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Synopsis

André Morgan isn’t sure where his life is heading. Stuck in a comfortable but uninspiring routine, he’s hesitant to take the leap toward his dreams—even when an exciting apprenticeship opportunity lands in his lap. But when a vibrant English visitor named Ayana steps into his world, André’s summer takes an unexpected turn.

Between lively family barbecues, the magic of Caribana, and Ayana’s intriguing family, André discovers a connection unlike any he’s felt before. Ayana challenges him to see beyond his fears and embrace the unknown, even as hints of her world—subtle but undeniable—begin to bloom around them.

As the days unfold, André is faced with a choice: stay rooted in the familiar or take a chance on something new. Will a fleeting summer encounter be enough to inspire him to take the leap, or will it simply be a moment to remember?

Thank You for Reading

Thank you for taking the time to read this story. Your support means the world to me, and I hope you enjoyed stepping into this world as much as I enjoyed creating it.

A special thank you to my alpha readers—your honest feedback and sharp insights helped shape this story into what it is today. I truly appreciate your time, support, and the edits that made all the difference.

I also want to acknowledge the talented team at GetCovers for bringing my vision to life with a stunning cover design, and Lola, whose editorial expertise helped refine the final version of this story.

If you'd like to stay connected and explore more stories, be sure to join my newsletter. You can find the QR code and website details at the back of this book. I’d love to hear your thoughts and keep you updated on future adventures!

— Tami Lee Wrights
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Chapter 1


2014
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ANDRÉ RAN TO THE TRAIN station, conscious that his train was due to arrive very soon. The stifling heat felt draining, making the distance from his car to the station feel further away with every step.

Three iced coffees, two iced teas, a bottle of Coke from the back of the fridge, and one of James’s special fruit salads. André repeated the list under his breath, trying to commit it to memory. James had insisted on pronouncing “Hermes” the Portuguese way, and André still wasn’t sure if it was a joke or an affectation. Either way, he needed to get the order right. André halted at the bottom of the stairs, feeling intense pain in the back of his foot. Bending down to remove his shoe, André stopped mid-motion. He felt the breeze in the station change, indicating the train would arrive any minute. Hobbling on one shoe, tapping his pockets, for his PRESTO card. The mild air conditioning against his desert-tan skin gave him some relief as he saw his commute regulars.

He took the last available seat opposite a regular commuter, dropping into it like a stone from a great height. His sudden movement made his seatmate jump before quickly settling again. Biting the inside of his cheek, André held back a laugh at the commuter’s startled expression.

The packed transit train pressed in around him, a creeping sense of claustrophobia threatening to take hold. He needed a distraction—otherwise, he’d have to get off, and that wasn’t an option. It was a long walk back to the car park, and without the train, he had no way to get to the gallery or home.

Pulling out his phone, he smiled, remembering James’s light Trinidadian accent. He added the brunch items to his list, then closed his eyes, shutting out the growing crowd as more passengers boarded at each stop.

––––––––
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André moved through the wave of people leaving Spadina Station, navigating like a crowd surfer before dropping into the downtown area, already alive with preparations for the Caribana festival. He trotted through the bustling streets, dodging passersby as he made his way toward the Spadina Salad Bar. The moment he stepped inside, the blast of air- air-conditioning hit him, and he let out a sigh of pure relief.

A few moments later, he was at his favourite fruit salad buffet, grabbing a large container and waving a quick good morning to the staff he recognised. He checked his phone for the list of drinks he needed to pick up before heading out, then glanced at his watch—time was moving fast this morning, and he needed to get a move on.

Exiting the salad bar, he scanned for a clear path—only to walk straight into something soft. Someone. A person. A woman.


Oh crap. Just what I don’t need.





“Hey, watch it.” Said a very English accent in André’s direction.

With a deep breath, André raised his head to apologise, the words stuck in his throat. He had never seen eyes so intense; hazel was such a plain description of the brown eyes that stared back at him.

A chill ran down André’s spine as the breeze shifted, its gentle caress turning sharp. The scent of ivy and flowers from the Salad Bar thickened as if nature itself was paying attention. He took an unsteady step forward—then jerked back as if he’d walked into a wall. No, not a wall. A man. A human furnace of solid muscle towering over his already impressive six-foot frame. “Bud, you said sorry. Quit the staring and move along,” the man said in a familiar Canadian accent.

André frowned as he thought about it; had he spoken?

