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Dedication
 
Kris Ward
 
You cheer, you root, you love. 
Everything about you is angelic. 
Those around you crave that beautiful sense of self. 
You remind me of my mother who has passed. 
So Mama Kris, Mia’s journey to Hawaii is for you. 
 
May the sun always shine bright over you.
May the gift of true friendship stay yours always. 
May the joy you give, come back to you tenfold.  
May love surround you and complete your soul. 
 
With love always. 
 



Chapter 1 
 
Layover hell! I’d flown from Boston, stopped in Chicago, then into Denver where I thanked the almighty I’d donned my well-worn biker boots as I ran as fast as my feet would take me through the Denver airport, barely making my flight. As in, I was the straggler that everyone knew was in the airport somewhere, and waiting rather impatiently for me to board. 
Over a hundred and fifty pairs of eyes threw daggers my way as I maneuvered my carryon through the horde of disgruntled passengers to get to my seat. Things were not looking up from there. I was placed in between a very rotund man and a nosey eight-year-old girl who was flying alone. Her parents were divorced, and she now had two families. She hated the woman she referred to as “step-monster” and the woman’s older daughter who, according to her, was a meanie. 
Her destination was her mother’s where Mom was a showgirl on the Strip. No surprise there. When you lived in Vegas, meaning in the heart of Vegas, you either worked the casinos, served food, or performed some type of act or service to the tourists. If you lived outside the city, there were other employment opportunities available. I knew all this about little Chasity because she made a point to tell me everything there was to know about her. And I mean everything. Her favorite color was purple but not the dark kind, only the light kind, which I deduced was lavender. Animals were her thing, especially horses. Best part of being at her Dad’s in Denver, apparently was that he had land that included animals. Big draw for an eight-year-old. But, there was step-monster to deal with, and that knocked the pegs of visiting her dad down several notches. And then there was the guilt. Chasity’s mom had very few friends and no family. The small child felt it was her role to keep her mother company. Because, “no one wants to be alone. People need people.” At least according to in-your-face, well-meaning Chasity. 
When the pilot announced that we were twenty minutes from landing, I actually sent a little prayer up to the Big Guy that Chasity and her mother would find their way to a happy medium. I also thanked the medical professionals for the awesomeness that was birth control. Being with an eight-year-old for a determined length of time solidified the notion that I was nowhere near ready to procreate, and I might not ever take that plunge. It took a special kind of person to mother a child, and I felt I’d already done that with my baby sister, Maddy. The next kid I raised would likely be a hellion or a demon spawn. Best not to leave that kind of thing up to Lady Luck. As I’ve already determined…a cold- hearted bitch, that lady, no need to ruffle any feathers unnecessarily. 
At baggage claim, I hauled my extra suitcase of amazing Boston Red Sox gear, jeans, and the rest of my loot from Chicago, figuring I could leave it at Dad and Maddy’s. That way, Mads could have the pick of the litter and feel like a princess in all the clothes Hector picked out for me along with the hip, casual duds from Rachel.
A litany of pings trilled from my cell phone the second I hit the power button.
To: Mia Saunders 
From: Mason Murphy

Your letter was cool, sweetness, but your saying goodbye in person would have been better. Rach and I wanted to take you to the airport. She’s hurt. I’m pissed. Find a way to make it up to us. ;-)
Not the first time a client, or I should say “friend”, was upset with my style of goodbye. Wes seemed to anticipate my ninja-like departure. Alec went with the flow, and Hector cried. That gay Latino sent me a sobbing message about how I ruined the perfect goodbye. Something about seeing it on a movie once, and he’d had it all planned out with flying doves and shit. I don’t know; Tony must have grabbed the phone at that time and interrupted the message. He had added his own brand of irritation that I left him with a sniveling fiancé to deal with and that I owed him one. 
The next message was my ride. 
To: Mia Saunders
From: Skank-a-lot-a-Puss
Yo. Your ride is outside. Circling. Don’t make me stop and a get a ticket for your ugly mug. 
Laughing, I hefted my bag and caught sight of Ginelle’s Honda. I waved, and she came to a screeching halt at the loading zone, parking cock-eyed. 
“Word up, Biz-natch!” she said as I shoved my giant suitcase and smaller carryon into her back seat. When I jumped in the passenger side, her blonde locks bounced against her neck and a shock of bright green chewing gum was pressed against her white teeth. 
I lifted my chin. “Hi honey, thanks for picking me up,” I cooed smugly. 
With a flick of her wrist and a turn of the wheel, she squealed out of her spot and into the moving airport traffic. One could never mistake Ginelle for a good driver. Could she drive for NASCAR? Probably. Her maneuvers were second to none, alongside her ability to make millisecond decisions when behind the wheel. However, she took a lot chances. So far, they had been okay. I held onto that little nugget as I clung to the oh-shit bar until we got onto the freeway.
Slowly sucking in a breath, I leaned my head back and just enjoyed the silence of being with my best friend. We didn’t need to talk, and that’s what made the two of us perfect BFFs. Being comfortable in shared silence. The sounds of the freeway and her gum smacking, and the scent of her lemon shampoo almost had me tearing up. Home. This was familiar. This was good. This is what I’ve known my whole life. It didn’t mean it would always be my final destination, just that when I was here, I loved it with my whole heart. 
Ginelle drove me to Maddy and Pop’s. She could tell I was contemplative and didn’t fill the car with idle chitchat, but she did glance over at me, grab my hand, and hold it against the console between us. Sister solidarity. She might not be my blood, but she was by far the next best thing in the entire universe. 
“I love you,” I whispered, not realizing I was busting out with the emotional shit. 
Her eyes caught mine, her face so lovely and sweet. Her pink lips puckered in a way I thought she was going to say those three words right back. Instead, she used two. “I know.” 
And then I laughed. Hard. Leave it to my Gin to know exactly what I needed after a long fucking day of travel, a hard escape from my last client, who I now thought of as my brother from another mother, and the knowledge that I only had three short days here before I had to get on a plane to my next client. I’d pushed the limit of my time in Boston by two days. Usually, I’m required to stay approximately twenty-four days so that I have around six or so to take care of personal business and the two travel days needed to get to and fro. I haven’t even been back to California since January, and here I was, three days before the start of May. Another month, another hundred thousand dollars off to Blaine. 
I handed Ginelle the envelope with a check in it. “Drop this off with the admin at the hotel? Save me a stamp?” 
“Sure thing, babe,” she grabbed the envelope that had Blaine’s latest payment and tucked it into her purse as she pulled up to the curb of my childhood home. “You must be hungry. Mads is making a homecoming dinner. Meatloaf, mashed potatoes, corn, and Pops’ famous chocolate cherry pie for dessert.” Then she opened her door and went around to her trunk and pulled out a case of beer. 
“I really do love you.” I looked at the case of beer then at my shack of a home that had a tiny porch with a bare bulb for a light. Behind the lace curtains, I could see my sweet baby sis plating the table. For me. Because I was coming home. Nothing beats that. 
Gin put her arm around my shoulders and tugged me toward the house. “I seriously know this shit already. Didn’t you hear me the first time?” She rolled her eyes and huffed for emphasis. I shook my head and hugged her tight. 
I opened the door and the mouthwatering scent of cooked meat, veggies, and garlic instantly hit my nose. “Mads, I’m home!” I called out, dropping my purse on the scratched up side table then waited for the squeal. Maddy was always good for a little girl squeal when she was excited. This time was no different. 
The squeal was followed by my tall-assed sister plowing into me. I held strong, barely keeping myself up. “Baby girl, I missed you.” I hugged her lithe body so tight. It had been close to two months since I’d seen her and already she seemed like she was filling out, losing those teenaged ridges and coming into our Mom’s side of the womanly curves. Her boobs definitely had grown and her hips seemed a bit fleshier. When I pulled out of her arms and away from her cherry-almond scent, I looked deep into her eyes. That huge smile I adored spread out across her lips. 
“Prettiest girl in all the world. But only when she smiles,” I said, mimicking the phrase I’d said to her for close to a decade. That lovely blush rose across her cheeks and she pulled me into another hug. This one was much tighter and held the sense that she didn’t want to let go. “What’s the matter?” I held her cheeks and looked into her eyes. 
Maddy shook her head, letting the too long bangs across her forehead fall into her eyes. “Nothing. I’m just really glad you’re here. I made your favorite.” 
“I can smell it.” Right then my belly decided to make my lack of eating a well-known fact, grumbling extraordinarily loud. 
“Soup’s on,” Maddy said, pulling my hand toward the kitchen. Ginelle followed behind us. Yep, this was good. Being home was exactly what I needed. 
 
***
“We’re going to Hawaii!” echoed through the room at a decibel level that could shatter glass. 
“Jesus Christ! Cool it, will ya?” I held my hands over my ears. 
“Are you fucking kidding me? I’m going to Hawaii? I haven’t even left Nevada except to visit you in California, and now I’m crossing a motherfucking ocean with whales and fishes and all kinds of shit! Fuck me!” Ginelle screamed, popping in a new piece of gum and following it with a huge glug of beer. Gross. I chose not to say anything about the questionable pairing because she wasn’t smoking, and that above all else, was serious progress. 
After sipping my own beer, I set it down on the Formica tabletop. “Calm down. Yes. I’m paying for both of you to come to Hawaii this month. You have to find out between the two of you when it works best. Come for a week or so, stay in the bungalow they are providing me,” I held up my hands to stop both of them from interrupting. “Now, I don’t know what the accommodations are going to be like, so it may be three of us in one bed, but I figure hey… free trip, right?” 
“Fuck yes! I’ll sleep on the motherfuckin’ floor!” 
I groaned. “Gin, cool the f-bombs around Mads. Jeez.” 
“Oh please, I’m not a little girl. As a matter of fact… I’m officially a woman as of last weekend.” Maddy’s tone was haughty and informative, and not at all what I wanted to hear come out of my baby sister’s mouth. 
I closed my eyes, my hand knocking my beer across the tabletop. Gin caught it before it spilled everywhere. “Mads…” I whispered. 
She pursed her lips together and smiled shyly while tracing a finger along the tabletop. “Can we talk about this later?” Her eyes flicked to Ginelle. As much as Ginelle was my sister from another mister, she and Maddy weren’t as close. They loved each other, but not in the, confide completely in one another type friendship, or I should say sisterhood that Maddy and I shared. 
Ginelle overtly looked down at her watch. “Well, look at that. Time to go!” she said loudly. “Looks like I’ve got some bathing suit shopping to do. Oh, and tomorrow at one o’clock we have the spa day to get all your shabby bits back into prize fighting order. Three of us again. Cool?” 
“Gin… thank you. For everything. You know that…” I started, but Ginelle, as usual, didn’t take offense at Maddy wanting to talk to me alone. She wrapped an arm around me, giving me a hug, then kissed the top of Maddy’s head and ruffled her hair. “See you bitches tomorrow!” 
“Bye!” Maddy and I said in unison. The tension in the room thickened, but not in an ominous way. More like the, you’ve-got-shit-to-say-say-it way. 
“I didn’t mean for it to happen…” Maddy started and tears filled her eyes. “I wanted to talk to you first, but we’ve been having such a good time, and he really loves me, and I love him and…” 
Covering her hand with mine, I looked into her pretty eyes. “And… what was it like?” 
She licked her lips and tipped her head. “It hurt. I bled a little, but he went so slowly. So much that he shook with the effort. He was afraid to hurt me, and really, it only hurt for a little bit.” 
I smiled, tears filling my own eyes and falling down my cheek. My baby girl had grown up. “Did you enjoy it?” 
Instantly, she nodded. “We’ve done it two more times since then,” she giggled. “And those times were like, a million times better!” I laughed and nodded knowing what that’s like. 
“So what about your relationship. How’s he acting now? Still cool?” 
Her eyes lit up like a birthday cake filled to the brim with candles. “Oh, he’s so cool! Tells me every day how I’m the most beautiful girl, and how much he loves me, and how one day, we’ll get married.” She clasped her hands in front of her chest and wistfully looked off to a bare spot on the kitchen wall. “He’s everything, Mia. Everything I ever wanted. Everything you told me to find before I took that step. I couldn’t be happier.” 
I scooted over my chair and pulled her into my arms, needing her close. “I’m so glad you had a good experience, and that the man you’re with loves you for you. He does right? Love you for all the true beauty within you, not just the beauty on the outside?” 
Maddy’s head nodded frantically against mine as I petted her hair. “I think so. He tells me all the time. He actually wants to talk to you. I told him he couldn’t tonight, but maybe tomorrow you would be willing to go to his parents for dinner. They want to meet my family and well… you’re all I have.” 
That sent a fresh wave of remorse through my veins, anger at our mother for abandoning us and sorrow that our father couldn’t get his shit together long enough to be there during the important times in our lives. At least for Maddy. She’s the deserving one. 
I held my baby sister’s cheeks and kissed her softly on the lips. “I would love to meet your boyfriend’s parents and have a sit down with your guy.” 
Once more, that face that could light a hundred cities shone with excitement and joy. She hopped up and went over to the coffee pot. I could see her dumping in a few scoops of Folgers decaf while she wiggled from side to side to a song only she could hear. “This is cause for a celebration… a chocolate celebration.” 
“Sounds good, baby girl. I have been dreaming about the chocolate cherry pie since you made it for my last birthday.” 
That night we talked sister to sister, catching up on everything. I told her about each client and how much I’d come to care for all of them. Being a Red Sox fan, she was most impressed with Mason. That was going to make the signed shirt, hat, and headshot all the more fantastic when I finally gave them to her. Of course, I promised her that one day, I’d introduce her to Mason and all the other guys, if the opportunity arose. 
When the topic of conversation got to Wes, I laid it all out. It was almost as if I needed to. 
“That bastard!” she swore when I told her that the star of his movie answered his phone and he admitted to banging her. 
I shook my head. “It’s nice that you think so and believe me, I did too when it first went down. But, really, think about it. Should Wes wait for me to get my shit together, have fun with whatever guys I want, while he sits back in California carrying a torch?” 
Her face turned contemplative. “That’s not really fair,” she admitted. 
“No, it’s not. I won’t say that it didn’t sting, and for a full week or so I stewed hard over it, but in the end, I get it. And to top it off, later that month, I met back up with Alec, and you know, one thing led to another.” 
Maddy’s eyebrows narrowed. “What do you mean, you met up and one thing led to another? How did he even know you’d be in town?” 
I looked off into the distance and sipped my coffee. “Um… the details are hazy.” I tried, but she wasn’t buying it. 
“Bull honkey! You straight up called Alec to hook up, didn’t you?” Her accusation held laughter within it. 
“Hook up? What does that even mean? I believe the official term is booty call, and I will tell you dear sister, that man has one of the finest booties known to mankind!” I sat back, feeling smug and owning every second of it then shoveled a bite of my second piece of cherry chocolate pie into my gullet.  
Maddy’s cute little snicker had me giggling. She was so young, and naïve to the ways of the world. I just hoped this boyfriend of hers was a standup guy, and he wouldn’t take advantage of her. I guess I’d find out tomorrow night when I met the parents. A tremor of unease swept across my chest. Is this what fathers and mothers think when they meet the parents for the first time? I mean, it’s not like the guy is proposing. It’s just dinner. Normal families do that right? 
I had no flippin’ clue. 
 
Later that night, when we were finally in bed, I pulled out my phone to contact Angie, Tony’s sister. We got close back in Chicago, and if anyone would know about dating and meeting the parents, she would. 
To: Angelina Fasano
From: Mia Saunders
Hey Angie, it’s Mia. Sorry so late. Question for ya. When a boy’s parents invite the girlfriend’s parents over for dinner, is it a big deal?” 
 
Surprisingly the phone dinged right away. I chanced a glance at the clock. It was three in the morning here. Five her time. 
To: Mia Saunders
From: Angelina Fasano 
Hi girl. Weird question, but yeah it’s usually some type of formality. They want to make sure that the girl is good enough for their son by checking out the family. Why? 
 
Fuck. I’d call Hector tomorrow and find out what to wear. He’d know. First defense, look like a normal, responsible older sister. Do not mention the job. Do not bring up the fact that dear, old, drunkard Pops is in a convalescent hospital paid for by the state because the ex-boyfriend, the loan shark, beat him within an inch of his life. Christ, it sounded super fucked up even in my own head. 
I groaned into the too quiet room and typed out my response to Angie. 
To: Angelina Fasano
From: Mia Saunders
My sister’s first real boyfriend. Uggh. 
 
To: Mia Saunders
From: Angelina Fasano 
Sucks to be you! Lol 
 



Chapter 2 
 
After a day of being pampered like the true Hollywood socialites Gin and I pretended to be, the last thing I wanted to do was spend an evening with strangers. More than that, I didn’t want those strangers to find me or my familial genes lacking. I’m pretty sure I groaned repeatedly while getting ready for the big dinner with Maddy’s boyfriend’s family. Maddy, though, was fluttering around the house, stopping to check herself in the mirror, smoothing down her flowing sun dress, and putting nonexistent pieces of hair back against her slick ponytail without a care in the world. 
She looked young, carefree, and beautiful. Vegas at the tail end of April was warm enough to rock the summer wear, which on her, seemed effortless. I looked her over. She was the epitome of the girl next door. Golden blonde hair and pretty green eyes, the one and only feature we had in common. One day, she’d make a good man the perfect suburban wife. As far back as I could remember, she’d always wanted to get married, have the white picket fence, and a gaggle of kids. Exact opposite of my dreams. 
“So what’s Matt’s major?” I asked, curling the last strands of my long black hair. 
“Plant sciences, remember?” She sighed and sat on the bed clasping her hands in front of her. 
I nodded and caught her gaze through the reflection in the mirror. “Did you decide on your major? I know you were waffling in the sciences a couple months ago?” Internally I chant…please no forensic science, please no forensic science. I could just hear the question now. What does your sister do for a living? “Oh yeah, she cuts up dead people.” A grimace stole across my face, but I hid it quickly, not wanting to sway her one way or the other. As much as I wanted to make all her major decisions for her, rationally, I knew I had to let her go to some extent. My sweet baby sis was an adult and it was time I started treating her as such. 
She sucked in a breath and pulled up her leg and sat on her foot. “I have actually. Biochemistry.” 
Turning around, I let the word roll over my brain. Biochemistry has to have something to do with biology but that doesn’t mean forensics. “Okay, so what exactly is that and what would you be doing with that type of degree?” 
Maddy licked her lips and settled in. As she spoke, she became more animated, smiling wide, her cheeks pinking and her eyes sparkling. I tuned out most of what she said because honestly, she started speaking geek and my filter was on. “So basically, biochemists study aspects of the immune system, the expressions of genes, isolating, analyzing, and synthesizing different products. I could work with cancer mutations, mange a lab, or lead a research team. The options are endless.”
Hearing the wide variety of options that were on the horizon for her made my cheeks burn I smiled so large. “I’m so proud of you, Mads. Biochemistry sounds difficult but right up your alley. How much schooling? You’re still going for masters level, right?” She bit down on her pink lip and looked away. “Maddy, now I know you’re worried about tuition, but you don’t have to. I’ve already paid your tuition this year and the remainder of last years’.” Her eyes widened and her jaw dropped open. I grinned, loving that little surprise. “By year’s end, I’ll have saved Dad’s ass, and I’ll have enough money to put you through another several years of school. I do not want you settling. At all!” Not like me, I wanted to add but didn’t. My lot in life was uncertain. For now, I was going with the flow and making the money I needed to in order to help my family survive.  
Maddy jumped up, ran over to me, and wrapped her arms around me, tears filling those gem-like eyes. “I love you. When I’m a rich scientist, I’m going to buy you a house right next to me so that no matter where you are, you will always know where your home is. Close to me.” I petted the side of her head as she kissed my temple. “Now, don’t worry; I’m also going to be submitting for some scholarships because to go where I want to go in this field, I’m going to need a PhD.” 
PhD. That one acronym sent a rush of adrenaline through my chest and out each limb. The hair on my arms stood at attention as I let myself freak out. “A doctor!” I said with pure awe and motherly pride in my tone. 
Maddy rolled her eyes and nodded, pulling that pouty lip of hers into a smirk. “Yeah sis, a doctor… of philosophy,” she snickered. 
“Fuck, I don’t care what type of doctor. My baby sis is going to be a doctor and a scientist. You’ve made my year, sweet baby girl.” I shook my head and thought about the future. Maddy walking the stage getting her degrees, settling into some company wearing a white lab coat that screamed authority. Yeah, my girl was going places, and I’d do anything in my power to make sure she got every last one of her dreams met. Wistfully, I stared off into space then jolted when Maddy tickled my bicep. 
“Figured you’d like that plan. Now, can we go? I’m dying to see Matt.”
Matt. The boyfriend. The one she just gave up her v-card to. He better be worth his weight in gold, or I’d steamroll his ass so fast he wouldn’t even see it coming. Nothing was going to prevent Maddy from succeeding. Nothing.  
 
