Chapter 1

We were driving through the mountains, cruising at about fifty-eight in a thirty-five zone. It was just me and Jessie Portwood, flying in an old Jeep, bouncing on occasional potholes, both of us smoking Marlboros as the afternoon heat baked us over. 


We had removed the top to the Jeep, and had removed the doors as well. Spring had just begun, and we had agreed that a Jeep with its doors and a top would not suffice in the Virginia heat. So we had the top off, and I was standing up on the passenger seat, the wind blowing in my face, making me feel like I was on a rollercoaster as my hair was flying backwards, feeling the drag of the wind’s power.


I should have been sitting down with my seatbelt on, but Jessie had claimed earlier that few cops ever came driving down this road. “It’s private property,” Jessie had claimed.


And so, I was having the time of my life instead, clenching my cigarette in one hand, my other hand gripping a part of the frame where the passenger-side door used to be. I was holding on for dear life as Jessie swerved through the curves, narrowly making them in his lifted Jeep. 


Jessie was sweating viciously in the heat; his face was red with exertion as he concentrated on the road. His shoulder-length blonde hair flapped similarly to mine, and sometimes it flew right in front of his eyes. During the straight parts of the road he would reach up and yank the strands of blonde back, behind his ears so that he could see. He cut a comical sight driving the Jeep, mostly because he had quite the gut. It bulged all around the steering wheel, and made it difficult for him to steer properly. He leaned often into the curves, using his stomach as an aid in turning the wheel. 


 I whooped as yet another sharp curve came hurtling towards us, forcing Jessie to curse and crank the wheel hard to the right, barely making the turn. The momentum of the car trying to turn on a dime caused the left side of the car to hydroplane, tilting the car up in the air for a moment. I was hollering as Jessie swore again and again until the car settled back down.


“Maybe you should go slower!” I had to shout to be heard. He had pitched his cigarette, pale-faced from that last turn.


He didn’t even argue with me, like he usually did. He slowed it down a tad, cutting the speed from almost sixty to forty-five. “We gotta find a place to stop,” he said. “I gotta piss.”


“You just went,” I reminded him as he turned gently this time, careful not to repeat his mistake from the last turn. “Not half an hour ago. What, you got a weak bladder or something?”


“Shut up!” he glared at me briefly, and then jerked the car off of the road and into a ditch, causing me to lose my balance and fall into the back of the Jeep. 


Killing the engine, he leaped out and ran to the end of the ditch, where a small creek was forming. I had lost my cigarette, and felt the need of another. I had it lit in no time, and leaned back against the Jeep as he finished up his business and came back to the car, smiling. “That was hilarious.” He was referring to how I’d fallen into the back of the Jeep as he had stopped.


“Not really,” I countered him. “It just shows how much you suck at driving, really.”


“You just wish,” he was climbing back in the car, starting the engine. I jumped into the passenger seat, wary this time lest he tried to start off without me. “that you had skills like me.” He finished as the engine roared to life.


I nodded, merely humoring him. “So who we meeting around here, anyway? You never said.”


“Huh? Oh, a friend of mine. She’s having a few friends over and wanted me to come up.” Jessie shrugged. “Her place ain’t to far from here. We’ll be there in ten minutes.” He glanced at my hand holding the cigarette and said, “And she hates smoking, so you might wanna ditch that and get the freshener in the back.”


“Right.” He waited for me to grab it and spray myself quickly before taking off, getting us out of the ditch in a graceless manner, with the Jeep bouncing up and down wildly until we were clear. Thank God there had been no cars incoming from the road; Jessie didn’t even bother to look to see if anyone was coming towards us or not.


“Did I already mention how bad you are at driving?” I said once we were underway, without a ditch or something similar hampering us.


“I said shut up, didn’t I?” he reached into the back and pulled out a CD case, handing it to me. “Pick something out, will ya?”


I was happy to oblige him. Searching around in the case, taking a glance at every CD he owned, I smiled with joy at the possibilities of what could be played. God had been good to me when he had set me and Jessie up as dorm mates a year ago. We loved the same kind of music. His case was rife with classics such as Led Zepplin, Black Sabbath, or Jimi Hendrix. But it also contained the classics of tomorrow; Collective Soul, Smashing Pumpkins, the Offspring, and Nirvana. And then there were the interesting CD’s, the obscure ones that few people even knew existed. Bands like King Crimson and Porcupine Tree of the rock scene (due to lack of a better named genre for them), and Johnathan Coltrane of the jazz movement.


