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Everyday People

 


Swimmer Quinn Hughes has given up a lot in order to
be an Olympian: her social life, her love life, and everything that
comes with being a normal twenty-three-year-old. Just days away
from competing in the Tokyo Games, Quinn runs into her childhood
best friend and high school sweetheart, Kennedy Reed. Five years
earlier, they’d made a pact that they would try again if their
paths ever crossed, and now she can’t shake the feeling that this
is a sign.

 


But Kennedy has a whole life in New York City, and
Quinn’s at the opposite end of the country in San Francisco,
struggling to redefine who she’ll be after the Olympics. Feeling
lonely and lost from everything she’s given up, Quinn finds comfort
in reconnecting with Kennedy, and they both discover that time and
distance have only fueled their passion. As Quinn comes to terms
with herself and what the future holds, she’s sure of only one
thing: she’s not letting the only girl she’s ever loved get away
for the second time.


Praise for All the Worlds Between Us

“This book is really sweet and wholesome and also
heartbreaking and uplifting…I would recommend this book to anyone
looking for a cute contemporary.”—Tomes of Our Lives

 


All the Worlds Between Us “deals with
friendship, family, sexuality, self-realization, accepting
yourself, the harsh reality of high school and the difference
between getting to tell your own story and having your own story
exposed. Each character plays a vital role…and tells the story of
this book perfectly.”—Little Shell’s Bookshelf

 


“If you’re looking for an easy, quick cute f/f read,
you should give this a try…This was a solid debut and I can’t wait
to see what else this author publishes in the future!”—The Black
Lit Queen

 


“This book took me straight back to all of my
gigantic teenage emotions and got right down to the heart of me.
I’m not a swimmer and I wasn’t out in high school, but I swear I
was right there with Quinn as she navigated her life as a
competitive athlete and a queer kid in high school. Experiencing
love and betrayal and triumph through her story was bananas. Morgan
Lee Miller, you ripped my heart right out with this brilliant
book.”—Melisa McCarthy, Librarian, Brooklyn Public
Library

 


“I’m always up for fun books about cute girlfriends,
and All the Worlds Between Us was certainly that: a super
cute ex-friends to lovers book about a swimming champion and her
ex-best-friend turned girlfriend…All the Worlds Between Us
is a great rom-com and definitely recommended for anyone who’s a
fan of romance.”—Crowing About Books

 


All the Worlds Between Us “has all the typical
drama and typical characters you’d find in high school. It’s a
tough, yet wonderful journey and transformation. The writing is
divine…It’s a complicated tale involving so much pain, fear,
betrayal and humiliation. All The Worlds Between Us is a
terrific tale of taking what you want.”—Amy’s MM Romance
Reviews

 


“Morgan’s novel reiterates the important fact which
should be repeated over and over again that coming out should
always be done on one’s own terms, and how this isn’t a thing that
any other people, straight or queer, should decide.”—Beyond the
Words

 


“Finally a sporty, tropey YA lesbian romance—I’ve
honestly been dreaming about reading something like this for a very
long time!”—Day Dreaming and Book Reading
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By the Author

All the Worlds Between Us

 


Hammers, Strings, and Beautiful Things

 


All the Paths to You


To Alex—this is the most I will ever talk about the
sports.


Chapter One

This was my eleventh time being drug tested in the
last year. That meant eleven times a stranger watched me pee into a
cup.

The first time, I was sixteen, right before my first
world champs in Barcelona. I was a shy pee-er, so I sat for what
seemed like twenty minutes waiting for the minimum of ninety
milliliters. Even though I was a minor and the Doping Control
Officer stood on the other side of the bathroom stall, she was
still there, getting paid to hear me pee. What an exciting job.

Now that I was an adult, the DCO had the pleasure of
no barriers blocking her view.

By now, I was a pro. Technically, a professional
swimmer and also a pro at drug tests. It came with the job,
especially right before the Olympics. We all had to do it, but that
didn’t make it any less awkward. Nothing would ever normalize a
stranger staring intently at my groin to make sure I didn’t tamper
with the pee.

I’d had to select my “vessel,” which was just a
creepy yet sophisticated way of saying “pee cup,” and inspected
said pee cup to make sure it was clean and no one had tampered with
it. The DCO had instructed me to wash my hands with only water.
Then she followed me into the bathroom and instructed me to pull my
shirt halfway up my torso and my track shorts down to mid-thigh so
she had a clear view. No matter how many times Officer Shelley
fixed her gaze on me, I still couldn’t look her in the eye. I held
the cup halfway into the toilet and stared at one of the tiles on
the floor. It was chipped and kind of looked like the state of
Iowa. It only took about a minute to get myself to ninety
milliliters under all that pressure. Then I had to secure the lid
and follow Shelley into the back room where she would process the
sample.