***
Matt’s parents were right up there with those old school TV parents everybody wanted but nobody had. Matt Rains, on the other hand, did have the perfect parental units. His mother, Tiffany, was tall with dark hair and dark eyes. His father was a good foot taller, also with brown hair and a set of stunning, clear blue eyes. Matt, the young man my sister was looking at with googly eyes, was smokin’ hot in that nerdy-chic way. He wore a button up shirt that fit tight against what looked to be nicely defined muscular shoulders. Definitely took good care of himself and worked out. His dark hair was wavy, yet styled away from his face in a sleek manner. Perched on his straight nose was a pair of thick, black-rimmed glasses. Nerdy-chic. Like his dad, he had those crystal blue eyes. Ones that hadn’t focused on anyone but my sister all through dinner. 
“Mia, I understand your father is in the hospital?” Trent Rains asked when dessert was being served. 
I nodded. “Yeah, he had an unfortunate accident. He’s been in a coma for a few months now, but we pray every day that he’ll wake up.” 
Tiffany’s features turned soft and she laid a hand on my shoulder. “I’m sorry to hear that. It must be tough on two young women to be managing alone.” She shook her head, not really in pity, but almost sadness. A retort that wasn’t all together kind was on the tip of my tongue. With effort, I choked it back down. They were being nice. What I wanted to say in response sat like acid, burning a hole through the tip of my tongue, was I’d been managing on my own since I was ten-years-old and I was doing just fine, thank you very much. Unfortunately, I had enough sense not to be a bitch. Instead, I smiled and sipped my decaf. Damn, even the coffee here tasted better than what we had at home. Probably some fancy brand stuff they had to grind daily.  
“Okay everyone,” Matt stood up and held my sisters hand. She looked up at him with diamonds in her eyes. “I have an announcement to make.” 
Anytime a person claims they have an “announcement” to make, it usually means some shit is about to hit the fan and hard. I watched in horror as Matt tugged on my sister’s hand and pulled her to his side, holding her close—too close in my opinion. 
Matt’s head tipped down toward Maddy’s. Complete and utter devotion filled the air. “I’ve asked Madison to marry me and she’s accepted!” He said with bravado and a huge smile. Squeals of excitement came from his mother, a loud clap and a response that sound like Santa Claus saying his “ho, ho, ho,” echoed around the room from his father. Me? I about pissed myself. 
What. The. Fuck. 
Maddy, smiling like I’d never seen before, looking the most beautiful I’d ever seen her, flashed her gaze toward me. Then her smile dropped, her chin shook, and that lip I knew all too well started to quiver. Tears pooled in her eyes but hung just at the lash line. 
“Please Mia… ” I heard her whisper, and I shook my head. I stood up, walked right out of the room, straight out the main door of the house, and into the cooler desert vista seen clearly from the Rain’s family porch. Had I stayed at that table I would have lost it. Ripped my baby girl away from the clutches of suburbia and not stopped until I got her clear of this ridiculous notion that she was going to get married… at nineteen. Fuck. 
I paced back and forth, my entire body aflame, sweat prickling against my hairline and upper lip. While stewing and trying to come up with a reasonable way to not look like the evil sister in this scenario as I hauled my sister out of here, I heard the screen door catch and slam behind me. 
Twirling around, I came eye to eye with Matt. His face showed remorse but not enough for me to believe he’d take it all back. “I’m sorry I didn’t ask you first, but after last weekend…” 
“You mean when you stole my baby sisters virginity!” I roared, not recognizing my own voice. It sounded like a banshee’s wail. 
His head shot back as If he’d been struck. “Not that it’s any of your business; Madison is a grown woman, one whom I love very much. What she gave me was a gift, one I’ll treasure always. One I never want another man to have in this lifetime.” His statement was said with conviction and I could almost see him standing a little taller when he released the words meant to bring me to his side of thinking. Not happening.  
Tugging at my hair, I leaned against the railing. “What makes you think you need to marry her? Right now?” 
He walked over and stood in front of me. “Not right now. We’re going to get our bachelor’s degrees first. That’s two full years away.” That declaration instantly made the fear start to slowly ebb away, the anger shrinking back down to a manageable size. “I just wanted the commitment. For her to know that I’m hers and she’s mine. And I want her to have something concrete because we’re planning to move in together… soon.” 
And then the frustration rolled over me again like a pin smoothing out dough. “Seriously?” I growled. 
He nodded. “I don’t like where she lives, especially there all alone. When she didn’t have a car, I about lost my mind knowing she was walking through that neighborhood at night. Then you got her the car, and that was great, but your father isn’t there, Mia. And you’re not there.” That last sentence hit me like a frying pan to the face. Matt’s face turned hard, almost cold, his tone gravelly. “She’s alone, unprotected.” He shook his head. “Unacceptable.” Matt finished with a huff as if he was a grown-ass man and not a twenty-year-old wannabe man. 
My shoulders drooped, defeat filling the edges of reality. He had a point. A very good point. I didn’t like Maddy being alone any more than he did. I loathed it. It had been a constant source of stress these past few months. It was the same reason I had Ginelle drive by the house on her way home from work every night to make sure everything looked okay. 
Breathing in slowly through my nose, I let it out even slower. “You’re right. It is unsafe.” Matt nodded but kept silent. I respected him for letting me have my say, giving me the time to express my concerns. This is Vegas. They could have just run off and hit one of the million chapels on the strip if they were determined. Gripping the railing, I dug my nails into the white wood and looked out over the desert. “I just don’t want her to make a mistake. You guys are so young.” 
“And we’re going to take it slow. Live together first, see how that goes. Support one another through school and get our bachelor’s together. We both have two more years after this one.” 
I jumped on that because it wasn’t exactly true anymore. Maddy was going to be a doctor. The first in our family. “And Maddy wants to go for her Masters and PhD. What then? You gonna support her through that as her husband?” 
Matt nodded frantically. “Absolutely. It was my idea! She’s top of her class, much higher than even me, and I work my ass off. Her natural talent and brains are un-paralleled in the program. She’s going to be an amazing scientist, and I get to be the guy that rests his hand on her back when she accepts those awards and makes those speeches she will undoubtedly be asked to do in the future. I get to stand by her side and cheer her on, as she will for me.” Matt placed his hand on my arm and forced me to look him in the eyes. “We’re not taking this lightly, and we’re not stupid. But we are in love, and I don’t want to risk losing her for anything.” Matt’s blue eyes held such a strong conviction, I couldn’t be angry any longer. It all seeped out like water swirling and flowing down the drain during a shower. It left me feeling wrung out and defeated. 
“Is it okay to come out now?” Maddy’s voice sounded small through the screen door. 
“Yeah, baby girl, come on out. Let’s see the ring.” I shot playful daggers at Matt trying to make a little bit light of the situation. “There better be a ring!” A scowl slipped across my face, but I couldn’t hold it when Maddy came hopping out of the house with her left hand out. 
The ring wasn’t huge, but it wasn’t small either. It looked antique. “It was my grandmother’s. Mom gave it to me the first day I brought Madison over for dinner.” He laughed. 
“It’s lovely.” I looked up at my baby sister, who seemed incredibly nervous and unsure of herself. Man, I hoped Matt taught my girl some confidence. If he could go up against a bat-shit crazy sister who has the helicopter-mom syndrome on lockdown, he could teach my sis how to be more certain of herself.
Tears dropped down Maddy’s cheek. “I’m so happy, Mia. Please be happy for me. I can’t handle you being disappointed.” 
Ever since she was little, and especially after our mom left, I was her only female influence. Over the years, she couldn’t handle thinking she’d let me down or hurt me in anyway. That girl would rather walk across a stretch of hot coals than hear I was disappointed in her decisions. 
“Oh you sweet, silly girl. Come here,” I pulled her into my arms. She cried softly into my neck, sobbing, letting her nerves and fear go while I petted her hair and hummed her song. Three Little Birds by Bob Marley was the song I’d learned off a CD Dad listened to after Mom left. Mostly he listened to No Woman No Cry over and over again in a drunken haze while I took care of Maddy and me. But that one song made me believe that things would be all right… eventually.
Maddy pulled her face up and I wiped away her tears with my thumbs. “I’m sorry I reacted the way I did.” I hedged a glance at Matt. “Your parents probably think I’m a fruitcake.” 
He chuckled. “No, I think they probably can relate to impulsivity and the response from the family. They met and got married within three months of knowing one another. To them, I’m just following in their spontaneous footsteps. I promise you though, Mia, this is not spontaneous. We’re going to finish school first, I just want my ring on her finger and her safe in my apartment directly across the street from the school.” 
“You live across the street from the school?” That motherly side of me that only came out when it came to my baby sis, started flashing brightly like a lighthouse beam to a boat lost in a dark ocean. 
He smiled wide and nodded pulling Maddy into his arms. “You okay, sunshine?” he whispered in her ear, but loud enough for me to hear. 
I focused on the care and concern with which he touched my girl. He was a good guy. Probably a true angel in a sea of sinners here in Vegas. 
“As long as Mia’s okay with all this I am.” Her eyes flashed to mine. 
I groaned. “Fine, I give my blessing.” That got a reaction. A jumping, squealing, teenaged reaction to be exact. 
After a few more lectures from me, we went back into the house. Tiffany and Trent Rains were waiting patiently in the living room. 
“My boy will take excellent care of your sister, I can promise you that,” Mr. Rains beamed with pride. “He’s got his head on straight, but you can’t deny a man in love. When the Rains men fall, they fall hard and fast, and for life.” He looped an arm over his wife’s shoulder. “And that’s a fact,” he said with gusto. 
I sat down and looked at the happy couple. “Maddy and I didn’t have it easy growing up. We’ve only ever been able to count on one another. So hearing that my baby sister was going to marry your son, at the young age of nineteen, something inside me just snapped. I didn’t handle that well, and I apologize.” 
Tiffany stood up and sat next to me in the love seat. “No worries. It was a bit of a shock when Matt mentioned his intention to us earlier this week. I mean, I knew he loved her. They haven’t been away from one another for the better part of two months.” 
Two months. They’ve been together two months and are engaged. I couldn’t wrap my head around it. 
“It seems awfully fast…”
“Things like that happen in the Rains family,” Tiffany grinned while looking at her husband. Love, adoration, and loyalty filled her brown eyes. I wanted my sister to have that, and maybe by marrying into this family, it would be hers one day. Please God, just let it truly be after she gets her degree. 
Tiffany ran her hand up and down my back in a soothing, motherly gesture I hadn’t received in more years than I could remember. “It will be okay. They’ll finish their bachelor’s and then we’ll plan a wedding! We’ve got time.” 
Time. 
Seemed these days that was the last thing I had a lot of. 
 
***
The rest of my stay in Vegas was a complete whirlwind. Gin, of course, thought that Maddy getting engaged was absolutely hilarious. That skanky ho knew exactly how to push my buttons and kept at it the rest of my visit. Making comments about how Matt and Maddy would run off and get married on the strip, or end up pregnant in a few months. That little joke had me giving Maddy a sit down and chat about the importance of never missing a birth control pill. She swore she’d never miss a day and took it right before bed each night. After that embarrassing conversation—for her, not me—I made her pinky promise that she would not get married without me. That was the only recourse I had to ensure things would stay as planned. In her nineteen years of life we have never, not once, broken a pinky promise to one another. It was sacred and I believed her when she kissed my pinky, and I kissed hers, that she wouldn’t let me down. 
As I sat on the plane, I thought about how defensive and upset I got when I heard the announcement that the teens were engaged. Was my sis was getting her happily ever after before I did the problem? That’s what Gin joked. But no, that wasn’t it. I never wanted the things she did. If I really dug deep the answer was simple. 
I couldn’t lose her. 
I’d been responsible for Maddy for as long as I could remember. Her living with a man, leaning on him for support would be only the first loss. His family informed me that they paid for their son’s apartment and that the only thing Maddy would need was spending money. They were happy to contribute extra to their son’s food bill for his fiancée because they already thought of her as family. Simple as that. They now had my sister as their family and were supporting her. 
Putting a roof over her head, feeding her, those things were my job and had been for almost fifteen years. I didn’t know how to handle that. For one, I knew that I’d keep up the rent at my Dad’s place, and I’d send her several hundred bucks a month for incidentals and supplies for her coursework as well as for her to play with. She deserved that. My sister worked her bum off, and I didn’t want that to change by her attempting to get a job. I wanted her to stay on that fast track to future success. Now, I just had to accept that Matt Rains was going to be holding her opposite hand through this journey.
Well, at least nothing changed about the Hawaii trip. Matt seemed crushed when she told him, which made me secretly thrilled. Yep, bona fide bitch here, and I was not sorry about it. According to Maddy, he understood the need for “girl time” and that the news they’d shared was a bit shocking. At the end of the discussion, the sweet bastard was congratulating me on the idea and giving his blessings. Like I needed it. Funny boy, he would learn real quick who was boss. I just hoped in the end, it would still be me. 
 



Chapter 3
 
Black tribal tattoos. Drool worthy, thick, corded muscles wrapped in intricate weaving designs, cascaded all over tanned, toned, male skin. From the top of his left shoulder, down his bulging bicep, over his ribcage, waist, dipped into the sarong that covered his male essence and beyond. The black ropes of ink then scaled down from his tree-trunk sized thigh, along a tight, carved out calf, to stop bluntly at the ankle. I could barely feel the sand burning the soles of my feet as I stood there in awe of the magnificent creature before me. He turned sideways, giving me a lickable view of a strong, well-formed back, one that could easily lift me and two friends and toss us into the ocean just beyond where he stood. A camera clicked repeatedly, and then he looked at me. No, he didn’t look at me. His eyes sought mine across the thirty-foot expanse between us. Brown eyes, the color of the deepest, darkest cocoa bean sizzled as they took in every ounce of my form. 
The stranger’s gaze slid over me like a burning caress, so heated I fanned my face trying to remove the searing feeling that encapsulated my skin. An Italian accented voice called out some commands, and finally, Mr. Tattoo looked away, releasing the hold he had over me. I was freed but felt an odd, niggling sense of loss instead. The way this man looked at me was a calling, a beacon of desire needling at my psyche. One I was all too familiar with, as the space between my thighs swelled and softened. I stood and watched as the man behind the camera took a dozen more photos then abruptly made a slashing gesture with his hand. 
“Finito!” he said, followed by a, “Perfetto.” 
Ripping my eyes away from the overly delicious male, I watched as the photographer twisted around, his face turned toward me. He had on a woven, brown fedora style sun hat, cargo shorts, and a white linen shirt that was held together by a single button that did nothing to hide the svelte body underneath it. He smiled wide and trudged over to me, sand kicking up with each step. I stood stock-still where the limo driver had suggested when he parked and pointed at the tent on the beach. He said my boss was behind the camera. I hadn’t anticipated my client would also be the man taking the pictures for the campaign. Either way, it didn’t matter much to me. Work was work, and as long as it came with a hundred thousand dollar check, I was all in. 
As he came closer up the beach, I could see a soft smile, white teeth, and small wrinkles at the edges of his kind blue eyes and more around his mouth. His handsome face showed he’d aged well, and his salt and pepper hair spiked out from under the fedora. 
“Bella donna,” he said grasping my shoulders in a warm embrace then leaning forward and air kissing both cheeks. “I am Angel D’Amico, and you are more beautiful than I anticipated when my wife said we must have you for our campaign.”
At the mention of his wife, a statuesque Latina exited a white tent, her brown skin glimmering in the sunlight. A fiery red sarong-style halter dress wrapped around her curvaceous form and flapped in the breeze. Her dark hair was long and whisked out as if she had a personal fan blowing directly on her to accentuate her features. Talk about beauty. This woman had loads of it. Angel clapped his hands as the woman headed our way. “Ah, my wife. Takes away breath, yes?” His Italian accent was more prevalent. I nodded because she had stolen my breath; she was that stunning. 
A huge smile graced her lips. “Mia, it is so lovely to have you as part of our project.” She also leaned forward and air kissed both of my cheeks. Now that she was close, I could see she had also been kissed by age, but it did not take away from her beauty. Aunt Millie told me that the designer and his wife were around fifty. These two could easily pass for early forties. “I am Rosa, Angel’s wife. We are excited to have you here.” 
I tugged my bag up my shoulder and pushed my hair off my forehead. “I’m happy to be here. The island, well, what I’ve seen of it coming from the airport is beautiful.” 
“It is. You can take the next couple days getting acquainted with it. We just shot Tai and will plan to do singles of you.” Angel looked over his shoulder as Mr. Tattoo pounded back a bottle of water and grabbed a shirt from someone who looked like an assistant. “Tai, come, meet your partner for the month.” 
Partner? Millie didn’t say anything about having a partner. Just as I was about to question his comment, the man they called Tai moved to meet us. When I say moved, really the entire Earth might as well have split open and separated, carving out a path for him. All sound seemed to disappear and the entire environment zeroed in on nothing but this man’s progression across the sand. He was breathtaking. The muscles in his giant thighs pulsed and tensed with each step. A fine layer of abdominal squares rippled, the skin indenting around each shape with his movements. His chest shone like an opal, smooth, swirling with colors. Then again, that could be the heat and my vision ebbing around his shape. 
When he reached the small huddle we created with our three bodies, the addition of his giant frame had me almost stepping back, the space now seeming far too small. Hell, the beach was far too small when you had such animal magnetism and male perfection standing on it. The ocean probably cried its own salty tears wishing he’d grace its silky depths with his presence. 
Angel stretched out a hand in front of me. “Tai Niko, meet Mia Saunders. She’s going to be staying in the bungalow next to yours and doing all the couple shoots with you this month. We’re presenting you as the tropics couple for the “Beauty Comes in All Sizes” campaign.” 
Tai’s brown eyes locked onto mine. He licked his plump bottom lip seductively then made a sound as though he was kissing his teeth before those lush pieces of pink flesh pursed. I did my best not to swoon, but the heat generated by this man felt like a wall of fire. He sucked in a slow breath, his nostrils flaring as his eyes swept all over my body. I didn’t say anything. Couldn’t even move or breathe under his scrutiny. “You’re radiant. I will enjoy working you,” he said, but his eyes said far more than “working” with me. Wait… what?
“You mean working with me?” I clarified shaking my head. 
Once more, his head tilted down, and his gaze stared at my feet. In that moment, I realized he was lacking hair, as in almost all of his hair. He had a scruff on his dome, much like the way ‘The Rock’ kept his lack of locks. Looking him over, he very much resembled the actor, Dwayne Johnson. Huge, latte colored skin, darkened even more by the suns tropical rays, tattooed, only Tai seemed far more traditional in his Samoan features and heritage than the actor. 
Tai puckered his sexy lips together and smirked. “No, that’s not at all what I meant.” 
Damn. This month was going to be one helluva ride. Hopefully, that ride included being on top of or under a six foot godlike Samoan man named Tai.
 
