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        Casual is the new black.

      

        

      
        No strings attached, that's the way Nix likes her life. Determined not to fall for anyone she sleeps with, casual is just her thing. 

      

        

      
        Harper is looking for a fresh start and a new city means just that. This is her chance to re-invent herself.

      

        

      
        The thin line between friendship and more blurs when Nix and Harper dance around each other in an LGBT club. It's all fun and games until one of them catches feelings, but that's not what they agreed on...

        -

        Love Is For Later is a lesbian friends-with-benefits to lovers romance and is the completed story of Harper and Nix. It's the first book in the Rainbow Central series.
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      I stared at the flyer in my hand and followed the laughing and dancing people down the street. It was surprisingly crowded for a regular Monday evening, but it didn't feel like a different scene than the usual nights. Somehow, that was reassuring. Nobody would guess who I was or where I was going.

      Rainbow Central, friendly bar by day and raging club by night. Or so I heard. I hadn’t actually visited the place, but my temptation grew every day, aided by my dry spell and the lack of any kind of love life.

      A neon sign flickered and two girls stumbling out of the club introduced a window of loud music. The bouncer followed the women with his eyes, but it didn't seem malicious or even predatory. Another reassurance.

      I paused at the entrance and searched through my pockets for a smoke. The cigarette would calm my nerves and give me a moment to check out the place. The dark windows concealed everything going on inside, except for a figure dancing against it. The sensual sway of a woman's body grinding against the glass was both inviting and intimidating. Would I be out of place? Did I look alright?

      Was I hoping to dispel the rumours about this being a sex club or did I want to confirm it with my own experience? Only time would tell.

      I took a drag from my cigarette and snuck a peek at my own reflection in the window. The neon light accentuated my sharp features and even in the dark, my eyes were shimmering slightly. I looked... Presentable?

      The giggle of the two women pulled me out of my own thoughts and despite myself, I stared at the two. The darker brunette pressed the shorter one against the wall and without a care in the world, kissed her like nobody was watching. Which would have been true if it hadn't been for me.

      With blushing cheeks, I averted my eyes. I wasn't used to such open displays of affection between people of the same gender. I certainly didn't want them to mistake me as a pervert or someone judging their sexuality. Not when I appreciated the female form myself. And the male form. I couldn't forget about them either.

      I took a last drag from my cigarette and threw it to the ground. No more hesitating. I came here to find someone to fuck me. I'd just have to see whether this was the place or not.

      I ignored the bouncer as I pushed into the club, hoping I wouldn't lose my nerve. I'd been living in this city for two months and hadn't even made any new friends yet, let alone find someone to warm my bed. It was time to suck it up and mingle.

      The floor stuck to my shoes and the dancing bodies made it harder to find my way to the bar. There were a couple of men grinding against each other in a dark corner and some women dancing sensually on top of a raised bar. Apart from them, most people seemed to be dancing and drinking. Just like a regular club.

      That was a relief, but mostly a disappointment.

      I wrestled through the sea of swaying people and bopped along with the beat towards the bar. A slender man with dazzling white teeth placed a cardboard coaster down. "What can I get you?"

      "Ummm..." Why hadn't I thought about this before? "A beer?"

      "Coming up. Two-twenty."

      Two-twenty? Nice and cheap. I dropped the coins in his hand and took a quick sip from the beer. The bitter taste assaulted my tongue and I understood why it was that cheap. It was no good.

      "Hey."

      I turned towards the voice behind me and stared into a pair of grey eyes. "Hi?"

      "First time here?"

      I nodded awkwardly. "Yes. Is it that obvious?"

      "You got a beer. Rookie mistake." The brunette turned towards the bar and caught the eye of the slender man. "Simon. Two rainbows."

      The bartender, Simon, nodded and prepared the multi-coloured drinks with a lot of flair. Something he was clearly used to doing then.

      The brunette pushed one of the glasses towards me and shot me a smile that somehow seemed familiar. "Here. Much better."

      "Thanks. How much do I owe you?" I reached for my purse, but the brunette halted my arm. Her hand was warm around my wrist and her touch was pleasant.

      "It's on me."

      "Oh. Thank you." Did these things really happen? How did I catch this gorgeous woman's eye in this mass of beautiful and sweaty people?

