sign before attacking the unguarded biscuits.

      I immediately sat up in the bed but moved too fast that all that blood rushed to my head and I ended up slipping onto the floor instead.

      “Argh.”  Was all I could manage while I waited for the room to stop spinning.
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      Jin looked down at me in amusement.  I just growled at his handsome face that was currently upside down in front of my vision.

      “What are you doing here?  Shouldn’t you be with my sister?”  I grumpily asked.

      For as long as Micky has been making me his personal venting target, Jin has been hanging out with my sister and comforting her.

      Pffft, whatever he sees comforting as is another story.

      I’ve seen the presents he’s given my sister.  She comes home with stuffed toys to add to her already humongous collection, her favourite flowers and new clothes even.  Her sad and lost looks don’t fool me.  She insists that he just gives them to her to make her feel better, but it doesn’t fool me.  She’s just as hung over Micky as the dorkus is with my sis.

      Dang lovey dovey stubborn couple.

      “Hey Joo-Eun.  How have you been?”  Jin asked, kneeling down while Minji and Minwoo reached over and quickly drew squiggles on my face with their magic markers before I could lazily try to bat them away from my face, and ran off to terrorize someone else, namely Alex and Max.

      I could hear the two monkeys running away from the little brats as one midget produced a make-up kit in their grubby paws while the other midget pulled a fishing net out of his pocket to catch Alex and Max.

      I finally sat up right and rubbed grumpily at my face.  “What do you care?  You seem to be too busy ‘comforting’ my sister.”  I retorted.

      I could hear Alex and Max struggling to get out of the net Minji threw on them.  “Ahh!  Not that foundation!  I have sensitive skin!  Dude, you’ve got to use the better product!”  Alex exclaimed while Minwoo dabbed a whole glob of cream on Alex’s face, some managing to go into his mouth.

      Bleh, that has to taste pretty nasty.  Minwoo rarely washes his hands either.

      I shuddered.

      “No!  Not the magazine!  Anything but that!”  Max pleaded while Minjji ripped a page out of his precious magazine, folded it into a boat and plopped it over his poofy hair.

      Oy, the boy is going to cry over that for months on end.

      “Let’s give you pigtails Max oppa!”  She gleefully exclaimed while Max bawled over the loss of page 53 and 54 of his newest ‘Import Tuner Cars‘ magazine.  She glanced over at me and Jin.  “Come watch the makeover oppa!”

      Jin just chuckled as he waved at them.  “I just need a minute with Joo-Eun and then we’ll come watch.“  He promised, rubbing a spot on my face I must have missed.

      I slapped his hand away.  “Go away.  You’re making the kiddies rowdier with your presence.”  I told him, standing up and trying to clean the room but gave up and went downstairs and into the living room to turn on the video game system instead.

      Jin followed me and the butt wouldn’t budge from television screen.

      I looked at him in annoyance as I unravelled the cord for the game controls.  “What do you want?”  I rudely demanded, peeved at myself to find that I actually missed the stupid fart.  He’s always with Eunhye lately and at first happy as heck that he wasn’t there to harass me anymore.

      Give or take a week, and somehow I missed him and his flawless mug.

      Not to mention, seeing him with his perfectly fitted ripped up jeans and usual tight-ass muscle shirts and sweater makes me want to jump him and hug him and jump him some more.

      Aww crapness, does the stupid sexy man have to have such an effect on me?

      Apparently, yes.

      D’oh.

      “I have an idea to get them back together.”  Jin rudely interrupted my thinking.

      I looked at him in surprise.  After promising those girls at school to get the two together, I’ve been constantly harassed every day, always being reminded to fulfill my promise.  But a week had passed and seeing me find no luck in even making much change in the Micky and Eunhye situation, they all gave up on me and went back to their sob fest again.

      Between having to endure Micky’s tormented inner monologues and all these girls boogering all over the place, hearing that Jin had an idea to get them back together was a Godsend.

      And not to mention I was hella lazy and couldn’t pay attention long enough to come up with an idea to get my sis and Micky together.

      “But I’ll need your help.”  He added, a mysterious smile on his yummy lips.
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      I made a face.  “Why do you even want them back together?  I thought you were dating my sister already.”  I retorted, craning my head to see through his legs so I could see my little character move through the dungeon of some castle.

      Jin shut the tv, much to my protest and sat down beside me.  I threw the controls at his chest and crossed my arms.  “What do you want from me?”  I growled, knowing he wouldn‘t give up until I at least heard the nut out on his crazy ideas.

      “You’ll have to do as Alex suggested and date Micky.”  He revealed.

      There goes my enthusiasm for the this.  This plan of his could only mean disaster.

      I violently shook my head, a disgusted look on my face.  “That‘s not only pathetic but bordering on incest for making me date my sister‘s ex-boyfriend who‘s practically a brother to me.  No freaking way!”

      “Oh, come on, Joo-Eun.  You don’t really have to date him.  It’s just to get Eunhye’s attention long enough for her to realize that she should be with Micky.”  He said, trying to tempt me to agree to the plans.

      I shook my head even more.  “What?  And risked getting beat up by my own sister’s wrath?  Hell no!”  I glared at him.

      Jin put the control back in my hands.  “Do this and I promise to buy you every game system you want.” He solemnly promised.

      Whoa.  What does this dude have up his sleeve that he would resort to such idiotic measures?

      Sure, I want to take him up on his offer but stooping to bribery?  What a turn off.

      I looked strangely at him.  “Why do you even care?”

      Jin sighed.  “You remember when you asked me what my part of the deal was in helping Eunhye make you over?”  He glumly reminded me, not looking at me.

      I rolled my eyes but nodded.

      “Well in return, Eunhye was supposed to pretend to be my fiancée when I meet up with my parents next week.”  He replied, avoiding me in the eyes.

      I gawked at him. “Say what?”

      What the hell?  When did the cliché-ness come into this story?!  First the drama with Micky and now this?  Gah, did the writer’s brain go on permanent vacation or what?

      He just sat back to lean against the edge of the table with a sigh.  “My parents weren’t exactly thrilled when I moved out.  My mother especially.  I’m her only son so she’s not too happy with me being away from her.  She wants me to come back but my dad agrees with me about learning independence and responsibility and all that stuff.”

      I looked confused but shut my trap as I let him continue.

      Jin shrugged.  “But my dad’s starting to agree with my mom and wants me to come back.  They think I’m just wasting time and money living on my own.  They think I’m reckless and irresponsible.”  He continued, his lips twisted into an angry frown.

      I tapped my fingers together, trying to take everything in.  “But aren’t they right?”  I blurted out without thinking.

      Good one, Joo-Eun.  Anger the hot dude just when he’s actually confiding personal junk with you.

      His head snapped up to look at me and I hastily waved my hands up.

      “I mean, how the heck does having a fiancée prove that you’re not reckless and irresponsible anyways?”  I sheepishly said.

      Jin shook his head.  “It’s not that.  I don’t mind going back home but it’s their view of me that gets to me.” He muttered.

      “The ‘rich boy who doesn’t get enough attention from his parents’ thing is a little played out, I know.”  He wryly said.  “But I’ll tell you one thing.  I’m hoping that having a fiancée to show them will prove them wrong about what they thought I was.”  He simply said.

      I just stared speechlessly at him, wondering if all those products he used to keep his hair looking so silky fried his brains.

      Does he seriously think he can get away with that?!  Come on, people, a fiancée?!  At his age?! He’s only eighteen for pete’s sake!  I don’t know what his parents are like but I’m sure they’d shoot him in the balls if they realize he’s engaged already when he hasn’t even graduated high school!

      Oy, and I thought I was crazy.

      "But what does my having to date Micky have to do with you needing Eunhye as a fiancee?"  I slowly asked, the wheels in my head trying to putter away and form rational thoughts.  Go brain!  Woot!

      Jin sighed, busying himself with untangling the cords of the video game controller.  "Well since she broke up with Micky, she's a little too sidetracked to continue her goal of making you over and therefore she called the whole deal off so now I'm without a fiancee."

      I shot him a quick 'I hate you, you freaking punk' look for mentioning the deal as he continued.

      "So, I figured if I can put them back together with your help, she'll change her mind and agree to act as my fiancee for next weekend."  He simply concluded.

      He took my hand and put it over his firm and sexily packed chest and looked earnestly at me, “So will you help me put the two back together?  If not for me, at least for your sister and Micky’s sake?”

      I found it a little too hard to breath, especially when my freaking hand was in contact with his chest, and he was looking at me with that stupid puppy face all guys seem to naturally know how to do.

      Good God!  Either the dude is really, really, REALLY good at seducing women to do his sexy bidding or he’s just too freaking hot to resist!

      Grrr, stupid Jin and his simp-inducing ways.
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      “Joo-Eun?”

      I snapped out of it, gnawing at my already bitten nails on my other hand as he looked at me.

      “So will you help me?”  He repeated, now pouting his lips.  “We’re good friends, aren’t we Joo-Eun?  Won’t you help a poor guy out?”

      “Give me time, damn it!”  I snapped, grabbing my hand and completely turning around so I wouldn’t have his puppy act trying to convince me.

      “Why don’t you just one of the millions of girls gaga over you from school to pretend to be your fiance instead of going through all this trouble of getting my sis and Micky back together?”  I asked, still refusing to face him.

      “Remember when I drove you to school?”  He wryly reminded me.

      I had an immediate flashback of girls rocking a car, a few men with ‘I love Jin’ on their butts and endless screaming just to get a piece of Jin.

      Hmmmm, bad idea.  Scratch that.

      I looked sheepishly at him.

      “Ummm, Kayla?”  I suggested instead.  “I’m sure Yongjoon won’t mind lending his girlfriend to you for a while.  Kayla won’t act googly over you since she’s taken.”

      Can you tell how desperate I am not to get stuck into his crazy plans?

      “You’re kidding right?”  Jin exclaimed.  “He’s one of my best friends and usually will do almost anything to help me out but when it comes to Kay, he’s definitely a little psycho to deal with.”

      I let out a huff and looked grumpily at him.  “Well, if you’re going to be choosy, then pay some hooker off the street already.  I’m sure Micky won’t mind dating a hoe for a while.”  I lied, really desperate now to get out of the ‘date Micky to get Eunhye back’ plan.

      Jin shot me a look before dragging me back to my room where I last left the little devils and my dorky best friends.  “No more excuses.  You’re the only one fit to do this.”  He declared.

      “I told you already!  There’s no way in hell I’ll date Micky!  That‘s just sick!  Sick I tell you!  Sick!”  I yelled at him, swearing like a sailor as my big butt went through different levels of savage rug burn along the way.

      “Oh come on, Joo-Eun.  It can’t be that bad.”

      I happily gasped, momentarily forgetting that my butt hurt like someone whacked it with a paddle a good couple times.

      Sexy Joe!

      I brightened at the sight of Joe appearing in the front doorway with Mi-Hyun right beside him.

      Joe looked at Jin and me in amusement while Mi-Hyun smiled sweetly at me.  “Hi, Joo-Eun.  How’ve you been?  I haven’t seen both you and Eunhye around the shop lately.  I miss you two.”

      I watched the two of them exchange cute lovey dovey stuff, with sexy Joe whispered something in her ear while equally perfect Mi-Hyun smirked and piled the bags from her hands into his arms.

      Wah, what a hot couple!

      I was still blissfully into my own happy world, not noticing that Jaejoogn helped me up and dusted me off.  Joe gave him the thumbs up sign, despite all of the parcels he was carrying.  “Everything okay?” he asked, looking curiously at my delusional face.

      Jin returned his own thumbs up with a grin.  “Yup.  Joo-Eun agreed to it.”

      What?  What a minute!  I didn’t agree to anything mister!

      I was about to strongly voice my opinions about all this, but Mi-Hyun looked proudly at me as she took off her shoes and placed the parcels from Joe’s arms onto the couch.  I looked curiously at the boxes, forgetting I was supposed to be pissed off at Jin.

      I watched, while mentally undressing him, cough, ahem, as Joe sat on the edge of the couch and rifled through one of my baby photo albums.

      Dang nammit, why always my photo albums?!  Eunhye was the cute baby not me!

      There has to be something sickeningly wrong with you if you prefer to look at pictures of me with my diapers always half hanging off my butt, eating worms, soil, gnawing on table corners, putting my chubby fingers in electric sockets and bathing my hair in the toilet. The list goes on really.

      I cross my arms in disapproval as Joe and Jin share a good laugh at one of my pictures.  Grrr.

      “So, what to start with first?”  She asked, after moving the couches around and looking around her with a satisfied look on her face.
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      My face wrinkled up in confusion.  What the heck is that supposed to mean?

      “Wha?”  I dumbly asked, voicing my always curious pea brain.

      Mi-Hyun just joined Joe on the couch and looked through the album with the rest of them, completely ignoring yours truly.

      Hmmm, how rude.

      “Care to explain people?”  I asked a little louder, since nobody seems to notice I was alive and kicking.

      I felt a vein twitch under my eye and a nosebleed coming on to see them move on to another album of embarrassing pictures I didn‘t get a chance to burn since Jin saw them last time,

      I raised my hand and sat up like I’m a constipated middle schooler trying to answer a question.

      “Hello!  Earth to the hot people!”

      Joe thankfully looked up and winked at me.  “Hey Joo-Eun.  So, who’s it going to be first?”  He asked.  Jin and Mi-Hyun protested as Joe shut the album and put it back underneath the coffee table.

      My eyes popped out from the sheer weirdness of the question.  What the hell?!

      Joe looked over his shoulder while he was rifling through the family videos in the shelf to nod his head towards Mi-Hyun and Jin.

      “Who do you want to go with first?”  He repeatedly asked in a slower tone.  Pffft.  As if repeating it and making it slower would make me understand the dang question better.

      He seemed to be unaware of my not so happy expression as his eyes brightened at a particular video and popped it into the VCR.

      “Pick me!”  Mi-Hyun cheerily waved her hand, smiling her pearly white teeth at me.

      Jin slowly grinned at me.  “It doesn’t matter to me as long as I get time with you.”

      I looked at both of them, wondering if Mi-Hyun had switched teams and Jin suddenly developed a case of horniness.  The frick?!

      I felt my face flush like a tomato to find that the video Joe put into the screen was about a midget version of me squatting into a frog position in my tutu at one of my ballet rehearsals.

      “Ooh, the ballet one!  She does this cute thing where she picks at her wedgie and wrinkles her nose at the camera.”  My grandma appeared out of nowhere, taking off her jacket and settling herself on the couch beside Joe.

      “Mind getting us some popcorn, Joo-Eun?”  My grandma asks me, not even bothering to look at me while she and Joe are glued to the screen.

      I was so close to losing it.  What the freak is wrong with these people?!  Have I suddenly gone crazy and am just imagining this?!

      I pinched my armpit and cringed at the pain.  Dang.  This is reality.

      I managed to watch myself start hopping like a frog with the rest of the mini-ballerinas while picking at my butt before I stood up and ran towards the television screen, already dying of embarrassment.

      “Seriously, what drug are you all snorting?”  I wailed, reaching behind me and trying to shut the TV off before any other incriminating scenes of me flashes onto the screen.

      “What’s wrong with you people?  Is this ‘make Joo-Eun feel like an ignorant fart’ day?”

      My grandma just waved at me to get out of the way.  “Don’t be silly, my dear.  This is all for your own good.” she explained.  “Well, for Micky and Eunhye’s sake and our sanity but mostly for your sake.”  She added.

      At the strange look I gave her, she sighed and patted her lap for me to sit on her.

      I glumly sat on the couch beside her instead, but she strongly hoisted me up and onto both Joe and her lap while I let out a yelp similar to that of a butt slapped Chihuahua.

      Stupid me, I should have expected my kooky grandma to do that and ended up landing my heavy million pound self mostly onto Joe and inevitably heard him let out a small grunt

      “Whoa, easy there Joo-Eun.  Don’t worry I have you.”  He assured me with a grin on his too adorable face, holding me around the waist to make sure I didn’t fall.

      Gah as if I couldn’t die anymore from the embarrassment!  I almost obliterated my man crush into a sexy pancake!  Someone take me out with an AK47!

      I could barely look at Joe while I scrambled off his lap and fell onto the floor.

      “What do you people want from me?!”  I wailed, finally breaking down into utter insanity and willing to give in to whatever these drug induced people demanded.

      Mi-Hyun left the couch and worriedly helped me up.  “I think we better let her sit down and be pampered for a while before the rest of you tell her anything more.”  She rubbed my back while I sniffled and held onto her.

      I sniffled some more, thinking how sweet and considerate Mi-Hyun was.  She’ll definitely be a good mother someday!  Lucky kids.  She’s kind of like the less kooky version of my mommy.

      I was starting to feel better again and even smiling like a happy puppy when all of a sudden I find myself strapped to a chair in my own room while Minji, Minwoo, Max and Alex peeked excitedly at me from the doorway.

      I turned my head just a little bit and found Mi-Hyun opening up one of the boxes she had brought up with her and immediately gasped.

      There must have been a million colours and brands of lipstick, nail polish, blush, foot powder you name it.

      Mi-Hyun smiled warmly at me while she picked up a pair of tweezers.

      “This might hurt a little bit sweetie,” She started to say as I started to squirm in my chair.

      “No!  Get that away from me!  Tweezers equal death!“  I babbled, desperately trying to get out of the chair but failing.  Someone seemed to have put super glue on the arm handles and the seat.

      I looked accusingly at Alex, who quickly chucked the bottle over his shoulder.

      Max looked sheepishly at me and waved.  “This is for your own good, Joo-Eun.  Just sit back and relax.”  He assured me.

      Minji and Minwoo just watched with awe as Mi-Hyun gently pushed my head back for her to take a better look at my eyebrows.

      “What the…son of a…nooooo!”
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      “Get it right just this once and I’ll drive you to the arcade for a much deserved break.”  Jin promised, watching me lie on my bed, hugging Minwoo’s cookie monster he left behind from the previous night.

      “Hell no.  We can skip over this part and go already.“  I retorted, shooting Jin a dirty look and messily scratched my hair on purpose.  He winced, watching my perfectly straight hair, that Max had so nicely tortured, form into small knots on my head.

      Surprise, surprise, for someone who doesn’t do diddly squat for his hair, Max knew quite a lot about hairstyles and even volunteered in the ‘cause’ and did my hair while Mi-Hyun did the rest of me.

      I could hear Max mumble in his sleep beside me.  The poor dork was pooped out from last night.  It took a while for my hair to lose its rat’s nest quality, requiring three brushes after the first two just turned into a bent up mess.

      I hated him for doing my hair, but I grudgingly reached over and rubbed his back for him anyways.  His mom told me about Max’s inability to sleep unless someone rubs his back.

      Oy, what a big baby.

      But said big baby did good on my hair so I’ll return the favour.

      He even took my hand and held onto it like I was his mommy.  The adorkable weirdo.  I tugged my hand away and put Cookie Monster’s paw in his hand instead.  He didn’t seem to know the difference as he smiled and returned to la-la land in his sleep.

      “Oh, come on, Joo-Eun.  It’s not that hard.  It’s just a matter of heel and toe while you walk.  Heel, then toe.  Heel, then toe.”  Jin repeated, the know-it-all.

      Seeing me not budge an inch, he nodded towards Alex, who was busily admiring his long legs in the mirror while he wore the ankle breaking four inch heeled black pumps I was supposed to be wearing and learning how to properly walk in at the moment.

      “Show her how it’s done, girlfriend.”  He told him.

      Alex grinned and walked perfectly across my room.  The monkey even had the nerve to sashay his butt back and forth and fake curtsy for me.

      “It’s easy, Joo-Eun.”  He exclaimed, hopping up and down as he tried to take the shoes off his big feet.  “You might even like it.”

      I wrinkled up my face and plopped the cookie monster on Max.  “I don’t even get why I have to learn how to walk in those hooker shoes.  I’m trying to get him…to…ask…me…out,” I shuddered with a pause, finding it hard to say those words.  “Not mistake me for a hoe.”

      Jin got off his chair and walked over to my bed.  I flattened myself against the bed, slinging my legs across Max’s lanky body and stretching my arms across any other free space so stupid Jin wouldn’t have any space to sit.  He stood instead and just glanced down at me with a wry lift of his pretty lips.

      “What’s it going to take to get you to try at least once?”  He asked.

      I stubbornly shook my head.  “Nothing can make me do it so just give up now.”  I retorted.

      He kneeled down so his face would be level with mine but I turned to my side so I wouldn’t have to look at him.

      “Joo-Eun.”  There he goes saying my name in some weird seductive way again.  “Look at me. Please?”  He murmured.

      “Quit it.”  I grit out, batting his face away from my ear.

      “Just once.  Pretty please?”

      Great.  The dorkus resorted to pleading with me.

      I hate that tone of his.  Makes me want to either bang my head on the wall or do what he says.  Since my brain is damaged enough with all these hair products and combs that went through it, I decided to go for the latter.

      I rolled off the bed, grabbed the shoe still on Alex’s foot, totally ignoring him as he let out a yelp and fell onto the carpet.  I shoved the shoe onto my own foot and quickly walked across the room.

      With only the one shoe, my other foot lifted up and down from the lack of balance and my body moved like quasimodo before I stopped in front of Jin and threw the shoe at him.

      “There.  Now go.  Video games.”  I barely let out a coherent sentence.  When I’m this angry and game deprived, I resort to what Max worriedly refers to as ‘caveman speech’.

      Jin caught the shoe and sighed, looking at me with a look on his face.  “What are we going to do with you?”  He murmured, throwing the shoe at a grumbling Alex who immediately brightened to have his pumps returned to him.

      I shrugged, slightly smirking.  “Give up and you go for my sister instead.  Make it go the other way around and make Micky jealous.”

      Then I looked strangely at him. Hey, that was a pretty good idea.  Why does it have to be me tortured and primped like crazy?  Jin’s primped like a runway model to the max already.  He can totally skip out on this stuff since he knew it and just go for Eunhye!

      Even better, when she falls for him, she’ll practically be his real fiancee and no need to lie to his parents!

      My eyes widened in amazement.

      Wow!  Me think good!

      I opened my mouth, pointing excitedly at my head and trying not to forget the little details of my super excellent plan.

      Jin looked at me in concern.  “Are you okay?“

      I nodded my head, still stabbing my head with my finger in excitement.

      Jin shook his head and approached me.

      “Maybe that is enough for today.“  He announced, putting his arm around my shoulders.

      Nooo!  I must tell you about my idea!  No more dang prostitute jaywalking lessons for me!  Park Joo-Eun actually has an idea!

      “Let’s fill your brain with some arcade games like you wanted.” He declared.  “You deserve it.”

      I stopped struggling from under his arm and let out a hoot, totally forgetting my ideas.

      Oh wells.
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      A little while later, I could have strangled the others who were hooting around me.  Jin took me to the arcades alright.  Too bad he didn’t give me a minute to change out of the nasty pale pink top and matching skirt I was wearing and would only let me on the DDR machine.

      With my pumps!  The frick?!

      It took an extremely painful seven hours, forty-six minutes, thirty-four seconds and two point three milliseconds to look like this and dude, I already hate it.

      I was no longer Park Joo-Eun.  I was brushed, primped, bathed a good couple times, curled, ironed, bathed a couple more times and last minute tweezing and waxing in unmentionable parts of the body since this story isn’t rated R, before I could finally enter the ranks of high maintenance and girliness.

      Yup, I wasn’t just Park Joo-Eun anymore.  Oh no, no, no my friends.

      Call me hooker Joo-Eun from now on.

      At least that’s the closest to what my transformation can be described as.

      Okay, fine, I admit the skirt and top wasn’t as hooker-fied as I thought it would be and the make-up is pretty minimal that I just look all natural with my skin so smooth and dewy like those girls in those sparkly commercials and junk but I couldn’t stand the dang straightened hair like some Barbie and the tight underwear that might as well be a thong with all the riding up the butt crack it‘s doing!

      Worst of all, I absolutely hated with a passion the freaking push up bra to make up for my, ahem, missing-in-action cleavage.

      Like come on people!  Sure, it’s fine to look good if it’ll make you feel better to a certain degree but dang nammit, if you don’t have it then you don’t have it!  Tough boobs to you all!