“Thanks, Quinn,” Shelley said with a friendly smile.
“Good luck at the games.”

“If I pass my test,” I joked, but it was clear that
didn’t sit well with her. Her smile faded, and she blinked. I
thought it was funny because besides alcohol, I’d never smoked a
cigarette, done weed, or popped any pill that wasn’t an over the
counter pain or allergy med. After all the drug tests at this very
facility since I moved to Berkeley, Shelley should have known I was
nothing but clean. “It was just a joke.”

“Mm-hmm, stick to swimming. You’re better at it.
Gatorade isn’t paying you to be a comedian.” She held her firm
scowl until she broke, offered me a wink, and just like that, we
were cool again.

“See you in the fall,” I said and waved.

Next stop: afternoon practice at Berkeley. Team USA
had just come back from the Olympic trials in Omaha. Tapering had
started, which meant practices were getting shorter and easier. It
was also an interesting time because swimmers were a really awkward
subspecies. For example, I wore three old suits that were barely
still intact—see-through and holey—and purple tights. The only time
I wore tights in my life. We wore extra layers to practice during
tapering to increase drag, so by the time we shed the extra weight
at the Olympics, we zoomed through the water. But it was also fun
wearing ripped tights and very old suits to the point where they
looked like we’d run them through a shredder. We walked out of the
locker room to the pool deck as if we were on the runway and
praised each other for whoever won the ugliest swimsuit
competition.

But the weirdest, most awkward thing we did was not
shave. Now that part I hated. It was a good thing my intense
schedule made it almost impossible to form relationships outside of
the pool because even if I had an ounce of free time to date, the
lack of shaving would do a good job repelling all the women.

“Guys, the Tinder guy just asked me out on a date,”
Lillian said as we stepped through our house after practice. She
showed his picture to me and Talia on her phone. He was in a tight,
navy blue fireman T-shirt with baggy, sallow-colored fireman pants.
Behind him was a firetruck, and I rolled my eyes at how corny the
picture was. I could only offer her a shrug, then went to the
fridge to enjoy my late afternoon meal while Talia took the phone
to view the guy better.

This had been our lives since we’d rented the
three-bedroom house a year before. Lillian and I had been teammates
our freshman year at Berkeley, before she went pro at the start of
our sophomore year, right after Rio. Once you went pro, you weren’t
allowed to swim for your college team anymore. We befriended Talia
despite the fact that she went to our rival school, Stanford. All
three of us were on the national team and went to Rio together. But
unlike me, who got gold in the 4x200 free relay and took fourth in
the 400-meter free, Lillian and Talia medaled in their individual
events.

Living with my two best friends was great. They were
like my sisters. The only thing that annoyed me was that they were
too straight and talked about boys too much.

“Tinder Fireman?” Talia said with her tone rising in
intrigue. She studied the phone. “Damn, he is gorgeous.”

At least the guy had muscles. If my beautiful
straight friends were going to date men, they had better date guys
who were worthy of their sculpted Olympic bodies. But their fawning
made me shiver in disgust as I ate a large spoonful of yogurt,
hoping this round of straight talk wouldn’t last too long.

“I mean, we’ve been texting nonstop for three weeks
now, so it’s about time,” Lillian said. “He wants to go out
tonight.”

Talia grunted out of pure jealousy. There were a
handful of rules during tapering. Because it was meant to preserve
energy for our races, we couldn’t even walk to the grocery store a
few blocks down the street. And if we couldn’t exert the bare
minimum amount of energy to go shopping, sex was “strongly
discouraged.” The Olympics was like our Lent, except we gave up
much more—like shaving, drinking, sex, going to the grocery store,
or on a simple walk, every single unhealthy food imaginable, and
only eating for fuel.

“God, I’m so jealous,” Talia whined while plopping
on the couch. “But good for you getting Tinder Fireman to finally
ask you out.”

Lillian let out an evil laugh. “Yeah, right as I
feel jealous that you two are going to Tokyo and I’m not, I’m
reminded that I can drink and have sex.”