***
A ray of light split through the room and landed on my face, waking me up from the most glorious dream of naked Twister with a sexy Samoan. I got up and padded through my morning routine, making coffee, snacking on some fresh pineapple and other various island fruits from the fully stocked fridge. The bungalow the D’Amicos had me in was the type of place people dreamed of staying in on vacation. South of Honolulu, we were right on Diamond Head Beach. As in, I could open the sliding door and touch the sand with my toes within ten feet. An unobstructed view of the ocean was my backdrop. I opened the doors, letting in the morning ocean breeze and the sound of the surf. 
Not being able to wait any longer, I pulled on a white bikini, grabbed a towel, and made for the ocean. It had been far too long since I’d been on a beach. The last time was when I was with Wes. 
Wes. I wasn’t going to go there. When I got to the airport in Vegas, there was a picture of Gina DeLuca on the cover of a tabloid with the heading “New Love Interest for Gina” and the image below showed a picture of the beautiful actress having lunch with none other than my Wes. Well, not my Wes, but I had him first so by ownership rights, that would make him mine right? Then again, she had him now and possession was nine-tenths of the law. What the hell was I thinking? I didn’t own Wes any more than he owned me. He might have a piece of my heart maybe, but not the whole enchilada. We’d made that very clear, even though there are still some feelings brewing; we both agreed to leave that in the background while we lived our lives. And that was what I intended to do. 
Live my life. 
Dropping my towel on the sand about thirty feet from the ocean’s edges, I looked out over the aquamarine water. It was so clear you could see straight through to the stand at the bottom for at least a hundred or so feet before the water got deeper. There was one lone surfer wearing a pair of black board shorts catching some serious waves out in the distance. He definitely had mad skillz. I watched for a while, mesmerized by the movements. The man caught a few ankle busters and then made a 360, slamming his large body back onto the board and paddling back out. Within moments, he was up on his board and hitting a magical A-frame wave, rushing through it like a pro. 
Before long, the surfer headed my way on a snapper wave. It seemed like it happened in slow motion. The black swirls from shoulder to ankle caught my eye first. Then my eyes roamed up the wet, slick surface of the widest chest I’d ever had the pleasure of seeing. Tony, back in Chicago, was the largest by far and definitely no slouch. Still, even he had nothing on this giant. A man like Tai Niko made a woman like me, five foot eight and a curvy size eight body—bordering on a ten when you factor in the giant tits and junk in the trunk—feel miniscule in comparison. I loved feeling small. 
His board hit the beach, and he popped off perfectly, hitting the sand as if he did it every day before leaning over and yanking up his board. He carried it under one bulging bicep like it weighed nothing. 
“Hey, haole,” he said and I narrowed my eyes. Mental note…look up the word haole on Wikipedia. 
“Didn’t realize that was you out there. You’re good,” I nodded my chin at the ocean trying to find any reason not to stare and drool over his magnificent frame. 
His sculpted jaw ticked as he smirked. “I should be. I teach surfing on the days I’m not modeling or working the shows with my family.” 
“You teach?” 
“Why? You want a lesson?” His tone was alluring and seductive. 
That was most definitely my cue to flirt back. “You gonna teach me how to ride?” I arched a brow into a fine point. 
His mouth pushed into that delectable purse as his eyes seemed to walk all over my bikini-clad curves. “I’ll teach you how to ride all day and all night, girlie.” When he said the word girlie, it didn’t sound the way a woman said it to her best friend. No, from him it sounded more like a growl, where he enunciated the “grrr” sound giving it a “grrrllleee” vibe. One that pinpointed lusty spikes straight through me to the point that my toes curled instinctively, and my hoo-hah clenched delightfully. 
“Is that right? We still talking about surfing?” I called his bluff. 
I meant it to sound playful. Though I imagine playing with him in other ways would be a lot more fun. Me and my vagina were definitely on board for that ride. 
“What do you think?” His dark eyes turned pitch black. Lust swirled in those inky depths, and my feminine side jumped for joy and did the chicken dance. 
‘Go big or go home’ is the catch phrase people use in moments like this. Well, I intended to make that fucker my theme song, because I was definitely going “big” before I went home. “Baby, I’ll take whatever ride you’re offering.” I responded boldly, knowing I was poking the beast. This time, I wanted whatever came from it. Wanted it so badly, my knees were weakening. 
Tai’s nostrils flared as he sucked in a noisy breath. With a loud thud his board hit the sand, a large paw looped around my waist, and I was slammed against his chest, his lips crushing mine. The kiss was savage, brutal, filled with nothing but an insatiable hunger. 
We ate from one another’s mouths. Stinging bites of lips, and nips of tongues. Fluttering licks meant to consume, taste, and plunder as we took from one another. Without question, comment, or discussion, Tai lifted me, slid his hands over the ass he’d been squeezing and yanked me up his body. I wrapped my legs around his waist and held on, unable to let go of his addictive taste for even a moment to see where we were going. It wasn’t until my bikini top was off, my back hit a cloud like surface, and Tai’s lips clamped onto my nipple that I realized we were no longer on the beach. At that moment, I didn’t care. I wanted him more than my next breath.   
Holding his nearly bald head to my breast was extremely satisfying. Not as much as digging my nails into his dome and leaving crescent shaped indentations on the prickly sphere. He was not bothered by my aggressiveness; he was far more aggressive in his own movements. His teeth sunk into the tightened bud and I cried out. Tai released my swollen breast, grinned maniacally, and clamped onto its twin, giving it the same delightful torture from his hot mouth. His hands were all over me. Plumping my other breast, clenching the rounded skin of my bum, and finally locking behind my head when he took my mouth again. With Tai, it was all about the taking. 
“Gonna take you hard, then soft, and finish with something in between. Then I’m gonna do it all over again,” he growled, pulling off my body. He reached a long, muscled arm to his nightstand for a foil packet. Thank God, someone was thinking clearly. My mind was a haze of lust so intense, I just wanted him to stick his sizable erection so far into me I’d forget my own name. 
Tai’s board shorts dropped to the tile floor, and I leaned up on my forearms. That sight would fill future fantasies for decades. His tattoo did not stop at his midsection. No, that beauty covered the entire left side of his body. Black patterns formed so many symbols and images I couldn’t grasp them all. Tai grinned wickedly, wrapped a hand around his flesh, and lazily stroked his massive cock. When I say massive, I mean, it’s one of those that you know for a fact will hurt the first time going in, but you will accept that pain like a badge of honor and not complain. And you will take it again and again because nothing will ever come close to the fullness. 
“Jesus, you’re a big boy… everywhere.” I gawked at his sculpted perfection. 
He continued to watch me squirm, hips rotating uselessly, my body getting hotter, and pussy getting wetter with every stroke of his delicious flesh. I could no more stop my mouth from watering or my response to his naked form, nor did I want to. 
Wanton. Achy. Swollen. 
Those were the predominant feelings rushing through my overheated skin as I looked at him. “Remove your suit.” He practically growled his request. No, not request… demand. I should have balked at his dominance, but I was so worked up I simply acted by pulling the two strings and letting it fall open along with my spread thighs. “Wider. I want to see your flower open and wet.” Tai sucked in a harsh breath when I acquiesced. I bit down on my lip to hold back a moan as I revealed myself to him in a way that could be considered demeaning, but with him, it somehow felt forbidden, hot, and ramped up my desire for him to a scalding burn. 
Tai continued to look his fill while stroking his dick. A pearl of liquid coated the top, and I licked my lips. “You want a taste, girlie,” he offered in that gravely tone that sent shivers racing down my spine and my over-sensitive skin. I couldn’t respond. The room had faded into only him and my need to press every single inch of my body to his. I nodded and he stopped his strokes. “Lick me. Taste what you do to me.”
Scrambling forward and getting on my hands and knees, I leaned forward, and just when my lips were close enough that he could feel my breath on him, I looked up. His eyes were dark as night, his bottom lip pinned between even, white teeth. Keeping my eyes on him, I flicked out my tongue and lapped up his essence. The tangy, salty sensation sent a wave of fresh liquid to pool between my own legs. He inhaled loudly. “I can smell your flower, girlie. Smells like liquid sunshine.” He let out a long breath. “I’m gonna feast on your body until you pass out. You want that?” 
Instead of responding, I engulfed his member and guided it down my throat. His hand threaded through my hair, not quite tugging, more like his fingers flexed against my scalp as I pleasured him. The fingers gripping my scalp without pressing was an entirely new, pleasant sensation. Balancing on my knees and one hand, I lifted my free hand to wrap about the base of his manhood. He was far too large for me to take him any deeper than halfway, and I prided myself on my ability to take a man down my throat. It was a skill I had, one I’ve been told many women don’t. With his size, half was all I could swallow. The thought that this cock was going to be splitting me open soon had me doubling my efforts.  
“Slow down, girlie.” He pulled me off his cock with a wet plop. Then he maneuvered himself onto the bed, his long body stretched out like a buffet. I didn’t know what I wanted to taste next, more of his succulent cock, or the dip between each square pec. “Straddle me. I want to eat you while you suck me off. And you will take every drop.” His tone was forceful, but more in the I-am-the-boss-in-the-bedroom way. And with him, I gotta admit, it worked. I straddled his wide shoulders and he gripped my hips. Before I could even move my hips down toward his mouth, he’d already tipped his head and sunk his tongue deep between my folds. 
“Oh fuck, Tai,” I yelled out wildly, bucking on his face as he pressed on the back of my thighs, widening me further, spreading me so wide that I must have looked like a frog about to jump off a lily pad. I was definitely about to jump… into a mind-numbing orgasm. He had me riding his face, pleasing him completely forgotten as I ground my sex onto his face. Tai was a world-class pussy eater. World-Class. Hands down, one of the three best I’d ever had, right in line with Alec and Wes. Only with Tai, he gorged like a man who’d been locked up for a decade and the only thought for those ten years was the taste of my pussy. 
Within minutes, I was coming all over his tongue. That seemed to egg him on. Through the noisy way he ate me, I could hear small grunts, or words. 
“Sugar.” 
“Soaked.” 
“Mmm.” 
“All day.” 
“Eat you all day.” Was the last thing I heard before I came down from the first high, falling against Tai’s body to land near a rock hard cock that almost poked my eye out. Lifting up weakly, I wrapped my lips around his massive dick and went to town the second I got that burst of his flavor. I licked, sucked, nibbled, and stroked, giving it my all until he was lifting up his toned hips to meet my downward movements. 
His dick turned dark, angry, hinting that he was about to go off. I gloried in my ability to give this giant pleasure, take him there the way he was taking me. When he pressed two thick fingers into my sopping center, my body strung up tight as a drum. One more pluck and I was going to lose it. It being a hurricane-sized orgasm the likes of which I’d not experienced since my time with Frenchie. Those fat fingers of Tai’s knew exactly what to do and zeroed in on that hidden nerve inside and put the tickle pin on it. Titillating it with the pads of his fingers over and over, until I had no choice but to lock my lips around the head of his cock and suck like my life depended on it. At that moment, I gave Hoover vacuums a run for their money. 
Tai’s hand pressed deep, his lower half lifted off the mattress to go further into my mouth. It felt like I was riding a wave. Rolling warm waves rushed over me as I came against Tai’s fingers and mouth just as his essence shot down my throat in long, ropey bursts. When I sucked him dry and he finally removed his hand from between my thighs and laid his head flat against the mattress we both sighed. A bone weary release of pent up sexual tension. As if I weighed nothing, he spun my body around, maneuvered me against his non-tattooed side, and held me close.   
“Next time we use this,” his tone held mirth as he held up the unused condom between two fingers. 
“Deal,” I laughed, cuddling into his side. He smelled of the ocean, sex, and me. A delectable combination. 
There was another man that always smelled of the ocean and I closed my eyes trying not to bring him into this moment. I’d just had incredible sex and was planning on having a lot more of it and soon. 
Not now. I reminded myself. Enjoy the sexy Samoan while you
can. 
Tai slid his hands up and down my back and then up and into my hair where he rubbed my scalp. I’m pretty sure I purred like a kitten under his talented hands. 
“You like that, haole?” 
I anchored my chin on his chest and traced some of the ink over his heart. “What does haole mean?” 
He smiled, leaned forward, and pressed his lips to my forehead. It was an incredibly sweet gesture for someone who just manhandled me like a Dominant in a BDSM club. Well, probably not. I didn’t know jack about that lifestyle, but he definitely had the dominant nature down. 
“Haole, means foreigner.”
“I much prefer girlie,” I grumbled and licked his nipple. His resounding laugh at my sarcastic comment rumbled against my ear and shook me to the core. I could already feel the stirring of desire once more. Just from his laugh. Boy, was I in trouble. 
“Noted, girlie,” he said in that timber I was beginning to love. He lifted me up, and took my lips. And I mean took. Tai Niko did nothing half-assed in the bedroom. It had become abundantly clear in the time we’d already spent together that he put his all into giving pleasure. He owned that kiss as if he was competing for an award, which he would have won. 
 



Chapter 4 
 
Oddly enough, we didn’t end up using that condom as planned because just when our last kiss started heating up, Tai got a call. And then another, and another, and another. Apparently, Sunday night dinner was a big deal in the Niko family. So now, after only one day of knowing Tai, which consisted primarily of the two of us going down on one another, I was about to meet his family. His entire family. 
“Now Mia, my family is cool. The coolest. However, you are white, a mainlander. So if they make a comment on your being haole, just go with it. Our people are very proud of our culture, our heritage, and our family lines. They will treat you well and welcome you with open arms… as long as they don’t think we’re in a serious relationship.” 
“That should be easy. We’re not. I’m here on a job for just under a month. End of. I’m happy to reconfirm that. If we play a little on the side”—I knocked his giant bicep playfully with my own—“then that’s a bonus. Right?” 
His lips twisted into a grin so sexy I wanted to smother it with my mouth and gobble it up. “You got that right, girlie. Now come on, in my home you meet my father before anyone else. Then you’ll meet my brothers, and then my mother.” 
My eyebrows narrowed of their own accord. “Why is your mom last?” 
He shook his head. “We save the best for last,” he responded, but I thought that just might be a line to prevent me from kicking him in the nuts. 
When we arrived at our destination, to say I was surprised would be an understatement. For some reason, I expected something far more tribal and island looking. This home was painted as blue as the sky above, had white trim and a wraparound porch. Sprawling green lawns with palm trees everywhere dotted the property line. There was a long, wraparound driveway with no less than twenty cars. Twenty. For a family dinner. If you invited my entire family to dinner we could all arrive in the same car. 
The moment we walked up, I could hear a dull roar. Voices all around. Inside and farther away as they were somewhere out behind the house. Overall, I was floored by the best sound of all—the rounds of laughter coming from all directions. Joy. I felt it the moment we walked through the very modern plantation style home located deep in the heart of Oahu.
Tai wordlessly held my hand and led me from room to room. There were people in every corner. All of them looked up, watching our progression through the house with smiles across their brown sugar colored faces. There was no judgment; there was nothing but a sense of curiosity that tinged the humid air as we passed. 
Eventually, we made it out back, which was where the party was really being held. 
“Is this a family dinner or reunion?” 
Tai kicked his head back and laughed out loud. Several heads turned our way at the sound of Tai’s rumbling baritone. “Mia, this is the same every Sunday night. My family is very close. Everyone participates, brings a dish big enough to feed around forty to fifty people. They take home whatever they can in the same dish they brought their own offering in. No mess.” 
I clinched his hand. “But we didn’t bring anything,” I worried my lip with my teeth, suddenly concerned that we weren’t following Samoan protocol for a good party. 
“Of course we did. What do you think you are?” 
“Me?” My eyebrows pinched together so tightly that a tiny spike of pain shot through my nasal cavity. 
He pulled me into his warm body. I loosely wrapped my arms around his form, clasping my hands over his rock hard ass. Jesus, I wanted to take a bite out of that ass. Once again, I bemoaned the fact that we had been interrupted and we didn’t get to finish our romp the way I would have liked. Meaning me having trouble walking tomorrow. 
Tai licked his sinful lips, pressed his forehead against mine and his voice got low, so low I felt it in my hoo-hah. “Don’t look at me like you want to fuck me, girlie, or I’ll be nailing you to the closest wall, and fuck all who hear us. And they would hear you. Nothin’ beats making a woman scream out in pleasure when you’re buried balls deep in her flower.” 
Yep. That pretty much stunned me silent, until Tai stood in front of another mammoth of a man. This one had his shirt off, wearing nothing but a pair of board shorts. I glanced around and noticed that everyone was wearing similar beachwear. Tai, however, was in a pair of cargo shorts and a polo. It’s a look Hector, my Gay BFF back in Chicago, coined as “golf chic.” Tai could wear anything, or better yet nothing at all, and look good enough to eat. 
“Tama.” Tai announced our presence using a Samoan word that had to mean dad or father, to the man that stood near the barbeque. He lowered his gaze, and I followed suit not knowing what was appropriate. 
“Son, who is this you have brought to our home?” His tone was welcoming and friendly. Tai looked up and smiled. 
“Tama, this is Mia Saunders. Mia, this is my father, Afano Niko.” I held out my hand and he shook it. “She is working with me on a modeling campaign.” 
His father’s eyebrows rose up into his hairline. “Another model? I thought you’d learned from your last mistake,” he grumbled, his voice now concerned, holding judgment. Obviously, something had happened in the past that his father did not want Tai to repeat.
“Mia is not my girlfriend, Tama. Just a close friend. She’s only on the island for the month. Then she will take her leave.” 
That seemed to perk the grump right up. He slapped a hand onto Tai’s shoulder and squeezed. “Well good, good. Then she should eat and talk with the family. Learn of the Samoan culture while she can.” Tai smiled wide and proud. 
“My thoughts exactly.” 
I met Tai’s brothers, all massive, all good looking, and with different variations of parts of the tattoo that I’d seen on Tai. The sun burst on the ball of Tai’s shoulder was the same as his father’s with the rays of light reaching down his arm and out onto his chest. On Tao, Tai’s older brother, I saw the same turtle tattoo. Another couple of his brothers shared similar black bands of ink around the forearm, and leg. There were a variety of patterns I hadn’t had a chance to evaluate in our rush to get dressed and out of the house. 
Once I’d been razzed and hit on by each of Tai’s three brothers, he led me through the house back toward the kitchen. I was on number two of the Niko family’s special beverage they called Lilikoi’s Passion, which Tai told me roughly meant ‘passionate for passion fruit’ or something equally silly. All I knew is that it was yummy and made my belly feel warm and my mind feel free. The last time I drank, I ended up in bed with my client, Mason Murphy, in my skivvies. Which didn’t end well for his girlfriend, though nothing happened. Mace was like a brother to me. And like all good alcoholic beverages, random thoughts of all the people I needed to reconnect with popped into my head, friends like Hector and Tony, Mace and Rachel, and Jennifer, the director’s wife back in Malibu. She should be a few months pregnant by now. And of course… Wes. We texted and for now, that was enough. Seeing the picture of him and Gina supposedly dating front and center on the cover of my favorite smut mag didn’t help my thoughts on reaching out. Nope. I was in Hawaii to work and have a good time. Work started in a couple days and the fun part was already happening. In the warm, sculpted arms of my own personal version of ‘The Rock’. 
Tai stopped in front of a tiny speck of a woman. Her black hair was long and braided intricately. Her forearms appeared strong as she stirred something in a pot. 
“Tina,” Tai said loud enough for her to hear. Again, he lowered his eyes, which I’d learned was out of respect. I noticed while talking with the brothers that every elder was treated with the same respect. I didn’t know if that was a Samoan thing or just a Niko family gesture, but either way, it bespoke an extreme veneration of their elders, which likely meant they had earned such a gift. 
The small woman spun around on bare feet. She wore a bursting bright orange island wrap skirt that hit her ankles, a matching tank, and a sheer white overlay, which I suspected was to give a level of modesty. The young women in the family had no such problem showing skin and a lot of it. All of them were built well and wore bikinis while standing around chatting up their relatives. Of everyone, I probably seemed overdressed in a pair of white shorts and a green tank top. At least my hair had a natural wave due to the humidity, adding body and shine. I was definitely made for the tropical climates. My hair rocked, and I didn’t have to do anything to make it so. 
“My boy, my sweet, pure heart,” she petted him over the heart, pulled his neck so he’d bend his large frame down to meet hers, and kissed each of his cheeks and then his forehead. 
Her brown eyes were identical to Tai’s and filled with a mother’s love. I couldn’t remember the last time I saw that look from my own mother… if ever. “Tina, this is Mia Saunders, my friend from work. I’m showing her around the island and sharing our culture while she’s here. Mia, this is my mother, Masina.” 
“Um, I thought her name was Tina?” 
They both laughed, Tai’s a throaty one I felt coil through my body making even my toes curl in delight, but his mother chuckled sweetly. “Tina is mother in Samoan. My children use our language when addressing someone of our culture.” 
I waved a hand and I could feel the skin of my cheeks flame as I responded. “Oh, sorry. I haven’t been around anyone who spoke Samoan before Tai. It’s nice to meet you Mrs. Niko.” I put my hand out and she grabbed it lightly then tugged me in to her arms. Then she softly kissed each of my cheeks and then my forehead. Her hands cupped my cheeks, her thumbs pressed against my temples. “You are very lost and on a great journey. Never fear. You will find great joy in the experience before committing to your forever.” 
At this point, a small breeze could have knocked me over. I stood there stock-still, incapable of moving or really responding. The best I could come up with was an, “Uh.” 
“Tina...” He chastised his mother, then pulled me into his side. “Mother has a bit of a spiritual way about her. She’s been blessed with sight.” 
“Sight?” I clenched tighter onto the side of his body and glanced at the lovely woman. 
He nodded begrudgingly, and she patted my shoulder. “Everything will be as it should, Mia. Do not let my boy mix up your forever with his. Sadly, they are not linked.” At that time, she frowned, puffing out her thin lips. “You have but a short time, make it last.” And then she smiled brightly; her wide nose and high rounded cheekbones made her seem ethereal. 
Tai sighed. “Mia is not my girlfriend. We are friends spending time together for a month and working together.” 
Masina nodded. “I know, pure heart. Do not expect more, for it is not to be yours.” Her tone was dead serious. A mother’s warning, definitely one we should heed. “Now go,” she flicked her fingers out effectively excusing us. “I have much to do for dessert.” 
Tai looped an arm over my shoulder and led me out back again. By this time, I’d sucked up the remains of drink number two and was passionately needing a third. I shook my glass and we hit the open bar where tall see-through jugs sat filled with the strawberry colored liquid.
***
Back at the bungalow after way too many Lilikoi’s Passion’s, we sat out on the beach, toes and bums in the sand, dark ocean the only sound around. The waves crashed hard against the shore, the white foam and silky ocean reflecting a perfectly bright moon. The ocean seemed endless from where we sat, the murky depths ready to swallow us whole at any time. I loved and feared the ocean in equal parts. It was something I had a great deal of respect for. It was also something I never underestimated. 
I leaned back on my forearms and crossed my ankles looking at the shirtless man next to me. “What do all the tattoos mean?” I asked. 
“All of them mean something, girlie. Which spot in particular has your attention?” His eyes were as dark as the ocean behind him but not as scary. I could willingly be taken prisoner into those beautiful black pits. 
Sitting up, I traced the sun burst on his shoulder, allowing the point of my finger to caress each ray of light. Goosebumps rose on the surface of skin I touched. 
“That was my first. It was an incredible honor. In my culture, the sun typically stands for riches, brightness, grandeur, and leadership. For me, the way the rays reach out across my heart show my desire to lead with my heart. To be rich in the ways of love like my Tama. And one day, I hope to serve as a great man at the head of my business and my family. Again, like my Tama. That is why I asked my father to share it.” 
“That’s really special.” 
Tai’s chest shifted and puffed out more as he inhaled. “In the way of Samoans, if you want to get tatau or the ink, you must earn it. And you must have a willing member of your family who will share it with you so that your lives will forever be linked. He stood up and dropped his shorts leaving him completely naked. He turned to the side, his cock semi-erect and nothing close to the levels it reached when he was really turned on. With a sweep of his hand, he traced down his ribs to a crescent shape with a circular pinwheel design in the center.
“These markings I received for my brother, Tao. It was his wish to find harmony in his life. He fought a lot. With our parents, me, our sisters, brothers, kids at school. When he found his way, he wanted to share that journey in his life with me.” 
I pulled my knees up to my chest and hugged them. “And the turtle?” 
He grinned and ran his hand down to his abs. Not abs. Lust squares. Each square ab on his body made me lust after it. I wanted to lick and bite my way through every inch of that torso and midsection, tattoos and all… hell, especially because of the tattoos. 
“Another request of mine that I share with my youngest brother. The turtle symbolizes longevity, wellness, and peace. It’s something I desire for my family and myself.” 
“What about the waves and swirls? Do they mean something or are they just filler?” I asked honestly and he laughed. 
Shaking his head, he used a finger to trace the swirls all over his body. By this point, his shaft had hardened, and I was ready to get story time over, but I was interested in why he would tattoo an entire half of his body and leave the rest pristine…devoid of ink.
“The ocean in our culture is very prominent, not only because we are surrounded by it, literally at its mercy, but because historically, Samoan’s believed that the ocean is where you went when you died. Since I surf, and my culture is to always be near it, I give it a place in the story of my life and my family’s lives.” He continued and showed me bits here and there that were for a couple cousins, his other brother and so on. He even broke the rule and got the same flower every woman in his family had on her foot. 
I noticed it at the party but hadn’t mentioned it. At the time, I did find it odd that every woman in that house had the exact same tattoo on her foot. Turns out it was their lineage. It was the female version of paying the same respect to the family by permanently marking your body.   
“My last question, I promise!” 
He rolled his eyes and sat his bare bottom on the towel we’d brought with us. I bit down hard on my lip while feasting my eyes on his erect cock. I wanted that massive appendage in me like I wanted that million dollars to pay off Pops’ debt. 
“Go head, girlie. Ask it. But while you do, remove your clothes. Slowly.” 
I looked around as if someone was magically going to appear on a private beach. Hey, I was a Vegas girl. You never knew when a creeper was hiding behind the bushes. Of course, here there weren’t any bushes. Just miles of palm trees and sand. Standing up, I tugged off my tank, unbuttoned my shorts, and let them both fall to the sand. 
“Continue.” 
“What, the question or the removal of my clothes?” I added seductively. 
His eyebrow quirked up. “Both.” 
I unclasped the hooks at the back of my body, my bra loosening so that I was holding it in front of me. “Why is the entire right side of your body free of tatau?” I tried the Samoan word for tattoo on for size. He grinned at the use so I must have said it correctly. Go me! 
“Melons.” 
“Huh?” 
“I want to see your melons. Drop your arms.” I let go of my bra and let the girls bounce free. Nice size Ds that were pretty damn perky in my opinion. My hands instantly fondled each large globe brazenly. Tai groaned and leaned back widening his legs. “You seeing this, girlie?” He shook his head in mock indignation. 
“I sure do. Now tell me so we can get to the happy ending of the evening.” 
He wiggled a finger and I shook my head. He used that come-hither finger again and, not being able to deny the wet coating my thighs nor the desire racing through my body, I walked over. He slammed me down onto his lap. Without a word, two of his fingers slipped between my folds and sunk deep, his thumb pressing hard into the knot of nerves aching for attention. My head flew back and I arched on his lap, giving him perfect access to my breasts, which he took greedily. 
Tai had me bouncing on his lap, forcibly digging his fingers deep, and fucking me beautifully with those fat digits. When he bit down on my tender nipple while simultaneously twirling his thumb around my O-trigger, I lost it. It being my hold on one helluva orgasm. 
Once I came down, he took my mouth, kissing me hard, long… mesmerizingly. When he pulled back, I felt drunk all over again, only this time I was drunk on him. Ready to be his willing slave if he’d just give me another sip of his sweet pleasure. 
“I left the side of my body pure for me. That half of my life is mine alone and will only be shared with my future wife and children. When the time is right, I will share the markings of my son’s lives and hopefully their sons.” 
My hair fell against his face when I pressed our foreheads together, lips barely touching. Just enough so you could feel the slight humidity when sharing one another’s air. “You can’t even be real,” I whispered against the moisture on his lips. “Men aren’t ever that selfless.” 
“Oh honey, I’m far from selfless, and plan on showing you when I take what I want from your wicked body.”
“Yes, please.” 
With that, he gripped my ass and walked me to my bungalow.
 



