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      The potent scent of burned sandalwood and jasmine filled the air, along with the sounds of Rick Astley’s Never Gonna Give You Up, and Calliope sighed in earnest as she sipped her pomegranate martini.

      “Try not to look so excited,” Hattie—also known as Hathor, the Egyptian goddess of love, music, and beauty, and Calliope’s closest friend—said with a hefty sigh. Calliope licked the tart liquid off of her lips, relishing in the bitterness of the alcohol, her nerves starting to settle barely a fraction.

      Ever since Hades took over the financial adjustments, it seems the martinis are not hitting quite as hard as they used to...

      “Forgive me, but I find it hard to appear excited when I am at my wit’s end,” Calliope mused dramatically.

      Hattie shifted in her chair, adjusting the neckline of her dress—if one could call the amalgamation of linens and gold a dress with how little it actually covered the woman.

      “I would think a woman such as yourself would be dying to eat up the mortals in this place,” she said, raising a brow at her friend.

      Calliope shrugged, rolling her amber eyes at her friend from behind her bronze roman mask.

      “The only thing I am dying to do, Hattie, is paint,” she said wistfully as she drained the last bit of her martini. She slowly shook the glass in the air, trying to signal the bartender, who, it seemed, did not see her.

      It used to be quite different for her. Once upon a glorious moon, Calliope truly felt as if she had it all. There was a plethora of men—and women—for a muse to inspire. Playwrights and poets searching for their spark or that one piece that would make them renowned. Musicians seeking their big break or their next record-shattering hit. Artisans dying for a drop of inspiration so they could feel the high of notoriety, so they could feel something. And Calliope was always there to answer the call. As a muse, it was her destiny to inspire, and in turn, the benefits sated her in a way nothing else could. As they chased their muse, the muse chased the best feeling in the world. To be adored. Worshipped. And that itself, was the highest form of inspiration a muse could discern. The praise of those Calliope serviced or took under her wing fed her like blood feeds a vampire.

      Although it seems nowadays, perhaps there are other things that could feed a vampire...

      Calliope pushed the thought from her mind. She did not want to think about her vampiric student, Izzy, who had somehow found her mate—in this very establishment, no less—in a shy, sweet hellhound shifter with godly connections. Not that Calliope disliked the gods and goddesses, but her relationship to those who sat on their high thrones, with statues and monuments built for them, tended to be, in Calliope’s opinion, a bit full of themselves. And most gods and goddesses did not see her as an equal figure of adoration. She was a muse. Nothing more, nothing less. An immortal divine being meant to provide a service or gifts, rather than to be worshipped or praised.

      Most gods and goddesses favored this opinion of Calliope, but Hathor and Athena considered her a friend, as well as Athena’s brother, Mars—who, after his near death experience seemed all too happy these days with Lorelai, her former student and friend. And of course, there was her cocky ex-lover, Chuck—as Pegasus referred to himself nowadays. While Calliope didn’t mind a good hook up once in a while, she knew better than to take up with a former flame. Especially one as self-centered as Chuck. She’d had more than her fill of his cock years ago when they were young, and though the sex was enjoyable enough, the art it produced for her was lackluster and downright embarrassing. She was rather glad when the paintings burned along with his temple.

      The winged pegacorn shifter was not a clear path to inspiration, even albeit a temporary one for the muse. No matter how lonely she got.

      But Calliope knew something needed to change. Her canvas had been blank for far too long. Longer than usual, due to the fact that she had not found it within herself to seek a new patron after David had...

      She sighed, not wanting to think about the man. Every time she did, all she felt was remorse, pain. Guilt. And while those things could be inspiring to Calliope, they were the opposite now. She was blocked. Creatively, personally. Sexually. It was as frustrating as it was aggravating.

      She was itching to paint, to create, but every time she stepped in front of her canvas, every time she tried to do something, nothing happened. Her mind was suddenly blank. It seemed quite ironic that a woman who taught painting Monday through Friday at the University of Southern California could not, in all actuality, find the muse within herself to paint. It was like a terrible joke, one that did not leave Calliope laughing.

      First Mars loses his powers, and then David dies and my inspiration takes a bloody vacay without my consent...

      Though in the case of Mars’s lost powers, he had revived them. With his divined mate’s declaration of love, of course, which gave him the will to live.

      Ryza was always the most dramatic Fate.

