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When you go to Greece to meet your family but end up making out with your smokin’ hot tour guide #sorrynotsorry


Being adopted never made Jane Smith feel unloved, just unlike the rest of her family. As her twenty-fifth birthday approaches, she is struck by an overwhelming longing to finally find her place in the world. So in a very un-Jane-like move, she books a last-minute ticket to Greece to find her birth father and the real Jane. All she knows about him is it that he was a tour guide named Dimitri. Armed with this knowledge and several surprise boxes of condoms from her mum (not embarrassing at all), Jane takes off.


Within minutes of landing she makes two important discoveries. First, everyone in Greece is named Dimitri, and second, fate might be playing a sick joke on her when a sexy tour guide called Dimitri comes to fetch her from the airport. He offers to help Jane with her search – if she’ll go on an adventure with him. Stable Jane would never risk a steamy vacation romance. But real Jane might finally be ready to listen to her heart. Will Jane find her biological father, or will she end up finding something else entirely?


For more laugh-out-loud, swoon-worthy hijinks, don’t miss Jo’s other rom-coms, Burning Moon and Almost A Bride.




This book is dedicated to everyone who’s ever felt like they didn’t belong. And DM.
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PROLOGUE
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The day of my mental breakdown was a Wednesday.


And when I say “mental breakdown,” I don’t mean the kind that celebrities have when they check into a luxury spa for medicated mud wraps and mojitos. I’m talking about the other kind. The messy kind.


It was a normal Wednesday. An unspectacular, uneventful, run-of-the-mill, not Monday, not Tuesday, but Wednesday. There was nothing special about the day.


So why was I feeling like this? Like what exactly?


Well, that’s the million-dollar question, isn’t it?


Because I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. The feeling wasn’t fully formed yet, but it had gripped me nonetheless. Embedded itself like an arrow in my back or a virus in my bloodstream—invisible, but deadly.


Something was wrong. Very wrong.


A mild pressure in my solar plexus. A slight heaviness in my head and a feeling of total disconnectedness. Everything around me screeched that I did not belong here, and suddenly I felt like an alien in my own home.


I rubbed the sticky sleep from my eyes and glanced around my room. The chair in the corner that Mother had insisted on having reupholstered in Toasted Granola Sunrise suede, and the walls she had insisted I paint in Mystical Song of the Gray Dove, looked odd. (Sidenote: Who the hell is coming up with the names of colors these days, anyway?)


I climbed out of bed apprehensively, stalked over to my bathroom, and looked at myself in the mirror. My features were the same—large and distinct. Olive complexion, unruly curly black hair, that “signature” mole on my cheek that I’d always hated, and then there are my eyes . . . one dark brown, one light hazel.


But somehow everything looked different. I looked less like myself and more like someone I didn’t know. If that makes sense?


But of course it doesn’t make sense. Because nothing about this so-called normal Wednesday was making any sense at all (hence growing suspicions of imminent mental breakdown).


Perhaps I was still asleep and dreaming. That was surely the only possible explanation for these feelings.


I pinched my cheek. Nothing.


Splashed water on my face. Nope.


I stood in the strange bathroom, looking at this strange person in the mirror. Her name was Jane. Plain Jane Smith. Dr. Plain Jane Smith.


Well, that’s my name now; it wasn’t the name I was born with. But that had nothing to do with the way I was feeling, did it?


Kitchen. Tea. Now!


A soothing cup of tea was surely the antidote that would rid me of these feelings. I walked into the kitchen, turned on the kettle, and waited. I felt out of place here, too.


Tea—one bag.


Sugar—zero.


No milk in sight.


I stirred the liquid that I was pinning my hopes of normality on and sipped. It tasted bitter. Did it always taste like this?


The so-called soothing tea only seemed to intensify the feelings and gave rise to a humming anxiety, which crept slowly like a growing evening shadow.


What was going on with me? I could phone one of my friends. But what would I say?


Help! I think I might have been sucked into the Twilight Zone.


Nothing had changed really, nothing significant enough to explain this feeling anyway. I’d just graduated and had started my new job. But no surprises there. It certainly wouldn’t be the thing shaking me to my very core. The job had been planned for and organized, and it was inevitable—I was going to be taking over my father’s dental practice.


It was my birthday in a few days, but birthdays came along every year. Again, nothing out of the ordinary. I needed to stop this feeling. I needed to stop obsessing.


Drive!


That always cleared my head. I got dressed and brushed my teeth for precisely two minutes—no excuse for bad dental hygiene, even in the face of a total nervous breakdown.


I climbed into my car and started driving through the sleepy suburbs. Then I veered left, away from the little houses and toward the city.


The mall. With shops and people and breakfast. That would surely make me feel normal again.


It was early, so most of the shops were closed and the mall looked like an empty school hall: depressing. Like it was waiting for kids to rush in, and without them was just a sad shell of what it had once been. A washed-up carcass on an empty beach.


The pressure in my solar plexus was back. The feelings intensified into a painful stab. I grabbed my stomach. What’s that? This time the feeling was somewhat familiar.


