Chapter One

My relatively short life has brought two absolute truths to my attention:

1. Fast food is never good for you. It doesn’t matter if it has lettuce on it. The same idea stands for volcanoes, knife fights, and lukewarm coffee. 

2. You should never get involved with love. The same idea stands for volcanoes, knife fights, and lukewarm coffee. 

These two things have inspired my best formula yet. I call it The Adam Hawthorne Formula of Life Ease and Relative Success:

Happiness = not caring/caring enough to get you laid (which isn’t really caring at all).

You’d think with that as the masterpiece of my theoretician portfolio, I’d be a shoo-in for some wild parties, a lack of virginity, and some angry fathers, yet somehow I still haven’t had sex. 

I admit, I’m not the most social kid at Bothell High, but it’s not like I haven’t tried finding anyone. My one friend(ish), Jayson, tells me I’m not going after easy girls, but at a Halloween party a few nights ago, I came onto a girl wearing playboy bunny ears, a coconut bra, and a grass skirt. 

That’s all. 

I don’t think you understand. I, Adam Hawthorne, came onto a girl dressed up as a playboy bunny with half-coconuts over her boobs, and was rejected. 

The world is frickin’ evil.

After the Halloween Luau Bunny Fiasco of 2014, I’ve decided to just ask girls to sleep with me and not waste energy on wooing. I’ve heard some girls appreciate the forwardness. The directness of the Just-Ask Model supports most of my truths and formulas, yet, three days into the Just-Ask Model, I’ve been slapped, screamed at, and punched. I was even pantsed. It’s a really long story, and certainly accidental, but I enjoyed it, so I don’t count it as a negative.

Because of my horrible luck at scoring, and the general lack of enjoyment I have for the human race, I look at porn a lot. It’s cheaper than hanging out with “friends”, and so far in my limited life experience, a lot more orgasmic. 


Even now, when I turn over in my bed and accidentally hit my nose on the space bar of my laptop (named Teacher), the bare curves of a girl I found last night help coax me out of my sleep.
I flick the cursor over the x button at the top of the page. “I know you want me to stay,” I say to the girl, “but in the words of the timeless post-Socratic philosopher 50 Cent, ‘I’m into having sex, not into making love.’”

I click out of the page, close Teacher, and slide him into a shoulder bag on the floor. I stretch out my back, roll my neck a few times, and put on my favorite pair of jeans—the kind that say ‘lucky you’ on the inside of the zipper. I snag a shirt hanging off my dresser knob that says ‘I’m coo coo for Cocoa Puffs’.
No, it’s not sexual. 

I really am coo coo for Cocoa Puffs.


I throw my computer bag over my shoulder and walk to the clipboard hanging off the back of my door. I take the pen dangling on a thin white string and cross out three names. Maybe I need to ditch the Just-Ask Model. Directness is great, but I’ve only been working this list for three days, and it’s getting way too short. I could try one name a day instead of three. I could work down the list alphabetically. That might make it last longer, and judging by my luck, I need the list to be infinite. 

I run a finger down the names and stop at Bryonie Welch. 
Sweet mercy and happy days, she’s hot. 
She’s definitely the hottest option on this list. 


“Bryonie Welch it is,” I say to myself as I head downstairs. 

When I turn the corner of the living room, I see my dad sitting at the kitchen table. He says “Hey” but his eyes stay locked onto his Nicholas Sparks novel. Yes, my dad loves Nicholas Sparks. He’s read all of his books. Twice. But none of that romantic bucket o’ crap helped him when The Woman said she wanted a divorce. 

Mostly because Nicholas Sparks is a professional liar.

I grab a box of Cocoa Puffs out of the cupboard. “How’s your useless reading going for you? Have you stilled your soul in its whisping idealistic plot lines?”

“No, but it’s giving me ideas,” he says.


“For what? A new career writing one hundred percent Made-in-America absurdity?”


He still hasn’t looked at me. Has he even heard anything I’ve said?

He turns another page. “For getting Mom back.”

I stare at him. My mouth (filled with of cocoa powder, glucose, and other unnatural ingredients) drops open. I’m amazed that he has no angry comeback. This is a new low for the Hawthorne House Breakfast Hour.

I slide my shirt up and shove my exposed nipple toward him. 
Does he notice?

