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Chapter 1: Pulse

	The train slowed and things shifted. Katie sat up in her seat and looked out the window. She had been watching everything from that same window since switching trains in Chicago. The sky above Mist City was grey. It looked like it was about to rain and the ground was wet because it already had.

	The wheels screeched and the train came to a stop at Mist City Station.

	People stood and stretched and gathered their things while instructions crackled out of an overhead speaker. Katie listened while people lined up in the aisle.

	She reached over and grabbed her backpack off the seat next to her. For five days, it only had two purposes. To help Katie take up as much space as possible and to keep people away.

	Now, its only purpose was to hold her possessions. It wasn't holding much, but it was holding everything she had.

	She waited for most of the passengers to clear out of the aisle before she made her way to the end of the car and stepped off of the train.

	The train station was busy with people who were either walking with purpose or moving out of each other's way. Katie wanted to get away from all of it for a few minutes so that she could hear herself think and maybe figure some shit out.

	She pogoed herself through staggered crowds of people and found a quiet corner. She sat on the cement ground and rummaged through her backpack. She wasn't sure if she would have any luck finding a cigarette. She was like, beyond fucking surprised when she found one hidden inside of a pack that had been crushed under all of her things.

	Fuck.

	She stood up and brushed the ass of her jeans off with her hands. She looked around for someone with a lighter. Smokers recognize smokers. She found someone to ask right away.

	The person handed Katie their lighter.

	Katie lit her cigarette and handed the lighter back to them.

	They walked away.

	"Thanks," Katie said with the lit cigarette half-pressed between her lips. She put her arms through the straps of her backpack, slid them over her shoulders, and followed the exit signs until she was outside.

	There was one street in front of the train station. She figured that was probably a good place to start walking. She stepped out onto the sidewalk and the city hit her. Neon everywhere. Red, orange, yellow, green, blue, purple--hot pink--queers welcome!, genderfuck you!, sex-positive!, punk!, grrrls! The city was fucking screaming!

	A raindrop hit Katie--smack--right in the eyeball. She closed her eye and rubbed her eyelid with the back of her hand. Her vision cleared and she started walking.

	It was raining at a steady pace and Katie's cigarette was getting wet. She cupped it in her hand. She thought it felt super awkward to hold it that way, but it worked. It kept most of her cigarette dry, at least.

	She paused on a street corner and took a deep breath. The wind changed direction and the city smelled sour. It changed direction again and the city smelled sweet. Katie smiled because it meant that she could breathe again.

	It started raining harder. Katie took shelter under the awning of a tall building and hoped the raindrops would slow down. She expected the city to refuse her or to tell her that she didn't belong there, but it never did.

	Katie stayed there under the awning until the rain turned into a mist and then she stepped out onto the sidewalk again. She walked for what seemed like a very long time. She walked past graffiti-covered walls and under bridges. Shivering and drenched, she dropped her backpack, unzipped it, and pulled out a black hoodie.

	Katie had been wearing the same clothes for a week and they weren't even hers. Her hair was wet and wild. The pink streaks twisted with the darker hair and the strands clumped together and clung to her cheeks. She combed through it with her fingers, grabbed the hood of her jacket, and raised it up over her head. Katie zipped the jacket up to her neck, adjusted the backpack straps on her shoulders again, and walked some more.

	The puddles made their way up her jeans. Each leg was like a wick. Every shift of her weight forced water to sssseep out of--and ssssuck back into her black Converse Chucks.

	Katie walked past second-hand stores and street art and small shops. She saw two women kissing on the sidewalk. They smiled at her when she got closer. Katie smiled back and kept walking. The women held hands and turned down a different street.

	Katie spotted a coffeehouse on the corner and crossed the street. She slipped in through the door behind a group of people to have a quick look inside. There were rainbow flags hanging on the walls and posters that said Queer Safe Space behind the front counter. The people sitting at the tables looked like they were happy to be there. "Me and My Charms" by Kristin Hersh was playing at a volume that was almost too quiet underneath all of the voices, but Katie heard it.

