
  
    [image: Symbiont]
  


  
    
      Symbiont

      An Alien Time Travel Romance

    

    
      
        Enid Titan

      

    

    
      Enid Titan

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Also by Enid Titan

      

      
        Free Offer

      

    

    
      
        1. The Guardian

      

      
        2. Triple Shot Espresso

      

      
        3. Dementia

      

      
        4. I Told You So

      

      
        5. Chronon

      

      
        6. We’ll Dance As Long As You Want

      

      
        7. His Hand On My Back

      

      
        8. Chase The Girl

      

      
        9. He’s Not A Serial Killer

      

      
        10. Chronax

      

      
        11. In Five Days

      

      
        12. Was He Creepy?

      

      
        13. The Rules Of Time Travel

      

      
        14. 2394

      

      
        15. Learning Zel’s Secret

      

      
        16. Short End Of The Stick

      

      
        17. The Kiss

      

      
        18. The Overseer: Lan Li

      

      
        19. Botanical Gardens

      

      
        20. It’s Wrong To Kill People

      

      
        21. She Won’t Fear Me At All

      

      
        22. I Could Fuck Her For Hours

      

      
        23. Not One Man, But Two

      

      
        24. Return To My Time

      

      
        25. She’ll Come Back

      

      
        26. Every Killer, Every Devil

      

      
        27. That Bitch Tricked Me

      

      
        28. Blond Southern Prep

      

      
        29. You Brought A Human Guest

      

      
        30. Echoes

      

      
        31. Womanizer

      

      
        32. Staying Out Of Trouble

      

      
        33. Heated Reunion

      

      
        34. Defense

      

      
        35. I’m Ready

      

      
        36. Who Will Be Worse

      

      
        37. The Signal Disappears

      

      
        38. Doctor Mackie

      

      
        39. Party In The High Court

      

      
        40. The Dark Prince Regent

      

      
        41. Stowaway

      

      
        42. Earth, 1985

      

      
        43. Brooklyn

      

      
        44. We Cannot Run Forever

      

      
        45. Yx

      

      
        46. The Steward

      

      
        47. Pho

      

      
        48. Die On Purpose

      

      
        49. Do You Still Love Me?

      

    

    
      
        FREE SHORT STORY

      

      
        An Invitation

      

      
        Late Summer ‘95

      

      
        The Basement

      

      
        New Earth

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        ISBN: 9798656977494

      

        

      
        Copyright © 2020 by Enid Titan

        All rights reserved.

        No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        Cover designed by Enid Titan Designs

        enid@enidtitan.com

      

      

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
        An alien fell through time to Earth, 2020 where he met the physicist about to discover time travel.

        Bay Mackie isn't your typical physicist.

        Armed with combat boots, a killer glare, and fishnet tights, when she meets the time-traveling alien, Zel, she knows exactly what to do...

        Follow him on his adventures through space and time.

        She can always defend her Ph.D. thesis when she gets back.

        There's only one problem. Zel's secret.

        Bay doesn't know that Zel is more than what he seems.

        As their feelings for each other develop, Zel can't hide the truth.

        Bay has to make a choice: return to Earth or run across the universe with an alien she barely knows.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Author’s Note

      

      

      Thank you very much for picking up this book and for reading the series. This journey may be at an end, but there will definitely be more from Enid Titan in the future.

      Join our Facebook group to stay posted on all the new happenings in Enid Titan’s Alpha Quadrant book universe:

      https://www.facebook.com/groups/576902753161164/
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            The Guardian

          

        

      

    

    
      ZEL

      Fire. Burning titanium. Melting. Melting. No gravity in the ship as it crashes. Falling through time sucks the air out of you. I clutch my chest as if I can will the creature wrapped around my heart to save me. Save us. Save its own ass. Symbiotes need us for so much and we need them when we fall. Instead, the symbiote sings.

      I think I knew this song in another life. There was an old lady who swallowed a fly. I don’t know why she swallowed a fly. Perhaps she’ll die.

      I need not speak to communicate with the symbiote but we’re falling fast and while my stomach drops, he’s calm and singing and I can’t fucking think with his damned singing.

      “Can you shut up or help me!?”

      Hold on tight, Zel. Hold on tight.

      “I don’t need to hold on! We need to make sure this ship doesn’t crash in the wrong timeline.”