Loss.


A deep sense of loss washed over me, loss like I’d experienced only one other time in my life. But what the hell have I lost?


I took in a deep breath and filled my lungs to capacity and then I walked. I walked as fast as I could.


Past the banks, past the hardware store, and past the shop where I’d bought the exorbitantly overpriced scented candle that I had absolutely no use for (but I’m a people pleaser and the shop attendant had been so nice). I passed a coffee shop that had just opened its doors to a solitary customer in need of an early-morning fix.


And then . . . I saw it.


I stood outside Flight and Travel Center, looking up at the electronic display of all the holiday specials. And there it was. At the very top.


GREECE


A special.


Round-trip ticket $800.


Almost sold out.


Buy now. Complimentary beach bag and
sunscreen included.


*Terms and Conditions apply


And that’s when the mists of confusion started to evaporate and the picture finally came into focus.


This was about my name. This was about my job and this was definitely, definitely about my birthday. This was about the day I was born and the circumstances in which I was born.


I slumped down against the wall and pulled out my credit card. I clutched it tightly and waited for someone to open the shop so I could buy the only thing that could furnish me with the answers I’d been seeking my entire life.




CHAPTER ONE
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I’ve always known I was adopted. It’s not one of those closely guarded family secrets that makes its way onto a TLC reality show: My mother is actually my father’s Siamese twin’s second cousin’s daughter’s lover twice removed.


Besides, it’s pretty damn obvious. You would have to be seriously visually impaired not to notice.


My family—Mom, Dad, and twin sisters Janet and Jenna (my mother has a thing for the letter J)—all look alike. They’re short, fair skinned, with strawberry blond hair, blue eyes, and cute little button noses.


They’re also all terribly attractive, looking like one of those happy families that appear in TV ads for fiber-rich breakfast cereal or get up and go multivitamins.


Me? I’m none of these things. I’m tall, freakishly so. I’m also dark, with a complexion that goes the color of a cappuccino with too much sun—I avoid it at all costs. My features aren’t delicate, either: nose more pronounced than most, lips fuller than usual, and I seem to have large, furry caterpillars masquerading as eyebrows. Thank God those are back in fashion now, so I no longer have to endure hours of root-ripping torture.


You could quite literally call me the black sheep of the family. And for all this, I suspect I am my mother’s greatest disappointment. Maybe that’s why she overcompensates with me so much. Not that she would ever admit that out loud. I was adopted after she and my father spent years trying to get pregnant. But six months after I arrived, she was miraculously pregnant with perfect twins. I often wonder if she regrets adopting me . . .


Standing out wasn’t easy. It made growing up even harder than it should have been. During middle school I went through a particularly awkward stage where my limbs seemed too long for my body and my facial features too large for my face.


“Maybe she’ll grow into them?” I once overheard a classmate’s mother say.


“She’s a big-boned girl,” someone else once said. “You know, sturdy. I bet she’ll never break a bone.”


It was true; I’ve never broken a bone. But I would have gladly traded a little snapped femur or two for the joy of not being likened to the foundations of a house. Kids teased me for not looking like my family. For being too tall, having a big nose, and anything else the snot-nosed schoolyard bullies could think of.


And then there was that one boy who told me my parents didn’t really love me because I wasn’t their real child. And I took it all in. I internalized every single cruel word, each one feeding off the other, until I was carrying around a dark, twisty, cancerous growth inside.


Luckily, when I hit eighteen, stuff started falling into place. That is to say that things weren’t so disproportionately big, long, and full. I still don’t look like my sisters, though. I envy them so much, sometimes, that I struggle to like them. Does that make me a bad person?


I’ve always felt like the perpetual ugly duckling, waiting for her swan moment that never seemed to come. The wallflower that never bloomed. And believe me, I’ve tried to bloom. I fight with a hair straightener most mornings, and I’ve probably watched every YouTube makeup tutorial on the contouring craze. But each time I tried to make my nose look slimmer and cheekbones higher, I just ended up looking like a zebra, and no amount of blending changed that. And as of today, I officially own precisely thirty-three lipsticks. I got it into my head once that somehow the perfect shade could save me from myself and transform me like Cinderella’s glass slipper. I try them all on once, but none of them seem to do the job. So I put them all into a giant makeup bag and close it, and each time I do, I close off a little bit of hope inside myself, too.


There was nothing I could do to change. I was just . . . different. I have since accounted for that difference, though.


At the age of eighteen, I was legally allowed to reach out to my biological mother through the adoption agency. I wanted answers and was desperate to meet her and know who I was and where I came from.


She, however, did not want to meet me—which broke my heart more than I can ever describe. She had rejected me at birth, and now done the same thing to me eighteen years later. She did pass on a few breadcrumbs, though.


She told me that she’d named me Tracy, that I’m half Greek, and that she was only eighteen when she’d given me up. As if her young age were some kind of excuse, or explained away any accountability she might have had in the act. I wrote back asking for information about my father—maybe he would want to meet me—but all she told me was that I was the product of a youthful holiday fling with a tour guide named Dimitri. That was it. And then she slammed the metaphorical door in my face.