Lillian would have had to sacrifice those too if she
hadn’t torn her ACL a year and a half ago while hiking in Yosemite.
She fell five feet on an extreme trail and ruined her pursuit of
the Tokyo Games. She was a breaststroker for the medley relay in
Rio, American record holder in the 100 and 200-meter, and Olympic
gold and silver medalist respectively. Breaststroke heavily relied
on legs and knees, which meant that once her injury was confirmed,
Tokyo was ruled out. She was depressed for a year while Talia and I
had to reluctantly go to practice and she had to go her separate
way to physical therapy. But in the last few months, when training
and meal plans became stricter, a smirk found its way to her lips
again while we envied her freedom.

“Okay, it’s official,” Lillian said after typing on
her phone. “I have a date tonight.”

Talia banged her head against the couch. “Gah. I
want to have a date tonight. Not even a date. Just a
rendezvous.”

“Oh, shut it,” Lillian said. “You’re about to go to
a buffet in a week. I don’t even want to hear it.”

“Ask him if he has any hot friends,” Talia said,
then glanced at me minding my business with my yogurt. “Both men
and women. Help your two best friends out.”

“Nah, I’m good,” I said, spooning another
helping.

“How are you good? When was the last time you went
on a date?”

I looked up at the ceiling as I thought. “Like, five
lifetimes ago, but I’ve already accepted the fact that I’m dying
alone. You should try it. It’s less stressful.”

Talia grunted again and kicked her feet like a
child. Lillian and I shared a laugh.

We made sure Lillian looked as elegant and hot as
possible before lecturing her about texting us if she needed
saving. Talia was always worried about her friends going out with
people from dating apps. She watched too many Dateline
episodes about dates gone wrong and convinced us to share our
locations during the date so she could track us. It was sweeter
than it was creepy. She was probably the most responsible one out
of us, the mom of the group.

She glanced at her phone after the two of us made
dinner, the recipe straight from our nutritionist. Baked chicken
breast over brown rice, arugula salad with tomatoes, white beans,
and minced garlic. Drizzled with olive oil and red wine vinegar.
One of the four dinners we’d rotated on repeat for the last few
months. I couldn’t wait for the games to be over so I could indulge
in a greasy slice of cheese pizza.

“They’re at Louie’s,” Talia said with a judgmental
scowl. “Louie’s. That dive bar with those chicken wings we ate that
gave us really bad—”

I raised my hand to cut her off. She didn’t need to
remind me of Louie’s and the food poisoning we both acquired from
their “famous award-winning buffalo wings” about a year ago. I
wasn’t sure how a bar with a consistently sticky floor won any
awards, but we only started questioning that after it was too
late.

“Talia, relax. She’ll be fine. And stop watching
those TV shows.”

“You’re right, you’re right. I’m sorry.” She flipped
her phone over and stabbed her chicken with her fork. “I’m also
trying to live vicariously through her.”

“Oh, I know. But your time will come in Tokyo.
You’re a babe. It won’t be too hard for you.”

“I need it to be the second Saturday of the games.
It’s been a really long time.”

“With your glowing tan skin and Hawaiian beauty, you
will get the much-needed attention you’ve been craving and
deserve.”

“It’s been five months.”

“Ah, I don’t want to hear it. Mine’s longer.”

“Why did we choose a really high maintenance and
lonely sport?”

That was a good question. Training for the Olympics
was a two-year commitment. We worked out six hours a day, four of
those hours spent immersed in a pool, following a black line, and
not talking to anyone. We spent a lot of time with our thoughts,
and that definitely took a toll on our social life. It gnawed and
pricked at Talia, but she was much more of a social butterfly than
I was. I diagnosed myself at least seventy percent introverted, so
being alone with my thoughts and having a bedtime of nine didn’t
bother me as much as it bothered her.

“I don’t know, Tal,” I said. “But the reason we did
it will come to fruition soon, and then you won’t be filled with so
much dread.”

“I wish I was like you, not fazed by all the stuff
we have to give up. I know I’m being dramatic right now. Tapering
gives you a lot of time and energy to overthink and make you feel
like you’re doing something wrong.”

“Yeah, it does. You should binge Stranger
Things with me. It seems like a thing normal people watch.”

“God, I’m so antsy! I just want to take a walk or a
run or freakin’ go to a bar and have a drink. Or get laid. That
would be nice.”

“Again, don’t complain. My dry spell has been
longer.”

“So, you’ve really accepted the fact that you’ll be
alone?”

“Pretty much. You tell me the last time I went out
on a date.”

She puckered her lips as she thought about it. “That
one girl right after you and Alexis broke up.”