	Katie stood there for a few minutes before she noticed the message board on the wall. She wasn't sure how she missed it when she first walked in. It was huge! She skimmed over the dozens of flyers that were attached to the board in just about as many different ways. Piano lessons--staples. Dog walkers--thumb tacks. Flea markets--paper clips. Punk shows--duct tape. And there it was! A bright yellow flyer.

	Roommate Wanted! Must Be Queer/Ally/Open!!!!!

	There was another flyer taped to the corner of that flyer. It was pink.

	Dykes Do It Better!!!!! This Friday Night @ The Velvet Kitty Cat Club!

	Katie tore the flyers down in one big motion. Frrrrip. She folded them up and shoved them into the front pocket of her backpack.

	She left the coffeehouse in search of a payphone. The rain was hitting everything pretty hard, but no one seemed to mind. Katie didn't see anyone with an umbrella.

	Katie crossed one street and then she crossed the next. She got lost in the bricks on the sidewalk and followed the lines in between them. She skipped over imaginary boundaries and stopped to look at a slug. She crouched and watched the slug kind of ooze down the sidewalk.

	A person walked by and she straightened up until they passed. She looked at the slug again.

	For a little while, she forgot all about the reasons she had for getting on the train.

	Katie finally found a payphone and reached into her bag. She pulled the flyers out and unfolded them. She kept the roommate flyer open, put the other one back, and found some change in her front pocket.

	Fucking perfect.

	The change trickled down the coin slot and Katie dialed the numbers that were printed on the flyer. Her hands shook while she held the receiver up to her ear.

	"I can't do this," she whispered to herself.

	She was about to hang up when someone answered.

	"Hello?"

	"Um," Katie stumbled. "The flyer, um, sorry. Hi! Are you looking for a roommate?"

	"Yeah, that's us! Do you want to come by and see the place?" the person on the other end asked.

	"Sure!"

	"The address is 11 NW Ashcroft Street. We are all home right now. Rare event. Can you come over right now? My name is Drew, by the way!"

	"Yes, I can! Uh--I'm Katie." She found the nub of an eyeliner pencil in her pocket and she used it to scribble the address down on an empty cigarette pack.

	"Okay! See you soon!" Drew hung up first.

	Katie asked the next person who walked by for directions. It turned out that she was only a few blocks away.

	Katie took a right onto NW Ashcroft Street. Instead of shops and people and crowded spaces, there were houses and fences and trees. The sound of the rain drowned out all of the noisy echoes of the city.

	Katie followed a line of puddles and jumped over every other one. She thought about her little sister, Lily. Lily loved to jump over puddles. Katie got lost in her thoughts and suddenly she felt very homesick.

	Shake it the fuck off.

	Katie saw the number eleven on a house up ahead. It was on a two-story dark blue craftsman with white shutters. Ivy covered the corner post of the front porch. The yard wasn't small, but it was overrun with willow trees, wildflowers, and moss. It looked like something right out of a fairy tale.

	She started up the stone walkway and the front door opened, like the house was welcoming her.

	"You made it!" The person in the doorway was already smiling, like they had been hoping that she would.

	"I made it!" Katie threw her arms up in the air in a victory sign. Her fingers were spread open at the top of the V.

	"Ohhh, yep. And you're funny!" The person in the doorway stepped out onto the porch.

	"Drew?" she guessed.

	"Yes! Come in--please. Dry off and hang out with us for a little while!"

	Drew had these big dark eyes and messy dirty-blonde hair that almost went down to his chin. He was wearing jeans that were a little baggy on him. They were worn out in one knee and fraying at the bottom. He was standing there in brown corduroy slippers, which for some reason made Katie trust him immediately.

	"Oh, wait! I forgot about my shoes!!" Katie twisted her face and wrinkled her nose and slid both of her Chucks off. She turned them upside down and held them like that. Water poured out of both of them and then it trickled until it dripped. Katie shook them out and left them there, upside down on the edge of the porch.