Nope.

I shake my head, dump my bowl in the sink, and head toward the front door. 
Chapter Two
“Hey Genevieve,” I say, patting my black 1990s Buick Riviera on the rear passenger side window (which is made entirely out of duct tape). I named her Genevieve because saying “I’m in Genevieve” sounds much better than “I’m in Beth,” or some other bucket o’crap name. 

Inside, I settle into my seat and turn the radio on. Noise pollution booms through my speakers, and I scramble to return the volume to a non-ear destroying state. I need to tell Jayson if he ever wants to borrow my baby again he needs to: 

A. Never play Top 40 in Genevieve and 

B. Never turn the volume past the sticker I put on the knob that says “death awaits those who pass here.” 
I hit radio preset button number one. 

The glory of public radio returns. 

I smile at the sound of my daily enlightenment, the informative extravaganza, a resplendent wave of perfect, publicly-funded noise. 
Marry me, NPR.

At a stoplight, in the middle of NPR’s Morning Edition, I pull out my iPhone and do some searching/favoriting of some porn videos to watch later on. A few seconds later, the car behind me honks its horn. I look up to see the light’s turned green on me. I favorite two more vids before putting my foot on the gas pedal. The Hyundai honks again and speeds around me, nearly hitting my front bumper when it swerves back into the lane. I watch it disappear before returning to my screen to favorite one more video. 
No need to rush now that Impatient Patty is gone.

I’m five minutes late for my first class, but not because the commute to Bothell High is long, or because I sat at a green light for a few seconds. My tardiness is a sacred tradition. It is necessary to be late to any class with Mr. Cratcher (especially Chemistry). 
As I walk into the classroom, Mr. Cratcher and I go through the stages of our Adam verses Colin Cratcher stare down, an interaction that has given me comfort since the beginning of high school.
Stage One: His shoulders sag and he looks at me with compounding disappointment. 

Stage Two: I smile and wave. 

Stage Three: He sighs and continues writing educational whatnot on the blackboard. 
Mr. Cratcher (I call him Mr. Crotcher) is a family friend, which is why this tradition works. Instead of curing my tardiness by turning me into school authority like any other teacher would do, he makes frequent calls to my dad to inform him of my shortcomings. This is a major oversight for Mr. Crotcher because he knows a frick-ton of formulas, but he doesn’t know the fundamental formula for my dad, which I’ve titled, The Greg Hawthorne Formula of Less Than: 

Greg’s care for Adam < Greg’s care for getting The Woman back.
Unfortunately, calling my dad never quells Mr. Crotcher’s thirst for discipline. So, without fail, he pulls me aside every Friday to give the “Adam, you have so much potential” speech that’s laden with mysticism and quotable one-liners about humanity. 

Mr. Crotcher announces a pop quiz I haven’t studied for. As a general guideline, I don’t study for my classes. In order to maintain the goodness of life and uphold my casual brilliance, I need to think as little as possible. 
While giving out today’s quiz, Mr. Crotcher also hands me last week’s. My eyes dart to the top corner to welcome my typical A+. I ace this week’s quiz in less than five minutes and start working out how to get Bryonie Welch to sleep with me before my classmates finish their quizzes. 

I don’t think the Just-Ask Model will work with her. Bryonie Welch is hot and she knows it. She uses her hotness to her advantage all the time, like any sane hot person would. Therefore, to get her to sleep with me, I have to use her hotness against her, or I don’t think she’d ever talk to me. She definitely has a scale of genetic standards, and I probably don’t register as a number. Heck, I might not even register as a human.
The rest of the time leading up to my seduction of Bryonie Welch moves slowly. Around the time where my legs start bouncing in anticipation, and I feel like I should be receiving my college degree, the lunch bell rings. I hit my chest like a tribal warrior, knowing that the hour of battle has drawn nigh. 

The moment I walk into the cafeteria and see Bryonie in the food line, fluttering her eyelashes at Matt Lancaster, jockstrap extraordinaire, I know my plan might be in jeopardy. That simple eyelash flutter could ruin everything. What if they’re dating? I hate Matt, but I’m not dumb enough to think I wouldn’t die if he wanted to fight. He’s as big as a door, towering above most of the guys at Bothell. Not to mention his biceps are thicker than my neck. Luckily for me, size isn’t the only quality he shares with a door. I’ve seen him run into his own locker because he forgot to turn around.