Chapter 5 
 
Cock. Specifically, Tai’s
cock, left an impression. A big one. The space between my thighs was swollen and well-used after last night’s sexcapades. His hunger for me was insatiable. He took me so many times that my pussy felt empty, devoid of the fullness he gave. Last night was one for the books. A night of pure unadulterated, dirty, filthy sex. The kind every woman wants, but rarely gets. 
A grin slipped across my face so wide it was impossible to hold back as I made my way up the stairs to the beautiful beach house, which was the location of my first photo shoot for D’Amico Designs and the “Beauty Comes in All Sizes Campaign.” When I held my hand up to knock on the door, it opened and a scrawny, overly thin hipster-type guy greeted me. 
“Thank God, you’re here. Mia right?” he said and gestured with a wave to follow him in. I took in his appearance. Wearing all black, his skinny jeans looked glued to stick-like legs and a black t-shirt that was tucked haphazardly into his pants, revealed that his waist was the size of my thigh. I followed him at a fast clip, my flip-flops flapping loudly along the tile floors. “She’s here,” he said to the room as we entered the living area. A few heads looked up and nodded, but that was it. The living room didn’t look like your normal comfy living space with couches and TV. It had been transformed into a workspace for makeup, hair, and wardrobe. Racks of swimsuits and cover-ups lined one wall. Another had a wall of mirrors with seats that mimicked stations at a salon. Several heads were being worked on while upbeat music played in the background. 
The man that had yet to introduce himself slapped his hands over the back of a leather chair. “Sit.” I did as instructed, mostly because I didn’t know what else to do. I could see through the open French doors and windows that led out to a massive pool and garden where Angel, the designer, and the photographer, were setting up equipment and ordering attendants around. When I modeled for Alec, it was mostly just me, and there wasn’t much in the way of hair and makeup. That wasn’t what his art was about. This reminded me of an upper scale shoot like I’d done for a few ads and commercials during my brief sojourn into acting prior to becoming an escort.
“I am Raul, your stylist, makeup artist, and hairdresser all in one. I am everything and a bag of Cheetos.” He winked. I scaled his thin gothic look and thought he could use a bag or twenty of Cheetos right about now. The only color on his body was his light brown skin and purple hair. It was shaved on the sides and smoothed into a pompadour style. With the length of the hair that fell over the back, it made me wonder if he spiked it up into a Mohawk. He pulled my hair off my neck and into a ponytail, making quick work of my make-up. We chatted idly while he did my hair, weaving beautifully bouncy curls into the long tresses. 
Raul called a few orders out to other people standing around until one googly-eyed super tall, incredibly skinny woman brought over a bathing suit, handing it to Raul. He looked her up and down slowly, licked his lips, and thanked the girl. She preened for him and turned to help another stylist. 
“Your girlfriend?” I asked as he made finishing touches to my hair. 
“Not yet,” he said confidentially. “Working on that. She’s shy. Don’t want to scare her off, but we’re going out this weekend.” 
“Good for you!” I smiled and he grinned, fluffing and spraying his masterpiece, making sure nary a hair was out of place. 
With one last poof of the hair and burst of spray he announced I was done. I looked in the mirror and barely recognized myself. I looked frickin’ awesome! My hair was shiny, filled with body, and loose curls that swayed elegantly as I moved my head from side to side. The makeup was nothing short of a masterpiece, Michelangelo quality. My green eyes were popping and so bright, I gasped at how beautiful they were, and I knew they were one of my best features. The rest of the look was very sun kissed and bronzed, seemingly natural only with an entire face full of makeup to achieve said “natural beauty.” 
“You’re a genius.” 
“I know,” he said and handed me a shimmery black bathing suit. The top was a tankini-halter paired with bottoms that had two white strings at each hip. More coverage than my normal bathing suits which was nice for my first run. “Go change over there where the other girls are going.” 
I entered the room to see a variety of women of many shapes and sizes in various stages of undress. Assistants were mingling from woman to woman, spraying things on their skin, and sealing bathing suits to specific areas. 
A curvaceous black woman approached me. She had on a complex white suit that crisscrossed at the breasts into larger swaths of fabric that covered her stomach then nipped at the hip where the design went into a boy short. On her shape, and with her espresso-colored skin against the white, it worked, and she was definitely comfortable with her curves. “Hey girl, I’m MiChelle,” she said, pronouncing it as ‘Me-Shell’, and holding out her hand. I shook it with a smile. 
“Mia.” I looked around the room and the other girls waved. 
MiChelle locked an arm around my shoulder. “Okay, that hot blonde beeotch is Taylor,” she pointed to a woman who was having her very large breasts taped into a bathing suit. Her blonde hair was gorgeous, falling down to her ample booty. My guess, girl was a solid size sixteen possibly even an eighteen and looked smokin’ hot in the black suit. She waved. “That right there...”—she pointed to a brunette with cropped hair that was slicked back into a Robert Palmer girl, complete with the bright red lips—“is my girl, Lindsay.” She was probably a tad smaller at a fourteen or sixteen, 
She took me farther into the room where a set of identical twins were sitting, their hair being pinned in complicated designs, both wearing the same bathing suit in a different color. Their red hair was a deep mahogany with striking swoops of caramel blonde running through it. Each had one blonde swoop of hair left down to curl around their face. “Hi,” they both said at the same time then giggled like teenagers. Actually, the more I looked, the more I realized they were teenagers just with a lot of makeup on. 
“Misty and Marcia, our twin babies. We all watch out for them. Keep them out of trouble… don’t need them turning into some island hoochies. Right girls?” 
They giggled once more and it reminded me of Maddy. I couldn’t wait for my sister and Ginelle to come at the end of the month. The twins were also considered plus sized, along with everyone else, but they couldn’t be more than a size ten. I was barely smaller and not by much. 
MiChelle led me over to a spot and held my suit while I dropped my clothes. She continued updating me about the models. “The twins are only sixteen. Here without family even though they have a chaperone designated to them from their modeling agency. That glow-in-the-dark motherfucker is never around. Their Dad back home is single and works to provide for his girls, but as you can see, they’re gorgeous and got picked up without trying. This is a huge gig for them and will set them up for college. Only reason their Dad allowed ‘em to come.” 
Once I was suited up, a female attendant sprayed something on my bum to make sure the suit didn’t ride up in the pictures and taped the suit to my chest, keeping the look exactly where they wanted it for the shoot. Then she poured some oil onto her hands and proceeded to rub me down to a nice shine. MiChelle stood with her ebony arms out in a T, her legs in a wide-legged stance as the same thing was done to her. 
A brisk knock on the door had all of us quieting down. “Mia and MiChelle, you’re up!” A booming voice hollered through the door. 
“Show time, MiChelle said.” 
Angel was an amazing photographer and human being. Working with him and MiChelle on the first shoot was the highlight of my day. This ad was going to be labeled “Yin and Yang” based on the opposite colors of our skin tone, and he positioned us into lying head to toe, curving our bodies into a crescent shape. He took the photos from up above. At one point, he had us holding one another’s hand and ankle, stretched out into a complicated design but the end result was philosophical and thought provoking. 
Once finished, MiChelle and I hung out with the other girls pigging out on pizza. Probably not what models should be doing, but MiChelle made a point to note that the pizza did have spinach, artichoke, tomatoes, green peppers, olives, and chicken. All healthy things. That explanation was good enough for me and every other girl. Besides, we lamented that we were plus sized models and got the gig based on the figure we had, not the size society wanted us to be. 
 
***
Over the next couple days, I did single shots and group shots with the girls. Tai had been off duty; unfortunately, I worked from dawn until I couldn’t stay awake any longer. Modeling was no joke. These women worked their asses off. I mean, there were parts that were really fun and each shoot started out that way, until you’ve had to keep your toe pointed for over an hour, your chest arched up, your booty tucked in so you weren’t looking like a girl at the club, and repeated slight adjustments to your form, as well as your hair, makeup, and environment. I’m pretty sure I had a permanent cramp in my right foot from attempting to make the shape of a Barbie foot all day with my very real flesh and bone, non-plastic limb.
Today, I was meeting up again with Tai. I smiled thinking about all that male, warm, yummy skin and how he’d wrap it all over me. Hopefully, we’d have another night full of meeting one another’s carnal desires. However, he was dead set on showing me the island. As much as I wanted to lie in bed with him all day, I did want to explore my surroundings and get the full island experience. 
The first spot we hit was a place not far from Honolulu, located in the center of the lower half of the island called Pali Lookout. At the top of the mountain, there is a panoramic view of the windward coast of Oahu. The trade winds are so fierce there, my hair was lashing against my face until Tai handed me his baseball cap. 
“Amazing, isn’t it?” he said as we took in the magical view. 
“It’s something I’ll never forget.” 
While at the lookout, I found out that it was the location of one of the bloodiest battles in Hawaiian history. During the battle of Nu’uanu, almost four hundred soldiers defending Oahu from being overtaken by Kamehameha the First were trapped in the valley and later pushed over the cliff to their deaths. 
“So sad,” I said thinking about all those people who had died in the battle while we walked back to our car. 
Tai stole his cap back allowing my hair to fall in tumbles down around my shoulders and back. “Better.” He grinned then plopped it back on his own head. “If that made you sad, we’ll be skipping Pearl Harbor.” 
“Good idea.” 
“You hungry?” 
“Absolutely.” 
“You like Hawaiian beer?” 
“Doesn’t everybody?” I retorted, narrowing my brows for emphasis. 
He took me to a place on the far south side of the island called the Kona Brewing Company. It sat located in what seemed to be a shopping complex so I didn’t have high hopes that it would be as fantabulous as he hinted. I was never happier to be dead wrong. 
The waitress led us through the normal restaurant to a back area that felt as if it hovered over the bay. Boats were docked down below; patrons could park their boat, walk up, and have a meal. The view was just as amazing as Pali Lookout, only different. Each side of the restaurant was wedged between a mountain range on either side of the water. Bright bursts of green, yellow, brown, purple, blue and every other color in the rainbow filled the landscape as if an artist had rendered it. Now I knew why so many people painted these mountain ranges. They were incredibly beautiful and inspired peace in those that were lucky enough to gaze upon them. 
We ordered plenty of beers as we sat, talking about everything from island life, to the Samoan culture, to my life back home, surfing, and the future. Tai drank a beer labeled The Big Wave, a golden ale, and I stuck with the fruiter option of the Castaway. Somehow, the names of both beers seemed to fit our lives. I felt like a castaway, just floating through this year of my life, bopping from place to place, while Tai was always in search of the Big Wave. The part of his life that would make him feel complete. Secretly, I figured that would happen when he chose a mate and settled down, but I was rather content to enjoy being his number one for the month. 
“All right, we’ve seen the lookout, you’ve partaken of the local food and drink, how about something to feast your soul on?” 
“My soul? You think you can provide something that will serve my soul?” 
He grinned and took to the road. We drove for a little over a half hour, but it felt like mere minutes, my eyes so focused on the breathtaking views. With very mile, the view seemed to ebb and flow, and adjust to the lush landscapes, each beach we passed different than the last. 
Eventually, we turned into a place called Valley of the Temples Memorial Park. Tai drove us through what seemed to be a cemetery, only it wasn’t like something you see back home, with concrete or bronze plates in the ground. No, this was unlike any memorial park I’d ever seen. In many of the areas, large black marble squares with etched gold writing stood up like sentinels guarding the resting place of the human below. It was evident in the views and markers, how Hawaiian’s revered their dead. For a place that should feel filled with death and sadness, I was consumed with compassion and love for the people allowing me to share their final resting spot. 
Tai stopped in a parking area and we got out. He led me by the hand through a long path until we came to an outcropping cut into a mountain. There stood a red Japanese style temple. 
“The Byodo-In Temple.” Tai said, his voice low, almost a whisper. “It’s a non-practicing Buddhist temple. All faiths are welcome to mediate, worship, or just enjoy the grounds. Come on, let’s get a closer look.”
He had to drag me; I was so in awe of the building in front of me. It sat perfectly in front of a giant mountain range behind it. A bamboo forest flanked one side and another, the cemetery. Saying it was one of the most beautiful places I’d ever seen would be downplaying the rapture it brings to your body, mind, and soul. The sense of peace and humanity here filled my pores, moistened my eyes, and hugged my heart. 
“Never seen anything like it,” I turned to Tai and he leaned down and gave me a soft kiss. 
“I’m glad. You have yet to see the best part.” 
We walked through the gravel paths, stopping to check out the koi ponds all over the grounds. Little pathways were covered with drooping trees, adding to the secret garden feel. At the mouth of the temple stood a giant bell. Next to it was a log. When I say a log, I’m actually referring to a tree trunk having been cut and turned onto its side where it was tied up level with the bell. Visitors to the temple could pull back on the heavy rope attached and hit the enormous bell with the tree. Of course, I had to do it. 
On my first try, I pulled back and the wood barely moved, only slightly dinging the bell. Extremely unsatisfying! 
“Hold up, girlie,” Tai said handing his phone to a Japanese couple waiting their turn to access the bell. The man lifted up Tai’s phone, getting ready. Tai looped an arm around my gut, the other around the rope and pulled along with me, using his super human strength. That log swung back and crashed into the bell making a resounding “GONG” then it swung back and hit it again. “GONG.” A little softer and one more time. “GONG.” 
I jumped up and down, clapped, and wrapped my arms around his neck, giving him a grateful, sloppy kiss. Tai hooked me closer and took my kiss to a whole other level. He was sucking and biting my mouth as if he was trying to eat my excitement directly from my lips. Someone cleared their throat and once again, I’d forgotten where we were. The small Japanese woman standing next to her husband smiled and gave me the thumbs up symbol behind her husband’s back. I covered my mouth and tried to prevent the piggy snort from making an appearance. 
Tai thanked the man and pocketed his phone. Then he held my hand, and we walked up the wooden steps and platform to the entrance to the temple. Tai instantly removed his shoes and I did as well, kicking off my flip-flops and holding onto the back of his t-shirt in the darkened space. There wasn’t anyone else in here that I could hear as we walked through to stand in front of the most breathtaking Buddha statue. It was huge, standing nine feet in height on a raised platform. In the center was a young, contemplative Buddha, resting in a meditative pose.
“It is a depiction of Buddha himself and known as the largest statue of its kind outside of Japan. Famous sculptor Masuzo Inui designed it. I love how he is sitting within a lotus flower.” Tai’s voice held veneration and awe. 
“Why is it gold?” I asked Tai, my eyes flicking from spot to spot attempting to brand this beautiful sculpture into my mind for a lifetime. 
“To highlight its beauty. It was painted with three coats of gold lacquer and then gold leaf. See all the figures surrounding him?” He pointed to a couple.  
I nodded, squinting, trying to get as close as possible without going past the rope. 
“There are fifty-two Boddhisattvas, or ‘enlightened beings’ surrounding him, floating on clouds, playing music, dancing. They represent the culture of Fujiwara’s aristocracy.” 
After the history lesson, we both lit a small sprig of incense and set it in front of the statue. “Now say a prayer, or a wish, or send out love and light to whomever you think needs it.” 
Tai sat down in front of the raised platform and crossed his legs in front of him. I followed suit. He pressed the palms of his hands together and held them close to his chest, as if in prayer. Then he closed his eyes and bowed his head. 
I too closed my eyes and bowed my head but instead of picking one prayer, wish, or sending out love. I did all three. 
Please, God, don’t let my father die. 
I wish for Maddy to get everything she wants in life. 
Buddha, I would like to send light and love to Wes, so that he never feels alone, even when in a crowded room. 
 



