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  Foreword

	We are excited to share our first Dalliances romance anthology. The anthology features a wide variety of stories, including some that involve selkies, same sex couples, and even a throuple.

	Our authors come from all walks of life and we are thrilled to have them with us. We hope that you will thoroughly enjoy all of the short stories we’ve included as much as we enjoyed reading, selecting, and editing them.

	Sitting down to write a romance is a very special process. Usually the author has a “story seed”—an idea of what they want to write about. Sometimes, when the story is finished, it’s gone in the intended direction but in other cases, the story has taken on a life of its own.

	Sitting down to read a romance story is special too, as we escape into a story that whisks us away. We hope that these stories will capture your attention and interest. The authors we have included have fresh and fabulous stories to share with you, including some that are fun and quirky. As you read, we hope that you will enjoy the diversity of the stories as much as we did.

	Cupid’s Arrow Publishing Editorial Team

	
  Unexpected Reunion

	J. M. de la Torre
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	Despite the forecast’s “low chance of precipitation,” dense gray clouds cracked open and slammed Uptown with a relentless sheet of rain, sparing no one in the city streets below. Not even the pedestrians who had been clever enough to grab some protective gear before starting their day, like Estrella. She thrived on being prepared for any occasion, especially on stormy days. She hunched beneath her umbrella and nudged her blue-framed glasses back up her nose, determined to get to her destination as dry as possible.

	Unfortunately for Estrella, the weather gods had chosen chaos. She rounded the corner and groaned as a gust of wind snapped one of the umbrella’s metal ribs like a twig, the loose panel flapping and splashing more water in her direction. As if that wasn’t enough, the weather’s continued audacity forced her to tilt her broken polka-dotted shield at a near perpendicular angle to fight back against the whipping winds. I’m really starting to regret getting up this early in the morning.

	Once she trudged past her go-to bakery, which she was already planning on visiting after her morning exercise, her sights landed on her Uncle Rodrigo’s crowning jewel, La Perla. Stretching twenty stories high, his luxury hotel sat near the heart of Uptown. It came with all the amenities, including a 24/7 gym his favorite niece could use whenever she wanted.

	Upon finding cover beneath the hotel’s awning, she exhaled a sigh of relief and pushed through the revolving door into the double-page spread of an interior design magazine. Even though it was dressed in high-end furnishings and light fixtures that were more expensive than her college education, the lobby still had traces of its late 19th century origin, her favorite detail being the marble inlay medallion blooming across the center of the room. Most guests walked past it in favor of checking in at the front desk, but not Estrella. Regardless of how many times she had seen it and traced the lines of the starburst with the tip of her foot, she couldn’t help but to stop in her tracks to admire it.

	Years ago, Rodrigo encouraged her to stand in the middle of the shining star and told her to make a wish. “The universe is always listening,” he said, his calm voice giving her the impression he had done it before with resounding success.

	None of her wishes ever came true, but that didn’t stop her from trying multiple times throughout the years. Even now, as she stood at the golden center, facing the northern cardinal point and the front desk, she closed her eyes and mentally whispered her heart’s latest desire. I hope you’re listening this time, universe. I’ve been putting in a lot of effort at work, but no dice so far. A little assistance would be greatly appreciated.

	“You’re dripping all over my lobby.”

	That was not the response she was seeking from the almighty universe, but she smiled all the same as she turned west toward her uncle, the soles of her bright yellow rain boots squeaking against the polished floor. “Tío.”

	“Sobrina,” he said, his scruffy, peppered beard looking more trimmed and styled than usual. He also donned a tailored burgundy suit, a sure sign he was expecting fancy guests today. Dripping water on his floor was probably the last thing he needed, but he approached her with a genuine smile—not one of those practiced grins he summoned for customer service—and a hug.

	Given their sandy complexions, tangled manes of chestnut hair, and inviting amber eyes, anyone who didn’t know them would have guessed they were father and daughter. The assumption happened so often from various hotel guests, they stopped correcting people a long time ago and went along with it.

	“Another early morning at the gym?”

	Estrella removed her Queen City Royals FC cap—one of the many items she owned of her favorite soccer team—and ruffled her bushy ponytail to get rid of any lingering water droplets. “Yeah, I need it.”

