


Episode 4

When I was nine, I found a wrinkled, rain-spattered notebook in the park. My sister was 

occupied with some kind of  monkey bar domination and I snuck to the edge of  the tree line. The 

notebook was damp and smeared with dirt, but inside were beautiful drawings. Delicate pencil 

sketches with lines like the quick sparrows that hopped along the ground. There were trees and 

buildings and airplanes. There were cats and a dog and a woman with her hair tied up in a bandana, 

smiling, over and over again. It was a whole life, rendered in graphite, and it was lying in the dirt, 

lost.

The inside cover had Kurt K written in spidery cursive. I copied the sketches in my own 

notebook, my laborious hand unable to replicate the light, quick strokes. I laid tracing paper over the 

sketches and trained my fingers to hold the pencil differently. I drew another man’s life, in another 

man’s style so often I could feel his lines in my hand. I felt sure that if  I ever passed the smiling 

woman in the street, I would recognize her. I would run up to her and return the notebook because 

I felt sure that Kurt K would not have left it behind on purpose. I started carrying it with me all the 

time, in case I did ever see her.

For a while, even my dreams took on the weight of  those delicate lines, and the hopeful 

expressions with which Kurt K imbued his animals.

When I’d traced the sketches a hundred times, I took out my own notebook again. I’d trained my 

hand to be Kurt K’s hand, and I could replicate his sketches and his lines. 

But something happened as I began to draw on my own paper. 

I changed things. 

First it was that my hand desired a heavier, more fluid line. And changing the lines changed 

everything. The smiling woman grew bold, the animals grew sly and secretive. Even the trees took 

on a shade of  mystery. Of  menace.

In my hand, Kurt K’s light, delicate life turned dark, heavy, twisting.

Through the transformation of  Kurt K’s style, I found my way to my own. My angles weren’t 

the angles of  realism, and my lines weren’t the lines of  a sketch. I kept drawing, kept filling page 

after page with riffs on Kurt K’s sketches, and watched them transform. 

First, I smuggled things in—glowing eyes peeking at the bucolic scene from high up in the trees; 

a furrow in the innocent dirt that suggested a whole teeming world struggling beneath the visible 

lines. 

Then, my vision consumed Kurt K’s and only scraps of  his objects remained. A lone tree 

standing in the midst of  a felled wood, casting its shadow like a sundial; a dog with Kurt K’s hopeful 

expression at the edge of  the page, watching as darkness tore the world apart.



My hand had brought forth my lines and in my lines lurked my subjects. They had just needed a 

way to get out. 

I had been dreaming of  finding Kurt K’s notebook in the park, my fingers and the hem of  my 

sweatshirt smeared with dirt where I tried to wipe it clean. It was morning, and I hadn’t had a 

nightmare. My dreams had been strange and twisting, but I hadn’t woken up screaming and I didn’t 

have the nauseated feeling in my gut that came from nightmares of  tearing people apart.

With relief  came awareness. I wasn’t at home because the light in my apartment didn’t fall this 

way and the pillow didn’t smell like this and … I didn’t have strong arms wrapped around me and a 

warm chest against my back when I woke up in my apartment. 

Nathan.

He was real, wasn’t he? This wasn’t one of  the dreams where I had a person who loved me, who 

I loved, who held me and smiled at me and laughed with me, and then I woke up and I was alone. 

Was it?

My eyes shot open. It was better to see right away. Worse when I let those dreams linger until it 

almost felt like I could look over to the couch and see them sitting there, smiling at me and calling 

me sleepyhead.

I let out a breath of  relief. That was Nathan’s ugly bedside lamp and Nathan’s high ceiling. That 

was Nathan’s hand on my chest.

Real.

Okay, then. I willed my heart to stop racing. Nathan shifted behind me. He snuggled closer to 

me and made a small sound that let me know he was on the edge of  waking up. 

