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Synopsis



At 42, I never expected to be divorced, homeless, and an ex-con. Living in my truck and working odd jobs, my life couldn’t get any worse. So when a job offer in Hawaii falls into my lap, I jump at the chance to return to the islands where I grew up.

But getting a new job is only the beginning. I could never have imagined the seductive women waiting for me in the tropical heat of paradise.

Bessie, my gorgeous new boss, is as strong-willed as she is alluring. Working on her estate brings us closer in ways I never expected. Then there’s Alana, a former pro surfer, and her playful lover Samantha. Together, these two invite me deep into their world of sensual pleasure.

The intensity of our desires can’t be denied, but is a genuine connection possible with women who are so much younger than me? Each has their own unique challenges. Do I have what it takes to satisfy their needs?

TROPICAL SEDUCTION is an explicit romance with multiple-POVs, age-gaps, and unconventional relationships.


Chapter 1
KALEO



"It's good to be back in Hawaii," I said, looking over the crowded beach.

"Twenty-five years?" Paul Suzuki shook his head. "That's a long time to be away, Kaleo."

"It is," I agreed, chuckling.

"What's funny?"

"Kaleo," I said. "I haven't been called that in years. I go by Kal, mostly. Easier for people on the mainland to pronounce."

"Well, you're in Hawaii now. And I been calling you Kaleo since small kid time. I'm not going to stop now."

Paul tipped his beer to me with a wink. I raised my bottle to him and drank.

I hadn't seen my old friend Paul since I left the islands in the mid-90s. The skinny seventeen-year-old kid I remembered was gone, replaced by a stocky middle-aged man with a beer gut and a bald spot.

My friend had gotten older.

So had I.

"I forgot how fricken hot it is here," I laughed, wiping sweat from my forehead.

"You'll get used to it, brah. Can always have another beer to cool off!"

The two of us were sitting at a table at the lanai of a local pub. Below us, tourists and vendors crowded the sidewalk that edged the white sands of Waikiki Beach.

It was late morning and it was already eighty degrees. I'd gotten off the plane from Seattle less than an hour ago.

Paul had insisted on meeting me. He was the only person I'd felt like contacting about my return. Besides my old friend, my connections to Hawaii had evaporated over the last three decades.

"So what you doing coming back?" Paul asked.

I cleared my throat. I'd been evasive about my reasons for returning to Hawaii.

Paul watched me closely, his curiosity obvious.

"I got a job offer," I said with a shrug. "Onsite maintenance at a place on Kauai island."

"At a resort?"

"Nah, it's more like a private historical site. The Lacerda Estate, it's called. Built by a Portuguese family in the 1800s. It was an orphanage for Hawaiian kids and then a military outpost during World War II."

"What is it now?"

"From what I was told, it's transitioning into some kind of business? I'm not real clear on the details. The woman who hired me didn't seem so sure herself."

"Well, Kauai is growing. Too crowded here on Oahu so people are moving to the other islands. I heard they just built a huge luxury resort at Kapa'a."

"Yeah, that's on the east coast of Kauai," I said. "The Lacerda Estate is on the west side. Built on some cliffs in a remote area."

"Sounds spooky!" Paul laughed. "Place like that might be haunted."

"Like the cemetery we used to go smoke pakalolo in," I reminded him. "Never saw any ghosts, though."

"Just that one couple we surprised as they was humping on that one tomb."

"Yeah, I remember them! The looks on their faces when they saw us standing there."

We laughed together, lost in memories from our boyhood. When Paul smiled, I could still glimpse the kid he used to be despite all the years that had passed.

"How'd we get so old?" I asked.

"Forty-two is not old!" Paul protested. "Besides, you look like an action star or some shit. How'd you get so built?"

"I take my vitamins and say my prayers."

"Come on. That's not why you're ripped. What's the story?"

"Uh… you really want to know?"

"Of course."

"Prison," I admitted reluctantly. "Lifting weights is how you pass the time in there."

"How come you were in prison?" Paul asked quietly.

I exhaled slowly, embarrassed in front of my friend. I knew it had to come out eventually, but that didn't make the shame any less.

"Assault," I said slowly. "A guy at my wife's workplace was sexually harassing her. I told him to cut it out. He did it again so I broke his face."

"You always did have a temper," Paul said. "You used to get in scraps all the time in school. This guy sounds like he deserved to get his ass beat."

"He did," I said firmly. "But he was also the brother-in-law of the county Sheriff. Judge was a family friend."

"Ah, shit."

"Yup. My lawyer told me I was fucked, so I took a guilty plea. Served two years. Lost my construction business, lost my house, lost my friends. And I lost my wife."

"Jesus, Kaleo. I'm sorry that happened."

"Yeah, me too. Anyway, after I got released, I lived in my truck and did odd jobs around town. I parked outside a fitness center to use their shower and bathroom. The only thing to do after work was exercise. I may have been a homeless ex-con, but I'd never been more healthy in my life. Maybe crime does pay!"

I chuckled, but my laughter was bitter. My life over the last few years had been anything but amusing.

"Anyway, when I saw the Kauai job, I jumped at the chance. Did the application and interview all by email. Sold my truck for the plane ticket and a one-night stay at a resort in Kauai."

Paul waved to the waitress to bring us another couple of beers.

"Well, you're back in the islands," Paul said. "You left all that shit back on the mainland. This is a fresh start in your old home."

"Funny, but I never been to Kauai. Visited Maui and the Big Island, but never Kauai."

"Better than Waikiki," Paul grumbled, waving at the crowds of tourists. "Every day on this rock, we get more packed and more expensive. The other islands gotta be more laid back than Oahu."

"I hope so. I could use some peace and quiet. One weird thing, though. The lady who hired me insisted I send her a copy of my birth certificate. She said she needed proof of my Hawaiian ancestry before she could give me the job."

"What? Why? Your name is Kaleo Akuma. That's not enough proof?"

"My dad was only half-Hawaiian and my mom was Irish-American. One-quarter native blood. I guess it was enough, though, since I got the job."

"In a place like Hawaii, any job is a good job."

"For sure."

We drained our glasses. The waitress came and set down two fresh beers at our table. Paul took a long chug from his glass and smacked his lips.

"Breakfast of champions!" he laughed.

"What about you?" I asked Paul. "Still doing your carpentry?"

"Yup. Fine custom cabinetry for all your needs."

"Sounds like a good business."

Paul grimaced. "I spend all my time working for people with too much money and too little appreciation for craftsmanship. It pays the bills, though."

The waitress returned and handed us lunch menus.

"We have fresh caught ahi tuna and sea bass," she told us. "Plus wagyu burgers if you prefer turf over surf."

The waitress smiled at me. She was a good-looking girl, with long dark hair and a curvy figure. She had a plumeria flower pinned behind her ear. It reminded me of how the girls I grew up with used to put flowers in their hair for special occasions.

"What would you suggest?" I asked her.

She leaned over my menu, her shoulder brushing lightly against mine. I breathed in the warm scent of her floral perfume as she pointed at the menu items.

"Seared ahi tuna," she said. "With grilled taro and fresh greens, all locally sourced."

"Hmm," I said, drawing out the moment to enjoy her being so close to me. "Yeah, that sounds ono."

"Onolicious," she agreed.

"I'll have the burger," Paul said.

After the waitress left us, Paul shook his head at me.

"Action hero!" he laughed. "Must be those blue eyes of yours!"

I shrugged. It was nice to flirt with such a pretty young girl. Harmless fun. I hadn't been with a woman in almost three years, so my game was definitely rusty.

The food came quickly. It was delicious and the service by our waitress was attentive. The lunchtime crowd was building as we finished our meals.

"I swear she undid the top button of her blouse for you!" Paul whispered to me as our waitress brought our desserts.

"You're imagining things," I said, though I had noticed it as well. With cleavage like hers, it was hard to ignore.

"So where you headed after this?" Paul asked.

I groaned. "I gotta go downtown to register with the police. It's part of my parole agreement when moving out of state. Hawaii has some strict laws, especially when it comes to violent ex-cons arriving here."

"I can understand," Paul said sadly. "The amount of crime in Honolulu has been crazy, brah. Drugs and mental illness and people just going feral. Depressing!"

Paul insisted on paying for our meal. We left the pub and stepped onto the sidewalk just as a line was forming for entry. The bright Hawaiian sunshine made me squint. I reminded myself to get sunglasses ASAP.

"I think this is for you," Paul said.

Paul handed me a copy of the bill. Written on it was a phone number and the name Denise.

"Guess our waitress Denise wants more than just the tip," Paul teased.

"Too bad I'm flying to Kauai in about five hours."

"Tough luck for her."

"For both of us."

Paul wrapped me in a tight hug.

"Welcome home, Kaleo. Fresh start, right?"

"Fresh start," I agreed. "I'll keep in touch."

"You better."

Paul gave me a playful punch, then pretended to have hurt his hand on my muscles. Laughing and shaking his hand, my old friend walked off into the crowd flowing past us.
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"Looks like you're all set, Mr. Akuma. I'll just need your signature and verification of your place of employment."

The probation officer slid some papers across the desk to me.

"All I've got are email confirmations from The Lacerda Estate," I said. "Will that be enough?"

"For now. Just forward those emails to this office and include your case number. You'll need to send in more concrete proof once you're established at your workplace."

"Understood."

I scribbled my signature and pushed back the papers.

"The Lacerda Estate is an interesting place," the parole officer remarked as he looked over my documents. "They were in the news recently."

"For what?"

"I don't remember," he admitted. "Some political thing."

"They asked me to prove my Hawaiian ancestry before they hired me."

"Interesting," the parole officer replied in a bored drawl. "Remember to get those documents in as soon as you can. Good luck to you, Mr. Akuma. Stay out of trouble. And welcome to Hawaii. Or should I say, welcome back."

I left the parole office, happy to be out of its stifling confines. I'd been in there for two hours, but at least I was now legal to stay in Hawaii.

Bureaucracy was part of being an ex-con. Sometimes a prison cell seemed almost preferable to the mountains of bullshit they put you through outside prison.

Not to mention the attitude of people once they learned you'd been in prison. Getting a job with a felony record was not an easy thing. It's why I'd been living in my truck and taking odd jobs that paid cash.

But now I had a real job. A job with responsibilities and opportunities. A job in my childhood home of Hawaii.

I knew I couldn't blow this chance.

"Fresh start," I muttered to myself.

It was almost two o'clock and my flight to Kauai was at four-thirty. Inter-island flights were no big deal, so I had some time to kill.

I spotted a small coffee shop tucked in a corner of the Hawaii Licensing Office. It was a bland concrete building on a side street a block away.

"Shit," I muttered as my foot caught on the sidewalk.

The cement was buckled and cracked. The whole sidewalk was like that. It reminded me that the state spent all its money making things nice for tourists. But down here in the government section for locals? Busted sidewalks everywhere.

Still grumbling to myself, I headed into the coffee shop. I had to smile at the racks of T-shirts, cheap sunglasses, and brightly painted coffee mugs that lined the walls. Even in a hole-in-the-wall coffee shop like this one, selling to tourists was big business.

"Iced Americano," I ordered. "Splash of cream, please."

Taking my iced coffee outside, I sat on a bench near the shop's door. The shade from the awning would keep me cool beneath the afternoon sun.

As I was settling onto the bench, I heard the sharp clack of high heels coming towards me. I looked up to see a woman hurrying toward the coffee shop.

She was a stunner. Mid-twenties and tall, maybe 6' in her heels, with curves that belonged in a swimsuit magazine. Long blonde hair flowed behind her as she walked with the hip-rolling stride of a fashion model. Her red blouse was tucked into a tight gray skirt that hugged her round hips and stopped just above her knees. Her long, tanned legs ended in bright red heels.

As she neared, I caught a whiff of her perfume in the breeze. It was floral and sweet, reminding me of the plumeria flower pinned in the waitress' hair.

She must have felt my gaze because she turned and flashed me a smile. Her eyes were bright green in the sunshine.

I gave her a friendly nod as she breezed past me into the coffee shop.

It really is good to be back in Hawaii, I thought with a chuckle.

I sipped my iced coffee, savoring the sharp bite as a cool breeze flowed down the deserted street. A few minutes later, I heard the familiar clack of heels coming out of the coffee shop.

A high-pitched squeal pierced the air behind me. The next thing I knew, ice-cold coffee drenched my back.

"Oh my god, I'm so sorry!" a woman cried out. "Shit--"

I turned around just in time to catch the blonde beauty as she stumbled forward, her ankle turning in her high heels. She fell into my lap and I instinctively wrapped my arms around her to steady her.

For a moment, we just stared at each other, our faces inches apart. I could feel the heat of her body pressed against mine. Her green eyes were wide with shock and embarrassment.

Time slowed and I became intensely aware of every detail-- the silky feel of her blouse, the coffee soaking into my shirt, the softness of her body molded against me. The sweet scent of her perfume mixed with the bitter smell of spilled coffee as she clutched at my chest.

"I have you," I assured her. "You're okay."

For a moment, a smile ghosted across her full lips as if she recognized the craziness of the situation. But then her smile vanished and her face crumpled as her breath hitched in her chest.

Stunned, I held this beautiful woman close as she broke down and sobbed in my arms.


Chapter 2
BESSIE



Bessie Lacerda shifted in the uncomfortable plastic chair, her long legs bouncing with anxiety. The waiting room of the Hawaii Cultural Office had all the charm you'd expect in a local government office. The air was stale and smelled recycled. The walls were drab and adorned with faded posters promoting tourism and government initiatives.

Through a smeared glass window, Bessie had a view of a maze of cubicles filled with listless workers sitting in front of dusty computers.

Bessie glanced at her watch, wondering how much longer she would have to wait. She had flown in from Kauai that morning after a sleepless night. The exhaustion was starting to catch up with her.

Business in the Aloha State! There's Never Been a Better Time! We're OPEN!

Bessie read the tacky posters and shifted in her seat impatiently. She had to fight the urge to remove her new heels. They were killing her feet.

Bessie scolded herself for choosing to wear them without first breaking them in. She had already stumbled several times on the way to the Cultural Office.

Bessie hated coming to Honolulu with its crowded streets and bustling energy. She much preferred the tranquility of the estate at Mano Kai where she could lose herself in the rocky cliffs and breathe in the salty ocean air of Shark Cove.

It was funny how things changed. Growing up, Bessie had longed to escape from the remote town of Mano Kai and make a life in the wider world outside of Hawaii.

Now, as an adult, Bessie couldn't imagine being anywhere else but her childhood home. If she had her way, Bessie would never leave the grounds of her family estate.

But today, Bessie had no choice. She was in Honolulu to appeal the decision to revoke the Historical Status of the Lacerda Estate.

The revocation had been a complete surprise. The Lacerda Estate had enjoyed Historical Status since the 1960s. Then suddenly, without warning or explanation, the estate had been de-listed from Historical Status.

Bessie firmly believed that the shock of the revocation had contributed to her grandmother's death. Mrs. Elisabeth Lacerda had kept the estate going for decades as a cultural center and living museum.

Bessie, who shared her grandmother's name, had moved back from the mainland only to discover her grandmother on her deathbed and her childhood home in shambles.

That was a year ago. Now Bessie was alone and in charge of the entire estate. If the appeal was denied, Bessie didn't know what she would do.

Historical Status meant the Lacerda Estate was exempt from property taxes and most state regulations. It also meant getting listed with important Historical Registries that provided access to various grants and financial aid.

Without Historical Status, keeping Lacerda Estate running would be difficult, if not impossible. Bessie might even be forced to sell.

The estate had been in Bessie's family for generations. The thought of losing it was almost too much to bear.

Bessie closed her eyes, trying to calm her anxious thoughts. She absently twisted a strand of her blonde hair around her finger as she mentally ran through all the things that needed fixing at the estate.

Her new handyman would be busy once he arrived. Bessie knew she had the funds to pay him for only a few months. She was hoping to find new revenue streams, or maybe--

A door opened, startling Bessie from her thoughts. A woman in a crisp suit emerged, a folder clasped to her chest.

"Mrs. Lacerda?" the woman said, her voice cool and professional. "We're ready for you now."

Bessie stood up, smoothing her skirt with shaking hands. She took a deep breath and followed the woman into the office, desperately hoping that the decision would be in her favor.

Three officials sat at one end of a long table. Their grim faces made Bessie's heart sink.

"Mrs. Lacerda--"

"Ms. Lacerda," Bessie interrupted as she took a seat. "Mrs. Lacerda was my grandmother."

"Yes, of course. Our condolences on her passing. Elisabeth Lacerda was a well-respected presence at the Cultural Office."

"Yes, she was," Bessie agreed.

The official cleared his throat. "We've reviewed your appeal, Ms. Lacerda. After careful consideration, we're sorry to inform you that the revocation of Historical Status from the Lacerda Estate will stand."

Bessie sat ramrod straight in her chair, her hands clenched on the table in front of her.

"I don't understand," Bessie said in a strained voice. "Why are you doing this? My family's estate has been a part of Hawaiian history for decades. What possible reason could you have to revoke its status?"

"It was determined that the Lacerda Estate simply does not have historical or cultural merit."

"But it was given Historical Status sixty years ago. What has changed since then?"

"We simply re-evaluated, Ms. Lacerda."

"That's an excuse, not an explanation!" Bessie said angrily. "Something happened to trigger this action. Something you people are not telling me!"

For the first time since she entered, Bessie sensed discomfort among the officials facing her. They exchanged uneasy glances and would not meet her eyes.

"I'm sorry, Ms. Lacerda. Your appeal is denied. This matter is closed."

"Alright," Bessie said in a shaky voice. "But I do want to inform you that I'm pursuing recognition under the new Kanaka Maoli Opportunity Act. I've already hired my first kanaka maoli employee."