I thought finding out about my birth parents would have made me feel better. But it didn’t. In fact, it made me feel worse.


Greek. There it was: the reason I wasn’t blond and had to pluck a stray chin hair by the age of eight. I didn’t want to be different. Why couldn’t I be blonder and prettier, with size 6 shoes and ballerina limbs?


Why couldn’t I be not-me.


I remember crying myself to sleep that night and wishing I could have the part of me that made me different, the Greek part, surgically removed. The next morning I woke up and two things happened.


I decided that if I couldn’t change the color of my skin, shrink my features, or radically shorten my limbs with dramatic, experimental plastic surgery (I really did Google this), I would become the poster child for “normality.” So I rejected everything about myself that was different and went about trying to blend in.


Plain Jane Smith. Polite, run-of-the-mill, average. I strove to be that person you couldn’t pick out of a crowd if you tried. That person that at your ten-year school reunion no one even remembers. I flew under the radar like a stealth plane in enemy territory. Stealth Plain Jane. If they can’t see me, they can’t tease me.


The second thing I did was start building a wall that kept me somewhat separate from the world around me—only allowing access to my select group of friends, each one of us outcasts in our own special way.


That was also the last time I cried . . .


I stared up at the electronic display once more. GREECE. I’d rejected and denied my Greek heritage in every possible way. In fact, you could go as far as saying I’d developed some kind of psychosomatic allergy to anything Hellenic.


And now I want to go to Greece with every fiber of my being?


Not only that, but I was overcome by a desire—no, a need—to find my biological father. Maybe meeting him would finally give me the answer to this drowning confusion I felt. Maybe it was time to tackle my Greekness head-on.


But I couldn’t embark on this journey alone. I grabbed my phone, opened WhatsApp, and quickly created a “Jane goes to Greece” group.


Then:






Lilly added


Annie added


Val added


Stormy added


Jane: Guess what?


Annie: You know what time it is here in LA?


Val: What?


Jane: Where is everyone? Hello?


Annie: Lilly is probably (a) staring at her engagement ring, (b) having sex with Damien, (c) staring at her ring while having sex with Damien.


Lilly: I saw that! And you’re wrong, it’s (d) postcoital cuddling while staring at my ring.


Annie: Nympho.


Val: Hang on . . . YOU’RE GOING TO GREECE? Did I read that right?


Annie: What?


Lilly: You hate Greek food!


Annie: You hate anything Greek!!!! WTH


Lilly: Hang on, Stormy is phoning me. She’s probably confused about how to use the iPhone Damien bought her again.


Annie: I can’t believe she even agreed to use it.


Val: She’s named it “Tumor” and refuses to hold it to her ear when talking.


Annie: LOL that’s dramatic!


Lilly: She’s freaking out because green speech bubbles have invaded her screen.


Val: hahaha


Lilly: I’ve tried to explain to her how to join.


Stormy: amI Here’s?


Val: Welcome to 2017!


Annie: OMG it’s going to snow.


Stormy: wHose is talks ing?


Jane: I have to go. The shop is opening.


Annie: What shop?


Lilly:? Wait.


Val: ARE YOU GOING TO GREECE?


Stormy: wHY os is rhis THIS going so gast?


Stormy: gast


Stormy: DUCK this. FAST?


Stormy: Fuck this!










CHAPTER TWO
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One round-trip ticket to Greece please, the special.” I pointed at the board, unable to contain my excitement.


The woman looked slightly irritated with me. I’d barely given her a chance to open the shop and slide a high-heeled toe inside. I’d been waiting so impatiently that I’d practically cartwheeled through the doors the second they were opened. Not my usual style. I always waited patiently and let the elderly and the women with children go in front of me. But today, if there’d been an elderly lady with a walker, I may have actually used the thing to catapult myself inside.


“Sure thing.” She smiled sweetly. “Just give me a moment, please.”


She turned on the lights, fired up the computers, and fiddled with some knobs and switches.


“Right.” She started typing with her excessively long, glitter-tipped nails.


“Mmmm.” She looked up at me from the screen. “You’re lucky. There’s one last ticket available. When would you like to go?”


“How’s tomorrow?” The words caught me completely off guard as they flew out of my mouth.


The woman looked as surprised as I felt. “All right.” She sounded reticent but tapped away on the keyboard. “Ah. Lucky again. One more space on that flight.”


“Great!”


“And accommodation, where will you be staying?”


I paused for a moment. This was a very good question. I had no idea where I was going to stay and certainly no clue where to start looking for my father.


“What’s the most popular holiday destination?” My birth mother had been on holiday, so I reasoned it would have been somewhere touristy.


The woman looked at me and blinked slowly. Her makeup was fresh and thickly applied. Her mascara was so heavy and moist that some of her lashes stuck together like large fat worms.


“Mykonos, I guess.” She slid a pamphlet across the table. “Very nice there. Hot men,” she added with a wink of her sticky lashes.