I selected Sabbath for the occasion, and slipped the CD in. Instantly, “Paranoid” started to blast from the crappy speaker system that came with the Jeep. Jessie and I fell silent as the music hit, letting it speak. I formed an air guitar and started playing to the song, knowing exactly which chord needed to be hit. Jessie would’ve started playing air bass, had he not been the one driving. Together, we rolled on without speaking, basking in the glory of our first and last passion on Earth; music.

-


When we had arrived at the place, Jessie had quickly made introductions while I surveyed the situation. Four girls, all cute, but not especially great-looking, all drinking a bit of liquor, trying to be hardcore or something. I honestly didn’t know if they were trying to impress us or what; drinking any kind of liquor in small sips with Coke as a chaser wasn’t exactly my idea of drinking. 


But who was I to talk? I never drank much anyway. I was a smoker, not a drinker. The four girls were Janice - Jessie’s friend - and her girls, Patricia, Erin, and Megan. A black girl and two blondes, one of them a bleached-blonde. I could tell, looking at Megan’s hair. She was really a brunette trying to be a blonde, for reasons that I couldn’t discern.


We sat out on Janice’s back porch, a deck that was elevated about thirty feet above the ground. The rest of the house loomed over us. I didn’t know Janice, but it wasn’t necessary to know her if I had wanted to know what she was like. It was obvious she was rich and flaunting it as she talked about her new car, the one she’d gotten after wrecking her last one. I was tempted to get another cigarette as I leaned against the railing, bored as Jessie started flirting with all of the girls. 

They were younger than us; I could’ve sworn that they were still in high-school. It bothered me that Jessie didn’t seem to care at all that they were just flirting for the sake of it; they truly didn’t care about him. I could read between the lines; I could see their eyes as they lied through their teeth.


And poor Jessie couldn’t see it. It was either that or he was simply blind, or maybe he chose to ignore their lies because it made him feel better that they were paying attention to the fat kid for a change.


Or maybe I was just paranoid? I hadn’t a clue.


“Hey, Chad,” Jessie was hitting me in the ribs, and I realized that I had been off in my own little world again. I looked down at him, noting that he had his arm around Patricia.


“Dude, give Mitch a call,” He said. “Ask him what he’s planning on doing.”


“You know that our break started today, right? What’s your hurry?” I left him anyway. I didn’t know why he was rushing to find something huge to do for the night. I was just excited to get off for a little while. The semester had been killing me.

Then again, I hadn’t been doing much this semester. Having adjusted well enough to George Mason University in the year and a half that I had been there, I had always managed to cruise through school, earning decent grades without breaking much of a sweat. But this semester had been different.


It was one thing to have to lose a close friend to a drunk driver. It was another to watch as your own mother copped an ace in spades and get nailed by a truck that ran a stoplight. 


I had no desire to think about the death of my flesh-and-blood mother, who had left me with nothing. I had earned my $20,000 scholarship the hard way; working through high school with no breaks, no fun and no smiling.


I was sitting on the stairs leading up to the back porch, failing to get Mitch to pick up the phone, when she ran into me. A girl that looked quite similar to Janice, except taller, darker hair, sweeter blue eyes, and creamy, tanned skin sauntered towards the stairs, pausing when she saw me. 


I could tell that she was startled, so I initiated things first. “Hello,” I put my cell phone back in my pocket as she smiled.


“Hi,” she said. “Did Janice invite you?”


“Sort of. I’m here with Jessie Portwood.” I stood up, letting her pass by me. She smelled nice. I couldn’t tell what kind of perfume it was, but it was nice whatever it was.

“Oh, Jessie? I haven’t seen that guy in years!” she was now beaming, and then she asked me, “So who are you?”


“Chad Palma,” I shook her hand. It felt soft and cool.


“Rachel,” She said. “I’m Janice’s older sister.”


“Ah,” I followed her up the steps. “So is she still in high school or what?” I hadn’t even realized I’d asked until she turned around, smiling, but obviously confused as to why I would ask such a thing.


“Why?” she even said. I had no real comeback.


“Just wondering,” I finally said. “She seems a bit too young to be in college.”


Rachel laughed after a moment of staring at me. “You’re right.” She continued up the steps. That was it. I felt like I’d been quietly rejected.


So I went and fell back against the railing I had posted up against before. But I kept my eyes on Rachel as she spoke with Janice quickly, and hugged Jessie enthusiastically as if they were old friends. I noted the grin on Jessie’s face; it got bigger when he glanced my way, noting how I was studying Rachel. He winked at me as her back was turned.