Chapter 6 
 
Tai drove around the island for the rest of the evening. We stopped on North Shore and had Mexican food of all things. It wasn’t anything like the Mexican food I got in California, but it was spicy and hot, and it made me feel comforted and full, just what I needed after an evening of watching the beaches pass us by. I put my arm out the window and played with the wind for a long time. Tai was content to drive and hold my other hand. The radio was playing some soft Hawaiian music. I couldn’t hear the words but enjoyed the background noise anyway. 
“When do you think you’ll settle down?” I asked him out of the blue. 
He tilted his head and pursed his full lips. “I dream of it nightly, but I have no answer.” The frown that followed his response seemed to go bone deep. Honestly, this seemed to plague the sexy Samoan. 
Tai was one of those men a woman would meet and marry. Sure, we were having fun but it was about sex and friendship not love and commitment. The latter was something I knew he wanted in a big way. 
I squeezed his hand, sending my support. “What did your mom say? You said she could see things, future things. And what she said about me, well, I can only hope it’s fact.” 
He sighed. “Tina says I will meet my mate unexpectedly.” He dipped his head shyly and looked at me adoringly with those coal-like eyes. “I thought maybe you were her.” I shook my head instantly. “I know, I know. We’re destined to be friends. Besides, Tina would have been all over you if you were the one. It’s frustrating to wait. I feel as though I am living half a life, my other half living somewhere without me.” 
God, this man was a saint. I was convinced he’d get everything he wanted. People who are that kind, that good, and come from solid families usually come out on top. Tai deserved that. “You’ll find her.” 
“Well…Tina did share a couple hints.” 
My eyes widened, and I turned in my seat, pulling a knee up so I could view his profile fully. “I’m waiting,” I punched his arm then shook my stinging hand. “Damn, lay off the weights.” 
He snorted. Yes, Tai piggy snorted. “You’re the first woman ever who has told me that.” 
“Stalling. What did Masina say about your true love?” 
He ran a hand over his prickly dome. I could hear the pointy hair growing back scrape along his calloused hand. “She said her eyes would be the color of fresh cut grass and her hair will be a golden yellow like the sun.” 
I opened my mouth and laughed. “We’re looking for a blonde with green eyes!” That’s awesome. 
Tai shrugged. “Means she will not be Samoan.” He frowned. “That will be difficult for the family.” His tone seemed tired and uncertain. 
Rubbing his shoulder, I moved close then leaned against it. He wrapped an arm around me. “True love always is. I think you have to go through some trials and tribulations to get to the happy ending, to find that happily ever after.” 
“Think so?” 
“Know so.” I smiled, turned my head, and kissed the ball of his shoulder. 
He groaned. “In the meantime, I will enjoy a sultry brunette from the mainland.” Tai shifted so that his hand moved from my knee up my inner thigh where he cupped my sex aggressively.  
My voice was husky and filled with desire when I replied. “Now that, sounds like an excellent idea.”
 
***
Instead of turning off toward Honolulu and Diamond Head Beach where we were staying, he turned left and took the Jeep up a long hilly road until nothing but dense trees were the only view out the window. 
“Where are we going?” 
Tai squeezed my shoulder. “You’ll see. Trust me.” I pouted, scowled, and groaned obstinately. “Hey, hey, turn that frown upside down, girlie.” 
“I would if we were home and you were fucking me right now,” I retorted. 
His eyes blazed with heat in response to my graphic reply. “Trust me; it will be worth it.” 
“Worth missing out on a Tai Niko orgasm? Doubtful.” I grumbled playfully but not really. I wanted to get laid. It had been days, and I was ready for a dose or two or three of Tai lovin’. The song, All Night Long, by Lionel Richie ran through my mind.
Finally, the car stopped at the top of a clearing. It was pitch black around us. Only the light of the moon and the entire city of Honolulu below made it possible to see. The view, as I was coming to expect from any location in Oahu, was incredible and worth the side trip. Tai led me to the front of the Jeep, laid out a beach towel, and sat me on top of it. Then he went back to the car, rolled down the windows, and turned up the music. Hawaiian music oozed from the car as if on tropical winds. The night was warm and slightly humid. My skin felt a tad moist to the touch but not uncomfortable. Tai turned off the car and came back with a bottle of champagne. Where he had been hiding that, I had no clue. 
“Where did you get that?” I asked. 
“Real men have secrets their women don’t get to know about.” 
I laughed and accepted the tiny Dixie cup filled with sweet, bubbling champagne. “Am I your woman?” I asked the loaded question. Like his mother said, Tai could not fall for me, nor I him. We had to be clear about the parameters of this thing we had. Fun and friendship. 
“For the next seventeen days you are. Then you’re some other schlub’s problem,” he joked and I opened my mouth and laughed out loud. 
“Wicked burn!” 
“Thank you very much. I learned from the best,” he said and winked. 
We sat for a long time and drank champagne until I got tipsy. Champagne was always good for loosening my inhibitions. I watched Tai out of the corner of my eye. He was sitting on the towel, leaning back on his forearms enjoying the view. I know he didn’t drink as much as I did because he had to drive. I turned on my side and traced his jawline with one finger until he turned his head. The man could make grown women weep at his perfection. He was just that good-looking. 
I licked my lips while tracing his. The tip of his tongue came out and flicked my finger. I inhaled noisily and gasped when he bit down on the digit. You wouldn’t think a finger would be sensitive. Right then, it felt as though it had a direct connection to my clit. As Tai swirled the finger with his tongue, sucking it into the heat of his mouth, I could feel my panties getting wetter by the second. I pressed my legs together and squeezed, moaning with the pleasure of putting pressure on the achy space between my thighs. 
“Your flower is ripe,” Tai said trailing a hand down between my breasts. He lifted up my skirt, and zeroed in instantly on my clit, swirling his finger around it before plunging fully into my cleft. I laid on my back, Tai’s hand moving smoothly in and out. He added another finger. “I can smell that nectar, girlie. Can I taste it? Right here, out in the open?” 
I nodded frantically and clasped his strong shoulders. “Please,” I whimpered when a third finger slid in to meet the first two.  
“How about I strip you of all your clothes and take your body hard right now. Ever been taken on the hood of a car, Mia?” I shook my head. 
“Only a motorcycle.” I admitted shakily, then tipped my head back when he moved his hand faster, finger fucking me like it was his job. 
“Really?” His surprised tone had me groaning. “You’ll have to share that story later.” He removed his fingers and pulled me to my feet in front of the car. He pulled off my panties and stuck them in his pocket. Then he lifted my tank over my head. I yanked at his shirt, needing to feel that brown sugar skin against my erect nipples. Once removed, I clutched at him, slamming my mouth to his in a brutal kiss. He returned it with fervor. As with our previous sexual encounters, it became heated and dirty real quick. 
Tai pulled away from my mouth lifted me back up and set me on the warm hood. Enough time had gone by so it wasn’t nearly as hot as it had been when we first parked. “Lay back. I want to see you spread out naked on the hood of my Jeep.” I did what he said, arching my breasts up, needing to do something. The desire firing through my body, the need for him to touch me… anywhere, was hitting epic proportions. “Give your tits some attention. I’m going to be busy tending to the flower between these creamy thighs and the sweet nectar sliding down the crack of your ass.” 
Jesus, the things he said I felt straight through my body to my clit, where they crash-landed, throbbing in reply to every filthy word. My Tai was graphic, yet beautiful and raunchy at the same time. 
Placing my hands over my breasts, I squeezed the heavy globes. The moment I pinched each nipple between thumb and forefinger, Tai plunged his tongue deep. He growled and I moaned. Between the two of us, we sounded like a pack of wild animals fighting in the woods. When Tai goes down on me, it’s as if he’s tasting the most decadent dessert for the first time. He licks, sucks, nips, bites, and presses in all the right spots. When he set those plump lips around my clit, twirling around the nub with his tongue, pushed open my inner thighs, wide enough to feel a twinge of pain, his black eyes lifted, and our gazes met. He gripped my thighs hard, opened his mouth, laid the flat edge of his tongue against my O-trigger and rubbed. I whimpered, begging him with my eyes, with the force of my legs I tried to lift up but was completely at his mercy. He lifted his mouth for just a moment and I wanted to cry. Tears actually formed in my eyes and my body shook with the need to come. 
“Don’t close your eyes. Watch me take you to bliss.” He growled before licking me from slit to clit, setting his lips over my tender bundle of nerves once more, lifting his gaze and sucking hard. My entire body clenched with the powerful orgasm that ripped through the very fiber of my being. I couldn’t move, he had me restrained by the legs with his righteous man hands. When I couldn’t come anymore, I gripped his head with both hands and pulled. My tiny red clit slipped from between his lips looking like a small little cherry. I couldn’t move him any further, but he left the bundle alone and pressed his tongue deep into my cleft, tasting my true essence. 
He was feral in his desire to lick up every drop, and he did, taking me to the point where I was almost over the edge again before he pulled away. His eyes were white hot and his cock was practically punching out his shorts. He removed his shorts and his heavy cock looked painfully erect. I started to move off the car to wrap my lips around it and return the favor, but he shook his head. He handed me a foil packet. I ripped it with my teeth, removed the condom, and ran it down the length of his massive cock. 
Tai yanked my knees high up on his ribs so quickly that I had to slam my hands down behind me to hold my body up. He centered his cock and rammed home. I screamed out at the sheer size and girth. The man was huge everywhere, and his manhood matched the enormity that is Tai. Within seconds, he was gripping behind my knees and pressing higher, going impossibly deep. I clung to his shoulders and neck the best I could. My nails must have left claw marks in his back, neck and head, but he didn’t stop fucking me. Then he pulled out and flipped me over so that my knees were on the hood. I braced myself by leaning forward and holding onto the cooled metal of the hood near the windshield wipers. He tugged my ass back and lined himself up, pressed my lips wide, and slammed home once more. He was so deep, it was as if he was fucking unchartered territory. 
“Gonna fuck you wide open, girlie. Make my mark so you miss this cock when you leave. You hear me?” 
“Yeah,” I moaned as he slid his cock all over every internal nerve I had. Shivers of pleasure rippled along my veins. The walls of my sex clutched and pulsated around his stiff length. 
“You gonna miss my cock one day?” he practically snarled, wanting to imprint me somehow.  
“Fuck yeah, Tai. Just fuck me,” I screamed as he pulled my hips back and I held on with all my strength. 
Tai kept a furious pace. Then he propped a leg up on the bumper for more leverage, pushed my lower back down with one hand, and then brought the other to my tender clit where he gave it a little massage. It didn’t take much until I was barreling into my second orgasm.  
Soaring. Flying. Weightless. That’s what I felt, though somewhere I could vaguely feel Tai fucking me like a rock star, his hips pistoning, sweat dripping down on his chest until he climaxed on a mighty roar. 
 
***
I didn’t remember the ride back, or how I made it into my bed when I woke for work the next day. As Tai expected, my hoo-hah was sore and sensitive to the touch. Even my undies grated against what Tai would call my “tender petals.” Snickering, I took a shower, letting the hot water sooth and relax the tissue. When I looked down, I swore out loud. On the front of each thigh were four quarter sized bruises, and then another around the back. 
“Fuckin’ great. How the hell do you explain this shit to a bathing suit designer? Um yeah, I had crazy sex out in the open on a mountain on the hood of a car. And you know that giant Samoan you hired, yeah, it was totally his fault for getting wild and bruising my thighs while he went down on me. I groaned, and grumbled while I got ready for work. 
When I showed up at the set, on the beach down from our bungalows, thank God, my attitude hadn’t abated at all. Tai looked up and smiled when he saw me enter. 
“Hey girlie, you look…” his words died on his tongue as I shot daggers at him from a good ten feet away. I set down my bag and proceeded to ignore him stupidly. It was adolescent and silly I knew, but still, my soon to be very embarrassing story as to why Angel D’Amico fashion designer extraordinaire has to airbrush bruises out of his photos was not going to go over well. Tai set a large paw on my shoulder and I flinched it off and glared at him. “What happened between last night when I put you in bed and you showed up here?” he asked, full concern in his tone. 
“You happened with your big man hands!” I grouched, lifted up my dress and showed him the ten finger shaped bruises on my thighs. 
When I looked up, expecting him to be truly apologetic and sympathetic he absolutely was not. In fact, he was chuckling, holding a hand over his mouth and everything. My entire body turned hot and I placed a hand on each hip. “Are you freakin’ kidding me?” I whisper-yelled. I was mad, but I was still a professional and didn’t want to be the model chick that caused issues at the shoots. 
At that moment, Raul walked up to me. This time, he wore white from head to toe. Turns out he wasn’t actually gothic. As he explained it, when he chose a color for the day, he committed wholly to it. So from the tip of his toes to his neck he’d wear entirely the same color. Today was white. Even his shoes were white Converse. The purple hair remained. He said that was him being whimsical. 
“What’s the problem here?” 
I narrowed my eyes at Tai. “Nothing,” I said through clenched teeth. 
“She has bruises on her thighs,” Tai admitted immediately and had there been a knife close, I would have stabbed him in the eye; as it was, the makeup brushes were looking like a good possibility as a weapon of convenience. “We got a little crazy last night; you know how it is,” he said clasping Raul on the shoulder. “Think you can fix it?” 
Raul’s lips barely twitched. “Let’s see them.” 
I rolled my eyes and lifted up my dress. Raul came down to his knees, held my legs, and looked closely. “I’ll need ten spoons put into the freezer now!” he said behind him. The girl that he’d been dating the last week and a half jumped to it with a “Got it!” over her shoulder. “No problem, honey. I’ll lighten the bruise with the cold spoons and then cover them up.” 
“Oh, thank God. I’d hate to have Angel have to airbrush the images.” 
Raul’s eyes turned hard. “Honey, Angel D’Amico will no sooner airbrush a picture he’s taken of a woman wearing his designs than he would cheat on his hot wife, Rosa. He’s an artist first. He would never edit his photos. It’s important to him that every image is raw.” 
“Oh. Okay, but you can help, right?” I looked at him with my best puppy dog eyes. 
He led me into the chair for hair and makeup. “For you, anything.” 
“Thanks, Raul.” I leaned up and kissed him on the cheek. 
“What about me? I’m the one that asked him.” Tai added from behind me.
I cringed and flipped my hair off my shoulder. “You’re the one that went all man-hand crazy on my thighs!” I challenged. 
Finally, he looked appropriately apologetic, and as soon as the look came over his features, they left. ”You know, I don’t regret it. Would do it again in a heartbeat. You saying you regret last night, your thighs wide open, you naked on the hood of my car, the air kissing your sweet, wet…” 
“Fuck…” Raul stopped, his hand holding a comb directly above my head, his eyes glazed and a rosy hue lit his cheeks. 
“Shoot, forgot where I was. Sorry man.” This time, Tai actually seemed sorry. 
Raul shook his head. “Nah, it’s okay. Hey, how about you tell me where you parked. Yeah?” 
Again Tai clapped Raul’s back. “Sure, bro. We’ll talk later. See you in the water. We’re doing the ’Sexy swimwear couples fondling one another on the beach‘ shoot today.” He waggled his eyebrows at me. 
“Seriously?” I asked, not believing him. It had to be a coincidence. 
“Yep. I’m going to be all over you.” 
“Wouldn’t be the first time,” I huffed.
“Won’t be the last, girlie.”     
 



Chapter 7 
 
Angel D’Amico was a genius. Not only did he have Tai and I working the camera as if we were a couple that had been together for years; the lighting, the background, the swimsuits, all gave the shoots a new, fresh feel. He had a unique perspective on how to take a huge issue like women and their body image to a new plane of existence. This campaign was cutting edge. There was no other way to describe it. I served as the smallest model, somewhere between a size eight and a ten. The rest were anywhere from ten to eighteen, maybe even a size twenty. All beautiful women with buxom shapes that they were proud of and should be. They were real women with real bodies.  
“Come girls, gather ‘round the hunk, eh?” Angel said, his Italian accent still thick and cultured. “Now, Tai, you will place a hand on Taylor’s bum, and the other on MiChelle’s hip. Mia, you will stand off to the side here looking very… um…. how you say this… pissed?” 
Rosa, his wife, positioned Taylor and MiChelle exactly the way that Angel wanted. “Mia love, you will stand over here, with your hands on your hips looking poised, beautiful, but also very mad. Or as my husband so eloquently said… pissed.” I chuckled and got into position. 
“Marcia and Misty, come over here my darlings.” Rosa waved the twins over. Their red hair flowed out behind them as they ran with sixteen-year-old exuberance. 
“Oh, si, si, I see, my love, I see you beautiful, intelligent woman. I shall worship you.” Angel said to his wife getting behind his camera. 
“When don’t you worship me, my love?” she smirked and winked. He held a hand over his heart and looked at her adoringly for long minutes. “Get to work,” she said over her head while fluffing the twin’s hair, making it just so. 
“Si, si. Now Tai, you have got your hand caught in the cookie jar.” He laughed. “But you are looking at the young girls, too and your true love, Ms. Mia, catches you. Okay?” 
Tai nodded and gripped the women’s flesh. A jab of jealousy sprang through me as I saw his fingers dig pleasurably into their flesh. Each of the women got into position, posed accordingly, and I followed suit. It wasn’t hard to look angry. I pulled from my frustration over Tai giving me ten lovely bruises to contend with, the feeling of hopelessness about not knowing if my dad was going to pull out of his coma, and my irritation at seeing yet another magazine with a kissy-face picture of Wes and Gina. Casual relationship, my ass. I took a picture of the magazine and kept it so that every time I felt even a smidge of guilt, I’d look down at that image. 
“Good Mia, you are projecting much anger and frustration.” The camera clicked crazily. Then Tai went off the plan and pushed away from the women. They looked taken aback, but then Tai fell to his knees before me. The camera continued to click like mad. “Si. Tai. Perfetto!” Angel called out. 
Tai leaned forward and kissed my thigh, gripped my hips and looked up at me like he was genuinely sorry. I smoothed my fingers over his head while he smirked, seeming very confident that he’d pulled one over on my character. Just as he thought I’d forgiven him, I pushed off his shoulders and he fell back on his ass. Then I turned facing the camera, cocked a hip, laid my hand over said hip, and winked at the camera. 
Angel fell back with glee, kicking wildly in the air. “This too much! This will be one for the blooper reel!” 
The group laughed and once the chuckling abated, we got back to doing the shoot. Overall, we had a great day; Tai and I, of course, made up through the humor and teamwork on the job. We left holding hands walking down the beach toward a night at the bungalows. Tomorrow, my sister Maddy and my best friend Ginelle would arrive. I could hardly wait. 
 
***
The taxi cab pulled up to the bungalow as Tai and I waited out front. I had been sitting on the stoop, jumping to my feet when they arrived. Ginelle flung open the door, her petite form barreling at a dead run toward mine. Then she jumped mid-air and slammed into me, both of us falling to the grass. “You stupid cunt! I can’t believe you have been living in paradise without me! I’m here now biznatch.” She kissed all over my face. I could hear Mads chuckling behind our yard acrobatics. Then two very tanned feet and one tribal filled leg came into both our views. 
Ginelle looked from me to the feet and up, and up, and up. “Holy mother of all things fuckable. Where on God’s green earth did you come from, you sexy beast. Jesus,” Gin looked down at me. “Is this your client?” Her eyes turned hard and I shook my head. She looked up again. “You better be fucking this hotness.” She glanced down at me where I was still pinned to the ground. I nodded happily. “No chance I can take a ride on the Samoan side?” At that, Tai tipped his head back and laughed loud enough to almost echo off the palm trees. I shook my head and frowned. “Biznatch, you get all the guys. Not fair,” she said on a pout then stood up. 
Tai held out his hand. “Aloha. You must be Ginelle.” 
Her blonde hair flew behind her head. “You’ve been talking about me.” She puffed her chest out. “All good, I hope.” 
“All warnings,” I added and took Tai’s hand as he helped me up. Then I pushed Gin out of the way with my hip to get to my sweet sister. “This is Madison. Our Maddy. My baby sis and the pride of my life. This is Tai.” She smiled so wide at the compliment. “See,” I pointed at her face. “What did I say, Tai?” 
“Prettiest girl in the world,” he offered. “Aloha, Madison.” 
“Damn straight!” I hugged Maddy to me. “How are you, sis?” I pulled back and set my gaze on hers taking the pale green eyes that matched my own. They looked happy.  
“I’m good, really good. Worried about Pops. He doesn’t have anyone while we’re here. Matt and his family, though are going to check on him.” Of course they are, because they are like the best family in the universe. I wanted to hate them for their perfection, but since my girl was going to join the Rains clan in a couple years, I needed to cut them some slack. They meant well. Hell, they meant very well because they were really good people.  
I clucked my tongue and looped an arm around her waist. “Well, that’s very nice of them. Have the doctors said anything recently?” 
Maddy shook her head as Tai grabbed their bags. All of them. In one trip. Shivers of lust slithered through me at his male virility and prowess. I licked my lips staring at his beautiful back while he led the way to my bungalow. 
“I wish Pops would wake up,” Maddy admitted, taking a seat on a barstool. I trotted around the kitchen area getting out the alcoholic beverages and mixers. Vacation mode meant cocktails. 
“Do they know why he hasn’t? His body has healed.” I asked. 
Gin’s eyes widened at all the variety of liquor and mixers I set out while Maddy responded. “The docs told us that he’ll wake when his body wants to wake. With the level of head trauma he received, they keep telling us not to be too hopeful.”
Ginelle’s lips pursed together. “Sucks. I know you guys are freaked.” 
Maddy stood abruptly and walked over to the French doors, opening them wide. The tropical breeze from the ocean blew into the room, filling it with the scent of the ocean. I’ll miss that breeze and smell when I leave here next week. 
I scanned the drink options and then pulled out the ones I wanted. My days as a waitress and backup at the bar made me somewhat of a cocktail connoisseur with an emphasis on the cock part. Snickering to myself, I grabbed the citrus vodka, peach schnapps, triple sec, some OJ, pineapple juice and the sweet and sour mix. Quickly, I dropped ice into four glasses. Tai watched me, his large body leaning up against the counter, giant arms crossed over one another, a speculative gaze on his beautiful face. Gin openly ran her eyes all over him. He didn’t seem to mind. With a body like that and the employment positions he’d chosen, I imagine eyes all over him was common place. 
“Gin really, don’t do the skeevy eye fuck all over Tai.” She pouted, looked away and then as if drawn by magnets those eyes were back on him. Her tongue coming out to lick her bottom lip. “Gin!” I shook my head and she crunched her eyes closed and pressed her palms into the sockets. 
“Sorry, sorry. It’s just he’s the epitome of eye candy. Tai, really, you are crazy good looking.” 
He tipped his chin in that cool way men do. “You ain’t so bad yourself, tiny,” he said in that low grumble that made my panties wet. Gin, however, physically melted, put a hand over her chest, and slid down her barstool dramatically. 
I elbowed Tai in the ribs. “Ouch! Wha’d I do?” He rubbed at the spot I tagged. 
“You’re encouraging her.” I glared and he laughed. 
Finally, I added all the ingredients into each glass and handed them out. Maddy, Gin, Tai, and I held the glasses up. “To fun in the sun… Hawaiian style!” I said and we clinked glasses. The drink, called “A Fuzzy Thing” slid down my throat and the three different types of alcohol instantly commingled, warming my belly. 
“Ready to hit the beach?” 
“Bathing suits for everyone in the room. You girls are going to die when you see all the options I’ve collected from the shoot!” 
Both Maddy and Gin squealed and ran off down the hall to the master bedroom. 
“You really going to give them any suit they want? Those are designer. Probably, a few hundred a pop.” 
I shrugged my shoulders. “So. I love those two women more than I love anything including money or free designer clothing. Gotta share the wealth right?” Which I knew for a fact he did with his family.
In the background, we could hear the whoops and hollers as the fights began like true sisters. “You’re too tall for that stretch!” and Maddy’s reply, “Shut up, you’re just pissed because your height challenged.” Then another screech. “You shut up. You’re jealous because I’m fun sized! Everyone loves a little something to nibble on!” 
Tai pulled me into his arms and rested his head against my forehead. “Girlie, your family is loco.” 
“Not something you need to tell me.” I laughed then kissed him soundly. It went on for a while, our tongues dancing, his hands creeping down to fondle and squeeze my ass. He pressed his thick erection into my pelvis, and I groaned. 
“Continue this later tonight when the girls are crashed from jet lag. At your bungalow?” 
“Hell yes.” 
 