“Mykonos, Mykonos, Mykonos.” I repeated the word out loud a few times, stretching it out as I went: “Myk . . . o . . . nos.” I was hoping for some kind of inexplicable psychic feeling, or an Oprah aha moment that told me that I was on the right track. But nothing came.


“Any more you can recommend?”


“Corfu?”


“Corrr . . . fu. Cor . . . fuuu. Corrr . . . fuuu.” But the more I said it, the stranger the word sounded and the less I wanted to go there. “Another one?”


“Um, Spetses.”


“Spet . . . ses . . . sss.” It sounded like something you might find floating in formaldehyde. “No. Definitely not there. Another one?”


“Rhodes?”


“Doesn’t sound Greek enough.”


“Zakynthos.”


“Perhaps a little too Greek. Anything else?”


Glitter-Talon was officially looking at me strangely. She narrowed her eyes as if she was trying to bring a faraway object into focus. “Santorini?” she finally proposed.


“Santorini. Santorini. Santorini, SAN . . . tor . . . ini.” I’d obviously heard of Santorini. I said it some more, and this time I felt a little something. Nothing mind-blowingly Oprah-ish. No heavens opening up with a chorus of trumpeting angels. Just a tiny little tug in my gut. Under normal circumstances I never would have based a decision on a barely there gut feeling, but these were not normal circumstances. And I certainly wasn’t my normal self today.


“Perfect. Santorini it is,” I said quickly. She went back to typing and just as she was about to hit enter . . .


“Wait!” Self-doubt suddenly gripped me. “Just give me a moment.”


“Hello, I am Dimitri from Santorini,” I said, role-playing in a male voice. “Dimitri from Santorini.”


Now she was really looking at me strangely. I pulled my phone out.






WHATSAPP GROUP: Jane goes to Greece


Jane: What do you think of when you hear Santorini?


Val: WTF is going on?


Annie: Sunburn.


Lilly: Hot tour guides and tropical seas and parties and sex and love.


Annie: LOL Lilly. She said Santorini. Not Thailand.


Jane: Hot tour guides? Really? OK perfect. Bye.


Val: Wait!!!! Are you really going to Greece????


Stormy: how uou type oon thiS thjng?








I pocketed my phone and looked at Glitter-Talon again. “Santorini it is then.”


“Uh, you sure?” she asked, voice still dripping in sarcasm. “Maybe you’d rather go somewhere else? Somewhere closer to home?”


“Why?”


“Well, do you even know anything about Greece?”


“Of course I do!”


She looked at me expectantly. I reached into my brain to retrieve everything I knew about the country. What was there to know anyway? Their flag is blue and white . . . then there’s the Parthenon and . . . lots of other ancient ruins and pillars and rocks. Olives and the Olympics and dipping your pitas into sauces and there’s that famous dessert . . . balaclava?


“So?” she said with a sigh that screamed irritation. This woman had a bad attitude, not to mention a slight gap between her central and lateral incisors. I hoped she flossed properly. She was really starting to piss me off.


“It’s not like you have a million customers today,” I heard someone snap.


“There’s no need to be rude.”


I looked up and glanced around to see who she was talking to. But there was no one there. And when I saw her glaring at me, that’s when it dawned on me . . .


I’d said it.


I slapped my hand over my mouth. I said that? I had actually spoken my mind. Clearly the filters in my brain that stopped stuff like that from tumbling out of my mouth had completely malfunctioned.


What the hell is wrong with me?


“Santorini. Please.” I tried to smile sweetly at Spider-Lashes.


“And can I book you a tour guide? There are lots of reputable ones we use and lots of great tours,” she asked, grabbing for some additional leaflets.


“No. I don’t need any guiding.” I raised my hand and blocked the oncoming bits of paper.


She looked at me curiously again. “So no sightseeing then?”


“No.”


“No island-hopping? No wine tasting? No tours of the ancient ruins?”


“No. No and no. Thanks.” I was still trying to sound polite.


She half grunted to herself, “Fine. I’ll just organize for someone to fetch you from the airport at least.”


“Fine.”


“And how long will you be going for?” The fake pleasantry returned to her voice. She reminded me of one of those call center workers trying to sell you a death and disability insurance policy but sounding like they’re telling you that you’d just won the lottery.


“As long as it takes!” I replied.


“No, seriously. I need to put in a return date.”


“As long as it takes,” I repeated.


“As long as it takes for what?” she asked slowly and deliberately, as if she were talking to a child.


“To find the answers.”


She put down the pen that she had been grinding between her teeth and folded her arms. She sat back in her chair, and her eyes came up and met mine.


“Um . . . are you sure you should be, you know, traveling? Alone? I mean, you seem . . . kind of sick?”


“Sick?” This woman was treating me like I was trying to make a quick escape from the asylum, all the while tapping her stupidly long glittery nails and blinking her judgmental lashes at me. Something about this whole scenario struck a nerve deep inside.


And then it snapped. The elastic band inside me that had been stretched to the breaking point over the years finally broke. And whatever it had been holding together and keeping neatly in place all fell apart in one surreal moment.


