














by Brandon Perkins

was probably the most popular person on the #720, able to yuk
it up with Low’s regulars and talk down with HD’s debonaires.
However, no one trusted her because she could never be seen,
always hidden until she wanted to be found.) For nearly 10
minutes, the trio discussed nothing—basketball scores and the
specifics of Jayson’s work on the #4 and other things that would
bore any girl to tears—and nothing more.

Mikhail took the free time to bite the bullet and check
his phone. He really hoped that no one could see the fuckery
displayed—17 missed calls and 22 unread text messages—and
he quickly tucked the screen against his thigh. Where could
he possibly even begin? At random, he selected Katya’s most
recent thorn-covered olive branch, and slyly lifted his phone’s
face so that only he could see it...even if CGI was hovering three

inches behind him.
He knew that Katya was

going to have a hard time
acceptingthebreak-up,butithad
been an entire week and he was
really hoping that she was past
the drowningstage of sorrow. Ifit
wasjustonetextmessage,instead
of dozens, Mikhail might’ve felt
something similar to sorrow. The

second and last chapter of their
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relationship had lasted just over a year, but things moved quickly
in The Internet. This break-up was for real. She just couldn’t make
him happy in a forever-type of way—not that he ever told her that
in so many words. He told her that he was losing himself in every
relationship, not just the romantic one. He said that it just wasn’t
working out. She slapped him and then buckled under her own
weight, collapsing on his lap. It was then he realized that he never
loved her; not when his main concern was the running mascara
that bled onto a brand new pair of jeans. He left her apartment
before she felt the conversation was finished and that was the
last time he saw her, ignoring every one of her many attempts
to continue talking about it. Mikhail scrolled to her seventh and
eighth most recent messages.

i’m coming out btw, srsly, i’m not
tonight. maybe i’ll mad anymore. i won’t
see you around. i’d be a bitch. i just
really like to talk, want to talk...

even if it’s just for hopefully you’ll call

a yucky cigarette :) or txt, i want to see
you, i’ll be nice.
promise. ;)

5:53 PM, Fri, Aug 25
5:55 PM, Fri, Aug 25
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by Brandon Peskins

With Katya floating around somewhere on the #720,
Mikhail really needed his wingmen to be on their A-Game. He
made sure that his phone was on vibrate and quietly tucked it
into his pocket without responding to Katya’s text messages.
He thought about trying, but he just couldn’t think of anything
that wouldn’t fail. Mikhail would just have to look over his
shoulder all night. The #720 was a big place, maybe he’d find
fate on his side.

He once told her that he began his nights at Low, and even if
the place had changed, her marvelous memory hadn’t. The best
way to get caught was to stay in the same place, especially such
a familiar one. He motioned to Chevy and Jayson something
about a cigarette...Katya wouldn’t wait in the smoking lounge all
night without making sure that such a meeting was set in stone.
Mikhail and friends would just have to keep the night moving.
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g he next chapter

lives on The Internet
somewhere in some
place. Maybe check
pleaseuserearexit.net
if it matters to you.




