
girls’ night

Author’s Note:
      I got the idea for this fic by listening to Miniskirt by AOA one too many times lol

    


    
    Girls’ night is a sacred tradition. More sacred, even, than the Sacred Flame that’s the namesake of their university. To forgo girls’ night is to spit in the face of the unbreakable bonds forged in the fire of college finals; aka, totally unthinkable.

Well, technically, only one of them is actually a college student. Their little group is a college student, two burnt-out grad students, and a high school senior Mualani tutored who’s had three separate breakdowns over college applications. It’s great! They’re a dream team, honestly, and Mualani couldn’t have asked for better friends. Even if they can only meet up on Friday nights, when assignments have already been submitted and the paradise of the weekend stretches out before them.

It’s during these nights that they eat snacks, spill the hottest gossip, and vent about their troubles. And all of their troubles, of course, are incredibly important.

“He hasn’t even looked once! And I get he’s probably trying to be respectful or something, but like, dude, I’m your girlfriend! You’re allowed to look!”

“Uh…” Kachina raises her hand tentatively. “Should you be telling me this?

Mualani blinks, then startles, like she forgot she was venting to basically her little sister about somewhat risqué boy troubles. Maybeeeeee she should have considered the entirety of her audience. “Sorry, Kachina!”

“It’s fine,” Kachina reassures her, although she looks a little green. “I never needed to know what Kinich’s ‘pre-kissing’ face was, ever, but I’m fine.”

“If you’re sure!” With that taken care of, Mualani moves on without aplomb, ignoring Xilonen’s raised eyebrow. “Anyway, it’s been a month since we started dating, and he hasn’t tried anything.”

“Like you said, he’s probably trying to be respectful to you,” Chasca offers. “You know what he’s like.”

“I don’t want him to be respectful!” Mualani groans, dragging her hands down her face in a fit of despair. “I want him to-” At the last second, she remembers Kachina (poor, innocent Kachina) and switches tracks. “-be not respectful!”

“Can’t help you there.” Xilonen yawns, leaning into Chasca’s side like she was molded to fit there. “Chasca and I got down to it right away. Whoever said not to put out on the first date was dead wrong, just so you know. Best decision of my life.”

“Okay, too much information!” Kachina’s cheeks are flushed completely red.

“Oh? But we barely went into detail. Are you homophobic, Kachina?” Xilonen teases.

“I’m not homophobic!” Kachina wails. It comes out (heh) more like ihm nahw hmhmphbc, since she buries her face into Mualani’s giant shark plushie as she says it. “Just because I’m straight doesn’t mean I’m homophobic!”

“I believe you,” Chasca says, nodding sagely. “About the other thing you said, though… I give it a year.”

Kachina sits up, imprint of her face newly indented on the side of Mualani’s plushie (and vice versa). “Wait, what do you mean?”

“You’ll see,” Xilonen agrees, voice lilting.

“What do you mean?” Kachina repeats, more desperately.

Mualani pats Kachina on the head. “Don’t worry about it,” she says. “They said that about me, but it turns out they don’t know everything!”

“I said that about Kinich, too, and I was right,” Chasca argues. “We’ve been 50/50 so far. This will make it 66/33.”

“Guys,” an increasingly distressed Kachina says, “please.”

“We’ll tell you when you’re older,” Xilonen demures, and Kachina buries her face back in Mualani’s plushie and screams.

“Oh, right!” Mualani turns back to Xilonen and Chasca. “Do you guys have any advice for me?”

The two of them turn to each other and shrug. “Nope,” Chasca says. “Like I said, our relationship took a completely different path than yours on that front.”

Xilonen purses her lips in thought. “Actually… I have some advice,” she says, leaning in closer to Mualani and dropping her voice down to a conspiratorial whisper. “What got her to make the first move was me wearing these really tiny shorts. Left pretty much nothing to the imagination. That’ll probably work on your boy, too.”

“You really think so?”

“Oh, I know so,” Xilonen says, smug as a cat.

“Thank you so much!” Mualani hugs her. It nearly startles Xilonen before she leans into the hug as well. She then hugs Chasca (who is similarly startled) and Kachina (who is still face-down in the giant plushie), before turning to her closet.