“Look! I’m having a really weird, bad day today. And I don’t need you making it any worse than it already is. So I would really appreciate it if you would do your job and put your glitter nails—which you should really consider trimming by the way because it’s incredibly unhygienic—back down on the keyboard and type up my ticket as fast as possible. And while you’re at it you should really stop chewing your pen, you’re going to get hairline cracks in your tooth enamel, which can lead to all sorts of oral health issues not to mention bad breath if debris gets stuck in them.”


Her bottom jaw fell open. “Who do you think you are?” She shot me a look that could murder kittens.


“Sorry . . . here.” I quickly slid my credit card across the counter.


She picked it up and glared at it. “Dr. Jane Smith.” She looked up at me suspiciously. “Doctor?”


“Dentist.”


A smirk washed over her face slowly. “Well, that explains a lot.”


When the whole encounter was finally over, I walked out clutching my ticket. I was leaving for Greece tomorrow; it was almost unbelievable. This was not how stealth Plain Jane behaved. How the hell was I going to explain this to my friends and family?


How was I going to explain to everyone why I had just made the most bizarre, uncharacteristic decision of my entire boring life—one that not even I fully understood?




CHAPTER THREE
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Did you know that chalk and cheese actually have something rather significant in common? They are both very high in calcium.


So to say that my family and I were like “chalk and cheese” would be totally incorrect. To say we were more like pterodactyls and turnips would be far more accurate. They all seemed to be on the same page and I seemed to exist in an entirely separate book. That one lonely, dusty, neglected book at the bottom of the shelf.


My mother enjoys lazy champagne-laced days at the country club. Trips to the spa for the latest breakthrough in cellulite treatment, wrinkle decreasing, lip upsizing, and lash extending. Her greatest ambitions in life are to have the eyelids of a newborn baby and Madonna’s upper arms. And when she’s not spending all her energy on looking at least two decades younger, she’s meddling in my life. She’s been meddling since I can remember and over the years has managed to turn it into something that resembles an Olympic sport.


Being an ex–beauty queen, she places a lot of importance on outward appearances. She still has an old photo of herself winning Miss Johannesburg 1983. Despite the helmet-sized perm, blue eye shadow, and shoulder pads you could land a Boeing 747 on, she did look beautiful.


But no matter how hard I tried, she despaired at my posture, held her head at my ungainly manner of walking, and recoiled at my overbite. She was practically heartbroken the day she discovered that my eyebrows were migrating toward each other. That could be fixed, though, and I was shipped off to a waxologist tout de suite. As a result, I’ve been waxing strange and unusual places for as long as I can remember. Which is a good thing, because these days it seems that having any form of body hair is about as sinful as letting your six-year-old smoke a cigarette while poaching rhinos. Everyone is obsessed with removing as much of it as possible. I made this shocking discovery a few months ago when the waxologist very crassly asked me if I wanted an anal wax—just like that.


She also very kindly educated me on the new trend in male grooming . . . crack and sack. “Even the men are doing it these days.”


I still declined politely.


What couldn’t be fixed, though, was how much I let my mother’s “constructive criticism” and “helpful suggestions” break down my self-esteem. And to make matters worse, male admirers were pretty scarce on the ground, just confirming my suspicions about myself and fueling my mother’s relentless interference in my love life, or lack thereof.


During my almost-twenty-five years on this planet I have had exactly two sort-of, almost, borderline “boyfriends.” Neither relationship went well.


The first one was the kind of guy whose secretive nature gave me images of bunny boiling, or maybe a creepy serial killer wall covered in voyeuristic photos. Turned out, though, that his general sneakiness was due to the fact that he had a girlfriend back at home. The embarrassing scene that transpired outside my apartment one night confirmed that. The scene then went from embarrassing to crushingly humiliating when she screamed, “He says you’re shit in bed anyway!”


As for number two, the guy was obsessed with Star Trek. His claim to fame was that he could speak in both Klingon and Ferengi. I suspected it wasn’t going to work when he met my friends for the first time and greeted them with the Vulcan finger salute. My suspicions were only solidified when during sex that I really wouldn’t write anywhere about, let alone home, he grunted into my ear . . .


“HISlaH, HISlaH, HISlaH.” (Translation from the Klingon: “Yes, yes, yes.”)


No. No. No. Naturally the relationship did not “live long and prosper.”


And when a vaguely normal guy does pay me any kind of attention, my crippling shyness kicks in, leading to many embarrassing and less-than-desirable responses on my part. The last time a guy tried to kiss me, I told him that the adult mouth contains five to ten thousand different types of bacteria. Needless to say, we didn’t swap any.


It would be accurate to conclude that my love life has been a rather lackluster affair to date. My heart is probably the most underutilized organ in my body, even more so than my appendix, which serves no medical function whatsoever. It’s not that I don’t like guys and sex; I like them very, very much. They just don’t seem to like me as much as I like them.


So at the age of almost-twenty-five, I know absolutely nothing about this crazy little thing called love. I’ve heard it’s supposed to make the world go around and conquers all, and apparently it finds a way and is blind . . .