      So here I was at the arcade, grumbling to myself and wondering if I could make a weapon out of my pushup bra against the annoying hooting guys behind me.  Alex and Max had disappeared to go play other games while Jin was busy talking to Joe up front.

      I turned my head a little to give them all evil glares, which stopped them at first and made them scoot away faster than I can fart, but they eventually came back to take a look yet again.

      I grit my teeth while I played DDR.

      “Stupid…son of a….dorkward of a….fricking…”  I randomly swore under my breath, trying to hit the right arrows and pathetically missing.

      Stupid heels!  Go to hell!

      “Hey baby, looking fine there.”  One of the perverts hooting for the past half hour shouted at me for the millionth time in a pathetic attempt to get my attention, as he high fived one of his loser friends.

      With fists clenched, I sipped the rest of my cola and threw it over my shoulder.  I was happy to hear someone cry out in pain.

      “My forehead!“

      Muahah that’ll teach you to mess with me!

      With a grin, I also threw my empty bubble tea cup.

      “My clavicle!”

      Actually enjoying myself, I tried again and threw both of my shoes.  I moved my toes with glee, feeling them happily cry out in freedom from the confines of fashion and deadly heels for the day.

      “My nipples!”

      Not where I was aiming at, but it’ll do.

      Getting caught up in the happy moment, I grabbed my purse without thinking and chucked it over my shoulder.

      “My balls!”

      Score!

      Then it hit me.  I threw my own bag!  Not that I care, since the purse actually belongs to my sister, but it has my wallet and Binky in there!

      Aww jeez, you’re a smart one Joo-Eun.

      Hitting my forehead, I turned around and saw the guys limping away in defeat while Jin held my purse and heels in his hands.  He shook his head in amusement.

      “I thought I would need to help you out from those guys, but you seem able to handle things yourself.”

      Seeing his face immediately turned my own face into a mixture of emotions:  attraction, hatred, giddiness, loathing, more attraction and even more hatred.

      Wiping at my face to get rid of the weird look that I must have had on there, I leaned forward and grabbed my bag and totally ignoring the evil heels from hell.

      “Damn straight.”  I retorted, looping the purse around my neck instead of around my shoulders like a normal person.

      Chuckling to himself, Jin leaned down while I was pushing the buttons on the machine to change the level of the game.

      “Quit it.  I deserve to be barefoot for at least a month with all the torture you just made me go through.”  I exclaimed, trying to shake my foot out of his hold while he attempted to re-attach the evil shoes back on my feet.

      “It wasn’t that bad, was it?  You played DDR for almost three hours in them.  I’m impressed.” Jin replied, managing to get the left shoe on my right foot.

      With a grunt, I plopped down on the floor while he kneeled and watched me put the shoes back on right.  “Shut it.  You’re all to blame for this.”  I growled, peeved that my poor toes couldn’t wriggle freely any longer.

      “Alright, I think you’re ready for your next lesson.”  Jin announced, steadying me as I tried to stand up and nearly break my ankles.

      “Now what?  Prance around, trying to survive wearing a thong?”  I sarcastically asked.

      “Thong?  What?  Where?”  Alex appeared out of nowhere, looking up, down, upside down, even up my skirt, that pervert, trying to find that supposed thong.

      I slapped his hands away from the edge of my skirt.

      “I was being sarcastic, you perv-machine.” I muttered, a little tired from all of the heel madness to fully snap at him.

      His shoulders sagged in disappointment and kicked lightly at the nearest game machine with a pout on his face.

      “I think we should take Joo-Eun home first.”  Max suggested, patting at the numerous pockets on his baggy pants in search of a comb as he eyed my hair which had ended up into a huge ball of tangles again.  “I need to fix that hair-do for her.”

      I violently shook my head while the three of them just made plans for me like I wasn’t there.

      “No way.”  I kept telling them, punching them and jumping up to smack them in the head but they ignored me, nonetheless.

      “Relax, Joo-Eun.  Next lesson will be a piece of cake compared to everything else.”

      I recognized that annoying, cocky voice behind me.  I turned around and groaned to see the sight of Yongjoon.

      Oh, for the love of…what now?!
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      Dumbo Yongjoon seemed to be able to creepily read my mind because he opened his big fat mouth and answered the question.

      “I’m here to help Jin with the next lesson.”  He explained, a slightly impatient and annoyed look on his face as he kept tapping his sneaker on the ground and looking at his watch.

      Jin smiled and clapped an arm around Yongjoon.  “Did I ever thank you for helping us out?”

      Yongjoon’s face darkened.  “I need to get him away from her as fast as possible.  So, count me in.”

      I looked at Jin in confusion who only smiled.  “Kay’s been impressed with Micky’s work and the two have been painting at her studio every day after school.  Which means less quality time with the boyfriend.”  He explained, looking sympathetically at Yongjoon who only growled and looked away.

      Micky’s moved on from venting towards me to finding some sort of artistic outlet to express his pain and junk.

      Unfortunately for Yongjoon, Micky turned to painting which drew Kay’s attention.

      I sighed and looked to Jin.  “So, what’s the next lesson anyways?”  I curiously asked.

      “Seduction lessons.”  Alex answered for him with a snicker before dragging Max with him to play some more games.

      “S…..se….sed….sedu…seduc….seduction…lessons?!”  Yongjoon repeated, with absolute difficulty, shuddering and fighting the need to puke a good couple times.  “I thought it was freaking flirting lessons not se-sed…” The idiot couldn’t even finish his sentence as he continued his gagging.

      I nearly fought the urge to hurl myself as I gaped at Jin in disbelief.  “You’ve got to be kidding me!”  I demanded, grabbing his shirt and balling it up in my fist.  “Tell me you’re freaking lying!”

      Yongjoon put a hand to his mouth, trying not to spill the contents of his stomach on the floor as he also looked accusingly at his friend.

      “Well, Micky is pretty flirtatious, remember?  If we’re going to get Micky’s attention, you’ll have to fight flirt with flirt.”  Jin confirmed with a grin.

      I let go of Jin in horror while Yongjoon clawed at a nearby game machine to help keep him standing up, all the while groaning about a need for someone to shoot him.

      I snapped out of it and stabbed Jin in the chest.  “You’re sick!”  I exclaimed, poking his chest like there was no tomorrow.  “I won’t do it!  You hear me?  Never!”

      Hmmm never say never because it definitely comes back to bite you in the ass if not instantly or really soon when you don’t expect it.
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      “Now lower your eyes and smile.”  Jin instructed, sitting in a chair turned around so he could lean his arms on the top while he watched.

      I inwardly seethed while I stood in the middle of my room opposite Yongjoon.  Max and Alex were warily sitting at the window, far away from me.

      Those jerkwads.  I thought they were my best friends but they’re all against me.  The two came out of nowhere and dragged me, kicking and screaming, out of the mall and all the way to my house.

      Yongjoon leaned towards me, his mouth twisted in disgust at what he was forced to do.  We both looked at each other, fighting the nausea in both of our little tummies as Yongjoon forced his head forward.  His eyes scrunched closed while he puckered up his lips.  Seeing his head slowly reach mine, my eyes went wide with horror.

      Ah!  Nasty!  Get the hell away from me!

      My instinctual response:  a kick in the kneecap.

      “You’re so dead, Joo-Eun.”  Yongjoon grit through his teeth as he writhed on the floor, clutching his leg.

      Yeah, right.  I just saved his butt from having to kiss me.  He should be thanking me forever, not threatening to kill me like he always does.

      Jin shook his head with a sigh while Alex slapped his forehead and handed over some money to Max.

      “You’d think she’d kick him in the balls or punch him in the gut this time.”  He grumpily muttered to himself while Max happily pocketed the money.  Most likely for another magazine subscription.

      “How can you not know Joo-Eun by now?  She always kicks kneecaps when she panics.”  Max helpfully told Alex, who just blew the hair out of his face and crossed his arms with an unhappy look on his face.

      “Quit abusing the poor guy, Joo-Eun.  He’s volunteering his time and expertise all for you.”  Jin said, watching Yongjoon painfully try to stand back up.

      I shot him a look.  “Oh, don’t give me that crap.  He’s doing this out of selfishness and jealousy of his girlfriend spending too much time with Micky.”  I retorted.

      Jin sighed again and clapped his hands.  “Okay, let’s try something else.  No more kissing for today.  You can practice with a pillow or something.”

      I relaxed a little, happy to avoid a slobber-fest with stupid Yongjoon.

      Jin sat back in his chair, looking thoughtfully at me.  I began to squirm under his gaze.  Dang sexy eyes of his.

      “Well?”  I pressed him, wanting to get this awkwardness over with already.

      “Make Joo-Eun practice throwing Yongjoon onto the bed!“  Alex exclaimed, the idiot volunteering his crazy ideas again.

      Max looked uncertain but Jin had an amused smile on his face like he was actually considering the idea.

      What?!  He woudn’t dare!

      “Sure, why not.”  Jin finally answered.

      Yongjoon’s head snapped towards him in utter disbelief while I looked at Jin with a stunned look on my face.

      Jin grinned and nodded.  “Well, you never know what kind of situation you’ll be in, so might as well be prepared for everything.”  He said, ignoring our expressions.

      I violently shook my head.  “Oh hell no.  I’d rather swing the other way and woo Kayla away from Micky!”

      “I quit!”  Yongjoon yelled the same time I announced my own little dramatics.

      “Joo-Eun, where are you going?  You still have a lot to learn.”  Jin called out.

      “Joo-Eun, come back!  I already bet Max my last five bucks!”  Alex protested while Max waved the bill to prove it, a grin on his face.

      I ignored all of their protests and headed towards the door.

      Too bad stupid Yongjoon had the same idea.

      “Hey, I was here first.”  I grit out, trying to shoulder my way out of the doorway.

      “Hell no, I called out quits way before you even admitted you’re a lesbian.”  He retorted, trying to shove his way out but it seems we were stuck in the doorway.

      “There’s a difference between considering being a lesbian just to save your girlfriend, mind you, and actually being one, you jackass!”  I snapped, trying to free an arm so I could punch him out of the door and out of my way.
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      “Gah!  Let go of me!”  I screamed with Yongjoon doing the same thing.  Max and Alex dragged me back into my room while Jin tried to calm Yongjoon down.

      I was dragged back to the foot of the bed and Yongjoon stood in front of me again.  I tensed my leg, ready to kick at will if needed.

      “Relax, Joo-Eun.  I was just kidding.“  Jin murmured, rubbing my back while I practically hyperventilated.

      I ground my teeth together, glaring up at him.  “Ha.  Ha.  Ha.  Very funny.”  I retorted, turning away from him so the pervert would stop touching my back already.

      He wisely took a step back.  “Since you’re a little, let’s say, violently-inclined, I think we need to work on your anger issues.”  Jin carefully said, looking warily at me while I gave him the evil eye.

      Me?  Anger issue?  Violently-inclined?  Oh, wait until I get my hands around that pretty little neck of yours and…

      My thoughts were rudely interrupted when Jin smiled reassuringly at me.

      Aww, jeez who can stay mad at that piece of sexy junk?

      I grumbled to myself while he assured Yongjoon in his ear that he wouldn’t be hurt anymore.  Yeah, right.  I may look like a lady now, but I sure won’t treat the jerk differently.

      Yongjoon just sighed and looked warily at me while I softly let out an evil cackle at my own thoughts.

      “Okay, feel free to argue but no physical stuff.”  Jin ordered us, taking a step away.  He looked intently at me.  “That means you, Joo-Eun.  No kicks, punches, spitting, biting, you name it.”

      I impatiently nodded.  “Yeah, yeah.”

      Jin ignored me and turned to Yongjoon.  “Don’t worry, if she hits you, you can fall back on the bed behind you.” he assured him.

      I snorted as Yongjoon tested out the bed, pressing down on the mattress with his hand before turning back to face me.  The annoying arrogant look I so dearly loathe appeared on his face.

      I could feel my fists tighten as I fought not to punch his pretty boy face.  “Quit looking at me.”  I grit out, trying to remain calm.

      Since the fart knew he wouldn’t get beat up, he just chuckled and smirked at me.  “Nope.“ He simply said.  “You’re not bad to look at for once so I’ll look as much as I want.“

      The toad fought not to gag as he looked me up and down.

      Ugh, if there’s one thing I hate in this world besides perverted men and pop stars who can’t sing for crap, it’s perverted dudes who can pass as a pretty boy pop star that looks at you without your permission!

      I didn’t even bother to remember that there was no hitting allowed and shoved Yongjoon away from me.  He let out a yelp as he fell onto my bed.  To everyone’s amazement, he bounced off, hit his head on the corner of my bedside dresser and finally landed on the floor.

      “I…really…hate…you…Joo-Eun.”  Yongjoon groaned out, sitting slowly up and rubbing his forehead.

      I grinned sheepishly at him.  “I didn’t know it would be that bouncy.  My mattress is usually pretty dead and bounce-free because someone, ahem, jumps on it all the time.”  I shot Alex a look,  who stopped poking my dying plant by the window and whistled innocently.

      Jin rubbed his temple.  “Try it again.”  He called out, sitting heavily in his chair.

      Yongjoon just let out a grunt and stood opposite me.  I looked to find that my bed behind me this time.  I looked sheepishly at Yongjoon, knowing the bully was going to pay me back for all the things I did to him.

      “Truce?”  I tried, extending my hand.

      Yongjoon just crossed his arms and looked determinedly at me.

      I looked at him in annoyance.  “You fart.  I offered a truce.  Don’t be a baby.”  I retorted, stabbing his chest with my finger.

      Yongjoon brightened up even though I was practically grounding out his nipples in anger that the jerk wouldn’t accept my truce.

      “You lose.“  He said before shoving me backwards onto the bed.

      “Ah!”  I screamed, going through the same thing as Yongjoon and ending up on the floor.

      “Son of a…no more!  I have enough bruises and blisters from wearing those pumps, the stupid pushup bra is savagely chafing what little boobage I have and on top of it all, you made my nose bleed!”  I wailed, using a corner of my bed sheet to plug my nose.

      Yongjoon looked guilty as he took my arms and raised me to my feet.  “Jeez, Joo-Eun.  I didn’t think you would break down easily like this.” He awkwardly offered me his hankie from his pocket.

      I gratefully took it and was about to shove it up my nose instead of the poor bed sheet when I took one look at the hankie.

      “Ack!”  I yelled, throwing it back at him and stuffing the bed sheet back up my nose.

      Yongjoon frowned.  “What’s wrong with my hankie?  It has to be better than using your own bed sheet!”  He exclaimed.

      “Look at that!  I don’t even want to know how it ended up that filthy!”  I retorted, eyeing the questionable spots on the hankie.

      I don’t even know where that could possibly come from!  I could tell it used to be crisp and white but now it was a muddy sort of brown, with weird spots on it.  Ugh.  Gives me the creeps how those ended up on that hankie.

      “It’s clean.  Just use it, already!”  He insisted, tugging on the bed sheet.

      “No!”

      “Yes!  It’s clean!  I just washed it last month!”

      I looked at him in horror.  Did the boy just say last month?!
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      My other nostril started to squirt some blood and Yongjoon stuffed his hankie to plug the other nostril with a satisfied look on his face.   I didn’t have time to gag from the foul odour of his hankie as Jin came to my rescue.

      Max and Alex hovered near me.  “Tip your head up.“  Alex advised me, plugging his own nose and tipping his head back to demonstrate.

      Max shook his head.  “No, you need to tip your head forward for you’ll swallow your blood, and you’ll choke to death and die and then I won’t be able to play video games with you anymore!“  He exclaimed, making himself freak out in the process.

      Jin ignored them and carefully made me sit on the edge of the bed and pinched the bridge of my nose.  “Relax, Joo-Eun.  Hold your head forward.”  He murmured.

      With both nostrils plugged, I nearly forgot to breathe through my mouth as I looked into his eyes.

      Whoa, such dark eyes.  Reminds me of all those romance novels my mom likes to read about the dude looking into your eyes and you not being able to look away and just practically drown in his sexy eyes.

      Sickening but oddly true enough.

      The corner of his eyes crinkled so cutely as he kind of turned his head in curiosity.  “Does your nose bleed often?”  He asked.

      I could only nod, still looking dreamily at him.

      Oy, Joo-Eun, don’t do this.  Don’t fall for the dude.  Remember, all the evil things he’s done to you.  Heck, he’s practically the cause of your bleeding nose!

      I pulled away and removed the sheet and hankie out of my nose.  I carefully touched the edge of my nose to feel for any blood and happily sniffed to find that the bleeding was over and done with.

      Too bad I stood up too fast.

      I could have fallen on my face for the second time today, but Jin was way ahead of me.  He caught me and made me lie down on my bed.  I just watched him, not able to snap at him or give him evil eyes for once as he brushed the hair out of my face.

      “Are you alright?“  He asked, looking into my eyes.  He had the cutest look of worry on his face as he leaned over felt my forehead with his palm.

      I just quickly nodded, gulping that he was practically on top of me.  Oh boy, Joo-Eun don’t go there!

      I gulped again and mentally kicked my little brain.

      Think un-sexy thoughts.  Think un-sexy thoughts.

      I desperately tried picturing Alex in a skirt and tubetop like I always do with Max whenever I needed a mental distraction, but stupid Alex actually looked good in the outfit!

      Freaking out that nothing was going my way, I quickly sat up in bed, not realizing that Jin was still hovering over me, and I bumped my head against his chin.

      “Ow!”  I cried out, rubbing the top of my head while Jin winced as he touched his chin.

      Alex burst out laughing while Max looked sympathetically at me.

      “Can’t a girl get her personal space?  Yeesh, lesson’s over for today.  All of you go home.”  I announced.

      “One last lesson.”  Jin murmured, grinning at me as he leaned close to me again.

      I gulped and tried to feel my bed for some sort of weapon.

      I scrunched my eyes closed, insanely wondering if this story was going to end up like those lovey dovey stories out there and the hot dude is going to kiss the not-so-hot chick when I heard someone gasp.

      I opened my eyes to see Jin still leaning over me.  I peeked through his arms and saw my dad standing in the doorway, one of his patient’s files scattered all over the floor.

      Sensing the trouble, they were all in, the freaking jerks all decide to bail out of my house.

      “Later.“  Yongjoon muttered, quickly picking up the fallen hankie, stuffed it back into his pocket and climbed out of the window with Alex.

      “See you tomorrow, Joo-Eun!“  Max blurted out before sheepishly bowing towards my dad and running out the door.

      Jin slowly removed himself from the bed and looked at my dad.  “Sir, I can explain,”  He started.

      My dad snapped out of it and started to yell down the hallway.  “Dear, come quick!  There’s an extremely good looking boy in Joo-Eun’s room!”

      I could only groan and bury my face in my hands.
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      My mom appeared in the doorway and took one look at the papers on the floor, before bending down and clucking her tongue in disapproval.  “You and Joo-Eun are so alike.  Both so messy and easily distracted.”  She put the papers back in order and placed it in his hands.  She reached over and placed a kiss on his cheek.

      “Dinner’s ready, honey.  Let’s eat.”  She announced.

      My dad shook his head and pointed towards Jin.  “Boy.  Pretty boy.“ He managed to say.

      My mom glanced over at me in my bed, looked at Jin standing right beside the bed, before glancing calmly back at my dad.

      “Yes, he’s very cute but what does that have to do with dinner?”  She quizzically replied.

      My dad started to point his finger again repeatedly while he sputtered out words.  “Boy.  Bed.  Naughty boy.  Get my shotgun.”  He incoherently babbled.

      Can you see where I get my resemblance from, not only physically but weirdness-wise?

      My mom put her hand on his arm and patted his back to calm him down.  “Don’t be silly, dear.  It’s only Jin.  He’s a good friend of Joo-Eun.”  She assured him.

      Jin and I looked at each other in confusion.

      How the heck does my mom know about him?

      It’s freaky because my mom seems to know everything that happens in not only Eunhye’s life but mine.

      There was this one time when I was at Alex’s house, doing the usual hang out and play video games thing.  I had to use the washroom and since I was in a hurry, I didn’t really bother to check if anyone else was using it and I accidentally walked in on Alex showering and we both screamed in horror for a good twenty minutes before Max realized why we were screaming and quickly closed the door of the bathroom.

      I was heavily scarred and reverted to curling into a fetal position and thumb-sucking just to get myself to sleep and refused to be alone with Alex for a while, but I eventually got over it because my mom started coming into my room at night shortly after that nasty incident and she’d tuck me in and distract me from the nasty mental images of a butt-naked Alex in my head.

      So anyways, with all of the weirdness in the room, my sister appeared out of nowhere and peeked inside. She took one look at Jin and at me before turning to my parents.  “Sorry, but I’m going out and eating dinner with my friends instead.“

      My mom just reached into my dad’s pocket and pulled out his wallet.  She handed some bills to my sister, kissed her on the head, before letting her go on her way.

      I looked strangely at Eunhye as she put the money in her pocket and waved at me and Jin.  “Have fun you guys.  See you later.”  And just like that, she walked out of there.

      What the?!  Wasn’t she even a little bit surprised at my makeover?

      Talk about cheap.  Here she was, always harassing me about my lack of concern for my appearance and when I finally get tortured to ‘look more presentable‘, she doesn’t even notice!

      I grunted and crossed my arms while I grumbled away at the unfairness of it all.  Jin seemed to be able to read my thoughts, that fart, and put an arm around me.

      “I think you look good.  Really good.”  He assured me.

      I just stepped away from him, still grumbling to myself.

      Meanwhile, my mom tried to pull my dad out of the doorway.  “Let’s go eat dear, the food’s getting cold.”  She insisted.  My mom turned towards us and gestured for us to come as well.

      With a shrug, I followed down the hall, with an extra few meters of space between me and my dad just in case he gets even crazier than usual.

      “But…he’s too sexy!”  He protested, letting his wife drag him down the stairs in defeat.
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      I nearly gagged at my father using that particular word while Jin smirked.

      “Your dad sure is an interesting guy.”  He murmured, following me down the stairs.

      I just looked strangely at him, still trying to fight the nausea.  “That’s one way to put it.” I finally replied.

      A couple minutes later, I was ready to stuff my dinner into my ears.  The whole time we were eating dinner, my dad kept trying to psycho-analyze Jin.  He does that to all of me and my sister’s friends.  To quote my mental father, it’s his way of ‘weeding’ out the psychos who want to harm his precious daughters.

      I guess it can be seen as caring on one level.  On another level, it’s flat out creepy and annoying.

      So here I was groaning and trying to nudge my mom into making my dad stop but my mom was too busy firing questions of her own towards Jin.

      I pity the sexy dude.

      Oh well.  That’s what he gets for trying to mess with this already messed up family.

      “Would you mind signing this?  I’m interested in taking a look at your penmanship.”  My dad nudged a napkin and pen towards Jin.

      “And what do your parents do?”  My mom sweetly asked, shovelling more food onto Jin’s already towering plate.

      I just slapped myself in the forehead while Jin tried to sign the various legal documents my dad somehow sneakily placed instead of the napkin while Jin tried to answer my mom’s questions and eat at the same time.

      “Well, my dad owns a few companies, and my mom is a partner and on the advisory committee.”  He explained, rifling through all of the papers and looking confused.  “Um, sir, may I ask what these are supposed to be?”  He held up one of the various contracts.

      I could make out ‘if you want to date my daughter, no touching, kissing, breathing within ten metres’ before my mom realized what it was and faked a yawn while snatching the paper and chucking it over her head.

      “Oh dear, it’s already midnight!  I’m so sorry we kept you for so long.  I’m sure your parents are worrying for you.  Do you have a ride home?”  My mom wedged herself between Jin and my dad’s chair and helped Jin stand up.

      My dad shot out his arm and grabbed Jin’s pants.  “Oh no, please stay.  I still have some things to cover with you and my wife can always call your parents about you coming home a little later.”

      My mom tugged on Jin’s shirt while shooting my dad a look.  “Don’t be rude, dear.  Can’t you see the poor boy is tired and just wants to rest now?”

      My dad tugged back on his pants.  “I’m sure he has enough energy from your delicious cooking to stay for an extra few minutes.“

      Oh, what the freak?!  I could see that dang tattoo of his on his pelvis and I wondered how much more tugging his pants could handle before it fell off.

      My jaw dropped, wondering how the situation went downhill this fast while stupid Jin was perfectly calm and just looked at my parents with a sexily raised eyebrow.  He looked perplexed and amused at the same time while he turned his head back and forth towards whoever was talking.