      I told you we didn’t have enough chronon to make the vessel. What do I know? I’ve only lived eight lifetimes. 

      Shit! Another fire breaks out on the console and I hear metal ripping as the ship falls through the atmosphere of some planet. I only hope it’s the right one. My readings make no sense. The dates, the times, the eras flutter past me like colors on a slot machine. Only one planet in this system has enough chronon to power my ship and such little alien contact that I can go undetected.

      I slam the lever down and Ro laughs and laughs in my head. Eight lifetimes and that creature is fucking insane.

      I can hear you…

      That creature. It’s a part of me. Not part of me. We are the same. We’ll die without each other, even if I’m sure now the symbiote wishes the Keepers wrapped it around any other heart but mine. 

      “We won’t survive the crash.”

      Min wasn’t this anxious.

      His previous host, Min. I scoff.

      “Min wasn’t this anxious because he was a born pilot. I only learned how to fly this damn contraption a year ago.”

      Hang tight, Zel. Weeeeeee! 

      My skin’s burning. I leap back from the panel, a buildup to another explosion whirring around me. The ripping ship catapults me to the other end of it and I grab onto what I can and run my sensor over the metal.

      “It’s going to blow!” I grunt.

      Talking to myself gets old. But I’m the Guardian. I will always be alone. For the rest of my life. Ro doesn’t respond and I cling to another handle on the wall before the ship flings me off and I hit my head, hard enough to knock me out. 

      I wake up, lungs thick with smoke and my heart pulsing. I can feel Ro. Still alive. I exhale a sigh of relief. A stream-of-consciousness runs parallel to mine, even when I’m unconscious. The symbiote writhes and my chest pushes outward as it rearranges its position. I sit up and look around. The fires are out, but the ship needs repairs. Desperately. I don’t know where we are yet. Or more importantly — when. 

      I groan as I get to my feet and approach the console.

      Yam had a tail, you know. She wasn’t Tlox. And I prefer to remain inside one of my own. But her body served its purpose...

      “Can you shut up for five seconds,” I mutter. I don’t need Ro yapping about when it used to be a dog for all of three months because of the Chronax pandemic. 

      You love me. You need me. Yeah, like I need the reminder. When you apply to become a symbiont, they don’t mention the constant chatter and how long it takes to adjust to the constant buzzing in our head.

      I brush the panel off. No sense of when we are. But the planet. We’re on the right planet. There’s only one way to find out when we are. Or where we are. The planet’s huge. It would be just my luck to have crash-landed in the middle of the ocean and have to deal with Tarfzon scavengers picking apart my ship for parts they can’t steal as easily from the land-dwellers.

      I push the door open. The first thing I notice about a time is the smell. Planets smell differently. That’s obvious. But times on different planets have their own smell. We’re in America. At least that’s what it’s called in this time. America in the 1500s smells like sweet pine. In the 1950s, cigarette smoke. And now, it smells like asphalt and… marijuana. Their drug of choice in the 20s. The 2020s, that is. Before shit hits the fan. So I’m not too far off from where I should have landed. Only a couple hundred years. 

      Based on the ship’s damages, I’ll be here for a week. I don’t know what draws the ship to different times as it crashes, but something yanked us here with a magnetic pull. All the ship has to do is sit here and it will draw chronon energy. We must be somewhere old. Somewhere with hundreds of years of history for the ship to draw energy from. Or somewhere with other time travelers. That would be a bigger problem. 

      2020. Before I step out of the threshold, changing my appearance makes sense. I step into the shifter and trade smooth gray skin for pale, freckled skin that matches the pigment of my red hair. At least this planet has redheads, so I fit in without changing my hair pigment. Zel Ro. That name might work here too. One week and I can do whatever I want here. Earth technically falls under my protection as Guardian, but out of all the planets in the quadrant, it’s the least interesting.

      Now clothes. With the door open, you’d think people notice, but to them, the ship looks like a regular townhouse, blending in perfectly with the rest. Clothes. Leather pants with a cord for a belt. A white tank and leather jacket. A little dated, but cool and aloof enough not to attract any unnecessary attention. I made the mistake once of wearing a bodysuit too soon. 

      Earth… it smells the same. The last time I was here was with Xan. She had fun with all the sailors. Too many sailors, if you ask me. She danced at a nightclub with them. Then the bombs dropped. This lot. Always dropping bombs. Bombs away. Bomber jacket. Have you considered — Coffee! 

