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  Something Borrowed

A Sapphic Awakening of Desire, Devotion, and the Courage to Choose Yourself



Departures

The coffee at Gate B7 tasted like reheated disappointment — burnt, vaguely sweet, trying too hard. Camila Torres drank it anyway, her engagement ring clinking against the paper cup every time she adjusted her grip. Two-point-three carats. Tyler had been very specific about that number, as though the decimal point were itself a gesture of love.

Gate B7 smelled like floor cleaner and Cinnabon and the quiet resignation of five a.m. travelers. Somewhere behind her, a child was methodically kicking a vending machine. The departure board stuttered: NAPLES — ON TIME. Four days of prosecco and sunshine and her three closest friends and absolutely no reason to feel the way she felt, which was nothing. A clean, polished nothing, like the inside of a display case.

»There she is. The bride. The myth. The woman who somehow got through TSA in under ten minutes.«

Priya Mehta materialized with two carry-ons and a neck pillow she wore like a crown — five-foot-two, sharp dark eyes, the organized intensity of someone who scheduled bathroom breaks during med school. She kissed Camila’s cheek and smelled like jasmine and hand sanitizer.

I swear if Elena’s late again I’m leaving her passport at the gate, Priya thought, already counting heads.

»I bribed a guard,« Camila said.

»Noted. Elena’s hungover. She’s in the bathroom.«

»Shocking.«

»Sadie’s parking. She brought a whole suitcase of sunscreen.«

»Also shocking.«

Elena Vasquez emerged from the bathroom in oversized sunglasses, her dark curly hair piled on top of her head like a collapsing soufflé, five-nine in the platform sandals she insisted on wearing to airports. She pointed at Camila’s coffee.

»Is there more of that poison?«

»Kiosk. Left of Hudson News.«

»You’re a saint.«

»She’s a bride,« Priya corrected.

»Same energy.«

My skull is actually separating from my spine, Elena thought, already gravitating toward caffeine.

Sadie Coleman arrived next — sensible sneakers, freckled nose, a sandy bob that said practical louder than it said stylish. She hugged Camila and held on two seconds longer than usual.

She’s thinner, Sadie thought. She’s not eating.

»You okay?«

»I’m great.«

»You look tired.«

»It’s five a.m.«

»Fair.«

I’m fine, Camila told herself, the way she’d been telling herself for weeks — with the quiet authority of someone reciting a fact they’d stopped verifying. The dress was altered. The venue was booked. The man was good. Everything was exactly where it was supposed to be, and if that felt less like peace and more like a glass box she’d been packed into — that was pre-wedding jitters. Every magazine said so.

The gate agent announced pre-boarding. Priya herded them toward the jetbridge. Elena shuffled behind her, clutching her coffee like a talisman. Camila grabbed the window seat before anyone else could — she wanted the wall to lean against, she told herself, not the ability to choose who sat beside her — and was reaching for her bag when she heard it.

»Sorry, sorry, sorry — I know, I’m the worst.«

Nora Hartmann came through the terminal at something between a walk and a controlled fall, a leather weekender slung over one shoulder, hair still damp, her white linen shirt untucked and unbuttoned one past professional. Two past, actually. Camila counted. She didn’t know why she counted.

Nora was built like a swimmer who’d kept swimming — long torso, shoulders wider than her hips, arms defined without being bulky. Her face was all angles: high cheekbones, a jaw that could cut paper, a nose with a slight bump at the bridge from a field hockey accident sophomore year. Her hair fell past her shoulders in dark blonde waves that would dry lighter — almost gold at the ends from sun Camila hadn’t been there for. She was five-eight, maybe five-nine, and she moved with the unselfconscious ease of someone who had never once worried about taking up space.

She smelled like bergamot and warm skin and the particular sweetness of someone who had showered in a hurry and skipped perfume, which meant the scent was just — her. Just Nora. Camila’s stomach did something fast and involuntary, like a flinch, except lower.

She’s wearing the ring, Nora thought. Of course she’s wearing the ring.

»Traffic?« Camila asked.

»Alarm. I threw it across the room.« Nora dropped her bag and pulled Camila into a hug — the kind that involved her whole body, one hand flat between Camila’s shoulder blades, chin hooked over her shoulder. She was taller by three inches. She’d always been taller. »Hi.«

»Hi.«

»You’re getting married.«

»Allegedly.«

Nora laughed — a low sound, almost private, meant only for the space between them — and pulled back. Her eyes were the grey-green of sea glass, and they held Camila’s for one beat too long. Not enough for anyone else to notice. Enough for Camila’s pulse to shift registers.

Don’t, she thought. The word arrived without context, without a sentence to complete it. Just: don’t.