	Drew held the front door open for her and she stepped inside. The house was messy like it was lived in, but it wasn't dirty. There were some boots by the door that had fallen on top of each other on a shoe mat.

	Katie followed Drew to the right and they were in the kitchen.

	The kitchen was orange and everything in it looked like it was from the 1950s. There was a lot of chrome and a lot of red all over the walls and the floor was black and white and checkered.

	Paint brushes were drying on paper towels that were spread out over the counter. Two plants hung in the window above the sink. They vined out and trailed all the way down to the window ledge.

	A Formica and chrome table was pushed into the corner. The top of the table was red with sparkling silver flecks and there were three red vinyl chairs tucked in around it. Katie touched the table and then she touched one of the chairs. She remembered that she liked how it felt to touch things that weren't in a constant state of motion.

	Katie let her backpack slide from her shoulders. She set it down on the floor. She unzipped her hoodie and peeled it from her body. Drew took it from her. It was heavy and wet. He walked around her and hung it up on a hook by the door.

	"Come on in! We won't bite you--yet!"

	Katie didn't know where the voice came from but she felt it.

	She reached down for her backpack. It was soaked, but she slid her arms back through the straps and followed Drew past the kitchen. The floor went from checkered to hardwood and then they were in the living room.

	There was a woman on the couch. She had all of this red hair--it was curly and thick and falling down past her shoulders. There was nothing natural about the color, but it looked natural on her.

	Katie's hands felt strange at her sides. Idle.

	The woman was holding a cigarette the way people do when they've been holding cigarettes their whole lives.

	Then Katie saw the stars. Little purple ones, tattooed around both of her eyes. They looked like they belonged there.

	The dress came in after that. White, with little bunches of cherries printed all over it.

	She was barefoot and her feet were up on the couch.

	Katie was still wet and realized she was dripping all over the hardwood floor.

	"Oh, shit. I am, like, so sorry." Katie stopped looking at the woman's face before she was done with it.

	Drew walked away for a few seconds and came back with a kitchen towel. He handed it to her. "Don't even worry about it. This is for you."

	Katie used the towel to dry her hair and her face. She was quick and sloppy about it and then it seemed like she forgot what she was doing.

	She looked back at the woman on the couch. The tattoo sleeves came in pieces after that. She let her eyes move down one arm and lost track of where the tattoo ink ended and where it began.

	Fire up one arm, water up the other. Katie wanted to see more, but she wasn't going to get to do that right then.

	The woman took a drag off her smoke and watched the ember die down without looking at Katie.

	There was someone sitting on the floor in front of the couch.

	Katie noticed their hands first. Butch was tattooed across the back of one hand and Dyke was tattooed across the back of the other.

	"Hi, there! That's Lana and I'm Pax." A hand came up toward Katie.

	Katie was still holding the wet kitchen towel in her right hand, so she moved it to her left. She shook Pax's hand without looking away from the couch for long enough and immediately felt rude about that.

	She looked only at Pax and smiled. "Katie."

	"Oh, you're cute! You'll fit in just fine here," Pax said.

	Pax had short, black hair that was slicked back. It was longer on top than it was anywhere else. She was wearing a black, short sleeve button-down shirt with white piping throughout, a pair of cuffed, dark blue jeans, and a pair of black work boots. Tattoos poked out from everywhere under Pax's clothes. They were mostly old school, traditional style, flash art.

	"You here about the room?" Lana asked. Still not looking.

	Then she looked. Her eyes were some color that didn't have a name. They were somewhere between light green and light blue.

	"Yeah," Katie answered her, but it took everything she had to make the sound come out of her mouth.

	Lana grinned and Katie felt everything inside of her chest tighten up.

	Fuck.

	"Chair?" Drew was standing there smiling at Katie.

	Katie nodded at Drew. She slid her backpack off of her back and put it on the floor next to the chair--and then Katie sat down in it.

	Lana picked up an ashtray from the end table next to her. She put her cigarette out. She pulled another one out of a soft pack that was on the couch and lit it. The tip caught on fire and she blew it out and watched the red outline as it spread through the paper and faded.