      I smirk. Ro likes coffee, so I like coffee too. When you come to Earth in the 2020s, you’d be a fool not to try the coffee. Washington, D.C. June 2020. And we follow our nose toward coffee.
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            Triple Shot Espresso

          

        

      

    

    
      ZEL

      Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled peppers. They raised Xan here before joining. She had far more training as the Guardian because of her assigned time period. Post-Corp Earth was a mess. But the 20s. Ah, the twenties. The second boom. The last good years. They really were. Go somewhere with espresso. We need espresso. Then that little heart of yours can go boom-boom-boom. Girls. Earth has magnificent women. Will we make love, Zel? Oh, I know you did before joining. But since her? We don’t intend to spend our entire life without making love again just because...  

      I can’t stop thinking about her even when I’m not thinking about her. Ro trails off into an equally annoying stream of consciousness and I push open the door to an independent coffee shop near the Catholic University. It’s packed, naturally. Our thoughts and actions are one, really. I can’t blame Ro for overthinking. We’re both over-thinkers. And Ro has more life to think about. 

      “What can I get for you, sir?”

      “Uh… A triple shot of espresso on ice.”

      “Whoa! Late night?” she chirps.

      She’s a beautiful one. Full lips. Chocolate hair. I wonder what her tits look like. 

      “Uh. Yeah. I guess so.”

      “Name?”

      “Zel.”

      “Nice name. Is that Irish?”

      Strange question.

      “Uh… yes.”

      “Nice. I like the hair. You know, my grandma’s Irish. That’ll be $3.99.”

      I reach into my pocket and tap my card to her screen. 

      “Thank you, have a splendid day, Zel!”

      You numbskull! She wanted to ask us out. She wanted us to eat, drink and breathe her slit. She wanted us to bury our face in her tits and run our tongue along her nipples. We’ll never have sex again at this rate. Even the damned canine, Yam, showed more of an interest in procreation.

      Unfortunately, I have those memories. 

      I shut Ro’s thoughts out and lean against a café wall to wait for the drink. There are too many orders ahead of mine and if time travel has one impact, it makes you impatient. I scan the café when I see a woman sitting alone next to the window. My vision is significantly better than human vision. I can make out what she’s writing on the page. She scrunches her nose and fixates on mathematics that shouldn’t be possible for a woman of her time.

      A time traveler? No. Time travelers have a visible aura, and she doesn’t. So how does she… 

      A lumbering oaf pushes past me and sits with the woman. She doesn’t look up.

      “Hey, lil mama. What you doin’ here?”

      “I’m not your lil' mama,” she grumbles.

      He’s bothering her. She doesn’t notice me watching and I don’t notice the barista call “Zel” because Miss Advanced Physics appears uncomfortable and I can’t look away.

      “I was wondering if you wanted to go out with me. I’ll pay for your coffee.”

      “Does it look like I can’t pay for my coffee?”

      “There’s no need to be rude.”

      “Rude? I’m rude? Do you think bothering innocent women in café’s makes you a nice guy?”

      “Ugly bitch,” he huffs, swiping his hand across the table and taking her books with it.

      I storm over there and hover over them both. The woman looks up at me as if she can see through my shifted features, which she can’t. But her gaze pierces me.

      “Is this man bothering you?”

      “What? You want to join him and you think saving the day will make you look better?”

      I ignore her sharp comment. She’s smart not to trust me. 

      “The lady doesn’t want you talking to her. So beat it.”

      The guy looks me up and down and scurries off. Compared to most humans, I have a physical appearance that says “don’t fuck with me”. Standing at 6’5” and having muscles like mine makes all the difference. I pick her books up and set them on the table.

      “I don’t want to bother you. You looked like you needed help.”

      “Sorry for my attitude. I’m used to guys around here hitting on me when I only want to work.”

      “I understand.”

      “You can sit for a moment…”

      I can’t resist the offer.

      “You’re studying theory of time travel.”

      She raises an eyebrow.

      “Yes… How did you know that?”

      “Your papers.”

      She scoffs.

      “You understand quantum physics?”

      “A little.”

      There’s no reason to let everyone I know recognize I’m an alien. The barista realizes I’m not getting up, and she skips out with my espresso. 

      “Thanks,” I say.

      “You’re welcome, Zel.”

      The woman sitting across from me grins.