I squeezed my eyes closed again. I wanted to savor every moment of  this, in case I never got it 

again. Nathan’s warmth and the feel of  his arms around me. The sensation of  being wrapped up 

tight, like a gift someone might treasure.

The next time I woke, it was to a kiss on the back of  my neck and the press of  Nathan’s erection 

against my ass. The combination lit me up and I scooted back against him searching for more 

contact.

“Mmm, hey, sleepyhead,” he said. I stilled at the word.

“Amiawake?” I mumbled.

He kissed the back of  my neck again in answer and I shivered. Suddenly, I wanted him inside me 

like I’d never wanted anyone. I wanted him so deep, so close, so present that I didn’t have the space 

to question what was dream and what was reality. And in the same moment I knew that if  I let him 

in and I scared him away—as surely I must—it would make it so much worse.

Still I thrust my hips back and felt him harden against me. With a low groan, he ground himself  



against me and all the blood rushed to my dick. I struggled to find the words to tell him what I 

wanted for long enough that they became irrelevant because Nathan started kissing my neck again.

“Hi,” he murmured as I turned toward him. His eyelids were heavy but he looked gorgeous and 

rested. He looked strangely the same as he did when he was awake. It had to be his shaved hair. 

Without the messiness of  bedhead, he looked put-together as soon as he woke up. There was 

something invulnerable about it that made me feel vulnerable in comparison and I raised a hand to 

my surely mussed hair.

A smile quirked the corner of  Nathan’s mouth. “You look like a dandelion puff.” 

He ran his fingers through my hair and leaned in to kiss me softly on the mouth. Then he 

rearranged us so he was wrapped around me again and ran warm hands along my torso, waking up 

every point of  contact. There was something so intimate about feeling him behind me, erection 

pressed against my ass like he had every right to any part of  me.

He trailed a hand up to my throat and stroked under my chin and along my neck. I shivered and 

drew my knee up, spreading myself  open for him. We’d fallen asleep naked after coming all over 

each other, so his hard cock slid over my hole and we both moaned. 

Nathan pulled my hips back and slid his erection between my thighs.

“Stay just like this, okay?”

I nodded quickly, clamping my legs tight around him, feeling him harden even more. He went to 

town on my neck and a hot pulse of  shame that he knew it turned me on like nothing else washed 

through me. We moved slowly, dreamily. His mouth on my neck and his cock between my legs, until 

we were hot and slick and he slid easily between my thighs and against my balls. 

I let myself  be an instrument and a recipient of  pleasure. When I moved to touch Nathan, the 

angle awkward, he caught my hand and kissed it. When I moved to touch myself  all I wanted was 

Nathan’s touch instead. So I did as he’d asked and it felt like freedom.

Finally, the slow, dreamy thrusts became frantic and Nathan’s breathing grew rough in my ear. I 

squeezed my thighs even tighter together, wanting to feel him lose it between my legs, and his 

thrusts stuttered as he clutched at me. 

“Mnacome,” he moaned, and I whimpered, wanting it so much. 

He lost it all over my thighs and my balls and groaned my name as he came. The skin of  his 

chest and belly were burning hot against my back, and his lips whispered worship against my neck.

His hot hand closed around my erection. It was slick from his own release and he used it to jerk 

me off  in hard, tight strokes. My swollen dick had been so on edge that I nearly screamed. Hot, 

straining waves of  pleasure crashed over me, and and threw my head back and came with a broken 

sound, held tight against his chest. I shot ribbons of  come over his fist and on my stomach. A bite 

to my throat wrenched one last, shaky spurt from my cock and I moaned and buried my face in the 



pillow.

It was the best morning I’d ever woken up to.

“I should probably get out of  your way and walk Sketch,” I said after we’d showered.

“What are your plans today?” Nathan asked. 

He’d poured Sketch a bowl of  dog food left over from when Janine had dogsat their friend’s dog 

the month before.

“I … what day is it?” 

