	Megumi’s bare toes stretched then crinkled as she contorted her body to get out the kinks. Her dark short hair, normally spiky, was raised up as if giving her bedroom a standing ovation.


	“Urf.”


	She wet her lips. As she took her first conscious swallow of the day, she felt a pain run through her throat. Great. Even just thinking of the possibility that she might be sick, made her nose feel runny and her chest seem congested.


	She let out a small test cough. It sounded more like a sound that a donkey might make.


	“Shit!” she exclaimed covering her poor stuffy head with a pillow. The road trip was coming up soon! She didn’t want to start her American-wide trek with a cold. But more than she wanted to go on her trip, she wanted to pee.


	She rose out of bed and put on her beautiful homemade patchwork robe. One by one, she conquered the stairs leading up from John’s basement.


	As she reached the top, she heard a voice exclaim “Megumi!”


	“What?” Megumi felt prickly.


	“Phone.”


	“Tell David I have to pee.”


	“How did you know it was David?” She sighed. Oh the mentality of the common pothead. She tilted her head a bit so that she could look down the hallway at John.


	“Because all my friends are potheads and don’t get up before noon. Except David.”


	“Whoa. Okay,” said John. He mumbled something into the phone and then teetered off to the kitchen to eat potato chips. Josh ate too much junk food. It’s one of the reasons that he was fat. That and he didn’t exercise. Megumi thought that even if he wanted to possibly try out exercising, it might just be too complicated for him to understand.


	She walked into the pink “girls” bathroom. It was too wretchedly gross to believe. She had never understood a woman’s desire to put seashells in the bathroom. Nonetheless, there they were in that overused “beach” theme. Pink shower curtains, pink toothbrush holders, and pink rugs overpowered the senses. Megumi always felt as if she were inside a pepto bismol bottle. A pepto bismol bottle covered with seashells.


 	She sat down on the toilet and reached behind her to grab the book sitting on the tank. Hmmm, Chicken Soup for the Christian Family’s Soul. She scanned a random page and smiled at some of the quotes.


	There came a knock at the door. “What?” screamed Megumi.


	“David’s on the phone.”


	“You are a fucking Neanderthal idiot!”


	“Geesh, what the hell did I do?” With irritation running rampant throughout her, she quickly finished up and ran out to the phone.


	“Megumi’s house of mentally decrepit losers,” she greeted.


	David laughed. “I’ve been waiting for 20 minutes. What's wrong with your voice?”


	“This is my phone sex voice.”


	“Ah, I see. Well what are you wearing?”


	She looked down at herself in her robe and fuzzy slippers. “Leather.”


	“You got that whip handy?” She laughed. The sound was scratchy.


	“Wow, you sound bad.”


	“You should see how I look!”


	“I believe you. I guess a quick ride is out of the question?” he asked in a bummed voice.


	“Yeah, but you can bring over Princess Bride and I’ll make some popcorn with cough syrup and salt.”


	“Sounds keen. Catchya soon.”


	“You’ll catch something anyway.”


	Upon hanging up the phone, she noticed a note on the base unit. It read “Megumi, your dad called for you.” The I in her name was dotted with a flower. Cute.


	She walked to the front door and peered outside. Hot and sunny. What a surprise! Normally she would wait outside for David, but she didn’t feel good enough for that. Instead she traversed the route to and from her room twice, setting up a cozy nest on the couch.


	The doorbell rang just as she was about to snuggle up in her cozy den. It looked just like the inside of Jeannie’s bottle.


	“It’s open!” was what she intended to yell. “Urk,” was what she actually yelled. She suddenly very tired. She trusted David would figure it was open on his own and laid her head down. It felt like she was laying on a duck.  Or just something extremely light and comfy.


	“Oh my god, she’s dead!” exclaimed David. She looked up at him in annoyance.  He was wearing baggy jeans and a scroungy shirt. He was unwashed and looked like he might just smell.


	“Well if it isn’t the original non-practicing pothead,” rasped Megumi. She let out a cough. David’s smile was replaced by a look of deep concern. His forehead arched downwards.


	“Do you have a fever?”


	“I haven’t checked it.”


	“Well do you feel hot?” Without waiting for an answer David set down the grocery bag and came up to her. He knelt down on his knees and put his lips to her forehead. She felt hotter now that she was thinking about having a fever. Or was it that she was blushing? She had never really cared what David did to her forehead, or her. It seemed so brutally straightforward. She hoped that her eyes weren’t watering.


	“Hmmm,” he said pulling back. “Your pretty hot Megumi.”


	“You say that to all the girls.” 


	David looked at her intensely. She found herself looking away. Looking at the decorations in the room. Hmm, that was an interesting painting. “Meg, I really think you should kick back. I’ll go get some medicine for the fever.”


	She closed her eyes. She felt dizzy. That wasn’t normal. “David, I’m dizzy too.”


	“You are?” he called from the kitchen. 


	“Yes. I feel more hot now.” She heard a cupboard close and the sound of water pouring into a glass. The water sounded good. 


	“Sorry, I’m making you a hypochondriac.” He once again knelt beside her offering her a glass, a cute little pill, and a thermometer. He looked worried but slightly happy.


	“Do you like being my nursemaid?” she asked holding back a cough. She reached out and took the glass and pill.


	He smiled. “Yeah. I like taking care of you.” 


	Megumi felt embarrassed. “Don’t get mushy on me David.”


David smiled. He shook his head. Then he took the glass and set it on the table. “Open wide,” he commanded popping the thermometer in her mouth. She sat there forever.  She concentrated on making the thermometer hotter. She poured her energy into it. He snatched it away from her after it beeped.


	“How hot?” she asked wanting to know her score.


	“Pretty hot. You wanna watch the movie? Cause I think that you should sleep.”


	“Party pooper!” exclaimed Megumi. She turned over facing the back of the couch. It was too warm there, so she flipped back over. “I’m hot.”


	“I know.”


	“Too hot to sleep, let’s watch the movie.” She knew that she was whining and just couldn’t help it. She didn’t feeeel good.


 	David got up and grabbed the bag. He pulled out a few tapes. He began to spread them forward in front of her. They were some of her favorite movies. The Princess Bride, Labyrinth, and Legend. She smiled. Then, coughed.


	“Princess Bride.”


	He picked up the tape and bowed down in front of her. Normally it would have made her laugh, but she just grinned a little. He grabbed the five different TV remotes. As he bent over she felt the urge to kick him over. That idea did made her laugh. He looked back suspiciously. “What?”


	“You have a big ass.” She laughed loudly which her body quickly turned into a marathon to cough up everything in her lungs.


	“Bad karma works quickly,” stated David. “How the hell do you work all these things? How do you know what goes to what?”


	“It’s called brains. If you put them in my hands I’ll show you the right ones.”


	“You’re lucky that you’re sick,” he threatened, standing over her. He held the different remotes over her head. She looked up at them and pointed to the three that he needed. She demonstrates the different remotes uses.


	“There, now do you think you can do that next time?”


	“Only if they’re labeled.” Megumi laughed. She felt bad, but David always made  her feel better. When the movie began, she moved her legs to make room for him, but he sat on the floor. She wasn’t used to the chivalrousness. I could get use to this, she thought.


	“Shall I make the popcorn?”


	“No, I feel a little sleepy.”


	“Well, you go to sleep and I’ll guard you.”


	“Are you still going to watch the movie?”


	“Nah, I’ll find something else to do.” She felt a little guilty, but the next instant she was fast asleep. It was the deep sleep of the cough syrup drugged.


	When she awoke, she felt worse.  Ugh, she though. She felt like crap. David. She looked around 


	


	