Bessie got some grim satisfaction at seeing the grimaces on the faces of the officials. KaMOA was a new law meant to provide support for organizations that employed Native Hawaiians and promoted Native Hawaiian history and culture.

The law was controversial and opposed by the business community. Bessie could tell these officials were not fans of the new law. Fortunately, KaMOA was run by the Legislature. These state officials could do nothing to stop Bessie from pursuing recognition under KaMOA.

"That is your right, of course," said the official. "Thank you for coming in today. We wish you the best of luck, Ms. Lacerda."

"Mahalo nui loa," Bessie said sarcastically.

Using the formal Hawaiian phrase for "Thank you very much" made the officials wince again, but Bessie didn't care about them anymore. All her thoughts were now focused on saving the Lacerda Estate.

As she strode out of the office, Bessie's heel snagged on the threadbare carpet. Bessie caught herself and barely stayed upright.

“Damn it," she muttered under her breath.

Bessie stalked out of the government building, her heels clicking loudly on the polished floor. She could feel a terrible headache forming behind her eyes.

The meeting had been an utter disaster. It felt like her world was collapsing around her. Bessie had no idea what she was going to do now.

Bessie glanced at her phone. Her flight back to Kauai was at four-thirty. She still had over two hours to kill.

"Iced coffee," she said to herself. "I just need an iced coffee. That will take the edge off."

Bessie walked down the cracked sidewalk, her heels tapping out a determined rhythm. She would get her caffeine fix and then try to figure out how to save her family's legacy. One way or another, Bessie would find a way to keep the Lacerda Estate going.

Bessie turned down a side street, her thoughts still distracted by the disastrous meeting. A small coffee shop came into view, its cheerful blue awning a welcome sight. Bessie quickened her pace, the promise of caffeine spurring her on.

As she approached the shop, Bessie noticed a muscular man sitting on a bench outside. He was older and very handsome. Gray flecked his dark hair at the temples, but that only added to his rugged appeal. The man's broad shoulders strained against his faded work shirt, and his jeans hugged his powerful thighs.

Bessie felt a flutter of attraction in her stomach, despite her stress.

The man glanced up as Bessie drew near, and she found herself caught in his gaze. His eyes were a startling blue, the color of the waters at Shark Cove on a clear day. Bessie felt like she could get lost in those eyes if she stared into them for too long.

Despite her preoccupation, Bessie felt a smile tugging at her lips. She nodded at the man as she passed by. He returned her smile, his eyes crinkling at the corners. Bessie's heart skipped a beat at his look.

Inside the coffee shop, Bessie placed her order for an iced Americano. As she waited for her drink, the barista glanced out the window at the man on the bench.

"Funny, that gentleman outside ordered the same thing," the barista said with a smile. "Must be a popular choice today."

Bessie followed the barista's gaze, her eyes drawn back to the muscular man. He was sipping his iced Americano and gazing thoughtfully at the sky.

Bessie wondered what his voice sounded like. Was it as deep and rough as his appearance suggested? Or was it soft and gentle, a contrast to his tough exterior?

Bessie absently drummed her fingers on the counter. Maybe she should go out and talk to him? Strike up a conversation about their shared taste in coffee? See if his voice matched the rugged appeal of his looks?

Bessie collected her iced Americano from the counter, using her phone to pay. She knew her idle thoughts were not helpful. There was so much to be done. She didn't have time to be distracted by some random stranger.

Bessie pushed open the door and stepped outside, her heels clicking on the sidewalk. She approached the man from behind, again admiring the way his broad shoulders filled out his work shirt.

Just as Bessie neared the man, her heel caught in a crack in the sidewalk. She yelped as she lurched forward, her iced Americano flying from her hand and splashing across the man's back.

"Oh my god, I'm so sorry!" Bessie cried out in horror.

She took another step, trying to regain her balance, but her feet tangled together. With a startled "Shit!", Bessie tumbled forward, landing in the man's lap.

Strong arms caught her, holding her steady. Bessie could feel the hardness of his muscular body beneath her, the heat of his skin seeping through his clothes. She stared up into his blue eyes. They were even more magnetic up close.

The man's face was filled with concern, but there was a hint of amusement in those eyes.

"I have you," he said, his voice deep and reassuring. "You're okay."

For a moment, Bessie felt giddy with embarrassment. The situation was comical, but there was no harm done. Besides, it felt good to be held in his arms, to hear those comforting words.

But then all the stress of her day came crashing back down on Bessie. The disastrous meeting, the uncertainty of the estate's future, the loneliness of her life... it was all too much.

To her horror, Bessie felt tears welling up in her eyes. She tried to blink them back, but it was no use. A sob escaped her throat and the tears began to flow down her cheeks.

Bessie buried her face in the man's chest, mortified by her own behavior. She was crying in the arms of a complete stranger, making a fool of herself in public. But she couldn't seem to stop the tears from coming.

The man's arms tightened around her, holding her close. He murmured soothing words into her hair, his hand rubbing gentle circles on her back.

"Hey, it's alright," he said softly. "Let it out. I've got you."

Bessie clung to him, her body shaking with sobs. She knew she should pull away, apologize for her behavior and flee. But the man's embrace was so comforting, his presence so solid and reassuring. For just a moment, Bessie allowed herself to take shelter in his arms, to let someone else be strong for her for a change.

"Is there anything I can do?" the man asked.

Bessie felt a fresh wave of embarrassment wash over her as his words hit home. What was she doing, crying in the arms of a stranger? She was a grown woman, not some helpless damsel in distress!

With a muttered apology, Bessie scrambled off the man's lap, nearly tripping over her own feet in her haste. She could feel her face burning with shame as she tried to compose herself.

"I'm so sorry," Bessie said, her voice shaking. "I've ruined your shirt. Let me... let me get you a new one."

Before he could respond, Bessie rushed back into the coffee shop. The barista looked up as she entered, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth.

"Everything okay out there?" the barista asked, barely suppressing a laugh.

Bessie ignored him, grabbing a t-shirt off the rack and slapping it down on the counter. She paid for it with shaking hands, avoiding the barista's amused gaze.

Taking a deep breath, Bessie stepped back outside. She paused, her eyes widening as she caught sight of the man. He had taken off his wet shirt and was wringing the coffee out of it, his muscular torso on full display.

Bessie couldn't help but stare, her gaze roaming over the hard planes of his chest and the ripple of his abs. That flutter in her groin hit hard again, desire mixing with embarrassment in a confusing churn of emotions.

Clearing her throat, Bessie approached him and held out the T-shirt.

"Here," she said, her voice coming out in a squeak. "I'm so sorry, again. I don't know what came over me."

The man took the shirt with a nod of thanks, his blue eyes boring into hers.

Unable to bear the intensity of his gaze, Bessie turned and hurried away. She could feel his eyes on her back as she retreated, the weight of his stare making her skin tingle.

Bessie shivered in the hot afternoon sun. She didn't know if she was mortified or turned on, or maybe both. All she knew was that she needed to get as far away from that man as possible before she made an even bigger fool of herself.


Chapter 3
KALEO



I watched her hurry away, still a little dazed by what had just happened. That beautiful woman had literally fallen into my lap. Instead of awkward laughter, she had sobbed in my arms, tears streaming down her face. What had upset her so much?

I took a few steps in her direction, feeling a powerful urge to go after her and make sure she was alright. But then I remembered I would soon be on a plane to Kauai, starting a new chapter in my life.

Besides, a woman like that, half my age and drop-dead gorgeous? She probably had a boyfriend or husband waiting for her somewhere. They would give her the comforting she needed.

So I let her go on her way and silently wished her well. I hoped whatever had made her cry would soon be resolved.

Behind me, the barista stepped out of the coffee shop.

"What was that all about?" he asked.

"Don't know. I just hope she'll be okay."

"Do you want to exchange the shirt she bought you?"

I glanced down at the shirt in my hands and let out a chuckle. It had a picture of a sexy hula girl and the phrase "Grandpa got lei'd in Hawaii!" emblazoned across the front.

"Nah," I said with a grin. "I think I'll keep it."

Wearing my new and very colorful shirt, I made my way to the nearest bus stop to catch a ride to the airport. Memories came rushing back to me as I got onto the crowded bus. The tourists' confused expressions and the locals' bored faces were a familiar sight.

At the airport, I retrieved my bags from storage. A large duffel and a backpack held all my worldly possessions.

Part of me felt a twinge of sadness at how little I had to show for my 42 years on earth. Another part of me relished the freedom and a clean slate.

A fresh start, I repeated to myself.

I made my way to the gate. My flight to Kauai was leaving in an hour.

The bustling airport overwhelmed me. I was looking forward to the peace and remoteness awaiting me. I had seen pictures of the Lacerda Estate online. It was a beautiful place.

I arrived at the gate and scanned the crowded seating area for an open spot. My eyes landed on a tall blonde woman sitting nearby. Her shoes were off and she was vigorously rubbing her feet.

I did a double take, realizing it was the same woman who had spilled her coffee on me at the coffee shop earlier. Her shoulders were slumped and her gaze was downcast. She still looked sad.

I hesitated, not wanting to intrude on her personal moment. But since we would be on a small plane soon, I knew I couldn't completely avoid her. There was even a chance we'd end up seated next to each other anyway.

Deciding to break the ice, I walked over and settled into the seat across from her. She didn't look up, seemingly lost in thought as she continued massaging her feet.

"Those shoes look amazing," I said, trying to keep my tone light. "But I guess they were killing your feet."

"Yeah, I got them on sale. First time wearing them. I thought they'd be perfect for the trip, but now I'm regretting..."

Her words trailed off as she finally looked up, her eyes widening when she saw me. I watched a flurry of emotions play across her face-- shock, a flash of happiness, and then embarrassment.

"Oh," she spluttered. "You."

"Yup. Me."

Once again I was transfixed by her stunning green eyes as we stared at each other. It felt like time had slowed, the bustling airport fading away around us.

"I like your shirt," she said softly, breaking the silence.

"You should. You're the one who bought it for me."

A flush crept up her neck as her eyes darted to the suggestive image on the shirt.

"But I don't have any grandchildren." I paused for effect. "I also don't have any children... that I know of!"

We both chuckled awkwardly at my lame attempt at humor, the tension easing between us.

"I'm Kal," I said, extending my hand.

"Bessie."

She took my hand in hers, her skin soft and warm, her grip firm.

"Good to see you again." I leaned forward slightly, my voice gentle. "Are you okay, Bessie?"

She nodded, lowering her eyes.

"I'm okay, just embarrassed about what happened at the coffee shop. I had a bad day and broke down for a moment. Please, don't worry about it." She looked at me imploringly. "Can we just... forget it ever happened?"

"Already forgotten," I assured her with a smile.

"Thank you."

"Are you going on vacation to Kauai?"

"No, I'm going home."

"You're a local?"

"Born and raised," she confirmed. "Don't look so surprised. I know I look like a haole tourist, but I'm kama'aina, a local just like you."

"What makes you think I'm a local?"

"You look like one. Am I wrong?"

"Nope," I laughed. "Born and raised on the windward side of Oahu."

"Are you vacationing in Kauai?"

"Just for one day. I'm spending the night at the Koa Woods Resort in Kapa'a."

Bessie raised an eyebrow. "That place is expensive."

"I got a special deal on short notice. Plus there was a coupon at my local fitness club that combined to make it even lower. Believe me, Koa Woods is not the kind of place I usually stay at."

"I hope not."

"What? Why do you say that?"

Bessie frowned in disgust. "It's purposefully designed to keep locals out and bring rich tourists in. It depends on the community but keeps them walled outside. And all the island's politicians are in the pockets of these developments. Koa Woods even has their own private police force they share with the other resorts. Who are these 'cops' accountable to? I think you can guess."

"Sounds like you're not a fan of the place."

"I know the guy who built it."

"Some scumbag real estate villain?" I asked with a smile.

"Worse," Bessie said. "My ex-fiancé."

I blinked in surprise, not sure if she was joking. Bessie held my gaze, still frowning.

"Ex-fiancé? Sounds like there's a story there."

"One that's probably better left untold."

"Fair enough," I said. "I won't pry. Your secret is safe from me."

"Speaking of secrets, what's yours?"

"My secret?"

"How do you stay so fit and muscular at your age?"

"At my age?" I laughed. "Damn, Bessie! You know how to hurt a guy."

"Come on. You know what I mean. Most men in their 40s have started to let themselves go. But you?" Her gaze raked over my body appreciatively. "You look like you could give guys half your age a run for their money."

"I just try to stay active," I said with a shrug.

"I know a gym-toned body when I see one. You definitely know your way around the weight room."

"You're right. I lifted a lot of weights."

"Machines or free weights? Or both?"

"Free weights. Machines weren't allowed."

"Allowed? Allowed where?"

I hesitated, that familiar feeling of shame rising up again. But my past was part of my life. I didn't want to be ashamed of myself anymore.

"Prison," I said. "Lifting weights is how I passed my time there."

I kept a playful expression on my face as I watched Bessie closely. She was an intriguing woman. I was curious to see how she would react to my statement.

"Prison?" she asked skeptically. "You're joking, right?"

"Nope. Two years for felony assault."

"I saw you with your shirt off. You don't have any prison tattoos."

I laughed out loud, tickled by Bessie's observation.

"Getting inked up with a sharpened ballpoint pen was not something that appealed to me," I told her. "If I ever get a tattoo, I'm going to some expensive boutique that serves cucumber water, uses organic inks, and abides by all relevant health codes."

Bessie studied me, trying to gauge my sincerity. "I can't tell if you're being serious or not."

I cracked a sly smile. "Well... I also spent a lot of time at a fitness center. It was like my second home for a while."

"I knew it. Whew! I was worried I spilled my iced Americano on a hardened criminal. A gym rat is much less threatening. Why were you working out so much?"

"I had a lot going on. Exercise helped clear my mind."

"Well, whatever you're doing, it's working for you."

"Thanks. And what about you? With your blonde hair and power outfit, you look more like you belong in Los Angeles than on Kauai."

Bessie laughed, a pretty sound that made my heart beat a little faster.

"I did live in LA for seven years, actually."

"Model or actress?"

"Look at you, making assumptions!" Bessie giggled, playfully swatting my arm. "Maybe I was in LA to study Literature or Fine Arts?"

"Nobody moves to LA to study literature," I said. "So... model or actress?"

"Both," she admitted. "But mostly an actress."

"Anything I might have seen you in?"

She thought for a moment. "Well, there was this one commercial. I had a line that went, 'Wow! You lost weight, Louis! And so did your dog!' Does that ring a bell for you?"

"I don't think so."

"I was wearing a sequined cowboy hat. 'Wow! You lost weight, Louis! And so did your dog!' No? Nothing?"

I stared at her blankly.

"It was for a salad buffet place," Bessie explained. "Probably my biggest acting gig. It ran across the West Coast."

"I'm sure it was great."

Bessie sighed. "It was terrible, actually. But it paid the bills for a while."

"So what brought you back to the islands?"

Her smile faltered slightly. "Family stuff. I had to come back to take care of some things."

Bessie's hesitation confirmed that she had some turmoil going on in her life. Her tears had come from more than just a bad day. It wasn't my place to press her, so I let the subject drop.

"What about you, Kal?" Bessie asked, changing the subject. "You here just for a night at the Koa Woods Resort? Or are you staying on Kauai for longer than that?"

The interest in her eyes made me grin. Despite the age difference, it felt like there was a genuine connection between Bessie and me. One that went beyond a spilled iced Americano and some dangerous high heels.

"I actually got a job⁠—"

Before I could finish my sentence, we were interrupted by an elderly woman who tapped Bessie on the shoulder.

"Bessie! What are you doing on Oahu?"

"Mrs. Kim! Hi!"

Bessie stood and hugged the old woman.

"I'm glad I ran into you, Bessie. We need to talk about the fundraiser for the retirement home at Hanapepe."

"Of course, Mrs. Kim. I was going to call you in a few days--"

The announcement came to begin boarding. There was no assigned seating on such a small plane. I'd been hoping I could get a seat next to Bessie to continue our conversation.

Bessie must have been thinking the same thing. She kept shooting me glances as Mrs. Kim led her onto the plane, the elderly woman still happily chattering about the nursing home.

Bessie and Mrs. Kim found seats near the entrance of the plane. I took one farther back.

A friendly younger guy sat beside me. His name was Tommy and he worked as a landscaper at the Kauai resorts, including Koa Woods. He filled me in on the facilities there and which shows were worth attending.

"I'm only staying for one night," I told him. "I just want a good night's sleep. Maybe a swim in the ocean before bed."

"You go surfing?"

"Not since I left twenty-five years ago. I lived in the Seattle area. Water's kinda cold for surfing up there."

"Shoots, you gotta go surfing again, brah. You in Hawaii now. Kauai get some good waves."

The idea of surfing again almost made me tear up. I used to spend so much time on the beach with my friends. Getting back to that after all these years was something to look forward to.

"Check it out," my seatmate said, nudging my shoulder. "That's the island."

Through the window, I could see the green cliffs of Kauai rising out of the blue waters of the ocean. The island was less developed than Oahu, the land more raw and unspoiled.

A light rain was falling and a rainbow arced over the island. It was a beautiful sight.

With any luck, I'd be making Kauai my permanent home.


Chapter 4
KALEO



The plane touched down at Lihue Airport. It was a small facility compared to the bustling terminals of Oahu. I unbuckled my seatbelt and grabbed my carry-on from the overhead bin.

We disembarked quickly. As I entered the airport, I caught sight of Bessie. She was surrounded by a group of elderly ladies, all of them chattering at once. Mrs. Kim seemed to be holding court, gesturing excitedly as she spoke.

Bessie glanced back and our eyes met. She gave me a warm smile. I had been thinking about her the entire flight over. I started to make my way towards Bessie, wanting to get her number or at least say goodbye.

