

  

    

      

    

  






				

					

				








			For anyone who’s ever dared to ask, 


			‘What if this time is different?’


			 


			And, for Tiffany
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			Painter, printmaker, and theorist Albrecht Dürer (1525) first described the logarithmic spiral—a shape often found in nature, including the shape of some mollusk shells, such as ammonites—and called it the “eternal line.”


			 


			










Chapter One


			Dating and horses had more in common than Jen Alloway liked to think about. Both were romanticized, unpredictable, and liable to kick you in the chest. And the worst part? People kept going back for more, hoping the results would change despite the solid evidence—and bruising—to the contrary. Yet here she was, playing wingman to her friend Danny at a speed-dating event because that was what friends did. She’d even worn a nice shirt, not that she was expecting to meet anyone. It wasn’t possible to form an accurate impression of someone in eight minutes or less, which was what this event promised. People could pretend to be anything for that amount of time. 


			“Are you sure I don’t have something in my teeth?” Danny asked, tearing up a cardboard coaster as they sat at the bar of the brewery hosting the event. This was the third time Danny had asked the same question. Ollie, who owned the brewery and who’d been a friend of Jen’s for years, snorted with laughter. 


			“You don’t. You look gorgeous. Besides—you made me come to this.” Jen chucked Danny under her chin. Jen wasn’t worried about Danny. Everyone loved Danny. It was impossible not to. She was cute, funny, smart, and had a real gift for bringing people out of their shells. Playing wingman was the least Jen could do after Danny’s messy breakup. 


			“Anyway, I’m glad you’re here, Jen,” Ollie said.


			“What? Why?”


			Ollie grinned into their beer, which wasn’t at all suspicious. “No reason.” 


			“You have to tell at least me,” said Danny.


			“Nope. I think I’m gonna see how it plays out.”


			“Dick,” said Danny, pouting.


			Jen’s shirt felt suddenly tight across the chest. “You didn’t set me up, did you?” 


			“Me? No.” Ollie, whose concession to fashion was wearing a Storm’s-a-Brewin’  brewery T-shirt without holes, wiped down an already clean tap and gave her a sly smile that failed to reassure. “Just relax. Try to have fun. Have another beer.”


			“Ollie.” This wouldn’t be the first time a friend had tried to play matchmaker. She didn’t mind exactly, as it meant they cared enough about her to worry about her happiness, but she didn’t need the help. When she found the right woman, she’d know. It had always been that way for her. If for the past few years the right woman had failed to materialize, well, that was just the way of it. 


			“A small one. I’m driving this one home.”


			“Because you are an angel.” Danny patted Jen’s cheek. “And I am a lightweight.”


			“I’ve got a batch I’m testing with a lower alcohol content that you—” Ollie glanced up mid-sentence, distracted. Jen turned to follow their gaze and nearly spilled her beer. She’d thought everyone had already arrived, but no.


			A willowy brunette paused in the doorway of the old barn before crossing the concrete floor to join the assembly. Her business casual outfit fit her just right—navy blue pants subtly flattering her curves without giving everything away, though there was a sheerness to her white blouse that tightened Jen’s throat.


			“Damn,” said Ollie. “Respectfully.”


			“I’m fucked. I can’t talk to women who look like that,” said Danny.


			Blood rushed in Jen’s ears as the woman hugged the brewery’s co-owner, Stormy, without looking around. Something had gone horribly wrong with her voice box.


			“You’re just as hot, cupcake,” said Ollie. “Relax.”


			Jen didn’t say anything. She studied the woman’s walk: confident, but with an edge that suggested the confidence was practiced, and a sway to her hips that wasn’t. Jen tried not to stare too closely at the woman’s ass. The dark blue slacks ended above her ankles, showing off low black pumps and an expanse of fair skin that explained why women’s fashion had hidden that bit of anatomy for years. Jen wanted to hold that ankle in her hand and gently pull off the shoe, brushing her thumb over the delicate arch, which was an entirely inappropriate thought. 


			Ollie poured Jen another beer with an impish grin and slid it next to her. “You look thirsty.”


			“Don’t even.” 


			Ollie’s grin intensified. “You both should probably go over there now. Thanks again for coming.”