      “She’s sweet on you.”

      “Hm?”

      “The barista. She had a smile all over her face. Zel. Is that your real name?”

      “Yes.”

      “I always give a fake name here. I’m Bay.”

      “Is that your actual name, or a fake name?”

      She laughs, and it sounds like music.

      “Actual name. I’m trying to get some work done. My thesis defense is in a few weeks. You aren’t from around here. New York?”

      “How do you know I’m not from around here?”

      The best way to deal with questions is to ask another question in return.

      “Leather jacket. It’s June in D.C.”

      She giggles and flings blue hair out of her face. 

      “I’m not warm.”

      “Speak for yourself. I can’t stand it out there. I spend as much time as possible in the air conditioning.”

      “Hm.”

      “You say very little, Zel. What are you, a student?”

      “No.”

      “I assumed you studied physics.”

      She’s beautiful. We should ask her on a date. Imagine how much fun we’d have. We could take her with us when we leave. We only have a week. 

      “You’re lost in thought,” she says, adjusting her metal glasses frames. 

      In this primitive point in Earth’s history, they still wear glasses. Bay looks delightfully old-fashioned and the fact that the split parts of myself agree on her attractiveness…

      “I’d better go.”

      “Sure. I have to work on this proof.”

      “Yes. Perhaps you could correct your third line. You forgot to divide by the imaginary number.”

      “Huh?”

      Her nose scrunches as she examines the paper with her neat, handwritten equations. 

      Good. That was an excellent move. It’ll work out for us nicely. Women love when men correct them.
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            Dementia

          

        

      

    

    
      BAY

      I think this guy is flirting and I don’t mind. He has weird tattoos, like spots along his neck and shoulders. But otherwise, he’s cute.  Pale, but with a shock of red hair like Prince Harry. And his trimmed beard highlights his angular jawline. Better than Prince Harry. I thought he was flirting with me until he corrected me. Every guy knows that women hate being corrected. Especially women in science. I didn’t fight my way to this PhD program to have some guy off the street correct my math.

      “What do you mean it’s wrong?”

      “Check your math, Bay. I don’t think you triple checked it.”

      His expression isn’t more smug than any other guy, but I’m checking and he’s right and this pisses me off.

      “Thanks for your help, but I didn’t ask for your opinion,” I snap.

      He slurps on his espresso and shrugs.

      “You’re the one defending a thesis. I figured you’d appreciate the help.”

      “I don’t. And I’m sorry, Zel, but I have to get back to work.”

      “Suit yourself.”

      “Okay, I’m sorry, what is your problem?”

      “What?”

      “Suit yourself. You have this pompous tone of voice and I don’t really get it.”

      “My apologies.”

      He’s fucking with me, with that overly pretentious tone. I scowl.

      “Yeah. Cool.”

      I stuff my books and papers into my tote bag.

      “Are you leaving?” he asks. 

      He sounds disappointed. I guess he’s waiting for another chance to correct my work. Bloody liar. He’s pretending that he’s not a physics student, but no one off the street understands quantum physics well enough to correct my work. Hell, I’m going off on a limb here trying to prove that time travel isn’t only possible, it’s within reach for humans.

      I leave a tip on the table for the barista and storm off. If Cade were there, she’d tell me I’m too sensitive and that I’ll never find a boyfriend like this. Girls with doctorates in physics don’t need boyfriends, I’d remind her. I look over my shoulder as I leave the café and I swear, Zel is staring at me. Ugh. Typical city weirdo. Who wears leather pants in June? A freak, that’s who. 

      Before I go home to Cade, I have to buy clothes for a party this weekend. Cade made me promise I wouldn’t wear one of my “freaky goth outfits” but it’s only because she wants to set me up with some normie guy who listens to Post Malone or something. Ew. Not my type. If I had a type, which I don’t, because I care way more about school than dating, it would be unattainable guys. Basketball players. Athletes. Professors who look like Indiana Jones in Raiders of the Lost Ark. The dudes that girls who wear platform Doc Martens don’t date. 

      Dementia works at my favorite boutique today. Her name isn’t really Dementia, but she’s super into the goth world and the nickname stuck. I think Bay is edgy enough for me. Dementia greets me at the door with a smile and a hug.

      “Your dress is ready, my beautiful raven.”

      “Cool.”

      “I have the palo santo for Cade too if you want to pick that up.”