      Even Izzy, her former student, had found solace with her hellhound mate, saving him from certain death when she’d bonded him. And the two of them seemed positively enamored with one another now, which would be much more adorable if they could keep their hands off one another when they were working. At the gallery on campus Calliope now oversaw most of the time, with its owner, Professor Leehan, quietly transitioning into retirement while his son, Brian, transitioned to take his place.

      But Calliope would not be able to divine anything from David Green, like Mars or Isabelle. Because David was dead. Which was her fault, clearly. After all, it was her gifts that drove him to the brink of madness before he took his own life.

      Which was entirely the reason Calliope had let Hattie talk her into coming to this dreadful speed dating special event at Aphrodite and Eve’s DeLux Cafe.

      Masquerade of Mystery, a one night only special event held at the luminous cafe where the mortals and supernaturals as well as the immortals like herself could partake in a more intimate setting than the typical Speed Dating sessions on Wednesday nights.

      It had been Hattie’s idea, of course. The woman ravished impulsivity, and her idea of entertainment could often be as whimsical as her inspirations themselves. As a goddess of music and a patron of the arts, Calliope had garnered the idea sounded logical in theory—a little anonymity in an intimate, sensual setting, one that was not full of haunting memories, like the Den of Sin, could lead her to someone... even if it was just for a night. And knowing how many gods, goddesses, and supernaturals alike had found their mates within the DeLux Cafe, a part of her dared to hope that attending would bring her the same success. Even if it was just for one night. One night, one kiss, one spark was all Calliope truly needed, but now that she was here, in the DeLux Café, in her too-flowing silk toga with her bronzed mask and her dark hair piled atop her head, heart beating in her chest as she signaled once more for the bloody bartender, she wondered if she’d made a mistake.

      What am I even doing here, truly...

      “Oh, stop being such a square, Callie.” Hattie dismissed her with a wave as she drained her martini.

      Callie sighed once more as Hattie motioned for the bartender to bring them a fresh round of drinks. She sighed in defeat as the bartender smirked and nodded at them as someone announced that the first round of the speed date would take place in twenty minutes.

      “I am not a square. I am a circle of infinite inspiration,” she drawled as the bartender set a fresh pomegranate martini in front of her. Calliope did not think twice about grabbing the drink her friend had bought her, and taking a long steady sip. It was rather tart for her taste, but not bad.

      Hattie chuckled beside her. “Then start acting like it, woman!” She smirked at her as she raised her glass. The goddess’s bright blue eyes glowed behind her petinae’d mask, the vibrant blue streaks and feathers in her hair shimmering beneath the light. “Quit pining over how uninspired you are and get your butt out there in the real world again.”

      She glanced around the room at the men and women still pouring in, her blood chilling when she laid her eyes on a man she’d recognize anywhere. With or without a mask.

      For starters, he couldn’t help but make himself obvious, drawing attention wherever he went, and tonight was no exception, it seemed. His ivory suit and mask were sharp and regal, and all the gold accents—from his chain to his cufflinks to his gilded mask—were so on the nose, Callie wanted to roll her eyes.

      Even if he did look appealing dressed like a bloody angel, complete with a set of white feathered wings.

      But Pegasus was no angel. Far from it. What he was, was annoying as hell. Pretty, but annoying.

      “Does he ever stay home like a normal god?” Calliope mused aloud.

      Hattie laughed. “Who? Chucky Doll? Are you serious?”

      “Dead,” Calliope murmured, sipping her martini. The tartness made her pucker her lips.

      “I mean, can you blame the guy? His partner in crime’s all settled down now, which I still can’t believe Mars of all people could ever settle down, period, let alone with a human mate...”

      Calliope chewed her lips in annoyance, and that was the moment Chuck met her gaze. He smiled his perfect toothpaste commercial smile and waved at her. She gave him a smile that was not quite genuine, clearly annoyed that she couldn’t even come to the DeLux Cafe without running into someone she knew, apparently.

      Is the world really that small?

      She looked away dismissively, returning her attention to her friend who was tsking her.

      “I mean, you gotta give the guy credit for trying, you know. On his own. Without his wingman.”

      “Chuck is not looking for a soul mate, Hattie. He’s looking for a body to warm his bed, nothing else.”

      Hattie sighed in exasperation.

      “People change, you know.” Her voice was strangely soft to Calliope’s ears.

