Destined to Nano
by Patrick Cupka


It being Friday, Sean fired up his computer as soon as he got home and put his stuff down.  While it was booting up, he went to the kitchen and poured himself a cup of coffee; Sean's Mom always had a pot of coffee waiting for him when he got home.  He added cream and sugar, took a taste, and strolled back upstairs to his bedroom.


Sean Benitez was 17, about two months into his senior year of high school.  It was October 31st, also known as "Halloween" to many party-going kids his age, but for Sean, it was an ideal night to play WarCraft 3 with his best friend, Malcolm.


Malcolm wasn't online yet, so Sean checked his e-mail and visited some web sites:  Wired, News.com, and GameSpy.com.  As Sean was reading some silly article about who would win a matchup between Pikachu and Godzilla at GameSpy.com, Malcolm came online.  Well, "OrcKiller9943" came online.


Sean always waited for Malcolm to make the first contact, since he felt Malcolm might need his own time to settle into his internet routine.  Evidently, Malcolm was as eager to get started as Sean was.



OrcKiller9943: you ready to whoop some ass?



ChrystalSoul86: hell yeah! join me in #chrystal?



OrcKiller9943: see you there!


Sean and Malcolm, rated "level 13" playing as a team on Battle.Net, spent the mid-afternoon and evening doing glorious battle with any team brave enough to face them.  They communicated via headsets and a slick freeware program they got off the Web, leaving them with more hand-time to destroy their enemies.


Around 10:00 PM, Malcolm said he needed a break because his back was starting to hurt.  They agreed to meet back up in a half hour, and Sean flipped on his 14" TV to catch a rerun of Seinfeld.  It was "The Stranded", an episode where Jerry and Elaine get stuck at a party because George, who's their ride, wants to take a woman home with him.  Sean thought about how he needed a girlfriend, but then thought about how he should stay unattached until college.


At 10:32 PM, Malcolm sent along another instant message:



OrcKiller9943: you heard of "NaNoWriMo"?



ChrystalSoul86: no...



OrcKiller9943: National Novel Writing Month… it's this contest to write a 50,000 word novel in the month of November.



ChrystalSoul86: what do you get for winning?



OrcKiller9943: nothing... it's not that kind of contest. it's just for fun. check it out:



http://www.nanowrimo.org



ChrystalSoul86: ok


Sean went to the URL and jumped right to the FAQ. Scrolling down a bit, he read:



How do you win? Are there judges? What are the prizes?



The way to win NaNoWriMo is by writing 50,000 words by midnight



on November 30. Every year, there are many, many winners. There



are no "Best Novel" or "Quickest-Written Novel" awards given out.



All winners will get an official "Winner" web icon and certificate.


Sean kept reading, and before long he was taken with the idea of writing something for this contest.  He especially liked the answer to the question, "If I'm just writing 50,000 words of crap, why bother? Why not just write a real novel later, when I have more time?", which said things like, "If you don't do it now, you probably never will," and, "Writing a novel in a month is both exhilarating and stupid, and we would all do well to invite a little more spontaneous stupidity into our lives."


Taking a quick glance at his wall of posters, perhaps to try and divine some guidance from the spirit of Trent Reznor, Sean decided he was going to do it.



ChrystalSoul86: I'm doing it!



OrcKiller9943: whoah, really? nanowrimo?



ChrystalSoul86: yeah! it sounds really cool, and I can type pretty fast. you should do it too!



OrcKiller9943: I dunno, man, I'm not really much of a writer.



ChrystalSoul86: fine, be that way... you so are that way...


This was a simple trick that Sean found worked almost flawlessly on Malcolm whenever he wanted to coerce him into doing something.



OrcKiller9943: alright, fine, I'll do it! but don't be surprised if it's call crap!



ChrystalSoul86: it's supposed to be crap :)



OrcKiller9943: heh



ChrystalSoul86: ok, so we start tomorrow?



OrcKiller9943: I guess



ChrystalSoul86: cool... wanna play some more WC3?



OrcKiller9943: yeah, meet you in #chrystal?



ChrystalSoul86: sure thing, see you there!


Sean and Malcolm played WarCraft 3 until shortly after midnight, which was about when both their parents would start telling them to go to bed.  As he lay in bed, waiting for sleep to overtake him, Sean saw a thousand ideas for what to write about cross through his mind.  He thought about ninjas, and panthers, and geeks that could crash government computer systems.  He'd never written anything longer than a short story in his entire life.  As he faded off to sleep, Sean felt an intellectual excitement that he hadn't felt for a long, long time.

***************


That night, Sean had a dream about Lucy, a girl he knew from Math class that he was developing a small crush on.  He was bowling game after game, and after each game, she'd say: "Do a little better, and you'll get a kiss."  Each game, he did a little better than than the previous one - 191, 193, 194, 196 - but after each game, she said the same thing.  Finally, after bowling a game that would have been his high game in real life, Sean realized that she was simply lying, and she disappeared.  Sean grew very sad, and as he realized he couldn't cry, he woke up with his face scrunched.


He looked at the clock: 11:07 AM.  After laying in bed for a few minutes, staring at the ceiling and wondering what he was going to write about, Sean got up, put on a shirt, and slowly made his way downstairs.  As he strolled into the kitchen and reached for the coffee pot, his Mom came in from outside, taking off her gardening gloves.


"Hey, honey," she said in her always caring tone of voice.


"Hey Mom."  Sean didn't like to talk much in the morning, and it was like the flip of a coin as to whether his mother would be sensitive to this or pick on him because of it.  Today, she was sensitive.


Sean made himself a cup of coffee and went back up to his room.  After doing his rounds on the internet, checking e-mail and technology news, he sat back in his chair, sipping his coffee and staring out the window.


He had never really done any creative writing the whole time he'd been in high school.  He wasn't sure where to start.  Thinking back to his days in elementary school, he remembered some things:  prewriting, brainstorming, outlines, drafts, editing and revising.  For a moment, Sean smiled at the fact he could remember all these so clearly.  Looking like a working man at his office desk, Sean took a sip of coffee, set it down on his desk, and put his hands onto his keyboard.


Sean spent about half an hour trying to come up with ideas for his story.  He was visiting all sorts of Web sites that he'd never been to in search of inspiration.  Every few minutes he'd check to see if Malcolm was online yet, but each time he wasn't.


Sean checked the clock in the bottom-right corner of his computer screen:  12:45 PM.  He went and got himself another cup of coffee.  As he sat back down, he was starting to actually feel awake.  Sean brought his brainstorm list into view on the screen:



- supernatural deity grants super powers to ordinary people,



creating the world’s only superheroes, to deal with a deadly



supernatural threat



- man’s wife is raped and murdered, and he gets revenge



- writer publishes a story which entices mobs to attack him,



and he responds with… “Excessive Force”!

- a band of Native American Ninjas emerges on the US rap scene,



only to have a fallout over a woman


After Sean read his fourth idea, he started to feel some slight irritation about how his brainstorming was going.  The first idea on the list was still the only one he really liked; it was an idea that had been bouncing around his head for several years.  “Ya know, I think I’ll just go with that one…” Sean thought as he clicked to his “mp3” directory.


Malcolm still wasn’t online, so Sean passed the time listening to Ministry’s “Psalm 69” while he beat people down in WarCraft 3.  After an even mix of wins and losses, ending with a supreme victory over some newbie, Sean heard Malcolm come online.  (Sean had his IM client setup so that it would say, “Goliath Online!”, a sound clip from the game StarCraft, when Malcolm came online.)


Sean was only a couple of buildings away from wiping out the newbie he was facing in WarCraft, so he ignored Malcolm’s first message until he was done.  After he’d claimed his victory, he exited the game and brought up his chat with Malcolm, in the same stroke muting his computer volume.



OrcKiller9943: yo dude



ChrystalSoul86: sup



OrcKiller9943: what you want to do today?



ChrystalSoul86: well, I want to start working on my Nanowrimo story…



OrcKiller9943: oh yeah, I forgot about that.



OrcKiller9943: I just got up…

ChrystalSoul86: what do you think of this idea: “supernatural deity grants 

super powers to ordinary people, creating the world’s only superheroes, 

to deal with a deadly supernatural threat



OrcKiller9943: sounds pretty cool



OrcKiller9943: since when were you into supernatural deities?



ChrystalSoul86: I used to read about a lot of spiritual shit



OrcKiller9943: oh… you feel like chillin’?



ChrystalSoul86: yeah, you feel like writing? you could use my Dad’s laptop




while he’s out with my Mom



OrcKiller9943: sure, see you in a few—


Sean and Malcolm hung out just about every Saturday, so they were pretty adept at this routine.  Knowing that it would take about a half hour for Malcolm to shower, dress, and bike over to his house, Sean headed for the living room to watch some TV.  It was about 1:30 PM, and Sean was thinking how there was probably nothing good on TV this time of day - even with digital cable.


Sean turned on the (big screen) TV and flipped to HBO.  He couldn’t believe his eyes when he saw the opening credits for Lost Highway, his all-time favorite movie, coming on.  “Holy shit! Must be my lucky day…” Sean thought as he sprawled out on the couch.  Forcing himself to part with the bliss of watching such a great film, Sean got up to get another cup of coffee; he made another pot while he was up, knowing that Malcolm would probably want some.


Malcolm walked in the door at 2:03 PM, letting himself in, as Sean’s parents insisted he do.  (They saw him four to five days out of the week.)  Malcolm noticed the movie that was playing, and walked up behind Sean on the couch.


“Is there coffee?”


“Yep, help yourself.”


Sean and Malcolm watched Lost Highway all the way through, both of them finding inspiration in the emotional, slightly confusing, and random-yet-connected events of the movie.


Malcolm broke the silence.  “I almost got hit by a fucking car on the way over here…”


“Jesus, really?”

“Yeah,” Malcolm continued, “he was backing out of his driveway and didn’t even notice me.  Pretty quickly, too... I’m lucky I swerved out of the way.”


“That’s wack, dude,” Sean concluded as he flipped off the TV and led his friend upstairs to his bedroom – their usual hang-out spot in the house.  Sean kept his room pretty clean, which Malcolm always admired.  Sean had quite a few more toys – PDA, TV, DVD player, and the like – than Malcolm did.  His room was pretty spacious, but nowhere near as big as his parents’ master bedroom.