He’s not gonna know what hit him, Mualani thinks, giddy excitement flooding her veins. Oh, Kinich is cooked. I’ll have him in my bed by the end of the week.

“Uh, Mualani?” Chasca says, as Kachina lets out another anguished cry. “You said all that out loud.”

“…oops.”

-

Another week comes and goes, and this is it. Mualani’s final stand.

“Mualani… um… are you sure that’s a good idea?”

“Of course!” Mualani says, twirling in front of the mirror. “I wore a crop top the other day and he would not stop staring. Xilonen’s advice is peak. It’s definitely working!”

“Didn’t need to know that!” Kachina squeezes her eyes shut as if trying to erase the memory. 

“She’s referring to the miniskirt in the dead of winter,” Xilonen drawls.

“I’m wearing stockings!” Mualani defends herself as she turns this way and that in the mirror, checking the angles. Dang, she looks nice! If Kinich’s jaw doesn’t drop at this point, it’s totally on him.

“A-and you look great!” Kachina reassures. “We’re just worried you might be a little cold…?”

“Pshaw!” Mualani says, grinning as she waves the thought away. “What’s the cold to a good fit, amiright?”

“Still, it’s always a good idea to have a backup plan.” A third voice chimes in, directly outside of the closed door to Mualani’s room.

Mualani nearly jumps out of her skin. “Oh shit- by the seven, Professor, don’t do that!”

When she opens the door, Professor Mavuika stands outside, sunglasses perched on the end of her nose and hand on her hip, stylish as ever. “Xilonen told me you’d be here,” she says, waving her phone (which is completely lit up with notifications) in one hand. “I heard you were in need of some fashion advice?”

Mualani sighs, half fondly and have exasperated. “I don’t need fashion advice!” She complains to no avail, as Mavuika saunters into the room. “Don’t I look great?”

“In the summer, I’d say, ‘damn, work it’. In the winter? Kid, you’re going to freeze to death.”

“We don’t even get snow!”

Mavuika remains unimpressed. “Be that as it may, it’s still going to be 40 degrees tonight. Most of the event is outside. Are you sure you’ll be okay?”

“I’m sure!” Mualani insists.

“Give it up, Mavuika,” Xilonen says. “She’s more stubborn than you think. We’ll be here all day, and she needs to get going. Right?”

The look she throws Mualani is very clear. You owe me for this.

Mualani nods back, beaming. Gotcha!

“Okay, I don’t know what that’s all about,” Mavuika says, head swiveling like she’s watching a tennis match. “But, best of luck, Mualani. You and Kinich are both good kids. I’m rooting for you!”

“Thank you!” Mualani enthusiastically waves goodbye as the door slams shut and her footsteps are heard (even with the excellent noise-proofing) receding down the hallway.

“What I wouldn’t give for her to be our third,” Xilonen mutters.

“Kachina, plug your ears,” Mualani urgently whispers, and Kachina dutifully does so. To Xilonen, she says, “Uh, are you sure Chasca would be fine with that?”

Xilonen snorts. “Yeah, Chasca’s fine with it, she’s the one who brought it up.”

“I’m… pretty sure Mavuika has a boyfriend, though. That history professor who’s always wearing that ancient helmet, or something.”

Xilonen flaps a hand dismissively. “So she’ll have to get permission from him first, that’s fine. I’m not giving up until she looks me dead in the eyes and says, ‘no, I will never fuck you or your girlfriend’.

Mualani can take a lot, but honestly? It’s probably time to change the subject. Kachina can’t read lips, but she can tell what the conversation is probably about, and she’s definitely getting a little antsy just sitting there. “Anyway! Is this outfit good? Yes or no?”

“You look great,” Xilonen says, clapping a hand on her shoulder. “I still think you should take a sweater or something, but that’s just me.”

“I’ll be fine, Xilonen, don’t worry about me!” Mualani grabs her makeup bag, rifling through it. “Now, which eyeshadow should I choose…”

Xilonen sighs, fondly rolling her eyes. Behind her, Kachina, still on Mualani’s bed, sits up to be ready to chime in and give her approval.

This is what girls’ nights are all about.

-

The bass booms under Mualani’s feet and works its way through her pulse. Heat lamps are scattered across the pavilion, little dots of warmth in the ocean of the night.

