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Chapter 1

	 

	Zero

	 

	Most people dream of dining with royalty. 

	Me?

	I dread it.

	Why?

	‘Cause unlike the fairy tale shit you read about as a kid or see in movies, they’re not friendly.

	They’re fucking ruthless. 

	And I’d know.

	This isn’t the first one I’ve met.

	Though, it is the first one to kidnap me.

	Maybe this means I’m truly moving up in the food chain.

	Or is that down?

	Is trapping me big game hunter shit or more of a Cub Scout badge of honor sitch?

	Prince Thaddeus Weslington of Hoalkey – an island country slightly smaller than Australia with some of the most beautiful beaches in the world – casually gestures his warm tan, open palm to the empty seat across from him. “Sit.”

	Doesn’t seem in my best interest to deny the demand.

	Could be because the same asshole who cornered me when I stepped out of my penthouse elevator to zip tie my hands, cover my head with a black bag, and throw me into what I imagine was the trunk of an SUV is giving off do it or die vibes.

	Don’t care for those.

	A lot like I don’t care for being here.

	I may not be a pack animal – like at all – but I’d rather be in a pack right now than one on one with a hungry fucking predator that’s sizing up my lissome frame like I’m the next piece of meat he’s gonna slobber over.

	He doesn’t wait for me to slink into the cream-colored plush seat to continue speaking, his English-like accent simultaneously sexy and scary, “You are quite a difficult man to locate, Mr. Fiorenzo.” The forkful of bloody steak soars towards his thin lips. “Even for me.”

	“Apparently not difficult enough,” I mumble under my breath prior to glancing over my zebra striped shirt covered shoulder to further drink in the white tablecloth filled dining space that’s currently only occupied by him and his security team.  

	There’s one of me, and six of them.

	Lurking.

	Circling.

	Like African wild dogs just waiting for me to run so they can chase.

	Outpace.

	Exhaust and eventually devour me.

	Yeah, that’s not exactly the type of devouring I had in mind for my Wednesday night.

	I was hoping to do a little non-gender specific feeding.

	Particularly in the bathroom of my favorite club, The Kastle.

	“Oh, do not pout, Fiorenzo,” insists the rectangular head shaped male, redirecting my attention to his smirking. “We have sources in similar circles.”

	That’s not nearly as fucking comforting as he thinks it is.

	Leaning defeatedly back into the chair occurs at the same time I grump, “Why am I here, Weslington?”

	“Please,” he feigns politeness, “call me Thaddeus.”

	“I’d rather call an Uber.”

	Another smug smile is attached to a small fork waggle. “I was warned you had quite a sense of humor.”

	“At least you were warned of something.” Folding my light sand toned fingers together occurs on my own phony grin. “Can’t say the same.”

	Seriously.

	I had no fucking clue this asshole wanted to see me.

	Or even knew who the fuck I was.

	Yeah, my reputation precedes me and shit, but like…you wanna talk? 

	Try texting me, my guy.

	Thaddeus stabs another hunk of meat on his plate and announces, “I have a job for you.”

	“I’m not looking for work.”

	“Pardon,” haughtily chuckles the prince as he meets my gaze, “let me rephrase, Fiorenzo.” The expression instantly shifts to one that’s arctic cold. “You are going to do a job for me.”

	See.

	This is the shit I’m talking about.

	The shit Disney doesn’t show unless you’re the “villain”.

	Which all of those so-called princes really are.

	Check ‘em out in the original formats.

	They’re cruel, horny monsters.

	Full stop.

	End of Snap.

	Cut the Tok.

	Post stealing an annoyed glance out of the floor to ceiling windows currently showcasing Spike Village’s downtown skyline, I less than happily huff. “And why’s that?”

	“Because you owe me debt.”

	“I don’t owe you shit.”

	“I would beg to differ.”

	“You can beg, borrow, or barter, my guy, but it doesn’t change shit.” 

	“You hacked into my country’s national criminal database through a backdoor you installed – via an Interpol program – to extract sensitive information for a client of yours who then proceeded to use said information during what had become quite a hostile negotiation.”

	Yeah.

	That was me.

	I was young and dumb and did sloppy shit like any other fifteen-year-old.

	But I’m not gonna cop to it.

	Besides, that was over a decade ago.

	Eleven years to be exact.