“Did you think of your idea for NaNoWrimo yet?” Sean asked.


“Nah, man, but I’m thinking about writing about something to do with gangsters.  I figure I could write 50,000 words of utter crap if it’s a subject I’m interested in.”


Sean laughed and said, “Right on.”  They both sat there for a moment before he continued, “Do you need some help brainstorming?”


“Nah,” replied Malcolm, “I’m just going to start writing about the setting for the story, and let it come to me.”


“Cool.  I’m gonna grab the laptop,” Sean said as he exited the room and walked down the hall towards his father’s study.  Malcolm leaned over to Sean’s computer, clicked his way to the “Eminem” folder, put on “The Slim Shady LP”, and turned up the volume.  When Sean returned, he smiled and handed the laptop computer to his friend, and sat back down in his computer chair.  Sean turned down the music and swiveled around to face Malcolm.


“I’m feeling inspired,” Sean said, “you down to do some writing right now? We could write for like an hour – until five o’ clock – and then call Lucy or Stacy and see what they’re up to tonight.”


“Sounds like a plan, my man,” replied Malcolm as he opened and powered up the laptop.  Sean clicked to his “Ministry” folder and put on “Psalm 69”, cranking it up even louder than Malcolm had.

***************


After an hour of sipping coffee and typing away, Sean turned his computer speakers back down to a reasonable level.  In a move that an angel might have found to be humorously in unison, they each hit CTRL+S and clicked to minimize their word processing windows.


“Well, that went pretty well,” Sean said as he turned around to face Malcolm.  Malcolm was sitting comfortably on Sean's bed, his back against the wall and the laptop on his lap.


“Yeah, well, at least I got something done,” Malcolm replied.


“I didn't know I had that much creative energy in me,” Sean continued, “and I'm not sure I've ever written anything so fast.”  Sean turned around and clicked a couple of times.  “I wrote fifteen hundred words!”


“Wow,” Malcolm replied as he clicked a couple of times, “I only wrote eight hundred.”


“That's still pretty good, don't you think?”

“Yeah, actually, that's not too bad.”  Malcolm powered off the laptop and partially closed it, and then looked back up in Sean's direction.  “So, we gonna call those chicks now?”  Malcolm had the beginnings of a grin on his face.  Malcolm really liked chicks.


“Hell yeah, dude, let me just back this up to my Dad's server first.”  Sean made a few swift strokes on his keyboard, backing up his work to his father's local Linux server, and turning off his music.  “Come on, let's go downstairs,” Sean said as he exited the room.  Malcolm closed the laptop and set it on the bed, and followed Sean downstairs.


When the two of them got downstairs, they went into the living room and made themselves comfortable on the large sofa.  Sean took out his cell phone, and Malcolm pulled out his wallet and extracted a little slip of paper.


“What's Lucy's number?” asked Sean.


“Five five five, oh one oh three,” replied Malcolm.


Sean dialed the number, hit send, and then got up and started pacing around the room. 


“Hello, Lucy?  It's Sean.  Yeah, hey... listen, Malcolm and I are just chillin' here... you want to do something tonight? Oh, really?”  Malcolm could see Sean swallowing nervously, but as he expected, Sean kept his composure on the phone.  “No, it's cool, don't worry about it.  Have a good night, OK? Alright, peace.”


Sean turned to Malcolm and said, “She's got a date with some dude from West tonight.”


“Bummer, dude!” Malcolm said, knowing but concealing that he knew about Sean's crush.  “You wanna call Stacy?”

“Yeah, what's the number?” asked Sean.


“Five five five, oh five one three,” replied Malcolm.  Sean was finished dialing just as Malcolm finished saying it.


“Hey, Stacy? This is Sean.  Yeah, <laugh>, yeah... yes, Sean Benitez. Yes!  Ok, shut up.  Listen, Malcolm and I are just hangin' out, and we were wondering if you wanted to get together tonight.  You would?  Cool.  Yeah, that'd be great.  Alright.  We'll see you in like forty five minutes, OK? OK, peace.”


Sean turned back to Malcolm again, this time with a smile on his face.  “Jen's over there too,” Sean said, “and Stacy invited us over there to chill.  We might go to some party, or a movie, or just into the woods to get high.  Cool with you?”  Sean tried to conceal the fact that he knew Malcolm had a thing for Jen.


“Yeah man, sounds like fun,” replied Malcolm.


The two of them played a quick Quake deathmatch on the LAN at Sean's house before gathering their things and heading over to Stacy's house in Sean's car.  Sean drove an old Saturn, a hand-me-down from his Mom that he got for his seventeenth birthday.

***************


Stacy's room was in the basement of her parent's house, and they could enter and exit without her parents ever knowing.  They could also get away with a lot in that basement, a fact that Stacy didn't necessarily share with every male friend that she had.  Next to her house were some beautiful woods, a favorite place to hang out and smoke pot among the local kids.


After chatting for about 15 minutes when they first got there, Jen pulled out a joint and said, “You guys wanna get high?”  In a manner that didn't at all resemble the excitement they felt, Sean and Malcolm both replied, “Yeah, for sure,” as they started to get up and put their shoes on.


The four of them walked into the woods, chatting about their friends and foes at school.  Jen was a very socially conscious young lady, and really seemed to care what others thought of her; Stacy was quite the opposite, and didn't care much at all what people thought of her.  As is often the case with such opposites, though, they got along beautifully.


Once they were sufficiently far into the woods, Jen handed the joint to Sean and said, “Here, it's your turn to spark.”  Sean smiled at her and accepted her offer, taking the joint from Jen and a lighter from Stacy.  Sean turned his back from the group to block the wind, and lit it up.


Standing in a circle, they passed the joint around, each taking a couple of drags before passing it to the left.  Malcolm and Jen exchanged subtle glances as Malcolm handed her the joint the second time around; Sean and Stacy exchanged a glance in response, both wondering if these two were about to 'hit if off'.  They didn't, and the group kept on smoking until the joint was nearly gone.


“Want a shotgun, Malcolm?” Jen asked with the half-inch joint in her hand.


“Sure!” Malcolm replied, unable to contain his enthusiasm as the high set in.


Malcolm bent his knees and opened his mouth.  Jen put the joint into her mouth, lit side towards her tongue, and leaned over towards Malcolm's face.  She blew a thick line of smoke right into Malcolm's lungs, and Malcolm sucked it in to make sure none was lost in the process.  After about five seconds, Malcolm stumbled back and closed his eyes.  He held it in for a few seconds.


“Well, this is almost gone,” Jen said as she handed it over to Stacy.  After offering Sean “lasts” on the joint, Stacy finished it off and ground it underneath her sneaker.  


Jen and Malcolm each took out a pack of cigarettes and prepared to enjoy their smoking habit.  While Malcolm was fishing for his lighter in his pocket, Jen held a lit lighter to his cigarette and smiled at him.  Malcolm was too concerned with smoking to smile back, but he would have.  After she lit his cigarette for him, they both took a drag and exhaled a cloud of smoke.  Sean and Stacy altered their positions to avoid the smoke.


In a pattern right on par with every other time the four of them got high, they chatted about philosophy, then religion, then politics, and then relationships.  That took about 15 minutes, and it was usually where the conversation took on its own life and became something unique.


Sean spotted a squirrel climbing up a tree, and as he stared at it blankly, he said:  “Wow. That was some really, really good shit!”


“Hell yeah”, the other three replied in unison.


Jen was having trouble holding back a smile, and within a few seconds, all three of her friends were looking at her.  They were starting to have the same problem.


“Man, if I haven't sucked a cock by the time I'm out of high school, I'm gonna really feel lame!” Jen exclaimed.  Sean, Stacy, and Malcolm all burst out laughing, and soon the whole group was in hysterics.


As she tried to regain her composure, Stacy said between laughing breaths, “Where the ... hell did ... that come from?!”


Jen continued laughing uncontrollably, and said, “I don't know!  I just never have, and it seems like one of those trials you have to go through before you're, you know, a 'woman'.”


Sean and Stacy kept laughing uncontrollably, while Malcolm laughed to himself and lit up another smoke.  As Sean looked at Malcolm, he felt a wave of inspiration.


“Stacy, you want to take a walk with me?” Sean asked as he turned towards his fellow non-smoking friend.  “There's kinda something I need your advice about.”


“Sure,” she replied, shrugging her shoulders.


“We'll be back in a bit, guys,” Sean said as the pair walked away, deeper into the woods.


After they were out of hearing distance, Sean explained to Stacy about Malcolm's crush on Jen, and she told him that Jen had similar feelings.  They both remarked on how unbelievable, yet hilarious, that outburst from Jen was.  Sean also asked about Lucy, with whom Stacy was very close, and told her that he'd been starting to develop a crush on her.


“That's so cute,” Stacy commented.  Sean placed a lot of trust in Stacy, and he didn't really mind her saying something like that.


After about ten minutes, Sean and Stacy circled around and headed back towards the spot where they'd smoked the joint.


“They've had enough time to chat, right?” Sean asked.


“Yeah, I think so,” replied Stacy.


After a few minutes more walking to get back to the other half of the group, Sean stopped on a dime.  He grabbed Stacy's arm, and she also stopped.  Sean was peering off into the distance.


“Oh, my god...” Sean said under his breath.  Stacy squinted to try and see what he meant.


“Holy cow!” she exclaimed.


About 75 feet away, they both saw Jen fulfilling her dream on Malcolm.  After a few seconds of spying on them, Sean and Stacy turned around and started walking away again.  A few steps later, they both burst out laughing.


“I didn't expect that at all!” said Sean as he began another laughing fit.


“Me ... neither!” Stacy replied as she joined him in his laughing fit.


The pair laughed for a couple of minutes, and then sat down on the ground right where they were.  An uncomfortable silence fell over them as they each peered off into the forest.


“Ya know,” said Stacy.


“What?!” Sean quickly interjected.


“Umm... maybe she has the right idea,” Stacy said, giving Sean the unmistakable “eye”.


“Well, you know I've got a crush on Lucy...”


“I don't care,” she said, grinning.


Sean blushed as he had never blushed before, and smiled kindly at his female friend.  Stacy crawled over to him and started massaging his balls through his pants.  She pushed him back onto the ground until he was laying on the grass.