      Calliope tensed, for she knew what her friend was going to say, and she could not stop her. But that did not mean Calliope wanted to hear it.

      “All I’m saying, is you can’t be a hermit forever, Callie. What happened with David⁠—”

      “Hattie, please...” She groaned. “Don’t...”

      Just the mention of the man who’d gotten into her heart... who’d held it in his hands and crushed her dreams along with it... it was enough to make Calliope scream.

      Like so many of the men she’d encountered in her long life, she’d thought she was providing David Green a sound service—inspiring him to be the great writer he was meant to be. He was charismatic, bright, and his talent was severely malnourished and she knew with the right hand to guide him he could be an absolute star.

      And when she’d offered him the same deal that she offered all her patrons, their dreams on a silver platter in exchange for the love and devotion she craved, she rationed David Green was worth it. His words, his art... it was all too important to not oversee.

      And at first, the bond of praise and submission, the give and take, was heavily weighted. Calliope gave and gave all she could to feed into David’s lofty ideals and dreams of grandeur. She had given him everything she could, including herself. Her heart. Her body. Until she had nothing left, no sparks left to give.

      And he’d taken it all in greedily, spitting it back out in the form of a book—a book about Life and Death, as an entangled star-crossed lovers’ tale.

      It was a lovely tale of fiction, but he would never see its success. Not now, not ever again...

      Calliope could feel the tears festering behind her eyes. She did not want to think about David and his NYT bestselling book, A Tangled Web, which was apparently being made into a movie. She did not want to think about his dark laugh, or his nights of madness, hunched over his computer. And she certainly didn’t want to think about his poetic, gifted words born from her spark and his madness, or the fact she’d been too late to save him.

      It seemed, in the end, his darkness, his void—had too strong of a hold on the man, and no amount of inspiration could have enforced a will for him to live.

      It had been nearly six months since he’d taken his own life, since Calliope felt the void form in her heart. And though she wanted more than anything to paint, to process the grief and pain, the guilt, she could not find it within herself to do so, and that fact, above all else, spoke to the depth of which David had altered the muse’s very being.

      She had loved him the same as she had those before him, but his words, his promises, were far too tempting to believe. He was a devil with his words, more so than Plato or Lord Byron or Poe. And so, Calliope fell down into David Green’s dark void, making the gravest mistake of all.

      She believed that he loved her. That he was her soul’s mate.

      But David Green was a wolf in sheep’s clothing. He did not love anyone. He did not even love himself.

      And Calliope could not find it within herself to take a patron or inspire anyone, since. And when the painting stopped, when the writing stopped, Calliope told herself it would pass. Every artist experienced a block in one way or another, and it always passed...

      “I know that,” she said carefully. “But you can not blame me for being cautious with my gifts when my gifts are a curse, clearly.”

      “Callie...”

      Calliope drained the rest of her drink as the lights turned down low, the room shifting to a darkened ambience with the sudden influx of light illuminating candles all throughout the room.

      “All right, my darlings, take your places!” Aphrodite called out. “Our Masquerade of Mystery starts in just five minutes!”

      “Good luck, Hattie.” Calliope shoved the empty martini glass across the bar and slid off her stool, relishing in the faint dizziness as her feet touched the ground. She blinked a few times, trying to filter in the sight of everything amidst the swaths of neon and candlelight. The room was full of life as everyone took their places and Calliope’s heart pounded in her chest with anxiety and trepidation, and something else. Something she did not want to pay as much attention to for fear it would be damaging to her as well as her passions in life.

      And just as Eve rang the bell and called out the start of the evening, Calliope felt the strangest force around her; like a vibration, an echo. It was warm and solid, and it felt somehow strange and familiar all at once. She opened her eyes as the buzzer sounded, laying her gaze on the man across from her, dressed in what looked like a blue button-down with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows and a black, plastic mask that reminded her of Zorro.

      But it wasn’t the sharp-dressed attire or the stocky build of the man that intrigued her. It was his eyes. Deep like phthalo green, bleeding into canvas, staining every untouched surface.

      Calliope had never seen such eyes before and she couldn’t help but think the darkness, the shadows of mystery surrounding them, added to the man’s allure.

      “So, do you like Piña Coladas?” he asked, his voice oddly awkward but with an overstated cockiness that mimicked humor, which told her he was not as confident on the inside as he was attempting to appear on the outside.

