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      The London heatwave showed no sign of easing off and the city was in meltdown, with commuters drooping and tubes melting. Sweat glistened on Tori’s arm as she pulled her suitcase into the lounge, the wheels trundling noisily on their laminate floor. She’d only been out of the shower half an hour and she already wanted another.

      “There you are!” her mum said, giving her a beaming smile. “All packed and ready for the weekend?” She eyed Tori’s suitcase. “Wouldn’t a rucksack be more appropriate?”

      Tori smiled. “If I owned a rucksack, I’m sure it would be.” She’d toyed with buying one, but decided she wasn’t a committed camper just yet. “And yes, we’ll be off just as soon as Holly’s done.” Tori’s girlfriend, Holly, walked out of the lounge and into her bedroom, shaking her head and talking sternly into her phone.

      “Everything okay?” her mum asked, nudging her head towards Holly.

      Tori shrugged. “It’s not been since her new boss started, but hopefully it’s just teething problems and things will settle down.” Tori hoped so, but she wasn’t sure how things were going to turn out.

      “And how do you two manage to look so serene and cool when I’m roasting from the inside out?” The temperature in the flat had to be touching 40 degrees, with sticky golden sunshine sliding down their widescreen lounge windows. It was all Tori could do not to stick her head under the cold tap.

      In contrast, Tori’s mum and gran were sat on her sofa, both wearing pastel colours and looking as if they’d just stepped off a magazine shoot for the more mature lady.

      Her gran flicked her short, grey hair and turned her head from watching the trains rattling by their window. “Years of practice, dear. That, and linen clothing. Lots of linen: just remember that in your future.” She let out a cackle. “So what float are you going to be on?” her gran added. “Are you dressing up like a banana?”

      Tori let out a sharp laugh, going to the sink to pour herself a glass of water. “Why would we be dressing up as bananas?”

      “I saw some footage of the Pride parade last year on the news. Two men were dressed as bananas,” replied Gran, as if that was explanation enough. She turned back towards the window. “You know, if I lived here I’d make up stories about the passengers. Either that, or just sit here waving.” Gran waved to illustrate her point.

      “You get bored with it soon enough. Well, everyone apart from Holly’s sister, Elsie, does. But in her defence, she is only three.”

      “Perfect age,” replied Tori’s gran. “At three years old, trains are still magical.”

      “That’s because she hasn’t had to be a commuter yet,” Tori said. “And to answer your question, the float is for a lesbian dating app, and I’m guessing there’ll be no bananas. At least, none that I’ve heard of.”

      Tori’s mum frowned and leaned forward, her dangly beads clicking together. “What are you going on that for? You’re not single!”

      Tori laughed. “Well spotted, mother,” she said. “I may not be single, but I can still support my friend’s business. Plus, I’m doing the marketing for her, so it’s sort of work.”

      “But everything’s okay with you two?” her mum asked, flicking her fingers towards the lounge door. “This is just a work thing, not a ‘you two’ thing?” She put the ‘you-two’ in air quotes with her fingers.

      Tori shook her head. “Everything’s fine, ‘us two’ are fine.” She mimicked her mum’s air quotes. “Like I said, we’re helping out a friend, that’s all. It should be fun, I’m looking forward to it.”

      Holly’s return interrupted the conversation and all three women turned to her. She took a step back, raising a single eyebrow. “What’s going on? Why are you all staring at me?”

      Tori walked over and gave Holly a kiss on the cheek. “Mum was just asking if we were okay, being that we’re going to Pride to promote a dating app.”

      Holly cracked an enormous smile. “If something was up, I think I could find more subtle ways of telling your daughter than that,” she said. “But everything’s fine. We’re supporting our friend, Trudi, as well as spreading the lesbian love.”

      “Will you be wearing feather boas?” Tori’s gran asked.

      “What’s with you and dressing up, Gran?”

      “Isn’t that what you do at Pride?” she replied.

      “If your granddaughter wears a feather boa, I’ll take a picture and send it to you, how’s that?” Holly said.

      “Perfect,” Gran said, appeased.

      “What are your plans for the weekend, anyway?” Holly continued. “I assume you’ll be painting the town red?”

      Tori’s mum and gran were staying at their flat to cat-sit. The object of their attention, their cat, Valentine, was currently flat out on the sofa, legs in the air, trying to get cool. It wasn’t an easy task.

      “We’re going to take in a matinee tomorrow, then probably get some dinner before heading back here to spend the evening with Valentine,” Tori’s mum said. “Looking forward to it — I haven’t been to a show in a few years.”

      “And I haven’t been in over a decade, so it’s a real treat,” her gran said. “I told everyone at my bridge club and they were all very impressed I had a granddaughter who lived in London.”

      “For what it’s worth, I prefer the sound of your weekend,” Holly said. “I’m not a huge fan of Pride, I’ve never had a good one. Plus, camping isn’t my bag. I’m reserving the right to book into a hotel, especially if it chucks it down.”

      “Brighton Pride is always sunny,” Tori countered.

      “Apart from last year?”

      Tori grinned. “Apart from that.” She paused. “It’s going to be great — camping is romantic. I wasn’t sure at first, but Trudi has convinced me. And apparently the campsite has a clubhouse and a shop, so it’s not like we’re in the middle of nowhere. Besides, didn’t we decide this summer will be all about trying new experiences?”

