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         Last night, we got a fire going in the middle of the woods.



The scouting trip was bogus, of course. Scorpia thought it'd be a good idea if we split up in search of anyone who would know Queen Glimmer, and it's not like I can blame her for doing this. Who else was going to give us orders? Hordak had vanished. So did Catra. Nobody knows where they went.



Part of me hopes they died, but... no, I can't think like that.



Just being happy that they're gone is enough.



Anyway, I headed out with Kyle and Rogelio, the big lizard guy. Again. For a long time I didn't know why the three of us kept sharing assignments. There were a lot of cadets ready and willing, and it wasn't like we had a particular reason for always getting thrown together. Did Catra know something we didn't? Probably, but I guess it doesn't matter now. We're glued to each other at this point.



So there we were, in the middle of nowhere.



The situation seemed hopeless.



We managed to get enough chopped wood together to start a fire, but there was only so much we could do. We scrounged together some berries, some mushrooms, a couple rodents which didn't provide much meat, and that was our grub for the night.



We sat around the fire to form a triangle, and at some point Kyle said, "So... we're lost."



And I responded with, "Uh-huh."



Nobody said anything for a bit, until Kyle came back with, "Do we even have a real plan? Because I feel like Scorpia didn't have a plan when she told us what to do, and I'm seriously starting to doubt her judgment."



"No," I said. "Really?"



Rogelio chuckled, or at least I think he did. Can never get a read on that guy.



"But—" Kyle started, then, "Never mind." After that he kept his dorky mouth shut.



Then all was silent. We sat around reluctantly chewing on our cooked mushrooms. I had mine with my fair share of rat guts. Didn't taste as revolting as you'd think. I mean, it was better than nothing, right?



Anyway, as much I liked the lack of talking, after a while it started to get to me. I tried to enjoy what peace and quiet I had, but the thought of Catra coming back to hurt me kept nagging at the back of my mind. I hoped—I still hope—that she'll stay gone forever. Believe me, if I still had any fond feelings for her, I wouldn't have been so scared. If I still liked her at all, I might've thought about her cleaning up her attitude, about the possibility of her treating the rest of us any better, but I didn't. I just thought, fearfully, about the possibility of seeing her again.



I'm done with her. Simple as that. I'm free of her, and I'm never going back.



But that feeling of freedom can really hurt, you know? Like ripping off a band-aid.



Anyway...



I started moving closer to Rogelio. The fact that all three of us sat so far apart from each other slightly got on my nerves, so I wanted some company. Not to say I like Rogelio or anything. Or Kyle for that matter. They're a couple of dorks.



But...



I slid up against Rogelio's bulky side, my shoulder almost up against his. Kyle must've noticed my move, because he said, "Lonnie?"



"Yeah?" I replied, as if I didn't care.



"What're you doing?"



"Nothing." I rested my chin on my knees, and I might have smiled. "Fire's warmer over here. You don't mind some company, big guy?" I asked Rogelio.



He just growled quietly, but I assumed he didn't mind.



Kyle got the idea, and before long he shifted over and snuggled into the other side of Rogelio's torso.



I still don't know why, but suddenly Rogelio had a muscly arm of his around each of us, as if wanting to pull me and Kyle into a hug. Instead, though, he kept us both in this nonchalant embrace, and we all just kept watching the fire we had started.



I don't know why it happened, why we kept so close to each other like that, but... it felt nice.



When I slept that night, I didn't dream about Catra, or Adora, or the Horde, or any of that stuff.



I dreamed about being with someone I liked, and when I woke up I didn't feel any pain.
      

      
   
      Entrapta Presents Her Latest Invention


      
      
      
         
         The Nothingnest Nothing to Have Ever Nothinged!

      
         
         Poking Fun!

      
      

      

      
      
         “I call it Nothing 2.0.”



Catra blinked. A dimly-glowing white orb glared back at her, floating a few inches above the desk. She reached a hand forward and tapped at it with a claw, curiously; out of the corner of her eye, she could see Scorpia bracing herself for some sort of explosion, and Entrapta grinning with barely-contained manic glee.



The orb echoed with a small pat.



“Entrapta, I hate to break it to you, but there’s clearly something here.”



“Oh, right, I haven’t explained nothing yet,” Entrapta said, a tendril of hair wrapping around Catra’s outstretched arm and dragging her forcefully toward a whiteboard covered in scrawled equations and diagrams. “When most people say ‘nothing’, what they’re talking about is the absence of anything, or a vacuum. But a vacuum stops being a vacuum the moment anything enters it, which makes nothing incredibly fragile…”



Catra nodded. Entrapta’s explanations usually went over her head, but all she really needed was to get enough from them to figure out how to use whatever crazy contraption she was presented with to get the upper hand on Adora and her stupid Rebellion.



“… and that’s why I made Nothing 2.0 repel literally everything. If nothing can get inside, Nothing 2.0 can never become something!”



“Why is it glowing?” Scorpia asked. “Surely it can’t glow if there’s nothing inside there?”



“Oh, it’s not glowing!” Entrapta said. “It’s reflecting. Light can’t get inside it because light counts as something, which would stop it from being nothing.”



“Wow.” Scorpia was hunched down by the desk, her eyes wide in wonder. “So it’s like a tiny disco ball?”



“Exac—”



“How can we use it?” Catra demanded. She didn't have the time—or patience—to let Scorpia get sidetracked. “Does it explode?”



“Oh, I mean, we could try rapidly expanding it, but that would just knock things out of the way and would require huge amounts of energy.” Entrapta sighed. “It’s not a very efficient process. I had to reroute a lot of power last night just to have this much nothing.”



Scorpia hummed, nodding to herself. “That explains the power cut the cadets were complaining about…”



“So it isn’t a weapon,” Catra said, pacing back and forth. “And it’s clearly not an energy source, either, if making it is so inefficient. It’s highly reflective, so we couldn’t use it for armour without giving away our positions, and it’s expensive to make it bigger so we can’t use it as a building material. What is the point of it, Entrapta? Is there anything that we can make out of this experiment?”



“Don’t be silly, Catra,” Entrapta said, shaking her head sadly. “You can’t make something out of nothing.”
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