After I thought for a moment, I realized she was
right. That was a year ago, but that was just a dinner date and a
one-night stand—rebound sex. I also didn’t have the time to date
after that, as the clock counted down to the Olympics.

“Sounds about right.”

“Any plans on resurrecting the dating app after
Tokyo?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. It seems as time
consuming as swimming.”

“Because you haven’t tried. Haven’t you only
seriously dated, like, two women since you moved out here?”

“I wouldn’t call Alexis or Bethany a serious
relationship. Definitely not Alexis. Don’t let our nine-month
relationship fool you. She can’t be tamed.”

Alexis was the epitome of that Miley Cyrus song. She
was this really hot blond tattoo artist with a full sleeve and five
years of experience on me. How we lasted nine months still baffled
me because looking back, the only chemistry we had was sexual. She
was my longest relationship since I moved to San Francisco, but my
four-month-long relationship with Bethany in college was more of a
relationship than Alexis. At least Bethany acted like we were
together. Alexis struggled to have a girlfriend. I don’t think
monogamy was meant for her. Since she had a wall up, my heart never
fully opened for her, so when I broke up with her, I wasn’t
heartbroken. More relieved that we could stop trying to fit into
something that wasn’t meant for us. Being with her was more work
than training for Tokyo.

“I’m not against dating,” I continued. “I just don’t
want to waste my time if there isn’t any chemistry. The free time I
have is limited and valuable. If I’m going to date, I want to feel
this thrill and excitement and have my stomach constantly on spin
cycle while I’m around them.”

“You’ve been on a lot of Tinder dates. No spark from
any of them?”

No. After the Rebound Girl a few weeks after Alexis,
I deleted the app. It was Tokyo crunch time. But before Alexis, I
did go on quite a few dates. Only about three or four girls for a
month or so, and then they got so fed up with my busy schedule that
most of them told me they couldn’t do it, and I didn’t bat an eye.
I understood where they were coming from. Dating someone training
for the Olympics came with only a few spare days and nights.

“A sexual spark, yes,” I replied. “A spark that runs
deep? No. I haven’t felt that way in a really long time.”

She let out a long sigh. “Same. We should try the
apps again after Tokyo.”

“If we’re going to date anyone, we should do it
soon; we’ve got two years before we sell our souls to train for
Paris.”

She raised her water glass in cheers, and I followed
her lead and clinked it. “Sounds good to me,” Talia said.

After we ate, we checked in on Lillian to find her
still at Louie’s. She was alive and well after she told us she
passed on the chicken wings and got a burger instead, so we knew
she wouldn’t die or suffer food poisoning.

Talia and I turned on the TV and settled on the
couch to watch an episode of Stranger Things. Since we
weren’t normal people, we were only on the first season, trying to
use all the available taper time to understand pop culture
references. Lillian had been begging us to watch it so we could
dress up as the gang for Halloween.

“You know, this show would be a million times better
with a gay element,” I said “I’m thinking Nancy would be good.
She’s cute.”

“That’s definitely not going to happen. She’s with
Steve and his hair. And come on, can you enjoy a show without a gay
element?”

“Technically, I could, but it’s not really
preferred. I’m at that stage in my life where I only want to watch
things that are gay…preferably when they don’t kill the love
interest literally the scene after they first have sex.”

“Man, you’re still pissed about The 100?”

“I’ll forever be pissed about The 100. I
devoted my life to it for them to ruin it completely. Plus,
Orange Is the New Black got disappointing. Orphan
Black got weirder and ended. So unless Stranger Things
becomes gay, it’s not getting ahead of Killing Eve. I can’t
turn down an MI6 agent and a loveable female psychopath assassin
being obsessed with each other. Sign me right up.”

Right as I reached for my glass of water, my phone
rang. The name that stretched across the screen sent my mind into a
whirling spin of nostalgic disbelief. I nearly choked on the water
as it descended my throat.

Speaking of dating, was this really happening? Was
Kennedy Reed calling me?

“Oh shit,” I said through an airy exhale. “What do I
do?”

“What? Who’s that? Why aren’t you answering?”

I looked at her with worried eyes. “Dating…I dated
her.”

I couldn’t even form sentences I was so taken aback.
Talia picked up my phone, studied the name, and flashed it in front
of my face. “Kennedy Reed? I don’t remember hearing about a Kennedy
Reed.”

My heart hammered as if I was sprinting down the
pool with full force. “High school girlfriend. The best friend,” I
said through the shortness of panicked breath.

Talia’s mouth dropped, and then she tossed the phone
on my lap as if it burned her fingers. “Oh God, what are you going
to do?” She finally reached my level of panic.