      My mom looked eagerly at Jin, tugging on his shirt so savagely that a few buttons popped open.  One of my eyes bugged out at my own mother stripping Jin.

      “Want to sleep over?  There’s a guest bedroom Eunhye and JooEun’s friends always use whenever they sleep over.” She exclaimed.

      At this point, both eyes were bugged out in utter shock.

      My dad thumped his fist on the table.  “That’s impossible.  I’m using the guest bedroom to store my patient files and other important papers that can’t fit in my office upstairs.”  He argued, even though it was painfully obvious he was lying.  His eyes always take turns blinking when he’s lying.

      I always figured his brain was fried from all that product stuff he uses on his head to cover up his, ahem, male pattern baldness but I eventually figured it out whenever my mom asked him who ate the last of the dessert in the fridge every night.

      My mom waved him off.  “Then he can sleep in JooEun’s room.  Problem solved.”

      I was running out of body parts to pop out and drop in shock at this point.

      What the fudge?!  This can’t be happening!

      First my own father trying to practically sell me off to Jin and now my mother suggesting Jin sleep in the same room as me?!  What the hell?!  Just when I thought my parents couldn’t get any freakier.

      Gah, insanity better not be hereditary, or I’m screwed!
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      Both my dad and I had our jaws hanging on the ground at what my mom just said.

      I cleaned out my ears and gawked at her some more, wondering if she sniffed a little too much of that cleaning solution she uses whenever she cleans her precious china.

      My dad recovered from the shock and violently shook his head.  “You might as well offer our daughter on a silver platter and invite this horny young man to have his way with her all night.“  He retorted.  “We both want JooEun to date and have a healthier social life, not prostitute around.”

      At this point, I couldn’t decide whether to stab myself with the dull butter knife or to try hitting my head against the dinner table again in utter horror and embarrassment.

      “No way.  I forbid it.“  He held up his hands, still shaking his head.  “I’d rather she become a single hermit for the rest of her life.”

      Gee, thanks for your concern dad.  As if I wasn’t a big enough loser as it is.

      My mom raised an eyebrows, placed both hands on her hips and took on that scary ‘don’t-mess-with-me-or-someone-will-be-living-in-the-nonexistent-doghouse-for-a-very-long-time’ look all wives seem to know how to naturally do.  “Pardon me?”  She calmly asked.

      Let me tell you one thing about my mom.  She hunky-dory over almost everything, always with a smile and perky thoughts and comments for everyone and whatnot but when you mess with her, you might as well kiss your life goodbye.

      She’s a tough nut to crack.  So far, the only one who’s managed to calm her down and set up negotiations and compromise was my grandpa.

      Yup, that’s my mom.  Super cool, Martha Stewart kind of mom by day, and natural mafia overlord who missed her calling by night.  Heck, she might as well be holding a couple bazookas, butcher knife and rifle in her petite hands with the scary expression she’s emitting.

      It’s freaky and horribly humiliating, I tell you.  Now you know why most friends rarely come by the house, never mind stick around and be friends with me.

      Anyways, my dad immediately recognized that look.  He gulped and nervously shuffled the papers in front of him.

      “I meant to say is that JooEun’s room is too small and messy so he can sleep in our room instead.”  He grudgingly replied instead.

      “You can sleep with JooEun and Jin will have the bed with me.”  He added, starting to like the sound of his own idea.  “That way he and I can spend more time getting to know one another.  That man to man kind of thing.”

      He glanced over at Jin.  “You don’t sleep in the nude, do you?”

      My jaw dropped to the carpeted floor for the countless time that night while Jin looked awkwardly at him.

      My mom let go of Jin and slapped my dad on the shoulder.  “Quit scarring him.”

      “I was just wondering since the air conditioner’s broken, and it tends to get a little stuffy in the room at night.”  He protested.

      My mom looked at him in exasperation.  “Just let him sleep in JooEun’s room already.  It’s cooler in her room anyways.  Her window brings in a lot of cool night air.”

      My dad went back to being stubborn and refusing everything, the hairpiece flailing about while he shook his head.  “I forbid it.  I’d rather the boy sleep in our room butt naked and dying of heat stroke than sleep in JooEun’s room.”

      Jin pried his eyes away from my quirky parents and glanced back at me.  “Um, maybe I should just go.”  He slowly said, taking his keys out of his pocket.  “See you tomorrow, Joo-Eun.”

      I rubbed my forehead.  “Feel free to forget everything you saw and heard tonight.”  I called after him.  “Better yet never come over again!”

      He only raised a hand goodbye over his shoulder before leaving the room.

      I just grunted, watching my parents argue.  “Break it up people.  Jin’s gone already.”  I announced, resorting to hitting a pot with a spatula just to get their attention.

      My parents stopped, my dad’s huge bear paws trying to pry my mom’s small hands wrapped around his neck and stared at me.
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      We just took turns blinking at each other for a full minute or so until we heard the front door open, and my grandma announce she was home, followed by my sister.

      It was full out chaos from then on as my grandma blocked the living room doorway in bewilderment while my parents tried to run after Jin.

      “What’s going on?”  Eunhye asked as we both snuck back upstairs.  My grandma had thankfully let us slip through while she took care of the circus in the living room with my parents.

      “Meh.“  I just said with a shrug, scratching my itchy head and cursing Max for using so many hair products.

      “Oh, by the way, you look really pretty Joo-Eun.“  Eunhye looked over at me with a smile.

      “Uh huh.“  I mumbled, too busy moving scratching my neck from the stupid perfume Alex practically bathed me in.  The dork tripped over one of my teddy bears and the bottle went flying my way and slipped into the spacious room of my bra.

      The perverted dork didn’t even bother to apologize and reached forward to try and stick his hand down my shirt to fish it out.

      I swear he gets dumber every day.

      Eunhye stopped me in the hallway and made me face her.  I perked up a little to find that I was taller than her for once.  Hmmm, these stupid hooker heels are good for something.

      I was too preoccupied with looking down at my heels and silently throwing praises at it for making me look taller, but Eunhye blabbed away anyways.

      “See how pretty you can be when you try.”  She touched my hair and helpfully untangled one of my earrings from my shirt.  “I bet you have a million guys after you now, huh?” She teased, winking at me.

      I finally looked up and glowered at her.  “Do you even know why I went through all that torture to look like this?”  I demanded, pulling at the pantyhose riding up my butt.  “For you and Micky, that’s what.  Get back together already so I can go back to my hobo self.”  I ordered her, now moving on to trying to keep my bra from chafing me.

      Eunhye’s smile disappeared, and she stopped fixing my shirt for me.  “That’s really sweet of you Joo-Eun to do this for me and…” She bit her lip and looked away.  “And Micky but you have to understand that it really is over now.” She softly told me.

      I looked at her in frustration, especially when her eyes were shining with tears like as if it was the end of the world.  “What’s so hard about getting back together this time?  You two are made for each other.”  I stubbornly insisted.  “Kiss and do all that nasty lovey dovey stuff you two always do and make up already.  It‘s not that hard, you know.  You‘ve only done that a million bajillion times since you two started dating.”

      Eunhye turned back and looked me in the eye with a smile on her face.  “We’re only a few minutes apart but you’re so sweet and innocent, Joo-Eun.  You stick to what you believe in no matter what anybody says, and you stay true to yourself.  I know people find that hard to accept about you but those that can accept it completely love that about you.”

      I looked strangely at her.  Hmmmm, mushy compliments.  Not a good sign.  What the heck is she getting at?

      She kept smiling that weird wistful smile of hers and took my hand in hers.  “I think that is why Micky can relate to you and share his troubles with you better than he could ever with me.”  She murmured, squeezing my hand.

      She looked down for a moment before looking back at me.  “I think that…” She paused and took a shaky breath, and I felt my gut savagely kick me in panic, warning me that whatever Eunhye’s about to say won’t be any good.  “I would be happy for both of you if you and Micky were to be together.” She finally said, her eyes sad but happy.

      I just stared at her with bugged out eyes.

      “I always worried that the guy you choose to be with someday would take advantage of your naïve nature,” She continued, a worried look on her face.  “But Micky’s always there for you and I know he’ll be good to you and you to him.” She softly finished.

      The hallway was so quiet I could hear my stomach grumble in hunger again and my dad busily whistling while taking a dump in the bathroom downstairs, but nothing seemed to matter much at this point except what my sister just said.

      Did I hear right?  Did she actually give me her blessing to date Micky?

      On one hand, I was proud of my sis for being so mature but on another hand, I was horribly grossed out that she wanted me to date Micky of all people.

      Oh boy, this is sure getting grossly complicated.

      Out of nowhere, a funky odour starts to harass my nostrils.

      Eunhye looked wryly at me while I desperately fanned my face with my hand from the foul odour quickly drifting upstairs.

      “Maybe we should talk about this tomorrow.”  Eunhye suggested, already inching towards her room and officially plugging her nose.

      I violently nodded.  “Hell yeah.  Night, night!”

      We both ran towards our room just in time to hear my dad let out a whoop as the sound of the toilet flushes.

      “Honey, good news!  I‘m not constipated anymore!”  He hooted again while spraying the bathroom like crazy.
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      Before I knew it, the weekend was over and boring old Monday morning farted along.  Normally I hate Mondays with a passion, partly because it meant the end of a good weekend and the start of yet another long and boring week of school but today was a little bit different.

      Normally I rarely show up on the school radar but today was impossible to slip by unnoticed.  I cursed my stupid makeover for the bajillionth time while everyone in the front of the school gawked at me.

      Oh, for the love of…

      I only had to take one step through the front gates, and I was an instant freak show!

      I just grunted and stared at everyone back with a grumpy look on my face.

      “Why the freak does Eunhye like this kind of attention so much?  It’s annoying and makes me constipated and itchy.“  I muttered, reaching up to scratch my head only to have Max bat my hand away without even taking a break from his game boy.

      I glowered at everybody and crossed my arms with another grunt.

      Before I could attempt scratching again, I was distracted by none other than the principal.  Mr. Man was doing his routine uniform check up again among the students in the front.  I quickly nudged Max, who was already in the process of tightening the tie around his neck and tucking in his shirt, while I fixed my own uniform.

      “Tuck that shirt in young man.  You look like a hoodlum on crack.”

      “Yes sir.”

      “Unroll that skirt missy and make sure it’s exactly three inches above the knee.  We raise young women, not playboy bunnies.”

      “Whatever.”

      “What was that?”

      “I mean, for sure Mr. Man.”

      He finally reached me, and I was about to make my way into the school when I saw a hand shoot out to stop me.

      “Oh ho, ho, what do we have here?  State your name and business young lady.”

      I looked up and shot Mr. Man a strange look.  What the heck?  He only barks that line out to the students from other schools who try to trespass the school grounds to visit, or rather stalk someone.  This hoity toity school supposedly has the biggest collection of hot guys out of all the other schools in the city so there’s a ton of girls who always try to come and stalk them.

      It's grown worse ever since stupid sexy Jin had to join this school.

      “Umm, come again?”  I slowly asked, trying not to stare at his open zipper.  The guy always has something wrong with his outfit.  Either his toupee is crooked, his shirt’s inside out or his pants are wide open for the world to see.

      It scars the majority of us, I tell you.

      Mr. Man put his face closely to mine and I tried not to gag from the smell of garlic and something similar to the smell of suntanned garbage wafting from his mouth.

      “Are you one of the special students?”  He guessed instead.

      Oing?

      At the blank look on my face, he cleared his throat and adjusted his tie before blabbing again and making hand gestures this time.  “Are…you…a….student…here?”

      II shot him a look.  “Isn’t it obvious?”  I retorted, gesturing to my uniform that matched the other couple hundred girls going to school here.

      His already small eyes narrowed crossly at me.  “Oh, we have a sassy one talking back here.”

      I looked crossly back at him.  “Well, it’s better to be called sassy than slow.“

      I started to regret what I said when I found an extremely long bamboo stick appear out of nowhere.  Crap, I’m dead meat!
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      I eyed the bamboo stick Mr. Man used to hit against his palm a couple times as he looked not too pleased with me.

      They call it The Spanker.

      Self-explanatory, yes?

      My poor butt clenched in fear while I immediately hid behind Max.  “Help me!”  I shrilly whispered to him, grabbing onto the back of his shirt for dear life.

      Max turned his head to stare at me in disbelief.  “Joo-Eun just tell him who you are.“  He whispered back while smiling sheepishly at the principal.

      I was too busy squeezing my eyes shut and covering my butt in case Mr. Man whips around to smack me down under.

      “Hell no!  I’m already in trouble.  If I tell him who I am, I’ll get into more trouble when he calls my dad.”

      Max kept trying to step out of the way so that I could face Mr. Man, but I just stepped along with him, burying my face in his back.  He tried to reach behind him to pull me back out into the open to face the principal, but I just slapped his hands away.

      “Either you tell me who you are, or you both get detention.“  He barked.

      Max gulped especially when Mr. Man slapped the bamboo stick against his own leg, creepily resembling a scary chinchilla on drugs.

      “Don’t tell him.“  I furiously whispered.

      “I have to, or we’ll get detention!  Again!”  Max nervously whispered back.

      “So?  All we do is sit there and zone off into space for a couple hours.“  I insisted.

      “But my mom said that if I get another detention she’s going to cancel all of my subscriptions!“  Max protested.

      “Joe and Mi-Hyun always get you magazines anyways so what’s the big deal?”

      Before he could argue anymore with me, I just stubbornly shook my head.  I kept trying to gnaw on Max to keep him from telling Mr. Man who I am.  But of course, some higher power out there likes to keep me miserable for their own entertainment.

      “Hey Joo-Eun!  Hey Max!  Good thing Man-zilla wasn’t around to lock the gate.  I made it into school grounds for once!”  Alex loudly exclaimed, a grin on his face as he joined our side.

      I groaned and hit my forehead against Max’s backside.  Alex, you idiot.

      Sure enough, Alex nearly choked on his own bubble gum as he skidded to a stop when he realized Mr. Man was within hearing, seeing and spank-able distance.  Alex covered his own butt as he looked fearfully at the bamboo stick in Mr. Man’s hands.

      Mr. Man evilly smiled with satisfaction.  “Ah, Joo-Eun, no wonder I didn’t recognize you.  Good haircut.  It reminds me of my mother’s hair-do.  And the height is within school regulations too.  Good job.“

      While I was considering shaving my whole head bald in utter disgust that me and my hairdo reminded him of his own mother, of all people, Mr. Man’s smile disappeared and was back to the pinched, scrooge look on the dude. “See you all in detention by the way.”

      “Noooooo!”  Alex dramatically let out as he fell on his knees.

      Max groaned while I shook my fist at Mr. Man when he turned his back.  I shook my fist at the rest of the school population, who stopped gawking at me and turned to gossiping instead.
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      A couple hours later here I dragged myself into the video arcade, completely burnt out from sitting through three hours’ worth of detention, just sitting straight ahead at Mr. Man while he sharpened pencils the entire time.

      Holy crap, that was the most mind numbing experience anyone can ever go through.  I swear he does it on purpose. Everyone uses mechanical pencils nowadays, not ghetto HB pencils.

      Bah, let it go Joo-Eun.

      I finally reached the counter and sat my butt down on the nearest seat.

      Joe looked up from the counter and smiled sympathetically at me.  “Hey Joo-Eun.  Rough day?“

      I just groaned and sat down at the counter and put my head down.

      I remember sitting in detention, bored out of my mind when my stupid brain cells remembered what my sister said last night.

      I can‘t believe she wants me to be with Micky!  That‘s the sickest thing she could ever ask me to do.  Even if she was on her death bed, I still wouldn’t do it.  Urg.

      I frowned to myself, wondering how I ended up in such a crazy situation.  “I don’t want to do this anymore.  There’s no point anyways.  Eunhye’s over him.”  I grumble, sitting up and looking away in disgust to see Alex’s cartoon-y underwear peek out from his pants right in front of me.  The dorkus was too busy shooting aliens into oblivion on the video screen a couple meters away from me to pull up his stupid pants.

      “You don’t mean that, do you Joo-Eun?”  Max hesitantly asked while Joe reached over and squeezed my shoulder.

      “Hang in there, Joo-Eun.”

      I looked down at his sexy hand, such manly tanned and muscled hands and just shrugged.  He walked to the other side of the counter and even gave me a hug.  “No really, Joo-Eun.  I admire you for doing all this for Eunhye and Micky.”  He said, his to-die-for dimples showing as he smiled at me and his eyes proudly twinkling away.

      I weakly smiled.  “Yeah, sure.  Thanks.“

      He wanted to say something else, but a customer was waving him over.  He winked at me before walking away to tend to his customers.

      Then I realized that not even a sexy man like Joe could get me out of this mood.

      Holy crap, my hormones either died or I fully converted to cyborg-ism!

      Freaking out that I wasn’t falling for Joe and his bangin’ body parts like I usually do, I immediately stood up and began to wipe at the makeup on my face and ruin the curls in my hair by scratching my head like crazy.  “There’s just no point to look this idiotic anymore.  Game over!”

      Max’s eyes widened and immediately called out to Alex for reinforcement.

      Alex scrambled over, a huge cookie in his mouth and some bubble tea in one hand.  Where the heck did he get that?  Didn’t I just see him play video games a second ago?

      I stopped paying attention to the piggy and clawed at my curly hair even more.

      “What’s happening?“  Alex asked through his munching, sending several half chewed pieces of cookies my way.

      Max was pulling at his own hair as he watched me ruining all of his hard work on my hair.  “She’s doing it again!”  He cried out.

      Alex hit himself to dislodge the cookie that went down his throat at the reply before immediately scrambling over to stop me.

      “No!  Don’t give up Joo-Eun!”  Max exclaimed while Alex tried to bite my hand away from my hair.

      “Yeah!  We almost have them!  Quit trying to be ugly again!”  Alex added over the arguing.

      “Eunhye and Micky really are over each other.  There‘s no need to look this girly anymore.  Now freaking let go!”  I shouted, shooting Alex killer looks at the bite marks on my hands while Max actually resorted to rolling up his precious magazine and batted at my other hand away from my face.

      The two buttheads let out a yelp as I managed to throw them both over my shoulder.  Both dorks skidded to a stop near the video game machines.  Alex found a quarter which he happily slipped into a machine behind him while Max was tearing up to find the cover of his magazine wrinkled.

      Hmph.  That’ll teach those two not to mess with me.

      Just when I nearly finished untangling my hair and tying it up into a ponytail, I hear a familiar voice snicker behind me.

      “Whoa, lay off the steroids Joo-Eun.”
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      I turned around and glared at Yoongjoon.  “I dare you to say that again.”  I growled, pushing my sleeves up and raising my fists.

      Yoongjoon just ignored me as he took some coins out of his pocket and slipped some into the nearest game machine.  “Jeez, what’s up your ass today?”  He asked while he pressed some buttons to start the game.

      “Aside from the thong seriously trying to wedgie the crap out of me, the plan of trying to get my sister and Micky back together is mostly clogging my butt up.”  I sarcastically replied, wiping the remaining lipstick off my lips and throwing the napkin over my shoulder.

      Yoongjoon took on a disgusted look on his face while he shot some crooks on the screen.  “Telling me you want to give up on the plan would have been good enough, you know.”  He said with a slight shudder.

      I just gave him the evil eye, but he shrugged.

      “Jin told me to pass along a message to you.”  He casually said, grinning as he reached the next level in the game.

      I looked expectantly at him.

      Yoongjoon shrugged as he manoeuvred through the prison hallways.  “I forget.”

      Urg.  Why do I even bother?

      Just when I was contemplating taking off a shoe to hit him with, Yoongjoon glanced towards me as a ‘Game Over’ sign flashed on the screen.

      “Oh, I remember now.  It has something to do about change of plans.  He’s having a get together at his parent’s house this weekend.”  He replied, taking out another set of coins to play again.

      I looked up at the ceiling in wonder.  “Whoa, it’s this weekend?“  I talked to myself.

      Yoongjoon nodded, his eyes glued to the screen once more.  “Yeah, Eunhye’s agreed to pretend to be Jin’s fiancee.”

      I nodded in boredom, remembering what Jin told me with his parent’s approval and proving them wrong about him not being a bum and blah, blah.

      “But on some kind of condition.  They both want you to come along and take Micky with you.”  Yoongjoon finished.

      I instantly whipped my head to gawk openly at him.  “What? Why?  No!”  I babbled, waving my arms to reject it all.  “No way am I going.  That only means having to dress up, go on a date with Micky,” I took a moment to shudder a little at that word, “and spend all night at some boring party.  No way.”  I repeated.

      Yoongjoon just shrugged.  “Hey, take it with Jin and your sis.  I had nothing to do with this.  I’m just the messenger.”  The jerk replied.

      I was about to protest some more when Yoongjoon took his cell phone out of his pocket and read the text message flashing across his screen.  His face immediately turned sour as he snapped the phone shut.

      “Don’t tell me a thong’s up your ass too.”  I weakly tried to joke with the guy, warily watching him savagely punch the buttons on the machine.  "Wait, do guys even wear thongs?"  I wondered loudly to myself.

      “She’s coming.”  He finally muttered.

      I raised an eyebrow.  “Who?  Kay?”

      I just had to ask.  I watched Yoongjoon nearly rip the joystick out of the machine.

      “He’s with her.  They’re heading here any minute.”  He gritted out.

      I took a cautious step back from the psychotic Jung Yoongjoon and bumped into someone behind me in the process.  I felt someone put their hands on my arms to steady me.

      “Just the person I wanted to bump into today.”

      What is it with people sneaking up behind me lately?  Urg.

      I turned around and looked sheepishly at Micky as he let go of me with a smile on his face while Kay stood beside him with a friendly smile on her face.
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            SAY BUFFET AND I’M YOURS

          

        

      

    

    
      “Has something to say, Micky has to you Joo-Eun.”  She announced, looking encouragingly up at Micky.

      Micky rubbed the back of his neck and looked at me in embarrassment.  “Well, it’s nothing big really.  Just ummm, wondering if you were busy today?”

      My eyes widened and my stomach dropped all the way into my butt.

      Oh good Lord, he isn’t going to ask me out, is he?!

      I cursed my sister for the millionth time while I started to panic, especially when Micky slightly turned red and didn’t look me in the eye.

      I ribbed Yoongjoon out of his daze, but he only grabbed Kay’s hand.  “Why do you need to ask Joo-Eun for?  She’s never busy.  Go ahead and have fun on your date man.  I totally support it.”  The idiot babbled while he gleefully dragged Kay away.

      I looked to Kay for help, but she only waved encouragingly at me before wrapping her arms around Yoongjoon and headed out the door.

      I inwardly groaned.  Great.  Just great.

      “I know you might not want to try this, but I thought it’d be really good for you Joo-Eun.”  I could hear Micky say while I busily grumbled under my breath.

      Right.  Like dating your sister’s ex-boyfriend is going to do me good.  That’s downright sickening.

      “And I know you’ve never tried this before, but it’ll be a fun and rewarding experience I promise.”

      What the?  The boy sure has some nerve to promise those kinds of things.

      I looked up to shoot him a strange look only to find Micky flashing some sort of ticket in front of me.  “They’re showing some of my artwork in the art gallery tonight.”  He admitted, turning even more tomato-coloured.

      I wanted to shoot him and pinch his cheeks at the same time.  All this time I was freaking out that the dude was acting all shy and weird because he wanted to ask me out when in reality he was just being dorky shy about his artwork being shown in public.

      Gah, you cannot believe how relieved I am right now!

      “Want to come with me to check it out?”  He asked, looking hopefully at me.  “Kay was supposed to come but she said she wanted to spend more time with Yoongjoon today since she‘s been busy helping me with my artwork.”

      Even after knowing all this, I still looked warily at him.  “Erm, we’re going as friends right?”  I asked, holding my breath and hoping for the right answer to come out of his mouth.

      Micky looked quizzically at me.  “Of course.”

      “Okay deal.  I‘m up for it.”  I sheepishly exclaimed, trying to hide my embarrassment for assuming things.

      Micky grinned and hooked arms with me.  “Let’s go eat first.  My treat.”

      I immediately heard my stomach grumbling, reminding me that I haven’t fed it all day.  “Let’s go to an all-you-can eat place.  I’m freaking starving.”  I told him, patting my gut.