			Danny grabbed Jen’s hand and tugged her off her stool to join the crowd of attendees. Jen followed, attention still glued to the brunette, currently chatting with Stormy. Jen had hung out with Stormy a few times. She was good people. If this woman was a friend of Stormy’s, that spoke volumes—and it suddenly mattered to Jen very much that this stranger was good people. Which was silly. Still, the air in the brewery felt heavy in her lungs, like she’d been sucked deep underwater. She focused on her breathing.


			“Ahhhh, why did I do this?” Danny asked in a whisper.


			“Because you deserve to have fun and meet people,” Jen told her, steadying her voice. “Everyone is going to love you.”


			“Oh my god, what if my first date is with her?” Danny’s whisper veered into a squeak.


			“She’s lucky then,” said Jen, because that was what good wingmen said. They certainly didn’t suggest that Danny swap places with Jen just because Jen’s eyes were stuck to the woman like a burdock. Maybe she and Danny would hit it off. That would be good for Danny. She rolled her shoulders and tried to ignore the way the overhead lights brought out the chestnut hues of the woman’s hair.


			“I believe this is everyone who registered,” said Stormy, patting the object of Jen’s interest affectionately on the shoulder, which elicited a light ripple of laughter. “Thank you so much for coming to what I hope will be a regular series of events. My brewing partner, Ollie, and I are delighted to have you all, and we are going to have a fabulous time tonight. 


			“As you can see, there are two seats at every table. Those of you looking for multiple partners will have to sort that out later.” She winked. “The rules for tonight’s first activity are simple. Each table has an exhaustive list of speed-dating ‘get to know you’ questions and a set of dice. Roll the dice, answer the questions, and get to know the gorgeous folks who turned out tonight!”


			At least the questions would be provided. That was something. Jen could carry a conversation, but without a horse to focus on, she was never quite sure what to say.


			“Oh fuck,” said Danny when Stormy counted them off. “It is with her.”


			Jealousy jolted through Jen. “You’ve got this,” she said, hoping none of it leaked into her voice. “Just be yourself. She’ll love you.”


			But hopefully not too much. Jen slipped her hand in her pocket and rubbed her good-luck fossil, which had been a gift from her father on her sixteenth birthday, and which she’d carried in her pocket ever since. The fact that she hadn’t lost it was proof enough to her that it worked.


			She watched Danny cross the floor to where her first date waited and then forced her eyes to her own table where hers sat. The other woman looked Jen up and down, grinned, and said, “I’m not into mascs, but I like your vibe. I’m Ash.”


			They ended up talking about motorcycles for their eight minutes, which was a pleasant warm-up. All the while, Jen was aware of the brunette at her table talking to Danny. Danny’s worries, as usual, were baseless. She spoke animatedly, and her date seemed amenable enough. Jen couldn’t quite smother the persistent pang of friendly jealousy. She wanted to be in Danny’s seat right now. She continued to study the woman as surreptitiously as she could in between conversations. During each date, Jen tried to give her partner her full attention because nothing was as disheartening as thinking the person you were speaking to was waiting to talk to someone else, someone more exciting, someone with legs that went on for days beneath the table—


			Focus. She rolled the dice and played the game.


			Finally, the object of her distraction was next. The woman looked up at her with the loveliest pair of brown eyes Jen had ever seen—a light, almost amber color flecked with green, but not quite hazel. Eyes like blown glass. 


			“I’m Jen,” said Jen, holding out her hand.


			The other woman didn’t take it right away. Those incredible eyes took Jen in, and then she blushed and hurriedly shook Jen’s hand. Jen’s confidence soared. She’d been checked out. Thoroughly. Her whole body revved with an interest it hadn’t shown in months, and she couldn’t bring herself to let go of her date’s hand once she’d clasped it. The other woman’s palms were soft and warm. Hands like that deserved worship. 


			Jen was not, however, a creep, and so she kept her cool—to an extent. The sheer blouse was low enough that each breath revealed the swell of breasts beneath. Jen determinedly did not so much as glance at that extremely tantalizing expanse of skin.


			“Kate,” Kate said, and nodded at their clasped hands. Jen’s scarred and battered ones looked particularly rough next to Kate’s, which were clean and smooth. “You obviously work with your hands.”


			“Is that a bad thing?” Jen asked. And, more importantly, was that a come-on?


			“No.” Kate’s blush deepened. Christ, but she was attractive. The glow of the industrial-chic lighting above the seating area cast her in rose gold.