	She didn’t need the gym for any of the usual reasons, like keeping in shape or increasing endurance. The truth was Estrella hated exercising, but the act of running on a treadmill, lifting weights, or doing anything else that felt like muscle torture helped her focus and think.

	He nodded in understanding and reached out for the mop one of his workers brought over. She loved that about her uncle. He wasn’t above doing menial tasks, even while wearing a designer suit.

	“While you’re here, I’ve got good news and bad news,” he said as he wiped the water trail away.

	“What’s the good news?” She always liked having the good news first in any situation. She equated it to eating dessert first, which she did often.

	“Darlene is working again.” Estrella pumped a fist through the air in victory. Rodrigo had been restoring the hotel’s four elevators in phases, making sure they were operating at modern standards while also keeping some of their 1920s art deco charm. One of the elevators—the one she dubbed Darlene—refused to function and opted to break down at inconvenient times.

	If he and his team managed to get the elevator back up and running again, which had been a thorn in his side for almost a year, her curiosity spiked. “What’s the bad news, then?”

	His mopping paused long enough to serve her a wince. “The opposing team in tonight’s game against the Queen City Royals is staying here. I didn’t tell you before because I didn’t want to upset you.”

	She had prepared herself for the chaotic thunderstorm ranging outside, but she was not at all prepared for the missile of information her uncle had just dropped, her fingers fanning out over her chest as if to keep her heart from exploding. While she was dead set against supporting other teams, this news wasn’t as dreadful as her uncle led her to believe, mainly because she had been following the career of one Golden Gate United FC player for the past decade. Some would have called her obsessed, but she considered herself dedicated and loyal with a dash of occasionally unhinged.

	Her head swiveled in every direction as if expecting him to round a corner and make a dramatic entrance back into her life, but apart from Pamela, the bright-eyed desk clerk who was ready to receive new guests, the lobby remained empty.

	“They’re having breakfast in the event space, so try not to scratch their eyes out. It’s bad for business.”

	Located a few floors above them, the event space had some of the best views of Uptown Park and its pond. It also had its own kitchen with a separate entrance to the event space. She could pose as one of the staff members—it wouldn’t be the first time—and bypass any security, but then what? She’d awkwardly reintroduce herself and ask if he’d want to keep in touch? No, this was the unhinged part of her devotion rearing its ugly head and trying to satisfy a long-time crush. He’d probably laugh in her face, something she believed he was incapable of doing, but years under the limelight tended to change people. He could also call security before she even had a chance to explain her absurd motives. She couldn’t do that to herself, but she also couldn’t embarrass her uncle and destroy his reputation. So close, yet so far. “I won’t let my allegiances land us on the front paper.”

	Rodrigo lifted a ringed pinky finger, a hint of a smirk on his face. “Promise?”

	Pinky swears were a deep-rooted practice in her family, but the roots ran deeper with her uncle. She wrapped her pinky around his and squeezed. “I promise.”

	Estrella stomped her wet boots on the mop before walking around the front desk to hide her umbrella and to pick up her swipe card. She waved the piece of plastic at Rodrigo as she left the lobby and entered the short hallway of elevators. Before their restoration, the elevators' interior walls were distressed, and the metallic sculptural elements embedded on the walls and around the ceiling accumulated grime over the decades. Her uncle gave them a new lease on life, but something about the way Darlene’s door opened, like it was hesitant about letting anyone in, gave her pause. Estrella considered flagging down her uncle, but one look at the time on her watch forced her to abandon that thought and enter the elevator. Darlene’s probably just getting used to this century.

	After she pressed the button for the twelfth floor, Estrella pushed aside lingering thoughts of her deranged plan and busied herself by using the elevator’s mirror panels to fix her hair and reapply her lip balm. As she patted down her flyaways with little success, she shifted her focus back to work. An early morning session in the gym would help her figure out if sticking with her job for another year was worth it or if it was time to move on. She was in the middle of rubbing the balm along her bottom lip when Darlene stopped and opened her door with more confidence for the next passenger.

	Estrella’s stomach clenched, much like it did whenever she strapped herself into the front seat of a rollercoaster. Thrill rides brought her insurmountable levels of joy, but that didn’t stop little ol’ anxiety from penetrating her insides and tightening them like a fist. The guy who’d been living in her head for the past ten years, also known as her high school crush, stood in the reflection. His casual glance at the other elevators gave her the impression he was waiting for an empty ride, but she shuffled to the corner and held her breath, hoping he would reconsider.