      Micky looked into his wallet and counted his money.  “Um, there is a snack table at the gallery too, you know.  You don’t need to stuff yourself that much.“  He tried.

      Muahaha no way am I skipping out on a free meal.  I pretended not to hear him as I excitedly dragged him out of the arcade.
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            ARTSY FARTSY

          

        

      

    

    
      My cheerful mood immediately went down the crapper when I just had to turn my head slightly and decided to look randomly across the room.

      I saw Alex and Max peeking from behind a sculpture.  Alex gave me a thumb’s up sign while Max held up a comb and looked pleadingly at me to fix my hair.  I glowered at them, annoyed that they were following all this time and glanced back at Micky while he explained the concept of yet another art piece.

      Don’t get me wrong, Micky’s art is awesome, but I just wasn’t an artsy person.  I can’t interpret art to save my life.

      I happily nodded while Micky babbled away about the way texture and colour set off the mood and atmosphere of the painting.  I burped one last time and was happy to find that I was done digesting.

      My eyes strayed towards the other end of the room and found Alex pigging out at the snack table while Max was talking to some elderly lady about a painting in front of them.  I shook my fist at Alex as he was trying to sneak a whole platter down his pants.  That piglet!  Save me some, dammit!

      He noticed me and waved me over to stuff more food with him.

      I was ready to walk over there and pull his pants down and make him return all that food when Micky looked back at me.

      “So, what do you think of this one Joo-Eun?”  Micky asked, smiling expectantly at me.

      I glanced at the picture of a basket of fruit.  “Um, yummy and fruit-tastic?”  I tried, feeling my mouth water especially at the ripe looking peach in the picture.

      Micky just chuckled and ruffled my hair, much to my annoyance.  “How about this one?”  He asked, taking us to yet another painting.

      This time, it was a picture of a dressed up lady looking out the window.

      Now that I was no longer distracted by my digesting, I was starting to fidget in boredom.  “She looks depressed, like no one’s going to pick her up for a party or something.”

      Micky nodded thoughtfully, looking at the picture.

      “Or maybe she’s depressed because someone forced her to wear that crappy piece of junk.”  I added, eyeing her pink, ruffled costume.

      Micky grinned and moved us along to another one.

      Oh, for the love of….is he going to make me interpret all of the art in the building?!

      I was ready to mentally kick myself for agreeing to go when I felt Micky touch my arm.

      I looked up just in time to see him turn to me with a serious look on his face.

      Uh oh.  Not again!

      “Hey Joo-Eun,”  Micky started.

      I immediately tried to inch away from him without making it look obvious.  “Um yeah?”  I nervously asked.

      I glanced across the room to somehow try to mentally tell Alex and Max to help me out only to see Jin observing a painting nearby.  His hands were tucked in his pockets while he looked thoughtfully at the picture.

      What the heck is he doing here?!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            79

          

          

      

    

    







            THE POETER STRIKES AGAIN!

          

        

      

    

    
      “I’m having a lot of fun hanging out with you today.”  Micky told me.

      I distractedly nodded at him while I kept squinting to look at Jin, wondering what he was doing over there.

      Jin turned to me just on time, a slow grin forming on his face.

      I glared at him, wondering why he was here of all places.  He just kept smiling back at me before glancing back at the painting.

      “…and I never got the chance to tell you how much I appreciate you always being there for me,“

      I managed a small smile at Micky while in the corner of my eye I watched Alex join Jin to stare at the painting.

      What the?

      Alex is barely literate, and he can actually stand looking at portraits that isn’t even in a comic book for once?   Whoa, something‘s seriously wrong with that picture!

      I looked exasperatedly at them, not knowing what those monkeys were up to.

      “…and I just wanted to say that…“

      Even Max joined the two and started waving his hand, supposedly interpreting the portrait.  Alex finally caught my constipated vibes and looked my way.  He glanced at Micky first and then at me before grinning and pointing to his pocket.  At my clueless look, he pointed towards me and then pointed to his pocket.

      “…that I’m glad that…um…yeah…that I have you to count on Joo-Eun.“  Micky sounded like he was having trouble talking but I was too busy trying to interpret the weirdo’s antics across the room.

      With a grunt, I touched the pocket on my uniform top.

      You happy?!  I mentally shout at them.

      They nodded with a grin and flashed thumbs up signs before walking towards another painting.

      It was then that I felt something in my pocket.  I pulled out a folded piece of flowery stationary. I nearly gagged from the familiar smell of Alex’s cologne sprayed all over it.

      Micky tried not to make a face as he stared at the paper.  “What’s that?”  He asked.

      I shrugged and cautiously opened it.  I could see Alex’s chicken scratch and quickly realized what it was.

      It was even signed ‘xoxo Poeter’

      Of course, the dingus still can’t spell ‘poet’ correctly.

      “No way!”  I yelled out.

      I could see Alex look back and eagerly nod his head, wanting me to read it to Micky.

      How is it that Alex can come up with endless stupid ideas?!

      “What is it?”  Micky looked curiously at the paper in my hand.

      “Na uh.  No way.”  I repeated, crumpling the paper and preparing to chuck into one of the huge holes of a nearby sculpture.

      Too bad Micky was taller than me and therefore had the long arms to grab the paper from me.  I leapt forward to try and get it back, but it was too late.  He was already reading it.  I could see his lips moving and his eyes squinting, trying to make out the writing.

      I inwardly groaned and shook my fist at the guys, while they high fived each other and eagerly awaited Micky’s reaction.  I turned towards Micky, half expecting the guy to either be throwing up or near death from being exposed to such horrible writing.

      I found the crazy dude smiling instead.

      “Did you write this?”  He asked.

      I violently shook my head.  Sure, I’m capable of writing bad poetry but not as horribly mind shattering as Alex’s works of art.

      Micky turned the paper over to see who wrote it.  “Are you sure?  From what I could make out from the writing, it sounds pretty good.”

      Oing?

      Someone actually likes Alex’s poetry?

      What has the world come to?

      I gawked at Micky as he carefully folded the paper and stuffed it in his pocket.  “Thanks.  I‘ll cherish it forever.”

      I weakly smiled.  “Umm great.”

      I looked awkwardly away, gritting my teeth at the fact that he wouldn’t stop looking at me.  I hate people with staring problems.

      “What?  Out with it already.”  I growled, walking towards some chairs to avoid being forced to interpret more art again.

      Micky closely approached me.  I started to look uneasily at the lack of space between us.  I gulped and looked at the guys across the street only to find them grinning widely.  Well, Alex and Max were grinning, but Jin was just thoughtfully watching.

      I wanted to kill all three of them and hoped that my death glares were enough to send that message as I looked back up at Micky.  He was leaning closer, and it reminded me of one of Jin’s crazy lessons he put me through just last weekend.  Seeing Micky coming closer the way Yongjoon did, I instantly panicked and kicked his kneecaps.

      “Ah!”  We both yelled as I prepared to run away while Micky grimaced in pain.

      “Wait, Joo-Eun.”  Micky managed to grab my arm before I could run off.  “You have chocolate all over your face.”

      I touched my face and realized he was telling the truth and looked apologetically at him.  “Oops, my bad.”  I helped me onto a couch and glanced sheepishly at him.  “I’ll go to the bathroom and clean up and then let’s get out of here okay?  I think I’ve had enough of art to last me for a lifetime.“

      Micky just nodded, still grimacing while I backed away from him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            80

          

          

      

    

    







            TOOT SYMPHONY

          

        

      

    

    
      As soon as I finished washing my face and doing my business, I was about to leave the washroom when someone opens the door, nearly slamming it in my face.  I jumped back in time, covering my face and ready to snap at the idiot who opens doors like a madman.

      “Watch it!  You almost hit m…”

      I didn’t get a chance to finish when, to my surprise, Jin entered the bathroom.

      He just smiled at me.  “Hey Joo-Eun.  Having fun?”

      I couldn’t help but think:  Wow.

      I never noticed that he was wearing a crisp black dress shirt and matching dress pants.  His shirt was unbuttoned, revealing a simple silver cross necklace hanging against his lightly muscled chest.  One hand was tucked in his pocket while he used his other equally beautiful hand to brush the hair out of his face.

      Gah and his scent!  I was close enough to smell his deodorant, cologne and that something that was just Jin.

      Good God how is it that a guy can look and smell this good?!

      What pathetic collection of puny brain cells I had left died the moment I laid eyes on this piece of manly goodness.

      Then I heard someone in one of the stalls rip out a huge toot and I snapped out of it with a grimace on my face.

      “What are you doing here?”  I demanded, crossing my arms with a very grumpy look on my face.

      Another huge ripping sound let out, accompanied by a growing stench filled the air and I was dizzily beginning to see multiple sexy Jins surround me.

      Jin just shrugged, completely unaware of the nasty stuff going on in the washroom.  “Going to an art gallery sounded interesting,”

      I plugged my nose while I looked at him in disbelief.

      “And it’d be a good way to watch over you.”

      Aha!  The truth comes out!

      This time, multiple sounds of farting and horrible sounds that I won’t mention just to save your stomachs and sanity shot through the air and I could have died of embarrassment for the person right about now.  I hastily pushed the air drying machine to make some noise for the poor soul who probably ate too much cheese from the snack table.

      “I don’t need you watching over me.  I’ve known Micky most of my life.”  I yelled over the noise of the dryer.

      Jin leaned against the wall by the air dryer machine and just smiled at me.  “Well, I just wanted to be here to support you I guess.”

      I opened my mouth to argue with him about the difference between stalking and being there for someone when the biggest tooting sound as if someone’s ass was being ripped apart shot through the air.  Not even the sound of drying machine could mask the sound and not to mention the stench.

      Dear Lord,  what did this poor soul eat to produce such horrible sounds from their butt?!

      I was desperately fanning my face while Jin was finally starting to notice the not so pleasant conditions of the washroom.

      “You are coming this weekend, right?”  He still had the nerve to ask while looking worriedly at the stall that was producing such horrible sounds and smells.

      I just shot him a look while I fanned harder at my face.  “Like I have any reason to come.  I have no interest whatsoever in parties, looking girly and drinking alcohol all night.  And you and my sister expecting me to dress up and take Micky with me is crazy talk.”

      Jin wanted to argue but the smell seemed to have affected him badly and he just grimaced and turned his head away.

      Thankfully, the door opened, and Max peeked his head inside.  “Alex is missing.”  He worriedly announced.

      He’s always getting himself into things so that‘s no surprise to me.  I just rolled my eyes while Jin shrugged to signal that he didn’t know about Alex’s whereabouts.

      Max sighed.  “Oh, and Micky’s also looking for you.  He went outside to see if you’re there, Joo-Eun.”

      At the mention of Micky, I immediately resumed my grumpy face.  “You guys can do what you want.  I’m leaving this popsicle stand anyways.”

      I grabbed the handle to the door when I heard a toilet flush and the stall door open.  I couldn’t help but turn around to see who was in that stall all that time.  Call me weird, but I’d sleep easier tonight if I could put a face to the sounds that will most likely haunt me for a while.

      To my horror, Alex came whistling out of the stall and approached the sink to wash his hands.  Jin and Max checked the sign on the door that read ‘women’ before glancing strangely back at Alex.

      Alex looked up to find me staring at him in absolute shock and just waved his soapy hand at me.

      “Hey Joo-Eun!  How’s it going with lover boy?”  He impishly grinned.

      He approached the drying machine but reached into one of his pockets and pulled out a couple blocks of cheese.  I could see a bunch of lint and coins attached to the poor mangled pieces of dairy on his palm.

      “Want some?”  He cheerfully asked.

      I put my hand over my mouth and desperately grabbed for the door.

      That’s it!  I’m swearing off dairy for life thanks to Alex!

      Jin was way ahead of me and slipped out the door with Max.

      “Hey, wait up guys!”  Alex yelled after us, not bothering to fully dry his hands and ran out the door.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            81

          

          

      

    

    







            ‘D’ FOR DETENTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Here I was, sitting in detention, yet again.

      Why, you ask?

      I kind of got caught trying to skip school the day before.

      What was that?  Why am I so stupid as to willingly miss out on wonderful teachings that will be the fundamental block for post-secondary school learning and beyond, you ask?

      Easy.  I was trying to get out of shopping with MiHyun and my sister.

      Eunhye thinks we’re not spending enough time with each other and wanted me to meet her after school to shop at MiHyun’s store.  MiHyung even offered to let us have first dibs on the newest stuff not on the shelves yet and whatever we wanted was free.

      You should have heard my dear sister scream her head off at the opportunity to score some new clothes.  She sounded like a banshee, I tell you.

      Bleh, as much as I would love nothing more than to spend some quality time with my dear sister and visit MiHyun, I knew this was all a ploy for the two evil women to get me to wear a dress for the stupid get together at Jin’s.

      Yes, the week flew fast, and every single painful day was like a stab in the butt with a rusty pitchfork.  Every day, Jin and the others would harass me about coming on Saturday.  They kept insisting that everyone was going to go, and I shouldn’t miss out but who cares about a party?!

      I just want to kick back and relax at the arcade and ogle Joe all day.

      No amount of peer pressuring will make me do what they want.  No siree.

      Anyways, here I was, at the corner of the school on Friday, wondering how long it would take me to sprint towards the gates, figure out which of the bajillion bars was the loose one and slip through before someone noticed when someone freaking beat me to it.

      “Ow!  Can't you be gentler?!”

      "I'm trying!  You're not making it any easier, you know."

      My ears picked up familiar voices.  I turned the corner and saw Alex’s big head stuck in between the bars of the gate, trying to skip school himself while Max tried tugging him out of there.  His tie was flung over one shoulder while he propped one leg against the gate and tugged at Alex's belt.

      Son of a…why do those idiots always have to copy me?!

      I grumpily muttered the usual nonsense stuff to myself while I spun back around to find another means to escape.

      “Hey Joo-Eun!  A little help?”

      D'oh.  Curse Alex and his monkey ears.

      I ignored him and tried to walk back to class but guess who else heard us?

      Yup, the principal, of course.  Since Mr. Man has the best batteries money can buy for the hearing aid in his left ear, he came out right away and gave us all detention.  Again.

      “I freaking hate you.”  I muttered for the millionth time at Alex, who was too busy snoring and drooling on his desk to hear me.

      I looked over to my right to see Max, also trying to sleep underneath that magazine of his before sighing and looking up at Mr. Man, who was busy sharpening his pencils as always.

      He caught me staring and grinned, nudging a spare sharpener towards me to join him.

      Oh, hell no!

      I savagely waved my hands and shook my head.  Detention is painful enough without having to sharpen pencils, of all things, thank you very much.

      Oh, and did I mention?  As punishment for attempting to skip school yesterday, Mr. Man decided to have detention on a Saturday instead.  Normally I would make a fuss at such injustice but since it meant missing Jin’s get together, then I was content to sit there in boredom.

      I figure detention with Mr. Man is the lesser of two evils.

      I looked at the windows, which were all heavily barred with planks of wood and lasers to boot due to past attempts to escape detention by other delinquents and grunted to myself for feeling a bit regretful.

      No way in hell do I regret missing out on Jin’s party, but I almost wished I didn’t skip and was shopping with my sister instead.  The torture of being pulled into every store for hours and looking at the same clothing and shoes in different colours and sizes was almost more appealing than watching a cranky old man sharpen pencils and two idiots snoring on either side of you.

      If anyone's listening out there, I promise I'll never skip class for a while, try going to church for once and maybe tone down on the cursing.

      I squeezed my eyes shut and put my hands together in front of me, desperately praying for a miracle but the only thing I heard was pencil shavings and snoring.  I groaned and hit my head on the desk a good couple times.

      Someone get me out of here.  I'll do anything.  Anything, dang nammit!
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            PEEK-A-BOOB

          

        

      

    

    
      I screamed inside my head while I stopped abusing my head and moved on to impatiently tapping my sneaker against the floor.  I grinned as my shoes made a squeaking noise against the floor and tried adding in some knuckle drumming against my desk.  I grinned even more and switched to making squishy sounds with my armpits while I tapped my feet harder.

      "One more rock diggity tune out of you Missy, and you'll be showing off your rap beats in the can."

      I stopped, my eyes wide in surprise.  What the?  He's putting me in jail just for making some random noises.  How rude.

      "And by can I mean in the washroom where you'll be cleaning the toilets with the custodian."

      I heard Mr. Man calmly call out, without so much as a pause in his pencil sharpening.

      Bah, that kill-joy.

      I stopped and buried my face in my arms, wondering if I should just follow Max and Alex and just nap the whole detention time away, when I heard someone walking down the hallway.

      Someone must have heard my silent prayers because next thing I knew, there was a knock on the door.

      I didn't bother to look up, assuming it was just the janitor.  I heard the person nervously cough before what sounded like someone else shoving the first person through the doorway.

      "Umm, hey there sir."

      One eye popped open, recognizing Yongjoon's voice.  What the?  What the heck is he doing here?!

      "You may speak, Jung Yongjoon."  Mr. Man told him in his usual strangled and nasally kind of voice.

      I peeked from under arms and watched as Yongjoon fidgeted where he was standing while shooting a not too happy look at Kayla beside him.  She just shot him a thumbs up sign before smiling prettily towards the principal.

      I glanced at the clock, which read six thirty and eyed their fancy get up.  Kayla was dressed in a nice simple peach dress and Yongjoon in those funny penguin outfits.  My bad, I meant fancy schmancy tuxedo suits.

      Weren’t they supposed to be at Jin’s party?

      Yongjoon cleared his throat and glanced at the ceiling as if his dinky brain, long abused from all that styling gel he has in his hair, was chugging crappily away to think of a good lie to tell the principal.

      I may hate the dude, but I've known him long enough to differentiate whether the fart is lying or not.

      "Well, uh, you see....me and Kay were in the neighbourhood when we realized..that ummm sitting all day watching over detention students probably makes you hungry so we brought over some really good food for you....uhhh yeah."  The weirdo fidgeted some more while Kay winced, glancing at Mr. Man to see if he bought the story.

      Mr. Man stopped his pencil sharpening and looked at Yongjoon with a raised bushy eyebrow.  Yongjoon flapped his hands towards Kay from behind his back, who sighed and reached into her purse only to pull out a granola bar.  Yongjoon glanced at it and looked at Kay, who only shrugged and threw him a look for his crappy lie.  Yongjoon forced a grin on his face as he handed the half-eaten bar to the principal.

      "And, uh, it's such a nice day out so we thought you should just eat this outside or better yet, go home and share it with your wife or something, urm, if you have one that is, if not then just eat it by yourself and no need to thank us.  We were just thinking of your health since we noticed all you ever eat are those nasty Hungry Man microwave-ables...uhh that is unless you like eating that stuff then all the more power to you sir."  Yongjoon hastily said, already trying to shove the principal out the door.  “But the point is it’s a weekend and you shouldn’t spend it cooped up in the school.  That’s got to be bad for your health, man.”

      Mr. Man held the bar at arm's length, looking suspiciously at Yongjoon.  "I guess I should thank you for being so thoughtful."  He finally said.  "I'll, uhhh, make sure to eat this...thing when I get home, but I still have some delinquents to punish for another..." He paused, looking at his watch.  "Two hours, fifty-four minutes, twenty seconds and point two miliseconds."

      I was ready to bang my head against the desk just to hear how much longer I had to stay in detention when Kayla shoved Yongjoon aside and put her hands on the edge of her skirt.

      I could hear the couple whispering tersely to themselves.

      "What are you doing?"  Yongjoon demanded, his eyes going wide.

      "Flash, when I, grab JooEun you!"  She exclaimed under her breath.

      My eyes bugged out the same time as Yongjoon's.  Dude, that girl is too good of a friend.  Heck, I wouldn't save me if it meant having to play peek-a-boo with my bra to Mr. Man.

      Gah, that just gave me goosebumps just thinking about it.
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            PEEK-A-BOOB GONE HORRIBLY WRONG

          

        

      

    

    
      Noooo Kayla!  So not worthy of what you're about to sacrifice.  Get out of here while you still can!

      Yongjoon seemed to agree with me as he violently shook his head and put his hands on hers to keep her from flashing the principal.

      "Over my dead sexy body!"  Yongjoon angrily exclaimed.

      Kayla stubbornly shook her head.  "For the greater good, it is."  She insisted.

      "What greater good?  This is dorky JooEun we're talking about, not saving the universe."  Yongjoon looked exasperated at her while he kept a firm grip on her hands.

      Dorky?  Me?  Hmph.

      I agree with stupid Yongjoon but the ‘dorky’ part will definitely earn him a beating from moi.

      Mr. Man watched in confusion as the couple struggled.  Kayla managed to set one hand free from Yongjoon's grip and made a move to lift up a corner of her skirt when Yongjoon slapped her hands away and took a step in front of her to face Mr. Man.

      "You owe me big time for this JooEun."  Yongjoon called over his shoulder.

      Kayla and I both gawked as he squeezed his eyes shut and while gritting his teeth the whole time, he lifted up his own shirt and flashed Mr. Man instead!

      As I sat there, just openly gawking at Yongjoon, I quickly reached over both sides of me and desperately nudged Max and Alex.

      I heard Max gasp while Alex nearly choked on the leftover drool in his mouth.

      "Dude, that is so wrong."  Alex managed in between his choking while Max shook his head.

      "Jung Yongjoon, what do you think you're doing?"  Mr. Man demanded, dropping the granola bar and quickly covering his eyes with his hands.  "I may be a pretty old bachelor but that it doesn’t mean I would consider youngsters!"  Mr. Man exclaimed in horror.

      Well technically Yongjoon is a tender legal age but still pretty gross to think about it.

      Yongjoon quickly tucked his shirt back, a pained expression on his face from having to do that.

      I felt the bile rise in my throat.  I can't believe I had to suffer seeing Jung Yongjoon half-naked, of all things.  I turned my head away and tried not to gag for all that I was worth.

      "What could you possibly want that you were willing to,"  Mr Man. paused, fighting back a shudder,  "flash me, Jung Yongjoon?"  Mr. Man tightly asked, edging away from the couple and hiding behind his desk.

      "JooEun and the others, let us take.  Emergency, it is."  Kayla pleaded.

      Mr. Man quickly waved an approval.  "Request permitted. Dear God, just never do that again."

      I was too amazed that Mr. Man would break down so easily that I didn't mind too much when Max and Alex dragged me out of the classroom like a sack of turnips.  The last thing I saw was him nervously sitting back down in his desk and furiously sharpening a pencil until it was nearly to the nub without even noticing.  He just kept on sharpening each one until they were nothing but toothpicks.

      Poor guy.  I almost felt sorry for him.  No one should have to suffer through a peek at Yongjoon's nasty bare chest.

      I made a mental note to give in and help him sharpen pencils next time I get stuck in detention.
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            DRESS-UP OR SHADDUP

          

        

      

    

    
      A little while later, I was stuck in one of the huge arse dressing rooms at MiHyun's store while my so-called friends were having a merry old time laughing at Yongjoon's expense.  MiHyun, Joe and Eunhye had shown up out of nowhere and helped drag me into MiHyun's store.

      Jin was missing in action because the guy couldn't miss his own parent's get together.

      Anyways, the kidnapper friends of mine were all fancily dressed as they shoved me inside and closed up the store.

      "I'll never live this down."  Yongjoon groaned, burying his face in Kay's shoulder while everyone else were practically on the floor, laughing so hard that even Joe had a few tears in his eyes.

      "So brave, you were."  Kay affectionately hugged him, patting Yongjoon on his back while he pouted and sniffled.

      I grunted to hear their voices while I glared at the dress hanging innocently in front of me.  I took out my keys and unfolded my mini-nail clippers.  "You're going to be clipped into ribbons before I see you on my body."  I spoke to it, approaching closer with the nail clipper in my hand.

      "Are you finished dressing yet, JooEun sweetie?"  MiHyun sweetly called out with a knock on the door.

      Surprised to hear her check up on me, I dropped my keys and quickly slammed myself against the wall.  "Uh, not yet."  I managed to squeak out, nudging the nail-clippers under some clothes in case MiHyun decided to come in and check up on me.

      "Does it fit?  Do you need another size?"  MiHyun worriedly called out.