In all of  the nightmares and the not sleeping, I could barely be sure of  the month, much less the 

day.

“Saturday.” Nathan smiled. “You want to take Sketch and walk and get a coffee?”

As soon as he said it, I wanted it more than anything. Really, though, he’d done far too much for 

us already.

“I can just walk him home.”

Nathan’s smile faded. “If  that’s what you want.”

Sketch, having finished his breakfast, sat down next to the empty bowl and stared at me, chin 

lowered, as if  to say: “Of  course that’s not what we want, you idiot.”

It really wasn’t.

“I— No, I just thought you must want your day back.” It came out like a question.

“You haven’t stolen it from me.”

I looked away. I could hear someone who must’ve been Janine stirring in the second bedroom.

“Okay,” I said, not sure quite what I was agreeing to.

Outside, the air was chilly and fresh and the sun shone cheerily. It was a textbook beautiful day. 

A joke of  a day, where families pushed strollers and couples strolled hand in hand and people had 

plans and commitments and cared about each other and the morning swelled to fill the whole day so 

that the dark would never have to come.

Then Nathan slid his hand in mine and in the space of  one breath we became a couple strolling 

hand in hand, and something in my chest buzzed exquisitely.

I stood outside with Sketch as Nathan got our coffees to go. I would draw us far to the left edge 

of  the panel with the cafe glowing warmly in the center and our faces turned slightly toward it, 

unsure we’d be granted entry. When Nathan came out the door and handed me my coffee, it almost 

felt like I was watching him walk out of  what I’d just drawn. 

It seemed I still needed proof  I was awake.

We walked north into Park Slope, and Nathan described a paper he was writing for an upcoming 

conference when I asked him what he’d been working on yesterday besides grading. I liked the way 



he talked: casual and confident, like he believed I was interested but didn’t need me to be.

I’d chugged my coffee and was strongly considering getting another when we hit Flatbush and 

there were coffee shops named aggressive, nordic things on every block. But before I could decide 

which one to stop at, Nathan steered me across the street. We drew to a stop outside the beautiful 

shop window of  a bookstore. 

“Did you need to get something for school?”

Nathan looked at me strangely for a moment. Then he said, “Can I kiss you?”

“Uh. Yeah?”

He slid a hand into my hair and kissed me, then drew back. “You’re oblivious and ridiculous,” he 

said softly, as if  the kiss had been a spoonful of  sugar. But before it could feel bitter, he kissed me 

again, and tugged me inside, waving a familiar hello at the woman behind the counter.

“Sketch is fine,” Nathan said as I hesitated. “Come on.”

He led us to the back of  the store, down the stairs and to the right corner of  the lower level. 

Upstairs had been crowded with weekend browsers, flipping through books on new release and staff  

recommendation tables. Down here it was quieter, with people reading in chairs at endcaps and 

talking in low voices.

Nathan pointed, looking supremely pleased with himself. We were standing in front of  a tall 

shelf. Art books, photography … and graphic novels.

“Look.” He pointed. At my book. Midnight Fed’s spine snugged up against others.

“Holy shit.”

Nathan was grinning and looking like he expected me to do something. Sketch put a paw on my 

shoe, as if  to say: “Probably waiting for you to say something other than ‘Holy shit,’ brain trust.”

“Holy shit,” I said again.

I ran a finger down the spine. It looked just like the copies they’d mailed me, of  course, but here, 

in the context of  a real bookstore, and next to some of  the omnibus collections and coffee table 

books, it seemed so much smaller. 

“You’ve probably already gone into every bookstore you could find to see if  they had it,” 

Nathan was saying. “But still.” He shrugged. 

“I haven’t. I haven’t seen it before.” Because nearly from the moment it came out I’ve been an unhinged 

person who might accidentally be tearing the universe apart but probably we shouldn’t talk about that.