"You coming on the shuttle to Koa Woods or what?" Tommy called out from behind me. "It's leaving in like five minutes, brah."

I hesitated, torn between wanting to talk to Bessie and the need to catch my ride to the resort. The ladies around Bessie were showing no signs of wrapping up their conversation anytime soon.

Who am I kidding? The last thing a young woman like Bessie needed was an old ex-con like me.

I took one last look at the blonde beauty, then turned away. It was better to leave things as they were, just two strangers who had shared an amusing moment together.

I wished Bessie well. Maybe I'd run into her again someday.

I hurried through the small airport, following the signs for ground transportation. Outside, I spotted the shuttle bus with "Koa Woods Resort" emblazoned on the side.

Tommy was waving at me to hurry. I jogged over.

"You're not coming, Tommy?"

"Nah, I'm going home. I don't gotta work until tomorrow. You enjoy yourself, though. And welcome back to Hawaii!"

He patted my back as I climbed onto the shuttle. I hoisted my bag onto the luggage rack. As I slid into my seat, I glanced out the window back towards the airport. Part of me hoped to catch one more glimpse of Bessie, but she was nowhere to be seen.

With a rumble of the engine, the shuttle pulled away from the curb and headed out onto the main road. I leaned back in my seat and closed my eyes, trying to push away thoughts of the beautiful young woman who'd spilled her coffee on me and wept in my arms.

Kauai was a chance at a fresh start for me. I couldn't screw it up by chasing some fantasy. It was time to focus on my new job, my new life.

"Eyes on the prize," I told myself.

An hour later, I stood at the edge of a massive saltwater swimming pool, watching the sun slowly descend behind the mountains in the distance.

It was early evening and the pool was filled with tourists enjoying a refreshing swim before dinner. I had checked into my luxurious room at Koa Woods and then walked around the manicured grounds.

Koa Woods was a huge complex on the east shore of Kauai. Everything was new and surprisingly understated, letting the natural beauty surrounding the resort speak for itself.

I was grateful once again to have found a last-minute deal for a room here. Adding in the coupon from my fitness club lowered it even more. Still, this night was taking a big chunk out of the money I got from selling my truck.

I'm here, so I might as well enjoy it, I reminded myself.

I decided to take a quick dip before dinner and then turn in early. I wanted to be well-rested for my big meeting with Mrs. Elisabeth Lacerda at the estate tomorrow.

The saltwater pool was well-designed to blend in with the beach scenery. Lounge chairs and a cocktail bar ringed the pool.

As I surveyed the calm waters, I noticed the lifeguard watching me intently. She was a pretty girl, probably in her early twenties, with short blonde hair and a fit, athletic build.

I wondered what it must be like to have her job, spending all day watching over guests to make sure they stayed safe.

The saltwater pool looked very inviting, its crystal clear waters sparkling in the fading light. It was a nice amenity for the resort to offer, but something about its artificial perfection disturbed me.

I hadn't gone swimming in the ocean since I left Hawaii twenty-five years ago. The thought of my first time back in the water being in a man-made pool just felt wrong somehow.

I needed to feel the real ocean, to let the surf wash away the staleness of my long journey to the islands.

My eyes drifted to the rocky shore nearby. I could see the white foam of the waves splashing over the jagged black rocks.

Now that is more like it. That is the Hawaii I remember from my childhood.

I made my decision. Forget the pool. I was going swimming in the real ocean.

I turned away from the lifeguard and the other guests and started walking towards the shore. I was excited. This was exactly what I needed to mark the start of my new life on Kauai.

As I approached the water's edge, I noticed a sign warning swimmers about dangerous currents and sharp rocks.

I rolled my eyes. I was no tourist. I had grown up swimming in rougher waters than this. The only real danger was maybe getting stung by a Portuguese man-o-war, but I knew how to spot those floating bastards.

The surf rushed against the rocks with a roar before withdrawing back into the sea. I found a relatively flat spot and set my towel down, then peeled off my T-shirt.

I grinned as I remembered Bessie's mortified expression when she realized the racy design she had carelessly bought for me. The poor girl had been so embarrassed, but I found the whole situation hilarious.

I gingerly made my way across the slippery rocks. The sharp edges dug into the soles of my feet. I waded into the surf. The warm water was familiar, like an old friend. Taking a deep breath, I dove in and started swimming with strong, steady strokes.

Once I was past the shore break, I rolled onto my back and floated peacefully, staring up at the darkening sky. Memories of my childhood came rushing back-- long summer days spent playing in the surf with my friends, bodysurfing the shore break and wrestling with each other on the beach. For a moment, I felt like that carefree boy again, no worries except for what I--

REEEEEEE! REEEEEEE! REEEEEEE!

The shrill blasts of a whistle pierced the air. Startled, I righted myself and scanned the shore.

The blonde lifeguard was standing at the water's edge, angrily waving at me to come back in.

My first thought was that she must have spotted a shark nearby. Irritation surged through me. The sharks around here were mostly harmless reef sharks, nothing to get worked up about.

The lifeguard kept blowing her whistle. With a muttered curse, I reluctantly started swimming back to shore. I was ready to argue with the overzealous lifeguard about her ignorance regarding local marine life.

"Sir, please come out of the water!"

"Reef sharks are harmless!" I shouted. "Don't worry about it!"

"Sir, I'm not concerned about sharks! Guests are not allowed to swim in this area!"

"What? Why not?"

"For your safety and ours. Please come out, sir. Now!"

I was baffled. The waters around me were not at all dangerous. This policy seemed absurd, something cooked up and imposed by lawyers on the mainland.

At the same time, I was here for the night. Getting kicked out was the last thing I needed. And the lifeguard looked like she meant business.

Frustrated, I swam the rest of the way to shore and waded onto the rocks. The lifeguard handed me my towel as I stepped onto the beach.

"Thank you for your cooperation, sir. We value all our guests here at Koa Woods."

I sighed. "I know you're just doing your job, but this is kind of ridiculous, isn't it?"

The lifeguard glanced behind us. Back at the pool, many of the guests were watching us.

With a professional smile still fixed on her pretty face, she leaned towards me.

"Yeah, this policy is fucking bullshit," she whispered. "Liability crap. But I gotta enforce it or my supervisor will crawl up my ass."

I blinked in surprise, then burst into laughter.

This girl is cool.

"Thanks for being honest with me," I told her.

"Of course. Now, can I show you back to the pool?"

"Nah, I'm headed back to my room for a shower and a meal."

"The Mariner Ballroom serves an amazing steak. Best on Kauai."

"Thanks. I'll keep that in mind."

"And if you want a cocktail before bed, the Grady Lounge is a nice place to relax with a drink and a good cigar. It's offsite, just a short stroll down the beach. I highly recommend it."

I didn't want to misread the situation, but it felt like this lifeguard was offering me more than just friendly advice about where to eat. The way she was smiling at me suggested deeper interest than just professional courtesy.

I dismissed the thought. I was worn out, jet-lagged, and still caught up in the drama with Bessie.

Besides, this lifeguard was young enough to be my daughter. She was hot as hell and she was probably sick of getting hit on by guests every time she clocked in for another shift at the pool.

Still, it didn't hurt to be friendly.

"Thanks for the advice," I said, offering my hand. "I'm Kal."

"My pleasure, Kal." Her handshake was firm. "I'm Samantha. Nice to meet you."

"And you, Samantha. Sorry if I caused you any stress."

"Not at all. Have a good evening, sir."

Samantha's professional demeanor was undercut a bit by the flirty wink she gave me as she turned away. Grinning widely, I made my way back to my room.

It turned out Samantha had not been exaggerating about the steak at The Mariner Ballroom. The ribeye I had was the best I ever tasted. The cost was another huge chunk out of my savings, but I didn't stress over it. At this point, I was going full YOLO.

Do people even say that shit anymore? I wondered. Whatevers. I'm burning the boats behind me. There is no going back.

After my meal, I strolled along the beach until I came to Grady Lounge. It was a small establishment with a large lanai on the beach. Small tables spaced far apart gave the place an intimate setting. Tiki torches lit the area as the sun set and the first stars emerged in the east.

I settled in at a table and ordered a beer and a stubby cigar. I watched the surf rolling in as I smoked, enjoying the cigar's Maduro flavor. The sound of the waves lapping the shore was soothing. Around me, couples gathered to enjoy the dusk.

It wasn't long before I understood why Samantha had suggested this offsite location.

"Hey, Kal."

I looked up to see Samantha smiling down at me. She was still wearing her bathing suit, but she'd wrapped a sarong around her waist and was wearing a floppy white hat. In the flickering torchlight, she looked dazzling.

"Samantha? What are you doing here?"

"I'm not allowed to use the facilities at Koa Woods, so I come here for a drink before my split shift. Guests like to swim in the pool at night so there has to be someone to watch them."

Samantha sat down at my table. A waitress set a fancy drink down in front of her. Samantha plucked the little umbrella from the drink, then sucked on the maraschino cherry.

"Should you be drinking before work?" I asked.

"Oh, it's just a mocktail," she said, noting my raised eyebrow. "No alcohol since I have to get back soon. And thank you very much. I already put it on your tab."

"You're welcome, I guess?"

"So what are you doing at a resort like this?"

"I could ask you the same thing," I said.

"I work here."

"You like your job?"

"It's easy enough. I watch wealthy tourists splashing in the pool all day and make sure they don't drown themselves. I give their kids swimming lessons when they ask for them. Sometimes I have to tell stubborn guests not to swim offshore."

"Even if it's a bullshit policy?" I teased.

"I got a job to do. Bullshit rolls downhill. I just try not to get run over."

"Cheers to that."

We clinked glasses. Samantha eyed me up, her head cocked.

"So what island did you grow up on?" she asked me.

"What makes you think I'm from Hawaii?"

"It's obvious."

"What if I told you I've been away from the islands for the last twenty-five years and this is my first time back?"

"I'd say you can take the boy out of Hawaii, but you can't take Hawaii out of the boy."

"That's corny," I laughed. "How about you? How long you been here?"

"A couple of years. Moved to Kauai with my girlfriend. I lived with her on Oahu before that. I'm originally from the Bay Area."

"And does your girlfriend know you're getting strange men to buy you drinks?"

"You don't look that strange to me. Besides, you're a guest where I work and we're just talking. It's not like I'm trying to get you to come home with me and fuck me up my ass."

I blinked at her in stunned silence, taking in her smirk. Throwing my head back, I let out a roar of laughter.

"Yeah, that's definitely not what's happening right now!" I said.

"Definitely not."

"After all, I'm old enough to be your father."

"And I'm old enough to know what I want."

"What do you want, Samantha?"

"Another drink would be a good start."

I signaled to the waitress for another mocktail.

"What about you, Kal? You never answered my question. Why are you on the beautiful island of Kauai?"

"I've starting a new job here. Working at a place called the Lacerda Estate at Mano Kai."

Samantha's eyes lit up. "No shit? The Lacerda Estate? My girlfriend goes surfing at Shark Cove all the time. The waves there are choice. Do you surf?"

"Not in years, but I plan to make up for lost time. Maybe I'll see your girlfriend out on the water."

"She'd like that. You're her type, as far as men go."

"I don't know what to say to that."

"I just mean that she⁠—"

Samantha was cut off by her phone buzzing. She scanned her messages, a frown creasing her face.

"Shit. A group of Russian tourists just arrived at the pool. I gotta get back."

Samantha finished her mocktail and rose from the table.

"I'm not going to give you my number because we're not allowed to fraternize with guests," Samantha told me.

"Another bullshit policy."

"Yes, but not one I can violate since I can't afford to lose this job. Kauai is beautiful, but not exactly teeming with employment opportunities."

"I understand."

"But Kauai is a small island. I'm sure we'll run into each other again."

"Maybe I'll see your girlfriend surfing Shark Cove."

"It could happen. I'm leaving now. Thanks for the drink, Kal."

I watched as Samantha disappeared into the night. Another beautiful young woman to flirt with? Must be my lucky day.

I puffed on my cigar. It had gone out, so I lit it again, enjoying the pungent bite of the smoke in my mouth.

The waitress returned to my table.

"Still want this?" she asked, holding Samantha's mocktail.

"Sure," I said. "Looks tasty."

"That's a first, you know."

"What is?" I asked her.

"Seeing Sam hitting on a guy. She often comes here with her girlfriend Alana. The two of them usually pick up another girl to go home with them for the night. Never seen Sam approach a man before."

"Uh, wow. Good to know, I guess."

"They never ask me to go home with them," the waitress said wistfully. "I'm an employee like them, so I guess they don't want to have any workplace drama."

"A good policy."

"But if they did ask, I would go home with them. Those two are so fucking hot."

I held in my laughter as the waitress returned to the bar.

My first day back home was turning out to be more interesting than I expected.


Chapter 5
BESSIE



Her phone alarm started chiming, but Bessie was already awake. She'd been awake for the last hour, lying in bed and staring at the ceiling, watching the streaks of early morning sunshine creep across the walls.

Bessie’s eyes returned again and again to a crack along the window screen. The crack was wide enough that flies could get through it. It was just another thing to add to the pile of repairs that needed to get done.

Bessie closed her tired eyes. It had been a restless night, but Bessie was used to it. Since the revocation of Historical Status and the passing of her grandmother, Bessie had not been sleeping well. The sadness of losing her namesake and the anxiety of managing Lacerda Estate weighed on Bessie's heart like a wet blanket that she couldn't shake off.

But today it wasn't those anxieties which were keeping Bessie awake. Instead, it was the man outside the coffee shop who had caught her when she fell. She could not stop thinking of him, the way he held her, the things he'd said.

I have you, he'd told her. You're okay.

They were simple, everyday words that anyone could have spoken. But somehow coming from him, with his bright blue eyes and muscular arms around her, those words had resonated through Bessie. To her shock, as if a knot suddenly untied inside her, all the stress and fears of the last year had come pouring out in a flood of tears.

Bessie recalled sobbing in Kal's arms and felt embarrassed at her weakness. She had always prided herself on being a self-reliant woman, someone who was in control of herself and her surroundings.

After her parents were killed by a drunk driver, Bessie had only her grandmother to rely upon. Her grandmother had raised Bessie to be a strong woman. Now Bessie was counting on that strength to keep the Lacerda Estate standing.

But why had she broken down with Kal? Why couldn't she stop replaying their conversation in her mind, revisiting it again and again?

It was more than just his looks. Kal was very handsome and had the muscular build of one of those MMA fighters who trained in Hawaii. But there were lots of good-looking men around Bessie. Men who were the same age as her. Kal was in his mid-forties, almost old enough to be her father.

Perhaps his age was why she felt so drawn to him? Bessie was alone and feeling very vulnerable. In that brief moment when he held her, Bessie felt like she could finally relax and let go.

Bessie groaned in frustration at herself.

"You had a run-in with an attractive older gentleman and now you're spinning up this whole elaborate fantasy about him!" Bessie scolded herself. "Yes, you haven't been with a man in over a year, but that doesn't mean you have to be so damned thirsty. Besides, he's probably some loser with three baby mamas and five kids he doesn't support. So pull yourself together, Elisabeth Lacerda! Grandma didn't raise you to be such a fool!"

Bessie took in a deep, steadying breath. There was so much to do and so little time to do it. Her trip to Honolulu had only confirmed to Bessie that time was not on her side. The bills were piling up and the savings her grandmother had left were rapidly dwindling.

Bessie needed to get moving on saving the estate.

The first step in doing that was getting her new Facilities Manager up and running. “Facilities Manager” was the new title she'd decided to give him. It sounded much more impressive than groundskeeper or handyman.

Bessie checked her phone. Her new hire was due to arrive in a couple of hours.

Bessie knew little about Mr. Kaleo Akuma, but she had jumped at the chance to hire him. Not only was his construction background perfect, but his Hawaiian ancestry was the key to getting Lacerda Estate certified under the KaMOA Act.

Bessie checked her phone again. There was plenty of time before Mr. Akuma arrived. Despite lying in bed, Bessie was still tense and on edge.

Bessie knew the best way to relax herself after a restless night.

Reaching into her nightstand, Bessie took out her favorite dildo and a bottle of lube. Bessie lay back and spread her long legs and ran her fingers through her golden pubic hair. She’d let it grow out recently and was enjoying the lush feel of it against her skin.

“No more waxing."

Humming to herself, Bessie lubed up the dildo and gently guided it into her pussy. With a soft groan, Bessie reached into the nightstand and grabbed a dainty vibrator.

Holding the vibrator to her clit, Bessie worked the dildo in and out of herself, relishing the delicious friction while her other hand held the vibrator to her swollen clit, her practiced hands working together to bring her to climax.

Memories of Kaleo holding her, those blue eyes and firm hands, pushed Bessie over the edge. She let out a ragged moan, her back arching as waves of pleasure rippled through her body.

With a satisfied grunt, Bessie set the toys aside, reminding herself to clean them off later. She lay in bed breathing heavily, one hand idly stroking her pussy, the other teasing her hard nipples.

With her looks and lush body, Bessie had been approached several times in LA to do porn. She'd never seriously considered it, but the thought had always amused her.

"I would have been a killer pornstar," Bessie playfully assured herself. “My OnlyFans would have been lit.”

Bessie had always had a high sex drive. She’d gone over a year without having a man. This extended period of celibacy had been difficult for her.

“That’s probably why you’re so worked up over Kal. It’s not infatuation. It’s just old-fashioned sexual frustration. Too horny for your own good.”

Bessie ran a hand through her thick blonde hair. She couldn’t keep dwelling on Kal. He was a momentary diversion. There was too much else that needed her attention.

Flushed and deeply relaxed after her orgasm, Bessie washed up and got dressed in her usual outfit of Capri pants, sandals, and a loose cotton top. It was a far cry from the formal clothes she wore yesterday, but much more comfortable and practical.