The group would meet back up a half hour later and walk back to Stacy's basement.  They spent the rest of the night smoking joints, playing video games, and watching scenes from kung fu movies.


It was a good night for Sean and Malcolm.  In fact, they would have both agreed that it was the best night they'd had all year.  

***************


In accord with their usual routine, Malcolm spent Saturday night at Sean's.  The pair woke up around noon, groggy from their consumption of marijuana the night before.  While Sean fixed himself a cup of coffee and checked his e-mail, Malcolm went for a walk to have a cigarette.


After responding to e-mail from a couple of his online buddies, Sean read over his NaNoWriMo story.  He felt pleased with how his story was progressing.  He used a calculator to figure out how many words per day he would need to write to reach 50,000: about 1,667.  He hadn't quite reached that the first day, but he figured that was to be expected.


As he finished reading his first day's work, Malcolm returned from his smoke break.  “Wanna catch the Lions game this afternoon?” Malcolm asked.


“Sure,” Sean replied.  “Actually, I bet ten bucks on the Lions.”


“You're kidding!” Malcolm looked very surprised.  “Dude, that's ten bucks you won't get back.”


Sean chuckled.  “Yeah, we'll see,” he said, “but it was kinda just a way to be nice to Stacy.”


Malcolm smirked.  “Oh, I see,” he said.


The game was at 1:00 PM.  Sean and Malcolm chatted about their night over coffee for about twenty minutes.  Among other things, Malcolm said that he and Jen were going to start “going steady”.


“Dude, rock on!” Sean said when Malcolm told him the news.


At about 12:45 PM, Sean took a shower while Malcolm watched the pre-game show.  The commentators mentioned various predictions about the game, and most seemed very convinced that the Oakland Raiders would come out on top.  One of them even mentioned they would bet $1,000 on the Raiders – if that were legal.


After Sean was dressed, he joined Malcolm in the living room to watch the game.  Neither of them were major fans of football, but they did enjoy watching their home team when a convenient opportunity arose.  They ordered a pepperoni pizza during the first quarter, and were pleasantly surprised when they found it also had bacon on it.


Within a couple of minutes of the half-time buzzer sounding, Sean's phone rang.


“Hello?”


“I hope you're ready to part with that tenski, hon,” Stacy said.


“We'll see, we'll see...” Sean replied.  “You want to hang out later?”


“Maybe,” Stacy replied, “but Jen wants to go to some fortune teller that her friends from West have been telling her about.  Care to join us?”


“No, thanks,” Sean said, laughing to himself.  “I'm not really into that kind of stuff.”


“Suit yourself, hon,” Stacy said in an off-hand tone, “maybe I'll give you a call later.”


“Cool.  Have fun,” Sean said, not sure if she'd realize the sarcasm.


“Gee, thanks,” replied Stacy.  Both of them hung up.


Sean and Malcolm watched the rest of the game without uttering more than  a dozen word to each other.  When it was over, the Lions had come out on top, 23-13.


“Well, well, well,” Sean said with a big smile on his face.  “Look who's ten dollars richer!”  Sean wasn't a betting man, and that made it all the more sweet.  While he would have gotten some satisfaction at giving Stacy the ten dollars, in the end, it was Lucy that he really wanted.


The boys finished off the pizza and played a Quake deathmatch for about half an hour.  It was a close match, both of them being very talented at computer games, but Sean came out on top, 21-20.  They were both good sports, though, and there were never any hard feelings after one of them beat the other.


“Good game,” Sean said as Malcolm re-entered Sean's bedroom.  “I swear, if you were a bit more cautious, you'd beat me every time.”


“Yeah, yeah,” Malcolm replied.  “You're always telling me that, and you always beat me.”


“Hey man, just giving you some friendly advice.”  Sean was an extremely strategical gamer, and he strongly believed that once you reached a certain level of physical skill, strategy could take you the rest of the way.  “You feel like doing some more writing?”


Malcolm was silent for a moment.  “I guess, but I'm not really sure I'm actually going to complete this NaNoWriMo thing.”


“Why not?” asked Sean.


“I don't know, I'm not too into writing stories,” replied Malcolm.  “I'd rather be playing Quake, or reading comics.”


“You and your comics,” Sean said with a smirk.  “Why don't you write about superheroes?”


“I dunno, man, I have trouble coming up with that kind of stuff.  But if you want to do some writing, I'll give it a try.”


“Cool,” Sean said as he left the room to get his father's laptop.  Malcolm was thinking about Jen; he didn't think Jen would ever enter a contest like NaNoWriMo.


When Sean returned, he handed Malcolm the laptop and sat down in his chair.  Sean clicked to his “mp3” folder and loaded up a live Oakenfold recording.  Sean shut his bedroom door and cranked up the volume on his speakers.


At 5:30 PM, about a half hour into their writing session, Malcolm got up and tapped Sean on the shoulder.  Sean's whole body shook.


“You startled me!” Sean said as he turned down his music.  “What's up?”


“This really isn't working for me, dude, you mind if I play some WarCraft downstairs while you work on that?” Malcolm asked.


“Nah, man, suit yourself.  I'll be down in like a half hour, OK?”


“Cool, man,” Malcolm said as he left the room, shutting the door behind him.


Sean was really starting to enjoy the story he was writing, and he soon realized that he didn't really care if Malcolm didn't try and finish his NaNoWriMo work.  While at first he thought he'd need a comrade to be attempting it by his side in order to finish it himself, he realized now that he was going to complete his story no matter what happened.


After another 45 minutes of writing, Sean saved his work, backed it up, killed the music and went downstairs.  After grabbing a can of Pepsi from the fridge, he wandered into the “game room” -- a room where his family kept a large TV, a GameCube, an XBox, and two computers.


“How's it going?”


“Ah, these fucking losers!” Malcolm replied, referring to the often immature population of WarCraft players that frequented Battle.Net, the online gaming service offered by the creators of WarCraft.  “I've lost every game since I've been down here.  Two of them, we were whooping ass a few minutes in, and then my teammate got disconnected.”  Malcolm was visibly upset, even though his level 15 ranking had remained unchanged.


“That sucks, bro,” Sean replied, putting his hand on Malcolm's shoulder.  “We'll have to make up for it tonight when you get home.”


“Yeah, I guess,” Malcolm said, quitting his current game and exiting WarCraft.

***************

Well, they did make up for it that Sunday night, sweeping the five 2-on-2 games that they played on Battle.Net.  In every single one, Malcolm was “rushed” – attacked very early in the game – only to fend off the attack with Sean’s help and go on to win the game.

That Monday at school was a typical day for these two close friends.  Sean picked up Malcolm on his way in, and they spent the 10 minute car ride listening to one of their favorite bands.  Rarely did they speak on the way into school; they weren’t morning people.  Being up before 11:00 AM, if you asked either of them, should have been outlawed at the federal level.

About the only interesting thing to happen during the course of their day is that they got a test back in Physics class.  To nobody’s great surprise, they both scored above 95%, and had the two highest grades in the class.


On the way home, Sean offered Stacy and Jen a ride home, since they lived just a couple minutes away from his house.  Sean received the $10 winnings from the weekends bets; and, for once in his life, Malcolm actually gave up “shotgun” (front passenger) seat to Stacy, so that he could sit next to Jen during the ride.

After dropping the girls off, Sean asked Malcolm where he should drop him off, and Malcolm said to drop him at home.

“So, you going to do NaNoWriMo, or what?” Sean asked as they pulled into Malcolm’s driveway.


“Nah, man, I don’t think so,” Malcolm replied, squirming inside at the thought of disappointing his best friend.  “I’m not that good at that kind of stuff, you know?”  Malcolm laughed a bit, and said, “I’m good at WarCraft.”


“If you say so,” Sean said, smirking.  “Anyway, that’s fine, I’m still going to do it.”

“Cool, man.  I’ll IM you after dinner and maybe we can whoop some ass…”


“Alright, bro,” Sean said, putting the car into gear.  Once he saw that Malcolm wasn’t locked out of the house, he pulled out of the driveway and headed home.

Breaking from his usual routine of plopping down in front of the TV or immersing himself in internet computer games, Sean started working on his story just moments after walking in the door.

Awakening from his slumbering vision of the glorious, mysterious deity that called himself “Rata”, Marshall Modal sat up in bed and contemplated the amazing feats he had experienced in his dream.

“Do I really have those powers?” He thought.  “No, that’s impossible.”


Marshall wasn’t convinced, though, and before he even made his way into the bathroom, he went into the backyard and looked around.  Once he saw that nobody was watching, he leaped into the air, expecting to land about a second later.  When he still hadn’t landed two and then three seconds later, his stomach started to turn as he experienced intense vertigo.


When he finally landed, he realized what had happened:  he had been given superpowers by a real, live deity.


“This is gonna fucking rock,” Marshall thought as he made his way back inside.


Sean wrote 5,000 words in the three hours before his mother called him to dinner, and when he checked his word count, it was almost 8,000.  A big, self-satisfied smile crossed face as he saved his work and headed downstairs.

“Surprise!” his Mom said as he entered the kitchen.  “I saw that Physics test with the big red ‘ninety eight’ on the top, and decided to just order in for dinner.”

“Whoah, meat lover’s pizza?!” Sean exclaimed as he grabbed himself a plate and headed towards the pie.  “Thanks, Mom!”

“No problem, honey, I just thought you deserved it,” she said.


“Mom, you sure you’re OK?  This is so unlike you,” Sean said as he stuffed the first, huge bite into his mouth.


She responded by simply whacking him across the back of the head.  Sean grabbed himself a can of Pepsi and went up to his room, where he’d spend most of the rest of the night playing WarCraft and Unreal Tournament with Malcolm.
***************

That week crept by quickly.  On Tuesday, Sean wrote another 2,000 words.  On Wednesday, another 2,000, bringing his total up to about 12,000.  On Thursday, Sean took the day off of writing and hung out with Malcolm and their mutual friend, Nick, smoking weed and talking about girls.  When Friday rolled around, Sean and Malcolm scored a fat bag of pot – well, fat for a couple of high school kids.