 I watch Bryonie and Matt interact for a few tense moments. He doesn’t seem to be paying attention to Bryonie, but he could just be playing uninterested jock to impress all of his bros. Regardless, maybe I need to figure out how to get rid of Matt Lancaster, sportser-of-the-year, just for today—.

“There’s no chance, Hawthorne.” 
I turn around to see Jayson grinning at me. 
“Hey,” I say, ignoring his comment. “What did I tell you about listening to Top 40 bucket o’ crap in Genevieve?” 

Jayson rolls his eyes. “One hour of listening to Top 40 isn’t going to cause the apocalypse. Just calm down.”

Jayson and I get in the long line caused by the weekly pandemic of Pizza Day. You know how there are religious people who only go to church on Christmas and Easter?  Their sons and daughters only eat cafeteria food on Pizza Day.

“It will, Jayson,” I say. “Didn’t you know some Japanese western-pop fanboy had just turned on Lady Gaga when the Fukushima nuclear plant had its meltdown?”

“Fukushima had a meltdown because of a horrible earthquake that killed a lot of people, not because of Lady Gaga. Could you be more offensive?”

“I thought you knew better than to believe in rumors, Jay.”

“Stop being an ass.”

“I’m not being anything except truthful.”

Jayson shakes his head and grabs some silverware out of the purple silverware caddie. “You wanna grab a shake and some fries at Pritchett’s tonight?”

The lunch lady slops a spoonful of mashed potatoes on my plate. I push them into a tight circle to make room for the pizza. “Nah, I’ve got stuff to do.”

Jayson rolls his eyes. “Come on, man, there’s no way you have that much stuff to do. Besides, you go to Pritchett’s, like, every other day after school.”

“I have to help my dad with his business and, because The Woman’s gone, I have to clean up the house a lot.” I point at the steaming slices of pizza. “One cheese and one sausage, please.”

I do clean up a lot, but I never help my dad with his work. He’s a literary agent addicted to perusing potential client manuscripts and query letters, with which he doesn’t need my help. Really, his career just adds an extra variable to the Greg Hawthorne Formula of Less Than. 

Jayson’s broad shoulders arch in a shrug. “Okay, whatever, man. You never hang out with me anymore. Never.”

“That’s not true. I hung with you at your Halloween party.”

“You left early to ‘fix your car.’” Jayson puts air quotes around “fix your car.”
“Dude, I had to replace the breaks. Do you want me to die in a fiery crash? Actually, I have a better question: Do you want the last thing I hear before I die to be the Top 40 bucket o’ crap you forget to turn off?”

Jayson’s eyebrows plummet toward his nose, and his lips go flat.

I roll my eyes. “I went to Pritchett’s with you last Saturday.”

“No, you didn’t. You went by yourself.”

I squint one eye. “Oh, yeah, I guess you’re right. How’d you know I went by myself? You stalk me in your spare time?”

“I went with Grigger and Scott. We watched you sit in the corner and tap around on your phone the entire time. You didn’t even look up when the waitress brought you your food.”

“So? Maybe I wanted some alone time with the technological advances of the twenty first century.”

“Dude, you lied to me. If you don’t want to hang out anymore, just tell me. It was a douche move to say “no” and show up anyway.”

“I hang out with Siri regularly because she doesn’t pick dramatic fights.” 

He scoffs. “Whatever. When you decide you want to be friends again, let me know. I’m sick of trying.”

“Alright,” I say as he walks away with a plateful of food. “Do you have a business card? A twitter handle? How am I going to find you?” 

Jayson ignores me and finds a seat at the table where Grigger, Scott, and all of the other guys in that crowd are. He throws his plate onto the table and though I can’t hear them, I can tell a bunch of guys are asking him what’s wrong.

I’d tell them exactly what’s wrong. Jayson’s addicted to drama. That’s why I don’t hang out with him anymore. He hasn’t stopped bugging me about being honest with him since The Woman left. Every day for the last two years it’s been, “Dude, how are you? Really?” or “Want to hang out tonight and take your mind off things?” I’m so sick of him and everyone else thinking about my life for me. 
I choose a table where I can watch Bryonie. My plan is semi-fragile, so I have to be able to act as soon as I see my cue. I gnaw on a carrot stick and watch her as she walks over to her clique’s table. Like my previous research supports, she puts her plate on the table and walks over to the vending machines. 

