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      My karma wasn’t mean, she just had a quirky sense of humor. She strategically placed jackasses in my path so I wouldn’t grow bored. She messed with my personal and professional life, and every time I thought I was in the clear, she’d surprise me in the most peculiar way.

      Today was my second day at a ritzy, all-inclusive Costa Rican resort, and everything was going well when a hotel staffer delivered a package addressed to me. It wasn’t my birthday, and it was two months past Christmas. I ripped it open anyway—blame it on cocktails at lunch. A bulky gold bracelet embellished with elegant swirls around four green stones fell out of the box. No note. It sparkled in the early afternoon light, beguiling me, and of course, I snapped it on.

      My Apple Watch vibrated with a message.

      
        
          
            
              
        William

      

      
        Hurry. The Mr. Sexiest Legs contest is starting

      

      

      

      

      

      I grabbed my purse and, like any sensible thirty-three-year-old, I rushed to have drinks with my brother.

      The Triton bar was the indoor/outdoor extension of the main restaurant. It had a tropical vibe and offered a full panorama of an infinity pool and an extensive list of hand-crafted cocktails that could quench anyone’s thirst. I found William perched on a stool at the bar with a prime view of the lineup of contestants.

      I sidled up next to him. “Thanks for finding great seats.”

      “Only the best for you.”

      “You and I both know it had nothing to do with me.” I smiled and leaned on the counter to catch the eyes of the busy bartenders.

      “I already ordered us—Wowza!” William grasped my right hand and brought it up to examine the bracelet. “When did you go on a shopping spree without me?”

      “I didn’t. It was delivered to our room a few minutes ago.”

      “Two days at this resort and you already have a secret admirer. Bravo, Adriana.”

      A strawberry daiquiri and a margarita on the rocks materialized in front of us. Without a toast—we did plenty of that yesterday—we took a large gulp of our drinks.

      “I doubt it,” I said. “But it is weird. Who knows we’re here?”

      The contest host’s booming voice reverberated around us, snapping William’s attention to the front of the pool.

      For the next two hours, I enjoyed people-watching, my foot swinging to upbeat merengue music, but after the third or maybe fourth cocktail, the truth finally hit me.

      “Son of a gun,” I said, with my margarita midway to my lips. “This isn’t a gift. It’s a bribe to let him back in on the deal.”

      William, staring at a group of men with abs that should be used in an anatomy class, finished his drink with a loud slurp and turned to me. “Huh?”

      “This bracelet.” I thrust my hand at him. “It’s from Jeff. Don’t you get it? He wants back in as my silent investor.”

      He glanced at the bracelet, and then his hazel eyes focused back on the washboards. “I like my secret admirer theory better.” He sucked on the straw even though there was nothing left in the glass. “But it could be him.”

      “I’d rather live in a cardboard box and eat maggots than partner with him again.” One week plus some blurred days ago, Jeff had left me in total WTF-ery. “I might be jobless and carrying a Texas-size mortgage loan, but my dignity is bigger. I’ll throw this thing away.”

      “That’s the spirit.” William clinked his empty drink glass to mine.

      I finished my margarita and tried to concentrate on anything that could hush the Itty-Bitty Shitty Committee chanting in my brain. But my rah-rah attitude ran its course, and my anxiety took over.

      “I’m a total failure.” I folded my hands on the polished stone bar and pressed my head into my forearm. The bracelet’s center stone jabbed into my skin.

      “You aren’t a failure,” William said. “Think of it as stepping in dog crap while jogging. It sucks. It stinks. But like all big girls, you wash your shoes off—or better yet, buy a new pair—and the next day, you run again.”

      I lifted my head, and William grinned at me. I wished I had his let’s-stay-positive personality. Did he inherit it from our father? What did I inherit from him? I’d never know.

      “Is Jeff the dog crap?” I asked.

      I met Jeff through my work at Salzburg Wine Distributing and pitched him my idea to open a boutique store selling wine, olive oils, and vinegars supplied by women-owned businesses.

      “Who else would I mean? That jerk left you high and dry. Who does that?”

      “The jerk who had different motives.” I sighed.

      Jeff’s only stipulation was for me to own the property—so I’d have some skin in the game, he said. That was fair enough since he would be the one investing hundreds of thousands of dollars into renovating the building and buying all the initial inventory. It wasn’t easy to get a loan, but I managed, scrapping the bottom of my savings and retirement funds to make a down payment. I just wished I hadn’t overlooked the line stating both parties could break the contract at any time.

      A bartender placed two tequila shots in front of us. We raised our glasses in a toast, licked the salt off the rim, tossed down the spicy liquor, and bit into fresh limes. As the hot liquid went down my throat, I cringed at the taste. William gently patted his lips with a napkin while I wiped mine with the back of my hand.

      “Now,” William said, “you promised not to ruin our trip by talking about your minor issue.”

      I vaguely remembered making that promise in exchange for a paid-by-him vacation at a luxurious resort. After a day of hysterical panic, followed by three days of not being able to get out of my bed, followed by rage at every human with a dick—my brother excluded—I needed this break.

      I raised my right eyebrow and scoffed. “How is being a million dollars in the hole a minor issue?”

      William stubbed his finger above my raised eyebrow. “You need another round of Botox. When we’re back in Atlanta, come by my clinic.”

      Annoyed that William wasn’t taking me seriously, I swatted away his hand. “I have much bigger issues to worry about right now than my wrinkles.” I should be grateful and not annoyed. He was only trying to take my mind off my dumpster-fire life. “Plus, I don’t have money to waste on something like that.”

      “First, taking care of your beauty isn’t a waste. Second, since you refuse my help with your money problem, Botox will be my treat.”

      He was thriving as the owner of Atlanta’s highest-rated non-surgical beauty treatment clinic, but I couldn’t take a penny of his hard-earned money. It wasn’t my pride, but rather my fear of dragging him down into my financial hole.

      William unlocked his iPhone and pulled up our itinerary for the next two weeks. “So, tomorrow, we have a sunrise yoga class on the beach, followed by a detox breakfast.”

      I didn’t need a green smoothie. I needed to sell an empty shell of a building or quickly find money to pay the bills that were already piling up.

      I planted my elbow on the bar to prop up my heavy head, the tequila shot warming my bloodstream. “Are they serving Bloody Marys? It’s basically a salad in a glass. With protein, if they add bacon.”

      “I don’t know if they do, but we can certainly find some after.” He scrolled down to the next item. “Then we have nothing to do, so we can be lazy bums until dinner time, which is … a barbecue at six and dance lesson by the pool.”