	Whatever “charges” he wants to try to bring me in on – assuming he could even fucking prove them – are past their statute of limitations in this country.

	And I know that for a fact.

	Beni’ of having an attorney in your back pocket even if you really wish you had him in your front.

	Or on your front.

	Or on his knees.

	Or you on yours.

	Again.

	Not picky.

	I would hit save on any and all of those.

	“Hacking is most certainly an illegal offense, Fiorenzo.”

	“Debatable.”

	“Keeping your name from being brought up in certain circles is a feat worthy of payment.”

	“Overkill.”

	“You only believe that because you are convinced that holding you accountable for the aforementioned cybercrime is impossible due to it being past its prosecution date.” He prepares to slide the bite into his mouth. “Am I correct in my assumption?”

	The most he receives is a blink.

	“Unfortunately, you are incorrect in yours.”

	There’s no stopping my brow from furrowing.

	Thaddeus slowly chews the chunk, forcing me to simply stew in the stirred-up discomfort.

	He’s fucking with me.

	He has to be.

	Garcia – Victor Garcia the previously talked about lawyer that’s also my best friend and the older man I have been not so secretly in love with basically since we met – wouldn’t lie to me.

	He’d lied for me.

	But not to me.

	Not on purpose.

	Once Thaddeus has swallowed, he carefully places his fork down, retrieves his cloth napkin, and menacingly pats dry the lingering droplets of blood. “Terrorism does not have a statute of limitations, I am afraid.”

	“I’m not a terrorist!”

	“The information you provided aided in what – by your country’s definition – could easily be labeled as domestic terrorism, Mr. Fiorenzo. That is what we call guilty by association.” His pompous grin is accompanied by him leaning back and crossing one black dress pants leg over the other. “However, I have other options, if that one was to fall short. For instance, I could have you extradited for your little stunt to my country – threatening it’ll be considered an international incident if they do not – where we would happily try you for foreign espionage, a crime in which we – unlike this country – do not have a statute for.” He carelessly tosses the piece of used fabric onto the table. “Or I could make certain law enforcement agencies aware of your known crimes warranting them to open an investigation into you, which would turn you into a significant liability for a certain syndicate who I have heard – through very loose lips, of course – keeps you on a permanent retainer.”

	It’s impossible not to tug nervously at my collar.

	“I would hate to do any of those of tedious things, Mr. Fiorenzo, when a much easier repayment option – for the both of us – is available.”

	“Which is?”

	“I need you to retrieve something of high significance for me.”

	“Steal.”

	“Retrieve.”

	“Fancy steal.”

	“Recover.”

	“Steal from someone else.”

	“That would be reclaim.”

	“And this would be…?”

	“As I have clearly – and repeatedly – stated, you will be retrieving something that is currently lost.”

	“Something or someone?”

	“Something.”

	“Like an object?”

	“Precisely.”

	“Why?” Inching to the edge of my chair precedes me pushing the subject a bit further. “Why do you need me to find this lost thing?”

	“Because it is quite lost, and I have it on good authority you can find anything you have been tasked to, particularly in a very, very timely nature.”

	Note to self: figure out exactly who volunteered me for this little cyber safari adventure. 

	“What do you need me to find?”

	“That will be revealed once you formally accept my proposition.”

	“Fine.” Folding my hands together on the table occurs next. “Why do you need it found so fucking quickly?” 

	“So that I can become the next crowned king of Hoalkey.”       

	 

	 

	 

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	Garcia

	 

	 

	I like tequila.

	I like it even more when my best – and oldest – friend comes over for dinner and rudely rubs his unconventional – yet seemingly perfect – family in my face.

	Fuck, I’m pretty sure the only thing that even pairs well with chiles rellenos and contempt is tequila.  

	Lager’s too refreshing and bourbon’s too bitter.

	Or does it become too bitter because what’s coming out of me?

	For the record…smiling as much as they do should be a criminal offense. 

	Punishment should have something to do with toothbrushes.

	“We would love to watch him for the entire weekend,” my mom, Eva Garcia, coos at her honorary grandson, my honorary nephew, Diesel Nolan – D – whose highchair is wedged in the corner space between her and my father. “You three need a weekend away.” Her slender finger playfully pokes the baby’s long nose. “Nursing your new marriage is just as important as nursing your new little paquete de alegría.”

	The little guy really is a bundle of joy.

	Because of course he is.