As she always did, Bessie began her day with a walk through the Main House, checking to make sure everything was in order. She'd known these breezy hallways and polished wooden floors her whole life. Every creak and groan from the old wooden structure was familiar to Bessie.

There was the small bedroom that Bessie had grown up in.

There was the bathroom with its clawfoot tub and old-fashioned pull-chain toilet.

There was the broom closet filled with mops and buckets and terrifying spiders.

Every inch of the Main House was filled with powerful memories of Bessie's childhood.

Why did I ever want to leave this place? she wondered.

Bessie returned to the kitchen and made herself a hearty breakfast of steamed rice with easy-over eggs and Portuguese sausage. After starving herself for years in Los Angeles, Bessie had returned to the foods that she grew up with in Hawaii.

With all the work she did around the estate, Bessie burned through the extra calories very quickly. Her figure hadn't suffered. If anything, her curves had gotten more enticing.

Bessie knew the effect that she had on men. When you were a young and pretty blonde who stood 5'10" tall and had natural DD-cup breasts, male attention was a given.

Sometimes it was creepy, sometimes it was funny. Bessie had gotten used to it. She could use her looks to her benefit just as easily as she could deflect unwanted advances. It was just part of her daily life.

Bessie ate while gazing out the kitchen window. The small house next to the toolshed was where Mr. Akuma would be living. It was called the Gardener’s House, though it had mostly been used as a guest house for visitors.

Behind the Gardener’s House were the stairs leading down to Shark Cove. Bessie could see the waves breaking against the reef outside the cove and the dark blue waters beyond.

“Maybe I should start posting on social media?” Bessie mused aloud. “Become some kind of vlogger or influencer? I hate that sort of thing, but it might bring in some revenue?”

Bessie had just poured her second cup of coffee when a knock came from the front door. Bessie checked the time, but it was still half an hour before Kaleo Akuma was scheduled to arrive. Was he early?

Curious, Bessie set her mug down and went to the front door. The door was an ornate slab of polished koa wood. Bessie's great-great-grandfather had planed the wood and built the door with his own hands. Like the rest of the Main House, it was a reminder of her ancestors’ presence.

Bessie swung the door open. She froze, her mouth agape.

Standing on her porch was Dickie Jones. Dickie was the man who built Koa Woods and several other resorts throughout the Hawaiian islands.

He was also Bessie's ex-fiancé.

"Good morning, Bessie."

Bessie said nothing, too shocked to reply. She had not seen Dickie in seven years, not since she broke off their engagement and flew to Los Angeles to become an actress. He was the last person she expected to find at her front door.

Bessie took in the sight of her old lover, a flutter of attraction still running through her after all this time. The years had been kind to Dickie. At 6'1" with sandy blonde hair and a chiseled jawline, Dickie had always been a handsome man. Now he was leaner and sporting a beard that suited him well.

"Bessie?" Dickie asked again, raising a well-groomed eyebrow.

"Dickie," Bessie spluttered. "What are you doing here?"

"I was hoping we could talk."

"Dickie..."

"Not about us, I promise! You made it clear that we were done the last time I spoke with you. I'm not here for that."

"Then what are you here for?"

"This," he said, gesturing at the Main House and the surrounding grounds. "I heard about you losing Historical Status."

"How did you know that?"

“It’s my business to know these things. As you well know.”

“Of course.”

“It's awful that happened to you and your grandmother, God rest her soul. But I think I can help you, Bessie."

Bessie was at a loss for words. Seeing Dickie again brought up painful memories. But if he could help her keep the estate, then Bessie knew she had to hear him out.

Bessie nodded. "I have a new hire coming soon, so we'll have to be quick."

"I won't waste your time, I promise," Dickie said, holding up a manila folder. "Can I come inside?"

"I'd prefer we talk outside."

Annoyance flashed across Dickie's face. It was a look Bessie knew well, one that still made her stomach knot. Bessie used to always flinch when Dickie would get angry with her. It was not a feeling she enjoyed experiencing again.

Dickie quickly hid his irritation as Bessie led him to the wicker chairs on the porch. They sat down together for the first time in years.

Bessie noted the Mercedes SUV parked in front of the Main House. She'd known several producers who drove similar vehicles. They cost $160k, had amazing 4-wheel drives, and never left the paved roads of Los Angeles.

Dickie leaned back comfortably in his seat, at ease and confident like he had always been. Bessie perched at the edge of her chair, her hands folded neatly in her lap.

"You look terrific, Bessie."

"Thank you. Now, what were you saying about being able to help the estate?"

"Straight to the point, eh?"

"Like I said, I have an appointment soon."

"Right. Well, then I'll cut to the chase. Your appeal was denied and the Lacerda Estate is now a private entity enjoying no privileges from the state. Correct?"

"Yes."

"I'm safe to assume you don't have the finances to keep this place running, manage the property taxes, and do the necessary upgrades to keep the estate up to code?"

Bessie cleared her throat. "We are in a challenging situation."

"Understood. I enjoyed seeing you in commercials, but they probably weren't enough to finance the needs of this place. Still, you must have had a blast chasing your Hollywood dream. I’d love to hear your stories about living there.”

"Let's focus on the estate," Bessie said through gritted teeth.

Dickie had always been unsupportive of Bessie's acting career. He considered artistic endeavors to be frivolous. It was one reason she'd broken off their engagement.

"Right! The estate. So without Historical Status, you lost all access to the various grants and donation streams the estate depended on. You also can't host the historical and scholarly events you used to without the official imprimatur of the State of Hawaii. You understand all this?"

"Of course I do."

"That doesn't leave many options for you, Bessie. Except..."

Dickie again lifted the manila folder and tapped it against his thigh. Bessie waited, knowing Dickie was prolonging the moment, making her hang on his words.

"What is that?" Bessie finally asked.

"A solution to your problems."

Dickie handed Bessie the folder. Bessie opened and read the papers within. When she looked up again, her eyes were narrowed slits.

"You want me to sell you the estate?" she hissed.

"Do you have a better option?" Dickie asked, a smile playing across his lips.

"This meeting is over," Bessie said, her voice harsh with barely contained fury.

Bessie rose and tried to return the folder, but Dickie refused to take it back.

"Bessie, please sit down."

"I won't sell the estate!"

"At least keep the proposal and think it over. It's a fair offer. We'll even keep the Main House intact as a visitor's center."

"And tear down everything else to put up your fancy resort?"

"It would be progress, Bessie. And it would make you rich."

"You mean, it would make you rich."

"Well richer, yes.” Dickie chuckled. "I've done quite well for myself."

"Working for your father's company."

Dickie's eyes flashed with anger. Bessie held his gaze, her chin raised. Dickie had always been insecure about being in his father's shadow. Pointing out that he owed everything he had to Richard Jones, Sr. had always enraged Dickie.

But Bessie was not intimidated by her ex-fiancé. They weren't kids in school anymore. They were both twenty-six years old. Those days were long gone.

Dickie raised himself from the chair, taking his time to extend himself to his full height. He looked at Bessie with the crooked smile she knew so well. Dickie always smiled that way when he thought he'd won.

"I meant what I said earlier," Dickie said. "You look terrific. Better than ever. You left here a girl and came back a woman."

"I think you should leave."

"I will. But first I want you to know that you have always been in my thoughts, Bessie. Even after you left me. Now you're back. Seeing you today is a revelation. I'd like to see you again. I still think we belong together."

"Please leave, Dickie."

"I truly enjoy hearing you say my name again," Dickie grinned. "I didn't know what to expect when I came out here. You've exceeded all my expectations."

Dickie went down the steps of the porch, his hand trailing lightly over the wooden handrail.

"Personal feelings aside, the proposal really is the solution you need. All good things eventually must end. The Lacerda Estate has had an amazing run. It will continue to stand, just for a different purpose. I know you're angry, Bessie, and that's okay. But in your heart, you know I'm right."

"You don't know my heart."

"I think I know it better than you do, actually."

Bessie stiffened, her back straightening, the blood rising in her cheeks.

"You are not my only option, Dickie. I'm applying for the KaMOA Act. The Lacerda Estate will be a part of Hawaii's future as well as its past."

Bessie had hoped to surprise Dickie and dislodge that smug grin from his face. But Dickie just shook his head sadly.

"The KaMOA Act is a political phantom, Bessie. The Legislature passed it to pretend like they cared about the Native Hawaiians, nothing more. It was designed to fail. It's not worth the paper it's printed on."

"I've already hired my first kanaka maoli worker," Bessie said defiantly. "I'm intent on making the Lacerda Estate a model for indigenous employment and Hawaiian heritage."

"Who is this employee?"

"His name is Kaleo Akuma. And I've already confirmed his Hawaiian ancestry."

"What island did he come from?"

"He came from the mainland, actually."

"Exactly."

Bessie frowned, disturbed by the triumphant look on Dickie's face.

"Didn't you ever wonder why no one local answered your job ads?" Dickie asked. "Didn't it seem strange that you had to go to the mainland to find an employee with the proper background for KaMOA?"

"Stop talking in riddles."

"No riddles, Bessie. Just a reminder that Jones Development Corporation is one of the largest employers in Hawaii. Everyone knows us, especially on a small island like Kauai. Word gets around. People want to stay on our good side. So they make choices."

Dickie made his way to his Mercedes SUV. He paused at the driver's door.

"I'm glad you found your first native employee, Bessie. Truly, I am. I just worry that finding another will prove to be more difficult. Maybe even impossible."

Bessie stayed on the porch, her hands balled into fists as she watched Dickie drive away.


Chapter 6
KALEO



The saltwater buoyed my body as I cut through the pool with strong, sure strokes. The sun peeked over the horizon. A few other early birds shared the pool, but mostly it was peaceful and serene.

I had been doubtful of this saltwater pool at first, but I had to admit it felt pretty damn good. The ache in my muscles from my earlier weightlifting session only added to the satisfaction. That resort gym was top-notch, even if it seemed under-used.

I got it though-- folks were on vacation and they wanted to relax. But for me, working out was my therapy. It was my way of processing emotions and staying centered.

As I swam, my thoughts drifted back to Samantha and her brazen flirtation. That girl had no fear. She’d eyed me up like a piece of prime steak. She had a tight little body too, no doubt from her active lifestyle.

But as tempting as her youthful energy was, my mind kept circling back to Bessie. Her acting career didn’t surprise me. She had a face that could grace any silver screen.

My thoughts drifted to what it would be like to kiss Bessie, to peel off her designer clothes and take her to bed. I imagined her soft curves pressed against me, her full lips parting in a gasp of pleasure.

Even in the cool water, I could feel the blood rushing to my groin as I pictured making love to her, of tangling her blonde hair in my fist as she opened her legs for me, our bodies moving together as I entered her.

I submerged my head in the water and snorted out my breath, trying to clear the thoughts. What was I doing, fantasizing like some horny teenager? I needed to focus on the reason I came back to Hawaii-- a new job and a fresh start.

The image of the elderly Mrs. Elisabeth Lacerda from the Lacerda Estate’s website returned to my mind. I mentally visualized sitting across from the woman, presenting myself as a competent and professional maintenance man.

I had to lock down this position. My future depended on it.

As I finished my swim and hung at the edge of the pool, the lifeguard approached.

"Would you like a fresh towel, sir?" he asked.

"That would be great, thanks," I replied, hoisting myself out of the water.

The lifeguard handed me a freshly laundered towel. It was monogrammed with the Koa Woods Resort logo. Like everything else at this fancy resort, the towel was of the highest quality, plush and soft against my skin.

I chuckled to myself as I dried off, reminded of how much it was costing me to stay here for the night. If this job somehow fell through, I'd be swimming back to Seattle for sure.

But I couldn't think like that. Defeatist thoughts were the enemy and worrying was just suffering twice.

After a shower in the marble shower stall in my room, I headed out for breakfast. The resort had a complimentary breakfast bar that I took full advantage of.

While the chef whipped up my six-egg mushroom and spinach omelet, I stacked a plate high with crispy bacon, fried SPAM, and grilled Portuguese sausage. A bowl of fresh pineapple wedges and a tall glass of iced green tea rounded out my meal.

Afterward, stuffed with protein, I packed my bags and ordered a rideshare. It was 8:15 AM and the trip to the other side of the island would take an hour and a half. I wanted to be sure I arrived before my 10 AM appointment.

My driver was a surly Filipino man who picked me up in his minivan. He silently loaded my bags into the rear and reminded me to put my seatbelt on before we pulled away from the resort.

The minivan smelled of the menthol cough drops my driver sucked on like candy. K-pop hits played on the radio as we made the trip to Mano Kai. The AC was cranked up so high I was almost shivering.

My driver was not interested in talking. That was fine by me. I stared out the window at the sights, trying to familiarize myself with Kauai.

Although it was the same size as Oahu, Kauai was much less developed and had just a fraction of the population. I was already enjoying the slower pace here.

The road became more narrow and winding as we climbed higher into the mountains. The lush scenery gave way to craggy cliffs and rocky outcroppings. My driver had to slow down to navigate the tight turns.

Finally, we entered the small town of Mano Kai. There wasn’t much to see, just a few scattered commercial buildings along the main street.

Five minutes later, we reached the front gate of the Lacerda Estate. It was an imposing structure, with tall stone pillars on either side.

But what caught my eye was the large bronze plaque affixed to one pillar. A black plastic garbage bag had been taped over most of it, obscuring whatever was underneath.

I frowned, trying to remember the image of the plaque from the estate's website. It had displayed the official seal of Historical Status and had a brief history of the estate written below.

Why would they cover it up like that? Was it damaged and in need of repair?

As we passed through the gate and started up the long driveway, a big SUV came barreling down in the opposite direction. My driver cursed in Tagalog as he slammed on the brakes, narrowly avoiding a collision. The SUV screeched to a stop, blocking our path.

The driver's side door opened and a tall blonde man stepped out. He was wearing designer sunglasses and an expensive-looking designer polo shirt.

With a wave of his hand, he signaled for me to roll down my window.

I hesitated for a moment before doing so. As soon as the window was down, the man leaned in, his eyes hidden behind his dark lenses.

"You must be the new handyman," he said, his voice dripping with contempt.

I gritted my teeth, trying to keep my cool.

"That's right," I replied, meeting his gaze head-on.

The man stared at me for a long moment. I could feel the old familiar anger flaring up inside me. In prison, that kind of prolonged eye contact was a surefire way to start a fight.

But I wasn't in prison anymore. I couldn't afford to lose my temper.

Just as I was about to say something, the man turned away without another word. He strode back to his SUV, climbed in, and sped off, leaving a cloud of dust in his wake.

"What da fuck was that?" my driver asked, shaking his head in disbelief.

I didn't have an answer for him. I had no idea who the blonde man was or what his problem with me was.

“We should get going,” I told my driver.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves. I couldn't let one asshole ruin this opportunity for me. I had to stay focused on why I was here.

The minivan continued up the long driveway towards the Main House. I remembered from the estate's website that the property spanned 16 acres, perched among the cliffs above Shark Cove.

As we drove, we passed a neat cluster of 24 small cabins at the foot of the cliffs on the southern end of the estate. Even from a distance, I could see that the cabins had fallen into disrepair and would need a lot of work to get them back into shape.

The grounds surrounding the cabins were also neglected. Weeds and overgrown grass were taking over what must have once been manicured lawns.

Ahead, the Main House stood at the end of the drive. It was a large, two-story building with a wraparound porch and a steep, pitched roof.

The house had a classic, timeless look to it, but like the cabins, it showed signs of neglect. The paint was peeling in places, and some of the shutters were hanging askew.

The minivan pulled up in front of the Main House and came to a stop. I got out and grabbed my bags from the rear and thanked the driver.

"Nice place," he said, looking up at the house. "Good luck."

With that, he drove away, leaving me standing alone on the gravel driveway.

I left my bags on the ground and stepped onto the porch, the wooden boards creaking beneath my feet. I looked the place over with a critical eye, noting that the porch needed to be repainted and several of the boards would have to be replaced.

The front door was impressive though, a thick slab of wood that was obviously handcrafted. I lifted the heavy brass knocker and let it fall, enjoying the deep, booming sound it made.

I heard footsteps approaching from inside and took a deep breath, preparing myself to be greeted by the elderly Mrs. Elisabeth Lacerda.

The door swung open and my mouth dropped.

Bessie stared back at me, the polite smile frozen on her face, her eyes comically widened.

"Bessie?"

"Kal? What are you doing here?"

"I'm here for a job.”

“Job? Wait. You’re Kaleo Akuma?”

“Yes. Do you work here, too?"

"I… what? No. This is my home. I'm the one who hired you."

I looked over the stunning blonde, my mind racing. I was both thrilled to see Bessie again and utterly confused about what was going on.

"Maybe we better start from the beginning," Bessie said.

She stepped back, holding the door open for me.

"Please come inside, Kal."


Chapter 7
KALEO



I sipped my coffee, enjoying the smooth flavor. Bessie had not bothered to offer me cream or sugar. Kona coffee tasted best without anything added to it. She sat across the table from me, her own mug clasped in her hands.

"So I was emailing you during this entire process?" I asked.

"You were."

"I thought I was applying to Elisabeth Lacerda. There was a nice picture of her on your website."

"I was named after my grandmother," Bessie explained. "I haven't updated the website in a while. I guess I'm just reluctant to change things when I don't know what comes next. Plus Grandma picked out the homepage design. It's a nice reminder of her."

"She's passed?"

"About ten months ago."

"I'm sorry to hear that," I said. "It must have been a difficult time for you."

Bessie nodded. "She raised me after my parents died. Grandma was my only family. It's hard to be alone."

"I know the feeling."

We shared a sad smile.

"So, you've gone by Bessie your whole life?"