After scoring the bag and stopping off at Sean’s to pick up a pipe, they drove to the end of Stacy’s street -- a nice, low activity, suburban side street – and parked the car.

“Should I call Lucy?” Sean asked as he took out his phone.


“Well, I heard she’s going steady with that dude from West,” Malcolm replied, trying to minimize the hurting of Sean’s feelings.  “What’s wrong with Stacy? She’s cute, man, don’t you think?”

“Yeah, I love Stacy,” replied Sean, “but you know I got a thing for Lucy.  Anyway, yeah, let’s call Stacy.”  Sean put the number into his cell phone, then paused and turned to Malcolm.  “You up for some ‘Midnight Bowling’ tonight?”

Smiling at the unusual request, Malcolm said, “Yeah, that sounds fun.  Long as we’re fuckin’ stoned, bro, I don’t care much what we do.”  They shared a momentary laugh, and Sean hit “send” on his phone.

“Yo, Stacy, what’s up?  Yeah, we’re just down the street, you wanna chill for a bit?  Cool.  You up for some ‘Midnight Bowling’ tonight?  Yeah?  *laugh*  No worries, I do too.  Alright, meet me outside your place.”

Sean and Stacy had already put last weekend’s weird events out of their minds.  Malcolm had done anything but that, and was just itching for the moment when he’d get high with Jen again.  As they pulled up outside Stacy’s house, she came walking out wearing a tight t-shirt and an equally tight pair of jean shorts.

Leaning into the rolled down passenger side window, Stacy smiled at them for a moment before saying, “Would you boys care for some Kool-Aid?”

“That depends,” Malcolm replied quickly, “on the quality of the beverage.”


“Oh, it’s the best, made fresh courtesy of my Mom,” Stacy replied, not referring to LSD as Malcolm might have thought she was.  “They’re not home.  Oh, and Jen’s here, by the way… I hope you guys don’t mind.”  Stacy and Sean both smiled to themselves, but did a good job of concealing that from Malcolm, who they would have noticed was blushing if they’d actually looked.

The four of them spent the next couple of hours tapping into the bag that Sean and Malcolm had bought earlier that day.  It wasn’t as high quality as the joint that Jen had supplied the previous week, but it was still better than the usual stuff they got.

Sean and Stacy were both aware of the fact that Malcolm hadn’t seen Jen since the previous Saturday.  In a group of four, the conversation never provided a convenient opening to lean over and kiss her.  Both of them being sympathetic to this growing relationship, Stacy eventually turned to Sean and said, “Hey, could you take a walk with me?  There’s something I need to talk to you about.”

The pair made their way down the street, sharing a Djarum cigarette and joking about how cute Malcolm and Jen were.  They were happy to see their friends, both of whom hadn’t had a real relationship since reaching high school, finding mutual joy in one another.

“I’ll probably never get married,” Stacy said after about 5 minutes, as they found themselves about halfway around the block.

“Yeah, me neither,” Sean agreed, “although I think I’d marry Lucy in a heartbeat if ever given the chance.”


Unlike many young women her age, Stacy wasn’t threatened by the talk of Sean wanting another woman, even in light of their activities the previous weekend.  “You know, if we’re not married in ten years, we should hook up.  I’m not the best cook, but I’ve got a great body, and I think it would work out.”  Stacy banged her hips against Sean’s as she made the comment about her body, and Sean did a good job of concealing his arousal.

“Ten years is a long time,” Sean said, thinking about how happy he might be with Stacy.  “Make it eight.”


“Deal,” she said as she offered him her hand.  They shook hands.


On the way back into Stacy’s basement, she and Sean heard some quick rustling around.  As they turned into view of the rest of the basement, they spotted Malcolm and Jen sitting next to each other on the love-seat couch, his arm around her.

They were acting particularly cool, but Malcolm had pink lipstick on his lips.


“Looking good, Malcolm,” Sean said, grinning, as he took a seat on a padded rocking chair.  Malcolm blushed bright red and wiped his lips, and Jen laughed a girly laugh and put her hand to her lips, as if she could somehow silence herself.

Much to Sean and Stacy’s surprise after this pathetic display of love, Malcolm and Jen acted relatively for the next several hours before the clock rang 11:20 PM.

“Time for some ‘Midnight Bowling’!” Sean said, getting up and grabbing his car keys.  The rest of the group started to get up and gather their things.  “I hope you’re all ready to smoke that blunt on the way,” Sean said on his way out, referring to the previously unrevealed blunt in his glove box.

Stacy and Jen’s eyes lit up, and in non-unison, they both replied, “Fuck yeah!”  Malcolm felt a rush of manhood pump through his veins as he put his arm around Jen on the way out.  Sean was already thinking about colored headpins and making his money back on consecutive strikes.

After a quick stop at Sean’s to grab his bowling balls, the four of them drove to the bowling alley, stopping about a block away and parking on the side of the road.  They rushed to smoke the whole thing in the 20 minutes they had before Midnight Bowling, and by the time they were finished, they were all proclaiming themselves “high as fuck”.  Malcolm and Jen, in the back seat, lit up cigarettes and tried to suck them down in the two minute ride to the bowling alley.

Sean had been bowling since 3rd grade, and he made back the cost of Midnight Bowling by scoring strikes on colored headpins and stringing together 5 strikes in a row on two separate occasions.  The whole group shared a couple of Djarum clove cigarettes throughout the night, and when 3:00 AM rolled around, they were all satisfied with the blissful Friday night they were so close to completing.

After sharing a couple of bowls outside of Jen’s house, Sean drove everyone home and then headed home himself.  Dropping Malcolm off last, Sean got to hear from his friend that he was “so fucking happy” that he and Jen were together.


“That’s great, bro,” Sean said, genuinely happy for his friend.


All four of them slept like babies that night.
***************


Sean woke up to his phone ringing the next morning.  At first, he just laid there, getting his bearings; but after 5 rings, he grabbed his phone and answered it.


“Hello?”


“Hey, Hon,” Stacy’s voice beamed over the phone.


“What’s up?” Sean asked, wondering why she would dare bother him at this hour on Saturday.  He looked at the clock:  12:03 PM.


“Remember last weekend?  … Last Saturday?” Stacy asked softly.

“Umm… yeah, yeah I remember last Saturday.  What about it?”  Sean was genuinely confused; it was very early for him for a Saturday.


“My parents took my little sister to Six Flags or something, and I was wondering if you wanted to… you know, just come over.”

“Uh… I, uh… sure, I mean… you mean right now?” Sean asked, getting quickly out of bed.


“Yeah, right now,” Stacy said confidently.

Sean thought for a moment.  Was this really happening?  “Ok, yeah, I’ll be right over.  I just gotta shower first…” he said, heading for the bathroom.


“Just come over,” Stacy replied, “there’s a shower here.”


Sean almost dropped the phone down the stairs.  “Um…… Ok, I’ll be there in like 10 minutes.”

“Good, see you then, hon,” Stacy said, hanging up the phone.


Sean stopped for a moment, looking around his house, trying to gather his thoughts.  He wondered what had brought this about; he wondered what could possibly have made him so lucky as to receive a call like that.

Changing into some fresh clothes, Sean grabbed his keys and headed out the door.  His parents appeared to be out, too, so at least he didn’t have to make up any stories.


Then again, “going to Stacy’s, bye,” was always an acceptable answer before…


On the drive over to Stacy’s, Sean noticed that the temperature had dropped considerably overnight.  He wondered if the sweatshirt he was wearing would be protection enough against the cold.  Anyway, he wasn’t going back to his house now – and he felt he could easily handle a little cold.

When Sean pulled up, Stacy was outside in a giant leather jacket, which Sean assumed to be her Dad’s.  She was smoking a clove cigarette; Djarum specials, Sean’s favorite flavor.

As Sean approached her in her front yard, Stacy remained completely silent until he was a few feet away.  Then she held the cigarette to his lips, which made him blush a little bit.  Sean took a drag, and put his arm around her hip.

“So, what precipitated this?” Sean asked, scratching his head.  He had no complaints, but he also couldn’t squelch his curiosity.

“I don’t know, it just seemed like there was no reason we shouldn’t be doing this right now.  We can still be friends, right?”  Sean wondered if she realize what a dream this was for any kid his age.


“Oh, hell yeah,” Sean replied, grabbing the clove and taking another drag.  “I’m done with this,” Sean said, flicking the half-smoked cigarette into the street.  Stacy’s face lit up with a smile, and he followed her into her house.


Sean entered after Stacy, and turned around to close the door behind him.  When he turned back to face Stacy, the leather coat was lying at her feet, and she was wearing only her undergarments.

Unable to regain his composure quickly enough, Sean gasped and stared at her for a moment.  She stepped forward and embraced him.  Sean kicked off his shoes, and they slowly made their way downstairs, into the basement.
***************

At approximately 1:45 PM, Sean awoke from a 5 minute nap on Stacy’s Queen size bed.  Slowly untwining himself from her clutches, he got up and put on his pants, and checked the time.  He yawned, and looked back at Stacy; she was asleep.  Anticipating that Malcolm would be calling him soon, and feeling it might be best to keep this whole event to himself, he decided to leave.

Shaking Stacy lightly a couple of times, she opened her eyes and smiled at him.


“Hey, you mind if I go back home for a bit?  Malcolm’s probably going to be calling me… and—“


“And yeah,” she interjected, “we might as well keep this to ourselves, right?”


“Yeah, of course,” Sean said as a smirk crept across his face.  Stacy returned his smirk.


For a couple moments, they drifted off staring into each other’s eyes, then both quickly felt a wave of lameness, and Sean finished dressing and went upstairs.  When he got upstairs, Sean looked around to make sure that nobody was around.  Nobody was.

Sean couldn’t help but think about his current relationship with Stacy, and if he should try and turn this into a romantic relationship.  Then he wondered if that’s what she’d want; he really thought it wasn’t!  Sean couldn’t hold back a giant smile as he pulled in his driveway.

His parents were home when he got in, but they were off in some other part of the house, and he wondered if they had even noticed he was gone.  Sean grabbed a cup of coffee from the kitchen, and toasted up some pop-tarts.  While he was waiting for them to cook, his phone rang.  It was Malcolm.

“Yo yo yo,” Sean answered.


“Man, you’re not going to fucking believe this…” Malcolm said.  He sounded very upset, and that was unusual for him.