	The voices and footsteps of other soccer players grew louder by the second. When it became clear the other elevators weren’t going to appear for him, he stepped inside, pressed the button for his floor, and repeatedly smashed the close button until Darlene responded. It wasn’t lost on Estrella that his body language expressed an urgent need to be alone, but that didn’t stop her inner giddy 14-year-old from opening her mouth.

	“You’re Lorenzo Denova,” she said and winced at the obvious fact.

	He kept his head forward, facing the rays of an etched sun on the door’s mirror, while his brown eyes landed on hers through the reflection. Like the real sun, staring back was almost too much for her to bear, so she shifted her gaze to the number panel instead. “Yeah. Listen, now’s not a good time for an autograph or selfie.”

	Estrella’s mouth slackened. “No, that’s not—I’m not a fan.”

	“Ouch,” he said, a tinge of genuine hurt in his voice as he turned his head in her direction. “Thanks for your honesty?”

	Her inner teen withered. “That’s not what I meant.”

	The rest of Lorenzo’s body, which was covered in a crimson tracksuit that complemented his warm beige skin and fuzzy black hair, turned to fully face her. “What did you mean, then?”

	She couldn’t believe she had his undivided attention after all this time. The usual sea of security guards, paparazzi, and diehard soccer enthusiasts weren’t standing between them, and neither were the throngs of students from their high school days. “I mean I’m a fan with boundaries. I’m not one of those people who worships you as a god and digs around your trash to add your tooth floss to my altar.”

	Lorenzo cocked his head and wrinkled his nose. “That’s very specific.”

	“Yeah, well, my family of crazed soccer fans has a dark and scandalous past.”

	The soft chuckle that followed took her by surprise. She wasn’t particularly good at making others laugh. In fact, her family always grumbled whenever she graced them with one of her dad jokes. She wanted to savor his response, but Darlene interrupted.

	Metal grated against metal. The frictional screech assaulted her ears and caused her teeth to ache. The elevator walls shook as the cabin halted abruptly, and the lights flickered, threatening to envelope them in darkness.

	Estrella breathed easy when the power didn’t give out. This is definitely not how I wanted this reunion to happen. She shot Lorenzo a glance and recognized his tense expression. He usually wore it whenever a referee made a bad call or when an opposing team scored a goal. She didn’t have time to figure out whether that was better than looking terrified.

	Instead, she inched closer to the panel, thumbed the emergency button, and waited for the green light to flash, an indication that her call was being received. “Tío Rodrigo, Pamela, anyone? The elevator broke down!”

	After a few moments, the intercom crackled and popped like a vintage vinyl record spinning on a turntable. Her uncle’s voice boomed. “Which one? Darlene?”

	“Yeah. I’m also not alone here,” she responded as she flashed a look in Lorenzo’s direction. His eyes were closed, and he was using his knuckles to massage his temples. It didn’t require any special skills to know his day wasn’t off to a great start, either. “I have a Golden Gate United player, so the faster you can get it fixed, the better.”

	“My sincerest apologies. I’ll get a maintenance team on it. We’ll get you both out of there as soon as possible.” The sizzling line went dead after that, leaving behind a hushed atmosphere of uncomfortable energy.

	“This is just fantastic,” Lorenzo said as he pocketed his hands in his jacket and lifted his gaze to the ceiling.

	His annoyance stabbed her in the gut. “Please don’t hold this against him. La Perla really is an outstanding hotel.” The lack of response worried her, so she switched gears. “Here’s a fun fact … we went to high school together.”

	She almost broke into a small victory dance when his attention fell back on her. “You went to Farbrook High?” His eyes narrowed in disbelief. “Prove it.”

	Estrella took no offense at his implication of her being a liar. She suspected Lorenzo had constructed thick walls to protect himself from the public. He was a celebrity, after all. Luckily for her, she had proof dangling from her necklace. Unlike most of her friends, she loved high school. She got along with everyone, her teachers became part of her support system, and the overall experience helped her define what she wanted to do in life. And unlike most of her friends, she memorialized her school years with a piece of jewelry. Estrella pulled the silver chain from behind her shirt and presented her class ring. The ruby red stone didn’t sparkle as much as it did a decade ago and the silver band showed considerable wear, but the letters surrounding the stone clearly spelled out “Farbrook High School.”