They boarded. Nora slid into the seat beside her — the window seat was taken, Camila had taken it, and now she regretted the wall because it meant Nora was on her open side, her bare forearm settling on the shared armrest, skin warm and faintly freckled. Neither moved. The engine noise swelled.

Somewhere over the Atlantic, Nora fell asleep with her head tilted toward Camila’s shoulder, not quite touching, close enough that each exhale moved a strand of Camila’s hair. Camila stared at the seat back in front of her and thought about the word jitters and how it didn’t cover this — didn’t even come close — this thing that sat in her chest like a second heartbeat, keeping time to a song she refused to name.

Through the thin cabin wall of the plane, she could feel the hum of the engine. Through the thinner wall of her own composure, she could feel Nora breathing. She didn’t know which vibration was harder to ignore.





The Villa

»This place is stupid,« Elena called out, pouring prosecco with the generosity of someone using another person’s credit card. »Like, aggressively stupid. Who lives like this?«

»People who aren’t us,« Priya said, rearranging the refrigerator by food group.

»For the next few days, we’re those people.«

»For the next few days, we’re bankrupting Camila’s mother.«

The villa perched on the cliffside like something that had grown there — terracotta and bougainvillea and a terrace that jutted over the Tyrrhenian Sea. The air tasted like brine and lemon blossoms.

Camila’s mother had insisted on paying. My only daughter. My only wedding. The words carried more weight than currency — a contract folded into generosity like a razor blade in an apple.

This fridge is a war crime, Priya thought, rearranging someone else’s condiments with clinical dissatisfaction. Who stores eggs on the top shelf?

»Which room did Nora take?« Camila asked no one in particular.

»The one next to yours,« Priya said, not looking up. »She said the view was better.«

Of course she did. Camila took a glass from Elena and drank too fast. The prosecco tasted like permission, and she needed to stop doing that — assigning emotional weight to sparkling wine. Tyler would have called it »bubbly« and left it there. Tyler lived on the surface of things, comfortably, like a man floating on his back in a pool. She loved that about him. She was almost certain she loved that about him.

They ate on the terrace. Bruschetta, prosciutto, a pasta al limone Elena had made with shocking competence. The candles guttered in the salt breeze.

»So he brings his mother,« Elena was saying, gesturing with bread. »To the second date. And the mother — the mother — orders his food for him. A grown man. Thirty-four years old. She orders him the salmon.«

»Did he eat the salmon?« Priya asked.

»He ate the salmon.«

»Dealbreaker.«

»The salmon was the dealbreaker? Not the mother?«

»A man who lets someone else choose his salmon will let someone else choose everything.«

Everyone laughed. Camila laughed. And the whole time she was watching Nora at the far end of the table — sleeves pushed up, forearms catching candlelight, tearing bread with her fingers, listening more than speaking. Her linen shirt had dried wrinkled and she hadn’t changed, hadn’t bothered, and that unbothered quality radiated from her like a frequency only Camila could hear.

She keeps looking, Elena thought, tracking Camila’s gaze across the table. She doesn’t even know she’s doing it.

Under the table, Nora’s knee touched hers.

Not an accident. Not a bump. A settling — a body leaning into a wall it trusts. Warm through Camila’s sundress. Camila looked at Nora. Nora was listening to Elena, chin propped on her hand, smiling. She gave no indication she’d noticed. Her knee didn’t move.

Camila’s didn’t either.

The night softened. The friends peeled off — Elena first, then Priya, then Sadie with a wine-stained kiss on Camila’s cheek. The terrace emptied. The candles burned to stumps.

Camila stayed. She told herself she was enjoying the night air.

Footsteps. The slide of the glass door.

»Forgot my glass,« Nora said.

She hadn’t forgotten her glass. It was on the table, half full, exactly where she’d left it. They both looked at it. Neither acknowledged the lie.

She stayed, Nora thought. The relief of it sat like a held breath finally released.

Nora leaned against the railing beside her. The scent of her had changed since morning — linen holding hours of salt air and wine, something softer underneath, skin-close. Camila’s entire left side prickled with awareness.

»You’ve been quiet tonight,« Nora said.

»I’m always quiet.«

»You’re performatively quiet. There’s a difference.«

Camila looked at her. Nora’s face was half in moonlight, half in shadow, and her eyes were steady and serious in a way that made Camila feel like a page being read.

»I’m fine,« Camila said.

»I didn’t ask if you were fine.«

The sea moved below them. A dog barked somewhere in Praiano — three sharp notes, then silence. Camila twisted her ring, a habit she’d developed without noticing.

»Are you happy?« Nora asked. Simple. No edge.

»I’m getting married.«

»That’s not what I asked.«

Camila’s glass stopped halfway to her mouth.
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