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As the rain drenched her deep, red curls, Jenna grabbed the door handle of the cozy café. This was just her luck. The day she finally made good on her promise to venture out and explore the quaint corner of the city, the skies rewarded her efforts with a storm. She wiped the water from her face as her hazel eyes scanned her surroundings. For a last-second rescue, the bustling eatery was warm and inviting. The aroma of fresh-brewed coffee tickled her nose as the soft chatter of customers filled her ears. 

“Nice,” she whispered to herself as she approached the counter. After ordering her cappuccino, she noticed more rain-soaked people rushing through the doors. Two wet and shaking teenagers claimed the first table she walked towards. The second was by an affectionate couple. Jenna changed tactics, hurrying to the two-seater furthest away from the incoming crowd. Although it was in the back corner, it was beside a large window. The chair squeaked as she slid her sticky skirt across the vinyl seat cover. 

Jenna relaxed as she watched the rain dance across the pavement, letting her warm drink chase the chilliness in her limbs away. She ignored the constant movement of people passing her table until she felt a still presence. Her eyes landed on dripping dark jeans, moved up to a clingy and dripping t-shirt, and ended on the face of a brooding, grey-eyed man. 

“Can I help you?” she asked. 

The man’s tight jaws softened. “Uh, yeah, yes. Do you mind?” 

He gestured towards the empty chair at her table, and her eyes widened. “Oh, yeah, sure, go ahead. I don’t mind. You got caught in that surprise storm, too, huh?” 

The man gave her a small smile as he eased into the seat across from hers. 

“Man, I wish I could give you something to dry off with, but I don’t think these napkins are enough. Are you cold? You look cold.” 

“I’m fine, thanks.” 

Her cheeks warmed. She was doing it again. Talking a mile a minute. “Shut up, Jenna,” she muttered. 

“What did you say?” he asked, tilting his head sideways. Water slipped from his wavy black hair onto the small table. 

Embarrassed even more that she had spoken her private thoughts out loud – again – Jenna tried to cover for her mistake. “Oh, nothing. I’m Jenna, by the way.” 

“Ren,” he said, pushing his hair out of his face. 

He gazed out the window as his shoulders tightened. Jenna wasn’t sure if his aloof reaction was because of his wet clothes or her unwelcome company. Nervous, her mouth moved again, rushing to fill the awkward silence. 

“I’ve never been to this place before. Have you? I’ve driven by a few times, but I never took the time to stop. I wasn’t planning to come here today either, but it was so pretty outside. I wanted to walk around, see all the shops up close and personal, maybe buy something cute. Oh, there was a store on the corner that sells the most adorable little decorative boxes. I wanted one so bad, but I said, ‘Jenna, you already have like a bazillion boxes at home. Don’t do it.’ I just barely talked myself down from that one. Mm, where are my manners? Tell me about you. Are you from around here? What do you do?” 
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