      “She told me if you had any to add an amethyst crystal to the order. She’s trying to do some kind of spell on Theodore.”

      “Ew? Why does she still care about him?”

      “I do not understand.”

      “He’s so normcore it’s disgusting,” Dementia whispers, smacking her black lipstick and reaching for the box with my handmade black dress. 

      I open the box and gasp.

      “It’s beautiful. Can I try it on in the back?”

      “Go ahead.” 

      Dementia leans over on the counter and taps into her phone with her ridiculously long coffin shaped black nails. She chuckles at a meme. Or maybe she’s trolling message boards again. I take the dress into the room and peel away the paper. 

      I look at my reflection and wonder when the bags beneath my eyes took up permanent residence on my face. I touch my cheeks and slip out of my black crop top, baggy black pants and Docs. I measure my blue locs in the mirror against the small of my tawny back.

      Nice. They’ve grown another inch. The dress is a size 10, a little bigger than I normally wear, but since grad school, I’ve put on a few pounds. Not like I mind. The bodice laces up the front like a corset and pushes my boobs out so they sit like a shelf across my torso.

      Yup. Cade will definitely kill me when she sees this, but I can’t contain my smile. If I wear the dress with my platform boots and twist my locs up like Sailor Moon, I’ll look amazing. At least to me. Cade will probably point out that dressing punk is why I can’t “keep a guy”. Whatever. No guy worth keeping will judge me for who I really am.

      “The dress is perfect!” I call to Dementia.

      “I knew it would be!” she sings.

      I change back into my regular clothes and stuff the dress back in the box. I swipe my card and can’t contain my satisfaction. I can’t wait for the party now. My phone rings outside the boutique.

      “Hello?”

      “You’re late, Bay.”

      “I am?”

      “I had to give your appointment to someone else.”

      “Shit! What day is it?”

      “Thursday. We have the same appointment every week.”

      “I got carried away. I’m sorry, Doctor Morton.”

      “Can we reschedule to tomorrow?”

      “Yeah. Sure.”

      “3 p.m.?”

      “No problem.”

      I hung up. 

      Shit! I forgot therapy. It was a type of forgetting, anyway. The kind of forgetting that happens when you don’t want to face something and your mind kindly edits information out to protect you. My PhD advisor recommended I see the counselor when she found out I slept on a wooden board until I ran away. I try not to let details like that slip and when it came out she had this sad look on her face like I was an injured baby bird. 

      It’s not that big of a deal. Tons of kids sleep on wooden boards. I think. I don’t know. My parents raised us around other kids like me. And I was fine. I was normal. There was nothing that fucked up about it. No more fucked up than anyone else’s life.  
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            I Told You So

          

        

      

    

    
      BAY

      I freeze as I approach my stoop. He’s standing there. The redhead. What was his name? Zel. He smirks as he sees me and brushes his leather jacket off. How the fuck does he know where I live.

      “What the fuck are you doing here?”

      He leans forward and flicks my nose with his finger.

      “I told you so,” he says and sticks his hands in his pockets, walking off. I’m so stunned that I don’t follow him. I don’t move a muscle I watch him as he disappears around the corner. What the fuck?!

      Before I can say anything, he’s gone. Cade pushes our door open.

      “Where the fuck were you?!”

      “I-I got held up.”

      “You look like you’ve seen a ghost. What’s wrong with you?”

      “Nothing. I’m fine.”

      “Did you get an outfit for the party? Oh my goodness, Bay snap out of it.”

      “Huh? Yeah. And Dementia gave me your stuff too.”

      Cade raises an eyebrow.

      “You got your party outfit from Dementia?”

      “Yeah…”

      “I told you not to get anything too goth.”

      “It’s who I am, Cade.”

      “You are twenty-six. You aren’t goth. You’re like… almost a Doctor.”

      “If I can defend my thesis to a bunch of old ass white guys who don’t think a black woman can do physics.”

      “You can do physics! I think. I don’t know what you do. What is your thesis about again?”

      “Quantum physics. I don’t want to talk about it.”

      “Trust me, I don’t want to talk about it either. It’s crazy how you dress so cool, but you like a subject as boring as physics. Yuck!”

      “You think I dress cool then?”

      “Yes. But it’s not that kind of party where you want to walk in looking like Lady Lilith.”

      “Why are you so stressed out about this dumb party again?”