***
 
The next day Tai and I did another shoot, but we were off by mid-afternoon. Gin and Maddy spent the early part of the day sunbathing. Tonight though, Tai was taking us all to a luau where he and his family performed. I’d been here almost three weeks and hadn’t seen him perform. Surf, model, yes, but not his fire knife routine. I could not wait. I didn’t have a clue what fire knife dancing was, but it sounded exotic and exciting. Two of my very favorite things. 
The three of us girls got ready, wearing maxi dresses in varying lengths and colors. Each of us left our hair down and pinned the flowers that Tai had left for each of us on the kitchen counter. I thought that was really sweet and gentlemanly. A direct opposite of how ungentlemanly he was last night when he fucked me hard against his wall and then bent over his kitchen table. Apparently, he missed me and showed it. 
We arrived at the five-star resort where they were performing. Tai had left us tickets to the show. We handed our tickets to the man at the entrance and were surprised to find our seats located directly up front, right next to the stage. 
We were served incredible selections of traditional Polynesian food including teriyaki chicken and beef, lau lau, which was a boneless wrapped pork dish, Hawaiian poi, tossed greens, some taro rolls and every fruit you could imagine. Seriously, the fruit in Hawaii was the best, and I lived in California where the produce was as fresh as you could get. I’d basically give my left tit to have mangos fresh from Hawaii every day. 
“This is amazing,” Maddy said, shoveling in a huge bite of pineapple. “I can’t get enough of it.” 
“I know, right?” 
Gin, Maddy, and I ate, chatted up the folks we were seated next to, and watched the sun go down. The stage was set with a perfect view of the open beach behind so the diners could appreciate the view until it was dark enough for the show to start. Once the sun set, the heavy drums started building a beat that I could feel in my chest. 
Tai’s father, Afano, came out. He was dressed in a sarong that barely covered his man bits. His tattoos were clearly on display and magnificent. Pieces of grass leg adornments were wrapped around his calves, hanging over his feet. We were so close that I could hear the whisk noise of each long blade as it dragged along the stage floor. 
Afano introduced the drummers that were off to the side who did a quick drum ditty that had the crowd clapping and smiling. He welcomed the crowd to share in the Samoan culture. Then he introduced the first act. I was shocked to see all of the female relatives, including Tai’s mother, Masina, enter the stage. The older woman wore a complicated sarong dress and the young ones wore coconuts over their breasts and short sarongs that showed off their young, toned legs, and bodies. 
The music started and the women had the entire crowd enchanted with their routine. It was beautiful and something that I had only ever seen in the movies. It included the hula and other Hawaiian style dances where the women delicately brought their hands above their heads, turned from side to side, swayed their hips and moved their feet. It was lovely and every eye in the crowd was glued to the ladies as they danced. 
After they completed two different dances, they asked for volunteers. Gin and I held up Maddy’s thin arm much to her disagreement, and they picked her and a handful of other women. Masina stood next to my girl and winked at me. I held my hands in a prayer position and tipped my head, saying thank you. Having my girl with Tai’s mother was exactly as I would have hoped. Each professional on the stage taught the audience member a small routine. Maddy seemed to pick it up right away as I knew she would. The girl was gifted in everything including dance. Masina cued the music and the audience members followed along with their instructor. Before long, Maddy was smiling, waving her arms in the air like she’d been there all her life. I loved seeing her up there having fun, knowing I was giving her this memory. The first time she left the state of Nevada and it was with me, to Hawaii. She’d remember this forever, as would I. Something that she’d be able to tell her kids about. Please God, let that be years down the road, after she becomes a doctor. 
The music stopped and the audience members received a loud applause. The show continued and the longer it went without Tai, the more nervous I became. Usually, the last ones in a performance like this meant it was the most dangerous. 
Finally, Afano came out wearing different garb, but still showing just as much skin. His tattoos looked sharply black and oiled, reflecting the fierceness. 
“And now I give you our most desired performance. It takes a warrior’s heart to handle the fire knives and my sons...”—when he pounded his fist against his chest, it was so loud you could hear the smack against his flesh—“...my sons are pure of heart and have cleared their minds to bring you this piece of our culture. Men!” He roared and that’s when Tai and his three brothers came onto the stage. Afano and Tai stood at the front, the three brothers in the back. Each held a long stick. Masina came out in a beautiful white dress that flowed in the breeze. She held a torch and lit each end of the stick, patted her guys one by one on the cheek, and returned to the side of the stage. The men stood, legs wide apart, grassy bands around their calves and elbows. Each wore a small blood-red sarong. 
“Oh sweet Lord, how am I to control myself when all that is standing right in front of me,” Gin whispered, and I shoved her shoulder. 
“Behave.” 
“No promises.” 
We both laughed, but my eyes were on Tai. I felt as though my heart was in my throat as Afano called out commands and then the men made a huge “Hut” sound and stomped their feet. The two lit ends blazed on in front of their faces and then they began to spin the stick. The fire stick. In my head I had to repeat it because I couldn’t believe it.  
Spin. The. Fire. Stick. 
Just as I thought I would die with worry, clearly believing they were going to get burned, they all threw the sticks up in the air and caught them, then flipped around and wove through one another, spinning the fire stick the entire time. I had my hand over my mouth and my other fisted in my lap. 
The guys did several moves that defied gravity, all things holy, and set a fear so deep within my soul I could hardly breathe. 
Then it got scarier. 
The four other men backed up and stood in the very back, their legs out wide, their hands holding the sticks above their heads as if they were lighting the stage. The drums pounded loudly, shaking my chest with every “Boom!” And then Tai was alone in the middle of the stage. That’s when shit got real. 
My Tai flung that stick so high in the air, did a couple of flips, caught it and spun it around his body, weaving it through his legs and behind his back. The grass blades of his costume could catch on fire at any moment. He flung that thing around the back of his neck, twirled it like a baton with two fingers, and then held up a hand. Afano, from behind, threw his fire stick in the air. Tai went down on a knee, lifted his arm, and caught the second one midair. I gasped and closed my eyes. Once I opened them, he was spinning both fire sticks. The audience was clapping wildly as I just sat there in shock. Frightened out of my mind. 
After what seemed like an eternity of Tai doing complicated twists, throws, and flips, the noise of the drums hit a booming roar that I felt deep in my chest, making my toes curl into my wedged sandals. The brothers made a “Hut” sound over and over, while stomping towards Tai then threw all of their sticks into the air at different intervals. Tail flipped, landed on his back, and then bounced each one of them from his feet as they fell from the sky to his hands where he caught them one after another. Then he stood up holding all five fire sticks and made a perfect H symbol. Two sticks in each hand and the last one flat held between his thumbs. Each brother hugged Tai, wet the flames, and then bowed. 
The entire dinner party of several hundred people stood up and screamed their excitement, joy, and adoration of the performance. Afano had his family all came up onto the stage where everyone bowed. Tai’s eyes were glued to mine. Tears filled my eyes and spilled down my cheeks as I clapped so hard my hands were burning. He grinned that sexy Tai grin that melted the hearts and panties of every woman within a mile radius before they left the stage and the emcee announced that the luau was over. 
“Your May boyfriend is crazy talented,” Ginelle offered while hugging me against her side. 
My May boyfriend.
I guess if I thought about it, that’s what he was. And Alec had been my February boyfriend and Wes my January. I didn’t want to think about what that meant. Most women didn’t have multiple boyfriends in a year like that, but what else would you call a monogamous relationship you have for an entire month where you’re committed to the same man, you go out on dates, meet their family, have fun together, tell each other your hopes and dreams, fall asleep together each night and so forth. If that wasn’t the definition of a boyfriend, I didn’t know what was. 
“Yes, he is. Let’s go thank him for the tickets.” 
When we made our way to the back, the family had already picked up what they needed and Tai was in a pair of board shorts and nothing else. His chest was still slicked with oil, showing off every delectable inch of his muscular body. 
“Can I have one of his brothers?” Gin asked taking in the three guys whose eyes were all over her. Tao, his eldest brother looked at Gin as if she was a nice hearty steak and he was starved. Watching her eyes, the feeling was absolutely mutual. 
“Go for it, ho bag. Rock his fucking world. Why not?” 
“Man, you guys are making me miss Matthew.” Maddy pouted prettily. 
“Oh, so you now know the joys of sex,” she grinned, and shook her head a bunch of times. “Great. That blows. And not in the good way,” I chastised her before she could comment. I didn’t need to know if my little sis was blowing her man. God help me, please don’t let her ask for pointers. 
Tai walked up when he noticed us in the distance. His form was so manly. Cut muscles everywhere that felt as good as they looked and bulged with each prowling step forward. 
“Enjoy the show?” he asked. 
I nodded numbly but couldn’t hold back anymore. I wanted to take a bite out of him so badly. Lust swirled in my veins, moistened my sex, and made me wanton in a way that was indecent. Flinging myself at him, he caught me in the air just as my lips crashed over his. He growled his appreciation and took my mouth hard, his tongue swooping in to taste. I sucked on every millimeter of those lips, rubbing my core against his now hard length through his shorts. 
“Girlie,” his voice was a rumble against my lips. “Not the place. But don’t you worry, we’re going to continue this back at the house when the girls are asleep.” His lips moved to my ear. “You will suffer so much pleasure for making me get this hard and having to wait to take you. Be prepared. Be prepared to burn up the sheets with the fire you’ve set.” The way he said it was more than a promise. It was a fact. 



Chapter 8 
 
“Oh God, no!” I screamed. “No more. I can’t any…. oh sweet… fuck me!” I howled, pressing my hips up into Tai’s mouth and my hands down on his head. He held the globes of my ass and sucked another orgasm from me. I didn’t think it was possible. He’d eaten me raw. I’d lost count of how many orgasms I’d had against his tongue. All I knew was that if he didn’t put that huge cock inside me quick, I was going to pass out from sheer exhaustion alone. 
Tai growled low in his throat, sounding like a wild animal. I now know it as his, I’m-about-to-lose-my-mind, pre-cursor to pounding me into oblivion. He flipped me over on my stomach, pulled my hips up, and back so I was on my hands and knees. “Grab the headboard. I’m too far gone. Need to take this tasty pussy hard.” 
He gripped my waist, leveled his hips, pressed the tip of his cock to my soaking entrance, and slowly eased in. One steely hard inch at a time. I held my breath, expecting a wild thrust, but he surprised me by going in soft. It wasn’t for long. “Yeah, nice and easy, get my dick fucking wet, with that juicy pussy.” He eased in and out slowly, and I took long breaths, relaxing my neck down to watch him enter and exit. The condom was coated with my essence. I moved one hand and reached down to feel where he entered me over and over. 
“Aw yeah, girlie. You like to feel me splitting your flower open. Nothin’ better.” One of his hands came up to my breast and tweaked, pulled and elongated my nipple. With that, I started pressing back into him with enough force to knock his hips back. “What, what do you want? You have to ask for it, haole.”
I hated when he called me foreigner. He knew it pissed me off, which is why he used it during the height of our love-making. Though, you really couldn’t call it making love with Tai and me. There wasn’t even one time where we’d had a slow drawn out session with candles and chocolate or anything remotely related to romance. The closest thing to that was when we sipped on champagne before he took me hard on the hood of his car last week. Nope, Tai and I fucked, and we fucked each other with abandon. I loved that about Tai. We were friends and I would be friends with him after I went on to my next adventure, but for now, I was going to enjoy getting pummeled good and hard with Tai’s fat dick.  
“Fuck me with your Big. Samoan. Fat. Cock!” I roared and shoved my hips back piercing myself onto his member. 
“You ready to walk funny tomorrow, huh girlie?” he goaded. 
“Is my ass white?” I asked flippantly, looking at him over my shoulder, wiggling said ass. 
His eyes were focused on my cheeks. His fingers were clenched around my hips. “Oh yeah,” he said, grinding into my cleft, reaching that high spot I dedicated personally to his dick. 
“Then don’t ask me stupid questions.” Crimeny, these men I bed are always asking me dumb.... “Fuck!” my pussy clenched down like a vice as Tai’s cock rammed home. I screamed soundlessly, no air coming out of my mouth as he pounded mercilessly into me. His balls smacked up against swollen flesh adding an element of pain that felt so good I arched up, holding my body aloft and bent back. Tai roughly ran a hand down my chest where he pinched my clit between two fingers. Not pressed and rubbed, no, he pinched, adding more pressure with each mighty thrust. The pleasure rose so high I cracked, broke, and shattered while he held me together long enough to find his own release. This time he hollered his release in a lion-sized roar. So loud I’m certain Gin and Maddy had to have been awakened because the walls seemed to shake with the sound. 
That was the last thing I recalled before I blacked out. 
When I woke, he was wiping the space between my thighs with a warm cloth, cleaning me. “Did I hurt you?” his eyes were flat, cold, and black. 
I shook my head. “Do you want to go back to your bed?” Again, I shook my head still having a little trouble speaking through the sated buzz zipping along every nerve ending. “Are you sure?” his voice cracked a bit, sending warning flares to my mind.  
He sat down next to me and I got up and crawled into his lap his arms coming around me tight. “You didn’t hurt me.” 
“You passed out,” he said in a tone so emotional I left the comfort of his warm neck where I’d snuggled to look deep into his eyes. 
I cupped both cheeks, forcing him to look at me and really see the truth in my words. “Tai, that was some of the best sex of my life. I’ll remember that until I die. You didn’t hurt me. Last count, I had six orgasms. Six. That’s unheard of.” I didn’t tell him that I had a couple other guys that could go rounds like that, but with Tai it was unique. Different intensity, different body parts, words, thoughts. All of it good, but special to him, to what we had in this bed. 
Tai tunneled his fingers at the nape of my neck and up into my hair line. “Mia, I lost control.” 
I shook my head. “We got heated. Hey, you’re the one that said we were going to burn up the sheets. I’d classify that round—or rounds”—I grinned and he smiled on a huff—“as burning up the sheets. Wouldn’t you?” 
He tilted his head and inhaled. “As long as you’re truly okay.” 
“Oh honey, I’m more than okay and give me a good night’s sleep and I’ll be ready to take you on again. Only this time… I get to be on top!” 
Tai laughed, laid me back under the cool sheets and wrapped me in his warmth. Exhausted, we both crashed. 
I woke up the next day with the sun shining in my eyes, the sounds of the beach, a cool ocean breeze kissing my skin, and a sinfully sexy Samoan’s face between my thighs. 
Hawaii.  
Best. Month. Ever. 
 
