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Life of the Party





ALICE STAYED SILENT FOR THE duration of the trip. To her, small talk had always seemed like a pointless frustration, even among friends. A cab driver needed no more than a location, and Alice refused to take the conversation any further than that. 

She had only been to a handful of raves, and they had left her with smoky recollections of thumping basslines and little white pills. They had been enjoyable enough, but Alice hadn’t been tempted to return until the envelope had arrived in her mailbox. Labeled with rich calligraphy, the firm, white card provided no indication of who might have sent it.

You are invited…

The directions were cryptic and mysterious, but clear enough about the variety of entertainment that Alice could hope to expect. She hadn’t told anyone about it, knowing it would be seen as absurd for a rave to have a formal invitation. Her friends would tell her she was the victim of a scam, or a prank at the very least. If Alice was being honest with herself, she had to admit they’d be right. Still, she was far too curious to throw the invitation away.

She had read the clues over and over as she worked them out. By the time the date had rolled around, she had them memorized, and they danced through her head for the entire duration of the trip. Leaning forward in her seat as the cab rolled over the bridge, she could see the whole district was dark. The silence sent a chill down her spine, but she reminded herself it was exactly what she’d been expecting. Nestled into such a quiet place, the blasting noise of music and crowds would be the final clue that revealed the location. As she strained her ears through the cracked cab window, she was sure that she could already hear it in the distance.

“There.” She waved the cab driver to a stop. “Drop me off over there.”

“You sure?” The driver frowned. “It’s dark. Middle of nowhere, doesn’t seem exactly what I’d call safe.”

“It’s fine.”

Alice left it at that, offering out a few crumpled bank notes. The driver raised his eyebrows at her but accepted the fare without any objection. After watching Alice tighten the straps on her heels, he locked the doors with a sharp click and drove away.

As the cab headlights faded into darkness, Alice was struck by the emptiness of her surroundings. The streetlights were few and far between, barely bright enough for her to read the name: Rose Terrace. The sign was faded and splashed with dirt that could have been there for years. Squinting as she walked closer, Alice recognized the words from the smudged red ink on the invitation. She focused on the heavy bassline pulsing through the air and psyched herself up to follow it.

Walking in long strides, Alice let her fists unclench as the sound grew louder. The music was growing more distinct with every step she took, helping her anxiety to drift away on the breeze. She sped up as fast as her heels would allow, but tripped into a halt when she saw the blonde. She’d been certain the street was empty, but the woman was standing right there; a beacon in a white vinyl dress. She was pale and thin, gripping the pole of a streetlight as she swayed back and forth.

“Hello?”

Alice kept her hands outstretched, approaching the woman like a lost pet. She had her back to Alice and didn’t so much as flinch at the sound of her voice.

“Hello?” Alice repeated. “Are you looking for the rave?”

The streetlight flickered into darkness for a moment before flashing back on. As Alice crept closer, she could see the woman’s hair was sheer white, styled under a pair of bunny ears that matched her dress. With her hands still outstretched, Alice peered around to look her in the eye. The woman’s mouth twitched into the shape of a smile, but her expression remained vacant. She looked up at Alice with red, glazed eyes absent of all focus.
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