Joe sat down at his desk in a hurry, powering up the Dell and typing in his name and password at lightning speed. It had now been three days—three whole days!—and no word from his girl. Yes, there was the possibility that she had grown bored with him, but maybe something had happened to her. Joe offered a brief prayer to God on her behalf as his mail client loaded.

As he'd feared, there were no new e-mails from her. There <i>was</i> an automated message from the server that hosted Meow Meow Anim, letting him know that he could no longer post comments on the blog.

Joe could care less about the ban. His work machine's IP was dynamic and he had millions of e-mail addresses. What was more important was the girlfriend.

He created a new message, set the title to "how is it going," and began writing.

"Rin, honey,

How are you faring? I hadn't herd from you in a few days, and I had getting worried. I hope to God everything is well. Take care, 

Joe"

Joe clicked 'send' without revising the message, shooting it off as quickly as possible, hoping against hope that perhaps she would see it that much sooner and reply that much sooner. He sat there, elbows on table, hands clasped together, forehead resting on his knuckles, waiting for the "bing-bong, you have new e-mails!" notification.

"Joe, what's wrong?"

Joe groaned, sitting up and swiveling around to face his boss, Ms. Harris, standing just outside his cubicle.

"Nothing," he said instantly, frowning slightly. He did not like this woman. She was so incredibly carefree about life... she had no idea what was in store for her. And the one time he had called her on it, he had almost lost his job. That had been a few months after being hired. Joe hadn't talked about God with any of his colleagues since.

"... alright, then," she said carefully, a hint of worry flitting across her features. "Well, work hard." So saying, she adjusted the folders she was carrying and continued down the hall.

Joe shook his head as his boss walked away. How dare she condescend to appear worried?

His inherent anger at Ms. Harris was quickly dispelled by a sharp "bing-bong!" and he turned back to his computer. There, resting in his inbox, was a new e-mail from his West Coast girlfriend. Its subject was the banal "Re: how is it going," and Joe clicked on it without a second thought.

The e-mail's contents were far less banal than its subject.