That’s my signal. 

I stand and walk over to the machine next to her, pretending to take out a dollar.

“I’m surprised you’re still buying your own drinks everyday,” I say.

She puts a dollar into the cash acceptor. I can tell she considers staying silent by the way she glances at the ceiling and crosses her arms.  

She pulls a stray blond coil of hair out of her eye. “What does that mean?”

“Just seems like some guy should be stepping up and buying them for you. That’s all.”

She crosses her arms and looks at the selection of sodas. “Are you gonna put your money where your mouth is?” 
I knew she’d ask that.

“Sure, but what’s in it for me?”

She finally hits a button on the machine. “The pleasure of being the first guy to buy my friendship through a year’s worth of soda.”

“I don’t want to buy you through soda. What if we just trade?”
She grabs the can out of the receptacle. “Trade what? This was your idea in the first place.”

“Yeah, but now you want a year’s worth of free soda.”

She bites her lip. Sweet goodness, she bites her lip. 
“I guess.”

“Here’s my proposal, and it’s a total win-win for you. You get your free year of soda, and you get to have sex. How does that sound?”

She looks at me as if thinking it over. I’m filled with hope for a few brief seconds, but then she realizes what I’ve asked. 

Her forehead crinkles and her lips snap into a frown. “Seriously? Go to hell, and take your soda prostitution business with you.” 

 She storms away and I curse under my breath. I was so close. What am I doing wrong? I hear stories about guys making these kinds of plays and scoring all the time. Maybe I’m thinking too much. Whoa, I’m breaking my own rule. I’m thinking too much. Tomorrow, I’m going back to the Just-Ask Model.  

--

On the way home from school I stop by Pritchett’s to get the best milkshake in Bothell (possibly Seattle…heck, possibly Washington) and make my final selections for my night’s activities. I need an extra long list tonight. Bryonie’s rejection ruined my day, and I’d like it to be un-ruined before I go to bed. 
With a quarter of my black cherry and toffee shake left, I hear a familiar voice, request a booth for four. I swivel on my stool and sure enough, there’s Mr. Crotcher with a group of high school kids. I watch them, befuddled and curious at the sight of a sixty year-old man with a random group of high schoolers. I know I shouldn’t stare this long, but it doesn’t help that one of the guys has spiky bracelets running down his arm. 

I’m about to go back to my playlist, when Mr. Crotcher looks up. I think our eyes meet, so I swivel back to my table, cursing under my breath. A few tense seconds pass, and just when I think he might not have seen me, I hear “Hello, Adam.” 

His voice = me cursing under my breath. A lot. He would show up and ruin my already ruined evening.

He sits in the seat to my left, but swivels on the stool so he’s looking right at me. “Do you frequent Pritchett’s?”

“Everyone frequents Pritchett’s.”

“I suppose that’s true. Would you like to join me and my group tonight? We’re going over a book on addiction. The discussion should be riveting.”

Who would want to waste a night talking about addiction? 

I shake my head. “No, thanks.”

“You sure?” He casts a glance at my phone and sees a screen filled with the thumbnails of my porn playlist.

I slide it in my pocket. “Yeah, I’m really sure.”
“How is your father?”
“Good, I guess.”

“Adam, can I give you some advice? As a friend? Not as a teacher?”

“I guess.”

“As the head of the school discipline committee, I’ve gotten a few complaints about you.”
I wave my hand at my waiter and yell, “Check, please!”

“I bring this up because if you continue doing what you’re doing, you will get in trouble. In the next few days, you’re going to receive a warning from the principle about inappropriate behavior. I highly recommend you don’t push your luck. I know your mother leaving has hurt you deeply—.”

“Check, please!”

“Please consider joining my group. They’re a bunch of boys your age, trying to beat various addictions; trying to become better men. Think about it long and hard. I do not want to see you waste your life.”

“Sure, thanks.” I drop a ten dollar bill on the counter and walk away. Mr. Crotcher doesn’t know what I need. He doesn’t know anything about me. No one does, except for Teacher, and he and Siri are the only ones I trust.