			Jen gave her hand a gentle squeeze and looked at her unblemished knuckles, ghosting her thumb over the backs. She didn’t miss Kate’s quiet inhale, and couldn’t help an equally quiet chuckle in response. It felt good to know she flustered Kate as much as Kate flustered her. Maybe tonight wasn’t such a terrible idea after all. 


			“I work with horses, and occasionally—worse—goats.”


			Kate laughed, but something in her face shifted, putting out the sparks of interest growing between them.


			“Which aren’t you a fan of?” asked Jen.


			“Oh, I love horses. Goats, too. What kind of work?” Kate’s voice bore the slightest hint of strain. Interesting. 


			“Farrier,” said Jen, hoping it wasn’t the wrong answer.


			Kate smiled widely with obvious relief, which was even more interesting. Jen made a note to ask her about that later if she could find a way to bring it up. 


			“That certainly explains it.” Kate turned their hands so that Jen’s was on top. “Do you normally let your clients chew on your fingers?”


			Jen eyed her bruised pinky. “I actually gave that to myself off the clock with a hammer.”


			Kate brushed the damaged digit, no doubt noting the mottled blue and green blooming beneath the nail. “Were you building something?”


			Jen dropped her eyes. “I do a little blacksmithing for fun, and I’m building a cabin. Between those two I don’t remember which did it, but it was definitely a hammer.” 


			“Did you say you’re building a cabin?”


			“I did.” Jen’s gaze flickered up and then stayed, a smile joining it as she searched Kate’s face in turn. “I’m done with the exterior at this point. It’s the interior that’s giving me trouble.”


			Kate leaned forward, those luminous eyes bright. “How big is the cabin?” 


			“Fifteen hundred square feet.”


			“You can do a lot with that size. What are you thinking? Open concept? You could do two bedrooms easily, or a loft. Sorry, I’m rambling.” She gave a self-deprecating laugh, but Jen shook her head.


			“Please continue. I’ve got plans, but I’ve been having a hard time visualizing what it’s going to look like on the inside if I’m being honest. My brain doesn’t work that way.”


			“I’m in real estate,” Kate explained, “but I also do a little design. Small spaces are my niche.”


			“Come solve my problems?” Jen didn’t want to release Kate’s hand, but felt she had to, soon, in case Kate felt trapped. “What do you charge for your services?”


			“Nothing yet. I’m . . . I dabble, but . . .”


			“I make weird-ass sculptures out of old horseshoes. Your passion is at least practical.” 


			“Practical. Hmm.” Kate chewed on the word for a moment, and Jen regretted her choices. Practical could be misconstrued as boring, which was not her intent at all. “Tell me about your sculptures.” 


			“Mostly it’s tool repair or knives and bottle openers for friends, but sometimes—” She reached into her pocket and withdrew her keys. Dangling from one end was a small metal harbor seal. Kate picked it up.


			“This is—well, stunning, actually.” She turned it over to see the round belly and gently curving flippers, then sat it in her palm. Jen found the weight solid and comforting, and hoped Kate did, too.


			“My friend Danny named him Bo. I’ve no idea why.”


			“Bo.” Kate returned the keys with apparent reluctance, tapping the seal on the head once before relinquishing her grip. “He’s remarkable.”


			Now it was Jen’s turn to flush. 


			“Are you from here originally?” Kate asked.


			“Rockport, but I had a cousin who lived in Seal Cove, and I liked the area. Met Ollie through him actually. Brewery folks all know each other.”


			“I didn’t realize there was another brewery here.”


			“There’s a craft brewery every five yards these days. Not that I’m complaining. What about you?” asked Jen.


			“Freeport, originally. My sibling and I moved to Portland after college, but I didn’t like the city.”


			“Just the one sibling?”


			“Cam’s plenty,” said Kate. Jen filed away Cam’s name. “What about you?”


			With a rueful grimace, Jen said, “I’m the middle of five.”


			“No wonder you seem so chill. My parents had twins their first time and decided that was enough.”


			“I bet. Were you trouble?”


			“No,” she admitted. “Cam was. I was the good twin. Boring.”


			“You’re the least boring person I’ve talked to tonight,” said Jen.


			“That can’t be true. Isn’t someone here a rescue diver?” 


			“Aside from boring, which is obviously not true, how would you describe yourself?” Jen withdrew her hand from Kate’s reluctantly and linked her fingers together on the table to prevent them from reaching out again.


			“Practical.”


			Jen winced. She’d been right—that had been a poor word choice on her part. “You forgot funny, kind, smart, and talented.”


