Alright, I decided to continue "Crush".... don't hesitate to tell me if this sucks though. I did make quite the eventful chapter didn't I?
A month after "Crush"

Stephanie was at her apartment in NY just sulking. She was sitting on her bed crying a little bit as she looked at a picture of her and Paul back when they just used to be friends, associates, whatever the hell they were. They were both goofing off and Paul had has arms around Stephanie’s waist from behind as she draped her arms over his as they made goofy grins and stuck their tongues out at the camera.

She wished she could go back to that time. Back then, there were no complications, no questions as to what they were. Now, she didn’t have a clue. Lord knows she really didn’t want to let him go, but she couldn’t risk his career over her selfishness. She knew, or thought she knew what was best for them, but did she really?

>>>>>>>

Paul lay in bed awake as Joanie was sleeping like a baby on his bare chest. According to her, they had made love… but to him it was meaningless sex, he wasn’t even turned on. She begged and pleaded for this, so he all but just plain lay there and let her do whatever. 

After sleeping with THAT, this person he disliked so much, he felt dirty. Maybe it was because he knew these types of “moments” should be shared with someone he really cared about. Paul knew that was Stephanie, but he was wasting his time if he pursued her. Therefore, he should just let her be.

Paul pushed Joanie off of him and got out of bed. At this point, he wasn’t trying to be gentle so as not to wake her up, he really didn’t care if her ass woke up. 

“Paul.” Joanie whined. “Come back to bed, I’m cold.”

“So get a f**king blanket then. I’m getting in the shower.” He said as he pulled on some boxers.

“Ooh, I wanna come.” She said enthusiastically even though her eyes were still closed. “Help me up.”

Paul walked over to the bed and held out his hand toward Joanie. “You’re gonna have to reach farther than that.” He said.

Joanie reached over some more.

“Nope, still not close enough, why don’t you scoot over some?”

Joanie scooted closer to the edge and reached. Paul brushed his fingers past hers. “Almost there, just stretch, come on reach!” he pep talked her.

Joanie stretched her arm as far as it would go, unfortunately for her; she scooted or stretched too far and fell off the bed.

“Um, oops.” Paul said trying to hold in a grin.

“Ow.” Moaned Joanie into the carpet, as she was face down on it.

“Well, I have to take a shower, sorry you couldn’t join. BYE!” He said running towards the bathroom.

“Help.” She whined, but it was muffled.

>>>>>>>>

After a good and long shower, he felt much better. He still felt like s**t though, something was missing from his life.

He walked out fully dressed to see Joanie still lying face down on the floor snoring.

He sighed. Oh well, he would be damned if he stayed here with HER all day, even if she was sleep.

He decided to be decent and write a note that read:

       Dear Joanie,

Gone out, don’t know where I am going or when I’ll be back, not that you need to know these things anyway. Oh, and don’t try calling me, I changed my cell number so HA!

                   Don’t wait up, BYE!

                              Paul

Joanie crumpled the note to pieces about two hours later. He could be such an asshole sometimes. 

“So what I cheated on him.” Joanie said out loud, “that doesn’t mean he has to treat me this way.”

>>>>>>>>>

“Hey you, bartender, gimme another one.” A familiar voice slurred.

Paul turned around to see that same brown hair he had once been infatuated with. He stood up groggily and made his way towards her.

“Hey, Steph. What ya doing?” He grinned being piss ass drunk.

Stephanie busted out laughing. “I’m getting drunk as s**t, and you?” she asked.

“Same here. I have an excuse, but what about you?” Paul asked seriously.

“You don’t wanna know.” She said becoming quiet. Just cause she was drunk didn’t mean she would spill all her secrets.

“Yah huh.” Paul said.

“Well, I’m not telling, Mr. Man.” She said losing all common sense again.

“Mr. Man?” He asked.

“Yup.”

“Why that name?”

“Cause you’re a Mr. and you’re a man. That equals Mr. Man, right?”

“I guess,” He shrugged.

“See what happens when I’m drunk?” she asked.

“You’re not that drunk, Steph. What’s 2 + 2?” He asked.

Steph thought for a few seconds, “22.” She said smiling brightly.

Paul cocked an eyebrow and looked at her like she was nuts. “How do you figure that?” he asked shaking his head.

“Well you see, if you put a 2 next to a 2, it reads 22.” She reasoned.

“Ok, Steph. I think it’s time to go home now.” He said standing up.

“Why?”

“You can’t even count anymore.”

“Yes I can. I answered your damn fraction.” She said slightly pissed off.

“See there? It wasn’t even a fraction Steph.” He said as he threw his arms in the air.

“Then what the hell was it?”

“It was multiplication.” He said, but then stopped and rubbed his chin. “No, wait it was plussing.” 

“Plussing?” She asked. “That isn’t even a word!” She yelled.

“Oh no, then what is it?”

“It’s adding, brainiac.” Came a voice from behind.

Paul spun around and almost fell over as he heard that damn voice.

“Good god! What the hell is that thing?” Paul said as he saw her. “It has Joanie’s voice, but it looks like crap. Steph, help!” Paul said hitting Stephanie lightly on the arm.