***
 
The walk of shame wasn’t too far since Tai and I had connecting bungalows. I snuck in on bare feet, holding my wedge sandals in one hand and tiptoeing through to find Maddy pouring a cup of coffee and smirking at me. Damn. 
“Good night?” she asked and I grinned, my face flaming. “My Mia blushing? Could it have been the, ‘Oh God, fuck me with that big fat Samoan cock’ that put that smile on your face this morning?” 
My mouth dropped open. I could have caught a hundred flies with the amount of shock that slammed into me. 
“Oh yes, big sis, I heard it all. Did you not know that the guest room shares a wall… with Tai’s bed!” she laughed so hard, her entire face turned beet-red with the effort.
I shook my head. “Um… I… hmm, not really sure what to say here.” 
“I had to go sleep in your bed. Jesus, I can’t wait to have crazy sex like that all night. Seriously, does your hoo-hah hurt?” I sat down on a barstool, set the wedges on the counter, and poured myself a cup of coffee. 
“Are we really having this conversation?” I cringed and she nodded. “Yeah, my lady bits hurt, but only in a good way.” I pressed a hand to my forehead and massaged my temples. 
Maddy twirled a finger around the rim of the cup. “Matt and I have had, you know, sex, like ten times and it’s never been like that.” Her face held that rosy hue as she focused on her cup. “I mean, don’t get me wrong, it always feels really, really good, but I’m never screaming out. Maybe I’m doing something wrong?”
I laid my hand over hers. “Oh honey, no.” 
“I mean, I’ve never heard Matt scream out in pleasure. He usually just tells me he loves me and grunts a little.” 
Leaning over, I banged my head onto the counter a few times. Last thing I ever wanted to do in life was talk about good or bad sex with my baby sis. Times like these made me hate our mother even more. She should be the one having these conversations with her daughter, not me. 
Pulling up my metaphorical boot straps, I stood up straight, puffed out my chest, flung my hair back behind me readying for a conversation that was uncomfortable but necessary. Mads wanted to know how to please a man. I’m her sole female influence; I’m going to lead her in the right direction. Lord, help me through this. 
“Let’s go sit outside on the lanai.” 
She jumped up, grabbed the plate of fruit she’d cut yesterday, and took it to the table outside. Thankfully, my sun glasses were laying there, so I plopped them on, and stretched out my legs onto the opposite chair. Maddy sat across from me waiting patiently as I thought about what I wanted to tell her. 
I sucked in a breath and let it out. “Okay. With men, I’ve found that they like an active partner. So don’t just lay there. Touch, kiss, do what feels natural.” She nodded and stayed silent. “Have you experienced anything other than missionary position?” I groaned and looked up at the sky, letting the sun’s rays warm my face. 
“No.” She frowned. “But I want to. How do you tell them that you want to try something else?” 
Oh, thank God, an easy question. “Talk about it when you’re alone but not having sex. Like maybe after dinner, sit on the couch and tell him your desires.” 
“I don’t know what those are.” 
Sucking my bottom lip into my mouth, I bit down on the flesh. I could do this. “Tell him or better yet, when you’re on the couch, just hop up in his lap and straddle him. Then you know… ride him that way.” I gagged in the back of my throat and swallowed. Fuck, this was hard. Sweat broke out at my hairline and I wanted nothing more than to go throw myself into the cool, calming, ocean in front of us. 
“Men like that? A woman on top in their lap?” 
I nodded. “Yeah, sitting or while he’s lying down. It will be good for you, too, just take it slow because it’s deeper that way.” 
“Deeper!” Her eyes got wide. “I already feel like Matt is splitting me in half!” she said and twisted her fingers together. At least her soon-to-be hubby wasn’t lacking in the genitalia department. Once she got used to having sex, that would be in the plus category for good ole’ Matt. “What else?” 
“Don’t you watch porn?” I groaned not wanting to hear that answer. She shook her head. 
“All right, how about doggie style. You on your hands and knees, him taking you from behind. Try that.” 
I swear if she had a notepad she would have been writing this down. My sis, the analyzer. Always taking notes, approaching situations analytically as well as scientifically. 
“And how does that feel?” she asked. 
My shoulders dropped and I sighed. “Good, really good. That’s how Tai was taking me last night when things got loud,” I admitted. She smiled shyly, and once more her face reddened.
“You know, you guys need to just explore one another. Do what feels right and who cares what others do or how they do it, or whether or not they are louder than you in the bedroom. What you have with Matt is between the two of you and obviously he likes it because he put a ring on it!” I laughed. 
Her smile in return was so bright I needed another pair of sunglasses. “That is true,” she grinned. 
“So don’t worry about it. You and Matt will find your way together. You don’t need me telling you how to please a man. Only you are going to know what Matt likes and doesn’t, and you are the one that will ultimately be giving it to him. Just be honest with him. Talk to him about the things you think about or fantasize about. And for God’s sake, read some sexy books or something. I’m dying here!” I admitted. My skin felt like it could break out in hives at any moment. 
That had Maddy giggling like the nineteen-year-old she was. Though not for long. Shit, what day was it? Hawaiians move at their own pace and the days feel like they slip by in a tropical haze. “What day is it?” 
Maddy tipped her head and smirked. “May nineteenth.” She turned her head and looked out over the ocean. 
Fuck me. Her twentieth birthday was tomorrow. “Someone is leaving her teens tomorrow,” I grinned. “Going to have to blow the roof off this mother for that!” 
She squirmed in her chair doing a little happy dance. “I’m pretty excited to be in my twenties. Though Matt’s really bummed that he can’t be here to enjoy it with me.” 
“Oh pish-posh, he’ll get all the rest of your birthdays. Twenty is mine just like all the ones before it.” One thing I made sure of, as Maddy grew up, was that I made a huge deal about her birthday. Our mother left when she was five. Even at eleven years old, I did what I could to make sure she had an awesome sixth birthday and every single one after that was as amazing as I could make it. We didn’t have much in the way of money, but we made do. Well, I did. 
I’d have to talk to Tai about some options. I wanted this first birthday in her twenties to be something she’d never forget. 
I heard the door open behind me. Thinking it was Tai, I turned around and waved. Nope. It was Gin, wearing the same dress she’d worn to the Luau. That bitch was doing the walk of shame! Oh, hell yes. This was too good. 
“Hey Gin, I thought you were still sleeping.” I played along as she plopped down into the chair next to me, her blonde hair shining in the sunlight. She stole my cup of coffee and slugged it back. 
I scanned her face and down her body. There were red rash like marks dipping deep into her cleavage, her neck had a full on hickey just under her ear, her hair was a tornado and her lips looked twice their size. 
“Good night?” Maddy asked her the same question she asked me, and I busted out laughing. 
“What?” Gin groaned covering her ears. “Must you say things so loud?” Oh, this was awesome. Hung over, too? Love it! 
I sat up and pulled a knee to my chest. “I’m guessing you look like you were rode hard and put away wet for a reason?” 
Gin waggled her eyebrows, reached her hands above her head and pointed her toes, stretching out even while sitting at the table. “Oh yeah.” Her eyes were gleaming with sexual bliss. “If your Tai is anything like his brother Tao, whew.” She pressed a hand against her chest and fanned her face with the other. “He fucked me six ways from Sunday and then started all over again. Never in my life…” she lost her words and slumped back. “I never want to leave. I’m just going to stay in Hawaii and be Tao’s sex slave. I’ll clean his house, make his meals, and he can pay me in dick,” she said crudely. 
I stole back my coffee and she pouted. “Gin, Jesus. You whore. Watch what you say.” I tipped my chin at Maddy.
“Really, Mia? After the conversation we just had?” 
“What conversation?” Gin asked and I groaned. 
“Well, Mia had a night much like your own. Only I could hear every last word and scream of her night in the sack with Tai.” 
Gin’s eyes flashed to mine, daggers in place. “Hypocrite!” 
“Shut the fuck up! I didn’t know!” I crossed my arms over my ample chest. My sore nipples screamed out their discomfort. Tai had been a sucking machine last night.  
Maddy continued undaunted by Ginelle and me bickering. We did it so much it didn’t even phase her. “So I asked Mia for pointers on how to please a man. You know Matt and I have only had, well, missionary, so she was giving me tips.” 
Ginelle thought that was absolutely hysterical if the way she howled with laughter, kicked her feet and flailed her arms in the air like someone stuck out in the middle of an ocean who couldn’t swim was any indication. “And how did you handle it?” Her gaze sought mine. “I bet you would have rather had white hot pokers seared through your eyes rather than have that discussion.” Gin smoothed my bicep, still laughing. I shrugged her off. 
“I hate you.” 
“You fucking love me!” she pulled my hand up and bit along my arm making ‘nom nom’ noises like Pac Man, until I laughed hard and playfully pushed her away. Gin just had a way about her. There was no way in the universe I could ever stay mad at her, and no one I’d rather have in my corner fighting off the battles that came upon my world. 
“You can just ask me Mads. I’m happy to share all the wonders of sex and everything in between. I could tell you a trick on how to suck a man off that will have him begging for mercy…” 
Maddy’s eyes went round and large while she nodded and moved her chair closer to Ginelle as if she was about to hear a secret. 
“The fuck you will!” I roared.
“Oh come on. Don’t be a spoilsport. Maddy has to learn how to suck dick or she’ll never keep a man.” Ginelle turned to Maddy and clasped her hands. “Let me tell you right off baby girl, a man loves it when you swallow. They don’t mind if you spit but something about them marking you and you taking that nasty slime down your throat gets them way the fuck off.” 
I stood up and put my hand over Ginelle’s mouth. “Ginelle’s done speaking out of her ass right now. Time for a shower.” I pulled her out of her chair and lifted her tiny body into a princess hold. 
“No really. Get on your knees, and take Matt’s cock as far down your throat as possible,” Gin continued talking as I hefted her over the sand and toward the ocean. Maddy must have been following from behind because Gin kept running her mouth. 
“What else?” Maddy giggled. 
“Hold onto his hips and let him tug on your hair and fuck your face and for God’s sake, keep those teeth wrapped…” was the last thing we heard before I tossed her into the ocean. 
Ginelle sputtered and laughed, spitting water out, then floating on the top, letting a wave push her close to the sand. 
I looped my elbow with Maddy’s. “Come on, let’s get some breakfast.” 
Maddy looked over her shoulder. “Think she’s okay?” 
“Let the bitch in heat cool off; she’ll be fine.” 
We could hear Ginelle laughing in the background, splashing in the water, as we trudged through the sand back to the house. 
 
 



Chapter 9 
 
Nothing but green, as far as the eye could see enclosed the small valley we rode our ATVs through. Mountains on both sides so high you had to crane your neck to see where the mountain met the misty sky. Fog and clouds swirled around the wetter portions of the mountain like cotton sticking to Velcro.  Tai and Tao led us through the Valley until we were directly in the middle, and they stopped. Each of us turned off our personal ATV and hopped off to look around. Everything in Hawaii was beautiful, but this, this felt like a hidden gem that we’d just uncovered. Seeing God’s Earth undeveloped from mankind stole a piece of your soul, making an imprint that would only ever be filled by this experience. 
Tao sat on his ATV, pulled out a small ukulele from his backpack and started to strum a tune. He hummed along for a while until his rich, baritone voice smoothed over my senses like a cool breeze fluttering through the valley. He sang a song I recognized Tai playing in his room called Drop, Baby, Drop by Manao Company. 
Maddy sat on her ATV and swayed from side to side, entranced by his song. Then she giggled when he said the best line. “I love you like a mango.”  It was also my favorite line. 
Tai pulled my hand and brought me close to his body. “You’re leaving in two days.” He whispered, holding me close, moving his hips in a smooth shimmy as we danced to Tao’s music. 
“I am.” I held his hand close to my face and pressed my lips to his fingertips. 
“What if I didn’t want you to go?” He said this with a twinge of emotion I knew, after having spent the better part of a month with this man, was held tightly in check.
“But you know I can’t stay.” I rubbed my nose into his neck, inhaling his ocean and fiery, woodsy scent. He must have practiced his fire knife routine this morning, the scent of the fire and wood sticking to his skin, melting into his pores. 
Tai pressed his forehead to mine. “But it’s nice to be told, yes?” 
“It is.” I bit my lips and let the truth out. “I don’t want to leave you either, but you know, you know Tai, that we’re not each other’s forever.” 
He sighed and kissed me sweetly, his lips dragging softly across mine. It was a kiss of longing, one of a future we both knew was not meant to be. He deepened the kiss, holding me tight. I clung to him, doing my best to imprint him into my soul the same way this secret valley had. It wasn’t love that kept us clinging to one another. It was friendship, lust, and ease. Being with Tai, the two of us together just worked. It was easy. I’d not had a month with a man yet that was as smooth as it had been with Tai. 
“You’re going to make a man fall to his knees and thank the Heavens above when he secures you forever.” 
I laughed. “One can only hope. Don’t you think your forever is right around the corner?”
Tai hugged me to him again and continued to dance with me. It was as if there was no one else around, only us, the tinkling sound of the ukulele and a song about dropping all your love and loving your one like mangos. “Sometimes, I wonder if it is this lifetime that I will find her.” 
I pulled back, cupped both his cheeks and stared deep into his dark eyes. “I promise, you will.”
 
***
After ATV trail riding, Tai took us to some friends of his who owned the Kualoa Ranch. The five of us were loaded up onto horses, and his buddy Akela led us through a tour of the four thousand square foot ranch. 
Maddy was having a little trouble leading her horse but soon got the hang of it. I treated my horse, aptly named “Buttercup” for his caramel color and black hair, reminding me of a Reese’s Peanut Butter Cup, just like I treated my motorcycle Suzi back home. I petted him, spoke softly in his ear, braided his awesome hair and my own so we were twinsies. Every time I looked at Tai and he caught me lovin’ on the horse, he’d close his eyes and shake his head. Whatever. I hadn’t had any pets growing up. This was an awesome treat to be riding something so majestic and real. 
“Can it,” I growled then petted Buttercup and told her how annoying and devastatingly handsome Tai was but how that didn’t make up for his bratty ways. Then I warned her about the hot inked ones and to be careful because I could see the black stallion with his amber eyes had the hots for her. 
Ginelle trotted up on her horse as if she’d been riding all her life. “What? Mine’s a dude horse. It’s no different than riding a man. It’s all about the control in your thighs. Isn’t that right, baby,” she petted her horse and Tao pulled up to the side of her and responded. 
“I can attest to that. You could crack coconuts with those thighs, blondie.” 
She grinned and waggled her eyes. I rolled mine. “Gross.” 
“It’s true. I probably could crack some nuts with these thighs. Maybe we should give it a go tonight big boy,” she said to Tao and I noisily made gagging sounds. “What? You think it’s fair you’re the only one getting hot Samoan meat between your legs. Hell no. I’m going to ride this guy like a prized bull rider to-night!” she emphasized the last word making it two. 
“Keep it to yourself, Slutty McSlutty.” 
“Says the woman who was on her back within what, a day of meeting Tai?” She shot back, her arrow hitting the bull’s eye. 
I flung my braid over my shoulder and shot daggers at her. “How the hell did you know that?” I put a hand to my hip, yet kept the other firmly on the saddle. 
Gin guffawed and cackled. “It’s true!” her eyes widened with utter glee. “You’re just as bad as me! I have no problem admitting I jumped on that,” she hooked a thumb toward Tao, “the very first night I could get my greedy hands on him. Fuck me, look at him. No….” She looked at Tao. “Fuck me. For real, I want you to fuck me.” She giggled and grabbed her breasts and gave them a squeeze and a giggle for his pleasure. 
I smacked her arm, almost pushing her off her horse. “Bitch, keep that shit behind closed doors. I swear you’re like a cat in heat.” 
She opened her mouth, and I knew, I just knew she was going to say something about pussy. 
In a wild rush of words, I said, “Don’t you dare talk about your hoo-hah,” and let out the rest of my breath. 
Gin closed her mouth and pursed her lips. “Party pooper.” 
I shook my head and maneuvered my horse off to Maddy who was listening intently to Akela and the information he shared about the ranch, the land, the trees, and the movies that were filmed on the island and on this ranch specifically. Turns out the big blockbuster hit Jurassic Park was one of them. She was completely enthralled, asking questions, commenting on pieces of information she learned in her plant courses. When my sister spoke about school or the things she’d learned in school, that sense of extreme pride coated my aura. I loved hearing her spew off facts and details about something we’d probably never discuss or see again. But the fact that she knew exactly what these things were, what they did, where they were indigenous, if the plant could be used in medicines and for holistic ailments, was mind boggling. 
“Your sister is very knowledgeable for someone so young.” Tai complimented.
“Yep, she is. I’ve made sure she’s been a professional student since graduating high school as valedictorian. Me, I barely graduated, working two jobs while going to school.” 
Tai nodded. “I know what you mean. My family has been performing since I was very little, but Tina made sure that it never conflicted with our schooling. She wanted her children to have choices even though none of us have ever left the island for work or to find something different. It just doesn’t seem like any of us want to make that leap. We live to be with one another.” 
I totally got that. I lifted my chin to Maddy. “I live and work for her, but I’m trying to find what is mine and mine alone. I’ll let you know when I find it.” He chuckled. “Do you worry that you won’t find your mate because she may not live on the island?” 
His shoulder slumped a bit. “All the time. Especially now that Tina says my future mate is blonde and green-eyed. That is not a common combination of islanders.” 
I thought about that. He was right. Hawaiians, Samoans and most of the Polynesians that are born and raised within the islands are dark. Skin, eyes and hair. Exactly opposite of what Masina described. Tai continued explaining his fears. 
“She might very well be a tourist. What happens if I miss meeting her?” 
“You won’t. What’s meant to be will be, Tai. Just go with it.” 
“Just go with it,” he repeated. 
 
***
 
Later in the day, Akela led us to a private beach. He pulled out his backpack and handed each of us a turkey and cheese sandwich and a bottle of water. Individually, we found a nice shady spot to sit and snack on our lunch. 
Maddy stood looking out at the ocean. I walked over to her, put my arm around her shoulder, and knocked our heads together. “You having a good birthday, pretty girl?” 
“The best,” she smiled and we munched looking out over the cerulean waters. Fish flicked around, going in and out of shells and coral that had washed up closer to the shore. The beach around us was deserted for as far as I could see. “I think maybe Matt and I will come here for our honeymoon. I’d like to show him these places.” 
“Yeah?” I tried to sound positive, but the thought of my twenty-year-old baby sister being tied down made me incredibly nervous. She hadn’t lived enough yet to be that committed. 
“Oh,” her eyes lit up and became a brighter green. “Maybe we’ll have a destination wedding! I don’t have much family and only a few friends. That might be cool. What do you think?” 
I had always pictured her in the big white dress, walking down a long aisle to marry her prince. Maddy was my princess. “You don’t want the big white dress and wedding?” 
She shrugged. “Honestly, I’ve always wanted the white coat more than the white dress,” she raised her eyebrows, and I laughed. 
Her eye was on two prizes now. She still wanted that lab coat and having Matt didn’t change that. Getting married was just a bonus to her. Sharing her life with someone was great, but she’d do it and still make sure she kept her dream, the one thing she’d worked her ass off for. 
“Mads, honestly honey, I’m so glad to hear that. I think my biggest fear with you accepting Matt’s proposal had nothing to do with the guy or your age. He’s wonderful and seems to adore you.” 
“He does.” 
“I know that. I just freaked thinking that you might consider throwing away everything you worked for and choose to be a wife and mother and not a doctor. The time to be a wife and mom will come, but the doctor thing… you gotta go for that when you’re young.” 
Maddy held me close. Her eyes were serious as she focused on me. “I’m not going to let anything take me away from my career goals. Matt is encouraging everything I already want. It’s just now, I have someone besides you to share it with.” 
Someone besides you. 
That struck deep, cutting right through bone and tissue to pierce and rip open my heart. I know she didn’t mean it that way, and it’s part of letting someone you raised go, but did it hurt? Hell yes.  
“It has only ever been us.” I choked back my tears and pushed a golden lock of hair over her shoulder. 
Maddy sighed like the entire weight of my love was pressing into her, holding her down, not lifting her up. “I love him. I want to be with him, but I don’t want to lose what we have either. You’re always going to be my sister. Heck, you’ve been more my mother than a sister for as long as I can remember. It’s time to let me make some decisions for myself. Make mistakes. Take chances that don’t affect you.” 
“Everything you do affects me,” I responded automatically. 
“That’s not how it should be, Mia. You need to live for you now. I’m fine. Yes, I still need help with the schooling tuition, and one day I’m going to be able to pay all that back…” 
“The hell you will,” I shot off, instantly angry. “Being able to provide for you, for your future has been the highlight of my life. Knowing that you are going to succeed where I didn’t, it’s the only thing I’ve ever done right. That’s my one claim to fame.” 
“That makes me sad. I want more for you.” 
I inhaled hard, not able to catch my breath, tears threatening to consume me. I yanked her over to my chest and hugged her. “You’ve always been my everything.” 
“I know. But now I’m going to be Matt’s everything and he will be mine. You need to find that too.” 
My little sister’s words hit home. She wanted me to find a new everything. How did one change the core of their being so easily? I didn’t know if I could. Regardless of where I was, what I did, I was always going to be worried about her, thinking of her, missing her. I couldn’t begin to even comprehend what my life would be like if I didn’t always base my decisions on how they would affect her life and future. 
In the end, I knew she needed something. She was worried about me. “I’ll try, baby girl. I’ll try.” 
“That’s all I ask.” 
“Come on, we’ve got more partying to do!” I tugged her hair and held her hand, walking up the beach swinging our arms like we used to as kids when I would walk her home from school. Every day, I’d get out an hour earlier than she did and wait at the door to her classroom to walk her home. 
My baby sis was all grown up. She was in college, twenty years old, and had a fiancé. She didn’t need, or want her big sis hovering over her all the time. 
What the hell do I do now? 


***
 
The rest of our tour was incredible. We were taken to a place that gave us a cool view of Mokoli’i Island, otherwise known as Chinaman’s Hat. We learned that Mokoliʻi translates from Hawaiian as "little lizard." According to mythology, the island was the remains of a giant lizard's or dragon's tail that was chopped off and tossed into the ocean by the goddess Hiʻiaka. I found that incredibly funny since there are no lizards native to Hawaii. That I learned from my smart-as-hell sister. The nickname, Chinaman's Hat, is obvious to anyone who looks at the tiny island that seems as though is floating on the water. It looks exactly like an Asian conical hat.
After the tours, Tai and Tao took us to Duke’s on the Waikiki beach. We ate outside and had the best burgers ever. Tiki torches lit the outside area, making the space glow and each of our happy faces shine with soft light. We ate and watched the sun set over the horizon at the tableside ocean view. Once it got dark and we’d finished our meal, we went upstairs where Duke’s had live music. 
The three of us girls danced the night away. The two men watched, fascinated, as our bodies swayed provocatively on the floor. It had been a long time since the three of us girls had gone out and let our hair down.
At that moment, I let it all go. My sadness over leaving this island and missing out on having Tai in my life on a regular basis. The anxiety I’d been harboring over Wes moving on with Gina, whether they really were in a causal relationship or not, I hadn’t a clue anymore. My nerves over my sister getting married and finishing college. I realized that all of these things were outside my control. There wasn’t much I could do but take my own advice. The same words that I gave Tai earlier that day rang through my mind. 
Just go with it. 
That’s what I decided I’d do for the rest of my time here and into the rest of my year. I was determined to save my father. Determined to make sure Maddy got through school, and determined to find what was out there that was meant for me. I had spent so little time focusing on my own wants, dreams, and desires that I didn’t even know what they were anymore. For a half a year, I thought it might be acting and I did okay at it. I think mostly I was just trying to escape Nevada. Get the hell away from all the men that had hurt me over the years. Escape the father who’d tried his best, but really wasn’t ever enough to truly take care of us, leaving me to pick up the brunt of the workload at a very young age. 
Maddy was right. I needed to find what my everything really was. What did that look like? What did I want to do with myself after this year was up? It was as if I was asking myself the same question that adults ask you when you’re little. What do you want to be when you grow up? 
I’d turn twenty-five this year, and I had no flipping clue what I wanted out of the rest of my life. 
Time for some serious soul searching. 
 



Chapter 10 
 
Before the taxi picked Maddy up, I sat on her bed and helped her get her stuff together. “Here,” I handed her a tiny wooden Hawaiian box. It had a beautiful bird of paradise flower on it painted by a local artisan. 
“What is this? Another present?” 
“Well, technically I didn’t give you a gift you could hold in your hand for your birthday yesterday. This is that and to commemorate our time here.” 
She opened the box and inside was a sea shell and a piece of pink coral I’d found while walking along the beach yesterday. Also inside wrapped in tissue was a white gold charm bracelet. One charm sat dangling at the end. It was a heart that said one word. 
“Sister?” she smiled and held it up, the light bounced off its shiny surface. I held up my own wrist where the identical bracelet sat. 
“Now any time you miss me, or want to think about your big sis, you can wear your bracelet and know I’m always thinking about you. And we can add to the bracelet, filling it up with pieces of our future. Individually, and when we’re together.” 
She tugged me into her arms, tears running down her cheeks. “I’ll wear it every day because I miss you every day. I love you, Mia. You’re the only one I can’t live without.” 
“Me either. Wouldn’t ever want to.” 
We pulled apart when we heard the car honking. Together we grabbed her things and headed to the front. I hugged Gin and Maddy once more and watched as they got into the cab and it drove away. 
One more day on the island with Tai. I needed to make it a good one. 
 