Nathan looked at me strangely again, then slid Midnight Fed off  the shelf  and handed it to me. I 

didn’t need to open it. I already knew every panel, every line, every word. But Nathan clearly 

expected something so I flipped it open to a random page and stared at my own work.

Verso, a full-page spread showed Malchi crouched on a peaked roof, silhouetted against the 

blackening sky. His shoulders bulged with muscle and he was staring off  into the distance where the 



sparkling stars commingled with the lights in windows across the city. His head was thrown back to 

the night, expression both satisfied and longing.

“Your colors are so beautiful,” Nathan murmured. “It’s like being inside ink.”

My heart pounded. That’s how it felt to draw it. Like I was leaking ink onto the page.

“It was one of  the things I fought with Laura about. My editor. She thought that giving Malchi 

blue skin was a bad idea since almost the whole comic’s set at night. She said it would make the 

colors too similar. Muddy and too dark. But … that’s the whole point. Malachi’s skin is blue because 

he’s part of  the night. I couldn’t make him, like, yellow or something. An incubus would never 

manifest as a color that couldn’t blend into the darkness, it would make no sense.”

Nathan nodded. “I love it. It makes it so that when you do use a bright color it almost feels 

shocking, like we’re seeing something we shouldn’t be able to see.”

I put the book down on the table and stood on tiptoes to kiss his cheek.

“Thanks. For showing me this.”

“You’re welcome,” he mumbled, pleased.

Suddenly something occurred to me.

“Did you … ask them to order it?” 

“Nope. I just looked on their website to see if  it was here.”

I searched his face. As if  he could tell I couldn’t quite believe them, he said, “The bookstore on 

7th doesn’t have it in stock. I checked both.”

I wasn’t sure why, but that made me feel much better.

“You should sign it,” Nathan said. “Donna would love it. I’ll introduce you.”

“No, no,” I said quickly. “I mean. I’d feel so weird.”

“Why?” 

So many people say why when what they really mean is: “That makes no sense.” Nathan said 

why like he genuinely wanted to know.

“It’s … Because … I …” I shrugged, annoyed. “What if  she doesn’t want me to sign it but she 

doesn’t want to offend me so she lets me but then she can’t sell the book?”

“Why would having it signed make it less salable?”

“I … don’t know.”

“Want me to ask her without you there so she has every possible opportunity to say no?”

I shook my head. What if  this Donna woman thought I was the kind of  person who went from 

bookstore to bookstore trying to sign all of  my books. It felt weird and pathetic. I felt weird and 

pathetic.

“Okay,” Nathan said. He brushed my hair back and trailed his knuckles down my cheek. His 

hand felt cold and I realized my face was on fire.



I slid Midnight Fed back onto the shelf  between its neighbor books. I couldn’t imagine someone 

coming into the store and choosing it, out of  all the books on all the shelves. But I was glad it wasn’t 

alone.

As we left, Donna greeted Nathan by name and Sketch rubbed against my knee comfortingly.

“Can I introduce you?” Nathan was asking me softly. I nodded absently.

“I wanted to introduce you to my friend, Archie Gant. Archie, this is Donna Sollway. She’s 

owned the store for—what, twenty-some years?” Donna nodded and we shook hands. “Archie’s an 

amazing graphic novelist. You actually have his book here,” Nathan said, his voice totally casual.

Donna’s face lit up. “Really? That’s wonderful. What book is it?”

“Um. Midnight Fed. It’s … blue,” I said. 

She tapped something into the computer and grinned.

“Yes! I remember. We just got it in the other day. I love the cover. Well, Archie, I can’t wait to 

read it.” 

“Oh, wow, thanks,” I said.

“Could I impose upon you to sign our copy?” she asked. I glanced over at Nathan who was 

trying not to smile and studiedly not meeting my eyes.

“Oh, yeah, sure, if  you want, but I—”

“That’s wonderful, thank you so much,” she said cheerily, and went to go get it.