“I don’t know! I don’t know!”

“Answer it! Answer it!”

I fumbled for the phone and pressed the green
button.

Kennedy Reed calling me a week and a half before I
left for the Olympics? All the history we shared exploded in my
memory. My childhood best friend who gave me my first kiss the
night before she moved to New York City when we were thirteen, came
back to Aspen Grove sophomore year only to ignore me until our
senior year, when she confessed the feelings she’d had for me since
we were eleven. And then when we were able to move past that, we
dated, and those five months were some of the most amazing of my
life. She was my high school sweetheart. My first and only
heartbreak. Why the hell was she calling me? She hadn’t called me
since…well…since we dated.

I sucked in a breath and planned on holding it until
I got the reason she was calling. “H…hello?” Yup, I still had the
amazing ability to sound like an idiot around her.

“Oh, hey stranger, long time no talk,” Kennedy said
with a chipper voice, and I could almost hear the smile.

All she had to do was say one sentence to send me
flying back in time. “Hey!” I replied and hated myself for my
tremulous voice. I scratched the back of my head as Talia drilled
her dark brown eyes into me, as invested in the conversation as I
was. “What are you…why…how are you?”

She laughed, so that meant that bad news wasn’t
pending, right? “Did I catch you off guard?”

“A little, but I guess in a good way. It’s always
nice hearing from you. What’s going on?”

“A lot of things.” The noise in the background
sounded like she was outside, rustling wind and huffing when she
spoke. “First things first, guess where I am?”

“I’m assuming not in Brooklyn.” I paused to think,
and if she wasn’t where she lived, at least from the last I heard,
there was only one other place she could be that was worthy of this
call. “Are you in San Francisco?”

“Ding ding ding!”

My mouth dropped. Talia rounded her stare.

“Seriously?”

“Seriously. You know my brother lives out here,
right?”

“Uh, no. When did this happen? Where does he
live?”

“He moved right after Christmas. Working in Silicon
Valley. Living in Santa Clara, which apparently is only an hour
away from you, Google Maps tells me.”

“Yeah, it’s not too far. Geez, how long are you in
town for?”

“Glad you asked. Jacob’s getting married this
weekend, can you believe it?”

I leaned back on the couch. “Wow. I guess that means
we’re not kids anymore?”

“Hey, speak for yourself. I don’t have a house, a
job, or a ring on my finger, so I’m still very youthful. But yeah,
he’s getting married this weekend, and I just landed, and you’re
the first person I called because obviously, I want to see you if
we’re in the same city.”

My heart raced, practically leapt out of my chest
the same way it did the last time I saw her, two summers ago after
we finished up our junior year of college. We were both in Aspen
Grove at the same time since high school. We met for dinner, which
lasted the whole night, my heart never once taking a break from its
sprint.

“I guess that’s the rule now, huh?” I said, thinking
back. “Any time we’re in the same city we have to see each
other?”

“Obviously. Unless you’re too important since you’ll
be at the Olympics soon and all over the TV. Way too cool for
me.”

“I leave in a week and a half. It’s pretty crazy,
but I’m never too cool for you.”

“You know how freakin’ excited I am for you? You
know how loud I screamed when I watched the trials and saw you
qualify?”

I had an idea, but imagining it and hearing the
excitement only made my smile grow. I loved that she watched me.
After all this time, she still made time for it.

“Well, if you watched, then I guess you’re still my
good luck charm,” I said, and my face burned. Goddamn, you can’t
be blushing like this the next time you see her.

“If that’s the case, I think you need to see your
good luck charm. You’re not ready for Tokyo if you don’t…if you’re
free, that is. I’m sure you’re busy as hell.”

“Busy doing nothing. It’s tapering time.”

“I don’t know what that means, but you make it sound
like a burden.”

“It is a burden. I’ve been prescribed lots of rest,
which means no going out, not even to the store down the street.
But if minimal activity is involved, I might be able to squeeze you
in.”

“Really? Because I would really love to see you.
It’s been too long.”

“A whole two years.”

“I feel like that doesn’t even count because it went
by too fast.”

I laughed. “The dinner lasted for four hours. We
shut the restaurant down. It closed on us.”

“And somehow, it still went by too fast. So can you
squeeze me in? I want to treat you to a celebratory feast. I
promise, minimal activity. A simple dinner and time to catch
up.”

“I can’t say no to a celebratory feast. Let’s do
it.”