      I felt bad my glum mood was ruining our vacation. William wanted to have fun, and all I wanted to do was crawl into a hole and die from wallowing in self-pity. I’d bring a book with me, just in case it took a long time.

      William looked up from his phone and leaned back in his seat. His lips shaped into an O as he stared over my shoulder for a few seconds. “OMG. Superman is in the bar.”

      “Oh yeah?” Without turning to check out the guy, I wiggled my eyebrows—well, the right one at least. “Is he wearing a tight blue spandex costume and a red Speedo?”

      His gaze slowly traveled up and down. “Nope, just a white button-up shirt and beige trousers, but he’d look great in a Speedo.”

      “No one looks great in a Speedo.”

      “I do.”

      “Not even you.”

      “Rude.” William’s eyes went wide, and he bumped my knee with his. “He’s coming over here.”

      “Hello,” the man said in an English accent. “I’m Dr. Andrew Jones. I’m afraid there’s been a mistake.”

      My eyes rolled so far back in my head it hurt. Why did so many men use cheesy conversation openers? Usually, I’d kindly brush off whoever hit on me, but in the current contingency, I was exhausted from dealing with men.

      “Save your pickup lines for someone else.” I dismissively wave my left hand to flaunt my false princess-cut diamond engagement ring.

      “The bracelet on your wrist is not yours. It’s mine,” the man said, voice edged with vexation. “Please take it off.”

      What the actual fuck? Was he politely robbing me?

      My mouth dropped open, and I spun in my seat. “What?”

      This man with the face of a god walking amongst mere mortals looked to be in his early thirties and sported brown, wet-out-of-the-shower hair and a lopsided smirk. His green eyes … no, wait, blue eyes—how drunk was I—glared at me. I squinted. I was sure the iris of his left eye was a different color than the right one. Wild, but beautiful.

      “No!” I said. “It’s mine. I just got it today.”

      Dr. Jones’ jaw clenched tight, and he took a deep breath, his wide chest expanding. “I don’t have time for this. How much do you want for it?”

      I glanced at my hand. The bracelet wasn’t my style and was cheaply made. Its gems weren’t set well and kept depressing slightly under finger pressure. I didn’t want it, but out of principle or spite, I said, “It’s not for sale.”

      “I’ll give you a thousand dollars for it,” Dr. Jones said.

      A cocky smile grew on my face as I met his intelligent eyes. “Five grand, and it’s yours.”

      “Deal.”

      For real? I was thunderstruck.

      But why did he want it? And did I care that much to question him? Nope. This money was a drop in my debt ocean, and right now I was unemployed, living on William’s couch and cramping his lifestyle. Anything was welcome.

      “Don’t do it,” William whispered to me. “It’s some pyramid scheme.”

      “I don’t think you understand how a pyramid scheme works. And don’t you want me out of your condo?”

      William peered over my shoulder. “You’ll need to Venmo it to her account.”

      I twisted around and faced my brother. “You said you liked our bonding time.”

      William made a puppy face. “We can still bond. Only at the end of the night, you can go back to your own place.”

      My eyes widened with pretend hurt. “Let me remind you”—I poked his arm—“I came with a case of very expensive wine.”

      “More like overpriced wine, and there’s now only one bottle of it left.”

      Dr. Jones cleared his throat again. “Please provide me with your contact information to complete the transaction.”

      “Who are you exactly?” I gave Dr. Jones a once-over, trying and failing to find anything incriminating about him. Instead, I found myself admiring his fine-cut features and downright intimidating confidence, which I found impossibly sexy in men.

      “I’m an associate professor and academic director of Archaeology at the University of Cambridge.”

      “That’s a lot of big words people shouldn’t say during happy hour.” William pushed my shoulder, sliding a cocktail napkin with my name, phone number, and Venmo username on it across the bar.

      “William! Seriously?”

      I exhaled an irritated breath, but my left hand went to the bracelet. I twisted it a few times but it was impossible to find the fastened clasp among the intricate engravings of serpentine vines, which now looked more like jagged lines than scrolls.

      “How do I take it off?” I tugged on it, trying to pull my hand through the band.

      “May I try?” Dr. Jones said, a smirk pulling at the corner of his lips.

      I held out my arm to him.

      His feather-light touch on my skin sent shivers down my spine and made me exceptionally aware of his closeness, the heat radiating off his body. He carefully rotated the bracelet, pausing a few times to examine it. While concentrating, he chewed his bottom lip, his eyebrows drawn together as his fingers applied pressure on the stones. Being so close to him, I couldn’t help but take a deep breath and enjoy the lingering scent of the hotel’s lavender and lemon soap mixed with a hint of sunblock. It had been too long since I’d felt a man’s weight on my body, enjoyed the smell of sweat and sex, or been touched in the way no battery-operated boyfriend can.

      Dr. Jones cleared his throat. He rotated the bracelet some more, then pressed on the largest blue stone. Nothing happened.

      “Hmm.” He raked his hand through his hair.

      “Hmm, what?” I stared up at his face. The man was taller than I’d initially thought. I was five eleven, and he must have a good six inches on me. “You don’t know how to open it?”

      “I need more time.”

      “Let me try to pull my hand through it again.” I broke our eye contact and tugged hard on the bracelet. Why in the world did I put it on? Embarrassment crept up my neck and then morphed into hot anger. I took a deep breath, seized the stupid golden thing in a vice-like grip, and yanked it.

      “Stop.” Dr. Jones grabbed my arm. “You could damage it.”

      “Maybe if we put some lube on it, it will slip off?” William chipped in.

      “I didn’t bring any,” I hissed through my teeth.

      “I did,” William said. Of course, he did. “Lube will work. Let’s go to our room and try it.”

      “It’s worth an attempt,” Dr. Jones agreed.

      In awkward silence, we rode to the third floor and walked to the end of the hall. When we entered our suite, William disappeared into the bedroom, and I made my way to the bar, selected a mini tequila bottle out of the refrigerator, and found a glass.

      “Do you want a drink, Andrew? Or do you prefer Dr. Jones?” I asked the handsome stranger who stood in the middle of my suite, typing on his cellphone, the right side of his mouth quirked in concentration.

      “No, thank you.” He glanced at me and gave a tight-lipped smile. “And Andrew is fine.”

      I studied the liquor bottle in my hand, thought better of it, placed it back, and grabbed a club soda. Years ago, a man like him—highly educated and striking—was my heart’s Achille’s heel. But, once bitten, twice shy, and now I was immune to his type.

      “How did you know where to find me?” I asked.