	Because Miles Nolan – though I’ve called him Ace since we were practically kids – has fucking everything.

	His own successful towing and garage company.

	A healthy relationship with his younger partners Bunny Abernathy Nolan – an accountant – and Kipp Woods Nolan – his business partner.

	And now a brand-new son who has his nose along with his big ass forehead, yet Kipp’s bright blue eyes and black curly hair and Bunny’s beautiful brown skin.

	The only thing the man could possibly want for is parental approval that he swears he doesn’t need but clearly has in mine, considering they practically raised him alongside me and my sister, Val, who is currently not helping the situation either with her promise to finally bring over the man she hooked up with at their wedding – that we all helped host – a few months back.

	I’m the only one at this table not in a committed relationship.

	That shit is as clear as my practically empty tequila glass.

	“I agree,” Demián Garcia, my father, warmly reiterates, honey, pecan skinned face leaning over to also coo at D, inspiring the baby to instantly paw at his dark goatee. “Like a good meal, a good marriage is about balance.”

	“You two should take notes,” Mom cheekily insists to me and Val. “That way we won’t have to repeat these life lessons later on.”

	“Sí, because we all know how much you just hateeeee doing that,” my sister goads in return before leaning over to share a girlish giggle with Bunny.

	It’s good that they’re friends.

	That my sister finally has someone for her like I have Ace.

	Although, I doubt her new boyfriend, Braxton November, gets his boxers up his ass every time they hang out alone unlike Woods does when it comes to Ace and I.

	The young guy swears I harbor some sort of unspoken, unresolved feelings for his husband.

	He can’t see how I could not.

	How anyone could not.

	And he can’t see that because of how in love with the man he is.

	Poor kid is basically one good sac tug away from getting “Property of Nolan Forever” tattooed on his neck.

	Or ass.

	Or hell, both.

	Honestly?

	Yeah.

	I’m a little jealous.

	Not because I want either of them – not even a probable cause amount – but because they get to have each other. 

	They ultimately didn’t let their age differences divide them.

	Or societal restraints destroy them.

	Or depravity laws – many of which are outdated, might I add – ruin them.

	The essence of them. 

	However, please, let the record show that shit’s easier for them.

	They don’t have partners at their firm like Cian McDermott who I already know wouldn’t bother hiding his hypocritical disgust. And it would be hypocritical considering the fact he’s sleeping with our significantly younger – yet totally legal – office assistant. 

	And they don’t have clients like Elanor Bogosian who would immediately stop being their client, and stop recommending them clients, and stop inviting them to places where they can get more wealthy clients once the aforementioned Mayor of Prudeville got any inkling about the less traditional choices they make in their personal life.

	I do.

	I have all that shit.

	You can find it in the rider of the invisible contract you sign when becoming a high-price, high power attorney.

	Cheers.

	All of a sudden, the doorbell rings pulling everyone’s attention in that direction, prompting me and Val to declare in tandem, “I’ll get it!”

	“Wow,” Dad mirthfully chuckles while reaching for his own tequila glass. “Where was this servico when you were niños pequeños?” He quirks a dark eyebrow as my sister beats me to retreating. “If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you’re both desperate for any excuse to leave this dinner conversation.”

	“I’d put money on that,” Ace chortles beside me, broader frame reclining.

	“Put me in for a pink slip,” echoes Woods from his other side, creamy vanilla shaded finger finding its way into the air.  

	“And the fate of my future Fiat,” Bunny cheekily adds, caramel mocha-colored frame summoning her husbands’ glares again.

	“No Fiat,” they huff in unison.

	“What’s that old saying?” taunts the long-legged female on a bite of her meal. “Happy Wife, Happy Life?”

	“How about that old slogan, ‘Silly Rabbit, Tricks are for Kids’?” pokes my best friend. 

	“Kid loves my tricks,” she saucily winks causing their younger partner to blush and smirk.

	See. 

	This is exactly why I should’ve answered the door.

	I don’t have enough tequila in my glass to keep choking down their flirting, but can’t just pour myself a fourth refill without a valid excuse to get up for something else.

	Mom’s counting.

	I know she is.

	I can see it in her eyes.

	One more glass, and a mental health exam will begin because that’s what happens when you’re the only lawyer in a family of doctors.

	“Isn’t it Trix?” I cheekily chime while combing my fingers through my salt and pepper beard. “Like with an X.”