“What’s up?”


“I just got off the phone with Jen.  When she got home last night, it woke up her Dad, who could smell the pot on her.  He got up and grilled her for an hour, making her tell him who she was with.  She didn’t want to bother to try to lie, and she told him the truth.”

“Aw, man!” Sean exclaimed, both feeling bad for his friend, and wondering if this would somehow jeopardize them in a legal way.


“She had told her Mom about us,” Malcolm continued, “and she told her Dad.  Now he says she can’t see me anymore – ever again! – and that she’s grounded until the end of Christmas break.”


“You’re fucking kidding me,” Sean said, half-feigning his disbelief as he took his pop-tarts out of the toaster.


“She said she convinced them not to tell my parents,” said Malcolm, “but if they find out she’s seeing me again, they definitely will.  I can’t fucking believe this…”  For a moment – less than a moment – Sean thought Malcolm was going to start crying.

“Ah man, I’m really sorry to hear that man.”  Sean paused, not wanting to sound like he was playing it down.  “But hey, there are plenty of fish in the sea, my friend,” he continued, trying to make his friend feel better.  “You’re kind of young to really see wedding bells with a chick, anyway.”

“Fuck you, man,” Malcolm said.  Sean wasn’t used to hearing him say that in such a serious tone.

“Hey, look, I’m not saying you didn’t care for her,” Sean retorted, “I’m just saying that shit happens, and worse things could have happened.”  Sean thought for a moment.  “I mean, you could have died, or gotten arrested.”

“I guess you’re right,” Malcolm said, calming down, “I’m sorry I said that.”


“Don’t worry about it bro,” Sean said.  “Well, you wanna chill, get it off your chest with some deathmatching?”

Malcolm hesitated for a moment, then replied, “Yeah, sure man.  I’ll be over in like fifteen minutes—“

“I’ll come get you,” Sean said quickly, “it’s kinda cold out.”


“You been out?” Malcolm asked.


“Nah, I saw it on the Weather Channel,” Sean said, convincingly.


“Ok, I’ll see you soon,” Malcolm said.  Sean hung up.

***************

Sean and Malcolm spent most of the afternoon playing Unreal Tournament on the LAN at Sean’s house.  Their matches were very close, and after half a dozen 1-on-1’s, they started playing Capture the Flag on the internet.  They had a great time, as always, and Malcolm almost forgot how upset he was.

That night, for obvious reasons, both Malcolm and Jen felt like hanging out one on one with somebody, and the four friends stayed split into pairs for the night.  Malcolm was at Sean’s, while Jen was at Stacy’s.


Jen and Stacy would spend the night talking about emotions, guys, parents and drugs.  Sean and Malcolm, on the other hand, didn’t speak a word all night about the relationship fiasco.  That was fine with Sean, too, as he didn’t really want to reveal what had happened with Stacy.

The boys went out on the town, spending some of the money they had saved up over the summer.  They bought some scratch-off tickets; Sean won $25.  They went and saw a movie, some CGI-heavy superhero flick called Savage Dragon.  Afterwards, they went to T.G.I.F.’s, gorging themselves on giant dinner plates, and following it up with hot fudge Sundays.  They chatted about everything from WarCraft team strategy to their senior year teachers; everything except Jen, that is.

When they got home, around 11:30 PM, they watched some Saturday Night Live, and then played some 2-on-2 Unreal Tournament on the internet.  Malcolm was hot tonight, and was shooting off people’s heads like it was his calling in life.  Sean, as always, was doing pretty well, too.


Sean’s parents were pretty lenient about how late he could stay up on the weekends, and the boys played various computer games until almost 2:30 AM.  When they were done, they said practically nothing to each other – “good games”, “that was fun”, things like that – before they curled up and fell asleep in Sean’s room.  Sean, of course, was on the bed, while Malcolm was on his sleeping bag, on the floor.

Sean thought about Stacy, then he thought about Lucy.


Malcolm thought about Unreal Tournament.


Somewhere, a couple of miles away, Jen thought of Malcolm, on the verge of tears.


Stacy thought about getting high with Sean on Monday.

***************

Sean woke up feeling rested.  While he had no complaints about what happened on Saturday, he certainly would have slept a little later if he had not been awakened by the phone.

Malcolm was rested, too, but he was in no mood to appreciate it.  Waking up from a very pleasant dream, about what he could no longer remember, his mood quickly soured as he recalled the unfortunate events of the last few days.

Sean, as usual, stumbled towards the kitchen to get himself a cup of coffee.  As he descended the stairs, he wondered if he should have offered to get Malcolm a cup.  “He knows where the coffee is,” Sean mused.

When Sean returned to his room, Malcolm was in the bathroom.  Sean sat down and checked his mail, and checked what time the Lions game was on.  It was on at 1:00 PM.

Sean and Malcolm took their turns at showering and getting dressed, and about 12:50 PM, they each plopped down on a comfortable piece of furniture in Sean’s living room.

“Large, meat lover’s pizza from Rob and Tom’s?” Sean asked, picking up his phone from the coffee table.

“You buying?” asked Malcolm, not sounding much like he was joking, even though he felt he was.


“Sure,” Sean replied, glad to do this small favor for his best friend.


As the football game was just starting, the Detroit Lions versus the Chicago Bears, Malcolm looked at Sean for a moment.  Sean looked back.

“Ill bet you twenty dollars the Lions lose,” Malcolm said.  Sean raised his eyebrows at him, holding back a smile.


For a moment, Sean thought he should spare his friend from any possible humiliation.  But after another moment, he changed his mind, figuring that it wouldn’t really change Malcolm’s mood much anyway.  Sean knew how Malcolm got about stuff like this.


“You’re on,” replied Sean, turning back to the TV.  Sean leaned back and made himself comfortable on the couch.


As the 3rd quarter ended, Malcolm looked over at Sean, grinning slightly.  “You got that cash on you?”  Malcolm was trying to push Sean’s buttons.

“Yeah, as a matter of fact, I do,” Sean replied.  A moment later he continued, in an off-hand kind of way, “though that really is a shame, since now I’ll have a lot more cash than I really need.”  Sean pretended to be thinking about it, and looked again at Malcolm, saying, “I tend to spend it too fast that way.”


“Oh, shut up,” Malcolm replied back.  Sean really could notice Malcolm’s bad mood, even though he wasn’t getting worked up about it.


Each of them finishing their third slice of pizza, the clock wound down to zero in the 4th quarter of the game.  Detroit had kicked a field goal in the final quarter to give them a 12-10 win over Chicago.

Sean smiled sincerely, saying, “Welp, another ten bucks that I can thank the Lions for,” as he stood up and brought his dishes into the kitchen.

“I hate the fucking Bears,” Malcolm said sternly as he followed Sean, dishes in hand, into the kitchen.

“Then why’d you be on ‘em?”

“Ah, I don’t know… if I’d bet on the Lions, they would’ve lost…” Malcolm said.


“Yeah, probably,” Sean said as he grabbed himself another can of Pepsi from the fridge.


Malcolm went home about an hour after the game to eat dinner at his own house.  Sean felt bad for his best friend, but he was also feeling so good about his own life, that he was only filled with optimism about Malcolm’s situation.  “It’ll turn around,” he thought as he walked with Malcolm to his Saturn.

After driving Malcolm home, Sean, too, had dinner with his family.  During dinner, Sean’s parents told him that one of his teachers had phoned their home on Friday, telling them what a great student he was.

“Really?” Sean said, surprised.  “Who was it?”


“Mrs. Bloebaum,” his Mom replied.


“Wow,” Sean said, laughing a little, “I thought she hated me.”  Sean wasn’t exactly proud, but he certainly liked pleasing his parents with his grades and schoolwork.


Sean called Stacy around 8:30 PM, just to chat.  They both felt bad for their friends, but didn’t talk more than a few minutes about it.


“You wanna get high?” Sean asked.


“Yeah, yeah I do,” Stacy replied.


The two of them bundled up and smoked a fat joint together in the woods next to Stacy’s house.  They chit chatted a little.  They enjoyed each other’s company when they were silent, too.

Sean watched some Fox reruns with Stacy in her basement room before going back home.  There was no kissing, no relationship talk, and everything appeared to be perfectly normal between them.

As he left, noticing with delight that he wasn’t forced into a good night kiss, Sean counted his blessings.  He wasn’t much of a believer in the supernatural, but he certainly saw value in taking a moment to be grateful.

For the third night in a row, Sean slept as soundly as he ever had.  In a half-conscious moment just before he fell asleep, Sean reminded himself that he had written 12,000 words in 9 days, so far.
***************


Sean couldn’t help but notice Sean’s mood on Monday.  He acted like he didn’t notice, and Malcolm did his best to act like nothing was going on in his mind.  Sean wasn’t fooled, though.

Sean’s pity for Malcolm deepened when Malcolm showed him the Math test he’d just gotten back: 75%.  Sean got a 100% on that test, but didn’t tell Malcolm.  Malcolm figured as much, anyway.

“Aw, that’s not so bad,” Sean commented, trying to play down the lowest score Malcolm had received through all of high school.


“Yeah, right,” Malcolm said, tossing it into his locker before he slammed it shut.


On the drive home, Malcolm continued his silence.  Sean had never seen Malcolm fall head over heels for a girl; he felt a small amount of disgust for his pathetic friend, but far more, he felt sympathy for him.  When Sean asked Malcolm if he wanted to vent his frustrations through a joint in the woods, Malcolm declined, saying he wanted to just go home and sit around.

After dropping off Malcolm at home, Sean drove home thinking about his NaNoWriMo story.  He did some Math in his head; he was behind schedule.  He had a pretty good idea where he was going with his story, and he felt ready to jump right into it when he got home.

He thought about letting Stacy read it when he was done.  While they weren’t kissing goodnight after seeing each other, their sexual relations certainly made them feel closer to each other.  They had already been close.  It would be difficult to get much closer without becoming a couple, Sean thought.

Sean checked his e-mail – none – and checked for any interesting news on his favorite Web sites – and there wasn’t much.  Sean clicked his way to the latest revision of his story and opened it.

Marshall was closing in on his target.  He could smell his body odor.  He could feel the warmth his feet had left on the ground beneath him minutes before.