“You knew she was gonna say that,” I said once we were outside walking again.

“I did,” Nathan confirmed.

A block later, he bumped his shoulder against mine and said, “Should I be apologizing for 

knowing she was going to say that?”

I shook my head and bumped his shoulder back. He took my hand again and I let him, not at all 

sure what it meant.

“So, listen, do you want to do something kinda cool with me?” he asked, and raised an eyebrow.

An hour and a half  later, we’d dropped Sketch off  at my apartment and gotten the train to 

Manhattan. Nathan wouldn’t say anything except that we were meeting a friend of  his. Since I was 

fairly certain that he wasn’t going to dismember me in the back of  a butcher shop somewhere, I was 

fine with letting him maintain the air of  mystery he was cultivating.

We got off  the train at 42nd Street and, for the first time, Nathan seemed glued to his phone. 

“Okay, great,” he said in response to something on his phone, and we walked to a tiny, unnamed 

hole-in-the-wall diner in the garment district. 

“I just need to double check that you’re not about to chop me up into tiny pieces,” I said. “Or, 



really, any size pieces. Any more than one piece. I would like to be in only one. Piece.”

“I solemnly swear that I will not do anything to increase the number of  pieces you are currently 

in, and will endeavor to the best of  my ability to actively protect your single-piece status. Okay?”

“Uh. Sure.”

Inside, there was a man in his sixties or seventies on a stool by the door who sipped coffee and 

ignored us, and a woman about our age in one of  the two booths. She raised her eyebrows at 

Nathan as we approached.

“This is my friend, Meiko Imai. Meiko, this is Archie Gant. He is my … partner in exploration.” 

He winked broadly.

I felt my face heat instantly and glared at Nathan. It was such a shockingly personal thing to say 

for someone who’d given me every indication he wasn’t a creep.

His smile disappeared the second he looked at me and he grabbed my shoulder.

“Oh, no. Archie, hell. I meant … uh, we are literally about to go exploring. That’s what we’re 

doing. That sounded wrong. I’m sorry.”

“Wow, smooth move, Czerniak, Meiko said, and waved us into the booth. 

Nathan glanced at me and sat down. I wasn’t sure what the hell going exploring meant, and was 

now mostly just embarrassed that I was blushing in front of  his friend.

“Hi,” I said miserably, and slid into the booth next to Nathan. He squeezed my knee.

“Hey, I’m this idiot’s friend. We’re in the same program at school.”

 Meiko was short and muscular, and wore her short, dark hair slicked back. A line of  small silver 

hoops ran all the way up one of  her ears, and from the other hung a spike of  hammered silver. Her 

eyes were smudged with kohl and she wore a quilted red sweatshirt, tight black jeans, and worn black 

hightops.

“Meiko’s a modernist,” Nathan said, as if  that explained anything. 

“So I see he’s ready to go, regardless of  apparently having no idea what we’re doing,” Meiko said 

to Nathan, pointing at my chest.

I was wearing Nathan’s green hoodie, which had a symbol on the front of  it that I didn’t 

recognize. But Meiko held up her phone and her screen showed an app with the same symbol.

“Yeah, he picked it—kismet, right?” he said conspiratorially to Meiko. “I didn’t even know if  we 

were on for today yet.”

I chose the sweatshirt because Nathan had been wearing it yesterday and it smelled like him, but 

I wasn’t about to say that, so I just snuck my hands back up into the sleeves and hoped we’d do 

whatever we were doing soon. 

“I think you’ll like it,” Nathan said, turning to me, his eyes excited. “Sorry for the cloak and 

dagger routine—it’s just so much more fun like this.” He did look geekily excited. He turned to 



Meiko. “And I appreciate you being chill about Archie coming.”

“Um, well,” Meiko said, eyes on the door. “Chill might be a bit of  an overstatement…” She shot 

Nathan a look that even a stranger could read as saying please don’t be mad, and pushed away from the 

table.