	“The things Rabbit does are definitely X rated,” Ace juvenilely jokes.

	“How do you think we got D?” inserts Woods.

	“I know how I get D,” their wife announces between bites.

	“I know how to get D too,” Mom suggestively winks only to receive a deep, disapproving groan from me.

	Forfuckssake.

	How is it my parents have a more fulfilling sex life than I do?

	“Zero!!!” excitedly exclaims Val, warranting the collective group’s gaze once more. “We weren’t expecting you to join us for dinner!”

	Um…I wasn’t expecting him at all.

	In fact, nowadays, I can’t even expect him when I used to be able to expect him for poker at my place.

	We aren’t exactly on the best of terms.

	Which is probably my fault.

	Like an easy case for the prosecution to prove level of my fault.

	I mean coke in my hand, on my nose and the hooker’s bare ass level of easy to indite. 

	“Familia!” he lively greets in return without stepping foot across the threshold. “Always so Gram ready.”

	“Is that a compliment?” Mom curiously croaks. “It feels like a compliment.”

	“It is,” Woods swiftly reassures on a head nod. “He’s basically saying you always look good, which you do.”

	Ignoring her grin growing is impossible. “You boys are too sweet.”

	“But could use a lección básica de inglés, no?” haughtily teases Dad.

	Basic English for those in their 20s – Woods and Zero – is a bit different than those of us in our 40s – me and Ace – or beyond – my parents. 

	“Come in, come in!” Mom enthusiastically insists. “We’ve got plenty of food!”

	“I-”

	“And I used Hatch for the rellenos!”

	“I-”

	“I know those are your favorite! Vic mentions it every time we have them!”

	“Mom,” escapes in a scolding hiss.

	“Es la verdad,” mumbles my father.

	“Thanks for the invitation,” the younger, brown-eyed hacker coos, smile so irresistibly delicious my shaft can barely be stopped from stirring, “I abz appreesh. I really do-” 

	“Then come in!” insists the man I get most of my looks from alongside an enthusiastic hand wave. “Come in!”

	“I kind of need to chat with Garcia alone for a hot min,” Zero politely announces. At that, he connects his glare to mine. “Characters, my guy?”

	“Characters?” Dad confusedly grumbles. “¿Qué significa eso?”

	“Tech speak for wanting a word,” I clarify and prepare to rise to my feet.

	“Again,” the man of the house grunts. “What’s wrong with basic English?”

	“Says the man who asked what it meant in Spanish,” my sister snipes back with a snarky smirk encouraging the group to snicker at their antics.

	Hesitation to toss back the little that’s left in my glass and hastily dismiss myself from the table is non-existent.

	Despite the unfortunate climate we’ve managed to find ourselves in over the past few months, he still means everything to me.

	He always has.

	He always will.

	That’ll never change even as our friendship does.

	From the first time he asked me for a Cheeze-It, I knew in my soul that he belonged in my life.

	To me.

	With me. 

	Mygod, I can’t tell if I need more or less tequila to prevent myself from saying that shit out loud.

	Once outside, I shut the door and good naturedly poke, “How’d you know where to find me?”

	The slender yet fit younger male’s shoulders bounce prior to him hiding his hands in his pockets. “I always know where to find you.”

	“Must be nice.”

	“It is ‘til I realize you’re probably balls deep in someone who isn’t me.”

	Surprise has my jaw cracking on its own volition.

	Fuck, he says that shit like that’s not where I wanna be.

	Like it’s not him I want gagging on my dick while someone else rides his.

	On the record?

	On the – will the prosecution please read back the court reporters notes record – I want what Ace, Bunny, and Woods have.

	I want us to have what they have.

	I want us to have someone we share.

	I know we’re both into men and women and the notion of getting to have it all in one relationship.

	That shit would work for us if I let it.

	And it’s me that’s the problem.

	I know that.

	I don’t need a jury of twelve strangers to tell me that. 

	It’s just…complicated.

	It’s not a cut and dry decision.

	It never has been.

	Sure, my familia understands. 

	They’ve proven that ten times over.

	They’re in the house right now, entering additional examples into evidence.

	It’s not them that is the concern.

	It’s the public.

	Society.

	High society at that.

	And those are – unfortunately – hard to dispute facts.

	Whether I introduce statics or firsthand testimony, it won’t land in my favor in the court of wealthy public reception. 