      "I'm Nix." She lifted her hand from my wrist but held it out towards me.

      "Harper."

      "I know." The brunette chuckled and despite the loud music, I heard it.

      "You do?" I frowned as the suspicion set in. What was going on? Was I getting punked?

      Nix pushed her hair up in a ponytail and accentuated more of her sharp jawline by doing so. A sparkle passed through her grey eyes and the familiarity of them drew an old memory to the surface. A memory of someone I used to know.

      "Nicola?" Her name felt strange on my tongue, mostly since I hadn't used it for a good while. Not since high school.

      "Right on the money, although now, I go by Nix."

      I bit my lip hesitantly as I studied the woman in front of me. The memories associated with her face weren't particularly good ones. Especially the ones where my friends used to tease her about liking girls, long before I discovered my own preferences.

      "You look surprised to see me." Nix gestured at herself. "Why? You always assumed I was a lesbian."

      "My friends assumed so," I defended myself, but even I heard how weakly that sounded. There was no denying it, I never did much to stop the teasing or the name-calling.

      "And now you're here. Who would've thought?" She chuckled throatily and only then, realised just how close she was standing next to me. Close enough that I felt her breath on my cheek and heard the soft rumble of her laughter. One of her hands was resting on my waist and I wondered if that was just something she did casually. Or... Was she flirting with me?

      "I just heard so much about Rainbow Central, I wanted to check it out." I hid behind my drink as I studied Nicola. Nix. Her nickname suited her, certainly with her sharp jawline and the steely eyes that seemed to see right through me. She used to wear a lot of black clothes in high school that hid her figure, but the dress she wore accentuated the curve of her hip. She was beautiful and tempting, despite me having no chance with her.

      "What do you think so far?"

      "Looks like a regular club to me."

      "That's because you haven't seen the backroom."

      Backroom? "What?"

      Nix chuckled. "What?"

      "Backroom?" What sort of thing did I have to imagine when she said that?

      "Are you new in town?" she asked, ignoring my question.

      I nodded. "Sort of. I moved here a couple of months ago."

      "I see. So... What really brings you to Rainbow Central?"

      I chewed my lip in hesitation. I couldn't possibly tell her the truth, but then... If I didn't, how would I get what I wanted?

      The brunette pulled her eyebrow as she sipped from her drink. "You don't have to tell me."

      "I came here to get laid," I blurted out.

      That silenced Nix. She studied me from top to toe and I didn't know whether she was judging or appraising me.

      "Is that so?"

      "Yeah." Was that weird? Should I not have said? What was I doing?"

      She clacked her tongue. "I can help with that."

      "Really?" I frowned. "Why?"

      A flicker of amusement passed through her eyes, sparkling up the silver. "Why not?"

      "What about high school?"

      Nix shrugged. "What about it? We're done with that and you clearly don't have a problem with lesbians anymore."

      "Ummm..." I hesitated, even though I wasn't sure why. Nix had matured into a fine woman and with her grey eyes and sharp features, she was a looker. Whether she was a good fuck or not, I would only find out if I went there.

      She took another sip from her drink. "The offer stands. Unless you want to look around a little more."

      Was everyone so nonchalant about casual sex? Would I find a better-looking woman tonight or would I just lose my nerve if I stayed? Why wouldn't I take Nix up on her offer? That was why I was here, right? To fuck.

      "No, I want to," I said. To prove my point, I pulled her into me and captured her in a kiss. The brunette froze for a moment before she relaxed and answered with a kiss of her own. An undeniable tension sparked between us, one that I would never have predicted. It was hot, scalding, rippling with desire and passion.

      The sensation was odd, foreign, unexpected from a stranger. But by any measure, it was undeniable.

      I chuckled against her lips and she broke the kiss.

      Confusion passed through her eyes. "What?"

      "Nothing. If only my high school friends could see me now."

      "I'm sure they'd shit their pants," Nix laughed. She kissed me again and I let myself get lost in the way her plump lips pressed against mine. Her tongue darted along my bottom lip and I granted her entrance. I was no longer thinking about how I looked or if I fitted into the crowd. All I knew, was that I had a beautiful woman pressed against me that wanted to kiss me. More than that, she wanted to fuck me. And I was down for that.