	He angled his body closer to inspect, giving her the opportunity to do the same. The scar on the tail-end of his left eyebrow—the result of a player’s elbow jabbing his head in mid jump—was still there. His standard buzz cut hadn’t changed much, either. The tattoo peeking out from underneath his neckline, however, was new. People speculated and imagined, but he kept the design and its meaning to himself, which wasn’t unusual for his discreet and reserved personality. Her hand itched to uncover the mystery, but she snuffed her curiosity and snapped her attention back to the main topic. “It’s okay you don’t remember me. We didn’t run in the same circles. You were also a year ahead of me.”

	“Still, pretty small world,” he said as he leaned back against his side of the elevator. “What’s your name?”

	The simple question nearly floored her, but her neural activity recovered enough to give him an intelligible answer. “Estrella, but I go by Rella. It sounds like ‘heya’.” She accompanied her introduction with finger guns, a gesture embedded deep in her wonky programming.

	A smile tugged at the corner of his lips. “I go by Renzo.”

	“Yeah, I know. You’re the one who gave me the idea of going by Rella instead of Ella. It sounded cooler.”

	The dimple on his right cheek deepened. “Well, it’s nice to meet you, Rella. I’m just sorry it had to happen in a broken-down elevator.”

	“I think it’s perfect. It’s a good way to get stuff off our chests before we plummet to our deaths.”

	“We’re not going to plummet to our deaths,” he said, brimming with confidence before second-guessing himself. “Right?”

	Rella grimaced. “This happened about two years ago. It was all over the news. Some of the staff say they can still hear the screams.”

	His posture went rigid. “Are you serious?”

	She wasn’t a prankster by nature, so her growing grin betrayed her. “I’m kidding.”

	Relief washed over him, evidenced by the dissipating tension in his shoulders. She was even rewarded with one of his rare laughs. It originated somewhere in the depths of his chest and bubbled up in a pitch slightly higher than his normal deep-toned voice. Part of her wished she had recorded it.

	“You got me good,” he said, pressing a hand against his chest.

	“Journalist, one. Pro soccer player, nil.”

	His lingering smile wavered. She could almost see his wall defenses reinforcing themselves. “So, you’re a journalist.”

	“Loosely speaking. I’m a writer for a local media outlet. What I want to be is a soccer journalist, but my editors have me writing fluff pieces about the best barbecue spots in the city and the most adorable cat videos.”

	Renzo crossed his arms and tipped his chin up to the ceiling. “Mm, barbecue,” he teased as hints of a daydream also clouded his eyes.

	Rella almost snapped her fingers above his face, but her uncle’s voice pierced the enclosed space and captured their attention, reeling them closer to the intercom.

	“Estrella, the maintenance crew is working on it. Are you two okay?” he said, his words laced with apprehension. She knew he was worried about the potential financial consequences of trapping a Golden Gate United player in one of his elevators, but she also knew his biggest concern was their safety—and more specifically, her safety.

	“Yeah, we’re fine, Tío. We broke the ice and now we’re getting to know each other,” she replied, flashing Renzo a warm smile before averting her gaze.

	“Okay. I’m going to supervise the work, so if you need anything, let Pamela know,” he said, his strained tone tugging at her heart.

	A brief silence drifted through the air after the call ended. She had no doubt her uncle was being hard on himself, so she pinned a note in the corner of her mind to give him extra hugs once this was all over.

	“Tío means uncle, right? Are you two related?”

	Rella wondered whether his basic knowledge were remnants of their high school’s Spanish class with Señora Alvarez or the influence of some of his Spanish-speaking teammates. She nodded. “He’s my uncle on my dad’s side.”

	“Are you staying here?”

	“No, I like to use the gym. I avoid paying a membership somewhere else and having to deal with people’s judgy looks.”

	His dimple returned as another smile surfaced. “Judgy looks are annoying. It's nice that he lets you use it.”

	“Yeah, he’s like a second dad to me, always being there at my side and willing to give me everything I need.”

	She regretted her words the instant his eyes watered over. “That’s like the relationship I had with my high school coach.”

	The memory of a wide-shouldered man with grizzled hair and golden-brown skin took shape in her mind. “Coach Anderson?”