	That’s the main shit I have to constantly consider.

	Image is so much in my world.

	Even when I wish it weren’t.

	And my image wouldn’t allow myself to be openly seen dating a man let alone a man as well as a woman at the same time in the same relationship.

	“Or it’s nice ‘til I realize I wasn’t even invited to have my balls included in the algorithm,” he bitterly remarks, once more reminding me that sharing someone isn’t out of the question for him at all. 

	That I’m the obstacle.

	That I’ve always been the obstacle. 

	“Look,” Zero quickly states with a shake of the head, “that shit’s not why I’m here.”

	“Sounds like that’s why you’re here.”

	“Okay, my guy, fair-”

	“More than fair.”

	“Fine, but it’s not.”

	“Then why?” Folding my arms across my button up dress shirt occurs between sentences. “Why are you on my parents’ porch begging-”

	“I didn’t beg.”

	“You begged.”

	“I asked.”

	“You forcefully asked linking it to the definition of begging.”

	“You know the dictionary.com def off the top of your head?”

	“It’d be borderline malpractice not to.”

	Frustration flares in his brown gaze alongside a dramatic bounce. “I need your help, Garcia.”

	“Of course, you do.” My eyes roll on their accord. “Which law did you think was ‘optional’ now?”

	“Yeah, it’s…a littttleeeeee more complicated than that this sesh.”

	“Meaning?”

	“Once upon a time-”

	“Never a good start.”

	“-long, long ago-”

	“Getting worse.”

	“-I might’ve…accidently…on purpose…did some hacking that the prince of a country now may or may not be labeling as foreign terrorism.”

	“What?!” booms throughout the night sky.

	“Or may or may not be threatening to get me extradited to his country where they will try me for foreign espionage.”

	“Espionage?!”

	“They can tie me to the front of a fucking ship, sail me out to international waters, and leave me there to get eaten by Jaws.”

	There’s no stopping my head from sardonically tilting to the side.

	“I shit you not, my guy. I actually looked it up.”

	“How is that possible?! We have worldwide laws against inhumane actions such as that.”

	“Take it up with The Hague on your own time. There isn’t room on mine.”

	Worry immediately resumes its place in my expression.   

	“I’m pretty sure I’m royally fucked unless…I…help him find something.”

	“Because you can find just about anyone or anything.”

	Pride pulls the corners of his lips upwards. “Exactly.”

	Godhelpme.

	That grin alone is gonna get me thrown in a jail cell one of these days.

	Or at the very least scheduled for a full-scale psych eval. 

	“What exactly is it he wants you to find?” I slip my hands into the front pockets of my light suit pants. “Don’t be ambiguous. Be blunt. This conversation is privileged.” 

	“He wants me to find Écume de mer Éternité,” Zero announces in impeccable French.

	Huh.

	When did he learn French?

	And why’s his accent so damn immaculate? 

	Is that what he’s been doing in his spare time when he should’ve been at poker with me?

	“Écume de mer Éternité…” It takes a moment for the title to fully register. “Wait. The old shipwreck?”

	“Yeah.”

	“The old, legendary shipwreck?”

	“Yeah.”

	“The old, legendary, impossible to find shipwreck?”

	“Copy & Paste.”

	“You can’t find something that doesn’t exist, Zero.”

	“He claims to have new deets indicating that it does.” 

	“Have those claims been substantiated by an outside party?”

	“IDK, my guy. I just know what he told me.”

	“That’s insufficient information.”

	“He wants me to use the new deets to not only locate it-”

	“Assuming the information is actually valid.”

	“-but to also retrieve it.”

	“Why?” Additional irritation finds its way into my tone. “Is he changing careers from royal pain in the ass to cultural museum coordinator?”

	“Docent.”

	“Why do you know that word?”

	“Why is it weird that I do?”

	“Weird is not the word choice I would use nor is this a case I feel has any true legal standing.” Rather than let him speak again, I move back to interrogating the only other male I would ever bother calling my best friend. “Why does this prince – whichever prince it is since we haven’t covered that – want this shipwreck? Beyond the obvious reasons of fame, fortune, and infamy.”

	“Because the current king’s dying declaration-”

	“There’s always an old dying man involved with a totally admissible declaration.”

	“-is that the throne is to be left to the offspring that recovers the wreckage, which is the only chance Weslington has at really becoming king because he’s technically second born; therefore not in direct line unless something were to happen to his sibling.”