“Well, if you’ll excuse me,” Rachel said to us all. “I’ve got to go get ready for work.”


And she left. I made a note to myself that I would have to speak with Jessie about Rachel later. That girl was smooth. And interesting. And I couldn’t take my mind off of her for the rest of the duration we spent at Janice’s.

So later, after parting ways with the girls, we headed down the path to the Jeep. I took the opportunity to interrogate Jessie.


“That girl, Rachel? How do you know her?”


“Wooed by her that easily? I’ve known her since high school.”


“Yeah, well maybe you can tell me more about her, instead of being a smartass,” I climbed into the passenger seat of Jeep as he took his time starting it up.


“Well,” he said slowly as he reversed us up the driveway. “She’s a sophomore, like us. Goes to GMU too; I’m surprised you don’t know her.”


“C’mon man, a lot of people go to GMU. Don’t be stupid.”


“Okay, fine. She’s Janice’s sister, and she’s cool. What, whaddya want from me, a biography? You wanna know her, ask her yourself.”


I rolled my eyes. He asked me to change from Black Sabbath to something else, so I obliged him. We went from Sabbath to Led Zepplin. Instantly , I started strumming the air guitar again to “Stairway to Heaven.”

“You love this song, huh?” Jessie knew I did; he was just being sarcastic. 


“Great pace, great composition,” I grinned as the music slowly took my mind away from Rachel, amongst other things. “Great song, man. What’s your point? You know I love it. This is one of the greatest songs ever written.”

He didn’t try to argue it. He was too busy humming the song under his breath. I got myself another cigarette as we drove off back the way we came, headed in the direction towards home. My mind was clear, and my heart content. This break was going to be a good one. I could just tell.

Chapter 2


“Hello?” I stepped over the rug in the hall, which led towards the kitchen and the dining room. The air smelled like cooked Bratwurst. Marvin had already fixed dinner.


Or maybe he had finished it; I hadn’t planned on coming home early. It was eleven at night. Maybe he’d been in a good mood; enough to feed the son that wasn’t his blood.


As I popped my head into the dining room, I saw Grant, my little half-brother, still in high school, finishing up his dinner and cleaning the table. Sitting there, still eating slowly, was my step-father Marvin. Large, and quiet, Marvin wasn’t even close to what my real dad had been. My real father had been a loud, energetic character that Mom had divorced because he’d cheated on her twice with a stripper and a younger girl, almost my age.


But just because Marvin spoke softer tones did not mean that he wasn’t a tough guy. The man had seen service in the military since he had been twenty. He’d retired as a colonel in the marines three weeks before him and mom got married. He was lonely, and bored from retirement, and she had just divorced my real Dad…


The rest, they say, is history. Grant had been conceived, and I’d sat by, watching my family grow once more, with different rules and regulations in the house. 


“You’re late.” Marvin commented after having a sip of water. “I said ten. You’re back at eleven.”

“I went up into the mountains. I didn’t think we were going that far.” I shrugged his comments off.


“Yeah, well next time you’re going to regret it,” he stood up, wincing as arthritis attacked his knees. “I’m not kidding around anymore. When I ask you to be home at a certain time, I want you home. Understood?”


“Sure thing,” I never said the word ‘dad’ because I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. Couldn’t call him Marvin, either, because that was rude to disrespect a former Marine.


Marvin sighed as he carried his plate to the kitchen. “Hey, Grant,” he leaned into the living room. “Wash the dishes, will you please?”


“Fine.” Grant was a good kid. I loved the little guy, even though he really wasn’t a full-blooded brother to me. Mature for his age, he was built exactly the opposite of Marvin, yet he tried to act like him. Claimed he wanted to enlist after high school. He’d even gone as far as to shave his head; a fifteen year old without hair looked frightening to me; stocky or not. His countenance was that of a sickly child. But he made up for it with a mental toughness that was impressive at the least. A toughness not a lot of people saw.

“Hey,” Grant said to me. “Are you planning on playing your guitar tonight?”


“Why does it matter?” I had indeed been planning on it. Guitar was a daily task for me, and it was one I looked forward to.


“Do you think you could tone it down for tonight? I’ve got a big test tomorrow.”


I laughed as he did the dishes. I sat down at the small coffee table in the kitchen, gloating at his statement. “That’s right. You still got a week before break, don’t you?”


“Shut up, man.” He grumbled and muttered darkly.