			“You don’t know me well enough to know those things about me.”


			“Call it an educated guess.” 


			Kate’s eyes flashed in amusement. “Shall we play?” she asked, rolling the dice and finding the corresponding question. “Would you want to be famous and, if so, in what way?”


			“Being famous sounds like a lot of work.”


			“Not even a little famous?” 


			“Well, if it’s a little famous . . .” Jen indulged her. “Something crazy, like chaining myself to a bulldozer in protest.”


			“Seriously?”


			“Yeah, why not?” Jen asked.


			“You’d martyr yourself for a cause then?”


			“The right cause, maybe, sure. Would you?”


			Kate shrugged. “I think my talents lie in organization. A lot less glamorous.”


			“You haven’t seen me try to do my taxes,” said Jen. “But really, what would you want to be known for?”


			It was strange how easy it was to forget she was in a room full of people as she waited for Kate’s reply. The renovated barn with its stainless-steel brewing tanks faded into the background.


			“Architecture.”


			“The next Frank Lloyd Wright.” He was the only architect Jen could name, so she hoped that was a compliment.


			“Only if we’re dreaming. Your turn.”


			Jen turned the dice over in her hand, then rolled. “What are you most grateful for in your life?”


			Kate answered swiftly. “My twin, Cameron.”


			“Are you close?”


			“Probably too close,” Kate said ruefully. “They’re way too comfortable telling me things.”


			“Family.” Jen raised her glass.


			“You?”


			“My friends. You’ve met one of them actually. Danny. She’s the little blond. Ollie, too.”


			“Were you dragged to this as well, then? Not that Stormy dragged me. I was happy to come out and support—”


			“Switch,” called Stormy before Kate could finish. Jen could have tipped one of the giant brewing vats on her friend. She wanted to continue this conversation. Movement appeared at the periphery of her vision.


			“Excuse me, sorry to interrupt,” said the next date, standing awkwardly to one side. 


			Jen ignored them in favor of giving Kate her best smile. “Nice to meet you, Kate.”


			Most of the people Jen talked to after Kate were lovely. She hit it off with a few, but her awareness of Kate never faded. Sometimes she thought she felt Kate’s eyes on her, but when she glanced over—whenever polite—Kate was paying attention to her current date. Jen uncharitably wished each of Kate’s dates an urgent bathroom visit. 


			“The second and final activity,” Stormy announced upon the last round’s completion, “is a short game of queer culture trivia.” 


			Jen tuned out the rules. Her last date—a high femme with sharp interest in her gray eyes who had made it very obvious she was down for whatever Jen wanted—had rested her foot against Jen’s beneath the table, and Jen wasn’t sure how to extricate herself. If she left her foot there, it would give the woman the wrong impression. If she pulled away, the woman would feel rejected, and Jen didn’t want to be the cause. Thankfully, Stormy counted them off by six and ordered them to push their tables together, necessitating they move before Jen had to make a decision. Her body buzzed with the beer and the memory of Kate’s hands in hers. 


			She gave Danny a one-armed hug when she popped up beside her. “You got group three, too?” 


			“No, but I switched. Having fun?”


			“Surprisingly, yes,” said Jen. Her eyes slid to Kate, who had joined their cluster. Seeing her, she started to say, “There’s a seat next to—” but the butch from Jen’s first date took it before she could finish.


			“Hey bud,” said Ash. “Any luck out there?”


			Kate took a seat opposite. A smile, small and self-contained, curved her delicately made-up lips. Jen glanced up from Kate’s mouth, realizing her gaze had lingered for longer than was polite. Was Kate’s smile deeper now?


			“Maybe,” Jen answered Ash. “You?”


			“I’m shit at this stuff.” Ash rolled their neck. “Your friend seems cool.”


			Kate? No—Ash meant Danny, sitting at Jen’s other side.


			“She’s the best,” Jen said. “I’m here as her wingman.”


			“You’re not looking for anything?” Ash gestured at the room. “There’s gonna be some disappointment out there about that.”


			Jen laughed. Ash wasn’t wrong. Quite a few of Jen’s partners had seemed reluctant to end their conversations, and she’d caught a few lingering looks her way.


			“I’m open to whatever.”


			“You’re so chill, dude. I’m jealous.”


			“Hazard of the job.” She didn’t explain to Ash how working with horses meant she needed to exude calmness and confidence at all times for her safety. Horses fed off emotion worse than dogs—or maybe the results were usually more dramatic than what happened with dogs. Dogs couldn’t kick you into next Tuesday. 