"Yes. It was a way to differentiate me from Grandma. I used my full name in formal correspondence. I suppose I could go by Elisabeth now, but I'm used to Bessie."

"I'm kind of the same way. When I moved to the mainland, people had trouble with the name Kaleo. Kept getting called Ka-lee-yoh. So I went by Kal. It stuck and I got used to it."

"It's crazy how we ran into each other like that," Bessie said, shaking her head in amazement. "What were you doing in the government section of Honolulu?"

"Checking in with the Department of Corrections. For my parole."

Bessie chuckled, but the laughter faded when she realized I wasn't joking.

"So you were being serious yesterday?" she asked. "About prison?"

"Yes. Two years for felony assault. I disclosed it on the application. The declaration page you sent."

Bessie winced. "I just skimmed that part. Grandma used to do all the hiring. I have no idea what I'm doing. Just being honest."

"I understand."

Bessie cleared her throat. "So... felony assault? I need to hear more. Because if you hit a woman or a kid, this is not going to work."

"It was a guy who sexually harassed my wife."

"Details, please."

Bessie was watching me intently. In a way, I was glad she was asking me about this now when we were face to face. It was better than just putting words down in an email.

"So my wife worked at a commercial real estate agency. She was an office manager. One agent was sexually harassing her. When she told me, I went to the office and had a talk with the agent. Warned him to cut it out. Instead, he cornered my wife in the office and put his hands on her breasts."

"Your wife didn't go to the police?"

"I urged her to, but she refused. So I went to the office again. The agent tried to pull a gun on me. I took it away from him. I should have stopped there, but I lost my temper. In the end, he had a broken jaw and concussion. Unfortunately for me, his brother-in-law was the county Sheriff and the judge was a family friend. No witnesses, his word against mine. I pled guilty and went to prison."

"What happened when you got out?"

"I'd lost my business, my house, and my wife. All I had was my work truck. It became my home for months while I did odd jobs for cash. I spent my nights at the fitness center. Then I found your ad."

"My god. You really were telling me the truth, then."

"Every bit."

To my surprise, Bessie's eyes lit up with excitement.

"Oh, wow!" she breathed.

"What?"

She held up a finger as she got out her phone and began tapping the screen. I glanced around the kitchen, admiring the simplicity of the layout. Great care had gone into building this house.

I thought of my friend Paul Suzuki when I saw the custom-built cabinetry over the stove. Paul would have appreciated the workmanship from 100 years ago.

"I was right!" Bessie said.

She turned the phone to me, pointing at a block of text.

"What is it?" I asked.

"A part of the KaMOA Act. It details how extra credit is given for Hawaiian employees who are transitioning from incarceration. All I have to do is register your employment with the parole board!"

Bessie set the phone down and held out her hand.

"This was meant to be," she grinned. "You're my new Facilities Manager, Mr. Akuma. Welcome to the Lacerda Estate."

I took her hand. "Thank you, Ms. Lacerda."

"Let's stick with Bessie. Kal okay with you?"

I thought it over. Kal was my mainland name from my mainland life. Like Paul and Tommy had reminded me, I was back in Hawaii now.

"Kaleo," I said. "Call me Kaleo."

"Kaleo. Let me show you around the estate. There's lots of work to be done."

Bessie wasn't exaggerating. As she walked me through the Main House, she pointed out all the issues that needed to be handled. Some were simple fixes, others were more complex.

And then there were major issues that were beyond my abilities.

"These cracks in the foundation of the house have to be resolved by an expert contractor," I told her.

Bessie nodded grimly. "I thought so."

"If it eases your mind, these cracks have been here for a long time and the house is still standing. Your family built this house to last."

"The foundation is one thing, the tax payments are another," Bessie sighed. "But we'll do what we can. Let me show you upstairs."

I followed Bessie up the staircase, admiring the polished wood of the banister. Bessie ran her hand along the smooth surface.

"I used to slide down this as a kid," she said. "I split my lip open once. Blood everywhere. Grandma almost had a heart attack."

"I can imagine. It's a beautiful banister though. All the woodwork in this house is incredible. Especially the front door."

"It was made by my great-great-grandfather. Grandma was very proud of that door."

We continued down the hallway and Bessie opened a door.

"This was Grandma's bedroom," she said. "I'm still getting used to sleeping in here."

I stepped into the room and my eyes were immediately drawn to the bed. There, lying in plain sight, was a colorful dildo, a vibrator, and a bottle of lube.

Bessie's talk about her grandmother came to an abrupt halt as she saw what I was looking at.

"Oh, um, the windowsill!" she said, her voice high and squeaky. "There's a crack in it. Can you take a look?"

I turned my attention to the windowsill, trying to keep my expression neutral. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Bessie quickly flip the blanket over, covering the sex toys.

When I looked back at her, our eyes locked. Bessie's face was bright red. We both knew what I had seen.

"Kaleo, can we pretend you never saw what was on the bed?" she asked.

"I don't know what you're talking about, Bessie. I didn't see anything on the bed."

"Thank you," she said gratefully.

I followed Bessie downstairs and out of the Main House, trying my best to put the image of her sex toys out of my mind. It was clear from the tension in her shoulders and the strain in her voice that she was embarrassed. I didn't want to make things any more awkward than they already were.

"This is where you'll be staying," Bessie said, gesturing to a small house behind the Main House. "We call it the Gardener's House, although it's mainly a guest house these days. It's not much, but it should be comfortable enough."

I stepped inside and looked around. It was a snug one-bedroom house, but it had everything I needed. A small kitchen, a living room, and a bedroom with a comfortable-looking bed.

"This is great," I said. "Thank you, Bessie."

She nodded, still not quite meeting my eyes.

"There's a shed out back with some tools and an old tractor."

I followed her to the shed. I was pleased to see a variety of tools and equipment. The tractor looked like it had seen better days, but with a little TLC, I was sure I could get it running again.

"Let me show you the stairs down to Shark Cove," Bessie said.

We walked behind the Gardener's House to where a set of steep stairs cut into the cliff face led down to the beach below. I gripped the rusted handrail, testing its strength.

"This will need to be replaced," I said.

"Add it to the list," Bessie sighed.

I looked out at Shark Cove, taking in the pristine white sand and the crystal-clear water. The cove was about 150 meters wide. The waves were perfect for surfing, but the place was deserted.

"Shark Cove can only be accessed from these stairs or by swimming around the outer reef," Bessie explained, as if reading my thoughts. "That's why it's so untouched."

"I met a woman last night who said her girlfriend surfs Shark Cove."

"Samantha? Short blonde hair? Works as a lifeguard?"

"Yeah, that's her."

"Her girlfriend Alana attended several summer camps here when she was a kid. She helped my grandmother while I was in Los Angeles. Alana used to be a competitive surfer."

"Used to?"

"Alana's had some struggles, from what I hear. We're not real close, but I know Grandma liked her. Speaking of which, Alana keeps her surfboards in one of the cabins. Follow me."

I followed Bessie to the south side of the estate where the cabins were located. On the way, we passed an orchard full of fruit trees.

"Lychee, guava, and mango," Bessie pointed out. "They've provided fruit for the estate for decades."

The cabins edged the overgrown acres that stretched back to the eastern cliffs. The twenty-four cabins were fronted by a gathering area and firepit.

"These cabins have a lot of history," Bessie explained. "Originally, there were only eight, built to house children when Lacerda Estate was an orphanage. Then, during World War II, the military took over and built sixteen more cabins to house soldiers."

I took in the worn exteriors of the cabins. Up close, they looked even more shabby.

"There's no running water or toilets in the cabins," Bessie continued. "The military and orphanage used outhouses, but they were shut down for sanitary reasons. Now, when we have guests staying in the cabins, we rent portable toilets."

I couldn't hide my dismay at the state of the cabins. Bessie noticed my expression and sighed.

"I know, it's not great."

She led me to one of the cabins and opened the door. Inside were several surfboards, all stacked neatly against the wall.

"This is where Alana stores her boards," Bessie said.

I stepped closer, admiring the surfboards. One was short and aggressively shaped, the kind of board used by skilled competition surfers.

"Alana must be really good to use a board like this," I said.

"She was, but she lost all her sponsorships and doesn't compete anymore. I don't know why."

I noticed several other boards, longer and more conservative in shape.

"What about these?" I asked.

"Those were left by other guests over the years. Feel free to use them if you want."

I ran my hand along one board, feeling the smooth surface beneath my fingers. It had been a long time since I'd been on a surfboard, but the desire to get back out on the water was strong.

We stepped outside and Bessie led me to the firepit in front of the cabins. It was a simple setup, just a circle of stones with a pile of ashes in the center.

"We used to have bonfires here when guests would come," Bessie said, a wistful look in her eyes. "I have fond memories of sitting around the firepit with people from all over the world. They'd tell stories and sing songs. It was magical."

She chuckled, but I could see the sadness in her expression.

"The firepit hasn't been used in many years now."

I understood her melancholy. The Lacerda Estate had clearly seen better days.

"What do you think?" Bessie asked, turning to me.

I looked around, taking in the overgrown land behind the cabins.

"There's a lot that needs to be done," I said honestly. "The Main House is most in need of attention. The cabins are in poor condition, but I'll have to do a closer inspection on each one to know how bad they have deteriorated. The orchards need work too, but the lychee, guava, and mango trees seem healthy. Most of the rest of the property is covered in scrub that will have to be cleared with the tractor."

Bessie's shoulders slumped. "I don't even know if the tractor works."

I placed a hand on her shoulder, trying to reassure her.

"We can handle fixing this place up, Bessie. It'll take time and hard work, but we can do it."

She looked up at me, a glimmer of hope in her eyes.

"I hope you're right."

"I'm going to get my bags and unpack in the Gardener's House," I said. "Then I'll get to work."

Bessie's eyebrows shot up in surprise. "What are you going to do?"

I pointed to the fence behind the cabins. "With so many things to do, it's sometimes best to start with the easiest tasks and build a rhythm. The brush along the fence needs to go. I'll clean it out with a machete."

Bessie looked at me in amazement. "You're starting work already? But you just got here."

I met her gaze, my expression serious. "I really need this job, Bessie. I'll do whatever it takes to stay at the estate."

She seemed moved by my commitment, her eyes softening.

"Thank you, Kaleo. I appreciate your dedication."


Chapter 8
BESSIE



Bessie stood at the window of her childhood bedroom, gazing out at the cabins and fields beyond. The room was empty now. The bed, clothes, and nightstand that had once been hers were all in storage.

None of that mattered. The memories of her life were etched in the walls and wooden floors of the house.

But Bessie wasn't here to dwell on the past. For the last two hours, she had been watching Kaleo as he methodically chopped down the brush along the fence behind the cabins. She admired his steady, unrelenting focus on the task at hand, the way his powerful muscles rippled as he swung the machete, cutting through the brush with ruthless efficiency.

The memory of Kaleo seeing her sex toys on the bed made Bessie cringe. Why did he seem to bring out her most embarrassing moments? And yet, there was a naughty thrill that accompanied the thought of him seeing her toys. Had he imagined her using them? He must have.

The idea sent a delicious shiver through Bessie's body. She felt her cheeks flush with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal. She couldn't deny the attraction she felt towards Kaleo, despite their age difference and the awkward circumstances that had brought them together.

As she watched him work, Bessie found herself wondering what it would be like to feel those arms around her again, to have his hands explore her body with the same focus and intensity he brought to his work. The thought was both thrilling and forbidden, and Bessie knew she shouldn't entertain such fantasies.

Bessie exhaled sharply, scolding herself for allowing her thoughts to wander into such inappropriate territory. Kaleo was her employee. He was going to be living on the estate with her. They were going to be near each other 24/7.

She needed to maintain a professional relationship with Kaleo. It was crucial for the success of the estate and for her own peace of mind.

Bessie also wondered about Kaleo's criminal history. His story about being imprisoned for assault after confronting a predator seemed convincing, but Bessie knew she needed to do her due diligence. She resolved to look up the case and learn all the details to be sure Kaleo was being truthful with her.

Despite her concerns, Bessie found a silver lining in Kaleo's past. His criminal record meant extra credit under the KaMOA Act, which could prove crucial in securing the estate's future.

It almost felt like fate had brought Kaleo to the estate at just the right time.

Bessie's thoughts reluctantly turned to Dickie and his unexpected visit. The offer he had left still lingered in her mind.

Seeing her ex-fiancé after seven years had been a shock. It brought back a flood of memories from their time together.

As she recalled Dickie's controlling behavior, Bessie felt a sense of unease. Dickie had always loved her. Bessie never doubted that about him. But she also remembered how Dickie always tried to convince her that he was her best option, that he knew best about securing her future.

He was doing it again by trying to convince her that selling the estate was the right move. He said they belonged together.

Was he right? They had grown up together and shared a history that no one else did. Dickie was handsome and smart and he truly did care for Bessie. They had many good days together and many good memories. With his wealth and connections, Dickie had promised Bessie a life of comfort and security.

"Dickie and Bessie," she muttered. "We used to joke that even our names were meant for each other."

But the life Dickie offered came with a price. Dickie had made it clear he wanted a traditional wife. To him, traditional meant submissive. Bessie would be expected to put his life and his needs first in all things. Bearing children and being a homemaker would be her primary duties.

In some ways, Bessie saw the appeal of such a marriage. It was a kind of surrender that could be freeing. Free from worries, free from responsibilities, just letting Dickie take care of everything and make every decision.

It was her grandmother who convinced Bessie not to choose that fate.

"Chase your dreams, Bessie. Chase them hard! If you fail, so what? You are living your life. No one else can live it for you!"

Her words had been the final push Bessie needed. She broke off her engagement to Dickie and flew to Los Angeles the next day.

Now Dickie had come back. He probably believed he was doing the right thing to help her, but his arrogance grated on her nerves. The thought of him trying to take control of her family's legacy made Bessie's stomach churn.

How could he not understand that the estate meant everything to her? Even now, after all this time, Dickie still didn't know who Bessie really was.

Bessie had no intention of selling the estate. Not to Dickie, not to anyone. She would make this work. Hiring Kaleo was just the start.

Bessie wondered if Dickie's insinuations that he had kept Hawaiian candidates from applying to her job were true or merely a manipulative tactic to pressure her into selling the estate. Jones Development Corporation was one of the most powerful companies in Hawaii. Was Dickie really manipulating the community against her?

Bessie's thoughts were interrupted when she saw Kaleo taking a break and setting down his machete. He drank from the big bottle of water she had given him earlier.

As she watched, Kaleo took off his shirt and poured water over his head and body. His muscled torso was just as impressive as she remembered from the day before.

Kaleo wet his shirt with the water and then put it back on. The shirt clung wetly to his body as he picked up the machete and began chopping down the brush again.

The sight of Kaleo's glistening, muscular body sent a surge of desire through Bessie. She imagined what it would feel like to run her hands over his wet skin, to trace the contours of his abs and pecs. The thought made her cheeks flush and her heart race.

Bessie knew she couldn't just stand there gawking at Kaleo all day. She needed to focus on the task at hand and maintain a professional relationship with him. With a sigh, she tore her gaze away from the window and headed downstairs.

In the kitchen, Bessie busied herself making two sandwiches for Kaleo. She also filled a water bottle with sparkling lychee water she had made herself. The sweet, refreshing drink was a specialty of hers, made with lychee from the estate's orchards.

Bessie carried the sandwiches and water out to where Kaleo was working. He paused when he saw her approach, setting down his machete and wiping the sweat from his brow.

"I brought you some lunch," Bessie said, handing him the water bottle. "And some of my homemade lychee water."

Kaleo took a long drink, his eyes widening in appreciation.

"This is delicious," he said appreciatively. "You made this yourself?"

Bessie nodded, feeling a flush of pride.

"I got the lychee from the orchards. Nothing beats fresh fruit. I'll leave the sandwiches in the shade for you."

As she turned to go, Bessie could feel Kaleo's eyes on her, watching her walk away. The sensation sent a thrill through her. She had to resist the urge to glance back over her shoulder at him.

Hours later, Bessie watched from her bedroom window as Kaleo trudged wearily back to the Main House. He was grimy, with bits of leaves and dirt clinging to his clothes and skin. Despite his exhaustion, Kaleo's muscular body moved with a fluid grace that Bessie enjoyed watching.

The smell of lasagna hung in the air. Bessie had also made more of her homemade lychee water, hoping to refresh Kaleo after his long day of work.

As Kaleo approached the house, Bessie rushed downstairs, her heart pounding with anticipation. She halted on the stairs, waiting for him to knock. She knew it was silly, but she didn't want Kaleo to think she had been waiting for him so eagerly.

When the knock finally came, Bessie took her time answering the door. She smoothed her hair and took a deep breath before opening it, revealing Kaleo standing on her porch.

"Just wanted to let you know I got most of the fence line cleared. I'll get the rest tomorrow."

"You've worked so hard today," Bessie said. "I made a lasagna for dinner if you're hungry. I'm just about to prepare the salad."

"That sounds great," Kaleo said, giving her a grateful smile. "I'll just grab a quick shower and change."

With that, Kaleo turned and headed towards the back of the Main House, leaving Bessie standing in the doorway. She watched him go, admiring the way his broad shoulders and narrow waist moved beneath his dirty clothes.

Bessie hurried back to the kitchen, her mind still on Kaleo and the lasagna cooling on the counter. She busied herself preparing the salad, chopping up fresh greens from her garden and mixing them with a tangy vinaigrette dressing.

As she began slicing a ripe pineapple for a simple dessert, movement outside the window caught Bessie's eye. She glanced up just in time to see the side door of Kaleo's house open and Kaleo himself trotting behind the building.

Bessie's eyes widened in shock as she realized Kaleo was completely naked.