      “No, you decided that,” Holly replied, with a tight grin.

      “I’m sure you’ll have a great time. Camping is romantic,” Tori’s mum said. “You know, your dad always got grumpy when we were going away, but he always enjoyed it in the end. It was just a trait I learned to live with.”

      “Are you telling me I’ve got together with my father?” Tori asked, unable to wipe the smile from her face. Her dad had been gone nearly eight years, but he was still her benchmark for the perfect partner.

      “Nothing wrong with that,” her mum replied with a sad smile. “I had many happy years with that man, once he’d learned to open up and go with the flow.”

      “I’m not grumpy about going away — Pride and me just don’t see eye to eye. But who knows, maybe this one will change my mind.” Holly checked her watch. “But if we’re going to have these new experiences, we better shoot. We’re already going to hit the beginning of rush hour.”

      Tori gave her mum a hug, then her gran. “Now you’ve got my number if something happens, but I think everything is pretty self-explanatory. You’ve got your Oyster cards?”

      Tori’s mum nodded. “You don’t have to worry, I’m not old and senile just yet.” She gave Holly a hug. “And remember, just relax and have a good time.”

      “I’ve got your daughter on the case, I’m sure she’ll remind me,” Holly replied.

      Tori leaned down and stroked Valentine. Their cat cracked open an eye warily. “Be good for your grandmothers, Valentine!” His fur was a furnace under her fingers. “Poor kitty, he must be baking.”

      Valentine stretched in response, before closing both eyes again.

      “Ready?” Holly asked Tori, picking up their tent and grabbing their suitcase.

      Tori gave her a nod. “Let’s do Brighton Pride!”
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      The campsite was already three-quarters full by the time they arrived on Friday evening, but their friends Trudi and Shauna had saved them a spot. Holly was beyond grateful. They were, after all, camping virgins, but they’d been persuaded with the promise of no rain, coupled with Trudi promising to cook them breakfast both mornings. That, and the exorbitant hotel prices in Brighton on Pride weekend had sealed the deal.

      Now, they just had to put their tent up. How hard could it be? Lesbians did it every single day, and usually with gusto. Heck, some of them even filmed themselves doing it and put the footage on YouTube. Holly knew; she’d watched enough ‘how to put up a tent’ videos this week.

      They dumped their stuff, and Holly scanned their surroundings. A patchwork of multi-coloured tents dotted the landscape, the recent hot weather turning the grass a crisp shade of dusty yellow. She’d already spotted four rainbow flags, and even though it was gone 7pm, the sun was still strong, bathing the whole site in a golden anticipatory glow of the weekend to come. The air smelt smoky, with aromas of sausages and weed, while over the sea in the distance, orange and white clouds hung in a pink-flecked sky.

      Holly hugged Trudi and Shauna, both long-haired lesbians with a penchant for heavy metal and technology. Together, they’d created a lesbian dating app called Babe Magnet, and that’s what they were all here to promote this weekend. It even had a polyamory option, which Shauna and Trudi were particularly proud of, being polyamorous themselves.

      “You look very comfortable already,” Holly said, as their friends sat back down in their stout black camping chairs, handily accessorised with drinks holders. “Anyone would think sunshine and beer agreed with you.”

      “I told you, camping is brilliant if you do it right,” Trudi replied. “And I can tell by your face you don’t believe me, but try to.” She waved an arm at her own tent, which was far bigger than the one Holly had brought: Holly could already tell she was going to have tent envy. You could stand up in Trudi’s tent, and it even had a porch. And was that a fridge Holly could see just inside the door? Add chilled-beer envy to the list, too.

      “I’m not sure you’re going to look on our tent as ‘doing it right’,” Holly replied. “It’s about a third of the size of yours, and I went for the easy option. Apparently you just shake it and it opens automatically. At least that’s what it said on the box.” She got the tent out of its case and shook it.

      Nothing happened.

      Holly frowned and shook it again. Still nothing. “Damn,” she said. “I read the instructions and watched it on YouTube, and it looked so easy.” She was trying to ignore the amusement on Trudi and Shauna’s faces.

      Tori stepped forward. “Maybe you have to unclip it first?” She took the tent from Holly’s hands, shaking her head. Tori proceeded to unclip it, laid out the ground sheet, then shook the tent loose. It sprung up obediently. “And here was me thinking you were the butch one.”

      Holly grinned at her girlfriend. “I sometimes forget,” she replied. “You know, I thought I’d have tent envy, but ours has a certain something, don’t you think?” Holly stood with her hand on her chin, admiring their lemon and grey tent, which Tori was now down on her knees beside, shaking out the canvas and straightening the frame.

      She looked up at Holly. “When you’re done admiring, can you help me with the guide ropes?” Tori held out some tent pegs.

      “Course,” Holly replied, grabbing two from Tori. “This might even be fun. At one with nature and all of that.”

      Tori glanced over at her, blinking. “You’ve changed your tune from the gloom of the train.”

      “That’s because the train was the temperature of Satan’s pizza oven,” Holly replied, sweeping her arm in front of her. “But now we’re here, I see the open air has its attractions. Plus, it’s far away from Gordon, which is always a plus.”

      “Who’s Gordon?” Trudi asked.

      Holly’s face clouded over and her stomach churned. Even the mention of his name had an effect. She hammered in a tent peg before replying. “Gordon is my
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