      “When the bracelet didn’t arrive, I checked with the receptionist, and we quickly figured out the issue.” He regarded me for a moment. “You are a very memorable woman. After a brief investigation, I was directed to the Triton bar.”

      William returned, holding a box of Kleenex and a large bottle of lubricant.

      “Let’s do it.” He poured a generous amount of liquid onto his palm and massaged it over my wrist. “Okay. Try now.”

      I gripped the bracelet and tugged it as hard as I could. My skin wrinkled, turning red. “It doesn’t want to come off. We need to cut it.”

      “No!” Andrew barked so urgently that my insides performed a backflip.

      “Jesus, don’t give me a heart attack. You can pay me half of the money and take it to a jeweler to fix it.”

      “It’s worthless if it’s damaged.” He glared at me as if somehow this was all my fault.

      I yanked a couple of tissues out of the box and vigorously wiped my wrist and hand. “Why don’t we find a jeweler who can help us open it?”

      Andrew walked to the floor-to-ceiling glass door that opened on to a terrace with a view of white sand and turquoise water. He linked his fingers together behind his neck and groaned.

      “It’s not so simple,” Andrew muttered. “Christ, why would you put it on?”

      “Um, because it was a gift for me?”

      Andrew stared at the vast view. “No, it wasn’t.”

      “It was delivered to my room with my name on it,” I said, incredulous.

      “It had my name on it.” He turned. “Someone delivered it by mistake to your room.”

      “You’re wrong, and I can prove it.” I strode to the powder room and fished the package out of the garbage bin. “See, right here.” I pushed it into Andrew’s hands. “It says Ms. Adriana Jones. That’s my name.” I pointed at the smeared writing with the first part of the name mostly gone, leaving only an “A” somewhat visible and only the last part with the surname Jones recognizable.

      Andrew’s eyes flicked to me, then again at the writing on the paper. His smirk spread into a shit-eating grin. “Look closer, and you’ll see my name,” he said. “Dr. Andrew Jones.”

      “No, I won’t.”

      With confidence, I turned the package around and concentrated on the name. Andrew pushed the torn paper edges together. My stomach sank low, realizing that I was a total dipstick. It was Andrew and not Adriana. And what I thought was Ms. now looked more like Dr. I let go of the box, lowered myself onto the couch, and leaned my head back, closing my eyes.

      “Okay, maybe it does say Dr. Andrew Jones. I really thought it was for me. There was no note.” The sting of embarrassment burned my nose, and I scrunched up my face, not wanting to cry. “I tried it on, and then William texted me…” The tears streamed down my face. “I’m such an idiot.”

      My pity party must’ve been too much for Dr. Jones. One moment he was by my side, the next he was headed for the door.

      “Let me think more about how to unlock it. I’ll be back.” Andrew started to leave, but then he ducked back inside, a warning on his face. “No matter what, do not cut or damage that bracelet.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      By dinner time, the bracelet was still an embarrassing weight on my wrist. The television was on but muted, showing an overly dramatic soap opera. I sat on the couch and flipped through a resort magazine full of advertisements, my foot tapping to the distant sound of Latin music coming from the direction of the pool. On the balcony, William Facetimed with someone. Multiple notes in Andrew’s handwriting were scattered over the coffee table and Andrew himself was slumped in a chair, his head clutched between his hands, his elbows pressing into his knees.

      When Andrew had returned to our suite, he’d asked for a quiet moment so he could concentrate. That moment had stretched into sixty long, boring minutes as he held my hand while turning the bracelet repeatedly, pressing four stones in different sequences. Other than his name and profession—and the knowledge that he must have an abundance of money, to offer so much to me for this bracelet—I knew nothing about this stranger. At some point, he had rolled his sleeves up to his elbows, exposing cords of taut forearm muscles. On his left wrist, he wore a banged-up Swiss Army watch with an age-softened espresso leather strap, its metal bezel and crystal glass showcasing numerous scratches. It wasn’t enough to know someone, but somehow it made me like him. I found myself wondering if he was a sentimental man as a fancier wristwatch would have suited Dr. Jones better.

      With a groan, Andrew leaned back, tipping his head over the back of his chair and extending his long legs under the coffee table. The fabric of his pants hugged his thighs, outlining firm muscles. Was I ogling? I wasn’t. I was just observing.

      “Christ.” He rubbed his face with his hands. “You’ll have to come with me to Colombia.”

      WTF? Did he just say Colombia?

      One look at his face told me he wasn’t kidding. I bit back nervous laughter. “Excuse me?”

      “Please hear me out.” Wide-eyed, Andrew sat up. “It shouldn’t take long. One day there, and one day back. I’ll reserve the best hotel.” His hair was disheveled, making him look boyish. It was cute, and I couldn’t help but smile. “Good, you’re smiling, so you agree.”

      “No,” I said, pulling on a serious face. “I don’t care how many days it takes. I’m not going to Colombia. William and I are on vacation, and there are twelve days left to enjoy it before I need to…”—beg for my old job back, fix the burning hole in my savings account, avoid a potential foreclosure and ruined credit, all because I purchased a building and couldn’t afford to make the payments—“face reality.”

      “I’ll pay,” Andrew said with a solemn expression.

      I snorted. “It would take much more than an extra few thousand dollars for you to convince me to⁠—”

      “Twenty thousand,” Andrew said, dead serious.

      William stepped into the room. “Twenty thousand what?”

      Paralyzed with shock, I didn’t move or breathe.

      “Adriana, what’s he talking about?” William’s gaze ping-ponged between Andrew and me.

      “I need her to go with me to Colombia, and I’m willing to pay for the trouble that she created.” He threw me a dirty look. I rolled my eyes.

      “Why Colombia?” William rested his butt on the couch’s armrest.

      “In Santa Marta, we’ll meet with the director of the Museum of History, Dr. Carlos Garcia, and then, if my assessment is correct, we’ll use the bracelet as a key to unlock a trunk.”

      Getting a buttload of money just to go somewhere with a stranger to unlock a chest sounded too easy. And I’d learned nothing came easy in life.

      I shook my head. “This is a stupid idea.”

      “Shh. Let the man explain,” William said to me. “What’s in the trunk?”

      “Don’t shush me.” I glared at my brother. He motioned with his hand for me to shut up.

      “A group of archeologists believe the trunk might contain a map to the location where pirate Augustine Pérez hid the Asiento de Padua treasure.”

      I swore William’s ears perked up like a cat’s at the sound of a tuna can opening.

      “Oh good god.” My head dropped backward as I groaned.