	Pax sipped on something that was in a grey mug. Whatever it was smelled like warm apple pie.

	Fuck.

	Katie was so hungry and the smell made her stomach growl. It was so fucking loud. She was embarrassed and it made her body feel itchy. She hated that feeling.

	Drew sat in the chair right next to Katie. It matched the one she was in. It was brown and worn and told decades worth of stories. A cat came out of nowhere and almost ended up underneath Drew when he sat down. It hissed and yowled and looked at him and jumped down and ran away.

	Lana and Pax laughed.

	"Ha! Oh, that was Alley. Alley Cat! She lives here too! She has opinions about everything." Pax pointed in the direction the cat had gone in.

	"She's very judgmental." Lana tapped her cigarette on the ashtray until the ash fell.

	Drew fell into the chair and shook his head. He lit a joint that he'd apparently been holding this whole time and hit it. He passed it to Katie.

	Katie put it to her lips and took a hit and passed it across to Lana.

	Their fingers touched in the exchange.

	Katie caught her breath and covered it up with something that sounded like a cough.

	Fuck.

	The joint made its way around. Nobody said much. The rain pinged against the windows and Pax's mug threw off steam, and the room did what rooms do when people are just existing in them together.

	"Do you eat meat?" Drew asked Katie.

	"Yeah," Katie said.

	"Cool. Lana doesn't. Just so you know how things work around here." Pax elbowed Lana's leg playfully.

	Lana shooed Pax away.

	Katie looked over at Pax, who was watching her with this expression that wasn't quite a smile.

	"What?" Katie asked, with a similar expression.

	"Nothing," Pax said.

	Something in the room repositioned itself.

	The joint went around again and nobody asked Katie anything. She was relieved because there were questions she couldn't answer. They talked about the house and the neighborhood and whether or not the kitchen faucet was ever going to get fixed. Alley Cat reappeared from wherever she had been. She sat on Pax's lap and purred and settled there like she owned it.

	Lana looked at Katie through the smoke she had exhaled. "You ran from somewhere."

	Katie looked down at her hands. "Something like that."

	Lana nodded once and looked away. That was it. There was--like, so much silence.

	Katie couldn't handle the silence for much longer.

	Pax smiled at Lana and showed her teeth. One of her front teeth had a small chip in it and it was incredibly sexy for some reason.

	"I'm--gay," Katie blurted out.

	She didn't know why she did that, but she did.

	Pax gave Katie a thumbs up. Lana looked at Katie and took another drag off her smoke.

	"How old are you, Katie?" Drew asked.

	"I'll be twenty next month." Katie winced. She was worried that they would think she was just some dumb kid.

	There was silence again.

	"I turned twenty-eight last month. They're both twenty-two," Drew looked over at his two roommates who were now pinching and swatting at each other.

	Pax and Lana started wrestling on the couch. It looked like Lana was winning and that gave Katie a sense of satisfaction that she couldn't explain.

	Drew sighed. It was a deep sigh. It was the kind of sigh that only someone who had completely given up on a situation could pull off.

	"Why don't you have a look around the house, Katie? I promise you won't get lost. If you do, just yell and we'll find you. The two bedrooms that are up for grabs are upstairs, across from each other. Take a right at the top of the stairs. The rooms are at the end of the hallway."

	Katie picked her backpack up off the floor. It was still really wet, so she slung it over one shoulder. She walked around the living room and then up the wooden staircase that had been built in the middle of the house. She got to the top of the stairs and went to the right and down the hall, like Drew told her to. She stopped at the last two doors.

	Katie opened the door to the right. The room was big and square and had light blue walls. Katie backed out of the room and closed the door. She opened the door to the left. This one had little nooks and a massive window that looked out over the back yard. The window sill was so wide that it was kind of like a bench. A window seat! Katie imagined herself sitting there with a book.

	The room jutted around a corner and turned into--basically--two separate rooms. The plaster walls were painted a very light pink and a dark purple area rug covered a decent amount of the hardwood floor. A twin bed stretched against the farthest wall, tucked away, where no one could see it from the hallway.

	This one.

	* * * *

	The three roommates waited until they were sure that Katie could no longer hear them before they started discussing whether or not she would be living there.

	Lana tilted her head, trying to hear past the normal sounds of the house. The house was incapable of keeping secrets in its old age. She listened for Katie's footsteps until she couldn't hear them anymore.

	"So, do we know anything else about her--like, at all?" Lana asked.

	Drew was very quiet. He was certain that Katie had been sent to them by the universe. Not that he believed in things like that, but there was something about her that felt like she belonged to them.

	"Well, we know that she's one of us."

	Pax's words hit the three of them hard. They sat together for a few minutes in complete silence and thought about the girl upstairs.

	They saw the look in Katie's eyes. The look that screamed of sadness, but had elements of drowning and loss to it. That look reminded them of everything they had each been through.

	They knew what it felt like. They had also been forced to shrink themselves and apologize for taking up too much space. Any space. All space, no matter how small it was.

	They knew that Katie had nothing but the backpack she was carrying around with her. She kept it close, like there was something precious inside of it. She even took it with her when she went upstairs to look at the bedrooms. They knew that backpack and whatever was inside of it was literally all that Katie had.

	They had all been that person. They still were that person to some degree.

	"She's one of us," Lana repeated what Pax said. "That's good enough for me." Lana stretched her legs out and her body sunk deeper into the couch.

	Drew sat up straighter. "I'm good with her living here."

	"We'll figure everything out later." Pax got up from the floor and sat on the couch next to Lana. "She just needs a place to land."

	* * * *

	Katie walked around some parts of the second floor twice. She saw everything and nothing. She was exhausted from her trip and it was difficult to focus. She was about to head back down the stairs when she heard footsteps coming up.

	"So, what do you think of the house?" Drew's dark eyes got all wide. He raised his eyebrows and left them that way until she answered him.

	"I have no money--I have no--" Katie felt sick before the words had a chance to become more.

	Drew relaxed his face. "It's okay. We know, Katie."

	"Do you mean that I can live here?" Katie asked.

	"You already do." Drew put his hand on Katie's shoulder.

	Katie fought back all the tears she had been holding in. She wanted to tell Drew how much this meant to her. She wanted to tell him about everything that had happened.

	The three of them were the first people she had really spoken to since she left. Like, since before she got on the train.

	But Katie had no words for the things that had happened yet, or if she did, she wasn't able to say any of them out loud. She was tired in a way she wasn't used to. And she was so fucking hungry. It was difficult to sort things out right then.

	"Which room are you taking? Did you decide?" The sound of Drew's voice brought Katie back around.

	"Can I have that one?" Katie pointed to the door that opened up to the room with the light pink plaster walls and the jutting.

	Drew told Katie that the room was all hers, and then he yelled down to Pax and Lana and told them to come up.

	When they got there, Katie was already sprawled out on the twin bed against the wall and she had a big ass smile on her face.

	"That smile, though." Pax shook her head and beamed.

	Katie swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood up.

	The three roommates walked out into the hall and conspired outside of Katie's door.

	They set out in different directions. They were on a mission to find things. They came back right away with two towels and some blankets. They left again and came back with a few pillows, a bar of soap, and some clothes for her to wear.

	Drew told her that she could use whatever she needed. He showed her how to work the bathroom faucets. There were a few tricks when it came to the plumbing because it was such an old house. Some things were backwards and some things weren't. Some things simply didn't work at all.

	Pax told Katie that they would leave her so that she could shower and get situated. They would be back later.

	Katie took a very long, hot shower. After she warmed up under the water, she figured out that it was the best place to cry.

	She sat down on the floor of the bathtub, wrapped her arms around her knees, and held herself. The water hit the back of her head and made dozens of little waterfalls that mixed with her tears and snot and spilled down over the front of her. Katie sobbed. She couldn't remember a time she ever cried that hard.

	She had been holding her tears back for almost a week straight, but she had been holding back much more than that for a lot longer.

	When she was done crying, at least for the time being, she slowly stood up and washed her body and her hair.

	The smell of the shampoo made her start to cry again, but she didn't know why. She stayed under the water until she was done and then she washed herself again.

	She got out of the shower and dried off. She put someone's grey jogging pants on and then she pulled someone else's bright yellow T-shirt over her head. The pants were long. The shirt was, too.

	Katie didn't care that the clothes were too big on her. She was just happy to be wearing something that was warm and dry and clean.

	She made up her new bed with the blankets and the pillows her roommates had given her to use. She found a green and tan diamond-pattern afghan on a shelf in her otherwise empty closet. It was neatly folded and it smelled good, so she decided to use it. Katie gave it a quick shake and put it on top of the bed.

	Drew and Pax came back to Katie's room and asked her if she wanted to hang out. They both had their hands behind them like they were hiding something. They were!

	Pax handed Katie a bowl of ramen.

	Drew handed Katie a fork and a glass of water.

	Katie took the bowl in her hands and made a bunch of mmmm noises. She didn't even wait for the ramen to cool off. She worked the fork like a shovel and burned her mouth a handful of times, but it was the best fucking thing she had ever eaten. She put the bowl up to her mouth and tilted it back. Katie sucked down all of the salty liquid that was left in the bowl after all of the noodles were gone.

	Fuck.

	Drew and Pax also brought weed and chai.

	They left and came back again. This time they had their very own beanbag chairs to sit in.

	"See these beanbag chairs, Katie? They were missing for months!" Pax put hers down on the floor and tried to fluff it up to give it shape.

	The beanbag chairs had been in a room that no one really used anymore. Drew had gone in there earlier to check on something and found them. Originally, they got them so that they would have something more comfortable than the floor to sit on when they played their video games.

	"You brought us some good luck, Katie." Drew was already sitting in his beanbag chair. He was holding his mug of chai and blowing into it to cool it down. He took a sip. "Ahhhhh! Damn, Pax. This shit is so good." He straightened his legs out on the floor in front of him.

	The chai made the room smell like cinnamon, vanilla, ginger, and cardamom. Spicy and sweet.

	Pax told Katie that she made it herself. She always made a big batch of it so that everyone could have some. "Help yourself to it anytime, Katie."

	Drew pulled out a baggie of weed. The smell of it overpowered the chai, but the combination was comforting.

	Drew said that his friend had grown it. There would be new stuff coming soon. He couldn't wait to try it.

	Pax jumped up. "I just remembered something!" She left and came right back with a beat-up portable stereo. She showed it to Drew from the doorway.

	"Shit. I forgot all about that one!" Drew turned to Katie. "We were trying to find something so that you could have music in here." Drew turned back to Pax. "Where was that one?"

	Pax walked into Katie's room with the beat-up portable stereo, plugged the cord into a wall outlet, and moved the stereo as close to Katie's bed as it could reach. "It was in that closet--there--right next to your bedroom, Drew." Pax set the stereo down on the floor. "I knew I saw it somewhere, and then I remembered where."

	"Look at that. More good luck." Drew raised his mug and looked at Katie. The compliment made her cheeks turn red.

	Pax played around with the stereo. "I think that's as close as it's gonna get until we get another cord in here." The stereo was barely at arm's length if Katie dipped her body off her bed. To her it was pretty much perfect.

	Lana showed up at the door not long after Drew and Pax. She came in carrying a plastic tub without a lid. It was full of all kinds of tapes.

	She dumped them all out on the floor next to the stereo. The tapes slid over each other and clanked together and then they stopped moving.

	Lana sat down on the bed and bounced on it. And then she bounced herself over to Katie and kept bouncing. The whole bed was bouncing up and down. It made Katie laugh.

	Pax picked out one of the tapes. She slid it into the tape deck and pressed a few buttons before she figured out how to switch it from FM to cassette.

	Proletariat's "Options" shouted through the tinny sounding, built-in speakers. Lana bounced on the bed faster. She played with Katie's hair and put it in little braids and then took most of them out.

	Pax said she would be right back and left Katie's bedroom for a few minutes. She came back with a motorcycle magazine and showed Drew one of the pages. "She's the one!"

	"She's totally fucking hot, Pax. I can see why you want her." Drew's eyes were intense while he checked out the page.

	Lana huffed and rolled her eyes and kept braiding Katie's hair. "It's a bike, not a woman! For fuck's sake!"

	Drew and Pax laughed.

	Pax shrugged. "Exactly, Lana, exactly."

	Drew and Pax laughed even harder.

	They all got stoned together, but Katie was a lightweight. She got very stoned and then she started to fall asleep.

	Lana began at the corner of the top of Katie's bed and pulled the blankets back.

	Katie moved her legs and then her ass up off the bed so that Lana could pull all of the blankets down together. The sheets were the ones that had been exposed, but Katie felt like it had somehow been her. She closed her eyes and hoped that it would stop her from blushing and then she realized it was too late.

	Lana saw that Katie was blushing. She smirked and then she covered Katie all the way up to her chin with the blankets. She tucked Katie in and then she kissed her on the cheek.

	Katie felt the kiss--like, somewhere else entirely and her eyes shot back. Open. Wide.

	"Sweet dreams, Katie--or not." Lana spun around on the balls of her bare feet and left. She used her hip to push the door the rest of the way open, even though the door was open as far as it was going to stay.

	The door bounced back a little bit after her hip made contact--and then it crept forward and shook for a few seconds--and then it was still again.

	Drew and Pax said their goodnights to Katie. They weren't too far behind Lana.

	All of their voices got quieter and quieter and quieter. Katie heard Lana laugh, whispers in the hallway, and the rain hitting her window.

	Katie was so tired that she fell asleep before any of them got to where they were going.

	* * * *

	Lana went downstairs and filled a glass with water from the sink. She took it with her to her bedroom. She flipped the light on and went into her closet. She opened a box that had been pushed to the back of it.

	Pax walked into Lana's room and collapsed on top of the bed. She propped herself up on her side and leaned on her elbow. Lana was bent over the box.

	Pax watched Lana's ass move while she frantically moved her hands inside of the box.

	"What's the plan?" Pax asked.

	"I'm looking for some stickers." Lana finally dumped the box out onto the floor and sifted through its contents of old flyers, zines, and buttons that said homo.

	"Fucking hell." Lana didn't pause. She reached in and dragged another box out of her closet and dumped that one out onto the floor, too.

	"A-ha! Found them!" Lana tore open a plastic-wrapped package of blank white stickers and pulled a case of markers out from underneath her dresser. She flipped the latch and the case of markers opened with a pop. She sat on the floor and--very fucking neatly--wrote Katie on three of the stickers.

	Pax rolled over onto her stomach and flipped through the cassette tapes on the floor. The plastic ticked when the tapes hit each other and the sound annoyed the fuck out of Lana.

	Lana glared at Pax, but Pax didn't notice.

	The beginning bass of "Myage" by the Descendents kicked in and it was tight and fast and the speakers sounded noticeably distorted until the bass was joined by the rest of the song.

	Pax picked up a handheld mirror from the top of Lana's dresser--like it was a regular, normal thing--like she was allowed to touch Lana's stuff. She took a tiny baggie out of the pocket of her button-down shirt, carefully poured some of its white powdery contents out onto the mirror glass, and crushed it--and then chopped it up with her driver's license. Pax pushed the powder out and brought it back in a few times before dividing it into two even lines. She rolled-up a five-dollar bill and put it up to her right nostril. She held her left nostril closed.

	Snnnniiiiiifffffffffffffffffff.

	Pax exhaled through her mouth and made a noise that sounded like, "Gack." She handed the rolled-up bill to Lana.

	Lana took it from Pax
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