      It's not that it didn't fit or anything.  I'd rather die than wear a dress that stupid looking.  It had little bows and it was pink!  Pink!  Sure, it was an okay baby pink but...pink?!  Is pink the only color that makes a girl a girl?!

      I just crossed my arms and stubbornly shook my head even though she couldn't see me.

      "It's really cool of you to let me have a dress, MiHyun, but I'm not really into fancy looking getups."  I tell her instead, feeling guilty for trampling all over her goodwill like some awkward cow in a china shop or whatever the saying goes.

      "Hurry your fat butt JooEun.  The party starts in half an hour."  Yongjoon called out in boredom.

      "I'm hungry.  Please hurry JooEun."  Max pleaded.

      "Too bad.  I'll take my sweet time.  If you don't like it, then leave without me."  I retorted, stooping down to pick up my keys.  Lucky for Max and Alex, MiHyun brought two rented tuxedos for them.

      Why can't I just wear one of those?  I'm sure I could bully Max into trading outfits with me or Alex even.  I was too busy angrily muttering to myself when I heard Alex approach the dressing door.

      "Why aren't you changed yet?  Getting into a dress can't be that hard."

      I looked down to find Alex peeking from underneath the space of the door.

      "Ah!"  I screamed, throwing my keychain at him.  Ah crapness!  Now I can't clip that dress to death!

      Alex cheekily grinned at me before his head quickly disappeared from view.

      Good thing I didn't bother to wear that stupid dress or else that pervert would have had some front row seats to my underwear.  Ugh, perverts these days.

      I fought not to scream again when the door opened and Eunhye appeared.

      "Try on this one JooEun."  She suggested, putting some kind of dress similar to Kay's in my arms before I could protest.  Drats, the woman knew me too well.  She knew I hated extra frills and stuff on clothes and Kay's was simple but still fancy enough for a party.  Eunhye must have noticed me looking at Kay's dress when she dragged me along the store and made me look at every dress MiHyun's shop carried.

      Curses for being twins.

      "I'll put it on just for a second."  I grudgingly said, peering through the holes of the dress and wondering how the heck I was going to zip that thing up my back.

      "That's a good girl."  Eunhye cheerily called back.

      Pish, treating me as if she's a million light years older than me again.

      I made sure stupid Alex wasn't peeking from the door hole again before I quickly undressed.  I was too busy freaking out that Alex would come peeping again that I almost tore the dress in the process of putting it on.

      I glanced at myself in the mirror while I reached back to zip the dress up.  It was cream colored like Kay's dress with little straps to keep it on me and a dinky little ribbon at the waist while Kay's was more of a halter top that wrapped around her neck.

      I took off my sneaker and already grimaced as I slipped my feet into some slightly heeled shoes.  They weren't as high and hookery as the ones Jin made me walk in, but they still had some heel on it.  I raised an eyebrow at the matching dinky ribbons on each side of the shoe.

      Jeez, I definitely feel like some dressed up barbie now.

      The dang dress was yet to be fully zipped up while I tested walking around in the stupid heels.

      I tried reaching over my head with one hand and to the side with the other hand but no dice.  "Bah, who's the idiot who invented zippers in the back?"  I muttered.  I figured it was a perverted guy who just wanted a chance to zip and unzip dresses off girls.  Sick world.

      I was too busy jumping up and down zipping my dress up that I didn't bother to look who entered the dressing room.  I assumed it was my sis or MiHyun and stopped struggling to let them zip me up.

      I turned around to let them see how I looked and nearly had a heart attack when I came face to face with Alex.

      He mischievously grinned at me.

      "Did you know you have a birthmark shaped like a cookie right under your left shoulder blade?"  He had the balls to say.

      "Pervbot!”  I finally screamed, lifting a foot to try and knee him in the groin.

      Alex's eyes widened as kneecap met twig and berries.  "Ahhh!  Bobbert!"  He gasped.

      I looked strangely at him as he fell right to the floor, writhing in what must be the unimaginable pain everyone keeps talking about when a dude gets kicked down under.

      Oing, did I just hear right?  Did the weirdo just call his, ahem, 'thing' Bobbert?

      I just shook my head.  So don't want to know.
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            PARTY HARDY

          

        

      

    

    
      I crouched down to the floor and punched him in the arm.  "Idiot.  I can't believe you did that.  Get ready for more beating."  I threatened, leaning over Alex.

      He squeezed his eyes shut, still rolling around on the floor like someone on fire.  "Well, that's payback for walking in on me when I was showering that day."  He blurted instead, changing tactics in his argument in hopes that I'd forgive the dork.

      "Not to mention kissing me for the dare, for always tripping me into bushes, oh and that other time when we were playing hide and seek in your closet, and you kept farting and blaming it on me..."  The weirdo was getting into his argument list that he forgot he was supposed to be in pain and was sitting up already and counting off more events on his fingers.

      I snorted and flicked him in the forehead.  "Those are entirely different, and you know it."

      "Fine, then I'll take my act of goodwill back."  He decided, reaching over me.

      I gasped, realizing the idiot was going to unzip me and elbowed him away. "Get away from me!"  I yelled at him, ending up slipping and elbowing him down under again.

      Alex yelled out 'Bobbert' and went back to rolling around in pain.

      Everyone seemed to hear the commotion and the next thing I knew, Joe pulled Alex safely out the dressing room while the rest of them kept me held against my will.  Kayla worriedly peered into Alex's face, quietly asking him questions and holding her fingers up in front of his eyes and making him count how many fingers were there just to make sure he was alright.

      "Hmmm, Alex got what he deserved, JooEun is dressed and looking very pretty, and we have fifteen minutes to spare to make it on time to the party.  Okay, we're ready.  Let's go."  Eunhye announced with a grin.

      I just shook my fists at Alex while the herd dragged me by to stuff me into the car parked in the back of the mall.  Alex just sniffled at me while he hugged Kayla for comfort.  Yongjoon started lifting his own fist at Alex when he noticed Kayla hug him back.

      Just when I was feeling bad that everyone was going to the party and I didn't even bother to tell Micky about it, a familiar sports car pulled up and in the driver's seat was Micky fully dressed in a black blazer, crisp white shirt and black dress pants.

      Oh snap, he's coming after all.

      I managed a weak smile while groaning to myself as Micky got out of the car and opened the passenger door for me.  I grit my teeth and sit in the car while Max and Alex were already in Joe's truck, happily waving at me from the rolled down windows.  Eunhye smiled somewhat uncomfortably at Micky, who's facial expression looked just as constipated, before she entered Yongjoon's car.

      "You look really pretty JooEun."  Micky said, pulling out of the parking lot.

      I nervously smiled, fidgeting with the edge of my dress.

      "Erm you look James Bond-ish in that.  Pretty cool." I pathetically replied, wanting to slap myself for saying something so stupid.

      Maybe Yongjoon was right about me being dorky.  Who in their right mind would say something like that unless they were on crack?

      I froze when he reached out and wondered if he was going to open the door and push me out for saying something so idiotic.  He lightly pinched my cheek instead.

      "You're so cute JooEun."  He said, chuckling to himself.

      I crossed my arms and growled at the comment.

      I'm going to make it my personal mission to argue to the council of dictionary people to remove that stupid word from the book.

      "But you really do look good in that dress."  He added, noticing my grumpy expression.

      I just grunted and turned on the radio instead.

      Okay, so I didn't get away with skipping Jin's stupid party.  What are the odds that I'll survive this night without anything weird happening?  My already crippled feet were screaming that I was screwed.

      D'oh.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            86

          

          

      

    

    







            ROMEO, OH ROMEO, WHERE YOU AT?

          

        

      

    

    
      I looked at the ice sculpture in the middle of the buffet table while hiding another yawn behind my hand.  The party was exactly as I had predicted and seen in movies a million times.

      Rich people, tons of food, a huge ballroom and an orchestra team playing in the corner while everyone was sipping on wine and talking about business, stocks, politics and other equally boring junk.

      Ever since I got to the party, I haven't seen any sign of Jin and the others even once.  I was reduced to dragging my crippled feet across the marble floor towards the buffet table where I stood in boredom, waiting for the dang party to end.

      I was surprised Max wasn't around the buffet area, bottomless pit of a stomach that he was.

      "Where the heck is everybody?"  I muttered to myself, blowing some stray hair out of my face and hopping from one foot to the other in a pathetic attempt to get some feeling back into them.

      I went on my tiptoes and tried to search for my friends, but they all seemed missing in action.  I scowled to myself.

      "If I find out they abandoned me in this dinky Popsicle stand, I'm going to shoot them all."  I muttered.

      The orchestra ended some classical song and immediately started a new one.  I felt my eye twitch.

      Gah!  I can't stand this anymore!  Must get fresh air before I die of boredom!

      I put my plate on the table and headed towards the nearest exit.  As soon as I took one step through the glass doors that led to the humongous garden in the back, I leaned against the doorway and ripped the shoes off of my over-tortured feet.

      "Ahhh this feels so freaking good!"  I let out while blissfully wiggling my toes.  I threw my shoes over my shoulder and limped onto a nearby marble bench leaning against the side of the mansion.

      "Mental note to burn the pantyhose."  I muttered to myself as I plopped down on the bench.  I snuck in a tug at the enormous wedgie I had all night before slouching in contentment.

      I had to deal with bizzatch slapping some annoying mosquitoes off my face and arms but in my mind, it was way better than having to deal with boring parties indoors.

      "On second thought, how about I burn them now."  I grinned evilly at the pantyhose as I raised my left leg and started to tug at them while slapping an especially large blood-sucker on my kneecap.

      "Freak, why are these so hard to get on and even harder to get off?"  I muttered, struggling to pull the stupid pantyhose off my leg.  "And is it me or are there more mosquitoes all of a sudden?"  I exclaimed in exasperation, wishing I brought a fly swatter with me as I slapped my arms too many times to count.

      "Son of a..."  I cursed with a grimace, rubbing my nose when I pulled too hard at my pantyhose and ended up punching myself.  I finally managed to get the pantyhose off my left leg and raised my right to work on the other one.

      I was so busy trying to rip the pantyhose off of my right leg when all of a sudden, I felt someone touch my shoulder.

      "Ahhh!"  I choked out, turning around so fast with the half tugged pantyhose that I nearly strangled myself with it.

      "So, this is where you've been hiding."  Micky mused, walking around to sit on the bench beside me.

      I gagged as I unwrapped the pantyhose from around my neck and shot him a look.  "I nearly crapped myself because of you!"  I growled, ripping the last of it off of my other leg and bunching it up and throwing it at him.

      The weirdo seemed to preoccupied with something and just caught my pantyhose and tucked it into his pocket.

      Micky ignored the strange looks I was giving him and just sat back with a sigh.  "Wow, it's really beautiful out here."

      I shrugged, not really caring for the scenery even though the sky was really bright with sparkling little stars, the garden was softly lit, and a freaking huge fountain was chugging away with the cherub baby statues butt naked in the centre a few meters away from us.

      "It's almost surreal.  Like time just stopped and you can enjoy the surroundings for as long as you need."  He quietly added.

      I looked strangely at him, noting the weird look in his eyes and the way he kept looking kind of wimpy and wistfully up at the sky.

      What's he getting at this time?

      I scratched my head and looked up at the sky, trying to figure out what was so interesting.  The coolest thing I could find up there was a dinky helicopter passing by.  Oh, and can't forget the mosquitoes.

      I slapped a whole family of the stupid insects having a picnic on my shoulder before looking back at him again.  To my annoyance, the dude seemed like he had inched closer towards me.

      I leaned over and found that at least a metre of bench space free for Micky's butt to sit on.

      Duuuude, has no one ever heard of personal space around here?!

      I busily grumbled under my breath while I inched a little away, grumpily flicking a stupid mosquito off my leg, fat and drunk with my blood.

      "Moments like these are rare, don't you think JooEun?"  Micky asked after a moment of silence, slowly inching back towards me.

      I looked up and found him looking strangely at me.  It creepily reminded me of all those times my dad would look at my mom.

      Hmmm, and I don't like the sound of his tone and that question either.

      I nervously cleared my throat.  "Uhh, so...ummm...how's the wife and kids?"  I vaguely asked instead, feeling like we were doing the cha-cha sitting down as I slid away from him yet again.

      Micky just softly laughed to himself and looked at me in amusement.

      Eep, he's acting the way stupid Jin always does around me.  What gives?

      Then it hit me.  Pretty stars, low lights, fountain, good looking dude beside me.

      Crap.

      This doesn't look right at all.  I looked down at myself, all prettied up, and then looked over at Micky who went back to star gazing like he was Romeo or something and gulped.

      Double crap.
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      Eunhye made me watch enough chick flicks with her for me to realize that this kind of setting usually ends up in something mushy.

      Oy, this doesn't look good.

      I felt my armpits sweat savagely in a panic as Micky spread his arm out on the bench to lean back a little more.  I moved my hand away before his hands could brush with mine.

      What the hell was I thinking going out here for some fresh air?!  I should have just freaking left the party and bussed home!

      You really screwed yourself over this time JooEun!

      Just when I was just getting started with kicking myself in the head, I felt Micky's shoulder touch mine.

      I fought not to scream like a banshee as I quickly scrambled to the very edge of the bench.

      "JooEun."  Micky murmured my name.

      I cringed at the way he said my name.  It was exactly the same sexy, husky, 'I-want-you,-you-sexy-thing' kind of way Jin always pronounced my name to rile me up.

      Son of a bizzatch, this is getting nasty.

      I nervously turned to look at Micky and my heart nearly went through 'cardiac arrest' status when his face was inches from mine.

      I tried to reach for the pantyhose inside his pocket so I could use it to strangle him with, but it was too late.  Before I could even kick him in the kneecaps, poke his eyes out with my fingers, or even scream 'sicko', his lips came into contact with mine.

      It was such a quick kiss, more of a peck than one of those nasty saliva-infested, suck-each-other’s-face-off types you see on TV, but still, I felt like his lips were on mine for a good couple lifetimes.

      He pulled back and he carefully watched me.  I was too speechless to comprehend the situation and just blinked back at him like some drowning goldfish.

      Micky finally broke the silence when he deeply sighed and ran a hand through his hair.  "Yup, definitely not over her."  He admitted.

      My brain finally registered what he just did, and I moved back so fast that I fell off of the bench.  "You....sicko...perverted…son of a…how could you?!"  I yelled at him in between spitting violently and wiping my mouth with the edge of my dress.

      Micky looked apologetically at me.  "Sorry, but I had to know."

      "You needed to freaking kiss me just to figure out that you're still not over my sister?!"  I demanded, still spitting and wiping my poor abused lips.

      And here I thought Alex was the stupidest doorknob in the whole wide world.

      Micky sheepishly nodded.  "Really sorry about that.  I guess you can partly blame it on the scenery."  He said, kneeling down beside me and handing me a handkerchief from his jacket pocket.

      I slapped the hand with the hankie away and growled at him.  "Idiot.  The scenery was tempting me to gag but at least I could retrain myself unlike you, you pervert.  I'll never forgive you for this Park Chanwoo."  I gritted out.

      Micky helped me stand up and just chuckled.  "Oh, come on JooEun.  I'm sorry.  Really.”

      At the way I was practically shooting lasers out of my eyes, Micky held up his hands in surrender.

      “I'll even buy you a new video game if you'll forgive me."  He quickly added, looking at me with that puppy face of his, hoping that I’d forgive him.  Hmph.

      My hand was already pulled back, ready to punch the idiot, when I heard him offer to buy me off with a video game.  Score!

      "I still hate your guts like crazy for the stupid stunt you did but buying me a new video game is a start."  I grudgingly told him.

      Yes, I'm sad.  You can buy me off with anything video game related.  Pish, as if I didn't warn you about how shallow and imperfect I can be.

      Micky winced at the bear hug I gave him and at what I just said that implied he'd be my video game sugar daddy for a painfully long time.
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      I was still grinning as I reached up and patted him on the head.  "Don't worry.  I'll only make you buy me the ones on sale."  I promised.

      "You really need to get over this video game phase JooEun.  Not only is it unhealthy to your well-being and quality of life, it's going to break my wallet."  Micky said, a grimace on his face.

      I punched him in the arm while I made a face.  "You sound like my dad.  That’s so creepy."

      I shot him a look before I hunted for my shoes in the rose bushes.  "Plus, it's not a phase, dingus.  It's a passion, an art and a talent worth developing and pursuing until I grow old and die.  You should know what that feels like, what with your artsy junk."  I retorted, carefully picking up a ladybug and placing them in a little leaf hut I quickly made before reaching over to fish my shoes out of the rose bushes.

      Micky rubbed his sore arm and kneeled down to help me get back into the stupid crippling shoes.  "Fair enough."  He agreed.

      I crossed my arms with a grunt.  "Next time, warn me before you're going to pull something so perverted as kiss me, you idiot."  I muttered.

      Even though I could only see the top of his hair, what with the way he was busy leaning over to finish strapping the hooker heels on me, I could almost see the punk smile in amusement like he always does.

      "Okay.  I promise I'll let you know before I kiss you next time."  He said, humouring me.

      I looked at him in horror.  There's a next time?!

      For the love of...who do I have to strangle to have some normalcy in my life?!

      That dork took one look at my face and openly laughed.  He stood back up and ruffled my hair before giving me a hug.

      "Ha.  Ha.  Ha.  You're a funny one."  I grumbled, finally realizing that the arse was just joking.

      Micky stopped laughing but still didn't let go of me.  "Thanks, JooEun.  You're the best, you know that?"  He murmured, tightening his arms around me.

      I made a gagging face at his mushy words and pushed him away.  "Yeah, yeah.  I should be queen of the world."

      Micky just smiled at me while I wiped my mouth for one good measure before grumbling about the shoes already cutting off all circulation with my poor toes.

      Ahh, but of course some greater power out there likes to amuse themselves by adding more crap to the situation than it really needed.

      I felt my twin senses prickling and sure enough, I glanced over by the porch door and found Eunhye standing there.  Her slim hand was covering her mouth as she stared at both of us in silent betrayal.  Her eyes were watery, and she shook her head, as if she couldn't believe what she just heard and most likely seen.

      Hmmm this definitely doesn't look too good.

      I turned to Micky, expecting him to explain, but it was too late.  With a gasp those heroines make in those movies, Eunhye ran back inside the house.

      I watched as Micky crumpled to the ground, uselessly reaching out a hand towards the doors where she already disappeared through.  "Eunhye!"  He cried out, an expression of grief and pain flashing in his eyes.

      He lowered his head and buried his face in his hands.  "What have I done?"  He moaned.

      I just awkwardly stood over him, hearing him weeping in his hands.

      As I watched him cry heartbrokenly on the ground, I couldn’t help but think that I’ve just been witness to what has got to be the most melodramatic display ever.

      You might as well release some doves crying.  It will all fit perfectly at this point.
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      Okay, I'll probably be heavily beaten up for being so heartless but really, I was super relieved that Micky didn't have the hots for me and that Eunhye wasn't over him just like he wasn't over her.  If only that little misunderstanding could be settled, then the two lovebirds will finally get back together, and I can go back to my Joe-ogling and video game adventures.

      I snapped out of it and awkwardly patted Micky on the shoulder.  "There, there.  Don't cry.  It doesn't make you look too pretty.  I should know.  Alex likes to remind me all the time that I look like a hag when I cry."

      What?  I tried, didn't I?

      Micky looked up at me, his normally small eyes made huge by the tears overflowing on his face.

      "I have to talk to her.  Will you be okay by yourself JooEun?"  He asked.

      I almost felt the waterworks coming.  Even after all this junk, he's looking out for me.  What a true dude friend, brother...err thing.

      Urg.  I told you I'm not capable of this mushy stuff.

      I couldn't help but fight back the case of the sniffles as I waved him away.  He and my sister better get back together for good this time, or I'll seriously consider strangling them both until they pass out and then lock them in a creepy and windowless basement until they make up.

      Micky flashed me a smile and thumbs up sign before running off.

      Then I thought of something.  "Wait!"

      Micky turned around, his face anxious and excited to go to talk to my sister and set things right.

      I reached deep into my bra, my tongue sticking out of the corner of my mouth in concentration while I struggled to get something out of there.

      "JooEun, you do know that the kiss meant nothing, right?"  I looked up and noticed that his face was pale as heck and a horrified expression in his eyes.  "I mean, I don't see you in any other way but as a friend and a kind of little sister."

      "It's not what you think, you banana bread.  I'm giving you Binky for good luck."  I explained, finding my own facial features twisting into horror that he could even think I liked him in any other way but strictly friend-sister status.

      I patted the other side of my bra and found that Binky had somehow travelled over to the other end.  Dang, that’s what you get when you don’t have enough boobage to fill these stupid bras.

      With a grin, I took him out of there and chucked the key chain towards MIcky.  He easily caught it and shot me a weak smile.  "Umm, thanks JooEun.  You letting me borrow something so precious to you is an honour.  I'll have Binky safely returned to you."  He promised, tucking it into his pocket.

      I just nodded, waving him to go already.

      He flashed me another thumbs up sign before running off.

      I crossed my arms and grinned to myself.  I'm a pretty cool friend if I don't say so myself.  I wiggled my eyebrows, feeling pretty proud muahaha.

      "Who would have guessed?"  Someone quietly murmured nearby.

      I jumped in surprise to hear that familiar sexy but annoying voice.

      For the love of...what's with people freaking the daylights out of me today?!

      I turned to him, ready to yell about sneaking up on me when I saw his expression.  My mouth hung open, not because he was looking so swoon worthy in clothes similar to what he wore at the art gallery from last week, but because he had this look on his face I couldn't quite put my stubby little finger on.

      Jin tucked one hand into his pocket while he held a champagne glass in the other hand.

      Umm okay, what's this all about?

      Jin just glanced away.  "In helping you get Micky and your sister back together, I never considered that you would actually end up liking him JooEun."  He quietly said, not looking at me.

      I was surprised to see his hands tighten around the glass.  I found myself touching my neck, wondering if the dude was going to strangle me like the way he was doing to the poor cup.

      What’s up this one’s butt?!

      I finally closed my mouth before any flies could come in and stared strangely at him.  "Of course, I like him.  I've known him forever."  I replied, still super confused.  What's his problem?

      Then I looked harder at him, and nearly piddled myself because of the revelation.  The weird look in his eyes, the sort of disappointed, sad touch to his to-die-for cherry red full lips, the tenseness of every drool-worthy muscle on his body and we can't forget about all those things he just said seemed to point to one thing.

      Could it be that the dude was…jealous of Micky?!
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      I gnawed at my lower lip in thought while I never took my eyes off of him.

      But that's mucho impossible.  To be jealous of his own friend would mean he actually likes me.

      I nearly crapped myself for the second time that night.

      He likes me?!

      The Lee JeonJin, unbelievably sizzling hot and yummy, unofficially named God of all Sexy Mortals, flawlessly perfect, wanted by too many women to count including men, likes me?!

      I felt a constipation coming on at the question.

      No way.  This sounded too good to be true.  It couldn't possibly be true...could it?!

      I lightly hit my fist against the side of my head a good couple times and grimaced as I started to see stars floating before my eyeballs.

      Stupid me.  I knew I should have listened to Eunhye about letting myself get this delusional.

      I snapped out of my thoughts when I heard someone calling.

      "Jin darling!"

      I could hear a woman's voice, I assumed to be his mom's, calling out from inside the house.

      I glanced back at Jin, seriously curious if the dude actually liked me, but only found him walking towards me with a determined look on his face.

      Drats.  I know that look.  The dork will make me do something I most likely won’t want to do.

      "I need you to do me a favour."  He hurriedly told me, already putting an arm around my shoulders.

      I rolled my eyes, completely forgetting the weird 'harlequin romance novel' moment we just had a second ago.

      "What is it this time?  Make me over as a man and try to get some other friends back together?"  I sarcastically asked, trying to elbow his arm off of my shoulder.

      "Well, since you seem to have made your sister disappear, I'll be needing you and your cute self tonight."  He murmured, taking his arm away and putting it around my waist instead.

      "You really know how to make someone feel like a hooker." I retorted, now attempting to pry his hand off of my hip.  “I should charge at this rate and transition into a new career path at this point.”

      I felt my eye twitch as the crackpot had the balls to laugh at me.  Sure, my stupid friends and other people laugh at me all the time that I should be used to it by now.  But for some reason, hearing Jin laugh at me not only pushes all the buttons on the JooEun elevator, his dang deep, husky, man laugh blows up the elevator itself.