      Interesting.

      “That depends. Do you plan on buying me a Piña Colada, Zorro?” she coyly responded.

      The man chuckled, his lips turning up into the corner into a sly grin. “Maybe.”

      She shook her head. “What ever happened to getting to know a woman first before you buy her a drink?”

      “I mean... you can tell a lot about a woman by the type of drink she orders,” he said, crossing his arms. His performative cockiness irritated her, but she also found it strangely refreshing. Because they were all here, pretending to be someone else, were they not? Hiding behind ornate masks and alluring costumes, hoping to feed into some sort of fantasy?

      “I doubt that.” She scoffed.

      The man in front of her licked his lips, nodding to the table beside them where Hattie and a lithe man with a slender, gold venetian mask sat. Zorro nodded to Hattie’s drink.

      “Pomegranate martini. Equal parts bitter and sweet, which tells me she has two sides, and one of them is a side you don’t want to be on. Red is usually symbolic of love and sex, which makes it a pretty bold statement in a place like this.”

      Calliope smirked. “And power. Fortune, too.”

      “Huh?”

      “You said red is symbolic of love and sex, but anyone with a smartphone can Google that.” She tutted. His mouth fell open and she let out a chuckle.

      “You’re lying,” he said, with a scoff.

      “I’m not. Red is also a symbol of victory and rebellion. And depending on the shade, it can also be toxic.” She licked her lips proudly.

      “It’s also a color that symbolizes desire. Heat. Anger. Aggression.” He shifted in his seat, but his smirk was enticing. His eyes lit up with excitement. He was enjoying this banter, this flirtation. And Calliope couldn’t say she disliked it, either.

      “That it is.” She shifted in her seat, the motion making some dark hair spill out of her updo messily. “And what about you, Zorro? What do you prefer?”

      The intriguing man shrugged. “Piña Coladas are my favorite. Especially the ones when they put those little cherries on top...” He puckered his lips, pretending to give a bon appétit gesture, as if the little candy cherries were truly a delicacy.

      Callie shook her head but couldn’t help the smile forming on her lips. “And what does your drink choice say about you?”

      He leaned closer, across the table, his green eyes flashing up at her. “I like sweet things,” he whispered.

      “Is that so?”

      He nodded, licking his lips. “Life’s too short to be bitter, right?”

      Calliope’s gaze drifted to his pouty lips, parted just so. She was acutely aware of how close he was, close enough she could have easily closed the gap between them. The scent of his earthy cologne hit her like a stone, but it wasn’t a terrible smell. In fact, she sucked in a small breath, letting the spicy notes fill her lungs as she met his verdant gaze.

      Just as she considered the thought of speaking, of leaning in to respond, the startling buzzer sounded, nearly making her jump. Zorro pulled back, and the spell between them had been broken. It was time to move.

      Already?

      Calliope did not want Zorro to move.

      But regardless of her wants, he stood carefully, sliding his hands in his pockets as he sauntered past her, capturing her gaze as he leaned into her space, whispering in her ear, “Was nice to meet you, Princess.”

      “Where are you going?” she breathed, acutely aware of the man taking a seat across from her.

      Zorro smirked at her once more. His green eyes lit up behind his mask, full of mischief. “To get something sweet,” he murmured.

      And just as Zorro disappeared into the crowd, the buzzer sounded, pulling Calliope back to her present date as the room fell into chaos once more.
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      Stay cool, stay cool, don’t look back. Theo told himself as he headed toward the bar, his body shaking.

      He wasn’t sure what he expected to happen by going to the DeLux Cafe, despite the fact that he’d heard a lot of great things about it. Some of the guys in Theo’s dorm were frequent flyers themselves—including his roommate, Patrick—aka Trick—and they all attended the speed date nights on account that they’d heard there were supernaturals that went there looking for human mates.

      I’m not sure I believe in all that magic-fate stuff, even in my own realm. It’s probably just a marketing ploy, but whatever the case, the guys are always raving about how hot the women are and how the drinks are some of the best in the city, so why not at least see what all the buzz is about, right? Theo surmised as much when Trick shoved a plastic mask at him and told him to put his big boy pants on because he was going with them tonight to this Mystery Masquerade thing at the DeLux Cafe, and he wasn’t taking no for an answer.