      I already knew what the evening ahead held for me—William being a total child, ignoring the stranger-danger red flag and begging to go to Colombia. He would go for free too. When I was at the University of Georgia and he was doing a rotational internship at a hospital, he dragged me on a three-day road trip to Key West so he could visit the Mel Fisher Maritime Museum, home of a sunken Spanish treasure. Nobody else wanted to ride thirteen hours one way in his crappy car with a broken air conditioner, so he trapped me with a guarantee of endless seafood and the Hemingway house tour. It worked.

      “In 1757, a ship named the Asiento de Padua set sail from Lisbon to Rome carrying gold, silver, tapestries, and jewels,” Andrew explained. “Two pirate ships attacked the Asiento de Padua near Cartagena, Spain. The first pirate ship, captained by Augustine Pérez, made a clean getaway with most of the treasure. But the second ship was captured and the crew was hanged except for two officers, who were sent to prison. Two years ago, a group of French archaeologists discovered a diary written by one of the officers. In it, he mentioned Pérez had most likely sailed to Santa Marta, Colombia. As a fundraiser for the museum, Dr. Garcia collaborates with several Latin American private antique collectors, and this past weekend, he held an auction at the museum. At the last-minute, a chest that had allegedly belonged to Pérez—who was notorious for hiding his stolen valuables in the most secure places, in large chests with elaborate locking systems—was added to the list of items being auctioned.”

      “Who are you?” William asked with awe.

      An ATM and Wikipedia page.

      “I thought we already established that? I’m a professor of Archaeology at the University of Cambridge, and I also work for the Octavian Global group, a network of wealthy and powerful people devoted to protecting cultural heritage by ensuring irreplaceable artifacts find their way to museums rather than private collections, and preventing the wrong people from getting their hands on them.”

      “Jesus.” William’s hand went to his mouth. “Which wrong men?”

      “Careless and entitled rich people who don’t know how to care for newly found historical objects and would lock them up in their private homes and not let the rest of the world study and enjoy them,” he said with exasperation.

      This favor sounded too risky of a venture, even for twenty thousand dollars. I wasn’t an adventurer or a risk-taker. Look at what had happened to me when I’d taken a calculated gamble with my career.

      “That’s very noble of you,” I said, rising from the couch, “but I’m not going. I don’t want to play sidekick to Indiana Jones.”

      “Oh, honey.” William turned to me and grinned. “You won’t be a sidekick. You’ll be the leading lady.”

      “Still don’t care.” I walked toward our bedroom. “Tonight, I’ll figure out how to take this thing off, and tomorrow morning, you’ll have your bracelet.”

      “Give us a minute,” William said to Andrew in his most placating voice, the one he used with fractious clients. He followed me into my room and closed the door.

      “Why are you being so stubborn? The man offered you a lot of money for a little trouble. And an adventure.” He pressed his hands together in a prayer, his face showing too much stupid glee for my liking.

      I removed my gold hoop earrings and dropped them into a jewelry travel case on the side table. Then I yanked off my hair tie, letting my hair fall down my back. I ran my fingers over my skull, slightly digging my nails into the skin and chasing away some of my tension.

      “How do we know he really has the money? What if he’s a criminal who kidnaps us and holds us for ransom?” I gave William a you-didn’t-think-about-that-did-you? stare.

      “Who would pay our ransom?” He burst into laughter as if I had told the funniest joke. “A father we haven’t seen since god knows when? Or our mother, who calls only when she needs money?”

      William was right. We had no other siblings, and we’d been so busy running like squirrels looking for a nut—aka making a living—we’d neglected to make any close friends. We’d only had each other since we were kids.

      “He doesn’t know we’re our entire family.” I point at the closed door. “We are at a fancy resort, after all.”

      William pulled his iPhone out of his pocket. “I already looked him up on the university website.” His fingers tapped on the screen with the speed of light. “He’s telling the truth.” He turned the phone for me to see.

      The screen had a headshot of Dr. Andrew Oliver Jones dressed in a suit and sporting the smirk I’d now become familiar with. Underneath his name and title were his areas of expertise in Classical Archaeology & Ancient History, Museum Studies, Material Culture, and Cultural Heritage. Had he crammed every possible title into his degree out of boredom?

      “Doesn’t mean he’s not a creep.” I rested on my side of the bed, leaning my back against the headboard, and stretched my legs. I was tired of dealing with men and their business propositions.

      “Jeff was a creep, and you wanted to work with him.”

      I tensed at the memory of Jeff’s hand on my thigh the day we’d celebrated closing on the historical building I’d bought. With his fingers digging into my leg, he suggested we move our party to his hotel room. Battery acid ate through my stomach when I removed his hand and, in a confident tone, explained we were only business partners, and that was all we’d ever be. I thought he’d taken it well, and we’d finished our dinner, talking only about our store. A week later, my sweet dream come true had turned into a total nightmare when he terminated our contract, leaving me in monstrous debt.

      “He was…” I tilted my head up and looked at the ceiling, searching for the right word. I sighed. “He was a successful businessman and a tad creepy, but I can fend for myself.”

      I wasn’t sure how to win this argument with my older brother. He knew I needed that money. I knew I needed that money. But a sudden change in any plan was never a good sign. Even those carefully outlined over the course of many years could fail. I needed to email my real estate agent and tell her to relist the building. The thought of officially giving up on my dream stung but it was the best way out of my predicament.

      “I don’t want to go.” I twisted the bracelet as if it was a fidget toy, its stones faintly pressing under my fingers. “Colombia is nothing but a jungle.”

      “You’re in the middle of a jungle right now.” William gestured at the window with a view of the lush green vegetation.

      “What about vaccinations?” The excuse sounded weak even to me, and I knew my protests were running out of steam.

      “I’m sure what we got to come here covers the whole of South America. Adriana, please,” William said. “It’s only for two days. Let’s go on an adventure. You know how much I love pirate treasures.”

      He moved closer to me and took my hand in his. “Please think about it. The hot professor in the next room offered you a stupid amount of money simply to accompany him on some college project. We’ll go together. You won’t be alone. Just think of what you can do with that cash.” He smiled sheepishly. “You can take your time to find a decent job … or better yet, you’ll have money to make payments on the store for several months while looking for a new investor. You’ve talked about this shop for the past four years. Think of all the companies you contacted and already had agreements with. Those women count on your support.”

      William could persuade a stranger to do whatever he wanted. I had no chance.

      What he wanted most right now was to go on a treasure hunt, and what I wanted most was to own a shop and bar where people could find the best olive oils and vinegar, wines, take pairing classes, and hang out with their friends after work. Somehow, those two goals were aligning today.

      Andrew’s offer circled in my mind. The money could only cover four months of loan payments, but it was four months I didn’t have before.