“Haha, very funny Paul.” Joanie said sarcastically as she crossed her arms over her chest.

“Hey, how do you know me?” Asked Paul.

“It’s me, Joanie.” She said VERY slowly making sure he comprehended. “Remember? We are together.” She said even slower. Steph had a slightly pissed off and hurt look on her face. Joanie decided to really lay it in, “We made love last night.”

“Me with YOU?” Paul asked shocked at this news.

“You’re Joanie?” asked Steph. 

“Well, duh.” She said. “How drunk are you two?”

“Very, thank you.” They both replied.

“Well, come on Paul so we can get you home.” Joanie said grabbing his arm. “I’ll drive the hummer.”

“WHAT?” Paul yelled. “It’s not THE hummer, moron. It’s MY hummer.”

“Whatever, let’s just go.” She said as she began to drag him.

“Wait! We can’t leave Steph.” Paul nearly yelled as he stopped walking.

“Yes we can.” Joanie said looking back. Steph gave her the finger.

“No, Steph come on.” He said pulling away from Joanie’s grip and grabbing Steph’s hand.

Joanie seethed as they walked out together. She decided to just cool down as she followed.

“Hey Steph, how’d you get here?” Paul asked. It had started to rain lightly. 

“Cab.” She replied.

“Oh ok, then.” He said.

Joanie hopped in the driver’s seat and Paul and Steph got in the back.

“What are you doing?” Joanie asked.

“Sitting.” Paul stated, looking at Joanie funny.

“Back there?” she asked.

“Got a problem with it?” He asked.

“Whatever.” She mumbled as she backed out of the parking space.

“I heard that, bitch.” Paul muttered, but only Stephanie heard him. She started to laugh uncontrollably.

Joanie ignored her for a minute or so, but Steph kept laughing. Joanie didn’t know it was cause Paul was back there still making fun of her. Finally, she could take no more. 

“What the f**k is wrong with her?” Joanie asked, yelling.

“Nothing’s wrong with her, just keep your eyes on the damn road please, it is raining you know!” Paul yelled at her.

“That crazy bitch is back there laughing like she’s high or something.”

“I’m not a crazy bitch, look who’s talking.” Steph replied.

“I hate you!” Joanie yelled pounding her fists against the steering wheel repeatedly.

“Good. The feeling’s mutual.” Steph said.

“You see why I can’t stand her, Paul? She talks big for such a little girl!” She said turning around to look at Paul.

“Watch the road!” they both yelled.

“I’m watching the god damned road. Paul, you better watch her before I slap her ass!” Joanie said as she turned around and stared a hole through Steph.

“Joanie!” Paul said trying to grab her attention. No such luck, she was completely focused on Stephanie.

“Not now, Paul. I am dealing with this thing.” She said smirking distastefully at Steph. 

“F**k you! You are the only thing in this car. What you need to do is turn around and watch the damn road.” Steph said.

Joanie glanced at the road once before turning back around. “You know, Stephanie. When we get out of this damn car. Your ass is mine. I don’t care if you are daddy’s little whore, you’re mine.” She said as she pointed at Stephanie.

Stephanie’s eyes widened. “Turn around!” she yelled.

“Haha, you’re just scared of me. Is that it?”

“No, bitch! Turn around.” Stephanie said as she pointed out at the road.

Paul saw the look of fear in Steph’s eye so he took a look. 

“Joanie, watch out!” he yelled, but it was too late. When Joanie turned around, she saw the car, she tried to swerve, but the slippery roads caused the hummer to hydroplane across the highway. The back of the hummer was met by an 18-wheeler that was from the other lane.

The hummer did a 360 before the exact same truck came smashing into them again. They flipped over twice before they car was finally still.

Paul was the only one conscious in the car, but just barely. “Steph.” He winced in pain as he slowly opened his eyes.

Every bone in his damn body felt shattered, but still, he inched his hand slowly over to Steph’s and gave it a slight squeeze.

“Ah.” Stephanie winced in pain as her eyes shot open. Her left arm hurt like hell, she figured it was broken. There was a medium sized gash on her forehead,

she felt moisture on it, so she used her good hand to touch it, and she saw the blood that now covered it. 

“You okay?” Paul rasped out.

“What h-h-happened.” She got out.

“Dumbass crashed us by not looking where she was going.”

“Is she okay?”

“I don’t know. Do we care?”

“Well, I may not like her, but that doesn’t mean I want her to die or anything.”

“Yea, I agree. She looks very unconscious from where I’m sitting.”

“Poke her or something.” Stephanie suggested.

“Someone is still drunk.”

“Eh, oh well. You got a better idea?”

Paul shrugged as he poked Joanie repeatedly. He got no response from her. He shrugged at Steph again as he shook his head no.

“Um, Paul.” Steph said cautiously.

“Yea?”

“Look.” She said pointing out the window.

Paul’s mouth dropped open in shock. “S**t, we need to get out of here.” The 18-wheeler was ablaze and it was growing, whilst the hummer was leaking fuels and crap.
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