      Not to mention, hearing him even so much as breathe makes me feel like putty in those sexy, perfect hands of his.

      Gah!  His effect on my elevator, hormones and whatever else is driving me nuts.

      I was too busy grumbling about the unfairness of the effects of Jin's sexiness on my poor brain that I didn't notice him hug me close and tip my head up for me to look at him.

      He was searching my eyes for some reason and again I could see a sort of disappointed look in his eyes.  I swallowed, feeling the guilt eat me for being responsible of his current not so happy attitude.  I felt the sudden need to tell him what happened in case he might have misunderstood the way Eunhye did.  "Jin, I-"

      That's as far as I got when for the second time that night a good looking dude kissed me on the lips!

      My eyes were as wide as one of Minji's teacups as I stood there while Jin and his luscious lips murdered what was left of my brain cells and hormones.

      What the freak, am I some kind of pretty boy magnet tonight or something?!  Does the dress have hidden signs that say 'free ‘smooches or what?

      Oh dear, this is too much for my puny brain to handle.  It didn't help that every breath I was trying to inhale to keep from losing my sanity at the feel of him so close was filled with Jin's stupid cologne and overall scent of him.

      So here I was, stuck between wanting to savagely beat up the guy and have a romp with him the rose bushes when I heard a couple appear in the doorway.

      I cringed to hear one of them gasp. I don't blame them.  I hate public display of affection too.  Heck, I don't even like affection.  Period.

      If I had to choose, my love language is probably some two player adventuring in an RPG.

      Jin finally pulled away from me and smiled at the couple while I just stood there, still trying to process what the freak happened.

      I heard his mom gasp again while Jin's dad raised a strict eyebrow at him, expecting him to explain all of this.

      I don't blame the poor couple.  My own jaw was practically hanging on the ground while I was staring at Jin, an absolutely stunned look on my face.

      Mmkay.  It's official.  Twilight zone right here.

      I looked up at the sky to see if it was a full moon only to have Jin rest his chin on top of my head and smiled at his parents.

      "Dad, mom.  I'd like you to meet my fiance."  Jin announced.

      Ooookay, make that almost crapping my pants for the THIRD time today.

      Aish, what was the world coming to?
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      I finally gathered my jaw from the ground where it fell for a good couple moments from that idiot's lie and began to pelt him with my dinky purse. "You idiot! I'm not your fiancee!" I exclaimed, giving my dinky purse a rest and moved on to shoe hitting.

      Jin was holding up his hands to block my attacks. "JooEun if you don’t cooperate, I’m going to have to kiss that cute mouth of yours again.” He told me under his breath.

      I looked at him in horror, my puny brain actually able to process his words faster than usual.

      “Pervert!” I yelled, covering my mouth and trying to scurry away.

      Too bad the dang pretty boy had fast reflexes. He forced a smile on his face for his parents while he managed to grab me around the waist, take away my purse and shoe, tuck them under his arm and grab a hold of one of my hands. "She's just nervous meeting her future in-laws." He explained, as I tried to take off my other shoe to hit him with.

      I tried to head-butt him, but he was too tall and I ended up trapping my face against his chest. "Urg." I mumbled out as Jin pulled me close to make it look like I was just looking for a hug.

      The sneaky fart.

      Jin's parents just stared speechlessly as Jin kissed the top of my head. I nearly choked on my spit at the feel of his lips on my head and quickly glared at him. He snuck a wink at me before smiling convincingly at his parents.

      Why that little...mumble mumble....

      I've had enough of being harassed, used and abused for today!

      I managed to pull my head away from his chest, blew stray hairs out of my face and looked determinedly at Jin's parents.

      "Here's the real truth-" I started to say but stupid sexy Jin was quick as a peanut as always and had to butt in.

      "-which we were waiting to tell you at the right moment." He smoothly cut in.

      I glared at him and tried again.

      "Jin and I are-"

      "-a couple for a long time now." The hobo cut in again.

      I looked angrily at him and tried to shove him away. "Hell no! We're not even-"

      "-legal but we really do care for each other." Jin grabbed my hand to hold instead.

      I looked at him in utter amazement. What the?! The balls on this one! "What the frick? We didn't even officially-"

      "-tell her parents so we decided to tell you first and ask her parent's permission to see each other right after." Jin hastily ended before I could get even angrier and say something else before beating him up.

      I was mad enough to kick the dude down under but became distracted as I watched in fascination as Jin’s dad turned an expired eggplant kind of color.

      Whoa, that color doesn’t look good on him. Not to mention the look on his face as if he either needed to go to the crapper really badly or savagely kill someone. I was willing to bet Alex’s entire underwear collection on the second scenario as I watched him loosen his tie, nearly ripping his clothes off with the extra muscle power.

      I was starting to get queasy not from the possible blood bath since I was more than happy to see stupid Jin tortured like crazy, but from the fact that there might be a strip show thrown in, what with the way Mr. Lee kept tugging at his shirt, with buttons and zippers coming undone.

      I shudder a couple more times while Jin stayed as cool as a cucumber. Thank God Jin’s mom seemed to notice her husband was bordering on stripper-status and quickly waved us away.

      “Oh don’t mind the kids, sweetie. You know over Jin is quite the jokester like a certain someone when they were that age.” She exclaimed with a nervous laugh, trying to button his shirt back for him but Mr. Lee just continued the strip show as he flung his jacket towards Jin.

      “I didn’t allow you to live on your own just so you can do as you please, Lee JeonJin. I warned you.” He ground out, finally getting rid of his tie and ripping the first few buttons of his shirt as well.

      I cringed at the sight of chest hair and quickly looked away, but it was too late. All I could see was chest hair even when I closed my eyes.

      I’m officially scarred in every possible way. I hate you with a savage passion Lee JeonJin!
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      Jin seemed to mistake my turning away out of fear and held me close to him, which made the chest hair images momentarily disappear as I felt his well-muscled chest practically mush onto me.

      Ah! Sexy alert! Too sexy!

      I tried to shove away from him but jumped and ended up immediately hugging Jin in fear as I heard Mr. Lee let out a roar.

      Ah! He’s going to eat us! We’re beyond screwed!

      I wanted to glare up at Jin but was too busy scrunching my eyes closed and trying not to squeak pathetically in fear.

      “If we die, at least you’ll be tortured more for this.” I grit out.

      I pried one eye open to peek and saw Mrs. Kim worriedly pull out a cell phone from her purse. She briefly turned to the side, but my dear ears could only pick up some words.

      Where were Alex’s dumbo ears or Mr. Man’s super hearing aid when you need them?!

      “Yes please come over right away. I’m worried he’s going to have a heart attack.”

      I poked Jin in the back. “You idiot. Tell them the truth already. Your dad’s going to blow up any second now and your mom just called the freaking ambulance!” I furiously whispered.

      Jin looked over his shoulder at me in amusement. “Relax JooEun. My dad’s just being his usual temperamental self.” He murmured.

      I shot him a look. “And the ambulance?” I demanded in exasperation.

      He looked puzzled. “What ambulance?”

      I was ready to tear out my hair at the cute, confused look he gave me. “The one your mom called for!” I nearly barked out in frustration at my own hormones and his slowness.

      A look of understanding passed when he glanced at his mother, who was worriedly looking at her watch while keeping a close eye on her husband.

      “Do you want your father to end up in the psych ward? I told you to stop riling him up like this Jin.” She told him, a look of disapproval on her face.

      “She called for the shrink.” He explained to me while making an apologetic glance towards his mother.

      “Dr. Park is a certified and well respectable and established psychologist; one of the best in his field dear.” She corrected him.

      I felt the hair on the back of my neck creepily rise.

      Whoa, it can’t possibly be Dr. Park as in my DAD Dr. Park?! That’s just too much freaking coincidence!

      I started slightly hyperventilating at the thought of my dad coming through those patio doors any moment and started to slowly inch my way backwards. Maybe I could go jump in those rose bushes or something or I saw a swimming pool a couple meters away.

      I was too busy trying to make an escape plan when Jin noticed my fidgety ways.

      “It’s not your father if that’s what you’re thinking.” He assured me, gathering me back with an arm to stand beside him again.

      Curse him and his sexy intuition!

      I just violently shook my head. “Not taking any chances.” I insisted, trying to get out of his annoyingly strong hold on me. I was going to resort to biting his fingers off but knowing the perv-bot, he’d probably like it.

      Just when I succeeded in prying one of his insanely long and perfect looking fingers off of my waist, I hear Jin’s mom cry out in relief.

      “Oh he’s here. Thank God!” She breathed a sigh of relief. I nearly crippled myself with whiplash when I turned my head too fast to look at the patio entrance.

      I could have collapsed onto the ground in relief when I saw a stubby old man with grey hair scurry through the doors. Then my grin faded as I heard him announce the arrival of the guest.

      “Enter Dr. SeonTan Park.” He formally announced with a slight bow.

      I felt my stomach plop right into my butt at the name. There’s only one person in the whole wide world with that weird name combo.

      I slapped my forehead a good couple times at the insanity of it all as none other than my very own neighbour walked briskly through the patio doors and walked towards Mr. Kim.

      So he wasn’t my dad after all. It was Minji and Minwoo’s father. Yes, they have the same last name as we do. And yes, it’s a horribly, horribly, small world.
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      “Remember, breathe in and out.” Dr. Park advised, checking for Mr. Lee’s pulse. “The welfare of your son and yourself is of utmost priority. Your anger is with yourself, not with your-“ His voice trailed off when he finally realized me standing near Jin. I tried to inch myself behind Jin but it was too late. He looked at me in utter confusion, rubbing his glasses on his shirt before putting it back on to look me up and down with his small eyes.

      “Is that you JooEun?” He called out, taking a stress ball out of his brief case and placing it in Mr. Lee’s hand.

      I swallowed and shot him a sheepish grin. “Oh, hey uncle! What are you doing here? Don’t tell me you need a babysitter last minute for Minwoo and Minji again.” I weakly tried to joke.

      “Well no, the kids are actually in the car with my wife right now. We were on our way back from a picnic when I received the call from Mrs. Lee. I drove here as fast as I could.” He explained, taking another stress ball out of his pocket and putting it in Mr. Lee’s other hand.

      My face was starting to hurt from the smile I forced myself to flash at Dr. Park. “Well say hi to them for me. I think I’ll head home now. Still have tons of homework to do.” I wave, trying to walk away but nearly crapped bullets to see Minji and Minwoo come out of nowhere.

      “Oppa!” Minji squealed, running towards Jin, her ponytail bobbing from the run. Minwoo followed after her with that teddy bear dragging along the ground, pushing his little legs to run as fast as his sister.

      Jin bent down and caught Minwoo in one arm while Minji climbed onto his back. “Hey guys. How have you been?” He ruffled Minnow’s hair.

      “Wow you look so pretty oppa! Daddy hates wearing penguin suits, but you look good in it.” Minji explained, fiddling with the handkerchief in Jin’s pocket. Jin just glanced over his shoulder to grin at Minji before the two little booger-eaters squealed in delight as Jin stood straight up.

      I rolled my eyes. Show off. So, the sexy dude is good with kids. Big deal. Lots of people are good with those little minions but when they actually have their own, duuuude it’s a totally different story.

      I was almost halfway near bush-jumping distance when Minji spotted me, and her eyes lit up in excitement. I cringed at the sight of that seemingly innocent enthusiasm. May I remind you, this is no ordinary little girl. Last time she had that look on her sweet angelic face, I ended up with a face full of marker paintings.

      Minji jumped off of Jin and ran towards me. “Wow JooEun you look like a girl!” She excitedly exclaimed, coming closer with a bottle of glitter in her grubby little paw.

      Oing, where did she get that glitter? She’s wearing a pocket-less sundress for pete’s sake!

      I tried to make a move for it when Minji grabbed my leg and tugged at the hem of my dress. “How come you didn’t come over yesterday JooEun?” She demanded. “Me and Minwoo were waiting and waiting all day for you and then mommy had to call stinky Uncle BooBae to baby-sit us instead.” She pouted most people would find adorable but only made me queasy wondering what kind of mischief she was up to this time.

      I actually spent all of Friday night helping my dad fold laundry at the nearest Laundromat. I nearly died of boredom and was almost desperate enough to end my sad existence by throwing myself into one of the laundry machines rather than have to watch my dad sort each into colors and material. He batted at me to keep from touching his precious piles since I’m a little fold-awkward.

      My idea of folding is more of a ‘throw it into a ball’ and tuck it into the closet where nobody can see. What’s the point of taking all that time to fold when you’re going to wear it and make it wrinkly in the end anyways? I really don’t understand humankind. We’re all a crazy bunch if you ask me.

      Anyways where was I going with this? Oh right, I hid out at the Laundromat to avoid all of my friends to keep them from conning me into going to the party. But I wasn’t about to tell Minji that. She thinks I’m dorky enough as it is.

      I just kneeled down so we were eye-level and I looked around, finding Minji’s mom step into the picture to apologize about setting her kids on the loose when she wasn’t looking. Everyone else was starting to babble and trying to straighten things out so I took advantage of the opportunity and looked Minji in the eye.

      “I promise I’ll baby-sit you tonight and every night for the rest of our lives if you don’t say a thing.” I tell her in a hushed voice.

      Minji watched me already inching towards the exit. “JooEun where are you going? The party is that way!”

      I cringed at the sound of her loud voice as she pulled my arm in the direction of the ballroom. “Let’s get some cake JooEun.”

      I put my hands together and looked pleadingly at her. “I’ll buy you a whole cake to yourself if you stay here with your mommy and daddy and let me go without saying anything.”

      She looked curiously at me. “Why? Are you running away from oppa? Don’t you love him?” She loudly asked.

      Why the heck is this kid raising her voice?! She’s either developed a case of deafness or she’s being painfully loud to annoy the poo out of me.

      Minji narrowed her eyes at me in suspicion. “Are you cheating on Jin oppa? Is that why your armpits are sweating in panic JooEun?” She asked, lifting my arm and pointing to it while plugging her nose. “You shouldn’t cheat on oppa, JooEun. He loves you, you know.”

      What the freak, why is this kid always on Jin’s side?!

      “Don’t worry. Oppa cares for JooEun very much but she doesn’t have to return my feelings. I’m happy if she’s happy.”

      I could have punched myself out from the insanity of the moment. ‘Cares for me’, my butt.

      Minji turned towards Jin. “Why not? You should hold onto her and never let her go. Here, use Minwoo’s toy handcuffs to keep her. She was trying to run away.” The brat ratted on me, offering a small pair of plastic handcuffs that appeared out of nowhere in her hands.

      What the? Where did those come from? And what happened to that glitter-

      I looked down at my shoes and legs and found them to be a shimmering mix of greens, purple and blue and inwardly sighed.

      Never mind.
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      Jin chuckled as he put Minwoo back on the ground. “You two should treat JooEun better. It’s cute to watch her get angry, sure, but she takes care of you guys. She deserves more respect.”

      Minji and Minwoo looked solemnly at him before nodding in agreement. “Okay oppa. We love JooEun as much as we love you.” They announced, before attacking him with hugs.

      I could have gagged from the surplus of cheese of the moment. I made a face as Jin crooked his stupid finger towards me to join in on the group hug. I’d rather not.

      I inwardly groaned as Minji and Minwoo looked up and stared expectantly at me, their little arms spread open, waiting for me to give them some hugs too. I sighed and kneeled down to hug them.

      I winced as Minwoo held up his teddy for me to kiss. Dang midgets have to be so dang cute and annoying at the same time. I managed a quick peck on the teddy before turning quickly and spitting at the taste of booger and stale cookies on teddy’s lips.

      “Now kiss oppa!” Minji exclaimed before collapsing into giggles.

      Minwoo and I both made a face while Jin looked at me in amusement. “You can kiss teddy.” I told him instead, but Minwoo was already hugging him tightly to his chest.

      “Come on kids. It’s time to go home.” Dr. Park announced. I waved at him as he gathered his kids and left with his wife.

      I breathed a sigh of relief as I found Jin’s dad sitting calmly by the fountain while Mrs. Lee was whispering something to him.

      “Wow, that went better than I thought.” He murmured, helping me up.

      I just shot him a look and fought not to snort since parental units were still in the vicinity.

      As we came closer, I noticed Mr. Lee seemed to be deep in thought. When we finally reached them he looked up at us and I gulped, wondering if this was just a set up and we were about to have round two of more angry shouting and stripping.

      “Do you honestly like this girl?” He asked instead, looking at Jin. “You were always so restless with your relationships. You’re not toying with her, are you son?”

      I was too busy freaking out and trying to think of a way to escape again that what he was saying didn’t really register in my brain. Jin’s reply on the other hand totally blew up a few brain cells.

      “Well I have to admit that we aren’t really engaged. But I’m hoping I can change her mind someday when she gets over the fear of commitment and kids.” He wryly replied.

      I whipped my head to look at him with narrowed eyes. Why you little…

      “She’s definitely not any type I’ve ever been interested in. JooEun’s a type of her own.” He added, flashing me those perfect teeth of his and throwing in a wink to boot.

      I couldn’t help but slightly flush like a happy tomato. Damn, that smooth monkey.

      “Well so are you.” I grudgingly said without thinking, jabbing him in the ribs with my elbow.

      Stupid Jin! His cheesiness is rubbing off on me rawr!

      I just turned an even darker shade of unappealing tomato as Mr. Lee nodded slightly towards me in approval while his wife smiled warmly at me.

      “You must be someone very special to have my son act this way.” Jin’s mom commented, looking slyly at her husband. “Weren’t you the same way when we met?” She asked.

      Mr. Kim chuckled and hooked hands with her. “Remember how we met?”

      “Of course.” She dreamily replied.

      I just cringed at the way they were getting mushy. I looked up at Jin to see if he was more grossed out than I was since it was his own parents after all, but he was already staring at me.

      Damn, that ‘I’m disappointed in you’ look was there again.

      I look at him in annoyance. “What is it this time?” I demanded. Like the dude has any right to look that way at me when he practically used me as a sacrificial goat to his parents a moment ago. Hmph.

      Jin looked away and tucked his hands casually in his pockets. Pish, as if the ‘cool dude’ look will keep him from getting a beating from me.

      “So how long have you liked Micky?” He quietly asked.
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      I shot Jin a strange look. Not this again.

      “I don’t know. And it’s more of a love-hate relationship really.” I joked. Sure, Micky’s a cool guy but he has his annoying quirks that make me wonder how the heck my sister was totally incapable of seeing it. Love is blind, my butt. More like love is annoyingly stubborn and will do anything to prove itself right no matter how freakishly wrong it really is.

      “You should have told him earlier how you felt. There would be less unhappy people if you did.” He continued with his confusing babbling.

      I gawked stupidly at him. Say what now?

      Who the heck is he talking about? Eunhye? Bah, she’ll be fine. Those two just need to talk and BAM they’re back to the ideal Romeo and Juliet couple.

      Jin finally glanced up at me and faintly smiled. “He’s a lucky guy to have someone like you.”

      Riiiight. As if a doorknob like Micky was fun to have around, especially after that nasty kiss he tortured me with. Ugh, that gave me shivers just talking about it. Yup, if anything, I don’t want to be alone with him ever again in case he comes up with other stupid ideas and trust me that boy can come up with endless possibilities.

      I made a face. “You’re weird. I’m going home.” I announced instead, stooping to pick up my shoes and purse before making my way towards the patio doors.

      I felt the vein under my eye twitch as he grabbed my arm and stopped me.

      “JooEun, don’t go.” He murmured.

      What the freak is wrong with everyone today? First it was that weird chick flick moment with Micky and Jin kissing me, and then his parents going haywire at our supposed engagement and now this?!

      I promised you people a semi-normal account of my life and you get stuck with this cheesy junk instead. Aish, I pity us all.

      I lifted a leg and tried to kick Jin while jiggling my arm free from his grasp but somehow ended up tripping on a dinky pebble on the ground. I let out a pathetic yelp as I dropped like a sack of turnips.

      “Why am I clumsy one? It’s Alex who’s the klutz, not me.” I groaned, trying to move my hand to feel my butt. I can’t believe I actually trip when I don’t have my heels on. Oh the bitter irony.

      I could hear Jin asking me if I was alright but I just slapped his hand away and tried to keep my head from spinning. “You better have more of those stupid sailor moon band-aids handy.” I muttered, groaning some more in pain.

      “I have hello kitty if you really don’t like sailor moon.” He replied in amusement.

      What the?

      The little chubby floating stars finally disappeared from my vision, and I realized that with the way I had fallen, I was probably flashing the whole world my underwear. And good timing too. It was laundry day again and I was forced to wear my grandma’s underpants. It was floral design this time.

      Oh goodie. The day can’t get better than this.

      But alas, I was proven wrong yet again when I heard someone burst out laughing.

      Oh, for the love of...someone just had to find this situation funny.

      I look up, ready to shoot whatever creep was watching us all this time and daring to laugh at my misery when I recognized that laugh. Only one person I knew in the entire world laughs like a broken vacuum.

      I shot an accusing finger at Alex as I peered at him through my legs. “You’re roadkill!” I barked, managing to get up and running after him.

      Alex choked on the cake he was having and quickly handed it over to Max before running away. “I took a picture. You want to see it JooEun?” He cheerily asked, holding his cell phone up above his head as he tried to jump over the rosebushes.

      I skidded to a stop as I watched him not quite make the jump and landed into the bushes instead. That’s what you get for never exercising Alex Kim muahaha.

      I turned around and took the cake from Max’s hand and ate it all up. “Let’s go eat some more.” I tell Max, hooking arms with him.

      Max was looking towards the rosebushes where Alex’s head appeared, his face twisted into a grimace as he pulled roses and a mini lawn gnome out of his pants, before he perked at the idea and let me drag him away.

      I turned my head to see if Jin was going to try and pull another dramatically cliche thing again but the dude was missing in action.

      Oing, where’d he go?

      I craned my head for any sight of an extremely good looking dude but only found Alex the weirdo and Jin’s parents still being mushy by the fountain. With a shrug, I kept on walking with Max.

      Meh, I'll deal with the pretty boy later.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            96

          

          

      

    

    







            BOOTCAMP THERAPY

          

        

      

    

    
      Remember how I said I would deal with Mr. Pretty Boy later?

      Well, the party scene completely evaporated like a fart in the wind when my dad somehow found out about me skipping detention to go to Jin's party.

      I was about to open the front door to my house when it opened automatically, revealing my dad, machine gun in hand.

      "Joo-Eun, you better have a really good explanation!" He bellowed, practically foaming at the mouth.

      I desperately fought the urge to crap my pants the millionth time tonight.

      "Eep." I pathetically squeaked, my eyes huge with fascination and horror at the sight of the huge and shiny artillery. Where do you even get one of those?!

      "You babo! Leave the kids alone! If they're in love, then let them be." My mom came out of nowhere, grabbing the gun away from him only to have my dad produce a dinky pocketknife from inside of his pants.

      Ugh, so don't want to know what else he stuffs down there.

      "If you won't let me have my gun back, then I'll just have to find another way to get rid of him". He declared, pulling out a couple yards of floss from his shirt pocket.

      Good choice dad! Slow strangling is more satisfying than flat out shooting the dude! Hazaa!

      "I'll join you!" I cheerily volunteered, grunting with effort as I dragged the heavy machine gun across the lawn.

      "Don't encourage him, Joo-Eun." My mom gave me a look as she reached behind the door to get her coat.

      "We have to go after him." She ordered me.

      One hour later, my dad had practically kidnapped him from his apartment, tied him up, put him in a sack and hauled him over his shoulder to drag all the way to my house. He was going to take him all the way to the nearest campground where no one would see him kill the poor sexy dude when my mom pointed out that we had school on Monday and decided it was for the best he set up camp in our backyard for the weekend and try to bond and better understand Jin instead.

      And cue the rest of the story.

      "Mrs. Park, may I please use your washroom?"

      I could hear Jin politely ask, standing up from the pile of sticks that was supposed to be our campfire. The guy was dirty from head to toe. There was dirt stains on his jeans, his once perfectly white and crisp t-shirt, and even on his cheek and forehead was smudged with dirt.

      It’s only been twenty four hours since this supposed ‘camping out’ started and already the guy was dingy-looking from the lack of usual hair care products and appliances.