“Hey!” she said to two women who were approaching the booth. She hugged them both. The 

first was tall and plain, with shoulder-length dark hair and dark eyes, wearing jeans and a navy blue 

peacoat. The second was even taller, due to her heels. She had a chin-length, henna-red bob, and 

elaborate makeup. Both of  them looked like they were in their thirties, and both of  them seemed to 

be staring at me.

“Oh jeez, I’m sorry,” Nathan muttered, and his hand tightened convulsively on my thigh.

“What was that, Nate?” the redhead said rhetorically. 

“I might have accidentally mentioned that you were bringing Archie after you texted me earlier,” 

Meiko told Nathan, curling into the corner of  the booth to make room. She made the sign of  a halo 

over her head, and mouthed Sorry.

“These are my sisters,” Nathan said. He pointed to the brunette. “That’s Helen.” Then the 

redhead. “And Teagan. What a surprise,” he said to his sisters. “This is my friend Archie.”

“Hey, Archie,” both women said.

“Hi.” Everyone was staring at me. “Nice to meet you.”

“Thanks for being so incredibly welcoming, bro,” Helen said, unbuttoning her coat and sliding 

into the booth next to Meiko. 

Teagan grabbed a chair from the counter and sat at the end of  the table. She leaned toward me, 

and now that I knew they were siblings, I could see the resemblance. Even with red hair and a lot of  

makeup, she had the same bone structure as Nathan, and the same small gap between her two front 

teeth.

“You have to please forgive us, Archie,” Teagan said. “But Nathan’s our baby brother and we are 

required, by a pact we all struck when he was eleven and quote-unquote accidentally told our parents 

that we were sneaking out through a broken window in the bathroom, to make his life a living hell 

by watching out for him and never letting him forget that if  he crosses us we have hair clippings that 

we could use to enact sympathetic magic on him. You understand, right?”

I let out a wheezing laugh.

“You used to make him dress up and play King Arthur,” I said, because it was the only thing I 

had to say. 

Teagan looked surprised and Helen grinned, revealing dimples to match her brother’s.

“Kinda surprised he told you about that,” Helen said. “But yes. He did make a lovely virgin 

sacrifice.”



“They weren’t sacrifices, Helen, we’ve been over this a million—”

“Okay, anyway, it’s great to see you guys,” Nathan said. “Helen, you’re coming with us?”

“Yep.”

“Given the heels, I assume you’re not?” he asked Teagan.

“Correct. I was just in the neighborhood.”

Nathan snorted. “Neither of  you are ever in this neighborhood.”

Teagan and Helen sniffed at the same time, in the same way, and Nathan laughed. He slid his 

hand farther up my leg and I turned to him. 

“How would you feel if  Teagan asked you a few questions so that she can believe I’m living an 

okay life and let us leave?” he asked hopefully.

“This is very strange. And yet I also have an older sister. So.”

Nathan squeezed my leg again.

“Are you close with your sister?” Teagan asked.

I nodded. “She just moved to Berlin, actually.” 

Sitting here with Nathan’s sisters made me wish Faye were here. As weirdly protective as they 

seemed, I thought Faye would probably approve of  the sentiment, even though it wasn’t her style. 

“So you write graphic novels?” Teagan asked. 

I nodded, but my brain had shorted out at the fact that if  she knew that, then Nathan must’ve 

told her about me. And if  Nathan told her about me then he had to at least like me a little bit, right? 

You didn’t tell your sisters about people who were just one-date throwaways, did you? Or did you? 

Maybe Nathan went on so many dates that he just mentioned all of  them as a matter of  course 

… Or maybe after our first date, when I retreated into a shell of  my own nightmares and didn’t 

return any of  his calls or texts, Nathan told his sisters all about the rude head case who made out 

with him in a graveyard and then flaked?

“Archie?” Nathan was reaching for my hand but it was still inside the sleeve of  his hoodie.