      "Do you want to see the backroom now?" Nix breathed into the kiss.

      "Yes," I admitted. I no longer cared what that even meant, I wasn’t thinking straight anymore.

      With a dry mouth, I slipped my hand in hers and she pulled me through the rows of dancing people. Bodies pressed into mine. Arms, legs, hands, heads. A tall guy smiled down at me and another let his eyes travel up and down my body. A girl in the corner smiled as I passed and another invited me for a little dance.

      Nix pulled me through so fast, I didn't have time to talk to anyone else. Not that I wanted to. My heartbeat quickened just at the idea of being alone with the brunette in a quiet back room. Even in high school, I thought she was cute. Now, she was stunning. Tempting. Sexy. I wanted to touch her and override any bad memories from the past with new, steamy scenes that would make a priest blush.

      The rusty door in the back of the club shrieked open and Nix pulled me into the dark. The metal slammed shut and reduced the music to a faint whisper. The dark provided an element of surprise and the sudden silence enhanced my heartbeat in my ears.

      Nix pulled me along a staircase and into a maze of hallways and corridors. Our footsteps and ragged breath echoed against the walls as she led me further and further away from the music.

      "Welcome to the backroom."
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      "This is the back room?" I looked around me and couldn't make out if I was disappointed or relieved that it wasn't some red velvet-clad room that wouldn't pass a black light inspection.

      Nix chuckled. "Yup. That's what I call my flat."

      "You live above a club?"

      "I do indeed. Drink?"

      I shook the confusion away and nodded. This was why I came to the Rainbow Central, right? To find someone to hook up with? And I got lucky that a beautiful woman took notice, even if it was a little bizarre that we'd been to high school together.

      "Make yourself comfortable. I'll be right back."

      Great... Make myself comfortable? What did that even mean?

      I relaxed into the couch and swung my one leg over the other. Did that make me look uptight? What if I hung back? Too gangster? Maybe with my legs open? Or not sexy enough?

      A little stumble drew me out of my doubts and I looked up at the woman appearing in the door opening. She held a glass of wine out and leaned against the frame. Her waist curved in a way that put dirty thoughts in my head. Thoughts about what else she could do with a body supple like that.

      She looked up at me from under her eyelashes. "Wine?"

      "Y-Yes." I stuttered. I never stuttered, but there was something about Nix that I couldn't place. Maybe it was the confidence in her stride or the darkness swimming in her eyes.

      "Come and get it." A playfulness coloured her voice, but I heard the danger rumble in her undertone. I might have known her as a shy girl in high school, but she wasn't like that any more. Even without knowing anything else about her, I knew that if I got up from the couch and walked towards her, I would put myself under her spell. That she would bewitch me like only women could.

      Hesitantly brave, I crossed the living space until I was standing so close to Nix, I could smell the roses in her perfume. She extended her glass of wine and her hidden muscles rippled under her skin. Her movements reminded me of a big cat and it both scared and excited me. I hadn't been with anyone for a while now, but I wanted Nix. Even if that meant surrendering to her.

      I sipped from the red wine and let the flavours dance on my tongue. Just a little bit more liquid courage for what I was going to do.

      The glass clanked softly as I placed it down and brushed my hand along Nix's side. She watched me, tentatively, curiously, almost amused to what I would do.

      I wasn't sure where the courage came from, but I brushed my lips along hers in a whisper of a kiss. An invitation for more.

      Her own glass joined mine and her two arms snaked around my waist. She crashed her lips onto mine and guided my body into the wall. The cold cement brought goosebumps to the small of my back, where my shirt had hiked up and her wandering fingers only intensified the sensation.

      Her hot breath fanned across my lips and awoke something deep from within me. Something I'd been repressing ever since I got burned by Channing.

      I was sexy, I was desirable, and if I wanted sex, I could. This desire within me, it didn't make me a slut. It made me human.

      The fabric of my shirt rose up as her hand snaked underneath it. Her fingertips were soft and gentle, but they didn't hide the urgency of her touch.

      "Are you sure you want this?" Nix breathed.

      "Y-Yes." I stuttered. Why did I stutter? I wanted this. I cleared my throat and strengthened my resolve. "Yes, I want this."

      The brunette licked her lips. "You should know that I like it rough"

      A twinge shot to my pussy. "Is that a challenge?"

