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This is Rochard. He is the school's 'Jockroach'. He likes o scurry around the football
field, and enjoys consuming rotting food. He is the ideal boyfriend. At least, for a
cockroach. Probably. He's not the brightest.
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You met him earlier this year, as you were both scuttling down the
hallways of Built-On-A-Landfill High. It was love at first sight. Or
something.
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You are on a picnic now. How romantic...
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" - /"“" That's Anthony, the most recent transfer student, asude from you of course. He's

a bit of a loner, though many think that's due to his ANTagonistic behavior. He's a
hard worker, though when it comes to food, he'd prefer to not be the one paying.
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You ighored Anthony's pleas and continue your date with Roachard. He was the one you went on
the date with, after all. The two of you enjoy your picnic consisting of week old fruit, which
makes you forget all about the strange interruption. You can see yourself having many picnics
with Roachard in the future... though something doesn't sit right with you. Is that just the
rotting apple in your stomach or is that the feeling of ennui?




You ighored Anthony's pleas and continue your date with Roachard. He was the one you went on
the date with, after all. The two of you enjoy the rest of the game, which makes you forget all
about the strange interruption. You can see yourself going fo many games with Roachard in the
future, even some where he's actually playing... though something doesn't still sit right with you.
Is it the fact that the game ended with a tie or is that the feeling of ennui?




You decide to leave Roachard and go with Anthony instead. It only feels right... or at least that's
what you think in the moment. The two of you take some of the food from the picnic and have your
own... just a few feet over. You enjoy Anthony's company, and believe you'll go on many more dates

with him in the future... but something doesn't feel right. Is it because Roachard is awkwardly
looking at you two or do you feel a sense of unease?




You decide to leave Roachard and go with Anthony instead. It only feels right... or at least that's
what you think in the moment. The two of you decide to continue watching the game together...
just a few seats over from Roachard. You enjoy Anthony's company, and believe you'll go on many
more dates with him in the future.. but something doesn't feel right. Is it because there are so
many unfair calls in the game or do you feel a sense of unease?




You kindly tell both Roachard and Anthony that you no longer have any interest in dating either of them.
Maybe you never did. They both take this... surprisingly well. So well that, they both admit to you
something rather strange. They both vied for your attention in hopes of making the other jealous... but
they were not fighting for your affection, but the affection of their own romantic rival. This whole time,
the two of them had been madly in love with one another, and were too arrogant to outwardly express it.
Until now. They thank you profusely, as well as apologize, before continuing on their own date. You feel

weirdly okay with this. It feels... right. You go home feeling rather accomplished. Or something. Who
knows.
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