	Jack Anderson used to treat her journalistic questions with sincerity, instead of shooing her away and recommending she find a new hobby. Her scheduled fifteen minutes with him every season always turned into a two-hour session about his “Farbrook boys.” She didn’t mind, since it gave her plenty of writing material. He passed away a short time ago. One month, to be exact. It didn’t take a genius to connect Renzo’s earlier mood with his currently bowed spine and downturned features. A month had passed by for everyone else, but she imagined it was still a fresh wound for him.

	Despite Darlene’s groaning, Rella switched positions and stood beside him. “I’m really sorry for your loss, Renzo. I spoke with him on occasion, even after we graduated. He had a knack for telling stories and giving life advice. He also told me he didn’t like putting certain players above others, but I could tell you were one of his favorites. He was super proud of you.”

	Renzo’s head tilted toward her, his eyes softening. “Thanks for that.”

	She shrugged her shoulder and dropped her gaze to the floor, too modest to receive his gratitude with direct eye contact. “You’re welcome.”

	He knocked the side of her rain boot with his sneaker, successfully sending an electric charge up her body to power up one of her vibrant smiles. “Go back to the part about writing fluff pieces.”

	Her energized smile was only the tip of the iceberg. Renzo wanting to continue their previous conversation lit up her entire world like a Christmas tree. She could talk about her work for days, but instead of drowning him with her woes, she delivered the succinct version. “I hate it. I’d kill to write about soccer again, like I did in high school and college. Those were the days.”

	His back straightened. For a moment, she thought he was going to put space between them, but he did the opposite. He slid closer and faced her, supporting his upper arm against the wall. Rella caught a whiff of his cologne and begged her knees not to buckle. It was something from the citrus family with notes of creamy vanilla and warm sandalwood. It took all of her willpower to not lean forward and bury her nose in his jacket. “Hang on, you wrote for the school paper?”

	Rella batted away the mental fog threatening to take over her senses. “I was their soccer correspondent. Why?”

	Renzo’s face beamed as his freckled hand reached for his wallet in his back pocket. He flipped it open, extracted a folded newspaper clipping from behind his state identification card, and offered it to her. “Did you write this?”

	Her pulse quickened. This can’t be real, she thought as her wide-eyed stare flitted between his curious face and the paper in his hand. She took it, the rosy undertones of her cheeks reddening under his watchful gaze. Her fingers unfolded the worn and torn edges of the clipping. She instantly recognized the content because she had a copy just like it in one of her scrapbooks. The top of the article featured a photograph of a younger Renzo, his leg outstretched to pass the ball to another player.

	“‘1-2-3 Goals! Farbrook’s Pro Soccer Player in the Making Scores Incredible Victory’ by E. Santiago,” she read aloud before peeking back up at him. “My full name’s Estrella Santiago. I wrote this in the stands after your hat-trick against Vandergreen. The security guard had to escort me out because I was the only one left, still scribbling away in my notebook. You … you carry this in your wallet?”

	“Every day since Coach Anderson showed it to me,” he said, his voice cracking part of the way.

	A charged silence filled the air. The reality of him holding on to something she wrote after all these years raised her internal temperature and dried her mouth out. The steady eye contact between them, leaving her breathless, also didn’t help. She cleared her throat and found her voice. “I’m glad it meant something to you.”

	Renzo dampened his bottom lip with the tip of his tongue. “More than you know. Any chance I can get it autographed?”

	Quick with the draw, Rella echoed his earlier sentiments. “Oh, I’m sorry. Now’s not a good time for an autograph or selfie.”

	His shoulders shook with laughter. If she could add “making Renzo laugh” next to museum hopping and collecting postcards on her list of favorite hobbies, she would.

	“Fair enough,” he said and almost plucked the clipping out of her hands, but she dodged him, a playful smirk on her lips. Rella about-faced and positioned the article against the elevator wall, thankful she never left home without a pen in her purse. She was about to sign her name next to her byline when Renzo spoke again. “Feel free to also add your number.”

	A visible flush crept up her neck and ears like spilled juice across a table. “Someone’s being bold.”

	“Hey, the universe put us in the same elevator for a reason. I’m not wasting the opportunity to get to know you after we get out of this. Alive, hopefully.”

	His words echoed in her head and conjured thoughts of the sunburst medallion in the lobby. Did the universe actually listen? Was this one of Rella’s many wishes finally coming true? She had no evidence to support that theory, but the notion still tickled her.