      ”You need to get laid, Theo.” Trick said the words like Theo was going to die tomorrow if he didn’t somehow find some beautiful woman to sink his cock into.

      As if being a perpetually single twenty-four year ex-fiancé slash student who doesn’t have time for a relationship between school, the gym, and now this new work study I’ll be starting Monday, is a bad thing.

      Theo’s load wasn’t huge this semester, with just fifteen credits, but since he’d put off all his electives the last couple of semesters, his schedule had become less stuff he wanted to do, and more requirements to graduate.

      Seriously, what does a kinesiology major need Creative Writing and Painting 101 for? Though there was one particular class, Theo found himself interested in this semester—Lifestyle Drawing. Learning how to capture the body and movement from a different angle seemed like it might actually be helpful for him, even applicable, to some measure.

      I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t a little bit intrigued at the idea of drawing naked models for a couple hours out of the week. Theo wasn’t an artist by any means, but sometimes he’d sketch doodles on his notes when he was bored.

      Theo garnered that perhaps it might not be such a bad idea for him to zone out with his headphones and paint or doodle for a few hours, maybe even take a break from everything. But he was not going to tell Trick or the guys, that. Especially not when they were more interested in pre-gaming and snapping each other’s masks like idiots.

      Trick is right, though. I do need to put myself out there. I don’t want to be alone, it’s just... easier, sometimes.

      Theo’s mind wandered even now to his friend’s incessant nagging that Theo “get laid”, while also worrying that perhaps his friend was too optimistic.

      “The best way to get over someone, is to get underneath someone else, Theo,” Trick had said, his voice tinged with sympathy. Though Theo didn’t want to think about his failed relationships, or his lack of confidence when it came to women. Something Trick had taken upon himself to try and fix. As if enough pick up lines and parties would erase everything. Trick did not understand that Theo wanted more. And four years ago, he thought he’d had it when Emily said yes to his proposal at prom. But as he and his fiancé neared their prospective futures, yes turned to no. And when Theo had arrived at Emily’s dorm, after a long two-year engagement, with flowers to surprise her on her birthday nearly three weeks into the semester only to find her with some jock, his pants around his ankles and his cock buried inside her, he knew the love he thought existed between him and his fiancé was a lie.

      So Theo did the only thing he could. He broke off his engagement and focused on his studies, on himself. It was easier than allowing anyone into his heart again, for fear it would be demolished. But he was not impervious to loneliness. He missed being with someone. He missed late night summer makeouts and cuddling on the couch. He missed the spontaneity of discovering new things, and he certainly missed sex. But Theo garnered it was better this way. Happily Ever After, fate... all of it was a lie.

      But Trick was not easily dismissed by Theo’s admissions of a botched forever.

      “You’ve got all the time in the world to get married, Theo. You’re only young once, dude.” Trick said after Theo had confessed his shattered engagement. Trick didn’t understand. That was what Theo wanted more than anything else in the world.

      He wanted Happily Ever After, a love that was forever. A woman he could cherish and love and give his whole heart—and his body—to.

      How wrong he’d been. And even after their dissolved engagement, he had tried to move on. He’d even had sex once or twice, mostly because he felt like it was what his dates expected, and he rationalized perhaps it would help him out of his rut, but that only left him feeling empty and like shit, which was why he’d stopped and shifted his focus. Nothing felt quite right, and Theo was worried it never would.

      But Trick wasn’t about to let that be an excuse.

      “I will get you laid, Theo, if it is the last thing I fucking do,” Trick had said, before loading him into the Uber alongside him and his teammate, Shaun.

      “I’m not like you, Trick. I don’t have game. I’m awkward at best when it comes to flirting, and⁠—”

      “Fuck that self-deprecating bullshit, man. You have more to offer than you think, Theodore. Just think of it as practice tonight. A chance to put all you’ve learned from me to the test,” Trick said as the car took off.

      Theo sighed, knowing there was no use in arguing with the man. When Trick got something in his head, it was hard to convince the wide receiver to change his mind.

      Theo looked out the window, watching as the lights blurred in the darkness.

      “And if all else fails, man, at least there’s the drinks!” Shaun said, his eyes like saucers.

      Trick high-fived him before grabbing Theo’s shoulder. “Amen to that.”

      Theo forced a smile, but it was not genuine.