“What?” 

Nathan’s eyes were narrowed and everyone else seemed to be watching me again. Had Teagan 

asked another question and I missed it? Fuck, I wished they’d all stop looking at me.

“Okay, you should all probably get out of  here if  you want to have time,” Teagan said abruptly, 

standing up. 

We all piled out of  the booth and stood in a clump. It was only then I realized no one had 

ordered anything. 

“Bye, Kaz!” Meiko called, and a man stuck his head out from the back and saluted her with a 

spatula.

Outside on the sidewalk, Nathan hugged Teagan. Even in heels, he was taller than her. She 



whispered something to him and he nodded.

“Archie, it was great to meet you,” she said.

“Nice to meet you,” I said, nodding. “Sorry if  I didn’t answer your questions.”

She shrugged. “I like you anyway.”

I stared at her. “You do?”

“Yeah.” 

“Oh. Okay. Cool.” 

I could imagine that if  Sketch were here, he would throw himself  across my feet and look up at 

me, as if  to say: “You should really have a one-man show since you insist on entertaining everyone 

with your varied and astute monologues.”

But Teagan just grinned, kissed Meiko on the cheek, exchanged a call-me-later hand to the ear 

gesture with Helen, then turned and marched downtown.

“Okay,” Helen said. “Do you have the app?”

I shook my head. 

“I was waiting to tell him what we were doing until we got there,” Nathan said. “But that has 

now been proven a completely ridiculous idea on all fronts. Okay. We do this thing … it’s like part 

geocaching, part urban exploring, part history nerding out. It’s basically awesome. So, if  you want to 

be a character and track your progress and get extra info and stuff, you should download the app. If  

you want to just come along, you can look at mine. No pressure.”

“Okaaaay,” I said. “I guess I’ll download it? What’s it called?”

I opened my applications thingie so I could search for it, but Nathan smiled at me and shook his 

head. 

“It’s through a password-protected website. You need to get permission, blah blah. I can do it.” 

I handed him my phone. I’d been impressed I even remembered where to go to download an 

app, so power to him.

“Ok, now click here to give yourself  a name,” Meiko said, pointing at my phone once Nathan 

had done whatever clandestine thing he was doing. “It’ll be visible to everyone with the app, so you 

can use your real name or make one up. Mine’s GlitterOnion789.” She grinned. “Because obviously 

there should have been seven hundred and eighty-eight other people who wanted to go by 

GlitterOnion. You can upload a pic if  you want. Of  yourself  or of  whatever.”

I made a profile and called myself  Sketch, but I didn’t upload a picture.

“So, Teagan and I just finished today’s story this morning,” Helen said. “Click here to start.”

“You finished?”

“Yeah, we created In Profundis—me, Teagan, and Nate. Teagan’s brill at all computer-related 

things, so she does the app stuff. I’m in urban planning and development, so I … well …”



“She looks at plans and figures out places we can explore and how to get into them without 

getting caught,” Nathan said.

“Yeah, basically,” Helen allowed. 

Nathan slung his arm around my shoulder and pulled me against him. Helen and Meiko politely 

turned away from us to talk to each other.

“I hope you’re not too weirded out right now,” he murmured. “The sisters showing up thing and 

the sneaking into places thing. Oh and the nerd thing.”

I let myself  relax into him and breathe in his smell. It was all around me: Nathan himself, his 

hoodie that I was wearing, his soap on my skin. I leaned up and pressed a kiss to his mouth, wanting 

his taste as well as his smell. He smiled and pulled me in for a deeper kiss.

“If  you think that, you’ve seriously underestimated my weirdness,” I told him.

“Well I would hate to underestimate you,” he said with a smile. “You ready?” 

I nodded and Helen and Meiko turned back toward us and Nathan took hold of  my hand.

“Well, then,” Meiko said, brandishing her phone. “Let us descend into the depths.”

To be continued …
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