“Yay! I’m so excited. I’ll text you sometime when I
get to Jacob’s, and we’ll go from there?”

“Yeah, that sounds good. I’m looking forward to
it.”

When we said our good-byes, I sunk into the couch
and got lost in all the scenarios that could happen. Would it be
anything like two years ago when we talked and laughed the whole
time, not realizing four hours had sped by until the waitress told
us they were closing? It felt like we’d had no time to catch up at
all. And God, did we flirt. I thought our chemistry would have
diluted a bit because of the time and distance since we broke up,
but if that dinner proved anything, it was that our chemistry was
more than alive and well, just like where it left off when we were
eighteen…if not stronger. I thought about kissing her when I
dropped her off. I wondered if she thought that too because she
paused before opening the passenger door, as if giving me a silent
invitation.

But like the idiot I was, I didn’t do anything but
tell her I’d had a nice time. Because apparently, while dedicating
all my time to swimming and being alone with my thoughts, I’d
forgotten how to make a move.

I thought back on our good-bye before the start of
college, when we walked around my neighborhood, and I kissed her
good-bye, a kiss I still thought about anytime she crossed my mind.
We’d made a pact that night that we would try our relationship
again after college if we crossed paths. Five years later, was this
finally the moment I kept asking the gay gods for?

I told Talia that if I was going to be in a
relationship with someone, I wanted to feel the spark. I hadn’t
felt it for a really long time. It was only after I hung up with
Kennedy and got lost in the sixteen years’ worth of memories that
it dawned on me that the last girl to make me feel that way—the
spark that I’d been searching for—was Kennedy Reed.


Chapter Two

What the hell was this? Was this a date? A casual
dinner between two ex-girlfriends?

What the hell did I even wear?

There had to be a happy medium between a “date” and
a “casual dinner between two ex-girlfriends” outfit. I stared at my
closest for fifteen minutes, tried on a few outfits, had Lillian
and Talia yay and nay them, and ended up with a black short-sleeved
button-down with a pineapple print, sleeves rolled up, skinny gray
jeans that stopped at my ankles, and black Chelsea boots.

“Are you sure I look okay?” I asked and did a final
spin as they stretched out on the couch.

“Are you seriously asking if you look okay when
you’re the fittest you’ve ever been and will ever be in your life?”
Lillian said, holding a steaming bowl of chicken ramen. “Get out of
here, clown.”

I huffed. That wasn’t the point. This was Kennedy
Reed we were talking about. The bar so high that no girl had even
come close to touching.

I tossed her a stern side-eye and then looked at
Talia. She sat straight up and studied me. Hair, very little
makeup, shirt, pants, shoes, and then back up for one last
look.

“Hmm, can you French tuck your shirt?” Talia asked.
“What would Tan from Queer Eye tell you?”

I tucked the front of my shirt into my pants. “He
would tell me to French tuck it.”

“Boom. There you go. Looks like you’re going out on
a nice, very gay date.”

“That was the point…and also not to look like I’m
trying too hard. Does it look like I’m trying too hard?”

They both observed me again. “No, not really. But
are you going to try?” Lillian asked, wiggling her eyebrows.

“I’m going to see where the night takes us.”

“Into your bed?”

“I’m not allowed to burn fifty calories going to the
store. You think I’m allowed to have sex?”

“That’s a wildly overdramatic rule if you ask
me.”

“Stop rubbing it in!” Talia hollered, and that
garnered a bellowing laugh from Lillian, who’d been making it known
that she broke her dry spell with Tinder Fireman the night before.
“And do we need to keep tabs on your location?”

“I’ve known this girl since I was seven. Her go-to
in Never Have I Ever is that she’s never cheated on a test. I think
it’s safe to say that she’s probably the one person you don’t need
a location for.”

“I almost forgot what it was like for Quinn Hughes
to go on a date,” Lillian said, resting a hand over her heart. “My
baby girl is growing up.”

“We didn’t get this whole outfit check before the
last date,” Talia said to Lillian.

“It’s not a date.”

“Okay,” the two of them said with an eye roll.

This wasn’t a date. It was a reunion dinner, or what
Kennedy called a celebratory feast. It was just two people who had
known each other for sixteen years meeting in a city three thousand
miles away from home to have dinner.

Even though my heart and stomach fluttered as hard
and fast as if it were a date. My brain needed to reassure all my
organs jolting awake that this was definitely not a date.