“You know,” I said to him, despite his efforts to ignore me. “Maybe you should start playing an instrument. Or doing something that’s more than just JROTC or whatever it is you do in school that makes you wear that fag outfit-”


“It’s a uniform!” he corrected me. I shrugged it off.


“Like I said; whatever.” I was having too much fun to back off then. Even though his face was getting red, and I was feeling somewhat guilty, I couldn’t just sit there and let it end like that.


“Maybe you should think more about having a good time in life than just doing what dad tells you to do.” I stood up, ready to go and jam on my guitar. Grant looked like he was ready to kill me.


“Maybe,” he said “I like JROTC. Maybe, just maybe, I enjoy hanging out with dad, instead of just trying to play rebel.”


I laughed, although the final zinger he sent my way irked me. Rebel? I never thought of myself one. It hurt to think that Grant considered me the enemy in the household. 


But I suppose that described me well as a person; I was the wild, untamed kid. Grant was the disciplined and unimaginative household favorite.


The stairway was dark as I made my way up the stairs to my room. It had been two days since I had come home, and I was still getting used to the house again. Not too much had changed; dad had left my room as it had been before I’d left for GMU. When I flicked the light on in the room, it illuminated a whole new universe.


Posters covered almost every scrap of the walls; I even managed to tag a bit of the ceiling with a few. All pictures of heroes of the musical revolution; from the sixties to even the modern day heroes. Tom Morello hung above my bed, like Jesus might’ve been hung up in another household. To Tom’s left, my computer desk contained several pictures of friends from the past, as well as an assortment of writing utensils and notes.


But what my eyes really saw was standing on its pedestal, next to the amp that came with it. The all-black, seven-string Ibanez smiled back at me, and I couldn’t stand the tension any longer. I snatched it up, connected it to the amp, and turned it on. 

And after a bit of squealing feedback, a bit of strumming, I began to play some serious stuff. Anything that came to mind, be it a simple riff from a random song that was stuck in my head, or something better, a solo or something, I played it there and then. I was in my own little world; there was nothing that could break through and reach me.


Not even the insistent knocking on my door, which was no doubt Grant trying to get me to quit it. He could only dream. I know I was dreaming; eyes shut, music became everything to me. It was all I could hear, all I could see, all I could feel.

Chapter 3

“Hey yo, Palma!” Mitch had stopped by early that next morning. Surprised the hell outta me. The tall, goofy punk just burst in wide through the door, grinning that stupid grin of his. His hair had been greased back, and his skin was dark red from getting burnt. He was missing a tooth. I saw this as he pulled me into a bear-hug and slapped me on the. It wasn’t the front tooth; it was several teeth to the left side of his mouth, hardly noticeable unless he grinned.


And unfortunately for Mitch, he grinned all the time. Nothing got the kid down; nothing ever upset him, really. I envied this quality, and fervently wished that Mitch could’ve been a brother to me, instead of just being a friend.


“You know you’re missing a tooth?” I couldn’t help it. I had to know what he had done to lose it. “How’d that happen?”


“Oh that? A fight.” I just smiled and nodded my head as he elaborated. I should’ve known.


“Guy was too drunk to know what hit him. He hit me in the face with a bottle while I was smiling, and after that, it was all me. Broke his arm.”


“You need to stop fighting.” Mitch just laughed as I shook my head. “Seriously, man. One of these days, you’re gonna run into someone who knows what they’re doin’, and they ain’t gonna play nice with you.”


“Whatever.” He sat down at the coffee table as I handed him a beer. “I’ll cross that bridge when it comes to it.”


Grant was coming down the stairs as Mitch and I were arguing. “You ain’t gonna cross that bridge,” I was saying to Mitch just as Grant stepped into the kitchen. “Because
when it comes to it, I’m not gonna let it happen.”


“Always looking out for me, eh?” Mitch said, beaming. “That’s typical of you. What are you, my mom?”


Grant smiled at this. “What’s up, little man?” Mitch saw him then, and shook hands with him. “Your big bro leaving you alone? Being nice to you and all?”


“Same as usual.” Grant said. 


“Right.” Mitch looked back at me. “So what do you plan on doing today?”


“Me? Don’t know yet.” 


“Me neither; it’s like no one’s come home yet.” Mitch sighed. He stared at the table for a moment before speaking again. “Hey man, outta curiosity, when’s Juggernaut putting out new stuff? I’ve been diggin’ your new stuff.”

“Thanks.” I was genuinely surprised that he had listened to my music at all. I felt a certain pride rise up within me, and it felt great.