“This sick, perverted fool is going to pay for what he did!” thought Marshall as he moved slowly through the dark, wooded area…


He didn’t stop writing for two hours, when his mother called him to dinner.  “Coming!” he yelled, saving his work and locking his desktop.  He didn’t think any family members would ever touch his computer, but after how much he’d written, he didn’t feel like taking any chances.

“Surprise!” his Mom said as he walked into the kitchen.  “I got Chinese food from King Panda Star,” his Mom said, a smile beaming across her face.  If Malcolm were a few years older, he might have known why.


“Jeez, Mom!  Two Mondays in a row? Nice!”  Sean grabbed some General Tso’s Chicken and pork fried rice,  his favorite foods from his favorite Chinese food restaurant in the area.  “You know, I might grow to expect this if you keep it up,” he said as he made his way towards the living room.

“Yeah, well, you know where King Panda Star is, and you’ve got money,” she replied, helping herself to some Sweet and Sour Chicken.

Sean remarked on how convenient it was that they weren’t sitting down to dinner as a family that night.  After all, he had writing to do, and an hour spent chatting with his parents and little sister might really start to get to him.

As he pigged out on the Chinese food in his room, Sean read over his story so far.  According to Microsoft Word, he had 16,243 words.

“Wow, I wrote four thousand words in two hours… not too shabby,” he thought.


Other than a few minor changes here and there, Sean didn’t see anything that he was too disappointed in.  In fact, he was surprised at how good the whole story sounded, despite the complete lack of revising and editing he’d done so far.

“You know, if I finish early, I could even have time to revise and edit this thing before November 30th,” he thought.


He ate more than his fair share of the Chinese dinner his mother had brought home, finishing up in about half an hour, and sitting back down to work on his story.  It was 7:30 PM.  Just as he was about to add to his story, he realized he hadn’t even been listening to music when he wrote earlier; he cranked up some Nine Inch Nails, and got to work.

Sean wrote for another two and a half hours before even looking at the clock.  His fingers were moving as fast as his mind was writing, and he had hardly noticed the passage of time.  When he did look at the clock, his jaw dropped the slightest bit:  10:02 PM.

He could feel the trance that he’d gotten himself into slowly drifting out through his eyes.  He checked his word count: 21,007.

“Sheesh, this is going really well,” he thought, saving his work and backing it up to his father’s Linux server.


Sean decided to take a break and watch some Seinfeld reruns.  He laughed at the antics of Jerry and his friends in the episode called, “The Soup Nazi”, about a devilishly delightful soup merchant with the best soup, and the worst demeanor.

Tired from all the writing, but unenthused about doing anything else, Sean decided to call it an early night when Seinfeld ended.  He set his alarm for 6:45 AM, shut off the lights, put his phone on the charger, and went to sleep.
***************


Despite attempts by Sean, Stacy, and even Nick, Malcolm’s mood didn’t change all week.  Stacy reported to Sean that Jen’s mood was only slightly better.  Whenever he saw Malcolm, Sean tried to figure out what to say to him to cheer him up, but every time he drew a blank.

On Tuesday, November 11th, Sean wrote a total of about 8,000 more words. His word count was 29,121.  On Wednesday, Sean got very high with Stacy, listening to music, watching Enterprise on TV, among other things that they were glad their parents didn’t know about.

Sean, once again, was grateful that no goodnight kiss was attempted as he left.  He as unaware that Stacy had the exact some thought a moment before.

On Thursday, Sean wrote 5,000 more words before dinner, bringing his word count to 34,199.  After dinner, he called Malcolm, and was surprised that he was able to convince Malcolm to play some WarCraft with him.

“You know it will cheer you up,” Sean had said.


“Yeah, it will.  I want to play you one on one, though,” replied Malcolm.


Sean knew he was the superior player between the two of them, and tried to convince his friend to change his mind.


“No, I want to kick your ass, dude,” Malcolm said, trying to sound friendly.


Sean agreed, and proceeded to beat Malcolm down three games in a row.  On the one hand, he felt he should let his friend win; on the other hand, he knew that, in Malcolm’s position, he would resent that even more than losing.

“Good games,” Malcolm said via instant message before signing off for the night.  Sean thought about calling Malcolm, but figured that non-interference was the best treatment for Malcolm’s current condition.


On the way home from school on Friday, Malcolm again told Sean that he didn’t want to hang out.  Sean even mentioned how fun Midnight Bowling had been the previous week, trying to convince his best friend to join him.  That was a mistake.

“Yeah, ‘Midnight Bowling’, what a great idea,” Malcolm remarked, sarcastically, as he got out of Sean’s car.


Sean was a little bummed that his best friend was cutting himself off from the rest of the world, and more than a little bit concerned.  He didn’t know the first thing about consoling friends in this situation; he and his friends had always had shallow, simple relationships, never requiring more than each other’s company to bring up their moods.

Almost instinctually, Sean opened up his NaNoWriMo story after he finished checking his e-mail.  He read over what he’d written so far that week, and felt very pleased with himself.

“Man, Malcolm should’ve done this – this is fucking fun!” Sean thought.  Sean wrote for 32 minutes before his phone rang.  He clicked CTRL+S, and answered his phone.

“Hello?”


“Hey, love muffin,” Stacy said, excitement in her voice.


“What’s up, toots,” replied Sean, trying to find the comfortable medium between too mushy and too platonic.


“Rebecca and I are just hanging out, and we got some good shit, and we were wondering if you wanted to get high with us?”  Stacy’s voice had a weird kind of ring to it, and Sean could tell something was up.

“Rebecca… Rebecca, uh… Heston?!?!” Sean said, as he finally remembered the only person named Rebecca that he knew of.

“Yes, Rebecca Heston,” she replied.  Sean could hear the smile in her voice as she said it.


“Oh,” Sean said, trying to keep his cool, “yeah, I’m fucking down.  I’ll be over in like fifteen minutes, OK?”


“Make it ten,” she replied, hanging up.

***************

Sean had a fresh quarter ounce of pot on him, acquired at school that day.  He was wearing the leather jacket he’d gotten for Christmas the previous year.  When he pulled up outside Stacy’s house, nobody was waiting for him outside.  He parked on the side of the street, and let himself into her basement.

“Hey!” Stacy said, running up to Sean and hugging him as he entered.  “Sean, you know Rebecca,” she said, making a partial introduction.

“Hey,” Rebecca said, making continuous eye contact with Sean.


“Hey,” Sean said.  He offered his hand as she went to hug him, and then went to hug her as she back off.  They both laughed and hugged.


Rebecca Heston was the most sought-after female in the whole school, and there wasn’t a heterosexual guy at their school that would tell you otherwise.  She was 5’8”, with long, dirty blond hair, a perfect pair of breasts, perfectly round hips, and long, long legs.  Sean had to fight with every fiber in his body not to sound like a total idiot around her; plus, he didn’t want to offend Stacy.

Sean knew that Stacy was friends with Rebecca, but he didn’t know that she smoked pot.

The girls knew the position Sean was in, hanging out with two beautiful women all by himself, and for the most part, they were being sensitive to his situation.  After chit chatting for a few minutes in Stacy’s basement, and rolling a fat blunt, the trio made their way into the woods, sharing a Djarum clove cigarette during the walk.

When they arrived at their favorite spot, Sean took out the blunt, and handed it to Stacy, to his left.

“Cool if Rebecca sparks it,” Stacy asked, looking at Sean.


“Fine by me,” he replied.  He felt a pang of pride at keeping his cool as he said it.  Soon enough, his nervousness would dissolve in a cloud of thick, white smoke, he thought.

Rebecca’s inexperience at smoking pot shone through as she took a couple of hits off the blunt.  She passed it to Sean, who took a couple of huge hits before passing it to Stacy, who did the same.  Not a word, but plenty of glances, were exchanged among the group as they smoked the whole thing.

When they got down to the roach, Stacy took out a pipe, and unpacked the rest into it.  That went around twice.  All three of them were reeling at both the quality and quantity of the pot they’d just smoked.

Often enough, this was the moment when Stacy would mention some PlayStation game she felt like playing, and the group would make its way back to her place.  Sean had gotten over his beauty worship of Rebecca, and was truly enjoying the company of the two lovely ladies.

“Sean, want to play a new game I got?” Stacy asked.

“Sure,” Sean said, looking at Rebecca.


“Is that cool with you, Rebecca?” Stacy asked in a serious tone.


“Yeah,” she said, smiling, “yeah, that’s totally cool with me.”


It was settled, then, and the group shared another Djarum on the way back to Stacy’s.  Sean walked into the basement first, and plopped himself down on the side of the bed.

Much to his surprise, Stacy locked the door to the basement while Rebecca went over and set next to Sean on the bed.  Sean smiled at her, and she smiled back.  Rebecca looked up at Stacy, making her way back down the stairs and towards the bed.

Stacy sat next to Sean, on the other side, making contact between their hips.  Sean tried to ignore it, as he wasn’t sure he was comfortable discussing their relationship with Rebecca.  He figured she might really look down on that kind of solely physical relationship.

After a few moments, Sean remembered that they were going to play some PlayStation, and he wondered if Stacy had just forgotten to turn it on.  He looked at Stacy, who was looking at him, smiling.  He hesitated a moment, and looked at Rebecca, who was also smiling right at him.


“Yeah,” Stacy said in a commanding voice, “the new game I got is called ‘Menage Troi’,” she said, unable to contain her laughter as it bubbled out of her, her breasts bouncing in unison.

Sean’s face turned beet red, and he just couldn’t hold back the giant smile that crept across his face.  Rebecca put her hand on cheek, turning his face towards her, and started passionately kissing him.  Stacy, still content from their experience on Wednesday, kneeled on the bed, giving Sean a massage.

After about a minute, Rebecca pushed Sean onto his back, and Sean closed his eyes.  For a moment, he wondered if the pot might be the murderous killer of this situation, as he thought about an event in one of Stephen King’s old books; a moment later, as Rebecca crawled onto him, his doubts were wiped away.

Nobody from South would make it to Midnight Bowling on that particular night.
***************

When Sean woke up on Saturday – in his own bed, he was – he was coming out of a very intense dream about some teachers and kids at school.  It took him a couple of seconds to remember what had happened the night before.

When he did remember, he sat up, and spent another few seconds trying to figure out if it was all a dream, or not.  He realized it wasn’t, and fell back, his head hitting the pillow as a smile crept across his face.

After reveling in the pure unbelievableness of Friday night’s events for a few minutes, he remembered that his best friend Malcolm was starting to seem permanently depressed.


“I should call that kid,” Sean said, getting up and heading for his phone.  Then he noticed the time:  12:31 PM.  “Actually, he probably ain’t even up yet,” Sean thought, putting his phone back down, and starting his daily journey towards the kitchen.


After fixing himself an extra large cup of coffee, to combat the extra large quantities of marijuana consumed the night before, Sean sat down at his computer and checked his e-mail.  Much to his surprise, he had an e-mail from his English teacher, Mrs. Burgamy.

Sean, I heard you are doing NaNoWriMo this year from one of the other kids in class. So am I! I just wanted you to know that, if you want, you can submit your finished story for extra credit. I’ll be adding 4 to 7 points onto your final grade, depending on the quality of the work. You will receive 4 points simply for having 50,000 words.


Just thought you should know. Good luck :)


-- Mrs. Burgamy


“Phat!” Sean thought, clicking through the next few e-mails in his inbox; they were all SPAM.


Sean shaved and showered.  He thought about Stacy and Rebecca, and wondered who had used whom the previous night.  He concluded that nobody really got the short end of the stick.  Upon further contemplation, he felt he’d, by far, gotten the better end of the deal.

Sean busied himself with F-Zero GC, for Nintendo GameCube, until about 2:00 PM.  Then, figuring Malcolm had to be up by now, he picked up his phone and dialed Malcolm.

“Hello?” Malcolm said, sounding like he’d just gotten up.


“Yo dude, didn’t wake you up, did I?”

“Nah,” replied Malcolm.


“So, we hanging out tonight?” Sean asked.  It had been months since they didn’t hang out on a Saturday night, and Sean was practically already putting on his shoes before Malcolm replied.


“I don’t think so, dude,” Malcolm said, a nervous seriousness in his quiet voice.  “I think I’m just going to stay home and watch some movies, dude.”

“Aw, man!” Sean exclaimed.  He didn’t really know what else to do on a Saturday night.  After thinking for a moment, he decided to be sure to be sensitive to his best friend.  “You sure, man?”

“Yeah, I think I am,” Malcolm continued. “Sorry.”


“It’s cool, dude.  Let me know if you change your mind, OK?” Sean said, plopping back down on the couch.


“Sure thing,” Malcolm said.  They both hung up.


His first instinct told him to call Stacy.  It wasn’t that he wanted more “love” than he’d already gotten from her that week, but he just felt like he should call her.

“She’s probably still hanging out with Rebecca,” Sean though, realizing that girls were allowed to sleep over at Rebecca’s.  He decided that, all around, it would be better if he just let her decide when to make the next contact.

Sean had plenty of other friends that would love to get together and smoke some pot, but he actually just like sitting around the house.  So that’s what he did.


After dinner, around 7:00 PM, Sean called up Nick, and asked him if he’d like to go to Midnight Bowling.

“Sure,” Nick said, “cool if Rick comes along?”

“Of course,” replied Sean.  “Feel like hangin’ out, getting’ high beforehand?”


“You know I do,” Nick, a well built varsity basketball player, replied, “and I got some shit, too.”

“Phat, I’ll come pick you guys up, OK?”

“OK,” replied Nick. They both hung up.


Nick and Rick weren’t what Sean would call “close friends”, but they all still had a genuinely good time that night.  None of them brought up any subjects too intensely personal, the conversation mostly centering on football and video games.  Nick mentioned many times his prediction that the Pistons were going to win the NBA championship.

Sean, once again, made back his Midnight Bowling entry fee through numerous strikes throughout the night.  He even made $5 more than that, which he earmarked for a pack of Djarums on the way home.

When Midnight Bowling ended, Sean drove Nick and Rick back to Nick’s house, said “peace out”, and headed home.  As he pulled to the end of Nick’s street, he decided to pull over and smoke a bowl by himself.  A cop drove by while he was smoking it, but didn’t even notice that Sean’s car wasn’t parked, and went on his way.

Sean fell right to sleep when he got home.  He wasn’t thinking about anything; he just enjoyed his high, and fell asleep.
***************


After doing his morning coffee & e-mail routine on Sunday, November 16th, Sean snuck into his backyard – which was pretty big – and smoked a bowl all by himself.


He spent the day working on his NaNoWriMo story until the Detroit Lions game came on around 4:15 PM.  He noted that he hadn’t bet any money on today’s game, and that it was probably a good thing, since Seattle was a very good team.

Sean was right about that, and the Lions lost, 35-14.  After smoking another bowl, by himself in the backyard, Sean continued working on his story.  Around 8:00 PM, he checked his word count: 41,009 words.


“Sweet!” he thought, leaning back in his chair.  “That’s it, I’m finishing this thing this week,” he vowed.

Just after he had saved his work, and backed it up to his Dad’s Linux server, his phone rang.  He checked the number; it was Stacy.

“Helloooo?” he answered.

“Hey there, hot shot,” Stacy said.  She knew exactly how to make Sean feel good.  Despite how perceptive he thought he was, he really never realized that little attribute of hers.

“Sup girl,” he replied, failing to hide the feeling of attachment he was developing towards her.

“Rebecca and I had a great time on Friday.  How about you?”

“Yeah, that’s one way to put it,” Sean replied.  He really didn’t know what to say.  Had he ever had a better time?


“What would be another way to put it?” Stacy asked, amused.


“I had the time of my fucking life,” replied Sean, deciding to tell her the naked truth.


Stacy laughed.  “Good, so did we.  Might have to make that a weekly thing…” Stacy suggested, waiting for Sean to interject.


“Weekly?!” he said, quickly catching himself.  “Er, yeah, that would be cool with me.”

They both laughed.

“Well, umm, I was just wondering if…” Stacy said, sounding like she was looking for the words.


Sean intervened, saving her the tension, “I’m on my way.”


“I’ve got pot, too,” Stacy said, “see you soon, honey buns.”


The co-ed friends shared a joint and a heart-felt talk about how much they valued their relationship, and then continued on with the mutually lustful portion of the evening.  Before they called it a night, they played some Street Fighter 2 on Stacy’s Super Nintendo.

Sean was starting to not even feel awkward in these encounters.  On the way home, he wondered how Malcolm was doing.  He tried to think creatively about how he could help his friend out of this depression, but nothing sprang to mind.

After reading over what he had written that day, Sean went to bed around 10:30 PM.  He slept, it is no surprise, like a baby.
***************


Monday, the 17th, was the epitome of a ‘usual’ day at school for just about everyone at South High School.  No tests were handed back, the seniors only received Math homework, and nobody was caught smoking on the street behind the school.

Once again, Malcolm opted to hang out by himself for the night.  Sean smoked a bowl in the car on the way home – well, parking to smoke the bowl – and got home primed to work on his NaNoWriMo story.  As much as he wanted to help Malcolm, and as much as he had tried, he just didn’t see how he could get through to him.  Instead of brooding over it, he was trying to just wait it out.  He figured it would pass… how could it not?


Sean’s story was right in the climactic, action-packed finale of events, and he was enjoying every minute of writing it.  He was being a lot more careful about what he wrote, now, and, consequently, he was writing much more slowly.  He didn’t care, though; he was kicking NaNoWriMo’s ass, as far as he was concerned.

His Mom brought home pizza for dinner, again, fulfilling her new tradition of getting take-out on Mondays.  With some WarCraft and Unreal Tournament spliced between writing sessions, Sean got his word count up to about 44,500 that night.  He was pleased, and turned in early, at 10:00 PM.  He knew he had a test the next day in Economics, and he wanted to be well rested, even though that class was easy for him.

The test went well on Tuesday, and Malcolm again told Sean that he didn’t want to hang out.  Sean wondered, on the way home, if Malcolm might be hanging out with someone else, and just lying to him.  “Maybe he’s with Jen,” Sean thought, wondering if his concern was completely misplaced.

Tuesday night went much like Monday, except his family had steak for dinner, instead of pizza.  Sean got his word count up to 49,500, and he had already resolved the primary plot of his story.  The bad guys were dead, the victims were rescued, and the superheroes had won the big battle.  All that he had left was to wrap things up, and maybe write an epilogue.
***************


On Wednesday, November 19th, much to Sean’s surprise, he got his Economics test back; he got a 98%.  Malcolm got a 65%.  Sean took this as a sign that he wasn’t, in fact, hanging out with Jen; or, if he was, there was even more wrong than he had thought before.

Malcolm told Sean that he wanted to walk home that day.  Sean contested, as it was a two mile walk from South to Malcolm’s house; Malcolm insisted.  Sean felt powerless to change his mind, and wondered what it would accomplish to change his mind, anyway.  Knowing that he was going to finish his NaNoWriMo story that night, Sean decided to stay sober, and reward himself when it was done.

Sean wrote passionately for about two and a half hours, finishing the story, and wrapping up all of his story’s sub-plots in a 2,500 word epilogue.  When he wrote the final words, he hit CTRL+S, uploaded all of his various drafts to his directory on his father’s Linux server, and took off his headphones.  He set them down, leaned back in his chair, and took a long, deep breath.

“It’s done!” he thought, as a rush of excitement came over him.  He checked the word count:  53,481.  Sean had never written anything half as long as this novel.  He got a cup of coffee, brought it to his room, and sat down to read over what he had written that day.

As he read it over, he was surprised at and proud of what he had written.  In the back of his mind, he thought about showing his story to Stacy, and Rebecca – and Lucy!  Malcolm, of course, he hoped would want to read it, too.

Sean told his Mom that he had finished his NaNoWirMo story.

“That’s fantastic, honey!” she exclaimed, giving him a hug.  “When can I read it?”  Sean thought about all of the violence in it.

“Well, it’s kinda violent in some parts,” he said, trying to convince her that she didn’t want to read it.


“Oh, I don’t care.  I was a kid, once, too, you know?  E-mail it to me, OK?”

“OK,” replied her son, smiling.


At his mother’s insistence, she took him to King Panda Star to get take-out for dinner.  She already had some chicken cooking at home, but she wanted to do something special for Sean.  Sean got Orange Chicken, an egg roll, hot and sour soup, and pork fried rice.

Over dinner, Sean eating his Chinese food while his family ate the home-cooked stuff, Sean told his family about his story.

“I don’t want to tell you too much, ‘cause that will spoil it,” Sean added.  “I’ll e-mail it to all of you, though.”

“Cool!” his little sister replied, exposing some un-swallowed chicken to the rest of the table.


“That’s great, son,” his Dad said, “I’ll even send you a list of edits if you want.”  Sean respected his Dad’s writing abilities, and nodded in agreement.  While he knew it might take a while to edit his story, that didn’t matter as far as NaNoWriMo was concerned.  He was already looking forward to submitting his story for verification.

When Sean finished his dinner, he went back up to his room.  He e-mailed the most recent draft to his father, mother, sister, Malcolm, and Stacy.  He didn’t know Lucy’s e-mail address, and he wasn’t sure he was quite comfortable enough with her to show her this story just yet.

Excited to celebrate his victory, as it were, Sean picked up his phone to call Stacy.  Just as he reached for the first digit of her phone number, the phone rang; it was Stacy.


“Hey, nice timing,” Sean said when he picked up.


“Oh?  You thinkin’ about me?” Stacy replied, foxy as ever.


“Yep, and was just about to call you.  You feel like chillin’ a bit?”  Sean hadn’t told her about NaNoWriMo, but planned to while they  hung out tonight.


“Yeah, I’d love to,” replied Stacy.  Sean knew what that meant.


Sean grabbed what he needed from his room, threw on his leather jacket, and bid farewell to his parents, still at the kitchen table.

“Have a good night, honey,” his Mom yelled behind him.


“Sure thing, Mom,” he replied, shutting the door behind him.


Sean felt like a million bucks, and he felt an intense wave of gratefulness towards Malcolm for introducing him to NaNoWriMo.  For a moment, he felt a weird pang of guilt mixed with sympathy, thinking about the sense of accomplishment, as well as the joy of creating a novel, that Malcolm had missed out on.  He took another moment to sincerely wish that Malcolm would be alright.

When Sean got to Stacy’s, he parked, as usual, and let himself in.  After shutting the door carefully, so as not to make any loud noises, Sean turned around to see Stacy and Rebecca, in their underwear, sitting Indian-style on the bed.

They both just smiled at him, waiting for him to come over and share his body with them.  

“Heeey,” Sean said, blushing intensely – but less than last time – and kicking off his shoes.  Sean looked up at the door.  He felt slightly nervous, but it wasn’t apparent.


“It’s locked,” they said in unison.

Sean looked back at them, and for just a moment, he thought he loved them both.  A moment later, he knew he didn’t, but it felt like he did.  He dimmed the lights to about 1/3, and kicked off his pants.  He laid down on the bed behind them, and started rubbing Stacy’s back, pulling a little bit on her bra each time he went past it.  Rebecca turned around and started rubbing Sean’s leg.

“Oh,” Sean said, after a few seconds, and got up.  He went over to his pants, and pulled out a case that would normally hold a pair of glasses.  He opened it, and pulled out a pair of perfectly rolled blunts.  “What do you say… one for now, one for later?”


The girls beamed excitement, and said, “Yeah!”  Sean resumed his position on the bed.  He passed the first blunt to Rebecca, and set the other one down on Stacy’s nightstand.


“You can spark the next one,” he said to Stacy, as he started rubbing her back again.  Stacy handed the lighter to Rebecca, and then lit two sticks of incense.


About halfway through their pot-smoking session, Stacy opened the drawer of her nightstand, and pulled out a zip-lock bag.  She handed it to Sean, practically bursting with excitement.


“Shrooms!” Sean exclaimed.  He knew he had school the next day, but somehow, that didn’t seem to matter very much at the moment.


“Yep,” replied Stacy happily.


Sean sat up, turned her around a little bit, and kissed her passionately on the lips.  “You rule!!”


“I know,” replied Stacy, completely contented by Sean’s kiss.

While Sean and the girls all believed that the previous Friday night was a night that could never be paralleled, they would all be proven wrong on that day, Wednesday, November 19th, 2003.  They stayed up until 3:00 AM, making the best possible use of the various sources of pleasure at their disposal.  Anybody that any of them knew would have been intensely jealous of such a night, if they ever found out.


Sean rolled into his driveway at approximately 3:15 AM, completely contented, still stoned out of his mind, and just coming down off of the psilocybin mushrooms.  He expected his parents to in bed at this time, as they always were, and for the door to be left open, as it always was.  The door was open, and the kitchen night-light was on, as usual; sitting at the kitchen table, though, was his mother.


The young man’s heart skipped a beat as he stared at his Mom.  She looked like she was about to fall asleep right there; she also looked like she had been crying.  Sean knew he was busted, and he almost started his confession right there.  He was so high, though, that he just couldn’t think of what to say.


“Honey,” his Mom said to him, pulling out one of the other chairs at the kitchen table, “please sit down.”


Sean sat down, nervous in his mind, but calm in his physical presence, probably because of all the drugs in his system.  He looked blankly at his Mom, not having any idea what to expect.  His Mom might have known that he used drugs, but she had never said anything to him about it before.  He always assumed she didn’t know.


“Honey…” she said, obviously searching for the right words to say what she had to say.  “Malcolm is in the hospital.”  She had decided to say it point blank.

In Sean’s mind, he could feel one complete part of his mind relaxing, while another part of his mind raced with anger, tension, and concern.  Intermingled with all these was a guilty sadness; Sean knew he hadn’t been there for his friend.

“What happened?” he asked.


“He was hit by a car while he was walking home,” his Mom replied, “he crossed against the light, and he was hit by a car going about forty miles per hour.”

“Holy shit!” Malcolm yelled, standing up from his chair.  It fell over behind him.  “Why didn’t you fucking call me?” he exclaimed before he could stop the swear word from coming out his mouth.

“I don’t know, I didn’t want to tell you over the phone, I guess.”  The tiniest part of him was glad she hadn’t called.  Sean started crying.  “I’m sorry, honey,” his Mom said, hugging him, and letting him cry on her shoulder.


“Can I see him?” Sean asked through his tears.


“Not yet, he broke a bunch of bones, and will probably be in the hospital for a couple of weeks.”


“So he’s going to live, right?” he asked.


“Yes, honey, I’m certain he’s going to live.  The doctors were amazed that he wasn’t hurt worse.  They said most people in that situation would have been killed instantly.”

“My god,” Sean said, his tears letting up, but his sadness still pouring down over his mind.


Nothing else was said between Sean and his mother that night.  Sean didn’t even set his alarm in the morning, and his Mom didn’t wake him up.  For the rest of the week, Sean acted somewhat like Malcolm had been in the days prior:  his friends kept asking him if he wanted to hang out, but he just told them that he wanted to be alone that night.
***************


The following Monday, Sean was allowed to see Malcolm.  He half expected Malcolm’s face to be disfigured, and limbs to be missing, even though his mother had told him that it wasn’t as bad as it could’ve been.  Sean was pleasantly surprised when he saw his friend laying there in the bed, one leg lifted in the air, in a cast, and both of his arms in casts.

“Hey, dude!” Malcolm said as Sean walked in the room.


“Hey, man,” replied Sean, “how you doing?”  He paused a moment.  “Besides the obvious, that is…”  They both laughed.


“Well, I’ve been better, but at least there are some hot nurses up in this join,” replied Malcolm.  Sean was beside himself with surprise that Malcolm was in such good spirits.  Wasn’t he a complete mess, emotionally, even before this happened?

“Well, that’s good,” Sean said, some of his guilt slowly fading off the edges of his spirit.  Sean really wasn’t sure what to say, but he couldn’t stop smiling.  Malcolm was smiling, too.

“Hey, man, I’m sorry I got so worked up over a chick, man--” Malcolm began saying.


“Nah, man, it’s cool,” insisted Sean, cutting his friend off.  “It happens, dude, and I’m sorry I couldn’t have been there for you more.”


“No worries, dude, seriously, there’s nothing you could have done.  You were busy with your NaNoWriMo thing, and I just got obsessed with that chick.  I’d been into her for a while, man, then all that stuff happened so fast, with us getting together, and then her Dad, and… argh, it just pissed me off so much.”


“I understand, dude,” Sean said, putting his hand on Malcolm’s leg that wasn’t in a cast.  “It’s totally cool.”


“How’d that NaNoWriMo story work out for you, by the way?” asked Malcolm.


“It turned out great, I finished it last week,” Sean said.  

Slowly, almost like a slide show in his mind, the events of the month of November flashed through Sean’s mind.  That first weekend, when he and Malcolm were both working on NaNoWriMo stories, they had both gotten sexual pleasure at the hand – mouth, rather – of a beautiful woman.  Malcolm had hooked up with the girl he had an intense attraction towards.  They got a test back, and both got an ‘A’ on it.


During that first week, Malcolm decided to drop out of NaNoWrimo.  The following Friday, Jen got in trouble, and she and Malcolm were forced to break off their relationship.  On Saturday, Sean got a call from Stacy, who proposed a purely physical sexual encounter between the two of them.  In the following two weeks, Malcolm got his two lowest test scores ever: 75% and 65%.  Sean, on the other hand, had two ménage trois with two beautiful women, one of whom was the most beautiful women of his age that he’d ever seen.  Sean also had multiple purely sexual encounters with Stacy.  Sean finished the first novel he ever attempted to write, and was intensely proud of it.  Malcolm got hit by a car, nearly dying, and ended up in the hospital for what would end up as many, many weeks.


All of these thoughts in the span of about two seconds, Sean continued, “Yeah, NaNoWriMo turned out great.”


“That rocks, dude, good for you,” replied Malcolm, completely oblivious to the long line of memories that had just rushed through Sean’s mind.


“I think I’m going to do it next year, too,” Sean said, holding back a smile.
***************


On the way home from the hospital, Sean’s phone rang, but he opted not to answer it because he was driving.  When he got home, he couldn’t believe who was calling him for the first time ever:  Lucy!  Sean just smiled, and decided to wait until later to call her back; he’d had enough excitement for one month.