      “I don’t know. It’s not enough, but it buys me some time.” I smiled at William. “I could talk to the Small Business Administration again and see if they can help me.”

      “There you go.” William squeezed my hand. “And your shop will be fabulous.”

      “You’re just saying that because you got excited at the mention of treasure.”

      “Not true. I’m excited at the idea that you’ll move out of my place because you’re messy, and I don’t do messy.”

      “I’m not messy.” I threw a pillow at him. “You just don’t have enough space to store all my things.” I was untidy, but in my defense, for the past month, my life had been nothing but chaos.

      “What about this vacation and the things you have planned?” I asked.

      William shrugged. “Meh. It’s just two days out of twelve. Adriana, please,” he pleaded. “If not for you, do it for me. This short pirate treasure trip will be so good for me.”

      My phone pinged with a new email. I checked it, and my heart sank when I opened the attached PDF. Four logo proposals for my future shop.

      “Aw … these are so eye-catching.” William pressed his face closer to mine, his hand adjusting my phone so he could see the images better. “How can you pick just one? Hun, this is the sign that you must go.”

      “This is the sign I have more bills to pay now.” I released a heavy sigh.

      Even if I didn’t find a new investor or secure a business loan, I had to pay for these. Crap. There went a month of loan payment.

      “So?” William nudged me with his foot.

      My loud sigh morphed into a groan. “I guess we can go. But he needs to send us the money first.”
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        * * *

      

      Andrew was talking on his phone when we returned to the living room. “I’ll see you soon. I need to go.” He hung up. “Are you coming?” he asked, his voice edged with worry and eyes full of a silent plea. And at that, something broke inside of me, and a stone rolled off my erected defense wall.

      “Yes,” William said with way too much enthusiasm. “But I’m going to accompany her.”

      “As any good brother should,” Andrew said, with a slight nod.

      I folded my arms over my chest and leaned on the balcony door. “Could you please tell us your exact plan?” I asked, hoping my voice sounded more determined than anxious. “Do we need visas? When are we leaving?”

      “Well…” Andrew said, his face turned serious.

      Oh no. No great plan started with the word well.

      “Hold on.” I held up a finger. “Is there a plan?”

      “Well, yes.”

      That word again. Andrew had no plan. Or he thought he had a plan, but he was questioning it.

      “He has no plan,” I blurted out and faced William. “We’re not going.”

      “You just said you would,” Andrew said.

      I spun back round to glare at Andrew. “That was because I thought you had an actual plan, but you don’t.”

      “You didn’t even let me speak⁠—”

      “You started it with ‘well.’”

      “So what?” Andrew’s eyebrows drew together.

      With a roll of eyes, William released an exaggerated breath. “My sister has this theory that if someone starts their sentence with ‘well’ when they explain something, that means they’re bullshitting.”

      “Christ. Fine. No more ‘well.’ But the plan is simple. Tomorrow morning, we fly to Santa Marta, meet with Professor Garcia, and hopefully unlock the bracelet⁠—”

      “Hold on,” I said again. “What do you mean hopefully?”

      “Well…” Andrew coughed. “I mean, there is a chance the bracelet won’t unclasp.”

      “And then what?” I snapped. “I get to wear this bracelet like a prisoner in handcuffs? For how long?”

      “Nobody asked you to put it on.” Andrew’s voice rose an octave.

      I was about to tell him to fuck off and fetch me a bolt cutter.

      “Hey, guys,” William said in a calm voice, “can we go back to talking about tomorrow’s plan?”

      “I’m sure it will come off the second we unlock the chest,” Andrew said, his eyes never leaving mine. “And then you’ll never see me or it again.”

      With my hands planted on my hips, I turned away and focused on the indigo skies with orange hues on the horizon, my heart beating faster than it should have been. Going somewhere on the fly, especially to a country I knew next to nothing about, seemed like a bad idea. Was my karma playing a trick on me again? Too soon, even for her.
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      At eight in the morning, the pool was mostly empty with only a few parents occupying lounge chairs while watching their kids splashing in the shallow end. William and I sat in the Triton bar outdoor area, having a carb-loaded breakfast—calories didn’t count on vacation—and avoiding any mention of last night. We had done enough talking yesterday while we packed. William had presented me with his ridiculous, romanticized ideas about Dr. Andrew Jones and me. To the point that he had already married me to the man just so I wouldn’t have to change any of my legal documents because our last names were the same.

      Most people didn’t think we were siblings. We were both tall, but William had hazel eyes, sandy brown hair with professional highlights, and a bowlike mouth, and I was green-eyed with chestnut hair and had a mouth that was often compared to Julia Roberts. Or a horse. I preferred the former. But the main difference between William and me was that he fell in love easily, just like our mother. An army of people did not have enough fingers to count how many lovers our mother had had, and the same went for William. Whereas I didn’t care to fall in love at all. Been there once. Done that. No more, thank you.

      “Hot professor alert.” William wiped his mouth.

      I looked over my shoulder. Dressed in a light-blue button-up shirt and oat-colored chinos, Andrew strode past the lifeguard, greeting the young man with a nod. The top two buttons of Andrew’s shirt were undone, and his sleeves were rolled up to the elbow. Keeping my face blank, I did a one-shoulder shrug. I’d never admit this out loud, especially to William—because I’d never hear the end of it—but, my god, Dr. Jones was hot. My stomach fluttered, and I ignored it.

      Andrew approached a petite blond woman wearing an enormous sun hat and oversized sunglasses, who was reading a book. A girl about six years old with dark curly hair in a ponytail emerged from the pool and ran up to him. Was that his family? His wife was pretty and slim, sporting a sexy white one-piece swimsuit. Andrew crouched next to the child and listened intently to whatever she babbled about while showing him her mermaid doll.

      I felt the familiar ache of sorrow in the pit of my stomach. “Would you recognize our dad if you saw him today?” I asked, without taking my eyes off the young family.

      “Probably not. Mom trashed all his pictures.”

      “How could a grown man leave two kids with the words ‘Well, I’ll just run out to get some smokes. You kids want anything?’” I picked up my newly refreshed coffee and took a slow sip. The bitter taste jolted me. Yuck. I stirred in a spoonful of sugar and added a splash of cream.

      “Twenty-five years later, I’m still waiting for my M&Ms,” William said.

      “I’m not sure if I’m mad at him for leaving us or for leaving us with Mom.”

      “Why are you thinking about him now?”

      “I don’t know.” I shrugged. I turned and surveyed Andrew and his daughter having an animated conversation, him holding the doll, no doubt saying something about mermaid treasures hidden at the bottom of an ocean. I bet he told amazing bedtime stories. “Sometimes I wonder … if our father had never left, would our life be any different?”