It was only a brief glimpse, but the image of Kaleo's muscular body, bare in the sunlight, was seared into Bessie's mind. She felt her cheeks flush with a mixture of embarrassment and something else, something that made her heart race and her skin tingle.

What on earth was Kaleo doing?

Bessie's curiosity got the better of her. Before she could stop herself, she was rushing up the stairs to her bedroom. She crept to the window and peered out.

Bessie inhaled sharply at the sight that greeted her. Kaleo was standing near the cliff edge, completely naked. His damp hair glistened in the sun as he ruffled it with his hands. He slapped at his body as if trying to dry himself off.

Realization dawned on Bessie. She must have forgotten to put towels in the bathroom for Kaleo. Instead of calling her, he had apparently decided to dry off in the sun and breeze rising from the ocean.

Bessie knew she shouldn't be watching, but she couldn't tear her eyes away from Kaleo's body. His muscles rippled as he moved, his skin gleaming in the sunlight. Bessie's gaze traveled down his broad chest, over his chiseled abs... and even lower.

She felt a rush of heat flood her body and her breath caught in her throat. Bessie bit her lip, an idea forming in her head.

She grabbed a fresh towel from the linen closet and headed downstairs. Exiting through the kitchen door, Bessie made her way towards the Gardener's House, the towel clutched tightly in her hands.

As she approached the back of the house, Bessie took a deep breath to steady herself. She rounded the corner and found herself behind Kaleo, who was still standing naked in the sun.

"Oh!" Bessie exclaimed, startling him. "Sorry!"

Kaleo spun around, his eyes wide with surprise. For a moment, Bessie couldn't help but stare. Kaleo's body was even more impressive up close.

Kaleo seemed shy at first, his hands moving to cover himself. But when he saw Bessie's smile, he relaxed slightly.

"I brought you a towel," Bessie said, holding it up. "I realized I forgot to put any in your bathroom."

"Thanks. Sorry about, uh, being naked. I didn't want to disturb you."

Bessie waved off his apology. "It's not a problem at all. You don't have to worry about being naked here. We're so isolated, there's no one around to see."

She walked closer to Kaleo, handing him the towel. As he took it from her, their fingers brushed, sending a jolt through Bessie's body.

"Besides," she added, "I love the view."

Kaleo looked at her, confused for a moment. Then he followed her gaze out towards the ocean, realization dawning on his face.

"I think this is the best sunset view on Kauai," Bessie said.

"It's amazing," Kaleo agreed.

They stood side by side, looking out over Shark Cove and the vast expanse of the Pacific Ocean. The sun was low over the horizon, the sunlight fading.

"The lasagna is waiting for you," Bessie said, breaking the comfortable silence that had settled between them. "Whenever you're ready."

With that, Bessie turned and walked back towards the Main House, feeling Kaleo's eyes on her as she went.


Chapter 9
KALEO



I leaned back in my chair, patting my belly with satisfaction as Bessie took the dishes to the sink.

"That was some damn good lasagna, Bessie. My compliments to the chef."

Bessie laughed. "Thanks, but I can't take the credit. I got it from Costco. Lasagna's one of my favorite foods. When I was a struggling actress in LA, I couldn't eat stuff like this. Forgot what a carbohydrate even tasted like."

"Sounds rough."

"It was. One of the best things about being back home is I can eat what I like, even if it goes straight to my ass."

Bessie patted her curvy behind. It looked amazing in the Capri pants she was wearing.

I quickly averted my gaze, not wanting to stare. Despite how casual Bessie had been about seeing me naked earlier, I still didn't want to push things too far. She was my boss, after all.

"Well, your ass looks great," I said, trying to keep my tone light. "Not that I was looking or anything."

Bessie smirked. "Oh I know you were looking, Kaleo. Those blue eyes of yours have been wandering since you arrived. But that's alright. A girl likes to be appreciated. As long as we keep things professional."

I felt my face grow warm. Subtlety had never been my strength. But Bessie didn't seem to mind. She just smiled at me, a playful gleam in her eye.

Working for this woman was going to be very interesting.

I cleared my throat, deciding it was time to change the subject before things got too awkward.

"Hey, let me help you with those dishes. It's the least I can do after that amazing meal."

Bessie waved me off. "No, no, you've worked hard enough for one day. But I should warn you, this is a special occasion. I'm only cooking for you because you just got here and haven't settled in yet."

She gestured towards the back of the house.

"The Gardener's House has its own kitchen. I expect you to use it to feed yourself from now on. I put some basic food in there to get you started. Feel free to take my minivan and go grocery shopping tomorrow."

"Thanks, Bessie."

I was touched by her thoughtfulness. Having a roof over my head instead of living in my truck? It was something I'd enjoy getting used to.

"You'll need to do your own laundry," Bessie warned. "Especially your towels. Unless you plan on sun-drying yourself after you bathe?"

"It's a tempting thought. And eco-friendly, too."

"You might want to get some sunscreen," she said. "You're still mainland pale."

Bessie went to the fridge and took out a bowl of fruit salad. As she did, a bottle of maraschino cherries tumbled out and hit the floor, spilling bright red syrup everywhere.

"Oh no!" Bessie cried.

"Here, let me help you with that."

But Bessie just laughed, waving me away again.

"Seems like I can't help spilling things whenever you're around."

She grabbed a towel from the counter and handed it to me.

"Wipe that up. I'll get the mop from the closet."

I kneeled to clean the mess as Bessie headed for the nearby broom closet. But as she opened the door, Bessie let out an ear-piercing scream that nearly made me jump out of my skin.

I rushed over to her as she backed away from the closet, bumping into me. I steadied her by the shoulders, looking over her head to see what had frightened her so badly.

Bessie pointed a shaking finger into the dark space.

"Spider!" she shouted, her voice high and panicked.

I peered into the dark closet, trying to see what had spooked Bessie so badly.

"Holy crap."

Sitting on the floor was the biggest damn spider I'd ever seen. It was hairy and had long legs that spanned more than the size of my palm.

A Huntsman spider. It was harmless but very scary-looking.

"I'll deal with it," I said, trying to sound reassuring.

Bessie pointed to a broom leaning against the wall.

"Smash it with that!"

"I'm not gonna kill it. You know, it's considered lucky to have one of these spiders in the house."

Bessie rolled her eyes. "I grew up here, Kaleo. I know the tradition. But I still hate those creepy things."

I realized I was still holding onto Bessie's shoulders. Her skin was so soft and warm beneath my hands. And the freckles dusting her shoulders were mesmerizing. Reluctantly, I let go of her.

"You got a bowl or something I can use?" I asked.

Bessie hurried to the kitchen cabinet, returning with a large plastic container that looked like it used to hold Greek yogurt.

"Be careful," she warned as I approached the spider, container in hand.

The thing was even bigger up close. I took a deep breath and quickly slammed the container down over the spider, trapping it inside.

"Okay, now I need a piece of paper to slide under this," I said, keeping my eyes on the container.

Bessie rushed out of the kitchen, returning a moment later with a manila folder.

"This is all I have."

"It'll do perfectly."

Bessie retreated to the far side of the kitchen as I crouched down, slowly sliding the folder under the container. But somehow, the spider forced its way out, scuttling across the floor straight towards Bessie.

She let out a strangled scream, pressing herself back against the counter. I lunged forward, slamming the yogurt container down over the spider once again.

"Shit, I'm sorry, Bessie," I said. "I can't believe I let it get away like that."

Bessie let out a shaky laugh, her hand pressed to her chest. "I'm just glad you're so fast. I don't know what I would have done if that thing had gotten any closer. I might have peed myself. Get rid of it, okay?"

"I'll make sure to take it far away from the Main House before I let it go."

"Please do," Bessie said, her voice unsteady.

I slipped the manila folder under the container and carefully lifted it off the ground. Bessie held the kitchen door open for me as I made my way outside.

The sun hung low over the horizon. Bright swathes of light streaked the sky and ocean waters.

"Hey, Bessie, you should come out and see this," I called over my shoulder.

"I've seen the sunset here my whole life, Kaleo. And besides, I can't relax knowing what you've got in your hands. Just take that thing to its new home, okay?"

"Yes, ma'am."

I made my way down the stairs and headed for the bushes behind the cabins. When I reached the fence behind the cabins, I carefully set the container down and lifted the yogurt container, letting the spider scuttle out into the brush.

"Don't come back to the Main House, brah," I warned. "That nice lady is gonna smash you with her broom."

As the spider disappeared into the foliage, I glanced down at the manila folder in my hands. Curiosity got the better of me. I flipped it open, squinting to read the contents in the fading light.

What I saw made my jaw drop. It was an offer sheet from the Jones Development Corporation, proposing to buy the Lacerda Estate for a staggering 18 million dollars.

I felt a sinking feeling in my gut as I stared at the number. 18 million was a lot of money. And after seeing the condition of the estate and the cost of repairs, I couldn't help but think that if I were in Bessie's shoes, I would be very tempted to sell.

If she does sell, am I even going to have this job for very long?

The thought made my heart clench with worry. Feeling deflated, I headed back to the Main House.

When I walked into the kitchen, Bessie had laid out two bowls of fruit salad topped with a scoop of sorbet.

"The sorbet's from Costco too," she said, laughing. "I swear, I could live in that store."

I set the manila folder down on the table and took a seat, trying to push my concerns aside.

"This looks delicious, Bessie. Thank you."

But Bessie's smile faded as she noticed the folder.

"Oh, I didn't even see what I was handing you earlier. Did you... did you look inside?"

I hesitated for a moment before nodding.

"Yeah, I did. I'm sorry, I shouldn't have. But I have to ask... Are you going to sell? 18 million is a lot of money."

She met my gaze, her expression determined.

"I know. But I'm not selling, Kaleo. I'll find a way to make this work."

She stood up abruptly, turning towards the fridge.

"Do you want some more lychee water?"

"Yes, please."

As Bessie refreshed my drink, I felt my admiration for her grow. Not just for her beauty, but for her strength and determination. I was learning that Ms. Elisabeth Lacerda was a force to be reckoned with.

I took a bite of the fruit salad. The cold sweetness of the sorbet mingled with the tangy burst of pineapple and papaya on my tongue.

"This is delicious, Bessie," I said, savoring another spoonful. "You sure know how to put together a great dessert."

"This was my grandmother's favorite. She always said it was simple, sweet, and healthy. Just like her."

"Sounds like a wise woman. Growing up, my favorite dessert was pumpkin pie."

Bessie laughed, shaking her head. "A kama'aina who likes mainland food like pumpkin pie? Let me guess, you probably prefer bread over rice too."

"I would never go that far. It's just that my wife used to make an amazing pumpkin pie. She had this secret recipe that--"

I stopped myself, averting my eyes. I took another sip of lychee water, my throat suddenly dry.

"The divorce must have been hard," Bessie said gently. "Especially when you were in prison."

"It hurt that she left me when I had been trying to defend her," I admitted. "But maybe she made the right choice in the end."

Silence fell between us, heavy with the weight of my words. I could feel Bessie's eyes on me, but I couldn't bring myself to meet her gaze.

Clearing my throat, I pushed back from the table.

"I should get some rest. I want to finish clearing that fence line tomorrow."

"Of course. You've had a long day."

"Thanks for the great meal. I appreciate everything you've done for me here."

"It's been my pleasure. I think you and I are going to get some serious work done."

"Agreed. Goodnight, Bessie."

"Good night, Kaleo."

I stepped out of the Main House and into the cool night air. The sky was a velvety black, studded with countless bright stars. I took a deep breath, savoring the salty tang of the ocean on the breeze.

As I made my way towards the Gardner's House, I glanced up at Bessie's bedroom window. The light was on, casting a warm glow against the curtains. I wondered how she would spend the rest of the evening. Would she read a book or watch some television? Browse the net?

Or maybe she would spend her night sitting at her desk, poring over the estate's finances, trying to find a way to make ends meet. That seemed in character for her.

As I entered the Gardener's House, I felt a sense of contentment wash through me. My body ached from the hard work of the day, but it was a good ache, the kind that came from honest labor. My belly was full. I was clean and well-groomed. I even smelled nice.

I glanced around the small living room, taking in the simple but cozy furnishings. It wasn't much, but it was a roof over my head and a soft bed to sleep in. After living in my truck, it felt like luxury.

I made my way to the bedroom, stripping off my clothes as I went. The jet lag was hitting hard now. I needed an early night.

As I pulled back the covers and climbed into bed, my mind returned to the offer sheet from JDC. Despite what she said, 18 million dollars was hard to pass up.

All I could do was trust in Bessie's determination to keep her childhood home. She had made it clear that she would not sell, no matter how much money they offered.

As I settled into the soft mattress, I let out a contented sigh.

It had been a good first day on the job.


Chapter 10
KALEO



The sand was cool beneath my knees as I kneeled at the edge of the shore, my surfboard beside me. The sky was just beginning to lighten, but here in the cove it was still dark, the high cliffs behind me blocking out the early morning sun.

I looked out over the water, watching the waves break against the shore. The sound was magnified by the stone walls, echoing around me like a heartbeat. It reminded me of listening to a seashell as a kid, the steady thrumming pulse filling my ears.

Shark Cove was like a secret hideaway, the kind of place kids would read about in pirate adventure books. The cliffs rose up on all sides, sheer and imposing, circling the cove like castle walls. It was the perfect spot to catch some waves before starting my day.

I glanced up at the top of the cliff where I could see the Gardener's House and the Main House behind it. Bessie's bedroom light was still off. I knew she was probably still sleeping, catching a few extra minutes of rest before another busy day pulled her from her bed.

I couldn't blame Bessie for getting some extra rest. It had been a busy week for the two of us. We had tidied the orchard, cleared the fence line, and started on clearing the brush behind the fence. I had busted my ass in the scorching sun and Bessie had been right there beside me, sweating and working just as hard as me.

Despite her glamorous looks, Bessie was not afraid of manual labor. She had thrown herself into the work with a determination that impressed me. Her long blonde hair was often pulled back in a messy ponytail, a few stray tendrils escaping to frame her face as she hacked at some brush or sawed off dead branches.

We had developed a pattern where Bessie would go inside in the late afternoon and I would finish whatever I was doing, shower, and then go to the Main House for dinner. Despite what she said, Bessie seemed to enjoy cooking for me.

The other day, she had grilled teriyaki burgers on a small hibachi. We had eaten on the porch, looking out over the work we had done on the estate. The burgers were juicy, the teriyaki sauce sweet and tangy. We had sat in comfortable silence, enjoying the food and each other's company.

"You're a damn good cook, Bessie," I had said, wiping my mouth with a napkin.

"I learned from my grandmother. She was an amazing cook."

We talked about our families, sharing stories and memories. I had told her about my mother's SPAM musubi and she had told me about her grandmother's recipe for Portuguese bean soup. It was nice to have someone to share those memories with.

As I sat on the beach, watching the waves roll in, I thought about how much I enjoyed spending time with Bessie. She was smart, funny, and sexy as hell. I respected her determination to save the estate and I was glad I could help her in some small way.

I turned my attention back to the surfboard beside me. There had been a good selection to choose from in the cabin. I had even found several bars of wax that had somehow survived the heat.

It had been twenty-five years since I had last gone surfing. I figured I'd start slow and steady to get used to it again.

Since I stood 6'2" tall, I had chosen a board that was about 7' long with a large single fin glassed right into it. The surfboard had some dings and cracks from hard use.

I appreciated that, it gave the surfboard character. Guys who had pristine pickup trucks were always posers. A truck should have scratches from doing work. The same was true of a surfboard.

The board already had a thick coat of wax. I spread a fresh layer over the old coat, making sure it was evenly distributed.

When I was satisfied with the wax job, I tossed the bar onto the backpack I had brought with me. Inside was a towel and a bottle of water, everything I needed for my first dawn patrol.

I strapped the surfboard's leash around my right ankle, feeling the familiar tug of the cord. Then I stripped off my shirt, tossing it onto the backpack beside the wax.

The cool morning air hit my bare chest, causing goosebumps to rise on my skin. I took a deep breath, filling my lungs with the salty sea air.

I picked up my board and walked towards the water, feeling the sand beneath my feet. The water was cool as I waded in, the waves lapping at my legs. I pushed off from the sandy bottom, laying on my surfboard as I paddled out past the break, feeling the burn in my shoulders as I cut through the water.

It felt good to be back in the ocean, surrounded by the power and beauty of the waves. I had forgotten how much I loved this feeling, all the days of my childhood I spent scanning the horizon for the perfect wave, the rush of adrenaline as I caught a swell and rode it to shore.

As I sat on my board waiting for the next set to come in, I let out a triumphant scream. My shout echoed off the cliff walls and out to sea.

For the first time in a long time, I felt like I was exactly where I was supposed to be.

I caught my first wave and just rode it in, staying on my belly like a beginner. There was no rush. I could get used to things at my own pace.

The morning light began to fill the cove as I continued to surf. With each gentle swell, my muscle memory for surfing came rushing back.

Still lying on the board, I slid up and down the face of the waves until I got close to shore, feeling the familiar rush of adrenaline coursing through my veins.

The waves at the north edge of the cove were much larger and broke with a nice barrel, but I knew I wasn't ready yet to surf those dangerously rocky waters. Maybe in the future I would try. For now, I was happy surfing the easy swell in the middle of the cove.

Suddenly, I saw a large swell approaching. This was the one I'd been waiting for. Excitement surged through me and I paddled out, wanting to meet it before it broke.

I felt the thrilling suck of water as I turned around to catch the wave, the powerful pull of the swell drawing me in as I paddled furiously to gain momentum. The sudden acceleration as the wave thrust me forward.

I pushed off the board and scrambled to my feet in a single motion, my toes digging into the thick wax as I crouched on the board. I was at the crest of the wave and I plunged down the face, my hand dragging across the wall of water.