	She snuck an accusatory glance at him from the corner of her eye. “You wasted an opportunity before.”

	Renzo crossed his arms, his eyes wandering as if his brain was trying to puzzle the pieces of his past together. He came up dry. “When?”

	“Your senior year, my junior year. At the annual throwback dance. You were sitting with your friends. It took me at least ten minutes to pluck up the courage to ask you for a dance. When I did, you said, ‘Sorry, I don’t dance. You’re better off asking someone else.’ You weren’t rude about it or anything like that, but I walked away thinking, ‘Wow, he blew his shot.’”

	He chuckled and shook his head. “I guess I did.”

	Rella turned her attention back to the newspaper cutout. She signed her name with a sophisticated combination of squiggles she had practiced as a kid in the event she ever became famous, while Renzo checked his phone. She assumed he was getting in touch with his coaches and teammates, but a tune straight out of the 80s inundated the elevator.

	She bit her lip to keep the dopey grin on her face from fully taking over. “What are you doing?”

	Renzo pocketed his phone and offered his hand, his shoulders and arms appearing far more relaxed than when he first stepped into the elevator. “I owe you a dance.”

	“I thought you said you didn’t dance,” she replied, abandoning the signed clipping and her purse on the floor.

	“I’ve learned a few things since then.”

	A minuscule part of her wondered if the fear of being trapped caused her to hallucinate or if Darlene’s rickety stop knocked her out cold and she was unconscious on the floor. Those musings evaporated the moment she touched his hand. She never got the chance to hold it before, not even when she volunteered at his graduation ceremony and watched him spend the better part of an hour hugging friends and shaking the hands of his instructors. His palm was warm, his fingers gentle, his grip steady and reassuring. Rella ignored the pounding heartbeat growing louder in her ears as his scented clothes lured her in, his other hand snaking around her side and down to her lower back.

	His voice cut through the heady fog attempting to cloud her brain again. “Was that the only time we interacted?”

	Rella shook her head, her glasses easing down to the tip of her nose. “There was one other time, but it was in college.”

	“Don’t tell me we went to the same college!”

	A raspy giggle crawled out of her throat. “No, but our teams played against each other multiple times. I got permission to interview some of you before one of the games, but you took one look at me and my notebook and said—”

	“I don’t do interviews.”

	She raised her brows and studied his face for a moment. “You remember?”

	“Sorry, no,” he whispered, his apology accompanied by the gentle squeeze of his hand. “I just don’t like interviews. I never know what to say, and I’m always afraid something will be taken out of context.”

	“I get it. Someone poking and prodding your brain for things you might not be prepared to answer or even want to answer? It’s not easy. Depending on the person, interviews can come off as interrogations, but when I sit down with people, it’s more of a conversation.”

	His eyes locked on hers, a mixture of curiosity and something else Rella couldn’t pin down swimming around in his irises. “Do you love what you do?”

	Rella inhaled a sharp breath, having asked herself that question on countless occasions, especially in the middle of sleepless nights. She brought their joined hands closer to bump her glasses back into a proper position. “Writing fluff pieces? No. Writing about the sport I love and grew up watching? Yes.” She tipped her chin up and flipped the question back at him. “Do you love what you do?”

	The curve of his lips turned upward. “I love it. Every inch of that field, from goal post to goal post, is where I feel most alive. I can’t imagine my life without soccer.”

	Rella didn’t know much about his childhood and what made him fall in love with the sport in the first place, but she believed him. “I pick up on that every time I watch you play. There’s this I-can-do-anything aura around you. Anything within reason, of course.”

	Renzo’s thumb drew a searing circle against her spine, rustling the butterflies in her stomach. “You still watch me play?”

	A film reel of memories whirled to life in her head as her fingernails played with the short hairs at the base of his neck. One recollection featured Rella doing homework while riding an intercity bus to one of his intercollegiate matches. Those trips also included occasional plane rides when buses and trains didn’t go far or fast enough. Another recollection involved her dad groaning when she stole the remote control to watch a league championship match she couldn’t attend in person. The whines from her friends were even louder whenever they hung out at sports bars and restaurants with television screens. “I never miss a game.”

	His smile transitioned into a full-blown smirk, his dimple greeting her once more. “So, I take it you’re coming to the game tonight?”

	Rella sucked in her lips, unsure if he was ready
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