      "I'm serious. I want to fuck you, Harper."

      "I'm into that." I wasn't sure where my bravery came from, but I found it just at the right time. "I promise."

      "Alright." She caught me in another kiss and bit my bottom lip. "I won't keep asking for permission. If you've had enough, tell me ‘waterfall’."

      I pressed into her, prolonging the pain. "Okay."

      "Say it. Waterfall."

      "Fine." I broke the kiss and shot her a crooked smile. "Waterfall."

      She grinned. "Good."

      Between kisses, Nix guided me back to the bedroom until the back of my knees bumped against the bed. The brunette broke our liplock and pulled my shirt over my head.

      "Wait." I crossed my arms. "Aren't you going to close the door?"

      Nix grinned. "No need, Caspian is working."

      "Caspian?"

      "My roommate. Nice bra, by the way." she commented. Her voice held an appreciative purr that sparked the smouldering coals in my stomach. Coals that were waiting to flame up and set my body on fire.

      "Thanks," I breathed back, pleased that I chose to wear my matching set. Everyone always said that olive green complimented my skin tone and from the fascination in Nix's eyes, they were right.

      "Take it off." It wasn't a question. It was a demand that I was more than happy to obey. I didn't know if Nix was always like this or if she could sense the submission in me, but she seemed to know exactly what I wanted. What I needed.

      She watched my every movement as I reached behind my back for the clip. The chill in the air perked up my nipples as I peeled the green fabric away and exposed myself to her. I didn't like much about myself, but I always thought my breasts were one of my better assets.

      "Beautiful," Nix muttered. Clearly, she agreed.

      She captured me in another passionate kiss, one that didn't feel like it was between strangers. Maybe we weren't.

      Her thigh pressed between my legs and I suddenly became very aware how nice that felt. With every kiss, her tongue flicked over mine and sent sparks straight down my core. No, not sparks. Tingles. Little bursts of electricity that set something in motion that couldn't be undone.

      "Come here," I breathed. I laced my arms around her neck and pulled her onto the bed with me. With one hand under the small of my back, she hitched me further up until my head hit the fluffy pillow. The weight of her on top of me was reassuringly sexy and even if I was on display, I didn't feel smothered. On the contrary. Having a beautiful woman like her hanging over me was empowering.

      Just because she was on top, didn't mean I wasn't in control. Not if I wanted to be.

      I threaded my fingers in her hair and pulled her into a wild kiss. One that reverberated through me and put the tide in motion.

      Her hand wandered along my naked chest and with a playful tweak, she pulled my nipple. I arched into her touch and she chuckled smugly.

      "That's a nice sound you just made," she said between breaths.

      I didn't have a good comeback for that, so I just captivated her in a deep kiss that hopefully wiped the smugness from her face. Not that that was well thought out. In fact, it just seemed to have the opposite effect.

      She traced her fingers between my breasts and across my naked stomach. Down, all the way down to the button of my jeans. The metal sounded and I pushed my butt up to make it easier for my pants to be peeled away.

      "Hang on, my foot is stuck." I gestured at my left leg, but couldn't reach the bottom of my pants with Nix on top of me.

      The brunette quickly moved back. "Oh, sorry."

      "My jeans are a bit tight. I put on a bit of weight."

      "Don't be ridiculous, you're gorgeous." Nix shuffled to the back of the bed to pull my pants away and they joined my shirt on the floor. "Very beautiful."

      "Thanks." I blushed red and not from lying on her bed in just panties while she was still fully clothed. I should've felt exposed, awkward, embarrassed. I didn't. Not with the way she was looking at me. The desire burned in her steely eyes and it flamed up my own lust.

      I could feel it between my legs. The heat of my arousal. I wanted this, I wanted Nix.

      The brunette trailed her fingers up her shirt. "Would you like me to undress?"

      "Yes." My voice was hoarse from my lust. I hadn't felt like this in a long time and certainly not with a stranger.

      "Ask me."

      A twang of desire shot to my core and I bit my lip. "Strip for me?"

      Nix tutted. "Ask me nicely."

      Entranced in her gaze, I swallowed to wet my dry mouth and nodded. "Take your clothes off. Please."