I couldn’t believe I had to Uber to the restaurant
that was in the Castro District, one neighborhood over from my
Mission house. At any other time, I would have walked the mile and
a half so I could enjoy the cool fresh air, something other than
stuffy chlorine air or stale sweaty air from the weight room. But
nope, I had to be that person who spent ten dollars for a few
blocks, leaving me with extra time to think, reflect, and worry. My
heart thrummed in my chest as if I was already at the Olympics,
ready to swim my first race.

The times I had used my dating app, I’d talked to
quite a few women. It was how I’d met Alexis. But heading to the
restaurant, my heart weighed more than it did on the way to my
first blind date. This was much scarier than meeting a complete
stranger. There were no expectations for those. The bar was
basically set on the ground. No history complicated things. There
was nothing to lose.

But now, I had expectations. This was the second
time I would see Kennedy since high school and the first time after
college. Throughout the past five years, I’d clung to this hope
that Kennedy and I would find a way to be together again. But that
ray of hope dimmed a little more each year with her on the East
Coast and me on the West, and the texting that spaced out as time
went on. We had so much history together, so much at stake, it
fogged my mind until the Uber driver snapped me out of it to tell
me we were here.

Then there was the waiting. I texted her when I
grabbed a table that she’d have a drink waiting for her. I was so
thirsty from all the worry and doubt that I needed lemon water
ASAP. As for Kennedy’s drink, I had no idea what to get. She’d been
two months out from her twenty-first birthday back when we had our
last dinner. Last I knew, she liked Captain Morgan. I went with a
Captain and Coke. That was playing it safe, right?

My phone chirped on the table with a text from her.
Walking in!

Holy crap. This was it. This was—

Kennedy stepped through the entrance, and my throat
caught. The hostess gestured to me, and her eyes found me
instantly. Her smile grew as she walked, and my legs melted into my
seat. Her skin glowed with sun, and her ash brown hair curled in
slight waves past her chest, the ends lighter than her roots. Her
eyes were still a soft bright green that flipped my stomach upside
down when they locked with mine. And that smile. I swear, the whole
time she weaved around tables, my body thought it was getting ready
for a workout from the rush of adrenaline and the sweat on the back
of my neck.

She wore an olive green one-shoulder top that made
her eyes pop and short jean shorts that instantly stole my
attention. I stood to greet her, but the words died on my lips.
“Hi,” I said, but it felt as if the words carelessly spilled from
my mouth. I tried not to let my stare linger, but my gaze went to
her face, her exposed shoulder, and her legs, unabashedly skimming
across every inch of exposed, sun-kissed skin.

“Oh my God, wow,” were the first words she said
before holding her arms out for a hug. When I accepted, I resisted
the urge to sink into her embrace, but it was hard. Her hair didn’t
smell like flowers anymore. It smelled like high-end shampoo, maybe
with argan oil. Her hug was so comforting. When she broke away, she
held me in front of her so she could get a better look. As much as
I wanted the embrace to last, I was thankful that it didn’t because
it would have been a shortcut to an instantaneous unraveling.

She scanned my face and then my body, a long and
careful examination that sent a potent shiver down my spine. Her
glance had a bit of hunger in it, almost as if I was being
objectified, but since it came from Kennedy, I loved it. I wanted
her to stare at me like that for the rest of the evening.

“Damn, you look amazing,” she said as she took her
seat. I followed. “You look like you’re ready to kick some ass in
Tokyo.”

“Oh, I feel like it,” I said, straightening my back
and doing a facetious hair flip.

She continued to take me in. “Is there any fat on
you?”

“I think all that kale made sure I had minimum fat.
Could explain all the pizza cravings I’ve been having.”

“I’ll make sure I order the flatbread, then.”

“You’re awful.”

She winked. “You like it.”

I smiled “A little.”

She noticed her drink and grinned. “Oh, you weren’t
lying when you said there was a drink waiting for me.”

“Don’t get too excited. I have no idea what you like
these days.”

She took a sip, then followed it with a wince.
“Seriously, Quinn?”

After all this time, the power of her saying my name
still did wonders to my insides. “What?”

“Out of all the drinks you could have ordered, you
got me a Captain and Coke?” She shook her head, hiding a budding
grin behind the rim of her glass as she took another sip.

“And in spite of all the advice I gave you, you
still haven’t ditched that satchel purse?” I gestured to the large
handbag next to her feet. “It screams Captain and Coke girl to me.
Like your red Jetta.”

“Hey, I love this purse, and I loved that
Jetta.”

“Love it more than hooking up with women?”

Her cheeks turned a deep shade of pink. At least we
were probably matching now. “It didn’t ruin my chances by
that much.”