“Who’s the one that plays the piano in the background? Jessie?” Mitch asked.


“Nah,” I said in response as he stood up. We were heading towards the door as I finished. “A guy I know from school; his name’s Aaron. Been playing the piano since he was five.”


“Nice. It adds a nice touch.” I honestly couldn’t tell whether Mitch was being sarcastic or not, but I assumed the worst. He was grinning smugly.


We got outside, and I winced when I caught sight of Mitch’s old truck. A rusted, old piece of shit, barely surviving these days; limping on ever ungracefully, if you will.

“Dude,” I told him as we hopped into it. “You really need to sell this thing or something. I honestly don’t know if I trust my life with it.”


“What, what’s wrong with my truck? She works just fine.” He had a great time trying to get the truck started. We sat there for several minutes before the engine finally turned over, and Mitch raised his hands in triumph when it did.


The day was set, and it was a beautiful day indeed. The sun high and smiling down on us, the sky as blue as ever, without a hint of a rain cloud in sight. There were many bikers out, enjoying the weather, roaring by on their manly steeds, decked out in their biker gear; helmets, leather jackets or vests, boots, and of course, sunglasses.


They kept screaming by, but none of them could drown out the sounds of Mitch’s baby’s engine. A roar that reminded me of a freight train chugging by, pounding its horn while it was at it. It was pretty funny, seeing everyone driving within the vicinity of the truck glance at us, and then back towards the road. Everyone did it. No doubt this was the only reason that Mitch kept the stupid truck in the first place; it was an amusing old boat, when it was driven.

We made it to Foster’s, an in-door eatery that blew McDonalds completely out of the water as far as quality of the hamburgers was concerned. And the girls that worked there were great as well. Mitch and I knew every single one of them, from head to toe.


As it was, however, we didn’t really want to sit in-doors on a great and beautiful day; we elected to sit outside under one of the tables with a red umbrella that Foster’s employed. We both got a pound of hamburger each, and on top of that, we had fries heaped upon the plates. These plates in entirety represented a paradise of heart-clogging, life-shortening happiness. 

“So,” Mitch said after we’d been eating steadily for a bit. “Juggernaut; what’s the deal with it? Are you guys a real band or what?”


“What’s that supposed to mean? Yes, we’re a band. We write music, don’t we?”


“Yeah, but you’re not even signed to a label. You’re just putting your stuff out on the internet for free,” Mitch shrugged casually. “You’re not even making money from this. That doesn’t sound like a band to me.”


“Dude, not everyone that has a band does that whole ‘sign-with-a-label-and-make-money’ crap,” I said, a tad bit irked by his line of logic. Mitch’s taste in music basically ran along the lines of all of the typical kids of my generation; if they ain’t signed to a big-time label, then that band can’t be that good.


“You don’t even tour, man. What’s up with that?” he said in response.


 Now he was complaining about the fact we didn’t tour? What was he trying to insinuate? I was starting to seriously get pissed off.


“Look, we don’t tour because that’s not what this band is about,” I tapped the table hard with my index finger to emphasize things. “We’re about jamming, and recording whatever sounds good to us. We’re not about the money. We’re not about touring and partying. We’re about the music all the way. Fans that don’t like it can listen to something else.”

“Fine, dude, fine,” he sighed. “Sorry I upset you. I’m not trying to, you know. I’m just saying.”


“Yeah, well, don’t worry, will ya? This ain’t a band, if you want to really get deep about it; we’re more of a group of artists just putting our thoughts in an allotted amount of time, and then formatting that into an MP3,” My burger looked soggy and the fries suddenly looked inedible. I’d almost lost my appetite. “Seriously. I’ve got enough to think about.”


“What are you talking about? We’re on break! What could you possibly have crop up in your life that you have to worry about right now?” Mitch laughed freely and shook his head. “Don’t give me that.”


I was about to counter him when we both heard it. A low grunting/growling in the air, followed by sonically driven guitars, and a pounding drum beat that didn’t stop pounding. It was coming our way, by way of the parking lot.


Mitch spotted the catalyst first. He started grinning. “Well, look who it is.”


I turned around, and then I saw it. A small Honda Civic came to a screeching halt in on the pavement between two parking spaces. The music was blaring, and I could tell it was grindcore. Definitely grindcore metal. Instantly I could deduce quickly the few guys I knew who listened to such music.


“He’s a horrible driver,” I heard Mitch say as we watched the Civic back up and correct his parking.