The wind died down, and André’s goosebumps faded with it—a welcome relief. He gave the furnace man a nod of acknowledgment, then turned to walk away—only to step straight into an ivy bush. The more he struggled, the more the vines seemed to tighten around him, tangling him deeper in the greenery creeping along the shopfront.

“Let him go, 'Yana.”

André frowned again; what did that mean? Nobody was touching anybody. With one last pull against the ivy tendrils, he freed himself, almost falling backwards. Glad for the unexpected gust of wind that kept him upright.

“Err, mate, why are you blaming me?” André heard the hazel-green-eyed siren speak in an accent he knew from a British Television show; he was secretly addicted. 

“Jamal was letting off tornado vibes. It’s not my fault exactly if the flora wanted to give a hug.”

Confused about what the group was talking about and relieved that the drinks and brunch salad hadn’t fallen, André hurried off with a vague nod at the furnace man saying something.

“Ayana, you can be really scary sometimes.”

Ayana, so that’s her name, I wonder if they’ve moved here or are visiting for Caribana. He smiled as he rushed into the gallery, filled with hope that he would see her again and make a better impression.
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Chapter 2
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JAMES AND ANDRÉ WERE in the cupboard, collecting all the decorative items that James could add to his award-winning Caribana window display.

James said, ‘We need to get this right,’ with a stronger-than-normal Trinidadian accent, a sure sign that stress was affecting him.

“James, we’ve got this. You always pull it off and leave everyone else... I’ll get that,” André said, rushing out to greet the new customers. The music from the entrance signalled their arrival. André halted abruptly, as though he had walked into a glass wall. The three people from the salad bar were here. Had they followed him? What did they want with him? Wait, earth to ‘Dre—you're at an art gallery; they could be customers! He took a moment to study them and compose himself. He made sure he wasn’t leaning on the white walls of the gallery, careful not to leave scuff marks—he hated having to wipe them off. The woman was tall, not as tall as him, with a lithe frame. Her thick, shoulder-length plaits swayed as she scanned the gallery. André found himself leaning toward them, trying to catch what they were saying as they whispered like they were in a library. When the group turned toward the door, he cleared his throat to get their attention. 

“How can I help you today?” André said with his biggest smile. He frowns, distracted for a moment by a once-almost-dead snake plant, which had always provided a source of humour between James and himself. James had the ability almost to kill any plant he bought or was given, but he still insisted on keeping them in the gallery. But this snake plant appeared to have discovered an additional source of life and was now thriving and pushing a few pups at the corner of James's desk.

“We are looking for some artifacts or artwork that will help our stall stand out at Caribana over the weekend; it needs to be noticeable and also fit in.” The man said in a clear local accent. André felt impressed by how the man showed no sign that they had already met this morning and decided to do the same, not wanting to embarrass himself or appear too familiar with these customers.

“That’s a bit late, isn’t it?” André blurted without thinking.

The large man turned his amber eyes onto André. He looked on as the amber eyes appeared to come alive and grew more vibrant in colour, like moving flames. André started to fiddle with his shirt collar. When did the air conditioning stop working? André moved towards a faint breeze that was seemingly out of reach. The woman stepped forward and stroked the tall man on the arm as if to soothe him before she turned to André. “Can you help us or not?”

Still fidgeting with the collar, he nodded his confirmation. She said something to the two men accompanying her, and they left the gallery.

“You made Ben uncomfortable. Let’s start again. Hello, my name is Ayana Fénix, and I've heard that you can help us.”

André held his hand out for a handshake and, in a daze, and shook Ayana’s hand with enthusiasm.

“And you are?” Ayana said.

“Oh, my name is André Morgan; most people call me ‘Dre. Tell me more about yourself.” Ayana frowned at André in confusion. “Sorry, I meant, what do you need?”

“Oh, right. We received a last-minute slot at the Caribana festival this weekend. We deliver food through an app but for the first time, we will have a stall. Jamal suggested using a Guyanese or Jamaican-style artifact, reflecting the type of food we will offer, along with several tables and other items.”

She could read a phonebook and sound so intelligent if they still existed. What was it about the English accent, especially one as deep as hers? Ayana continued to stare at André; she was expecting an answer to something.

“Jamal?”

Ayana frowned at the question, her confusion evident as she took her time to reply, “The men who recently left are my cousins, Ben and Jamal.”

Cousins, cool.

“What’s the name of the stall?”

“Jah and Kai Cuisine. We’re branching out from our delivery services and setting up our first stall at the festival. You should check us out if you’re around. So, do you have anything?

André noticed that Ayana was starting to look around. He was losing her interest. “We
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