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BLOODY MARY, ANYONE?




AS SOON AS Quinn saw Avery enter the tiny cafe, her heart beat just a little faster, something it had done ever since they’d met. Unable to take her eyes off of the tall, beaming brunette, and reminding herself to keep her feelings to herself, Quinn jumped to her feet, waving her friend over. 

Avery squealed, and hugged Quinn tight, sending a spark of electricity into Quinn’s stomach. Suppressing a delighted shiver, Quinn forced herself to let go as Avery slid into the seat across from her at the Formica table.

“I can’t believe we’re finally doing this. It’s been too long since we’ve had a girl’s lunch!” Avery said, picking up the menu by the salt shaker. 

“No kidding! Should we celebrate? Split a bloody Mary and a plate of fries, like we did in college?” Quinn asked with a laughing wink.

Avery’s hand shot up, already flagging down the waitress. “You read my mind, darling.”

As soon as the drink came, Avery grabbed it up, taking a long sip. Her eyes fluttered closed, and she passed it to Quinn. “Just like I remember. God I love this place.”

Quinn laughed, and went to take a drink herself. Avery had left a lipstick print on the straw. As her mouth closed over the pink mark, a thought drifted into her head:

This is like a distant way for us to kiss. 

As she considered it, Quinn’s gaze drifted to Avery's mouth. The girl’s lips had a softness to them that Quinn had always been jealous of, the kind that didn’t come from biting at the skin.

I really wouldn’t mind kissing Avery at all.

With a start, Quinn realized where her thoughts were going. Halfway through a sip of the drink, she choked. Bloody Mary spewed from her mouth all over the table. 

Gasping, Quinn covered her mouth.

“Are you okay?” Avery asked with a little laugh, grabbing a napkin. 

Quinn nodded, her face hot, and pushed the glass away from her. She barely felt it tip before it fell over, spilling the Bloody Mary they were sharing all over both of their laps. 

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry!” Quinn said.

Avery stood up, straightening the cup and taking Quinn’s wrist. “It's okay. But we have to hurry! Quick, to the bathroom, before it stains,” she said, and rushed them both to the back of the cafe. The moment Quinn was inside, Avery locked the door.

What Quinn didn’t anticipate was Avery sliding her own skirt straight off her hips, revealing her soft, skin-colored underwear beneath. Sure, they’d gone to the beach together in bikinis. Quinn had known for years how toned and curvy her friend was.

She’d just never had a chance to put a name to the feelings now fluttering around in her chest, butterflies unleashed by the unexpected intimacy of the situation.

All she could do was gape as her friend went to the sink, turned on both taps, and got to work on her own stain. It took Quinn another second to realize that they were locked in together. And she was expected to take her own pants off to clean them.

The moment was all too tantalizing for her all of a sudden. The butterflies swirling excitedly in her chest turned to lightning strikes of panic. Even as her legs were becoming more and more uncomfortably wet, she couldn’t get herself to take them off.

Avery looked at her, and Quinn jumped. “Hurry, darling! They won’t clean themselves!”

Quinn let out a nervous laugh, and began playing with her buttons. Then before she could blink, Avery leaned over to grab her waist. 

“I can see why you’re having trouble, these pants are so tight!”

Quinn flung herself away so fast, the door rattled when she hit it. All she could see was Avery, touching her jeans. Avery, putting her hands on her stomach. Avery, in her underwear, trying to help her take off her pants.

Avery’s crestfallen expression hurt her heart. “What’s wrong?” she asked. 

Quinn let out a weird, high-pitched noise. Her face got hot. How could she say it? How could she tell Avery how she felt? How, without scaring her off? “N-nothing,” she said, still covering her jeans with her hands. “It’s—it’s nothing.”

Avery’s face fell, until her confusion seemed so big, it filled the tiny room. “Quinn, whatever it is, you can tell me! You know I won’t tell anyone.” Then her eyes went wide.

Quinn’s heart almost stopped. She held her breath as her friend leaned in.

“Did you hurt yourself?” Avery whispered.

Quinn’s face went even hotter. “What? No! I just—” She huffed out a breath. “It’s complicated.”

Avery shook her head. “What is?”

Quinn waved a hand at her. “How I—feel—about you.”

Avery shook her head again, and then her expression lightened. Little by little, Quinn watched as realization dawned across her friend’s face.

“Yeah,” Quinn said, slumping against the door. “I really like you, but I know you might not feel that way about me, and I don’t want you to feel pressured by that.”

A second later, Avery burst out laughing, slapping a hand to her chest. “Oh thank god! I thought I was the only one who felt that way in this relationship,” she said.

Shocked, Quinn had to pick her jaw up off the floor. It took another five seconds before she realized what she was hearing. When it finally broke through that Avery liked her back, she stood up straight. There was a dewiness to Avery’s softened gaze.

“Let’s finish cleaning up. Then we can get out of here,” her friend said.

As Avery reached for Quinn’s pants again, Quinn lifted her own hands out of the way. She let Avery help her scrub the tomato stain. Suddenly, she didn’t care at all that Avery was touching her.

If anything, she didn’t want her friend to stop.








THE DANCE


SKY SLIPPED INSIDE the bright, open dance studio just as her friend, Cass’s, class had finally cleared out. At the back of the room, the tall, curvy, twenty-something ballet and jazz teacher stood by her bag, taking a long drink of water. Immediately, Sky couldn’t help thinking how good her friend looked in her bright blue workout gear.

Then again, nothing has changed about those feelings since the day we first met!

At the sight of her, Cass grinned. “What’s up? You giving me a ride?”

Immediately, Sky’s face got hot. She shuffled her feet a little, her motorcycle boots a little too big and heavy for the delicate space around her. “No, um…I mean yes, but that’s not actually why I’m here,” she said. She gave her friend a nervous smile, and then looked at all the open walls with their floor-length mirrors. 

Maybe it was the strangeness of actually being in the space she’d only visited so often from the window. Maybe it was the fact that she drove a motorcycle, and that was what she was known for: things that go, not things that were soft, or refined places like dance studios. Either way, she grimaced as she said, “I’m actually interested in learning to waltz.”

Cass stood up straighter, her smile widening. “Really?!”

Sky let out a shaky laugh. “Yeah, I’m…okay, look, I’m going to a ballroom dance because I wanted to try something new, and you’re always telling me to do something I’d never done before, and—”

“Would you like me to help you?” Cass asked, putting her water bottle down by her bag.

Sky let out a breath of relief. “Would you?”

“Of course!” she said, waving her friend into the center of the room. “I’m assuming it’s a waltz you’re interested in learning?”

“Yeah,” Sky said, and took her spot beside Cass.

The placement put Sky smack-dab in the center of the enormous mirrors, only serving to show her how much of a contrast they were, apart from their toned arm muscles. On the one hand, they certainly looked good together, which gave Sky a little thrill. On the other hand, the mirrors revealed everything, and that alone left her feeling a little more self-conscious. Now Cass could watch her fail from every angle.

“Okay, we’re going to start by dancing in an invisible box,” Cass said, stepping forward and around as she counted to three.

Sky fell into step beside her, Cass’s soft hand in hers. They took it as slow as possible, until they were moving together with liquid ease to the point where Sky actually wanted to watch them in the mirrors. Her heart lifted at the sight of them, and every hair on her arm was aware of Cass’s, where their elbows pressed together. 

They danced for what felt like no time at all speeding up only when Sky
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