No Ideas

    It was a cold winter night on Fourside, and J.M. was bored in front of the PC. “Let’s see what’s new on starmen.net” Said J.M. He wrote the homepage on the net bar and entered starmen.net. The first thing he saw was the name of the winners of the Halloween Funfest, and read that a Holiday Funfest was coming near, too. Then, J.M. had an idea! He was going to submit something to the Funfest and try his luck. But first he needed an idea.
   J.M. started to think what kind of things he could submit; Maybe Fanart? No! He was terrible at drawing! Fanimation? J.M. had no idea about how to make a Flash video! Well then, a Fanfic? Yes! That was the perfect idea. He was not very good at writing stories but he could at least make an attempt to write. 
   So, he was going to write a Fanfic, but about what? Or whom? It was a Holiday Funfest, so maybe Winters? Yeah! And Tony & Jeff would be the main characters! But now the problem was the story itself; what was going to happen? No! Maybe he should write about something else… Poo? J.M. had read many fanfics about Poo, and he generally didn’t understood the “american” customs, so a Fanfic about Poo indiferent to christmas probably wouldn’t be something new, but it was worth a try. The name of the fanfic was going to be… umm, Poo doesn’t understands christmas? No! Poo’s Holiday? Nope! Poo wants to go to Mars? Nooo! How Master Belch stole Christmas? Poo’s 12 Christmas’ days? That was getting tiring! Suddenly J.M. got an idea! Yes! Starstorm Christmas! Good enough! And the plot was… a Starstorm on Christmas day on Dalaam? That idea was kind of idiot… Nell! Back to the beginning, then.
   Maybe he could create the perfect love story for Ness and Paula on Christmas! But he wasn’t romantic, he wasn’t good at writing love stories and he always thought that the people that wrote love stories and soap operas scripts never seemed to get out of their homes to see reality.

   J.M. reviewed all of his ideas, maybe he could use How Master Belch stole Christmas! No! That was a very old cliché and maybe he could get sued. Sold out ideas! He was desperate! Even got a headache! J.M. just sat on the floor frustrated about his “great” imagination, if he even had a little bit of imagination, and thought.
   After watching my posibilities and thinking about them very carefully and reviewing my ideas, I, Foursider, wrote this fanfic.