It wouldn’t really matter if it were also deaf with bad skin and a limp, because I wouldn’t be finding it anytime soon. Correction, it probably wouldn’t be finding me. Love got lost years ago and clearly didn’t have a GPS.


“You just need to meet more guys!” my friend Lilly was always telling me.


But the only time I met men was when I had on a white mask and was preparing to plunge a sharp needle into their gums—not exactly conducive to romance. I did get a marriage proposal once, although he did make it when the laughing gas had kicked in.


And let’s be honest about something while we’re at it: Everybody hates the dentist! I was already a person with naturally low self-esteem, and this job didn’t exactly boost it.


But becoming a dentist just seemed like the right thing to do. I’d practically grown up in my dad’s practice. While my sociable sisters were being rushed around to extramurals in the afternoons, I sat in my dad’s office diligently doing my homework and reading the Guinness book of records.


But had I even wanted to be a dentist? Let alone take over his practice so he could play golf full-time.


Well, that’s what my whole wacky Wednesday was all about. I actually had no real idea who the hell I was. I had no idea where I came from and, as a result, had no idea who I was meant to become. All I knew for sure was that there was only one place on earth I would find all these answers.


Greece.






WHATSAPP GROUP: Jane goes to Greece


Jane: I’m going to Greece tomorrow guys.


Annie: What’s going on?


Val: In detail!


Jane: I can’t really explain it. I just woke up with a really strange feeling, and I NEED to go and find my biological father. I know. It’s weird.


Annie: As in hot tour guide Dimitri?


Jane: It’s been 25 years, I’m sure he’s not that hot anymore.


Lilly: George Clooney! Hello!


Val: Colin Firth! Mmmmm.


Lilly: Pierce Brosnan.


Val: David Duchovny.


Lilly: Oooh, hello Mulder.


Annie: GUYS! We are getting off track here.


Lilly: Sorry ☺


Annie: How are you going to find him?


Jane: I’m formulating a plan.


Lilly: Hang on, I’m with Stormy (she came over for another iPhone lesson). She says she’s having a premonition about this.


Val: LOL.


Annie: Do share?


Lilly: She says she feels the fates colliding (or some such thing) and says that something really strange is about to happen . . .


Val: Like Jane going to Greece. That’s really strange.


Jane: Yep. I feel like I’ve lost my mind a bit here.


Lilly: No, she says something really big is about to happen to you. Something totally life changing! Something that will fundamentally change everything . . .










CHAPTER FOUR
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Stormy’s words stuck with me all night. Usually the things she said went in one ear and out the other, but for some reason these didn’t. They resonated deeply within me; it was certainly time for a change. But a change into what? Her words were still playing in my head later that day when the plane had taken off.


I thought about my biological father, too. Would I recognize him if he walked past me on the street?


I was sure it would be easy enough to find him. How hard could it be? Anyone can be an amateur detective thanks to Google and Facebook. All I had to do was Google all of the tour guides named Dimitri and then meet up with them. I was confident I would know who he was the second I saw him, because we would share some kind of connection.


It hadn’t been like that with my birth mother. When she’d refused to meet me, I’d written her a long letter in which I’d poured my heart out, and still . . . nothing. She’d rejected me once when I was an infant in desperate need of a mother’s touch and love, and then she’d done it again. She finally did write back to me. She really shouldn’t have. It was short and emotionless.


She told me that she had a whole new life now, with new kids and a husband who didn’t even know I existed. As if I were some kind of dirty secret. She also said that dredging up past “mistakes” would do no one any good. And then she simply signed off with:






P.S. I will always be grateful to your mom and dad for being your parents.


Regards,
Phoebe  








I remember turning the note over in my hands and looking for more. After all these years, was that all she had to say to me? But there was nothing. That was it. No explanation. No I still think about you and wonder what you’re doing. I think about you on your birthday. I wish I had never let you go.


I was a mistake.


The initial pain of her rejection eventually gave way to anger. Maybe anger is easier to deal with? It certainly felt better to hate her than to long for her love and acceptance. This thought always made me feel like I was choking, so I reached for the in-flight magazine in the hopes it might distract me. It was written in Greek, and not in a metaphorical sense. I flipped through the pages quickly, not really absorbing anything at all . . . Beach . . . sunset . . . umbrellas by the beach . . . sunset . . . romantic couple on the beach . . . romantic couple eating by the beach under umbrellas at sunset and . . . and then I stopped flipping. I stopped dead in my tracks and I stared.


It was a full-page advertisement. I swallowed hard. What is the ad for?


Who the hell bloody cared, because staring back at me from the pages was a Greek god.


He is an Adonis. I stared, unblinking. How could anyone be that good-looking? Clearly he’d won the genetic lottery and inherited just about every attribute that made a man handsome. He was nearly too good-looking. It was almost unnatural; a genetic abnormality. Like those rats that go down into the sewers and emerge years later with three eyes and a taste for small pets.


I glanced around quickly to see if anyone was looking in my direction; the last thing I wanted to do was get caught perving. But no one was looking, so I pulled the magazine closer to my face.