      “Probably not.”

      Not able to resist, I glanced over my shoulder again. The little girl hugged Andrew, and he closed his eyes, wrapping his strong arms around her tiny body, not caring that her wet swimsuit soaked his shirt. He held her for scads of heartbeats before he pressed a sweet, long kiss to her head and then rose to his feet. She waved to him as she speed-walked to the deeper end of the pool and cannonballed into it. Andrew continued to chat with his attractive wife. Did she mind him going on a trip with another woman?

      Last night I hadn’t noticed whether Andrew wore a wedding band, but a man didn’t have to wear a solid circle of gold to be a good husband and father. When Andrew and the woman finished talking, she reached out her hands to him, and he leaned into her.

      I averted my eyes and shifted in my seat, not wanting to see them kiss. I shouldn’t have been watching him and his family. I shook my head, trying to shrug off a strange feeling of disappointment. Why was I upset? Envy for not growing up in a family like his? Or was it guilt because I didn’t want to have a family, fearing that I’d inevitably become like my mother?

      “Why are you shaking your head?” William asked, his eyes glued behind me, no doubt watching the handsome couple.

      “It’s nothing.”

      William gave me his I don’t believe you look.

      “Are you done? We promised to meet him at the front of the hotel”—I checked my watch—“in ten minutes.”

      “Don’t think I didn’t notice your look.” William smiled his Cheshire cat smile.

      Dropping the linen napkin beside my plate, I rose and picked up my canvas tote bag. “Oh, wipe that stupid smile off your face. You noticed nothing.”
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        * * *

      

      Forty-five minutes later, we walked out of the hotel’s main entrance. Behind us, a bellboy pushed a luggage cart overstuffed with designer suitcases. Leaning against the trunk of a taxi, Andrew waited for us, his arms folded over his chest. As we approached him, he took off his sunglasses and watched us wide-eyed.

      “That’s not all yours?” Andrew asked.

      I stopped next to him, my small, blue and white polka dot Tumi suitcase by my side. Andrew said he would need us in Colombia for two days, so I chose minimum make-up, one extra pair of shoes, two pairs of panties, and two dresses. I only ever packed dresses for a beach getaway, in different sizes. Smaller and fitted for the beginning of vacation, and larger and more forgiving towards the end in anticipation of overeating and drinking.

      “This is mine.” I tapped my heel on my carry-on bag. “Those are William’s.”

      “We’re only going for one night.” Andrew’s surprised expression was adorable.

      “You should have seen how much luggage he brought when we went on a two-week Mediterranean cruise. The ship barely stayed afloat.”

      “Reporting for duty,” William chirped as he joined us by the car.

      “You can’t take all that.” Andrew pointed at the cart. “The plane we’re taking barely has enough space for us. Pack only what is necessary for today and tomorrow.”

      “It’s all necessary,” William said. “I can’t go without any of it.”

      “Then you have to stay behind.” Andrew placed his sunglasses back on his face and turned to me. “Are you ready?”

      “I’m not going without him.” I planted my fists on my hips.

      Andrew groaned. “William, please pick only two bags.” He slid into the front passenger seat. “Two small bags.”
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        * * *

      

      An hour later, smothered by heat and the reek of burnt jet fuel, three of us—and four of William’s suitcases—stood on the tarmac in front of something that couldn’t possibly have been considered a plane. The twin-propeller, six-seater aircraft resembled a mechanical Frankenstein pieced together with parts probably found at an airplane graveyard, the weathered paint struggling to do its chore to cover up the assembly job.

      
        
         

        flab·ber·gasted | ˈflabərˌɡastəd |

         

        ADJECTIVE: My current state with my mouth agape, rooted to the spot.

         

        ORIGIN: Right now, in front of our next ride.

         

      

      

      “What’s that?” William dabbed his forehead with a Kleenex.

      “The finest plane I could find on short notice,” Andrew answered, his voice lacking its earlier confidence.

      William scoffed. “I’d hate to see the worst.”

      I faced Andrew and pulled off my sunglasses. “We’re flying in that to Colombia?”

      “Apparently so.” Andrew’s expression held equal halves of shock and terror.

      I wasn’t sure if I was happy or petrified that he was just as surprised as I was.

      “I thought you were super rich or something,” William said.

      I wasn’t a woman with high expectations, and any luxury I had in my life had been earned by hard work. By me. But if I had to be honest—and I wouldn’t ever admit it out loud—since it seemed Dr. Andrew Jones had no issues throwing big wads of cash at us, I was expecting a private jet, a nice one, like the ones I saw in movies or on Instagram.

      Under the false pretenses of a usable plane, this tin can probably had engines held together with duct tape. A short, tubby, middle-aged man with triple thick glasses on his nose, walked up to the plane. Dear god, please don’t let that be our pilot. But my prayer went unanswered as the man opened the door and climbed into the front seat.

      I shook my head slightly, then more vigorously. “No. No. No.”

      No way we were getting in that.

      “Deal’s off.” I grabbed William’s arm and turned to leave.

      “Where are you going?” Andrew asked.

      I swirled around. “Back to the resort.”

      “We have an agreement. You promised to go.”

      “And you promised a plane. This piece of junk is an impostor. Are you honestly expecting me or my brother to get in that thing? It should be sold for scrap.”

      “Yes. I agree it’s not the nicest, but it works. Besides, we had a deal. I paid you.” Andrew’s large eyes seemed to double. “You can’t back out now.”

      Who the hell did he think he was? Anger oozed out of my pores, mixing with my sweat.

      I crossed my arms over my chest. “Do you think you can just buy me?”

      “Don’t be ridiculous. I’m not buying you,” Andrew said, his ever-present, infuriating smirk tugging at his lips, but his eyes swirled with fury.

      “You did offer money for her company,” William chimed in. “It’s like Indecent Proposal.”

      I glared at William. “It is not at all like that movie.”

      William bit his bottom lip and nodded. “True. Robert Redford paid a million dollars.”

      I rolled my eyes, then returned my focus to Andrew. I wasn’t angry with him. I was pissed at myself for harboring a small hope of saving my store.

      “Dr. Jones.” I took a calming breath. “I’ll wire your money back to you, but we aren’t going unless you provide something not piloted by Skipper, Kowalski, Rico, and Private.”

      “Who?” William would look confused, but his eyebrows didn’t move due to Botox.

      “Penguins,” I said.

      “Adriana, you’re making a bigger deal of this than it is,” Andrew said.

      “What penguins?” William still didn’t understand.