      “Timmy will be there,” Cade coos.

      I roll my eyes.

      “Aren’t you tired of letting these noodle ass white boys play you?”

      “Um, let’s get one thing straight, he’s not a noodle.”

      “He is. He Juuls. He works for a literary magazine. He folds his beanie up. And he goes on dumb rants about overthrowing the bourgeoisie. His parents own a private prison.”

      “Well, he doesn’t own the private prison!” Cade squeaked weakly.

      “Did he text you or something?”

      Cade pouts.

      “If I tell you, you’ll only judge me.”

      “Hit me with your best shot, you lunatic,” I say as I sling my bag off my shoulder and flop down on our couch, leaving my platform shoes at the door.

      “Ok. He texted me and he said that if I submit my poetry this month, he thinks I might get chosen.”

      “That’s not a promise.”

      “I know but like… if I flirt with him and one thing leads to another, maybe I’ll have a better shot.”

      “Sleeping with your ex to get a poem in a magazine? That’s a new one.”

      “Can you stop judging so much? Geez.”

      “You’re right. You and Theodore belong together.”

      “I’m not saying we belong together. You know, there’s a guy at the literary mag who’s coming to the party. I think you two would go really nicely together. He’s black too.”

      “So you know nothing about him except he’s black and you want to play match maker because I’m also black?”

      Cade rolled her eyes.

      “Don’t go all social justice on me, Bay.”

      “Is he cute?”

      Cade grinned.

      “Very. He looks like Alfie Enoch.”

      “Hm.”

      “You should give him a chance. He’s smart.”

      I want to ask Cade if he is quantum physics smart, but doing that might make me seem like an asshole. I can’t limit my dating pool to physicists, duh. But my physics degree and pending PhD usually intimidate guys. Dudes think they want smart girls, but they want girls that are smart enough to make them look good, but not so smart that they’re overshadowed.

      I’ve been here before. Cade seems excited. Maybe this Alfie-Enoch-lookalike is worth a shit. 

      “Fine. I’ll talk to him or whatever.”

      “Yay! Now can I see your dress?”

      I show her my dress, and Cade is appropriately disapproving. We have dinner together while watching reruns of 90 Day Fiancé, a horribly basic show that I watch because Cade’s not only my roommate, she’s my best friend. And you watch shitty TV shows with someone when they’re your best friend. If only I could get her to go to a punk concert with me in exchange. Cade’s afraid of “all the spikes”. I get it. I’m not for everyone.

      I wipe off my black eyeliner, wrap my locs in a headscarf and slide into bed. A troubling thought crosses my mind before I fall asleep. That man at the café. How the hell did he know where I lived? Cade’s asleep in her room when I tiptoe out into the living room and double-check the front door. You never know how dedicated a creep can get to breaking and entering.

      Whatever. I bought a medieval mace replica at a Ren fair last summer and I know how to use it. It can’t be that hard, right? I slip into bed and fall asleep, and there’s no creep.

      “I told you so?”

      What the hell does that mean. I wake up thinking about him, which I can’t afford to for long. What a weird guy. I have to get work done and then sleep before the party. Cade comes into my room in the early afternoon.

      “Are you sure you don’t want to wear something more revealing?”

      “Huh?”

      “To the party. I mean, Theodore’s friend is really hot. I heard he has a septum piercing. So maybe he’s punk rock or whatever like you.”

      I doubt it. 

      “I’m sure.”

      “Why not? You never wear revealing clothes, even when it’s summer. Did you… did you ever… you know...”

      She drags her index finger across her wrists, and my stomach flips. I know what she’s asking, but I don’t have the answer she wants.

      “No. I never cut.”

      But my body’s covered in scars. The ones on my back will never go away. And the one on my inner thigh still hurts once in a while. Cade doesn’t know about those. 

      “I’m just a regular goth, Cade. It’s not a big deal. Is it time to get ready yet?”

      “Yup. The venue is so fucking cool. They found this old ass abandoned building and they’re converting it for the rave. It’s sick. I heard it’s the oldest building in D.C.”

      “Isn’t the oldest building in D.C. a museum or something?”

      “Come on, Bay. You can’t believe everything you read on the internet. The government, like, wants to keep it low key since rich people want to develop it into luxury condos. So this could be like our last chance to party with ghosts or whatever.”

      “As long as there’s liquor, I’ll go.”
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