      "That's better." She licked her lips and wandered her hands down to the hem of her black shirt. Slowly, teasingly slowly, she peeled the lace back and exposed her taut stomach. Flat, toned, waiting to be kissed.

      I couldn't take my eyes off of her as she revealed she wasn't wearing anything underneath. Her pink nipples were perked up and I felt myself getting wetter from the thought of feeling them against my skin.

      "What do you think?" Nix asked, but it wasn't a question. Not really. Her confidence was part of what made her so incredibly sexy.

      "Utterly beautiful," I replied unnecessarily, just to find my voice had been reduced to a whisper.

      Her eyes travelled over my body again and rested on the only piece of underwear I was still wearing. The wait was torturous, but I knew that I was playing her game. That she would decide when I deserved to be touched.

      "Don't take your eyes off of me," she breathed. Not that she needed to ask me. I couldn't have looked away if I wanted to.

      She rose from the bed and wiggled her hips out of her pants. The dark jeans peeled down her slender thighs to reveal an unexpectedly pink ribbon on the flimsy lace. She hooked her fingers into the lace and slowly, excruciatingly slowly, she pushed the ribbon down.

      I swallowed the lump in my throat as I stared at the naked woman. With an elegance that struck me as a jungle cat, she climbed back on the bed. Her stomach taunt with soft dimples, silver lines along her upper arms, steel in her eyes.

      She trailed kisses along my leg, to the inside of my thigh, and up to my stomach.

      Every kiss drew more goosebumps from my skin and intensified the feeling of desire and want.

      When she pulled the last piece of clothing I wore down, the air crackled with anticipation. Nix painted my skin with kisses and little bites, all the while she stroked and teased the inside of my thigh.

      With a trail of kisses, her lips travelled down along the curve of my stomach. Her breath tickled the sensitive skin and the silence of the room enhanced my ragged breathing. The anticipation coursed through me, heightening my senses and intensifying her every touch.

      The lust clouded her eyes and the steel turned into silver. She broke the silent spell and pressed a soft kiss against the inside of my thigh. So close, she would no doubt be aware of my desire.

      "You're sexy," Nix breathed. Her hand found my perked nipple and with a quick pinch, she sent electricity towards my core.

      I fell into the sensation. Her soft tongue, flicking across all the sensitive parts that set off firework and explosion within me. In waves of pleasure, I tightened and relaxed against her mouth. She kissed me and desire sparked. Lust clouded my head. All the overthinking ebbed away and made room for a single-minded thought. Nix. Nix. Nix.
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      Tick.

      For a moment, the room was so quiet I just listened to the ticking of the clock and Nix's breathing slowing down. She wiped her mouth and I hoped I hadn’t left a bad taste on her tongue.

      Tock.

      I didn’t know her well enough to ask such a thing. I didn’t want to come across as insecure when she was so confident in her own skin. Instead, I just waited. For her to move, for her to talk, for her to tell me what to do.

      The brunette pushed herself up from the pillow and reached into her nightstand. Whatever she had in there rattled and after a little rummaging, she held out a green packet. "Smoke?"

      "I'm actually trying to quit."

      "Alright." She shook a box of matches and struck one into a flame. "Suit yourself."

      "No, I'll have one anyway," I decided. I didn't want Nix to think I was boring or uncool. Her nonchalance wasn't really helping my self-confidence either. The intensity and passion seemed to have disappeared the moment I came and now it was like hanging with a mate. Only naked, vulnerable, and post-orgasm. Certainly a bit of a weird sensation.

      I should just go instead of letting it become awkward, but I didn't want to. I shouldn't have to. I wanted this fuck, I wanted some stress relief, and I shouldn't feel ashamed after.

      I reached for the matches and struck one too. "Why are you using matches instead of a lighter?"

      Nix shrugged. "Why not?"

      "Fair point." I pulled the sheets up to cover my breasts and contemplated reaching for my shirt. Was it weird to cover up after she saw, kissed, and played with them already? She was just lying on top of the bed without a care in the world.

      I liked her brazen attitude. I wanted to be a bit more like that, a bit bolder.

      "So..." She took another drag. "Did you get what you wanted from Rainbow Central tonight?"

      I cleared my throat, a little embarrassed by how blunt I'd been in the bar. But then, maybe blunt counted as bold? Whatever it was, Nix had liked it and now we were here.