      “Madagascar,” Andrew and I parroted.

      At that, I smiled. I was impressed he knew right off the bat which cartoon I meant. I adored Madagascar and had seen it a hundred times. Andrew had probably watched it with his daughter, whereas I’d enjoyed it alone, with a glass—fine, a bottle—of wine.

      “Look.” Andrew wiped the sweat off his forehead with the back of his hand. “I wouldn’t have to deal with you if you hadn’t put on a bloody bracelet that wasn’t meant for you.”

      “It was sent to my room with my name on it.”

      “For the tenth time, it was my name, not yours,” Andrew said in a controlled voice, but his face seethed.

      “Yours. Mine. Whatever. It was delivered to me!” I spun and pulled on William’s shirt sleeve.

      William and I marched several yards toward parked taxis outside the fenced-in area before Andrew ran around us and raised his palms.

      “Don’t make me beg. If you think something is wrong with that…”—Andrew waved his hands toward the scrap of metal behind him and pushed a word out of his mouth with difficulty—“plane, then we won’t take William. For his safety. And ours.” He exhaled. “God only knows, the weight of his luggage might plunge us from the sky.”

      A smile tugged at my lips again, but I pressed them together.

      “I’m sorry, but my answer is no. That thing…” I turned for another look at the aluminum death trap. Nope. “That thing shouldn’t be allowed to fly.”

      Andrew’s head sagged, and so did his broad shoulders as we made our way around his tall figure. I understood the project was important to him, just like my store was to me, and he was enthusiastic about the possibility of discovering some great treasure, but I couldn’t risk my life or William’s. The best thing to do was to wire back the money I’d received this morning, return to the resort, enjoy our vacation, and then go back to my messed-up world so I could get my life together. To my⁠—

      “Fifty thousand dollars.” Andrew stopped my thoughts in their tracks.

      Shit. Shit. Shit.

      That was a lot of money just for one night of my company. Wait. That didn’t sound right. For two days of my help. That wasn’t right either. I wasn’t helping Andrew. On the contrary, I was a hindrance to his work. Either way, I wished I had more time to think about it. Could I run my business without a partner? Was it possible to figure out the interior design by myself, be my own marketing team, and even get an initial inventory on credit? No. This new offer wasn’t sufficient to remodel the space. But it guaranteed enough time to look for a business partner or investor. This offer was intoxicating.

      I scrutinized the plane one more time. If I closed one eye—or better, both of my eyes—it didn’t look that bad. If it managed not to lose any vital parts in mid-flight, and we safely landed in Colombia, we could find a better plane to return on.

      “How long is the flight?” I asked.

      “Two and a half hours.”

      I shut my eyes. “Dadgummit.”
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      Each of us muttered obscenities as we crammed into the six-passenger aircraft. The interior was worn-out but thankfully clean and so small that Andrew’s tall frame barely fit. His head touched the ceiling, and his knees crowded mine. He sat across from me, and William picked the seat to my right while all his luggage—secured and bundled together by a rope—occupied the space in front of him.

      “Do you always travel in such luxury?” I asked, tightening the seat belt and then pulling my skirt as far down as it would go to my knees, which were pressed together and inserted between Andrew’s spread legs, way too close to his crotch. To call this situation awkward was an understatement.

      Andrew threw an unwelcoming glance my way, his face glistening with more sweat. He leaned his head back, taking in deep breaths through his nose and exhaling through his mouth. His phone rang, and a picture of the little girl from the pool filled the screen, with the name “Lulu” on the top.

      “Hey, Little Mermaid,” Andrew answered, his voice warm. A high-pitched voice prattled something into his ear, and he smiled wide. “That sounds fabulous… Yes… Of course, I’ll get you some when I come back… All right. I miss you, too.”

      There was a brief silence on the phone, and then a different, lower voice began saying something. I busied myself with setting my iPhone to airplane mode. I was curious to hear what was being said, but it was hard to understand. And most of all, I shouldn’t care.

      “That’s good,” Andrew said into the phone. “Yes, I will…” He looked out the window, listening. “Charlotte, you know I’ll support anything you decide to do. Yes… I’ll call you when I land. I love you, too.” He hung up and then turned off his phone.

      Charlotte. Silently, I rolled her name on my tongue. The name suited the beautiful, posh blonde. Where did they meet? Perhaps at an artsy-fartsy gala, or at a fancy fundraiser where only the wealthy or celebrities were invited. I’d attended many events like that for my job, and only when my then-boss, the CEO of Salzburg Distributing, couldn’t go. I’d sweep into the charity event convinced my designer dress would help me fit in, but after an hour, it was obvious mine came from a rack whereas the other women had had theirs tailor-made. A knot tightened in my stomach as I remembered Greg’s, my college ex, words that had engulfed my soul like an oil slick in the ocean, killing every living thing: no matter how successful I’d become, among people like Andrew and Charlotte, I would always be an impostor.

      I had tried to make something out of my life and failed. My blood turned cold at the thought of the crazy mess I’d left in Atlanta, which I could now potentially avoid thanks to Andrew having dropped into my world. Perhaps “dropped” was a bad word to think of as the plane picked up speed down the runway, creaking and shaking too much for my liking.

      Andrew closed his eyes. More sweat covered his forehead, and his large hands gripped the tiny armrests, sunlight reflecting off his watch. This behavior was familiar to me. This man wasn’t a good flier. Flying wasn’t a fear for me, but I had many other phobias. Living off cereal again. Sleeping in unwashed bedding. Falling in love.

      “So, Cambridge, fancy school,” I said. “Did you go there?” Small talk could take his mind off his fear and give me some insight into the man I was about to spend two days with.

      “Yes,” Andrew said, not opening his eyes.

      “William has a Bachelor of Science in Nursing from Emory University.” I tightened the belt over my lap one more time. Talking about William was easy since he’d accomplished noteworthy things in his life. “It’s a big university in Atlanta. Have you heard of it?” Andrew nodded. “He worked in a hospital for a couple of years until he and his buddy opened a prosperous skin and body clinic.”

      Turning the bracelet on my wrist, I waited for Andrew to inquire about William’s clinic, but he was quiet. Okay. So, chatting to him would be as painful as blisters after wearing cute but ill-fitting shoes. The plane jerked, lurching us side to side for a second, and Andrew visibly swallowed, eyelids pressing together even harder.

      “Your watch.” I nudged Andrew’s knee with my hand, needing him to focus on me. “It’s old, isn’t it?”

      His eyes met mine. “Yes.”

      “Where did you get it?”

      “It was my grandfather’s.”

      The engines roared in my ears, making it harder to hear Andrew.