      Too bad it only made him look sexier.

      I could have jumped him and squealed like a die-hard fan right then and there. Jin casually winked at me before setting down the axe he was using to cut the wood and started walking towards the house.

      I punched myself in the kneecap and focused on the pain as I pried my eyes off of his sexy back, the muscles in his shoulder and arms covered in sweat and dirt. My dinky imagination started puttering away, thinking of ways to get back at him Mr. Sexy camper man him when I punched my other kneecap.

      Doh. I’m turning into a bigger hornball than Alex.

      "Sure sweetie. Come inside." My mom answered through the kitchen window.

      “No need for indoor facilities. Use the bush." My dad ordered Jin instead, pointing towards the rose bushes.

      I would have laughed except my tent was set up near the bush. Just as easily as I was drooling over the always sexy Jin, I went the opposite end and fought the familiar urge to gag.

      "Don't you dare." My mom warned my dad, ushering Jin inside.

      As stan-worthy as Jin was, my dad was scar-inducing.

      He had taken off his golf shirt and sat on a stool, peeling a whole barrel of potatoes, onions and carrots.

      Without a shirt.

      First of all, was the guy preparing for war with all of that veggie peeling and second, what the heck was my dad thinking going shirtless?!

      I shuddered and winced in pain as my dad lifted a hand to stretch out the cramps, flashing all of us his scary shrub-like hair under his armpit.

      Duuuuude, that is so wrong.
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            MARSHMALLOW SNACKY SNACK

          

        

      

    

    
      I shook my head in disgust while flashing Jin a good pair of dagger looking glares.

      Dang sneaky, sexy dude. It’s all his fault he had to tell his parents we were engaged. If he hadn’t done that, my psycho dad wouldn’t have somehow found out and we wouldn’t be in this mess.

      You see, my dad not only decided to make him and Jin bond, but he also made me join in on the fun. My tent was set up on the furthest possible angle away from the tent which had Jin and my dad in. He threw me a sleeping bag, a hunting knife and one tube sock and expected me to somehow survive the next two days.

      School finally sounds so appealing right about now.

      Anyways, before I knew it, we weren’t alone.

      For some reason, when my dorky friends found out about my dad trapping me and Jin in my own backyard, they thought it was ‘so cool’ to camp out that they all brought their own and set up around the rest of the yard.

      "Mayday, mayday. I'm out of marshmallows. Permission to take your portion Joo-Eun. Over." Max's voice rang out over the ‘walkie-talkie’ lying near my pillow, looking excitedly at me with his puppy brown eyes.

      For Pete's sake, I was two butt cheeks away from Max's tent. Before I could even tell the guy, he set up the walkie-talkie for everyone, which was really an empty metal can with string.

      I could see him point towards the bag of marshmallows while waiting excitedly for me to reply back into my own walkie-talkie. He held the cup to one of his goofy ears, ready to hear my reply.

      "Copy that, thundercat." Alex replied instead, tossing a marshmallow bag into Max's tent.

      “Truly grateful, mrhotAlex8008S.” Max cheerily replied. “How’s Big Bandaid?”

      Oh right. Dumb and Dumber came up with yet another set of names for themselves. Knowing I would refuse to make myself one and join in on the supposed fun, they went ahead and made one for me.

      Seeing as how I keep managing to get splinters, bruises and cuts from setting up tent and living in the ‘great outdoors’, they decided it was a perfect name for me.

      “Big Bandaid is stinky from not bathing yet but sturdy as ever! “ Alex replied into the receiver.

      I threw a rolled up tube sock at him, but it bounced harmlessly off of his big head.

      "Joo-Eun, pass me some juice. I'm thirsty." Alex scratched his booty while he backed it up right onto my pillow.

      "Get it yourself." I growled, trying to hang some crappily hand washed clothes along a pathetic excuse of a laundry line made up of twigs, spit and string hung from a tree to the tent.

      "Dude. You're right beside it." He pointed, nudging me with his big stinky bare foot, as he busily read a comic book.

      “I could use a little help here.” I pointed to his pile of clothes that needed to be hung, ignoring his blabber-mouthing completely. Seeing as how stupid Alex couldn’t put lego blocks together to save his life, let alone build his own tent, he decided to live in mine.

      “It’s okay. You’re good at it.” Alex waved a careless hand at me. “Carry on Big Bandaid.”

      Oh no he didn’t!

      Forced live in my own backyard? Fine!

      Annoyed without any breaks? Depends on the sexy jerk who tries!

      Forced to eat nothing but peanuts and hand squeezed orange juice? Right on!

      Abused and degraded? Frick never!

      I turned around in the dinky tent and glared at Alex. “That’s it! I’ve had enough!” I yelled at him, ripping the comic out of his hands. “Wash your own jammies before I kick you down under and finally make you the daughter your mom always wanted.” I barked.
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            ANGST BEGONE

          

        

      

    

    
      “Jeez Joo-Eun. I was getting around to it.” Alex had the fart to say, trying to reach for the comics while at the same time for some peanuts with both feet.

      Before I could strangle the bubble butt, I heard my dad let out an ear-punching whistle.

      “Attention! Time for our daily campfire activity before bedtime.” He announced, gesturing for us to sit on the crappily made benches from the logs he put together with staples, carpet tape and glue.

      Max excitedly gravitated towards the open fire aka our barbecue grill while I dragged my feet the whole way, watching a chubby snail beat me to it.

      I sighed and was about to roll my eyes when I glanced up to see my sister dear gazing out of her bedroom window. I squinted and noticed she looked less than her usual glamorous self. Her usual silky hair was tied messily in a bun. And I could make out some ugly hot pink jammies with a fat koala on the front.

      Hey! Those are my jammies! EunHye has never touched anything in my closet before!

      Whoa this is bad. Looking pukingly perfect and effortlessly gorgeous is a ‘EunHye thing’. The rare times she actually lets herself go is when she’s really upset.

      I shook my head in disbelief. I’ve been meaning to talk to her about Micky and his stupid smooch from the party, but my dad hasn’t exactly given me much choice but to live like a bushwoman in the backyard.

      “EunHye!” I yelled out, cupping my hands to get her to hear me.

      She looked down and sniffled before shutting her curtains.

      “Bah, drama queen.” I muttered.

      “Well, she has a right to feel that way, Joo-Eun.”

      I jumped to hear Jin’s voice beside me.

      “I told you already. Micky was being an idiot.” I grumpily reminded him. When my dad was in the middle of taking a shower behind our huge oak tree with the sprinkler (insert four hours of shuddering here), I finally told Jin what happened at the party. To my surprise, he had looked so relieved and got rid of the angsty look and went back to the annoying sexy dude.

      What ? Did you think he’d be that tortured sexy side character in this boring life story of mine forever? Nah, the dude’s simpler than you think. Give him a chance to realize he’s just imagining things and ‘poof’, problem solved.

      Communication is key.  Easy as that folks.

      “I wonder why Micky hasn’t explained the situation to her yet.” Jin looked amused as he brushed a finger along his luscious lips in thought.

      I fought the urge to smooch him as I crossed my arms instead and snorted. “Knowing him, he’s probably plotting some huge way to explain, apologize and make it up to her in one go.” I figured.

      Jin just smiled and put an arm around my shoulders. “I can get used to this camping thing with you.” He had the balls to say.

      I shrugged off his arm in annoyance. “What’s your secret anyways?” I asked him. “I was so sure my dad would have strangled, chopped you up and buried you by now.”

      Surprisingly enough, my dad’s actually been slowly but surely starting to accept Jin and hasn’t threatened to kill him even once since we started this whole camping thing. My dad’s been enjoying camping that he’s added singing, marshmallow eating and knitting activities on the agenda.

      In fact, he’s been enjoying it a little too much that he’s not even torturing Jin anymore and decided that he should come over and camp in the backyard every other weekend!

      There goes my weekends for the rest of my life. Goodbye video game competitions. Sayonara sexy Joe and his to-die-for smiles.
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            SPICY SLEEPOVER

          

        

      

    

    
      “I’m proud of you Joo-Eun. You can survive the outdoors. Definitely a keeper.” Jin slowly grinned.

      “Ha! At least you get access to flushable toilets while I’m stuck piddling behind trees like some dog! I don’t even get toilet paper for pete’s sake! I have to use fricking leaves! Leaves!” I exclaimed, nearly hyperventilating from all of the ranting.

      Jin chuckled and squeezed my shoulders. “Just one more day and you can have your toilet and running water back.” He promised.

      I snorted. I highly doubt it. When it was my turn to peel the carrots and potatoes, I noticed my dad looking at camping trailers in a flyer. I’m sure more leaf wiping is in store for me in the near future.

      “I have something to cheer you up.” Jin murmured into the ear.

      I nearly tooted in glee to have him grace me with his hot and sexy breath and voice but opted to glare at him instead.

      “What now.” I ground out.

      “Your dad decided since it was the last day of camp, there’d be a switch in tent buddies.” He revealed.

      I was relieved. Finally, some good news! Alex’s such a blanket hog. I end up waking up in the middle of the night with a sore neck and freezing my butt off while he’s warm and cozy with my blanket, my pillow and even my own teddy tucked under his arm.

      “Max will be with your dad and Alex gets Max’s tent.” Jin continued.

      I felt whatever was left of my brain putter away to come up with a conclusion. “So that means you…” I slowly tried to say.

      Jin nodded, his yummy chocolate eyes sparkling with amusement. “That means you’re going to have to be stuck with me tonight.”

      I gaped at him as if he just grew a third nostril before throwing my head back and forced a laugh. “Ha ha ha. Very funny.”

      Jin ignored my comment and just kept smiling. “Don’t worry, I won’t sleep in the nude tonight if you don’t want me to. It’s too cold anyways. “ He teased me.

      My puny brain finally realized the fart was being serious. “Liar! My dad’s crazy but not stupid crazy!” I nervously exclaimed.

      I quickly turned my head, nearly breaking my neck, and yelled at my dad. “Is that true?” I demanded.

      My dad just looked up from the guitar he was strumming and grinned. “Yes, yes. Your mother and I approve.” He casually waved at me.

      Sure, I’ve had sleepovers with Max and Alex. That’s only because I don’t consider them dudes. They’re my best friends so I kind of consider them genderless in a way.

      But to sleep in the same general vicinity as Jin?! That’s impossible! I can’t survive that!

      My hormones already blow up when I’m near the dude. Who knows what’s left of me after one night with the guy in the same tent.

      “But-But” I tried to spit out an argument, but I was too busy freaking out.

      My dad took it the wrong way and just grinned. “Yes, he has a nice butt. Buns of steel. Like your dad.” He boasted, patting his own bum.

      I didn’t know whether to hurl from the idea that my dad checked out Jin’s booty or the fact that my dad just complimented his own ass.

      “See you tonight.” Jin winked, as he walked away to join the others around the campfire.

      I shook my fist at Jin’s retreating figure before I started to shift my weight between one foot to the other while slowly freaking out.

      Ahhhh! How did I get myself into this mess?

      I looked down at my sweats and oversized t-shirt and couldn’t help but think: Son of a bizzatch, I don’t even have sexy enough jammies for this!
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            JEEBUS GIVE ME STRENGTH

          

        

      

    

    
      I cracked one eye open and evilly grinned as I heard steady breathing coming out of the body on the other side of the tent. I had managed to keep Jin away from me by setting up all of Alex’s dirty laundry around me like a battle dike and wearing the ugliest pyjama of his that I could find: a one piece bunny jammie, complete with mittens and a hood topped with long floppy ears and bunny teeth. Sure, I smelled worse than a sewer rat and looked like a hobo in stolen children’s-wear, but it worked! Jin looked amused but just shrugged at me and slept on his side of the tent.

      As soon as I was sure everyone else was snoring away, I tiptoed out of my tent and ran as if my life depended on it towards my back door. I felt for the spare key over the door and made my way into my room.

      I looked like a stinky, human-sized bunny scurrying into my room, but I didn’t care because I finally made it!

      Sweet and comfy room, no sexy Jin and best of all, I can finally lie on a mattress instead of having rocks, racoons and pinecones stab me every time I roll over! Booyah!

      I danced gleefully with a teddy bear off my shelf. Success! I managed to get away from the likes of my crazy dad and sexy Jin!

      I did a broken looking jig and jumped into my deliciously soft bed.

      “I love you, I love you, I love you! I’ll never take you for granted again.” I lovingly patted my mattress, setting my teddy right beside me. “I promise I’ll sleep on you more and never let Alex jump on you and put his stinky feet on you again.”

      I sighed and laid on my back, just looking at the assortment of glow-in-the-dark stars, pencils and gum that stupid Alex managed to stick up there and patted my mattress again. I put my hands behind my head and let out a satisfied sigh. This is the sweet life!

      “Move over, JooEun.”

      My heart practically farted in surprise.

      I peered over the edge of the bed and saw Jin climb into my room from the window.

      “Take one more step into my room and you won’t have your sexy, freakishly hairless legs anymore.” I furiously whispered, holding up a golf club. Yelling at him would have sounded better but waking up the whole household would mean back to the prison campground. I can handle the dude on my own, thank you very much.

      Little did I know I would be eating those words in the next couple minutes.

      Jin raised an eyebrow. “Since when do you golf?” He casually asked, stepping in my room and ignoring my threats.

      Ha! He’ll have to do more than that to distract the wily mind of Park JooEun!.

      “It’s my dad’s crappy attempt to equip me with anti-pervert weapons!” I pathetically attempted to throw it at him but ended up somehow sticking it into my ceiling instead.

      Go figure.

      “And here I thought you liked me, JooEun.” Jin murmured while looking at me in amusement, that hornball.

      I tried to throw some pingpong balls at him, courtesy of my dad’s extended anti-perv kit, but the little monkey was too fast and took the whole basket of other throw-able goodies away from me.

      “Now, where were we?” He wiggled his eyebrows as he started to pull at his undershirt.

      My dinky eyes widened, and I choked on my own spit as I saw not one, but two nipples, a sneak peek of yet another tattoo curving from his back and five-six-seven-eight pack! I repeat, eight pack!

      “Sicko! Go feed your sex addiction with a hooker!” My voice cracked horribly like some nervous teenage boy while he managed to sit on the bed and fling his undershirt across the room.

      I tried to pathetically pelt him with my fists. Too bad I didn’t get a chance to change out of Alex’s stupid bunny jammies. Seeing as how I wasn’t really putting much damage on him, I was tempted to try giving him rug burn instead by rubbing my mitten fists all across his naked chest-

      Nah. That’ll just give him ideas.

      “I have one just like that.” He looked at me in amusement, now working on the drawstrings on his sweats.

      Oh, sweet Jeebus, I am so not prepared for this!
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            PUT A RING ON IT

          

        

      

    

    
      My brain managed to wander off and a flash of his room tooted into my head, and I remembered then that he had a hamster one-piece pyjamas in the corner of his dresser. Wow, and here I thought I had stupid jammies with koalas and pandas on them. That beats it all.

      “I’ve been wanting to kiss those lips of yours again since the last time.”

      Oh right, I’m in the middle of being savaged.

      “Dude! You’re sexy. I get it. I should be slobbering all over you and letting you have your way with me.” I shot him an annoyed look as he sat cross legged and looked curiously at me, letting me continue.

      “But come on. I don’t even know how many girls you’ve been with, and I don’t even want to get started on how many diseases you must have.” I shuddered, pointing a mitten finger at him. “And as much as I want to jump you until the end of time, I don’t plan to give anyone until I’m good and ready.  And a ring on this finger.” I folded my arms and glared at him. “So quit it, shut it, and get back to sleep in the backyard before I dig up that machine gun my dad has lying around somewhere.”

      Jin only grinned after I ran out of breath on that long speech. “Then let’s get married.”

      I could have strangled his too pretty neck.

      Great. Just great. What am I supposed to tell the kids someday when they ask how the idiot proposes? He just wanted to get jiggy with me?! Hmph!

      Trying to be the more mature person, I just turned around and lay down, still grumbling to myself.

      I could hear him get off the bed and set up his sleeping bag on the floor. Before I could sneak a peek one last time at that perfect chest and regret turning that sexy piece of mofo down, I felt him lean over and I quickly pretended to snore.

      “You’re definitely a keeper, JooEun. Don’t ever change.” He whispered, patting my head. “Sweet dreams.”

      I just snorted and continued the fake snoring but felt something heavy and metallic attach around my neck. I looked suspiciously down at my neck, wondering if he was trying some kinky junk and found a thin silver chain and a ring instead.

      I recognized it as the one he always had on his right ring finger. I held the ring in my hand and raised a bushy eyebrow.

      Oy?

      Ten minutes passed and I was already flying like superman in my dreams when I woke up to the sound of someone getting into my bed.

      After spending sleepless nights in the wild, wild west of my backyard, I was too freaking exhausted to even come up with enough energy to cuss him out or even push him off my mattress. “Keep your paws off of me.” I groggily mumbled instead, not bothering to turn around.

      Out of nowhere, I could hear him rustling around and my eyes busted open as I heard a distinct unzipping sound.

      I violently ripped my blankie off of me and used my index finger to stab at Jin’s chest generally in the dark.

      “You sex freak! Who do you think you are, assuming you can have your way with me just because you gave me your ring?!” I could feel packed, hard muscle on his chest, and I couldn’t help but start blushing like my usual squishy tomato self.

      I sat up and tried to push him off the bed and of course, God, Yahweh, Buddha, whoever, has a twisted sense of humor and I end up pulling Jin down on top of me as we fall back on the bed together.

      “If you liked it rough, why didn’t you just ask?” Jin breathed into my ear with a chuckle.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            102

          

          

      

    

    







            IS THIS A REVERSE HAREM?!

          

        

      

    

    
      I fought the urge to bite him and used what puny strength I had to shove him off of me as I tried to regain some dinky part of my sanity.

      I sucked in as much breath as I could and was ready to scream at him when he clamped his hand over my mouth.

      “JooEun, I’m just kidding.” He whispered, looking sleepily at me. “See? I’m wearing something so you don’t have to worry.” He tried to convince me. He shrugged off the sweater he had been trying to unzip all along. Too bad he was wearing a see-through undershirt and sweats with silky boxers playing peek-a-boo at me around his luscious narrow hips.

      Pish, the man was practically naked.

      “You’re such a ball of energy but I don’t think I can handle you tonight.” He looked regretfully at me, rubbing his back with a pained expression. So, Mr. Perfect wasn’t such a happy camper after all. Serves him right for playing goodie-goodie with my parents. Hmph.

      I narrowed my eyes and tried to burn some holes into his perfect forehead.

      He held up a pinky while I continued to practically slobber all over the hand still on my mouth from me struggling to speak. “Let me sleep on the bed and I promise I won’t do anything unless you ask.” He had the balls to promise.

      What the?! What kind of promise is that?! Of course, you should jump me at least fifty nine times!

      I shot him my most venomous glare, which is as harmless as a panda on drugs according to Alex and nodded so violently that I thought my head would fall off. I slapped his hand away and was about to turn back around to sleep when I heard another unzipping sound.

      “Quit stripping, you hoe! A deal’s a deal!” I furiously whispered, tightening the blanket around myself.

      My poor over-worked heart began to putter pathetically away as Jin put his arm around me and pulled me close. “It wasn’t me, JooEun.” He mumbled sleepily into my neck as he nuzzled.

      Nuzzled! Dude, I don’t even know what that word means but it sure as hell fits the way he’s manhandling at the moment.

      “Dude! Get off of me! I’m not your humping pillow.” I managed, in between trying to pry his muscular arms off of me.

      Typical Jin response was to tighten his hold.

      “Whoops, my bad. It’s me.”

      My eyes blew open and I’m sure Jin’s was pretty open as well as we both heard the voice in the room.

      I sat up again and peered over the edge of the bed. A wide grin and beady little eyes stared back at me. “Hey JooEun!” Alex waved at me, while he made himself comfortable on Jin’s abandoned sleeping bag. He was happily zipping and unzipping the blankets and its multiple pockets, stuffing as many bras as he could find off of my floor. Perverts these days.

      I looked at my right side and saw Max reading a magazine underneath his blanket. When did these guys get here?! I was only out cold for ten frigging minutes!

      As if sensing me gawking at him, the boy peeks out of his blanket and grins at me before returning to his precious magazine.

      At least they’re both here to keep Jin from attacking me.

      Or the other way. Ahem.

      I just snorted and went back to bed, with Jin promptly putting his arm around me and I became the humping pillow once more.

      I was too tired at this point to argue anymore. “G’night.” I muttered, still trying to push Jin away from me. Who knew someone this hot was clingy as hell?

      I tried prying his arm off of me, but I would probably have more success breaking a garden gnome with my head. Maybe I should work out more, if only to keep away from the dude’s death hold.

      I sighed and pulled my blanket over both of us. Max cheerily wished me a goodnight, Jin just snuggled closer, and Alex started to snore away.

      A toot managed to rip through the air before I became dead to the world.

      Mental note to buy Alex some anti-gas pills.
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            HALLUCINATION NATION

          

        

      

    

    
      I’m looking down at my outfit and my mouth is practically hanging down to my kneecaps.  “Why the hell am I wearing a wedding gown?!”  I managed to squeak out, my eyes as huge as Minji’s new extra-large teacups, as I oogled the freakishly dainty dress on my sturdy body.  I raised an eyebrow at my boobage area and put a gloved hand on my chest.  Whoa, this must be a dream because my boobs aren’t this, ahem, generous.

      “Because it’s almost time to walk down the aisle sweetie.  I’m so happy for you.”

      I look up and see EunHye’s reflection in the stand-up mirror in front of me.  I twist around, almost tripping on my dress, my mouth hanging to my feet by now.

      “Wh-what-what the hell?  I’m not even le-le-legal!”  I managed to stutter out like someone with Turret’s syndrome.  Then I shot her an annoyed look.  “Stop acting like my freaking mom!  Where’s the parentals anyways?!  As if dad would approve of any of this.“

      EunHye was dressed in a bridesmaid getup, her hair sideswept and looking perfect as usual.  She smiled at me and held a bouquet.  “Are you ready to get married?”

      I violently shook my head, the veil almost choking me.  “Hell no!  What’s going on?!  I’m still in high school!  Why the frack do I have to get married?!”  Then I gasped and almost farted in horror.  “Wait, who am I even marrying?!”

      Before EunHye could even reply, I made a dash for the door, spitting my stupid veil out of my face.  “JooEun, where are you going?  It’s about to start and we still need to add more tissue to one side!”

      I ran out of the door and put a hand to my chest again.  No wonder one boob looked bigger than the other.  Boob stuffing.  Go figure.

      I ran down the hallway like a maniac, trying different doors before I reached the main part of the church.  I was gasping like a one-legged baboon by then, but I ignored the weird stares I was getting and tried to peek over the guests to see who was waiting for me at the front.

      “You there.  Are you here for the bride or groom?  And lower that skirt length.  This a classy affair, not some gentleman’s club.”

      I nearly crapped myself as I found Mr. Man, of all people, ushering guests into the pews.  He had that dang bamboo stick as he harassed people for violating dress code.  I covered my ass in case he tried anything as I tried to hurry forward.

      He took one look at me and gave a disapproving nod, his toupee slightly slipping in the process.  “It’s not time.  Go back to your dressing room, young lady.”

      “This is one messed up dream.”  I muttered to myself, bowing apologetically and sneaking away to try to get a peek at my supposed soon-to-be husband.

      It had to be a dream!  This was too freaking crazy to really happen! But then again, considering the past couple days…

      I quickly lifted my arm and pinched my armpit.  Ah dammit that hurt like crazy!  And when will I figure out a better way to snap myself out of weird situations like this?!

      I was nodding towards the guests and trying to look cool and casual why I shuffled closer to my hubby a few meters away.  His sexy back was towards me so I couldn’t tell who it was.  His hair was slicked back, and he was talking to the priest.

      “Turn around, you sexy mofo.”  I muttered, still trying to hop between pillars and trying to avoid the candles and tapestries.

      One of the guests called out and Mr. Husband slightly turned towards them.  I craned my neck for a better view but could only see a cheek.  Dang nammit.  It was a sexily shaped cheek, what with the sweet ass defined cheekbones and all that, but that’s not enough to figure out who it was!  I’m not a freaking psychic!