“Oh really?” I rested my chin on my palm and moved
my eyebrows up and down. “Please go on.”

She laughed and crossed her arms. “I’m sure you
would love to know. Gotta loosen me up a little more to get that
dirt out of me.”

“Then let me get you another drink. Maybe a stronger
one.” I waved the drink menu. “They have a nice selection. All
happy hour prices.”

“That’s not even fair since you’re not drinking.”
She pointed to my lemon water. “You can’t get me liquored up for
juicy info when I can’t do the same to you.”

It was a very sad sight. I would have loved to order
that delicious ten percent IPA that I’d only had twice in my life,
but with a week out from leaving, I was in dry season, which meant
zero alcohol, which also meant Lillian drank more to torture
us.

“It’s for a gold medal, Kennedy. Now tell me what
you want.”

Apparently, the right answer was a dry red wine. She
let out a gasp and pointed to the menu as if I knew exactly what
she was talking about when she said the restaurant had her favorite
Petit Verdot, and she laughed when I told her I’d never heard of
that wine before. Whatever the glass was, I forced her to order
it.

“Are you a sommelier now?” I asked after the
waitress took the order.

“Not in the slightest. When I studied abroad, I
spent a long weekend down in southern France because my
girlfriend’s aunt had a place down there. We went to a few
wineries, and this was the best I had.”

Was it wrong of me to question if she meant
girlfriend as a lover or a friend? Because I did.

I threw my hands up. “Oh, you went to southern
France and acquired a taste for red wine. So fancy.”

“Are you mocking me?”

“Of course. You set me up for it. Jetta owner
Kennedy Reed, a French wine connoisseur.”

“Quinn Hughes, a two-time Olympian. I guess a lot
has changed since the last time we saw each other. What was it? Two
years ago?”

“Yeah, I think so. The dinner back in Aspen
Grove.”

“Yeah, that dinner.” She said it as if that moment
in the car sprouted in her mind, and she too was imagining the kiss
that never happened. She blinked rapidly as if to tear herself out
of the memory. “And now you’re traveling all the corners of the
world.”

“My entire devotion to swimming is solely based on
frequent flyer miles. Who cares about gold medals?”

“I wouldn’t. Those seat upgrades are key, especially
for overnight flights. How many gold medals do you have now?”

“Thirteen gold. Eight silver. Two bronze. Only one
Olympic medal.”

Rio was an interesting time. I tried out for the
200-meter and 400-meter free. I missed qualifying for the 200 by a
literal hundredth of a second, which was much more devastating than
missing the London Olympics by three. I qualified for the 400-free
but ended up getting fourth, which added to my frustrations that I
missed winning my first individual medal by a second. But I was on
the 4x200-free relay that won gold, and I cherished that medal but
was still bitter about my 200 and 400 performances. Rio brought me
so much disappointment at the same time it gave me my first Olympic
gold.

“Only one. Geez, the humanity,” Kennedy said. “Let
me make fun of you for that comment now since you’re harping on my
southern France story.”

I laughed. “Okay, that’s fair. I sounded a little
ungrateful. I’m just upset I couldn’t qualify for the 200-free, and
I missed the bronze in the 400 by a second.”

“Yeah, I bet that’s disappointing, but since then,
you’ve become a six-time world champion. Sounds like you’re on a
perfect path to winning gold in Tokyo.”

“Oh wow. You’ve really kept up with my career.”

“Of course I have,” she said casually before taking
another drink. “I’ve known you since I was seven. I dated you in
high school. I was there when you decided that you wanted to go to
the Olympics. Why the hell wouldn’t I keep up with you?”

God, I was already in so much trouble. The exact
feelings I’d told Talia I wanted to feel about a woman were already
intoxicating me before we ordered our food. Everything was still
there. Nothing had changed from high school. If anything, I felt a
stronger pull. Besides my girlfriend Bethany, who was on my
Berkeley swim team, no other girl had been interested or could keep
up with my intense love for swimming. Alexis had found it boring.
Other girls had found it too time consuming. And there was Kennedy,
sitting back and cheering for me from the sidelines like
always.

“I…I don’t know,” I said and shook my head. “It’s a
lot to keep up with.”

“Not for me. I think it’s amazing. You’ve grown so
much since high school. Thirteen gold medals, six-time world
champion. Now you have five events in the Olympics. You’re
moving up in the world, Quinn Charlotte Hughes. I’m so proud of
you.”

I waved off her comment as the warmth spread over
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