			Stormy passed out a piece of paper and pencils to each table. Jen caught Ash staring at Kate and felt her sense of camaraderie die a short and fiery death.


			“Ready?” Stormy asked the group.


			“Yes,” they chorused back.


			“Question one. Is Taylor Swift bise—just kidding.” Laughter came from the tables. “Tragically not the bisexual queen we need, but what rising bisexual pop star wishes you all good luck, babe?”


			“Duh,” said Danny, jotting down the singer’s name and holding it up for the group. 


			“Love her,” said Everest, a woman with gorgeous curls and an equally curvy figure. Jen might have been interested in her had she not seen Kate first. Everest was one of the pairs of eyes that had lingered on Jen tonight, though their conversation had been stilted.


			“I have no idea who that is,” said Ash.


			“You haven’t heard of her?” Danny leaned around Jen to ask Ash. “You’d know it if you heard the song.”


			“Maybe.” Ash’s vibe suggested they didn’t listen to much pop music, but they were clearly eager to impress Danny—and Kate. 


			“I wish she’d come to Portland,” said Everest. “Though I’d drive to Boston or New York if I could get tickets.”


			Jen let the conversation unfold around her and glanced back at Kate. Kate must have felt her gaze because her eyes flicked up from the pencil she twirled between her fingers. Jen smiled. It was easy to smile at Kate, especially when that flush returned to her cheeks the longer they held eye contact.


			“. . . don’t you, Jen?” Danny asked.


			“What?” Jen jerked her eyes away from Kate’s and scrambled to remember anything she’d overheard. Something about the pop star, or maybe they’d moved on to beaches that allowed dogs. She wasn’t sure. She hazarded a guess and said, “Yes.”


			“See?” Danny said to Ash. Jen hoped whatever point she’d backed Danny up on wasn’t going to bite her in the butt later. An acceptable risk. She was generally chill—guilty as charged, Ash—but even for her it would be mortifying to be caught out so blatantly. Maybe she could have played it off, tried to act as if she were confident enough to be perfectly content showing her hand, but then Kate might have thought Jen was cocky and lost interest. And there was interest. She wasn’t just imagining it. Unless she actually was cocky, in which case . . .


			She forced her attention back to the moment, trying to stop spiraling. She wasn’t normally this distractable, even when she liked someone. Or maybe it had just been a long time since she’d had a strong reaction to anyone and she’d forgotten.


			Stormy was speaking again. Jen needed to get her head out of her ass and pay attention, or she was going to look like an ass in a second.


			The trivia questions were largely pop culture-related, though a few delved into queer history. Jen guessed wrongly on most of them, earning friendly teasing from the table. 


			“Someone needs to drag you out from beneath your rock,” said Everest, her tone implying she was willing to do it herself. 


			“But I like my rock.”


			“You’re my rock,” said Danny, a giggle in her saccharine tone. She hadn’t been kidding when she’d announced she was a lightweight. 


			“You two obviously know each other,” said Kate.


			“Jen was my neighbor growing up,” Danny said. “Mutilated my Barbies. Cut off all their hair.”


			“You still made them make out with each other,” said Jen.


			“Well, duh. I was a baby gay.”


			“Do you live near each other now?” Kate asked.


			“No,” Danny bemoaned. “She wouldn’t buy a duplex with me, so she lives thirty whole minutes away. Can you believe that?”


			None of their compatriots could believe it and told Jen so. Laughing under the barrage of well-intentioned scolding, Jen stretched, her back sore from a day of work. Kate’s eyes trailed over her body, and Jen’s grin deepened—as did Kate’s blush. 


			Yes, she was very glad she’d come tonight after all.


			• • •


			 


			Kate traced the spiraling ammonite tattooed over the pulse point in her wrist and felt her heart fluttering with something like panic. When was the last time she’d cared this much about the outcome of a date? Her ex-fiance? Surely there had been at least one date in the eight months between then and now that had made her feel something. There had been that woman several months ago with the Rottweiler who’d been funny and sweet, though that hadn’t ended up going anywhere, and then there had been . . . She searched her memory and came up blank. A nervous laugh slid past her lips and she clamped them shut before anyone else heard. 