Inter-team dance team socials are, according to the board chairs, “an opportunity for networking and socializing with peers.” According Mualani, they’re an excuse to dress up and party all night. Either way, they’re definitely some of her favorite events of the year.

“Hey, Mualani!” Someone she doesn’t recognize from Kinich’s team, SCIONS, raises his hand in greeting.

“Hey!” She waves back, before being startled by a tap on her shoulder.

“Fraternizing with the enemy, team captain?” Her friend Ipora jokes, playfully elbowing Mualani in the side.

“Only one!” Mualani grins. “Speaking of, have you seen Kinich anywhere?”

“Hmmm… oh, he’s over there!” She points across the quad, where Kinich is standing by himself, arms crossed, surveying the scene. The only thing he’s missing is a stereotypical red plastic cup.

“Thanks, Ipora! Catch you later!” Waving goodbye, she jogs across the quad, bobbing and weaving between circles of people and briefly returning their greetings before she skids to a stop in front of Kinich.

Kinich, where he’d been stiff while observing the proceedings, visibly relaxes almost instantly. “You’re here,” he says, and there’s a sense of relief that leaks into his voice.

And wow, does that make Mualani’s heart flutter. The butterflies in her chest get even worse when she processes Kinich’s outfit. A black polo shirt with a dark green chunky necklace as an accent, a black jacket, and clean-cut black slacks that look like they were molded to fit him. Her mouth waters. 

Archons, she wants to take it off of him.

Belatedly, she realizes she hasn’t been watching Kinich’s reaction. He’s barely moved a muscle since she came over, eyes raking up and down her body.

“…what are you wearing?” Kinich finally asks.

Internally, Mualani smirks. Outwardly, she smiles ear-to-ear and does a little twirl. She’d say the skirt swishes, but honestly, it barely has enough fabric to swish.

“Cute, right? I found it in my closet the other day and thought it would be perfect for this!”

Kinich is silent for a few more moments. Then, he shrugs off his jacket and puts it around Mualani’s shoulders. “You should wear this,” he says. “How are you not freezing?”

“I was-” Mualani’s teeth, traitors that they are, chatter until she slips on the jacket and its warmth envelops her. “-willing to risk it for fashion.”

“Well, don’t.” Kinich nods to the nearest group of buildings. “There should be a bathroom over there. Let’s go.”

“Huh?” Okay, Mualani is confused. At most parties, saying something like that would be a cue for… other stuff, but they haven’t gone anywhere before! Plus, the mood is, like, totally not right all, since Kinich is in one of his weird moods. Unless… wait, maybe this is him making his first move? Mualani smoothes her skirt down and licks her lips, which are suddenly all too dry.

“I’ll wear the skirt,” Kinich says, and Mualani would laugh except his face doesn’t even twitch and oh my gods he’s not joking. “You can wear my slacks.”

Mualani lets herself be pulled along to the bathroom without protest. They swap clothes over the side of adjacent stalls, switching quickly so they stay cold for less time.

When Mualani steps out, a whole lot warmer in Kinich’s slacks (partially due to the residual heat from him), it’s all she can do to keep her cool. Kinich in a skirt is everything, holy shit. The fabric melds to the curve of his thighs like it was painted on. She needs this man immediately.

Then, Mualani remembers what this whole night was about. She needs Kinich. Like, carnally. Mualani’s looking like a total snack, and Kinich won’t even take a bite.

“Do you not want me?” She blurts.

“Sorry?”

Mualani winces. “That came out wrong.” In her defense, it’s hard to think when Kinich is still in that Archons-damned skirt. Seriously, someone should have warned her it would be this lethal the other way around! “It’s just… I thought we would have taken it further by now! Like, danced the horizontal tango, y’know?”

“You… want to… take it further?” Kinich asks, and he sounds almost incredulous.

“Uh, yeah?” Desperation bleeds into her voice, and she knows she probably looks a little pathetic, but whatever. It’s whatever! “I’ve been trying to get you to make a move! But you’re like, immune, or something! If you don’t want to, it’s fine, but just tell me!”

Silence. One of the fluorescent lights buzzes and flickers dangerous.