      Maybe Shaun’s right, too. Maybe I just need to have a drink or two and relax. I can do that, right? Tonight doesn’t have to be about getting laid. It can just be about talking to people, hanging out, sipping on some Piña Coladas.

      Though even as Theo thought these things, he felt like a fish out of water. He was ashamed to admit how long it had been since he actually slept with someone at this point, or gone on a date that didn’t end with a girl ghosting him. That was what Trick and his friends failed to understand. Theo had tried. To flirt, to date. Four years was a long time to be single. Especially when Trick and his friends were constantly having sex. Very loud, sometimes suspicious sex, in his dorm room.

      Upon his descent from the Uber into the den of seduction that was the Mystery Masquerade at the DeLux Cafe, Theo found himself on the edge of a precipice. Trick grabbed his shoulder, squeezing it with excitement and Theo rallied himself to do as Trick suggested.

      Which was much easier after the two Piña Coladas he’d consumed so quickly, his nerves getting the better of him as he waited patiently for the event to start.

      His goal was simple—it was just conversation, after all. Surely he was capable of conversing with a woman, and covering his face would likely provide an extra air of anonymity for Theo to hide behind.

      Here, tonight, at the DeLux Cafe, Theo could pretend to be someone else.

      Someone confident and cocky who knew how to flirt and please a woman, should the circumstances present itself.

      He could pretend to be the man he wanted to be. A man a woman would want. To keep.

      Not some rejected perpetually single nerdy college student.

      And just as the second fruity little drink hit him, the night began. He’d found his seat across from a lithe, beautiful woman wearing an ivory toga that clung to her curves deliciously. The tight pull of the fabric around her breasts enhanced her ample cleavage, elevating her pale skin. Her mask was a deep bronze, intricate, and looked far cooler than the black plastic mask Trick had likely picked up from Party City. But it wasn’t her breasts or her lusciously dark, curled hair with its mysterious slivers of pink shining through that spilled out of her stylish updo that drew Theo to the woman before him. No, it was something else, some force he could not quite explain save for the fact it felt magnetic.

      He could have sat anywhere in the cafe, but he’d chosen to sit there. It was almost as if fate had lured him there.

      Theo did not believe in fate, but what if fate believed in him?

      He didn’t know her name. Nor did he know how old she was. Theodore Lange did not know anything, really, except that the minute he caught her amber gaze, he felt like she could see right through him. Underneath his mask, to his bloody soul. And that was as exhilarating as it was terrifying.

      He’d never felt this way about anyone before, not even his ex-fiancé.

      So, he did exactly as he had promised himself to do. He put Trick’s teachings to the test. It was a miracle he’d remembered his ice breaker—a cheeky little bit about what a person’s drink says about them, something he’d discerned from many nights out with Trick and his teammates—and he’d delivered the conversation without managing to look like an absolute fool.

      And Miss Perfect—because as far as Theo was concerned, the goddess in front of him was the embodiment of perfection itself—had done the one thing Theo feared from the get-go.

      She challenged his claim.

      But Theo did not feel called out or on the spot by her rebuttal, nor did he feel angry that she had corrected him, and continued the conversation by educating him. No, Theo felt electrified and found his responses came easy, the banter between him and Miss Perfect sparking a desire within him he hadn’t felt in years.

      He was flirting, and successfully. And, it seemed, she was flirting with him as well, reciprocating and teasing him. Theo wanted more. He did not wish to entertain anyone else in the cafe. He only wanted more of the spark Miss Perfect had ignited within him.

      Though, to be fair, it wasn’t all Miss Perfect’s charms that had Theo feeling alive and excited. Usually, it took a lot more than a couple fruity drinks to get Theo drunk, but Theo, like his friends, had been used to cheap beer and bottom shelf liquor. He was not prepared for the strength of his sweet frozen cocktails.

      Or maybe it’s just a change of scenery, a break, I don’t fucking know. Whatever it is, I’m not fighting it. I feel relaxed and I’m having fun, Theo thought to himself as he stood tall and proud. His verdant gaze drifted to Miss Perfect, to her vibrant red lips, her eyelashes behind her mask fluttering as she looked up at him.

      With a smile on her face.

      Trick would be proud.

      Come to think of it, where is Trick...

      Theo scanned the room momentarily, looking for his friend, breathing a little easier when he saw him at a table in the corner talking to a woman, smiling his patented perfect football player smile.
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