The rush of the wave was incredible, the power of the ocean beneath me as I carved through the water. I could feel the spray on my face, the salt on my lips, and the wind whipping through my hair.

Oh shit!

Dead ahead was another surfer. I was headed right for her. I cut back on the wave to avoid the surfer, my single fin digging into the water and the nose of the board flipping up.

I lost my balance. The wave pitched me forward and I tumbled head over heels into the churning water.

I felt the power of the wave pushing me down, spinning me around in a dizzying whirlpool. The leash pulled my leg as the surfboard tumbled along with the wave.

Water rushed up my nose and into my mouth as I tried to orient myself. My lungs burned for air, but I forced myself to relax, knowing that fighting the wave would only exhaust me.

After what felt like an eternity, the wave released me and I popped to the surface, gasping for breath. I shook the water from my eyes and looked around for my board, spotting it a few feet away, still attached to my ankle by the leash.

"Fuck," I muttered under my breath as I swam over to the board and hauled myself onto it.

As I lay on the board and caught my breath, I looked over at the other surfer. She was sitting on her board, watching me with a curious expression. I couldn't make out her features, but I could see that she had long, dark hair that was slicked back from the water.

I raised my hand in a wave of apology. The girl waved back, seemingly unconcerned.

I started paddling back out, fighting against the incoming waves. As I drew closer to the girl, I could see that she was young, probably in her early twenties.

She looked like a kama'aina wahine, a local girl. She had a pretty face with full lips, high cheekbones and almond-shaped eyes. She was short, maybe 5'3", and her build was athletic. She was wearing a bikini bottom and a rash guard top.

"Sorry about that," I called out. "I didn't see you until the last second."

"No worries," she replied. "It happens."

"I'm Kaleo," I said.

"Alana."

"Alana? I think I met your girlfriend Sam the other day."

"She mentioned you too."

"I hope she had good things to say."

Alana shrugged. "She said you broke the rules to go swimming at the shore."

"Uh, yeah. That's me. You're a pro surfer, right?"

"I was. #4 ranked woman in the world. Not anymore, though. I gave it up."

"How come?"

"It stopped being fun."

"That's a good reason."

"You're new to the island, right?"

"New to Kauai, yeah. I grew up on Oahu but I've been living on the mainland for the past twenty-five years. Just moved back to take a job at the Lacerda Estate."

"I heard Bessie Lacerda was looking for a new groundskeeper. Guess she found one."

"You know Bessie pretty well?"

"I knew her grandma more," Alana said. "She ran the summer camps for underprivileged kids like me. I used to love coming here."

"I'm still learning about the estate. A lot of history in the place."

"The Lacerdas are well known. Their family's been on this island for generations. They used to own half the land around here."

I remembered what Bessie had told me about her family's history on Kauai. She'd filled me in over the dinners we shared. The Lacerdas were an impressive family, to say the least. It was sad that their legacy was in danger.

"I like your blue eyes."

I blinked in surprise, not sure how to respond.

"Uh, thanks."

"Blue eyes… but you look Hawaiian."

"I am Hawaiian."

"I mean by blood."

"So do I," I said. "I'm kanaka."

"Me too. What a coincidence."

I looked over at Alana, taking in her athletic build and confident demeanor. She seemed to be sizing me up as well.

"Anyways, I'm going to head out to the north end and catch some real waves," she said brightly. "You enjoy these little swells, tutu kane."

Tutu kane? I thought. Is she really calling me Grandpa?

Alana started paddling away, then paused to look back at me over her shoulder.

"By the way, nice choice of surfboard," she called out. "Very retro and cool. Like something from the 1960s."

With that, she turned and paddled off towards the north end of the cove, leaving me to shake my head in amusement at her parting words.

I watched as she caught her first ride, slicing back and forth across the steep face, then pulling an aerial 360 just before the wave hit the cliffs.

Alana was showing off, letting the new guy know where he stood. The girl had a challenging personality with a lot of attitude rolled up in a small package.

It looked like we were going to be sharing the waves at Shark Cove. I had a feeling Alana and I were going to get along just fine.


Chapter 11
ALANA



Alana glided down the face of a crashing wave. She crouched low, shifting her weight to execute a sharp bottom turn. Her surfboard carved up the wave's face, snapping off the curling lip.

The wave folded over her like a liquid tunnel. Alana tucked into the barrel. Beneath her board, dark shadows of jagged rocks passed by, barely covered by the shallow water. This treacherous section of Shark Cove made the waves thrilling... and dangerous.

Alana shot out of the barrel, the rocky cliffs of the cove rapidly approaching. With a deft cut, she rode off the wave, narrowly avoiding a crash against the cliff walls.

As she paddled back out, Alana spotted Kaleo straddling his board, applauding her performance. He paddled over, a wide grin on his rugged face.

"That was fricken amazing, Alana! You cracked the lip and sprayed so hard!"

Alana giggled at Kaleo's outdated surfing terminology. His enthusiasm was sincere and flattering.

"You could do it too, I bet. Just gotta get you a more modern board."

Kaleo patted his surfboard affectionately.

"Nah, this one is good for me. I'm still working my way back into the flow. Eventually I'll get a board like yours."

"What kind of board do you like?"

"A thruster with double channels, swallow tail, and glassed-in skegs."

This time Alana threw her head back and laughed.

"What's so funny?" Kaleo asked.

"Skegs!" Alana cackled. "I haven't heard that word used in a long time."

"I'm 42," Kaleo said. "That's how I talk."

"Well, you look good for your age."

"Thanks. I think."

"No, seriously. With the right board, I bet you could handle the north end of the cove.

"Nope, I don't have a death wish! Anyway, I think I'm gonna head in. I got some stuff to do."

"Working on a Saturday? Wow, you're real eager to please Bessie."

"I'll do whatever it takes to keep this job. Not many other options."

"I feel you."

"It was great surfing with you though. Hope to catch you out here again sometime."

"I'm always down for company on dawn patrol," Alana replied. "Even if it's an old-timer on a retro board."

Kaleo's laughter echoed across the cove as he paddled away.

Alana watched Kaleo's muscular back ripple as he paddled to shore. Sam was right, he was one fine specimen of a man. Rugged and masculine, yet with a warm smile and kind eyes. Those piercing blue eyes had made Alana's insides quiver.

Alana floated on her board, lost in thought. She and Sam had been talking about bringing a man into their bed for a while now. They loved each other deeply, having been together since they were nineteen. But they also knew they would never give up cock entirely.

Over the years, they had enjoyed playing with other girls. A threesome here, a wild night there. But they had an agreement that if they ever brought a man into the mix, they would choose him together and share him together.

It wouldn't be hard to find a guy to share. Alana knew she and Sam were an irresistible fantasy for most men. Two young, sexy women, one an athletic blonde, the other an exotic island beauty. They could have their pick of any rich tourist looking to live out his tropical fantasies.

But Alana wanted more than to be some tourist's vacation fling. She wanted a connection, a spark. And something about Kaleo intrigued her. Older, yes, but still incredibly fit and handsome.

And he wasn't just another tourist, he had roots here in the islands. A Native Hawaiian, too. Just like her.

Could Kaleo be the one? The man she and Sam had been waiting for? Alana's heart raced at the thought.

Alana knew Sam had been craving dick for a while now. Alana wanted it too. When Sam had first mentioned the sexy older man at the resort, Alana had been skeptical. Now she understood Sam's excitement.

Alana caught and carved up another wave, "throwing spray" and "cracking the lip" with her thruster's "skegs" like Kaleo had said. It was fun to recall surf terms from two decades earlier.

The rush of pulling off moves, of being in the barrel, the thrill of narrowly avoiding the jagged rocks-- this was what surfing was all about. Out here, with no judges to impress or sponsors to please, Alana could simply chase the pure joy of riding big waves.

It hadn't always been this way. As a young prodigy, Alana had taken the surfing world by storm. She won contest after contest, her face splashed across magazine covers and billboards. Sponsors clamored to sign her, hailing her as the future of women's surfing.

But with each passing year, the pressure mounted. Alana's anxiety grew, becoming a constant knot in her stomach. Instead of looking forward to competitions, she started dreading them, fearing each would be the one where she finally cracked.

And crack she did. Alana's performances became erratic, her trademark style replaced by tentative, shaky surfing. She started missing events, citing vague illnesses or injuries. Whispers spread through the surf community-- Alana Kahue had lost her edge.

Then came the disaster at the Olympic trials.

One by one, her sponsors dropped her. The invitations to exclusive events and photo shoots dried up. Almost overnight, Alana went from being the brightest star in surfing to a has-been, just another cautionary tale.

If it wasn't for Sam, Alana didn't know how she would have survived that dark time. Her lover had been her rock, holding her as she cried, reassuring her that her worth was not defined by her surfing.

It was Sam who suggested Alana start over by getting away from the toxic world of competitive surfing. Sam got Alana a job as a lifeguard at a local resort. It wasn't glamorous, but it let Alana stay connected to the ocean she loved.

Sam also encouraged Alana to start giving surfing lessons to tourists. At first, Alana had balked at the idea. How could she, a former pro, be content teaching beginners how to stand up on a board?

But as Alana started working with her students, she rediscovered her love of surfing. Their pure, unbridled joy at catching their first waves was infectious.

Through their eyes, Alana saw surfing as she had as a little girl. Not as a competition to be won, but as play.

While she might never return to competition, for the first time in a long time, surfing felt like a big part of Alana's life again.

As Alana paddled back out to the north side of the cove, a dark shadow flashed beneath her board. Her heart stuttered as she saw the unmistakable silhouette of a shark gliding through the crystal-clear water.

Alana felt no fear, only a surge of excitement. She was kanaka maoli, a Native Hawaiian on her father's side. Her grandmother had taught her that sharks were her family's 'aumakua, ancestral spirits that took animal form to guide and protect their descendants.

Alana remembered her grandmother's words-- "If a shark reveals itself to you, it means it is one of our 'aumakua. It will never harm you, for you are ohana, family."

The shark circled beneath Alana, its sleek gray body contrasting with the vibrant coral below. Alana recognized it as a whitetip reef shark. They were a curious but non-aggressive species common in Shark Cove. In fact, Mano Kai, the name of the town, literally translated as Shark Sea.

As an experienced surfer, Alana knew that whitetip reef sharks posed little threat to humans. They often approached divers and surfers, but rarely attacked unless provoked.

Still, it was always a thrill to see one of these beautiful animals up close. Alana watched in awe as the shark glided gracefully through the water, its white-tipped fin shimmering in the sunlight filtering through the waves.

For a brief moment, the shark's dark eye met Alana's gaze. In that instant, Alana felt a connection to the creature, a sense of kinship and understanding.

Then, with a flick of its powerful tail, the shark darted away, disappearing into the depths of the cove. Alana sat on her board, her heart still pounding.

Seeing her 'aumakua felt like a sign, a reminder of her deep connection to this ocean and its ancient spirits. It was a connection that Alana had often struggled with, caught between the modern world of professional surfing and the traditional ways of her ancestors.

In moments like this, out on the water with the ocean breeze in her hair and the wisdom of her kupuna in her heart, Alana felt a sense of peace and belonging. She knew she would always have a home here in the islands, guided and protected by her 'aumakua.

Was it a coincidence that her 'aumakua had visited after Alana met Kaleo? When it came to her Hawaiian heritage, Alana did not believe in signs. There must be some connection with Kaleo that she needed to explore. It was something Alana knew she had to reflect on.

Alana felt the sun's warmth on her back as she paddled into the middle of Shark's Cove. Her muscles ached with a pleasant soreness, the result of a long morning of surfing. She knew it was time to head in.

A gentle swell approached, and Alana turned her board to catch it. She lay flat on her stomach, letting the wave carry her towards the shore.

As she glided on the whitewash, Alana spotted a familiar figure waving to her from the beach.

Sam.

Alana's heart swelled with love as she rode the wave all the way in. She gathered her surfboard and waded out of the water, the sand soft beneath her feet.

"Hey, baby," Sam greeted her. "How were the waves?"

Alana grinned, unleashing herself from her board and setting it down on the sand.

"Amazing. I caught some clean barrels out there."

Sam wrapped a towel around Alana's shoulders and pulled her close. Their lips met in a tender kiss, the taste of salt water mingling in their mouths.

"You'll never guess what I saw out there. A whitetip reef shark! It was so cool, just gliding through the water like a shadow."

"Your 'aumakua, right?"

"Yes."

Sam stroked Alana's damp hair, a playful smile on her lips.

"Was that the only cool thing you saw out there?"

"You were right about Kaleo. He's... very sexy."

"I passed him on my way down here. He was working with Bessie, digging a new post hole for the fence. They waved to me as I went by."

"Working on a Saturday. He said he really wanted to impress Bessie."

"Can you blame him? I mean, that woman is a goddess. I wouldn't be surprised if there was something going on between those two. They were working awfully close together..."

Alana's eyes narrowed as she pictured Kaleo and Bessie together. Their bodies intertwined, hands exploring, lips locked in passionate kisses.

"They would make a hot couple," Alana admitted, her voice low and husky. "But not as hot as us."

Sam grinned, pulling Alana in for another kiss. This one was deeper, more urgent. Alana melted into her girlfriend's embrace. The saltwater still lingering on Alana's lips mixed with the sweet taste of Sam's mouth.

Alana kissed the inside of Sam's wrist, a spot she knew would send shivers up her lover's spine. Sam gasped, breaking away.

"Let's get you naked," Sam whispered. "I want to make you cum."

"Seriously? What about Bessie and Kaleo?"

"They're too busy working to look down here." Sam giggled, nodding up at the Gardener's House and the Main House perched atop the cliff. "Not that they'd mind seeing a show, I bet."

"You always get so horny down here." Alana nipped at Sam's neck, nibbling on the delicate skin below her ear. "It's like this cove is your personal aphrodisiac."

"Can you blame me? Being here with you, the sun on our skin, the sound of the waves? It's like all my senses are being way over-tweaked."

Alana smirked, her eyes roaming over Sam's body. She took in the way her short blonde hair was tucked behind her ears, the way her bikini top hugged the curves of her breasts, the way Sam's nipples jutted through the fabric.

"I can see you're turned on."

"Aren't you?"

"I am now."

"Just what I was hoping you'd say."

Sam spread out a large beach towel on the soft sand, inviting Alana to join her. They lay down together, their bodies close, the towel providing a barrier against the abrasive grit.

"This is so much better than our crappy apartment." Sam sighed, resting her head on Alana's shoulder, their legs tangling together. "Just us, the sun, and the sound of the waves."

Alana kissed the top of Sam's head, breathing in the scent of her shampoo.

"I've been thinking about this all morning," Sam continued. "Watching you paddle out, seeing the way your body moves on a wave. So confident, so fucking sexy."

Alana propped herself up on an elbow, looking down at Sam, her eyes smoldering.

"And what were you thinking about doing to me?"

Sam smiled a slow, wicked grin. "I was thinking about tasting you, about the way you moan when my tongue--"

Before Alana could finish, Alana kissed her hard, cutting off her words. Their tongues caressed, their mouths desperate to explore and devour.

Alana's hands roamed over Sam's body, tracing the curves of her hips, the swell of her breasts. She could feel Sam's heart pounding beneath her fingertips, the heat radiating off her skin.

Sam's hands worked the zipper of Alana's rash guard top. Alana shivered as the cool fabric slid off her shoulders, baring her breasts to the ocean breeze. Sam's mouth found a nipple, sucking gently, her tongue swirling in teasing circles.

"Oh, Sammy," Alana sighed, her head falling back, "You know what I like."

"I know what you love."

Her fingers trailed down Alana's body, dipping into her navel, then lower, tracing the outline of her bikini bottoms. With a gentle tug, she pulled the fabric aside, exposing Alana's bare pussy.

Alana gasped, her body arching off the towel as she felt Sam's fingers part her folds, stroking her sensitive flesh.

"Oh god, right there."

Sam's fingers slipped inside, finding a slow, steady rhythm as her thumb pressed against Alana's swollen clit.

"You like that?"

Alana could only nod, her breath coming in shallow gasps as pleasure radiated through her. She could feel the sun on her skin, the breeze tickling her nipples, the sand beneath her towel.

"You're so wet for me, baby," Sam murmured, her lips close to Alana's ear as she added a second finger. "Are you ready for more?"

Alana moaned, her back arching, pressing herself into Sam's touch. She felt the familiar tension tightening in her belly, an electric heat spreading through her veins.

"Please, Sammy, right there."

Sam's fingers curved, finding the spot that made Alana's breath catch, her muscles clench.

"Yeah, baby, let go for me."

Her thumb pressed in firm circles, her fingers stroking deep as Alana's hips bucked off the towel, her moans growing louder and more frantic.

As her climax neared, Alana felt the world melt away, leaving only the sensation of Sam's fingers, her thumb, the press of her lips against Alana's neck. Alana craved Sam's touch in ways that sometimes scared her.

And then, with a final flick of Sam's thumb, Alana tumbled over the edge, her cry muffled by Sam's kisses. Her whole body lit up, waves of pleasure radiating through her.

Sam held her close, their damp bodies pressed together. Alana's heart pounded, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she basked in the aftermath of her orgasm.

Sam nuzzled her neck, planting soft kisses along her collarbone.

"That's my girl," she whispered, her voice warm and content.

Alana smiled, her fingers tangling in Sam's hair. "You always make me feel good. It's like I can't control myself when you touch me."

"That's because you love me."

"And you love me."

"I guess I do."

They lay together in happy silence, the soft roar of the waves and the distant cries of seabirds filling the air.


Chapter 12
KALEO



The sun beat down on us as Bessie and I worked in the lychee orchard, picking the sweet red fruits and dropping them into a big white bucket that was already half-full. Sweat trickled down my back. My arms ached from replacing two rotted fence posts earlier.