	“Prince Thaddeus Weslington of Hoalkey?” Furrowing of my brow thoughtlessly occurs. “Isn’t he a twin?”

	“The second twin meaning his sister will become queen if he doesn’t find that ship and fast.”

	“The ship that most historians would argue – in open court, under oath – that they don’t believe actually fucking exists?”

	“That’d be the one.”

	I slowly shake my head in continuous disbelief. “And you need me to find you a legal loophole out of this shit?”

	“If you can.”

	“And if I can’t?”

	“Then I’m gonna need you to help me find that fucking ship.” 

	 

	 

	 


Chapter 3

	 

	Salay

	 

	 

	There are two things I hate coming to find me in my beach-based sanctuary.

	Debt collectors and daddy douche’s pals.

	Except for this one.

	This one I’d let give me mouth to mouth.

	No actual drowning required.

	Hell, I’d take mouth to tail.

	Something tells me he’s into that.

	Victor Garcia, the older, light honey-pecan skinned man who’s trying much too hard to look shore side relaxed – something he clearly is not – casually slides onto the wicker barstool beside me and purrs, “Salay.”

	I don’t bother pulling my attention away from the flat screen that’s playing Weekend at Bernie’s. “Garcia.”

	“I didn’t think it was humanly possible for you to get anymore beautiful,” compliments the attorney I swear could talk himself or his client out of any crime. “Then again…I’ve always had my suspicions that you weren’t actually human.” He waits for my buttery caramel brown colored face to angle itself in his direction. “Afterall, you do bear the same name as the goddess of the sea.”

	“Poseidon was married?” awkwardly questions the much younger male lingering beside him. “When did that happen?”

	“When he finally stopped fucking around on her,” I effortlessly answer, attention shifting over to him. “And Poseidon was the Greek God of the Sea. His Goddess was Amphitrite. Neptune was the Roman God of the Sea. And his Goddess was-”

	“Salacia,” finishes Garcia, smooth voice successfully redirecting my dark brown stare back to his. “Which was fitting for you since you were literally born in the water.”

	“You were?!” croaks his adorable floral shirt sporting assistant. 

	Or nephew?

	Not really sure how they know each other or who the delicious, shaggy-haired treat is at all.

	“Water births are a real thing, little one,” I sassily inform.

	“That 3-Ds have on purpose?!”

	“Better than on accident.”

	His mouth momentarily remains frozen, but shuts once his internal contemplation agrees with my conclusion.

	“From what I recall,” Garcia begins again, summoning my gaze once more, “your mother – may she rest in peace – loved discussing Roman Gods a tad more than the Greeks, but a tad less than the Norse, yet enjoyed teaching about the Egyptians and Africans the most due to the captivated response she received from her students.”

	“And from what I recall,” my face cranes itself in a little closer, “she warned me to stay away from men in suits and ties and that drop panties with their smiles.” I let the corners of my unpainted lips flirtatiously curl upward. “You may be out of the former, but we both know you’ll always have the latter.” An unmistakable grumble escapes the young dude beside him prompting me to shoot him a lascivious wink. “Same goes for you, little one.”

	Despite the red shades creeping into his complexion, he huffs, “I’m not that little.”

	“And I bet you’re just itchin’ to prove it,” is attached to the waggling of my dark eyebrows. “All night if I let you.”

	This time it’s Garcia that releases a low rumble of disapproval.

	Huh.

	Why didn’t the mystery man being his boyfriend cross my mind sooner?

	And why does them being together make the older, well put together gent that’s always been off-limits, even more fucking scrumptious? 

	Is it ‘cause I’m suffering from a dry spell?

	Not quite polar desert but let’s just say I haven’t seen rain or sleet or a fucking snowflake in personal record timing.

	I should probably correct that.

	Soon.

	Like before it influences my ability to make good life decisions.

	Or…at least less bad life choices. 

	That’s really the best I can do.

	“We have a proposition for you,” states the white, linen button-down beast beside me.

	“People typically buy me a drink first,” I salaciously announce prior to mischievously peering up at his unnamed boyfriend, “or perhaps two.”

	Garcia lightly grunts in amusement and lifts a pair of fingers to summon over the bartender.