“I’m-” Kinich ever-so-quietly mutters, “I’m not immune.”

“Huh?”

“When I saw you in that skirt, I pretty much lost my mind,” he says matter-of-factly, like it’s just another Tuesday. 

Meanwhile, Mualani’s the one about to lose her mind, actually, because what? 

“I’m sorry I don’t tell you enough,” he continues, voice growing steadily louder and more confident. “I don’t say things enough. I just do things and expect you to extrapolate a conclusion from there. That’s not fair to you.”

“Oh,” Mualani says faintly, her voice sounding a million miles away. “Du-” No, not dude, Mualani, this is a serious conversation! “Kinich-” Better. “I do notice. I notice all the time.”

“Do you know, though?” Kinich’s voice sounds scraped raw, like he’s giving it all he’s got. Maybe he is. “Do you know how much I love you?”

“Of course I do!” Mualani bursts. “One time you made me food when I was sick with that really nasty flu, and another time you let me fall asleep on your shoulder even when you had a paper due. It’s so obvious you love me!”

“Is that enough, though?” Kinich says, almost begging.

“You’re good, Kinich.” Mualani leans in closer, so she’s able to see how his eyes glimmer in the weak fluorescent lighting. “We never would have been friends if you weren’t. And even though you’re my boyfriend now, you’re still my best friend in the whole entire world. Me wanting you to hold my hand on dates and fuck me into my shitty dorm mattress doesn’t change that.”

Kinich splutters at this, frantic noises dissolving into a fit of muffled laughter as he covers his mouth with his hand to stifle it. Something warm grows inside Mualani’s chest, a sticky-sweet sensation that coats her heart and spreads up to her eyes, clouding her vision.

When she looks at Kinich, he looks golden.

“Mualani.” Oops. Serious voice. She snaps out of her reverie.

“Yeah?” Heart in her throat, she meets gaze. His eyes almost seem to bore right through her, Despite this, there’s something… uncharacteristic about the way he’s holding himself- limbs drawing inwards, shoulders and neck tense. He looks awkward.

“The second part of what you said.. can that be arranged?”

“The second part?” Mualani recalls the last bit of their conversation, trying to place what he’s referring to. Nasty flu, friends first, shitty dorm mattress… wait. Her face burns. “Oh. Yeah,” she says. “We don’t have to do that if you don’t want to! It’s chill!”

“I want to,” Kinich says. Slowly, jerkily, he walks towards her and laces their fingers together. His hands are warm as a furnace, while Mualani’s, as a result of the temperature, are cold and clammy. A perfect balance. “I would really like to.”

“Oh,” Mualani breathes as she leans into his side. She tucks her head onto the crook of his neck, hearing his pulse go thumpthumpthump. A thrill rushes through her. She’s making his heart race.

She shivers as Kinich leans in, breath ghosting her ear. “I’m freezing in this skirt,” he says, voice low in his throat, “how about we leave now, so I can take it off?”

“Yes please,” Mualani says, dragging him out of the empty bathroom into cold, beautiful night.

Well, not cold for much longer, anyway.

-

“So… yeah! That’s how it happened!” Mualani kicks her feet happily. The hickeys scattered around her collarbone bruise violet, and she wears them like a medal.

“That’s great, and I’m really happy for you,” Kachina says, “butIreallydidn’tneedtoknowallthat!”

“You’ll know what it feels like to be in love eventually, Kachina! Then you’ll know what all the fuss is about!”

“D-definitely not!” Kachina stutters, a flush rising to her cheeks. “Nope! Nuh-uh! Who will? Not me, that’s for sure!”

“Say, Kachina,” Xilonen says, a sly note to her voice, “who’s that girl from your project group you were telling me about? The one who’s been trying to get you to become her gym buddy? The one who you said was ‘way too cute, Xilonen, how do I deal with this?’”

Chasca grins wickedly. “66/33, huh?”

Kachina slumps over, buries her face in the shark plushie once more, and wails. 

  
Notes for the Chapter:kinich has a better mattress than mualani but they didn’t go back to his place because ajaw is kinich’s cat who bites people.

hope you enjoyed! if you did, feel free to leave a kudos or comment, as they make me giggle and kick my feet like a shoujo protagonist!