The Greek god was shirtless and emerging from the azure blue sea. He was flicking his wet hair back with one hand, and in the other hand he was holding a large fishing spear that looked decidedly phallic. Under normal circumstances one might call this photo “cheesy,” but I challenge any woman on the planet to overlook the fact that his clenched fist was causing his arm muscles to bulge and ripple in all the right ways. That his perfectly chiseled chest was accentuated by the glistening drops of water running down it, and that the setting sun behind him was casting shafts of light and dark on his torso that highlighted those two lines running down . . . down . . . down . . .


Mmmm? The water was just covering that general vicinity, hinting at the possibility of total nudity. With one more step he would be standing in front of us in all his glory. And he looked like the kind of man with the confidence and swagger that came from knowing he’s well endowed, not to mention well versed in using those endowments, too. Clearly he knew how to use a spear. In more ways than one. He was probably the kind of guy that speared you some dinner and then bent you over the kitchen counter while you cooked it. My eyes moved north and finally settled on his face. His face was so damn perfect that it wouldn’t matter if he had a potbelly and a third nipple.


Perfectly proportioned. Chiseled, strong jaw darkened ever so slightly with a five-o’clock shadow. It was hard to tell the color of his eyes, but it wasn’t hard to read the messages that they were sending all the way through the pages of the magazine . . .


“Have sex with me. Have sex with me! Now! Sexxxxx.”


I swallowed hard at the mere thought. But when the air hostess walked past, glanced down at the magazine, and gave me a kind of knowing smile, I decided to close it and put it back where it came from. So with nothing else to entertain myself, I put my head back, closed my eyes, and drifted off to sleep.


I woke up and was lying in the warm sun. The sky above me was clear and there was a slight breeze in the air. I sat up and looked around. I was on a beach, but the sand around me was completely red. I recognized the beach immediately; I’d seen it in the Santorini tour guide. How am I here already?


I looked out over the water; it looked so blue juxtaposed against the red pebbly beach. A splashing sound caught my attention, and I swung around to see what it was . . .


Oh. My. God. It was him. He was emerging—in slow motion—from the sea, and this time he was completely naked. I gaped. My mouth fell open and my breath got stuck somewhere between my lungs and my throat. It was large. It was large, and it was coming toward me.


He flicked his head back, and drops of water flew through the air. He reached up with both his hands and tussled his hair, causing his stomach muscles to do something almost hypnotic. Something that should very possibly be illegal. He strode steadily through the water. I glanced around. The beach was totally deserted.


Why is he walking toward me?


He stepped onto the beach and his eyes locked onto mine . . .


“Have sex with me. Sex . . . Now! Sexxxxx.”


I wanted to get up and run, but I couldn’t move. His intense gaze froze me to the spot. Seconds later he was kneeling next to me.


“Jane.” He whispered my name in the sexiest accent I’d ever heard. Wait . . . How does he know my name?


“Jane, you’re so beautiful.”


“Take me,” I thought I heard some strange version of myself say.


“Oh, I will. And in more ways than one.”


He leaned in and pushed me back into the warm pebbles. His eyes traveled up and down the length of my body, and then his fingertips. I let out a small breath of anticipation before he lowered his body onto me.


He rubbed his lips against mine. His skin felt rough, and he smelled sweet and salty. I closed my eyes and threw my head back to feel his lips on my neck . . . my ear . . . my chin . . . and then he came up to kiss me. I heard myself moan against his mouth as the kiss deepened and became more frantic. His hands trailed down my body, coming to rest on my breasts. Suddenly I was naked. One hand went farther down until I felt it between my legs, pushing them apart and then—


I moaned at the intense feeling and closed my eyes. I could feel all my usual control melting into the sand beneath me as he slid inside me. Some version of myself brazenly grabbed him and pulled him farther into me. Hard and deep. I wrapped my legs around him and clawed at his shoulders and . . .


“Oh God!” I shouted the words. The sound jolted me up and, wait . . . I was in a seat. The plane seat. I looked around and a few eyes were on me.


“Hey!” My neighbor sat up and rubbed his elbow.


“Sorry . . . I didn’t mean to, I just . . .” I couldn’t finish the sentence and quickly turned away from him before he noticed the luminous red color of my cheeks. What the hell had just happened? I’d just had a sex dream. Me? Of all the people in the world. And it had been better than anything I had ever experienced in real life.


After that the rest of the flight felt torturous. It was almost impossible to stop thinking about the dream and him and his eyes . . .


“Have sex with me. Subconscious dream sex . . . yes, sex . . . Now!”


By the time I landed, I was exhausted from trying to push thoughts of him out of my mind. I was desperate to get to my hotel room and crash. I collected my bags, walked out into the airport, and looked around. People were holding up placards with names on them, but mine was nowhere to be seen. We’d landed early, so maybe my tour guide wasn’t there yet.