	The instant Ernie arrives, he cockily leans his six-foot-five frame onto the bar via his elbows. “Let me guess. Shots for the beached mermaid – because for her it’s always shot o’clock somewhere – a top-shelf tequila, no ice, twist of lime for khaki pants  – because that’s classic for an upscale member of society on vacay – and a mojito for khaki shorts – because someone mentioned in a Tik Tok that it was Hemingway’s fav.”

	“Documentary about endangered species which covered the Cuban solenodons in Cuba,” corrects Garcia’s partner. 

	“Eh,” chuckles one of the few acquaintances I’ve allowed myself to keep over the years, “close enough for a stogie.”

	“How the fuck did you guess that?” ponders the baffled attorney while handing over his card to be swiped.

	“What can I say?” Ernie’s broad, sun-kissed beige shoulders innocently bounce. “I’ve got a gift.” Arrogance flutters through his crooked grin as the system accepts the form of payment. “And it gets a lot of use when it comes to tourists like yourselves.” My tank top sporting pal tosses me a curious glance in tandem with returning the black, rectangular object to Garcia. “Feet or fins?”

	“Undecided.”

	“Singles it is then,” he warmly declares on a self-dismissal.

	“You really think we look like tourists?” nervously questions Garcia’s other half. 

	“You don’t look like locals.”

	“I did my research,” the male whose name I still don’t know defends. “This shirt blends in with the high traffic footage of this establishment not to mention that of the immediate surrounding perimeter.”

	“Which tracks since this is a tourist bar.”

	“Then why are you here?” He immediately pokes. “You aren’t a tourist in this town anymore. At least not by your standards. You’ve actually bothered to rent a space to call your own rather than bum from beach to boat or boat to beach.”

	Bewilderment begs to be seen in my expression; however, I deny it.

	No.

	It’s gonna take more than Carlos from The Magic School Bus expertly using Google to toss me off my board.

	Solid try though.

	“Ernie’s the dude I rent from,” I openly answer, fingers lightly toying with my white and purple lacy bikini top, right on top of my tit. “Wanna guess what he charges me?”

	Hunger unexpectedly clouds his gaze getting me to viciously giggle.

	Oh…the perfect fun.

	Both dudes swing both ways.

	Now, that’s a wave I can and do appreciate.

	“You’re a salvager,” proclaims Garcia at the same time Ernie places his drink down in front of him. 

	“Much to the dismay of The Police Chief of Spike Village and the collagen cunt reporter he married.”

	“You’re one of the best in the business,” adds the younger guy before accepting his completed beverage. 

	“I would have the counselor here make an argument for me being the best.”

	“You’ve worked for private institutions, aiding in the recovery for history preservation, and private backers, aiding in the discovery of lost possessions often to be thought of as nothing more than old captain’s drunk bullshit.”

	“Impressive, little one, how you know all about me and I don’t even know your name.”

	“Zero,” he eagerly introduces. “You can um…you can call me Zero.”

	“Maybe I’ll call you Hero,” I teasingly wink as Ernie puts down my shot glass, “or Hunkucles.” One blank stared blink leads to me sighing. “You don’t get the reference, huh?” His quick headshake has me cautiously asking Garcia, “Just how young is your boyfriend over here?”

	“He’s not my-”

	“We’re just friends,” bitterly snaps the mojito drinker. 

	“You seem stoked about that,” leaves me in a tickled murmur.

	“We want to enlist your services,” Garcia declares over the sound of tequila filling my glass.

	“Pass.”

	Stupefaction slams itself onto his face. “Perhaps you should hear the details first?”

	“Pass.” Quickly downing the first shot allows for it to immediately be refilled in my hand.

	“Maybe the price tag?” Zero enthusiastically interjects.

	“Still.” I toss the second shot back. “Pass.” Plopping the empty drinkware upside down back on the bar barely precedes me hopping my jean shorts covered ass out of the seat. “But thanks for the drinks, boys.”

	“How about a chance to make history?!” Zero verbally vomits. “Don’t you want that main character shit?”

	“Oh, Little One,” my fingers suggestively tug at the end of his brightly colored floral wear, “I’m always on my main character shit.”

	An unmistakable whimper escapes on a bite of his bottom lip.

	Swaying closer is attached to a whispered, “Wanna join me?”

	“How about living up to the goddess name your mother gave you?” Garcia challenges, forcing my narrowed glare over to him. “Proving to your father you’re more than just a beach bunny with an adrenaline fetish?”
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