“That’s my drummer.” I told Mitch. 


“What? Are you kidding? He’s the drummer for Juggernaut?” Mitch stared in disbelief. “Since when? Aren’t you guys into a completely different sound from him? I mean, listen to that!”


The moment Mitch finished saying this, the grindcore got cut off as the Civic driver turned off his music. Once he stepped into the sun, I nodded, grinning at Mitch. “He just got the spot.” I told him. “Gary quit.”


“Ah.” By then, my drummer came up to us, grinning as well. A decently-sized kid, Mexican by origin, third generation, I believe. One of the fastest drummers I knew locally, too.


Jacob Gonzales. Wearing sunglasses, he sat down at the table, taking a seat from another one. He put his feet up on the table, right next to Mitch’s plate, causing Mitch to curse and knock his feet away. Jake was undeterred.


“So what’s happenin’ man?” he asked me. “People love the CD. A girl I knew back in seventh grade started talkin’ to me again, thinkin’ that I was in a real band going somewhere.”


Mitch and I both laughed. “Yeah.” I said. “Mitch here doesn’t believe we’re real, either. He didn’t even know you were our drummer.”


Mitch rolled his eyes. “I’m sorry; the kid listens to Screaming Crap, and you listen to the classics. How does that work, even?” He looked at Jake. “Do you drum really fast to slow guitars or something?”


“Dude, it ain’t slow music,” Jake said. “I mean, yeah, we do a few slower songs. But mostly, we do whatever feels right. So yeah, sometimes we play some hardcore stuff.”


Mitch was still in doubt. I could see his confusion. “What exactly are you guys?” he blurted out.


I nudged Jake. “He’s not sure of us because he doesn’t understand that we transcend all genres.” Jake nodded in understanding, showing his surprisingly-white teeth again in a grin.


“Whatever,” Mitch said again. “Forget I said anything. You know, trying to get answers from you, Palma, is like trying to get a virgin prude into bed.”


“Something you’re an expert at, right?” Mitch’s face burned a bright shade of red after Jake’s zinger. Jake and I, meanwhile, were both cracking up, loving every moment of it. 


“Let’s leave the poor guy alone,” Jake said after a moment. “He’s gonna run home and cry if we don’t.”


“You know,” Mitch said slowly. “I forgot how much I hate you two sometimes.” He looked at me then. “So why’d Gary quit the band?”


“Didn’t like the sound.” I said. “Complained about how we’re not going to get anywhere because we choose to play what we wanna play. He doesn’t like it that sometimes, our music can be twenty minutes long and other times, maybe a minute and a half.”


“Gary wasn’t that good of a drummer anyway,” Jake said earnestly. “His technique is sloppy.”


“Coming from the grindcore king of Virginia.” I said, kidding around. 


We sat there for a while longer, and Mitch helped me clean my plate finally. We paid the bill quickly, and headed out to Jake’s Civic to discuss our plan for the night.


“Any parties?” Mitch inquired first.


“What? Nah, man, I’m not looking to hang out with a bunch of drunks.” I said, annoyed that he would even bring that up. I detested parties, in truth.


“Dude, no one cares if you’re a wimp or not,” Mitch said. “Everyone’s partying it up, and here you are complaining like a little pussy.”


“Hey man, hey-” Jake got our attention before I could come up with a retort. “I know a group of kids throwin’ down tonight. Big house, lots of kids, plenty of booze…” his eyes shifted away from mine, and peered towards Mitch. He wouldn’t look at me.


“What are you not saying?” I stepped closer to him. “Who’s going, exactly?”


He sighed then. “It’s a high schooler’s party, okay?” Mitch and I both turned our backs on him then, groaning.


“Man,” Mitch said. “We’d better get Jessie then. He loves them younger girls.”


“Are you kidding me!” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You still wanna go?”


“What, what’s the problem?” he fired back. “We’re getting beer. Maybe some liquor too if we’re lucky. What are you complaining about? If you don’t like it, you can be the DD.”


Jake started laughing at me. “Ha ha! Yeah, you designated-driver-faggot!”


“Shut up.” I glared at him until he subsided, smiling at me.


“Well, are you in or not?” Mitch said in a tone I knew well. It was either his way or no way. I’d be on my own for the night.


I stood there for a moment, pondering. Finally, I couldn’t help but think about it. Why not? Maybe I’ll find some girl tonight. I agreed to go.


“Call up Jessie. Let’s get him too.”

Chapter 4

To be continued…