      "I think so," I said.

      "You think so?" Nix snorted. "You were looking for more than two orgasms?"

      "Three," I corrected her. I ignored the smugness twinkling in her grey eyes and took another drag from my cigarette. "What I meant is... I thought that a hook-up would be the thing that I needed, but now I'm not so sure."

      "Gee, what a compliment. You must be the first one that isn't starstruck."

      I pulled my eyebrow up and shot her a look. "You do this often?"

      The brunette shrugged again. "Every now and then. You came into the bar and fifteen minutes later, you were in my bed. You tell me what that means."

      "Alright, fair enough."

      Part of me felt like I should be insulted by her careless words, but her honesty was disarming in a foreign way. I couldn't kick up a fuss about her admitting this was just a casual fuck because it was exactly the same thing that I did. In fact, it was probably better this way.

      "Listen, you seem like a really cool person, but I'm not really looking for something serious," Nix said. She pushed her cigarette out and blew the last cloud of smoke towards the ceiling. "I had a lot of fun and I don't mean to be rude, but I don't want you to get the wrong idea here."

      "No worries, I'm not looking for a relationship." I folded my arms behind my head and rested against the headboard. "Relationships aren't my thing. Not anymore."

      "We'll get along great then."

      "I agree. I'm glad I came to Rainbow Central tonight."

      Nix looked at me, her grey eyes shimmering with flecks of silver. "Me too. Are you coming again?"

      I nodded without a flicker of hesitation. "Definitely. I'll be there next week."
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      No calls, no texts, no contact. Those were Nix's rules. As she pointed out after I left last week, she didn't do relationships or girlfriends and frankly, that was fine by me. I wasn't looking for anything steady and certainly not with a woman I shagged within the first half hour of us meeting.

      Half an hour was generous. The first fifteen minutes of us meeting.

      The memory of last Monday was carved firmly in my mind. The strain carried all the way through to the weekend and now that a week had passed, I was excited to return to Rainbow Central. To see what else there was to the club.

      Was I a little nervous to see Nix again? Yes.

      Would she pretend she didn't know me? Would she be doing someone else? Would I find someone else to hook up with? Did I even want to?

      I never came to this city with the intention of fucking every woman in it, but would I be able to resist if the opportunity presented itself?

      I straightened out my jacket and fished a cigarette from the package. I'd quit another time. A quick smoke would settle the residual nerves and maybe give me an opportunity to meet someone new outside. I smiled briefly at the bouncer, making sure not to give him a wrong idea. Despite his strong physique and the defined muscles under his shirt, I wasn't really looking for a man tonight. The doors of Rainbow Central opened and a beautiful redhead stumbled out. With glazed eyes, she stumbled towards me. "Hey, you got a light?"

      "Yes, sure." I held out my lighter and studied the woman as she attempted to light her cigarette. Her dress clung to her every curve and the polka dots were somehow playful. With her red hair and freckles, she was the embodiment of sun-kissed.

      "Thanks."

      "No problem." I took a drag from my cigarette and pressed myself to keep the conversation going. "I'm Harper."

      "Harper? That's a cool name." A little sloshed, she sat her drink down on the windowsill. "Delta."

      "Delta? Never heard that before," I admitted, hoping not to offend. Starting a fight seemed like an excellent way for me to be too embarrassed to ever come back.

      "My parents are weird. I got siblings named Alpha, Bravo, and Charlie."

      "Really?"

      The redhead laughed. "No, I'm just fucking with you. I'm half-Greek."

      "Ooh, I see. Sorry, I didn't mean to be rude."

      She snorted drunkenly. "No sweat. Hey, I've got a question for you."

      "Okay?"

      "What does—?" She paused and hiccuped a little. This girl was absolutely sloshed and it was only ten at night.

      "What does?”

      She chuckled for no reason and half-fell against the wall. "What does purple taste like?”

      "Ummm?" I frowned. "The taste of purple?"

      "Green should be like the combination of pear and grass, and red is obviously strawberries and the smell of roses. But what about purple?"

      "What?" I frowned harder than ever in my life and remembered why I didn't like going out without having a drink myself. Drunk people were so much more tolerable when I was a little bit tipsy myself.