My shoulder was breaking under the weight of my handbag, and I was forced to put it down. It weighed a ton what with all the things I’d put it in: hair straightener for emergencies, another hair straightener (battery operated) in case there was no power, hair gel, sunscreens of varying SPFs, electric toothbrushes, flosses, and mouthwashes for convenient brushing after meals, hand disinfectant, a little medical bag for minor cuts and scrapes, hairbrush, comb, lipstick-stuffed makeup bag, books, deodorant (spray-on and roll-on), pens, notebook, and more. I like to be prepared.


I rolled my shoulder a few times, trying to loosen the knot, and then stood still and scanned the crowd. I studied them carefully, taking in their faces and features. Complexions here were darker. So was the hair, and many of the women had hair like me! Thick black curls were everywhere. Suddenly it felt like I was looking in some kind of a mirror. There was something familiar about these people. My eyes kept drifting over them . . . and that’s when I saw it.


Him!


There he was. Or am I dreaming again?




CHAPTER FIVE
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The Greek god, or a man who looked exactly like him, was standing to the side of the crowd, leaning against a pillar. I glanced behind him, and even in my shocked state the sheer ridiculousness did not escape me. There, wrapped around the top of the very pillar he was leaning on, was the ad. The azure-blue sea, the sand, the have sex with me now eyes, and the not-so-subtly suggestive spear.


I glanced from him, to the ad, and back again. Was that really the same guy? It seemed too much of a coincidence, but then logically, medically, genetically the probability of two such good-looking people existing on the same planet seemed highly unlikely—if not impossible. It had to be the guy from the ad!


This was one of those moments that seemed orchestrated and rehearsed. The ad was perfectly placed above him. He was perfect. In fact, he was so damn freakishly perfect that he looked like he’d been Photoshopped and professionally lit and everything around him—the people and the airport—was just the backdrop for a Ralph Lauren shoot he was currently starring in. There must be photographers hiding somewhere.


I could see that all the women in the general vicinity thought the same thing. Several of them were gaping, and one husband hurried his wife away when she ran her tongue over her lips and looked as if she was about start licking him like a giant lollipop.


Oh. My. God. Suddenly he was moving in my direction. Quickly. Smiling. This was exactly like my dream, and I couldn’t stop my cheeks from turning crimson. Thank God humans aren’t capable of telepathy, because the only thing going through my mind right then was . . .


“Sex! Have sex with me. Airport sex . . . now! Sex!”


I turned around to ascertain who he was walking toward, but there was no one standing behind me. Is he walking toward me? Strange waves of panicky embarrassment almost knocked me off my big feet. He held his hand up and gave a tiny wave. I turned around again to see if I’d missed someone lurking behind a potted plant or something . . . but there was no one.


He didn’t walk, either, no; he sort of strode. Prowled. Stalked. He looked like a man who was about to hunt something large, wrestle it to the ground with his bare hands, and then make a key ring out of its paw. And he was prowling in my direction. But with each approaching step, I was becoming more and more nervous. This was what the awkward morning after must feel like, only it was imaginary sex and he didn’t even know that we’d had it. And I’d seen his penis! Well, an imagined version of it. And with that thought, my eyes automatically drifted down to his crotch. When I realized what I was doing, I flicked them up again.


I quickly picked my ten-ton bag off the floor and rummaged through it for my trusty sunglasses. I put them on; this was something I did regularly when I wanted to disappear, and it also saved me having the inevitable Wow, what happened to your eyes? conversation. I glanced back at him again . . . still walking toward me!


He was way too hot to be walking in my direction. I turned around and glanced off into the distance meaningfully, as you do when trying to avoid a person you know but don’t want to talk to.


“Jane Smith?” The words were coated in a delicious accent and wafted toward me seductively. His voice was even hotter in real life. I froze in panic. Why is he looking for me?


“Jane Smith? I’m here to fetch you. Sorry I lost my sign but I recognized you from your passport photo.”


Act normal, Jane. Act natural. Act . . .


I plastered on a smile and turned to face him, trying my best impersonation of a cool-casual person. Only it didn’t work. Because in that moment something terribly unfortunate happened.


I’d misjudged his closeness, the size of my bag, the wildness of my overcompensating swing; I’d misjudged everything. I was neither cool nor casual . . . I was crazed. My bag collided with his arm, it popped open, it fell to the floor, and it vomited its contents everywhere. Things bounced and slid and skidded in various directions. A hair straightener hit the floor and cracked (luckily I had the other one); a can of deodorant rolled off at breakneck speed. Everything dispersed violently and quickly, like the mushroom cloud of an atom bomb. And it was just as disastrous. I glanced down and to my absolute horror, horrendous horror of horrors, I saw it. And then another.


Two boxes of condoms. Boxes I’d never seen before in my life.


I feel like this is an appropriate time for some more backstory about my mother.


When I say my mother is a meddler, I really mean that. While other mothers are telling their daughters not to be dating, flirting, or having sex, my mother is encouraging it. So adamant is she that I am incapable of finding myself a man and doing my own dating that she has taken over my love life. She’s even created an online dating profile for me. Just the other day—she told me with great excitement—LonelyGuy28 sent me a smile and a photo request.
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