"The grounds are looking so much better since we started working on them," Bessie said, wiping her brow.

Her tank top clung to her chest. As usual, she was not wearing a bra and her nipples were clearly visible through the damp fabric. I'd gotten used to her dressing like this as we worked together, but the sight of her curvy body never failed to turn me on.

"We're tackling the easy fixes that don't cost much money," I noted. "It's a good way to start improving the estate."

Bessie peeled a lychee. The translucent white flesh glistened with juice. She held it up to my lips.

"Open up."

I let her place it on my tongue, the sweet tartness filling my mouth. I savored it before returning the favor, peeling one for her. She wrapped her lips around my fingers as she took it, sucking the juices.

My pulse quickened at her touch. The intense sexual tension had been building between us since we first met. I couldn't stop picturing how she had looked me over when she caught me naked.

"My grandmother's favorite drink was the lychee water I make," Bessie said. "I'll whip some up for Alana and Sam when they come up from surfing Shark Cove."

"It's delicious," I agreed, licking my sticky fingers. "Those girls. You know them well?"

"Not really. But my grandmother told me how much they helped out around here. She was very fond of them. That's why I let them come and go as they please."

"They seem like good kids."

"I saw you surfing with Alana this morning."

"Her surfing is crazy. She's an amazing talent."

"She really is. I don't know why she gave up competing."

"She said she just didn't enjoy it anymore."

"That seems like a valid reason."

"I agree."

"Do you think she's pretty?" Bessie casually asked.

I paused, sensing a test. Bessie was watching me closely.

I decided honesty was the best policy.

"Both Alana and Sam are very attractive young women."

A flicker of jealousy passed over Bessie's face, but she quickly composed herself.

"I'm thinking another fruit salad after dinner. Thoughts?"

"Dessert sounds good. But let's get those guavas first."

We walked through the orchard. Bessie pointed up at a cluster of ripe guavas hanging just out of reach.

"There, those are perfect. Plump and ready to burst with sweetness."

I looked around for the harvesting stick, but Bessie stopped me with a hand on my arm.

"No need. I have an idea. Kneel down, Kaleo."

Confused but intrigued, I dropped to my knees on the soft earth. Bessie moved behind me, resting her hands on top of my head.

"Time to put all those muscles to use," she said.

Before I knew what was happening, Bessie hiked up her skirt and climbed onto my shoulders in one graceful motion. I let out a surprised laugh as I felt her weight settle.

"Whoa there!"

"Too weak?" Bessie teased. "All show and no go?"

"You're a big girl, Bessie. Five foot ten and thick, as the kids say."

Bessie playfully swatted the top of my head.

"Watch it mister, or no dessert for you tonight. And my desserts are the sweetest you can find on Kauai."

I could feel her bare thighs against my cheeks as she nestled onto my shoulders, her skirt bunched up around her waist. The realization hit me that only a thin scrap of damp fabric separated her warm pussy from the back of my neck.

I gripped her thighs to steady her. Bessie giggled, wiggling slightly to get comfortable, which only increased the pleasure of having her hot center pressed against me.

Bessie's giggles stopped, her breathing getting heavier as I held her thighs. I could feel her pressing her groin tightly against the back of my neck, the heat of her pussy against my skin.

"Get up," Bessie urged breathlessly.

I stood, easily lifting her weight on my shoulders. Her fingers dug into my hair.

"Step forward a bit," she directed.

I did as she asked, bringing her closer to the ripe guavas. Bessie plucked several choice fruits, dropping them to the ground with soft thumps.

"Your hair is so thick and nice," she murmured, running her fingers through it. "Ooh, I see some gray hairs too. You're getting old, Kaleo."

I scoffed. "Older, maybe. Old? No."

"Yes, you are."

"I'm not letting you down until you admit I'm not old."

Bessie laughed, refusing to concede. I bounced her on my shoulders.

"Be a good girl now."

"Fine, fine! You're not old!" she relented between giggles.

Grinning, I kneeled down and let her slide off my shoulders. Bessie smoothed her skirt, her face damp with perspiration, a big smile lighting up her features.

"You're pretty strong... for an old man," she teased.

"Careful, or you'll get a spanking."

Bessie turned and offered her rump. I swatted it lightly.

Our eyes met and a sudden charged silence fell between us.

Bessie looked away first, a blush coloring her cheeks. She busied herself collecting the fallen guavas.

"I need to get these in the fridge. And peel the lychee."

I smiled inwardly at her sudden shyness, the memory of her warm pussy pressed against me still fresh in my mind.

Grabbing the fruit bucket, I offered Bessie my arm. She looped hers through it and we headed back to the house, stealing glances and trading secret smiles as we walked.

At the Main House, Bessie climbed onto the porch and sat, pulling off her sandals.

"Kaleo, can you rinse my feet? I don't want to track dirt inside."

I grabbed the garden hose as Bessie extended her shapely legs over the edge of the porch. As I began spraying the cool water over Bessie's feet, she giggled and squirmed.

"Ooh, that tickles!"

Her skirt rode up her thighs, exposing more of her creamy skin. My eyes were drawn higher, to where her skirt had bunched up enough to reveal her panties. Blonde pubic hair peeked out from the edges of the white cotton.

I quickly averted my gaze, focusing on washing Bessie's feet. She let out a soft sigh as I ran my fingers between her toes.

"Mmm, that feels amazing Kaleo. I don't know how I managed before you got here."

"You've done well on your own, Bessie. The estate wouldn't be standing without your hard work."

Bessie handed me a towel and I gently patted her feet dry. She stood, smoothing her skirt.

"I'm going to go rinse off in the shower. I'll be back in a few minutes to get started on lunch."

I watched Bessie walk into the house, her hips swaying, her damp skirt clinging to the curves of her ass. Images of Bessie sweaty and naked filled my mind. That had been happening to me a lot lately.

Sweaty and dusty myself, I stripped down to my underwear and began hosing myself off. The cool, fresh water felt incredible on my overheated skin.

"Can I have some of that?" a female voice suddenly called out.

I turned around to see Alana and Sam watching me, grins on their faces as they took in the sight of my near-naked body.

"Boxers?" Sam teased. "I figured you for a tighty-whitey kind of guy."

"I'm not that old yet."

Alana approached, her rash guard clinging to her athletic frame.

"Hey Kaleo, can you hold the hose over my head? I need to wash the salt water off."

I obliged, holding the hose aloft as Alana scrubbed her hair and scalp vigorously. She turned her back to me and peeled off her rash guard in one smooth motion, revealing the tanned skin of her shoulders and back.

"Down the back, please," Alana requested, reaching behind herself to tug her bikini bottom down slightly, exposing the rounded globes of her ass.

Keeping my face carefully neutral, I directed the stream of water where she indicated, watching as it cascaded over her firm buttocks and disappeared between her cheeks.

Alana squeezed the excess water from her hair as Sam handed her a towel. Sam caught my eye and winked knowingly, clearly enjoying my discomfort.

As Alana dried herself, I caught a tantalizing glimpse of her full breasts and dark nipples. The rash guard had held in her chest. Without the rash guard, Alana's full breasts swayed freely with her movement.

I busied myself turning off the hose and coiling it over the holder, trying to ignore the stirring in my loins.

"Here," Sam said, startling me out of my thoughts.

She handed me a fresh towel, which I gratefully accepted. I dried myself off, enjoying the clean scent of the fabric.

"How was the surfing after I left?" I asked Alana, trying to steer the conversation to safer territory.

Alana's eyes lit up. "I saw a whitetip shark. It's my family's 'aumakua, you know."

She began to explain the concept, but I interrupted gently.

"I know what an 'aumakua is. My family had lizards as ours."

Just then, Bessie emerged from the house, looking fresh and cool in her tank top and shorts. Her long blonde hair was damp from the shower, curling slightly around her face.

She greeted Alana and Sam with a warm smile.

"Hey girls, how was the surfing today?"

"It was amazing, Bessie! I even saw a shark. It was so cool."

"A shark? Wow, that must have been quite a sight. Weren't you scared?"

"Not at all. Sharks are my family's 'aumakua."

"Very interesting. Shark Cove must be the perfect place for you to surf."

"Hey Bessie?" Sam asked. "What's with the black bag covering the sign out front?"

Bessie's expression clouded. "Oh, that. The sign has the Historical Status emblem on it. Now that we've lost the listing, it's illegal for me to display it any longer."

"That's such bullshit," Alana said. "The Lacerda Estate has been an important part of local history for over a hundred and fifty years. I spent two summers here learning about marine biology down in Shark Cove."

"I know," Bessie said. "And I want to thank you for helping my grandmother while I was away. She always spoke so highly of you."

Alana smiled, a bit sadly. "I left a wooden shark at Mrs. Lacerda's grave the other day. Just a little something to remember her by."

"I saw it," Bessie said softly. "It was beautiful. Thank you. Grandma wanted to be buried here at the estate, but Hawaii law doesn't allow it. At least she's next to Grandpa and my parents. I'm sure she appreciated you visiting."

Silence descended for a moment before Bessie clapped her hands together.

"Well, I was just about to serve lunch. You girls are welcome to stay and eat with us if you'd like."

Sam shook her head. "Thanks Bessie, but we have to get back to the resorts. Evening shift, you know how it is. Those Russian guests are demanding as hell."

"I swear if I pull one more vodka bottle from the pool..." Alana turned to Bessie. "But I'd love to come back tomorrow afternoon for some more surfing. Maybe we could have dinner around the firepit. Like old times with youth camp?"

"I'd like that very much, Alana."

We said our goodbyes and the girls headed off, climbing into their beat-up hatchback and driving away. Bessie and I stood there for a moment, watching the dust settle in their wake.

"So," Bessie said, turning to me. "How about lunch in the backyard? It has a lovely view of the cove."

"I'd love that, Bessie."


Chapter 13
ALANA



The afternoon sun sparkled on the rolling swells of Shark Cove as Alana and Kaleo bobbed on their surfboards. Kaleo scanned the water, his eyes squinting against the glare.

"No sharks today."

"My 'aumakua usually only shows up when I'm alone out here."

"You know, you mentioning your family 'aumakua got me thinking about my Hawaiian heritage," Kaleo said, his voice thoughtful. "After you and Sam left yesterday, I spent half the night reading up on Hawaiian history online."

Alana raised an eyebrow.

"Oh yeah? Learn anything interesting?"

"Did you know the ancient Hawaiians used to surf on wooden boards? The royalty had these longboards called olo, like 15 feet long. Commoners used shorter ones called alaia."

"Can you imagine the first guy who decided to ride a log on a wave?" Alana grinned. "Must've been either brave or stupid."

"Probably both."

"Seriously. I'll stick with my modern board, thanks. Sleek thruster design, angled fins, channels, neoprene mat. The works."

"Still, it makes you wonder what it must have been like for the Hawaiians before Captain Cook arrived. Having these islands all to themselves. Must have been nice."

"Amen to that. But I still prefer modern surfboards."

"Yeah. But I wouldn't mind trying an alaia sometime, just to see what it was like. Connect with our ancestors a bit, you know?"

"Up to you, Kaleo. Break your neck on some soggy wooden board."

Alana laughed as Kaleo chuckled with her. Suddenly, Kaleo's eyes widened as he spotted a large swell rolling in.

"This one's mine!" he called out, paddling furiously towards the wave.

"Oh no you don't, tutu kane!"

Alana paddled hard, digging her arms into the water to catch up. They both popped up on their boards as the wave lifted them, riding it in tandem. The rush of the ocean roared in Alana's ears as she carved a smooth line across the face of the wave, Kaleo right beside her.

Alana skipped her usual moves. Instead, she stuck out her tongue at Kaleo, making him laugh.

As they paddled back out, Alana splashed water at Kaleo's face.

"Maybe you should get one of those old-school tanker surfboards, Kaleo. You know, the ones from the 60s? Practice your hang-tens and listen to Beach Boys!"

"Hey now, I used to shred back in the day. Just getting my surfing legs back, that's all."

"Sure, sure." Alana rolled her eyes playfully.

"Speaking of shredding, I looked up your profile last night. You really were one of the top female talents a few years ago."

"You think I was lying about that?"

"Nope. Just wanted to know more. Ever think about competing again?"

Alana's smile faded. She hesitated, not usually one to open up about her past. But something about Kaleo's kind eyes made her want to share.

"I don't know," she said. "I was pretty successful when I was young. Won a major competition when I was only 16. The sponsorships came rolling in after that. Everyone was pushing me to qualify for the Olympics."

She paused, taking a deep breath.

"But just before the Olympic trials, I had a panic attack. Totally bombed my run. After that, I just couldn't seem to get back in the groove. Started doing poorly at tournaments, lost my sponsors one by one."

"That must have been tough."

"Surfing used to be my life, you know? But when it became a job, with all that pressure... Like I told you, it just wasn't fun anymore. I'm just grateful to have Sam. She's been so supportive through it all."

"You two make a strong couple," Kaleo said. "Cherish that."

A faint call carried over the sound of the crashing surf. Alana turned back towards shore and saw Sam standing on top of the cliffs, waving at them.

"Food must be ready," Alana said to Kaleo.

They caught the next wave in, riding it smoothly to the beach. They waded onto shore and crossed the sandy beach to the cliffs.

Alana snuck glances at Kaleo as they walked. She appreciated how rare it was to find an older man who listened so attentively and treated a younger woman like her with genuine respect instead of condescension. Their shared heritage was also a bond that brought them closer.

"We can leave the boards here," Alana told him as they reached the base of the cliffs. "No one else surfs Shark Cove."

She watched, impressed, as Kaleo flipped his board over before laying it on the sand, wax-side down. He knew the sun would melt the wax right off otherwise. Alana did the same. It was nice, she thought, to have these common experiences with him.

They started up the steep steps carved into the cliff face, Kaleo taking the lead. Following behind him, Alana again admired the broad muscles of his back tapering down to his firm ass and powerful thighs. The man was built like a Hawaiian warrior.

Sam's words drifted through Alana's mind. She had gone on and on about how hot she thought Kaleo was. Sam had a thing for sexy older men. Alana had to admit that her girlfriend's taste seemed to be rubbing off on her.

Since their beach encounter, Alana had entertained more than a few dirty thoughts about Kaleo. Watching him climb the steps ahead of her, muscles flexing with each movement, started her mind going again.

They reached the top of the stairs, Alana's muscles burning from the steep climb. Sam greeted her with a smile, holding out a fluffy towel.

"You two looked great out there! Rinse off and meet us by the cabins when you're done, okay?"

Nodding, Alana took the towel and headed behind the Gardner's House. She found the garden hose coiled against the wall and turned it on, relishing the cool spray against her salt-encrusted skin. As she rinsed the salt water from her body, she heard Kaleo's heavy footsteps approaching.

"Mind if I rinse off too?" he called out.

"Go ahead," Alana replied, turning her back to give him privacy. She focused on toweling herself dry, but couldn't resist sneaking a glance over her shoulder.

Kaleo stood under the stream of water, his muscular back glistening. Alana's eyes traced the lines of his shoulders, the curve of his spine, down to the twin dimples above his firm ass. Heat pooled low in her belly as she watched the water sluicing over his tanned skin.

Flustered, Alana quickly pulled on her fresh clothes.

"I'm gonna head to the cabins," she called out. "Meet you there."

"Sounds good," Kaleo replied, his back still turned.

Alana hurried away. As she approached the cabins, the mouth-watering aroma of grilled meat filled the air.

A bonfire was set up in the fire pit, not yet lit. Sam and Bessie had arranged a folding table and camp chairs, along with a small hibachi grill where the Korean BBQ beef Alana had prepared sizzled.

"Alana!" Bessie greeted her with a smile, holding out a glass. "Lychee water?"

"You're the best." Alana took a grateful sip, the sweet, cold drink soothing her dry throat. "You know, my grandma used to make lychee water just like this. But I swear the lychees from your orchard taste better than any I've ever had."

Bessie beamed at the compliment.

"I may have snuck a taste of your Korean beef already," Bessie admitted with a wink. "It's delicious!"

"My Korean cousins taught me the recipe. Glad you like their bulgogi."

Alana settled into a camp chair, sipping her lychee water as she waited for Kaleo to join them. Her mind kept drifting back to the glimpses of his body and she felt her cheeks grow warm.

Alana glanced up as Kaleo approached a few minutes later. He was wearing a fresh tank top and shorts, his hair still damp from rinsing off. She gave him an appreciative once-over, marveling at how good-looking he was for an older man. She'd never found a man his age so attractive before.

Alana caught Sam's eye and saw the same thoughts reflected on her lover's face. Clearly, Alana wasn't the only one who found Kaleo appealing.

Bessie handed Kaleo a glass of lychee water. Alana noticed the desire written plainly on the other woman's beautiful features. A thought struck her-- had Bessie and Kaleo been hooking up? The two were all alone on this isolated estate, so it would only be natural for them to get together.

Unbidden, an image of Bessie and Kaleo having sex flashed through Alana's mind, sending a flush of arousal through her body. She quickly pushed the thought away, focusing instead on the music Sam had started playing through a Bluetooth speaker.

"Any requests?" Sam asked the group.

"How about some reggae?" Kaleo suggested.

As the laid-back island beats filled the air, Bessie began serving up the food.

"I can't wait to taste this," Kaleo said, inhaling appreciatively.

"I made haupia for dessert," Sam added. "From scratch. Not a premix box."

"You know, Mrs. Lacerda loved Sam's haupia," Alana told Bessie.

"Well, if my grandmother loved it, then I'm sure I will too."

As the sun dipped lower in the sky, the four of them gathered around the folding table to enjoy their meal. The aroma of Alana's Korean BBQ beef filled the air, mingling with the sweet scent of the plumeria trees on the side of the cabins.

"This beef is amazing, Alana," