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ANISHA

The bright overhead studio lights hit me like a spotlight the moment I stepped inside. They were still buzzing with the hum of electricity, and the reflection off the polished floor made it hard to see for more than a second at a time. A few staff members were adjusting the rigs, muttering to one another, while the warm-up music thumped softly in the background. The hip-hop class was stretching, arms up and legs out, trying to wake up their muscles before the real work began.

I dropped my changing bag with a soft thud, wincing at the echo in the cavernous studio. My boss, Carla, breezed toward me with her usual flair, platinum hair catching the light and flashing almost blindingly. She had that pearly white smile of hers that made everyone a little nervous, though she probably didn’t even notice.

“Anisha,” she said, voice sweet but businesslike. “Class is going to be delayed for another half hour while they fix the lights. Also... I have a new addition to this class.”

I raised an eyebrow, straightening from the slump I hadn’t realised had taken over my shoulders. “We’re at capacity for the semester,” I said, a little tired already of interruptions, dropping my bag fully on the floor.

She turned and gestured to a woman standing behind her—a striking blonde in a crisp police officer’s uniform. My stomach tightened.

“It’s just an extra,” Carla continued, tugging the woman gently toward me. “My sister, Olivia, needs a hobby after work. You don’t mind, do you?”

I blinked, unsure if I should be irritated or amused. “Can you dance, white girl?” I asked, letting the words slip out before I could stop myself.

Olivia laughed—a rich, warm sound that made something in my chest clench. “I took a few salsa classes when I was a teenager,” she said, cheeks flushing lightly.

“Close enough,” I said, giving her a small nod. “Change and warm up.”

Carla’s heels clicked against the floor as she left, and her voice echoed back, “Thanks, Anisha. You’re a doll!”

I exhaled slowly, trying to shake the sudden tension that had settled in my chest. Olivia looked a little unsure of herself as she headed to the changing area, but I didn’t dwell. My focus shifted back to the students warming up, counting in my head to get a rhythm going.

Thirty minutes later, after the lights had been fully fixed, class officially started. I began with simple beginner hip-hop moves, making sure everyone could follow along, and weaving through the group to offer corrections or encouragement. Sweat started to bead on foreheads, and the energy in the room lifted as everyone got into the groove.

When I reached Olivia, she looked like a deer caught in headlights, feet stiff and movements awkward. I crouched slightly to demonstrate a step.

“Relax your shoulders,” I said. “Let the movement flow from your hips, not your arms.”

She nodded, taking a deep breath and trying again. But then—disaster. Her foot caught mine mid-step. Our balance gave out, and suddenly we were both tumbling toward the floor.

Her body hit mine, warm and solid, and I felt a flash of something that wasn’t embarrassment—more like electricity, sharp and immediate. Her hair fell in a curtain around my face, golden strands brushing my cheek. Inches apart, pressed together, I could feel her heartbeat, fast and strong, through the tangle of limbs.

“I... I’m so sorry,” she said, cheeks burning red.

My own face warmed as I struggled to keep my composure. She pushed off me and offered her hands, pulling me upright.

“Thanks,” I said, trying to sound casual, though my voice probably betrayed me.

We both straightened and laughed nervously. The class carried on, music thumping, bodies moving in sync, but I couldn’t ignore the lingering heat in my chest from that fall. My focus wavered more than once, my eyes darting to Olivia’s every so often, catching her perfect form and how quickly she was recovering from her stumble.

By the end of class, an hour had passed in a blur of steps, shuffles, and laughter. Most of the students were leaving, sweaty and smiling, chatting about their week. Olivia, however, stayed behind, hovering near the edge of the studio like she had something to say but wasn’t sure how to start.

“I... I wanted to apologise again for earlier,” she said finally. “Let me make it up to you. Are you free tomorrow? I can get you some lunch.”

My heart skipped a beat. Was she... asking me out? I blinked, caught between disbelief and something more intense, something I hadn’t felt in a while. Did she somehow sense the fluttering in my chest during our fall? Or was I just desperate for connection, for someone to notice me?

“Sure. I’m free at three,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady while my heart thumped audibly in my ears.

“Cool. I’ll pick you up,” she said, a teasing glint in her eye that made my stomach twist in anticipation.

We exchanged numbers, and I texted her my address while watching her walk out. My chest was tight, my fingers still tingling. Something about her—the way she smiled, the tilt of her head, that effortless warmth—made my thoughts spiral.

Back at my apartment, I was greeted by the chaos of my roommates, Sara and Joe, mid-date.

“Whoa, there,” I said, trying not to choke on my own laughter at their audacity, perched on top of the couch.

They scrambled apart, blushing furiously. “Anisha. Didn’t expect you so early,” Sara said, rushing over to hug me, squeezing tight.

Joe patted me on the back, grinning sheepishly. “We made you pasta,” he said.

“You also almost made a baby,” I teased, heading toward the kitchen to grab a plate. They both laughed, and for a moment the day’s tension faded into easy camaraderie.

“How was class?” Sara asked as I reheated my pasta.

“It went okay,” I said, stirring in some sauce.

“There’s a party going on downtown. Want to join us? Gina’s throwing it,” Sara asked.

I paused. “Is it one of those underground raves that get raided by the police?”

Joe rolled his eyes. “Nah, it’s at her house. Totally chill.”

I hesitated for only a moment. I was bored, restless. Might as well go. “All right then,” I said finally.

The party was everything and nothing I expected. It started mellow—dancing, music pulsing through the floorboards, friends laughing—but as the hours passed, the energy ramped up. The dance-offs were ridiculous and exhausting, but I was too caught up in the thrill to care. Drinks flowed, and the world blurred. I laughed until my cheeks hurt, my body moving without thought.

By 2 a.m., however, the fun screeched to a halt. Blue lights flashed through the windows, and muffled voices yelled. Panic rippled through the crowd. Someone had called the police.

I was shoved into a cold metal cell alongside Sara and Joe, who were laughing a little too hysterically and clearly beyond help. My stomach sank as reality hit—the night had gone off the rails, and now we were facing consequences.

Joselyn, my sister, arrived to bail us out. But she wasn’t alone. Standing at the gate, clipboard in hand, was Olivia—uniform crisp, badge gleaming, expression unreadable.

“Well, fancy seeing you here, Anisha. I didn’t know you were a rave enthusiast,” Olivia said, a teasing glint in her eye that made my pulse quicken.

“I’m twenty,” I corrected, trying to keep the panic out of my voice. “You’re actually an officer? Like literally? I thought Carla meant as a hooker. Doesn’t your family run the strip club? And the studio? How old are you?”

“Twenty-two. And yes, I’m a literal officer,” she said, smirking.

Joselyn returned with another officer. “Anisha James, you’re free to go,” one said, gesturing to the cell door.

Olivia stepped forward as I walked out, her expression softening. “You still going to show up to our date?”

I met her gaze, heart hammering. “I wouldn’t miss it,” I said, feeling a thrill that had nothing to do with fear, everything to do with her.

By the time I got home, the adrenaline had started to fade, leaving me jittery and restless. I couldn’t stop replaying the night—the fall in class, Olivia’s warmth, the surreal chaos of the party, and now this strange, electric tension between us.

I knew one thing for certain: tomorrow, I was going to have lunch with a cop, and I couldn’t wait to see her again.

And maybe, just maybe... this was the beginning of something I hadn’t even known I was craving.
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OLIVIA

I never expected my day—or night—to end at two a.m. at the precinct, bailing out a woman I barely knew. Yet there she was: Anisha James, standing in front of me with that mix of exasperation and charm that had me simultaneously wanting to shake her and laugh. She wasn’t what I expected, and in every way, she was exactly what I needed—fresh, unpredictable, and dangerously magnetic.

Fast forward a few hours, and I found myself sitting across from her at Zahra’s, our favourite little Arab diner tucked into the quieter side of downtown. The smell of sizzling chicken, toasted pita, and garlic sauce filled the air, mingling with the tang of fresh lemonade and the faint hint of warm spices. I watched her across the table, hair still slightly mussed from the night before, sneakers scuffed from who-knows-what, eyes bright and full of life.

“Okay,” I said, picking at my chicken schwarma, “you’ve got to tell me about last night. You showed up at the precinct at two a.m. with your...uh...party crew.” I gestured vaguely toward the counter, though I knew she understood perfectly.

She chuckled, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “They were fine. Mostly,” she said with a mischievous grin. “I was the only responsible one. You can relax—I only drink.”

I nearly choked on my bite. “Oh, good. I can’t date a meth head,” I said, trying to keep my tone light, but I could feel the corner of my mouth twitching.

She laughed—bright and unrestrained—and it made my chest tighten in a way I wasn’t prepared for. Her laugh was effortless, genuine. I felt my fingers clench slightly around my fork. She had that effect on me.

“You’re funny,” she said after a moment, taking a careful sip of lemonade. Her lips curved just so, and I caught myself staring longer than I intended.

I cleared my throat. “So...tell me more about you. A hip-hop dancer who goes to raves? That’s a pretty unusual mix. And school? What’s your story?”

She shrugged, leaning back, her arms crossed casually as if the world couldn’t touch her. “I was never the university type,” she said softly. There was a wistfulness to her voice that made me pause, even as I tried to stay lighthearted. “I took a few gap years, got a job, and I really love being a dance teacher, so I never went. Maybe someday, though. Who knows?”

I nodded, intrigued. “I can see that. Teaching dance...that takes patience. And guts. And a lot of energy. You must be crazy.”

She smiled, but there was a spark in her eyes that said she wasn’t kidding. “Guilty as charged,” she replied. “But it’s worth it. I get to see people find their rhythm, lose themselves in the music...it’s freeing.”

I studied her. There was an honesty there that
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