			Too late she’d remembered the risk of attachment. To want someone was to make oneself vulnerable to loss. Adrenaline twisted her organs in its grip, sending a shockwave from sternum to gut. She’d forgotten what this felt like. How could she have forgotten? How could this twisting, knifing awareness have ever left her memory? Unless it was like childbirth, a pain the mind quietly tucked out of sight so that you dared to let your guard down again. Her heart, which had functioned just fine until this evening, pounded erratically. She didn’t want this. She didn’t want this at all.


			Jen stood at the bar, talking to the brewer and a woman with phenomenal hair, the latter of whom irrationally annoyed Kate with her proximity to Jen. Talk about unsubtle. Kate couldn’t tell if Jen was interested in the other woman or just being polite. The woman obviously thought the former.


			Kate wasn’t so sure. Jen had treated all her dates with the same respect and laid-back kindness she’d shown Kate. True, she hadn’t held onto any other hands—that Kate had seen—but in retrospect maybe Jen hadn’t known how to extricate herself from Kate’s grip without hurting her feelings. Awkwardness was far more likely than interest.


			Their eye contact, though; that had to be real, right? She wasn’t imagining the chemistry? She wished Cam had come. She needed someone else’s opinion and encouragement, and Stormy was busy. The paper she was supposed to use to indicate which dates she’d want to hear from grew damp beneath her sweating hand. 


			She gave herself a vigorous mental shake. She normally wasn’t this insecure, but then again she hadn’t actually wanted anyone in quite some time. Stakes had been low.


			All she had to do was circle Jen’s name. 


			But Jen might not put her down. 


			The thought of that rejection stung her right below her breastbone. She pressed a hand there, the pain physical. Jen laughed at something her companion said. Kate clutched her pencil, the charged excitement of the evening dissipating. 


			No. Kate liked Jen, and Cam would never let her hear the end of it if she didn’t get her contact information. She was overreacting. She could handle small disappointments. If Jen didn’t put her down, too, then that was that. 


			“Did you have fun?” Stormy asked her, materializing at her side with a hint of cinnamon wafting off her skin.


			“You’re incredible.” Kate kissed Stormy’s cheek, her heartbeat calming. “Thank you for putting this together.”


			“First I have to drag you here, and now you’re thanking me? Meet anyone you liked tonight?” Stormy’s eyebrows danced suggestively. “Any surprises?”


			“I don’t know,” said Kate, her eyes sliding to Jen despite her best efforts. 


			Stormy caught the slip. “Yeah, I thought you’d like that one. Go you. She’s a buddy of Ol’s, and from what I could tell was way into you.”


			“You don’t sound surprised.”


			“I plead the fifth.” Stormy winked. “I had a feeling you’d hit it off.”


			“You’re incorrigible.” A smile twisted her lips despite the admonishment. Stormy was notoriously always trying to matchmake her patrons. Kate should have known she was at risk of the same treatment.


			“Thank you. Did you put her down?” Stormy snatched the paper from Kate’s hand and made quick work of reading the one-item list. “Thought so.”


			“You don’t have to be so smug about it.” Her smile broke free nonetheless.


			“Oh, but I do. Come here. I want you to meet Ollie. Ols!”


			Ollie slid out from behind the bar and walked toward them. Kate took in their short stature, tattoos, T-shirt, and dark curly hair and smiled.


			“This is the friend I was telling you about,” Stormy said by way of introduction. Ollie gave Kate a quick up-and-down and then rolled their eyes at Stormy. 


			“You nailed it.”


			“I know, right?”


			Ollie turned their attention back to Kate. “Sorry for being rude. I’m Ollie, Stormy’s brewer, and it looks like you met my buddy Jen.”


			Kate blushed for the hundredth time that night. 


			“I did. Nice to meet you. I’m Kate.”


			“Jen,” Ollie called over their shoulder, interrupting Jen’s conversation. Jen extricated herself with a polite smile and wove through the small crowd to stand with them. “Give me your paper.”


			Jen, like Kate, was forced to surrender her slip. Did Jen’s cheeks redden, or was Kate looking too closely? Ollie glanced at it, raised a brow, then exchanged a wordless conversation entirely of eye contact and eyebrow quirks with Stormy.


			“I love being right,” Stormy said after another second of this. She took Jen’s slip and flipped it over, then did the same with Kate’s.


			Each had only one name.


			“You can go ahead and exchange numbers now,” said Stormy. To Ollie she added, “You can say it.”


			“You’re a genius,” Ollie said begrudgingly. 
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