      “That’s neat,” I said, shifting in my uncomfortable tiny seat. All I got from my grandparents was … nothing. My parents had met at a foster house when they were teenagers, and I guess they never cared to look for their families. I couldn’t fault them for that. William and I cut Mom out of our life for failing as a mother. Her self-absorbed behavior ruined our childhood and drove our father away. We didn’t care about her and not once did we try to find him.

      “So, are you going back to the resort once we’re done in Colombia?”

      “It depends on what’s inside the chest,” he said, studying my face.

      “And what would you guess is inside?”

      “I’m not at liberty to discuss it.”

      I rolled my eyes. Fine. It didn’t matter to me.

      The airplane wheels left the ground, and the plane tilted up its nose, inching into the sky. The shaking stopped and the previous racket hushed, leaving only the muffled thrum of the two engines.

      “Why’d you bring your family on vacation just to leave them behind?”

      “I didn’t plan this. My family and I were on holiday in Costa Rica.” Andrew shifted in his seat, his thigh making brief contact with mine. “Two mornings ago, I received a call from Octavian Global regarding the chest, and was told to expect the bracelet with instructions.”

      “Why you? Is it because you were already in Central America?”

      “No. I specialize in Latin American studies during the colonial period, with an interest in piracy in Spanish America.”

      “And you couldn’t put it off until your vacation was done?”

      “No. I couldn’t.” Andrew swallowed hard again.

      Workaholic husbands and fathers weren’t the worst, but not the best either. However, they came back to their families after they finished their work, unlike some parents. Soon after our father left, we started to receive a few hundred bucks in the mail twice a year with no note or return address. The donations came for six years and then stopped. Did our father die—if it was him—or did any love he had for us run dry? I didn’t want to know. Even as kids, we knew keeping it a secret from Mom was better for our stomachs. Digesting expired cereal was easier than the brand-new pair of shoes or make-up she would have bought.

      The plane tilted sideways as it turned, shifting our bodies with its movement. My left hand found an armrest, and I grabbed onto it.

      “How were you able to arrange everything so quickly?”

      The plane straightened its course. Andrew released the armrests and rubbed his hands up and down his thighs a few times. “I didn’t. It was arranged for me.”

      “By oooky spooky Octavian Global group?” I whispered conspiratorially.

      He nodded. The pale color of his face brought out the green in both of his irises. He looked vulnerable, and for an odd reason, I wanted to hug him and promise him everything would be fine.

      “Is there a deadline to get the case unlocked?” I didn’t care if there was one. All I cared about was returning in the promised time frame—preferably in one piece—and having him deposit the rest of the money.

      “Yes. It’s time sensitive.”

      “Why?”

      “Do you always ask so many questions?”

      “First.” I crossed my arms over my chest. “You’re dragging me along, so I feel like I’m entitled to ask as many questions as I want. Second, I’m trying to make conversation to take your mind off the fact that we’re flying.”

      Andrew held my gaze for a long time before he relaxed some, dropping his shoulders. “I need to get to the chest before it’s shipped to its auction winner tomorrow in the early afternoon.”

      “What are you planning to do with whatever is inside that box?” I moved in my seat, carefully avoiding touching his legs. “Doesn’t it belong to the highest bidder?”

      Andrew looked out the window. Was Andrew a sophisticated and educated burglar? I bit my tongue to stop myself from asking anything else. The less I knew, the less I had to lie about if this adventure led me to jail.

      The engines hummed as the plane soared over slow-passing land. The densely populated areas turned into a green grid of farmland dotted with red-roofed houses, towering palm trees, and horses, but soon, the landscape transmogrified into rugged mountains blanketed by an untamed jungle.

      William crunched on crackers. I stretched my hand to him and flexed my fingers. He handed me a bag of trail mix, then rested his head against the headrest. Talking to him was out of the question, too. He had a minor fear of flying, and he dealt with it by listening to a suspenseful thriller—carefully picked with no airplane crashes. I offered my snack to Andrew first. He shook his head. We had two and a half hours before we’d reach our destination. This was going to be a long flight.

      The aircraft bumped once, then dropped unexpectedly, shaking us in our seats. My heart jumped to my throat, practically bringing my snack with it. Did we lose the plane’s tail? I gulped in a deep breath. Whoosah. Two out of three of us already had a fear of flying, no need for me to freak out, too.

      I studied Andrew’s classically handsome features with that sharp jawline. Even in his unsettled state, the teasing smirk still pulled at the corner of his lips, and for the first time I noticed a thin, barely noticeable scar zigzagged amongst his dark stubble. Was that why he always looked that way?

      “What happened to your mouth?” I asked.

      Andrew clenched his hands into fists, then relaxed them. “When I was a kid, I trespassed and entered an abandoned house, fell through a rotten wooden floor, and ripped my face from here to here.” He inclined forward as he pointed a finger to the middle of his cheek and traced it to the corner of his mouth. “The scar is mostly faded, but the cut damaged muscles inside.”

      I leaned in to examine his face and was struck by how sensual and strawberry-red Andrew’s mouth was. My traitorous fingers itched to touch it to find out if it was also soft. His lips parted slightly, and a warm tremor ran down inside my ribcage. My ability to pick out scents was crucial for my old job, but at the moment, it threw me off my axis. Andrew smelled delicious, bold, and masculine with a touch of sweet bergamot. Pheromone and testosterone.

      Wait. Were those even fragrance notes?

      I glanced up at his eyes, and he was staring at me. A coy smile pulled at his lips. He gazed at me for a long time, and my heart stuttered, my entire body shimmered with giddy delight. This feeling was so wrong. He was a married man, and there was nothing to swoon over but the
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-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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Dreams - The Cranberries

Close To You - Gracie Abrams
Island In The Sun - Weezer
Hands To Myself - Selena Gomez
goodnight n go - Ariana Grande
Miss Americana & The Heartbreak Prince -
Taylor Swift

Heaven - Niall Horan

BIRDS OF A FEATHER - Billie Eilish
Bed Chem - Sabrina Carpenter
Slow Burn - Kacey Musgraves

I Like Me Better - Lauv

Wonder - Shawn Mendes
Cornelia Street - Taylor Swift
Undiscovered - Laura Welsh
Risk - Gracie Abrams

Pray - JRY

The Night We Met - Lord Huron
Vertigo - Griff

Little Freak - Harry Styles

Love & Liberte - Gipsy Kings
What If | Love You - Gatlin

West Coast - Lana Del Rey
Breakaway - Kelly Clarkson
Carry You Home - Alex Warren
Daylight - Taylor Swift