      A blast of music hit my ear and a voice called. "Delta! Come back, you loon!"

      Without looking, I recognised the voice. How could I not? I heard her moan in my ear only last week. Nix.

      I turned and her smile turned into a look of surprise. "Harper? Huh... I mean, hey!"

      What a warm greeting... But then, what was I expecting? I didn't really know her, not apart from the occasional brush-ins we had at high school or the casual fuck last week.

      "Yo!" I called back, cringing as I heard myself. Yo? Really?

      "You're back," Nix stated, looking slightly amused.

      "I am. I said I would be."

      She chuckled. "That you did. Are you coming in or hanging outside for the rest of the night?"

      I shot a look at the redhead and threw my cigarette in the gutter. "Coming in, for sure."

      "That's what I thought." She waved at her friend and whistled. "Delta, come here!"

      "Party time!" Delta shot to the door and danced back into Rainbow Central, which left me out on the street with Nix.

      "You coming?" The brunette held the door open and motioned for me to join.

      Part of me felt awkward about hanging out with her, but another part reasoned it was normal. Within the community, it was quite a usual thing to hang out with past shags, ex-girlfriends, and the exes of your exes. Hell, most of the women and men here were probably dating the past lover of their current one or had an ex in common. It was one of the side-effects from having a small dating pool and something people got used to quite quickly.

      "Harp?"

      "Coming." I skipped towards her and smiled awkwardly at the bouncer. Poor man, just had to stand here all night and watch people get drunk.

      "Hi," Nix said. She held the door and I squeezed past her. Electricity sparked from the friction between our bodies and something about her roguish grin was just so intriguing.

      "Hey." I paused and stared up in her eyes. They were just as grey as I remembered and despite her casual composure, there was something dreamy about them.

      "You okay?"

      I nodded. "Yes, fine. Please don't call me Harp though."

      She bit her lip. "Sorry, won’t do it again."

      "No hard feelings, just thought I'd let you know." I dared to brush her side and tilted my head. "Want a drink? I'm buying."

      "Won't say no to that."

      "Beer?" I suggested jokingly, hoping that she remembered last week and I wasn't just making a fool out of myself if she forgot.

      Nix chuckled. "Never."

      "Alright." I stared at the brunette and shook my head.

      "What?"

      "Nothing." There was something about her that drew a playful side of me to the surface. Something that made me want to talk to her and flirt, even if I wasn't looking for anything more than just some fun. "Two Rainbow cocktails coming up."

      "Now you're talking my language." Her hand brushed across the small of my back as she followed me to the bar and I knew that had to be on purpose. Stuff like that was never an accident, certainly not when it came to flirting. And she was, undoubtedly, flirting.

      I recognised the lanky man behind the bar and hovered a bill above the sticky bar. The bartender, Simon, moved over to my side and leaned in.

      "What can I get you?" he screamed above the music.

      "Two rainbows, please." I held up two fingers to make sure that he wouldn't get my order wrong and then turned to Nix. Her cheeky smile added to the butterflies in my stomach, and I loved it. It had been a long time since I felt this kind of attraction to someone and it didn't matter that it was probably going to be short-lived.

      I knew how these things went. One moment, she was flirting with me and the next, an old flame would steal her attention away. That was just how life in a bar was. Everyone was always chasing someone and being chased by another. And a looker like Nix surely had a couple of women chasing her.

      Simon pushed two tall glasses in my direction and I pressed one of them in Nix's hand.

      "Cheers." She clinked her glass against mine and never broke eye contact, not even when she took a sip from the top and licked her lips.

      "Yeah, cheers."

      Her eyes shimmered mischievously as she trailed her fingers along my arm. "So..."

      I waited, entirely captivated by her. If I'd known that Rainbow Central had women like her, I would've come here a long time ago. I tipped my head to the side, hoping to come across engaging and curious. "So?"

      "What brings you to Rainbow Central tonight? Same thing as last time?" she asked. A smirk curled her lips up and she stared at me daringly, teasingly.

      "Cheeky," I replied, hoping to sound just as mysterious and interesting as her. I wanted to keep her captivated, but for the life of me, I couldn't figure out why I caught her attention in the first place. Maybe she'd been terribly horny last week and already regretted banging the first chick that came along.
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