***
As I was getting ready for my last night out, my cell phone rang. 
“Hello?” 
“Hi doll-face!” Aunt Millie’s smooth, sultry voice came through the line. 
I breathed heavily into the phone, wanting her to hear my frustration. “Took you long enough. I was worried I’d be headed back to Vegas or California.” 
“Sorry I didn’t call you sooner, I actually hadn’t had you booked for June until today.”
That admission sent a ribbon of fear rushing through me. I could not have a month off. I had to pay Blaine or he’d kill my father and go after Maddy. “That scares the shit out of me, Millie. What do you mean? The last email I got from you said I was booked up for the year.” 
“Yes, all but June at that point. I had no worries honey. I could have easily called a couple of your last clients and they would have booked you right away. That Frenchman, Alec told me he’d take any month where you had a cancellation.” 
“Really?” I needed to talk to Alec about that. 
“You’re surprised? He wasn’t the only one. The first one you fell all over yourself for, Weston. He said to call him if any monetary problems arose, or you needed assistance in any way. Interesting how your first two clients made a point to ensure your well-being.” 
Interesting was right, but not something I was prepared to get into right now. I sighed deeply and finished putting on my mascara. “So where to this time.” 
Millie was silent for a bit. “Well, that’s the downside. It’s nothing like Hawaii and unfortunately, I can’t promise you a stud. This situation might feel a bit icky, but I promise you, you don’t have to sleep with him, and he’s a really nice guy.” 
“Uggh, is he a dog face?” Images of a giant man with a beer belly and sour breath filled my mind. 
“No, not at all. I think he’s incredibly handsome. I’d hit that so fast your head would spin.” 
“Wait a minute. You would hit that? You have never said that about any of my clients. Always hinted that I should hit it and quit it, especially to make the extra cash, but never have you eluded to the fact that you’d go there. What’s going on?” My nerves hit epic proportions. Liquid courage was definitely necessary. I made it over to the kitchen and pulled out the Malibu Rum, poured a shot, and sucked it back, chasing it with a huge bite of fresh pineapple. Rather unsurprisingly, it tasted damn good. I licked my lips and poured another. “You gonna talk or what?” 
“Well, he’s not as spry as your usual clients.” 
Oh no. I groaned loudly, tossed back another shot, and finished off the hunk of pineapple. The rum did its job, soothing the frayed edges of my nerves. “Lay it on me, Aunt Mil.” 
“How many times do I have to tell you to call me Ms. Milan?” 
“You’re avoiding…” 
“How about I just email you?” she offered in that sweet tone that did absolutely nothing for me. 
“How about you just tell me what I need to know right now before I get on a plane and take my happy ass right to LA and your doorstep?” 
She tsked. “Fine, he’s older.” 
“I need a number Millie. Forty? Fifty?” 
A noise came through the receiver sounding as though she was sucking on the inside of her teeth. “Maybe late fifties, possibly sixty.” 
“GROSS! Seriously? He’s going to be a creeper isn’t he?” Man. Just when I was starting to love this job, I get a pervy old guy. “He probably has a daddy complex in reverse. This sucks.” 
“I know, I know. But he was very pleasant on the phone. Mostly he wanted a woman of your caliber to attend functions with him. Apparently, if you’re old DC money, you have to have a hot trophy girlfriend. He has several Senators and investors to schmooze and he needs pretty arm candy. By the sound of it, he’s working on something that has him lobbying for a type of governmental historical building he needs to amass support for. Blah blah. Does it really matter?” 
“Not really. I need the money regardless. As long as he doesn’t think he’s going to be getting into my pants, I’ll be fine. You made that clear right?” A sour taste filled my mouth making me want to spit. “He’s older than Pops!” I shivered trying to wipe the ick factor off my skin.  
“Actually, he made that clear to me. Said that he didn’t know what type of escort services you offered as a whole, but that he would not be partaking of any sexual offerings.” 
“Well, that’s a relief.” I deadpanned, but in truth, it was a huge relief. Knowing that I was going to have a sex free month kind of sucked but I’d survive. Probably. Maybe. Hell, I better make sure my B.O.B had new batteries. 
“Okay I’ll send the details. Name is Warren Shipley.” 
“That name is familiar.” 
“It should be. His son is the Senator from California.” 
“No shit. Now that guy is hot. Youngest Senator in history at thirty-five right?”
“You got it, doll-face. And last I checked… he was unattached.” 
Now the son had possibilities. I recall making that check mark next to the name Aaron Shipley, voting for him in the last election, and not just because he was hot. Though he was that. Tall, dirty blond hair, and kind brown eyes. And the way that man wore a suit made a woman like me think of all the ways I could get said suit off his body in two point five seconds flat. 
“Send the details via email, I’ve got dinner with Tai.” 
“Tai? Who’s that?” her tone was clearly confused. 
“One sinfully sexy Samoan. Ta ta, Auntie!”
 
***
Tai held my hand from the moment he arrived to pick me up, to the car, from the car, into the restaurant, and all the way until we sat down for dinner. He was having a hard time letting me go. 
“Hey big guy, can I have my hand back?” He let it go as if burned. I leaned over, and rubbed my hand over his large, muscular thigh. “It’s okay. Everything is going to be fine.” 
He shook his head. “How can you say that? You’re leaving tomorrow.” 
“Yes, I am. So let’s make tonight count okay?” 
He closed his eyes took a soft breath, and then opened them, focusing all his attention on me. “Mia, it’s just… I’ve never met a woman like you. Not ever. You’re funny. Smart. Beautiful.” He leaned closer and whispered. “A mountain lion in the sack…” He shook his head and stopped. His beautiful dark eyes held such beauty and longing. “I don’t know how to say what I feel.” 
I held his hand on top of the table. “I’m going to miss you, too. More than I want to admit.” 
“Yes, exactly,” he admitted. 
“And we’re going to keep in touch by phone, text, and email. You’re going to tell me everything that’s going on with your crazy family, and with work and the shows. Send me videos of any cool new tricks you’ve learned with your fire knife dancing and me, well… I don’t know what I’ll send you. Probably selfies of me doing stupid shit in random places. 
Tai tipped his head back and laughed, heartily, deeply. So much so that it filled my heart with such joy to hear it. I leaned forward and place a kiss on his cheek. 
“We’ll stay friends?” he asked tentatively. 
“The best of friends,” I agreed. 
With that, the happy go lucky giant clapped his hands and pushed his chair out. “I’ll get some champagne! We need to celebrate your last night!” Just as he stood, the chair tipped on its legs under the pressure of his big body pushing it back and it flipped over and fell to the ground. Unfortunately, a waitress was passing by at the same time with a tray of wine glasses filled from the nearby bar. Her foot hit the chair and her tray went flying forward along with her. Tai reached for her and they both tumbled; she fell directly on top of him, straddling his body. 
All I could see was a broken chair, a lengthy blonde, and Tai’s brown hands surrounding her small waist. She lifted up on her knees, her skirt rising up. His hands went to her thighs to steady her. I was going to help out until I saw her face. She was facing me, and Tai was on the ground looking up toward her lying at my feet. Her entire face turned rosy in color. The waitress pushed a hand through her hair and that’s when I noticed a pair of startling green eyes. Her lips were wet where she’d bit into them. A touch of blood pooled there. Tai sat up and pressed a finger to her plump bottom lip to staunch the blood flow. 
For long moments, he just stared at her face. The girl didn’t move a muscle, focused solely on him. The entire room could have imploded and neither one would have noticed. It’s like they were in a trance. And it hit me the moment Tai pressed one of his big hands to her face and she automatically leaned into his palm. “Are you okay, sunshine?” 
Sunshine. 
Holy hell. This was his girl. Blonde hair, kissed by the sun. Green eyes the exact color of brand new cut grass. And he called her sunshine. 
I held my hands to my chest and didn’t make a sound, wanting to watch this play out before me like my own personal love story. 
“Um, sorry?” she offered in a small embarrassed voice. 
Tai pet her bottom lip with his thumb. “You’re bleeding.” She flicked her tongue out to lick her lip and ended up licking Tai’s thumb. They both gasped in unison, only Tai’s sounded far more feral and growly alpha male that I loved. I watched as his eyes heated. Her own gaze didn’t leave his. I could see her fingers press into his shoulders reflexively. This was almost better than watching a movie because it was live. Damn, I wished I had popcorn. 
Finally, the woman shook her head and tried to stand. Tai lifted up, holding her close to his giant body. So close that when he stood up to his full height, she ended up sliding down his body until her feet met the floor once more. He groaned and I knew that sound. He was turned on. I wanted to kick my feet and squeal with excitement. There was no denying the attraction. 
After a couple more moments of holding one another, she pushed off and put her head down. “Shit,” she looked around at the huge mess. “I should have watched where I was going. I’m going to get fired,” her lip trembled and the tears started up. 
I stood up and moved into motion. “Oh, thank you so much, Miss. We didn’t mean to knock your tray over. We’ll pay for any drinks we spilled.” At that point, the manager came over, his face a look of barely contained aggravation. 
“Sir, thank God you’re here. This woman saved my friend here from getting an entire tray full of drinks splashed on him. The big guy is sometimes so clumsy. Right Tai? The way you jumped up, knocked your chair over at the same time that...“ I snapped my fingers at the waitress for her name.
“Amy,” she said meekly. 
“...that Amy here was coming by. She could have really hurt someone if she wasn’t so light on her feet, trying to avoid slamming into my friend, making sure all the patrons around her didn’t get tagged with the drinks. We’ll be recommending your establishment to all our friends.” 
“Ah, well yes. Thank you. We only hire the best. Amy, good work. I’ll have a busboy come clean this up while you get to your tables.” 
Amy held out her hand to me. “Thank you.” Her eyes were apologetic, but really, it was Tai’s fault. 
“Nothing to be sorry for. I’m Mia, and this, very available hunk of a man is Tai Niko.” 
“You mean, you’re not a couple?” She covered her mouth as if she hadn’t meant to ask that. 
I smiled, looked at Tai but his eyes were stuck on Ms. Amy. “Nope. But we are really good friends, and I’m moving back to the mainland. I’m sure he could really use a new friend. Have you lived here long?” 
She shook her head. “Moved here this week with my dad. Didn’t want him coming alone, and it’s just the two of us, so here I am. I don’t know anyone yet.” She picked up her tray and several pieces of broken glass until the busboy took over. 
“Well, now you know one another. Do you have your phone on you?” Her eyes narrowed as she reached into her back pocket and pulled out an iPhone. I snatched it quick, added Tai as a new contact and then texted him. His phone buzzed and he pulled it out. 
“Now Tai has your number. He’ll call you tomorrow.” Tai opened his mouth, but I gave him The Look, the one that puts the fear into any man that is on the receiving end of it, and he wisely chose to keep quiet. Amy looked from me to Tai and back again. “Do you like surfing?” I asked knowing that our time to chat with Ms. Amy was limited. 
She shrugged. “Never been.” 
I beamed and hugged her into my side. “Tai. Isn’t that horrible? Amy’s never surfed, and what do you know? Tai teaches surfing.” 
“Really? Sounds fun.” She brushed off her skirt and straightened her apron. Tai’s eyes never left her movements. “I gotta go. It would be really great to make a new friend. And I’m really sorry about running into you.” 
He put his hands in his pockets and rocked from his heels to his toes, playing it cool. “You can make it up to me by going out with me tomorrow night after I drop Mia off at the airport.” 
Of course, Tai didn’t know that my escape plan didn’t include face-to-face goodbyes. Her eyes sparkled a crazy bright green. “I look forward to your call, Tai.” She blushed and turned to walk away. 
“Oh, hey, Amy?” I called. She turned around. “One last thing. How do you feel about tattoos.” 
She walked close to me and whispered in my ear. Then thanked me and strutted off to the bar to get new drinks for her tables. Thank God, we were in Hawaii and not some hoity toity place in New York. We’d all have been kicked out for dragging our feet and having a conversation over spilled wine and crushed glass. Here in Hawaii people just minded their own business and walked around the mess. 
Tai and I sat back down. 
“So champagne then?” I reminded him. 
His eyes turned black and he practically growled. “What the fuck did she say to you?” 
“About the tattoos?” 
“No, about the pope. Yes, about the tattoos.” He looked incredibly nervous, which was awesome since Tai hadn’t really looked anything but perfectly comfortable in his own skin for most of the time I’d known him—aside from that one crazy night where he fucked me until I blacked out. 
I leaned forward conspiratorially and looked around to make sure that no one could hear. “She loves them. Says they make her so hot. And get this…”—he moved closer so that my lips were touching his ear—“...the entire left side of her back, dipping down to her ass, is covered in a tattoo. Though it’s not tribal.” I sat back and enjoyed the look of pure hunger in his eyes. “Cherry blossom branches with the blooms and sprigs all running sexily up her back and down to her ass. Hot, right?” 
His nostrils flared and he breathed long and slow for a couple breaths. “Yes. Absolutely hot as hell.” 
I waggled my eyebrows. “I figured you’d like that.” 
“And you setting me up. Isn’t that kind of weird?” 
“Why?” 
“Because we’ve been fucking for a month.” His reasoning was sound, but I didn’t care if he thought I was crazy. He needed someone and pronto. Besides, I was convinced she was the woman Masina spoke of.
“Yeah and it stops after tonight. You’re going to send me off with a night I’ll never forget and vice versa and then tomorrow, you’ll start your new life. Did you not see her hair, eyes and body? She is your forever!”
“You don’t know that.” 
“You tell me you didn’t feel something when she ran into you and you had your hands on her thighs, her waist, her cheek and lips?” 
“No, I can’t say that I didn’t feel something.” He narrowed his eyes and then laughed as I gloated.  
“I’m so happy for you!” I shimmy danced in my chair. “Let’s say fuck dinner and order dessert and the bottle of champagne you promised!” 
“It’s your night, girlie. And tomorrow is your forever.” 
 
***
Good thing I had enough foresight to pack my bags before dinner last night. Tai thought my plane left in the evening. I told him it left at eight. What he didn’t know was that it left at eight in the morning. Goodbyes and me just didn’t go well together. 
I pulled out the package I had made near the shop that designed Maddy’s and my sister bracelets. I set the framed image of the Samoan symbol for friendship on the counter. A local artist was painting images when I left the jewelry store. I asked her about the symbol. She knew exactly what I wanted. She painted the symbol, which to my untrained eye, was very similar to a wide cursive L with bigger swirls at each end. The symbol was about four inches in size. Under the symbol, I used a black pen and drew a heart and wrote my name next to it. Then I framed the entire thing in a small five by five inch shadow box frame. 
My stationary was the last thing to come out of my handbag. I sat at the barstool and wrote to my Tai: 
 
Tai, my sinfully sexy Samoan— 
Thank you for giving me one of the best months of my life. You filled my world with such joy, laughter, and pleasure. I’ll never be able to forget you. Not that I’d ever want to. When I came here, I was down about a lot of things. My family, my relationships, and my work. You changed that for me. With a wink and a smile, you took away all the dark and brought me light. Sunlight. 
Through my time here, I learned to enjoy what life brings as it comes. To just “go with it.” Let life happen, and appreciate the moment. I can honestly say I had the most fun with you than I have had in a very long time. You reminded me that I’m young, and still have plenty of time to figure out what my forever looks like. I know you are aching to find your forever, and in my heart of hearts, I believe you may have. Call it women’s intuition. Things happen for a reason, we just might not know what the reason is. 
I’m glad I met you that very first day. Every moment with you was a new experience, an adventure. Thank you for giving me that. I’m sad to go and will miss you terribly. Please keep in touch. 
Your girlie, 
~Mia
As usual, I’d slipped out of Tai’s bed, written my letter, left his gift, and walked out to the cab waiting at the curb without waking the hunk of a man. I wondered what awaited me in Washington, DC with Mr. Warren Shipley, old money and politics, with an emphasis on the old part. Who knows? Maybe I’d get to meet his too-hot-to-trot son, Senator Aaron Shipley. If not, oh well. I was getting a hundred thousand smackaroos to play trophy chick on the arm of an old guy who didn’t want sex. Ohhh, maybe it was like Tony and Hector and he was secretly gay? That would be too coincidental. No, there was definitely something fishy about why he’d hire an escort when he was a rich, good-looking old guy. There were tons of vipers ready for a go at an old geezer. He didn’t need to pay a hundred large for an escort when he could get arm candy for free. 
Taking my advice and just “going with it,” I lay back in my seat on the airplane and instantly dreamt of white stone steps, phallic symbols in the sky, and a dead marble president who sat in his chair silently watching over a concrete city. 
 
Mia’s journey continues in June (Calendar Girl).


 



Excerpt from June Calendar Girl (Book 6) 
 
Warren Shipley did not greet me at the entrance to his mansion. No. The man that stood at the top of the stone steps when I exited the town car looked like he’d walked out of a GQ magazine. Aaron Shipley, the Democratic Senator for California stood leaning against the white column. I’d been around beautiful men. I’d been around giant alphas that could chop wood with their bare hands, but had not yet seen a man that wore a suit the way this one did. 
The dark charcoal fabric clung precisely to his broad shoulders, trim waist, and long legs, as if it were tailored to fit his exact measurements. Probably was. His eyes were shaded behind a pair of black Ray Bans. His dirty blond hair was perfectly coiffed into that messy bedhead, yet “styled” look that was so popular right now. On him it worked and it worked hard. It gave him that put together appeal, yet with a hint of whimsy. A lethal combination for a girl like me. Hell, for any girl.  
As sleek as a steel grey jaguar, he took one step at a time from the top of the stone stairway down to the gravel drive below. Most people would make the attempt to meet him half way up the dozen or so steps. I wasn’t like most women and he was definitely not like most men. I liked watching him move. He had an air of authority that clung to him like a fine crisp cologne. I watched him take each step with grace and agility, exuding so much power I almost melted on the spot from the electric charge. The early complaint of humidity paled in comparison to the coating of sweat I could feel beading at my hairline, a single drop running down the length of my spine, shooting sparks of desire out each nerve ending. 
“You must be Ms. Saunders.” His tone was straight forward yet welcoming as he held out his hand. The moment our hands touch I was zapped by an electric charge. I tried to pull away. He clung tighter. “Curious. I rarely feel someone’s essence just from a single touch.” 
“My essence?” 
A secretive smile stole across his very kissable lips. They weren’t too thin, nor too plump. Like Goldie Locks and her three bears. Those lips would fit mine just right. He still hadn’t let my hand go. Instead he turned it over, keeping our palms touching. Just that simple skin on skin contact was enough to have me salivating for more. He pushed up his glasses into his hair, a move that was far too cool for someone of his political stature. Men like him were supposed to be dull, boring, and all about government blah blah blah…my thoughts were interrupted by the depth of his brown eyes searing into mine. They were like identical Hershey kisses, melting me from the gaze alone. I sighed as his thumb brushed along the top of my hand. 
“Your essence is your life force. Your magnetism. When we touched, I felt the charge. Did you feel it?” I nodded numbly, staring into those chocolaty orbs, focusing on the straight nose, the high cheekbones and chiseled jawline. “When I press our palms together harder,” he placed his other hand over the top of the one he was holding forcing them closer together. “It’s much stronger now.” His eyebrow quirked as I licked my lips. Those eyes went straight to my mouth and my knees weakened. It took every ounce of strength I possessed not to lick my lips again. “Come,” he said and I swear that one word alone sent a bolt of electricity directly to my slut button where it throbbed and pulsated ticking to a clock of its own making. He said something else but I lost track after the word, “Come.” He let go of my hands and reached up to cup my cheek. Oh, man, I liked that a million times better, but it also forced me to focus on my surroundings. “Mia, are you okay?” His gaze roamed all over my face. Worry and concern prevalent in the line that appeared between his brows. “I said come on, Father is waiting.” 
I blinked a few times and then focused. “Oh, yeah. Sorry.” I shook my head attempting to clear the remaining lust fog I entered. “It was a really long travel day. I was in Hawaii and came straight from there to here, with a couple layovers in between.” Layovers, otherwise known as mad dashes to the gate so I didn’t miss my flight. I could have killed Aunt Millie for booking flights with fifty minute layovers in between. It left absolutely no time to get to your next plane. Potty breaks were completely out, and the captain didn’t let you go before takeoff and not until you reached a certain flying altitude. Not my best travel experience. 
He sucked in a breath through closed teeth. “That sounds dreadful. Let’s introduce you to Father and then have James show you to your room so we can have a quickie.” 
“What!” I stopped at the top of the stairs and pressed my hand into my temple. A quickie?
“I said I’ll introduce you to Father, have you settled into your room and then let you rest. The time zone change can be quite tricky.”  
“Oh, tricky.” 
“What did you think I said?” He smiled showing a row of the most beautiful teeth known to man. He could easily grace the cover of magazines. Oh wait, he already does. Never mind. 
“I thought you said we could have a quickie,” I laughed and he stopped in his tracks this time at the front door. 
A sly smirk slipped across his lips. “Well, that could be arranged as well, though I don’t know that father would appreciate me dipping my hand into the cookie jar before offering a proper meal and a date.” He winked and then grabbed my hand. That same sizzle of excitement zipped through our touching palms stirring the magnetic energy again. 
Aaron shifted, glancing at me sideways while leading me through the entryway. “You feel it too?” 
Lord I wish I didn’t. Instead of lying, I closed my eyes, held my breath and nodded.
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