      I looked around me and grabbed some prayer sticks.  Trying to gauge the distance, I started flicking the sticks at the hubster, one at a time.  Too bad my aims sucked deep, and it ended up hitting the guests.  They all started looking around and wondering where it was coming from.

      I stamped my foot in disgust and tapped my chin, wondering my next plan of attack.
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            NIGHTMARE FOR THE BOOKS

          

        

      

    

    
      “Hey Joo-Eun, what are you doing here?”

      I looked up to find none other than my sexy Joe staring quizzically at me.

      “Oh, thank you Jeebus!”  I cried, grabbing onto one of his well-shaped arms.  “You gotta get me out of here!  I’m being forced to get married underage!  This is so wrong!”

      Joe smiled in at amusement and patted my shoulder.  “Getting cold feet huh?  Let’s see if we can find Max and Alex.  They should have your Switch you can play to calm down.”  He assured me, patting my hand and walking me back towards the exit.

      I shook my head so hard and tried to dig in my heels.  “Dude!  It’s not cold feet.  It’s called illegal!”  I kept trying to convince but he seemed totally oblivious and took me back down the hallway.  I turned quickly before the doors to the reception closed and saw my future hub-a-dub-dub turn around at the commotion.  And gasped so hard I probably sucked up a lung in one go.

      “What the eff?!  Jung freaking Yongjoon?!”

      Yongjoon heard his name and looked up to lock gazes with me.  He grinned at me and waved before turning back.

      I was totally horrified.  I couldn’t even speak as I let Joe drag me down the hallway.  All I could think about for some freaking reason was ‘Oh Jeebus, my kids are going to have no ass.’

      “Why Yongjoon?!”  I finally wailed, stopping Joe as he winced at the sound of my banshee cries.  “Of all the people in the whole wide world, I have to end up with Mr. no-ass?!”

      He looked at me in confusion.  “He’s your best man.”  He explained.

      I gasped and grabbed at his shirt, practically popping the buttons off.  “So, I’m not marrying him?!”

      Joe gave me a strange look.  “Are you alright, Joo-Eun?”

      I shook him violently, ripping off more buttons.  “Quick man!  Who am I marrying?”  I demanded.

      He raised a perfectly sexy hand and started to feel my forehead, which was greasy from panicking and constipation by now.  “Maybe I should get MiHyun to take a look at you.”  He worriedly murmured.

      I slapped his hand away and shook him again.  “Just humor me and tell me who I’m marrying.”  I was so desperate by then, my voice was like a squeaky prepubescent teenage boy’s.

      Joe sighed.  “Micky, remember?”

      I felt my stomach shoot right through to my ass.  Oh, hell no!  I’m waking up from this joke of a nightmare!
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            ARTILLERY AND HONOR

          

        

      

    

    
      “Nooooooooo!”

      “Joo-Eun, wake up!”

      I felt someone slapping my butt cheek and tried to bat them away with my foot as I kept screaming in my dream.

      “Go away. Have to stuff my bra.  Looking lopsided.  The Spanker will get me.”  I mumbled, scratching an armpit with a yawn.

      I felt the same person slapping my face cheek this time before they pulled away with a girly squeal.

      “Gross! I touched her drool!”

      I finally snapped out of it and shot up in my bed and cracked open both dinky eyes.  I could see Alex jumping around, rubbing his drooled hand on my walls and dresser.

      Max wheezed in pain as Alex walked all over him in the process.

      I picked up a corner of what I thought was a blanket to wipe off my face when I realized it was too silky to be my blankie.  I looked down to find I was wiping my face with some boxers.

      “Ahh!”  I screamed and threw it on Max’s face.

      “Joo-Eun, go back to sleep.  It’s not time for school yet.”  A super husky voice murmured as they tried to make me their humping pillow for the millionth time.

      I slapped Jin away and pointed accusingly at the boxers still on Max’s unconscious face.  “Are you naked right now?!” I squealed like a choir boy, trying not to look down at his covered body to take a peek and find out myself.

      Bad Joo-Eun!  Stop being a pervert.  There’s more important things to figure out right now.

      Jin just sighed and tried to grab for me again to snuggle me to him.

      I was about to gnaw his hands off when the door to my room opened and I found myself face to face with a shotgun.

      In the corner of my eyes, I caught Alex inching slowly towards my window, dragging an unconscious Max with him.  I shook my fist at him.  Traitor!  Take me with you!

      I kept my eyes on the shotgun and violently shook Jin.  “Wake up pervbot!  I’m about to die, thanks to you!”

      Oh, for the love of…why is my life so damn crazy lately?!  It’s Jin’s fault.  It was never this butt-farting ridiculous before.  My life was normal before he came along, dang nammit!

      Jin got off the bed (with boxers and sweats on.  Dang! Oops, I mean thank God!) and had the balls to politely bow to my dad.

      “Good morning sir.”

      My dad pulled back the trigger, reached into the back of his pants and pulled out a grenade.  “I can’t believe the audacity of this boy!”  He yelled, reach into his pants and pulling out a pocketknife and some landmines.

      Seriously, where the hell are all those coming from?!  It’s like he has endless pockets on those dad-pants!

      My dad pointed all his weapons at Jin, a huge vein pulsating hardcore near his bloodshot eyes.  Hot diggity, never seen my dad this worked up before.

      “I trusted you, son!  I invited you to my camp, I shared hot dogs and marshmallows with you!  I even let you use indoor plumbing when even my own daughter had to use a bucket!”  He looked sadly at Jin before shaking his head.  “And now I find you in bed with my daughter!  You’ve peed on her honor, and I won’t forgive you!”  He cocked the shotgun again before pointing it at him.  “You must face the consequences!”

      Thanks Dad, for defending me so crappily.
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            BACK TO THE CIRCUS LIFE

          

        

      

    

    
      “Dad!  With all the artillery you have there, you’re going to end up shooting me too!”  I looked annoyingly at him.  “I can’t believe I have to be the one saying this, but can you put the gun down and let’s talk about this like adults?!”

      My dad stubbornly shook his head and managed to pull out yet another hunting knife from his pants.

      “Oh, for the goodness sake, let the kids be!”

      My mom appeared in the doorway and pushed him out of my room.  “They have to go to school.  It’s already 8!”

      “But-but-but” My dad was stuttering, pointing at Jin.  “He peed on her honor!”

      I could hear my mom nagging him as they disappeared down the hallway.

      Alex broke out into his monkey laughter as he shoved Max’s body out the window before jumping onto a branch.  “Hahaha peed!”

      I shot him an evil glare as he waved before his stupid orange hair disappeared.

      Then I directed my evil glare at Jin, who just grinned and leaned over to me.  “That was a close one.  See you at school?”  He pinched a cheek and walked casually out of my room.  Just like that.

      My mind farted blankly at me for a few seconds before I shot out of bed.  “Hey!  Give me a ride to school, cheapo!  It’s the last you can do after putting me through all of that!”  I yelled, hopping around and nearly ripping my clothes as I tried to put on my uniform before running after him.

      -------

      After school mind-numbingly farted along the day, Mr. Man finally tracked us all down and put us in detention.  It was fair and square, seeing as how we scarred the poor guy with Yongjoon’s unsightly dude-boobs and all that.

      I sighed as I sharpened a pencil, watching Mr. Man duct tape Yongjoon’s shirt.  “Now you can never flash me again!”

      Yongjoon tried to get out of his desk, but he was duct taped to the chair too.  “But Mr. Man!  It was an emergency!  I’ll never do it again! It was a one-time thing!  I swear!”  He protested, trying catch my eye for me to speak up but I just sharpened faster.  Hey, I’m still scarred from seeing his man boobs too yo!

      “Joo-Eun!  Tell him!”

      You’re on your own dude.

      “Pipe down young man.  Or I’ll add more duct tape.”  Mr. Man threatened him, sitting back down beside me at the front of the class.

      Max was busy leafing through his magazines, as usual, while Alex was sleeping on three desks stacked side by side.  I made the mistake of snoring too loudly and Mr. Man’s super hearing aid ears heard me and punished me with pencil sharpening, of all things.

      “Being duct taped would be better than this.”  I muttered, sighing as Mr. Man magically produced another box of pencils to sharpen.  I rubbed my sore hand and grabbed another pencil when the door opened.

      I looked up, hoping someone just as stupid as Yongjoon would flash Mr. Man and I can escape.

      I sighed as the secretary hand Mr. Man a paper before walking out.

      Mr. Man read the note and checked his watch.  “Looks like my mother is ready to be picked up from the bathhouse.  I should cut detention short otherwise she will be wrinkly from over-steaming.”

      I tried not to shudder until the end of time as he shooed us out of the classroom.

      “We shall continue the punishment next week, children.”

      Max had to push Yongjoon through the door, still duct taped to the desk.

      I was skipping happily beside a yawning Alex, while I heard Yongjoon let out girly screams every couple of seconds as Max ripped the tape off his boobage area.

      “Can’t you do it more gently?!”  Yongjoon complained.

      Max looked apologetically at him, one foot propped up against the wall as he tried to rip some tape off of Yongjoon’s leg.  Too bad he was wearing shorts today.   “For the love of ahhhhhhh!!!!”

      Yongjoon was crying by then, as he looked at his perfectly hairless legs.  I looked down at mine.  Dang, his are smoother than mine now.  Mental note to shave later.

      I felt slightly guilty that Yongjoon was bawling his eyes out.  It was technically my fault.  The dude did save me from detention the other day.  I sighed and was about to go comfort the poor guy when Kayla came by at that moment.

      “I owe you a game!”  I shouted at Yongjoon, hooking arms with Max and Alex.

      “A game for each hair ripped off my leg!”  He cried back, still sniffling as Kayla took the last tape off his leg.

      Sweet!  The dude had practically hairless legs!  I flashed him a thumbs up sign.  “Three games it is!”
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            SISTERS UNITE!

          

        

      

    

    
      I was about to board the bus when I happened to turn my neck and saw sister dear about to get into some pretty boy’s car.

      Pshaw, the girl sure moves fast.

      I tried to convince myself that I shouldn’t care what she does with her life, but the nightmare of marrying Micky came back to me, and I shuddered like a wet dog.

      “Max, stall the bus driver for me!”  I gave him my backpack and jogged across the parking lot.  “Eunhye!”

      Eunhye glanced at me hobbling towards her and already dying from the stitch in my side from exercising, and just shook her head.  “I’ll see you at home Joo-Eun.”

      I reached the front of the car and waved my hands, the pretty boy looking annoyed at me for getting in the way.  I wracked my brain, watching Eunhye frown at me.

      Come on brain!  Think of something to save the day!  There’s no way in hell I’m going to bed tonight with the risk of another nightmare of marrying Micky. Or worse! Bumping uglies and having his kids! Gasp!

      “Joo-Eun, get out of the way before you hurt yourself.”

      I started jumping and still trying to stall.  “Eunhye I challenge you to a duel!”  I finally blurted out.

      Pretty boy snorted at my not-so-cool comment while Eunhye crossed her arms, clearly not in the mood for my dorkiness.  “Life is not like one of your video games, Joo-Eun.”

      I gave her an annoyed look.  “Life isn’t a drama either.”  I shot back.  “Okay, here’s the deal.  If you beat me in a game at Joe’s, I’ll leave you alone and let you make me up whenever and however you want.”

      Eunhye raised an eyebrow.  “And if you beat me?”

      I tried to flash her my most innocent look, but it probably looked like I had to take a dump.  “If I win, you give Micky a chance to explain himself.”

      The pretty boy just raised his shades and glanced at me.  “No deal.  Babe’s with me now.  Get out of the way little boy.”

      Say what now?! Oh no he didn’t!  This willowy dude with too much BB cream did not just diss me!

      I kicked a headlight and heard him squeal.  “You’re gonna let him treat me like this?!”  I demanded, giving the headlight on his car another good kick.  I stepped in mud earlier (or poo.  I was in a rush to get to school so not sure muahahha) and saw it scrape onto the headlight with my second kick.

      Eunhye finally got out of the car and leaned over the car door to slap the dude on the shoulder.  His eyes watered, smudging his eyeliner as he took a step back.

      “You should know better.”  She ground out before hooking arms with me and walking away.

      I pumped my fist into the air.  Don’t mess with these sisters!
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            BUS BATTLES

          

        

      

    

    
      A few minutes later I wanted to shoot myself.  I totally regretted picking up Eunhye and taking her on the bus with us.  It was the first time in forever since she’s taken the bus and all the dudes kept trying to hit on her.  I kicked another cellphone away as it got creepily close to under Eunhye’s skirt and threw my last shoe at another dude.

      “Stay away!  She’s going to make up with Micky!” I kept shouting, while Max and Alex were at the front of the bus, trying to keep from tripping on all the stuff I managed to throw at everyone else on the bus. My aims sucked deep, so I pretty much kept throwing it at my two best buds instead.

      “Joo-Eun stop hitting us!”  Max complained, hiding behind a magazine and using a rolled up one to hit projectiles away from him.

      Alex just kicked another unused maxi pad out of the way while he held onto a pole for dear life.  “Why is it all dudes in here?” He complained.  “Joo-Eun, let’s get off and take the next bus.”

      Eunhye just sighed and stared out the window, totally oblivious, while the guys kept trying to out-perv each other.  Why the frack did the bus route have to change and pass by an all boy’s school of all days?!

      I growled like a rabid dog and shot each dude a death glare, while taking off a sock.  I rolled it around my fist, ready to fight the next pervert who was stupid enough to get too close.

      Just when I was starting to get desperate and considered escaping out the window with my sister, I hear an ear-punching whistle from outside.

      I look out the window and see with mixed happiness and constipation, the beautiful sight of Jin waving at me from his motorcycle.

      “Get off at the next stop and I’ll give you a ride!”  He shouted.

      I nodded like a rabid dog, abandoning my punching sock and throwing it at a nearby pervert who managed to put one finger on Eunhye’s bag.

      “Let’s go milady!”  I shouted in glee, pulling so hard on the cord to get the driver to stop that I nearly choked myself with it.

      Eunhye just nodded, still painfully oblivious of the crazy circus going on around us.  I guess that was a good sign.  She was definitely not over Micky yet. Sweet, there was hope!

      The bus driver let us off at the corner of the next block and then I looked stupidly at Jin’s bike.  “How the heck are we all supposed to fit on that?”

      Jin just gave that to-die for knowing smile and put a helmet over my head.  “Get on.”  He jerked a thumb to get behind me, already revving the engine.

      I put the visor up and shot him a look.  “What about Eunhye?  We’re battling it out at the arcade today.  I need to win so she’ll finally go talk to Micky and make up.”

      The sexy mofo ignored me and put me on his bike before getting back on.

      “Yah!  Did you put on too much hair gel today?  I said, how are the others supposed to get to the arcade?!”

      Max poked me in the shoulder.  “We’ll walk with Eunhye.  Don’t worry Joo-Eun.”

      I looked around me and realized we were only another block away.

      Just then, Micky drove up right behind Jin’s bike.

      I could have punched myself as Eunhye and Micky looked constipatedly at each other.  “Why don’t we let them talk and I’ll play some video games with you?”  Jin murmured, already waving at Micky.

      I looked at Eunhye, about to ask her if she still wanted to play when she turned to me and flashed me a small smile.  “It’s okay Joo-Eun.  You can go ahead.  I think it’s time Micky and I talked.”
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            WHAT’S MINE IS MINE

          

        

      

    

    
      I took off the helmet and shook my head.  “If you want to talk, then I’m going to stay put and make sure you give Micky a fair chance to say what he needs to say.”

      Eunhye sighed and just shook her head.  “I promise I’ll hear him out.  Go on, Joo-Eun.”

      Before I could refuse again, Jin drove off.

      I tried to pelt him on the back, but he drove so fast I hugged him hard to keep from falling off the stupid bike.  I managed to turn my neck and see Micky hold Eunhye’s hands and pull her close before I closed my eyes and held on for dear life.

      Literally two minutes later, we were at the mall and heading towards the arcade.  I speed walked towards the entrance, excited to release some much needed craziness from the last couple days.

      Too bad Jin had the case of PDA and kept trying to hold my hand.

      “Are you going to be this annoying now that we’re together?”  I shot him a look as he just smiled at me and kept swinging our hands.  “Just because you gave me this, doesn’t mean you own me prettyboy.”  I reminded him, showing the necklace.  If I had known it would make the dork this goofy, I would have given it back already.  I looked up at him just in time for him to lean over and quickly give me a peck on my unsuspecting chapped lips.

      Ahh whatever’s left of my hormones that regenerated blew up all over again. Dating Jin will probably shorten my lifespan but by God, it’s freaking worth it!

      I could feel my face turn a mushy tomato color as I faked a cough and shoved the necklace back into the boobage area.

      “I wouldn’t have to hold on to you if you could slow down Joo-Eun.  The games aren’t going anywhere.”  I tried to rip my hand out of his sexy, soft ones but my dang fangirl side kicked in and just tightened my bear grip on him instead.

      “Fine.  At least it will give Eunhye and Micky time to hash it out.”  I muttered out, shooting death stares to some girls walking by us checking out Jin.

      Jin just held me close to him.  “Sorry girls, I’m taken by this one.” The fart had the audacity to ruffle my hair like a dog, yet again.

      I tried to bite his hands away from my face, but the prettyboy was too fast and went back to holding my hand.
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            I CHALLENGE THEE

          

        

      

    

    
      I couldn’t help but grin as we made it to the shining entrance to the arcade.  “Ahh what a sight for sore eyes!  I’ll never leave you again!”  I promised, hugging and smooching the store sign before taking a step inside.

      Jin just shook his head with a smile and followed me in.

      I walked up to the counter just in time to see Joe come out of the back room.  He was dressed in a punk rock t-shirt and ripped jeans, as usual and I could have kissed his too pretty face.

      “Joe!  My man!  I missed you!”  I cried out, grabbing the box from him with a huge grin on my too happy face.

      Joe shared an amused look with Jin.  “Good to see you too kiddo.  Can you get Alex to put away that box as soon as he gets here?”

      I nodded violently, still grinning. “Sir yes sir!”

      I shoved the box at Alex, just as he was walking in, and I grabbed Jin.  “Let’s play some games!”

      Jin followed me to the DDR machines but before I could get on them, he took me by the shoulders and made me look at him.

      “Video games!”  I grunted out, reaching over his sexy forearms to push the start button.

      “JooEun, I have a proposition for you.”

      I shook my head violently as I started to flip through the menu to get the machine started.  “Hell no.  No more hooker propositions from you mister.  I’m pretty sure Eunhye and Micky are back together once they wrap up their chat so there’s no need for me to do anything stupid like that ever again.”  I shook my head again and tried to push his hands away while I setup the machine.

      Jin shook his head.  “I meant I want to challenge you.  In a game.”

      Oing?  I didn’t even know this dude can play video games. Meh, doesn’t matter.  Nobody can beat JooEun at video games!  That’s ridonkulous!

      I finally gave him my full attention.  “Go on.”  I suspiciously nodded.

      Jin had a devilish grin going on.  The kind of look Alex gets when he’s trying to trick me into doing his chores for him, the lazy butt.

      “If you win, I’ll help you babysit the rugrats and buy you whatever video games you want.”  He offered.

      Gasp! Hell yeah!

      I was about to jump in glee and agree then I rubbed my face back into a suspicious glare.

      “And if for a teensy, tiny, 0.000001% chance you win?”

      Jin flashed me that slow, sexy grin he threw at me the first day we met.  That religion-converting, brain-exploding, hormone-inducing, smile that never fails to make me want to jump him and run away at the same time.

      “You’ll find out when I win.”  He murmured, turning me back towards the monitor and pressing ‘start’.

      I gawked at him for a moment, watching the sexy mofo warm up with some of the steps before shaking my head to focus.

      I slapped my face a couple times, trying not to imagine what the heck this dude could possibly ask of me.  Snap out of it JooEun!  You need to win!  Who knows if he’ll ask you to hooker up for life?!

      I growled at him as I started stepping in line with him, not even looking at the screen.  “It’s so down mister! You’re going to lose!”
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            AND THAT’S A WRAP

          

        

      

    

    
      Annnnnnd just like that…I lost.

      I stared at the screen flashing ‘You lost!’ and wanted to cry as Jin turned to me, not even breaking a sweat.

      “Noooooooo!”  I howled like a whale in pain.  “How the freak did you beat me?!  No one beats me!”  I cried, nearly pulling out my hair in frustration.

      Jin patted me sympathetically on the shoulder.

      “Well, there’s always next time.”  He reassured me, already taking my hand and walking me out of the arcade.

      I was in my own little world, still shell shocked that I lost, when I realized we were back in the parking lot near his motorcycle.  I glanced up at him, eyes narrowed.

      “So, what’s the deal, mister?” I might as well get it over with, whatever his ridiculous request was.  A deal is a deal, after all.

      He smiled slowly, leaning close enough that I could smell his minty breath.

      Ooh so fresh and so clean.

      I shook my head. Snap out of it, woman!  Pay attention before he tricks you into something crazy.

      Jin used a finger to lift the necklace from under my shirt, leaned over, unhooked the chain and then took the ring in one hand while he suddenly kneeled.

      My brain blew up by the time his sexily jean clad kneecap hit the pavement.

      Say what?!

      I gawked stupidly at him while he held up the ring.

      “Park Joo-Eun, I have never met someone as energetic and adorable as you.  You have a heart of gold for your family, your friends and you always have a way of looking at the world in the craziest way.  You’re amazing.”

      Jin looked up at me and offered the ring.  “Will you let me stay by your side and continue our adventures together?”

      I let out a small squeak in response.

      The freak?!  I lose at video games and the boy proposes?!

      I was about to ask him if this was some big prank he planned with EunHye to get me all girly again but then I wondered if this was a dang dream.

      I didn’t break eye contact with him while I raised an arm and pinched my armpit.

      I made a face at the pain, jumping like a wee leprechaun.

      Dammit, not a dream.  Yay?!

      Jin chuckled and cocked his head slightly, still waiting for my answer.

      I coughed, choking on my spit a little bit.  “Um, dude I’m underage.  We’re both still in high school.  And who proposes just because they won in a video game match?!”  I finally exclaimed, trying to get him to stand back up.

      The prettyboy wouldn’t budge as he held the ring up, a flirty smile on his cherry, luscious lips.  “We have plenty of time to get married in the near future.  But it would be nice to know you’re okay with us being together.”

      I scratched my head in confusion, ignoring the married part since that would just make me want to pinch my other arm pit in disbelief again.  “I thought we were already together.  My parents seem to like you, my grandma is on standby as a backup tribute apparently if you ever get sick of me, and even my sister seems to approve of you.  And she’s even more overprotective of me than my dad.”  I explained, finally using my puny strength to make him stand up again.

      “And I like you.”  I grudgingly admitted.  “Not just for your looks too, you know.  I dig your whole calm and cool side that totally balances my hyperactivity.  You’re like the mario to my princess peach.”

      Jin surprisingly looked nervous, rubbing the back of his neck as he still held out the ring for five minutes straight now.

      “Then, will you wear this until I can get us couple rings?”

      I was tempted to pinch my arm pit again.  Who knew The Lee JeonJin was such a big teddy bear underneath all those muscles and prettiness?

      I somehow found the lady balls to nod and actually throw him a bone and hugged him.  “Thank you for putting up with me.”  I grumbled, as he put the ring back on the chain and put it back around my neck.

      “Pleasure is all mine.”  He murmured into my ear as he hugged me back, effectively blowing up the last of my brain cells.

      I fanned my face, trying to pull away from him but he kept hugging me.  “Erm, so we good now..uhhh bro?”  I tried to play it cool, not sure what’s the protocol now that we’re officially together.  Are we supposed to like, come up with secret high fives and gross pet names for each other now?

      I’ll punch his kneecap if tries to call me ‘babe’ or ‘honey’.

      He pulled back to look at me and did that heart attack inducing, slow sexy smile he does.  “That actually wasn’t my request for winning.”

      I narrowed my eyes at him.  I knew it!  The sneaky hot man.

      Before I could get sassy with him, he leaned close, staring at my chapped lips.  “May I?”

      Be still my heart.  And that’s a wrap.  Park Joo-Eun has lived a full life. I can pass peacefully now.

      I’m coming grandpa!

      My thoughts were rudely interrupted as he closed the distance.

      For the love of…ooh this is nice.
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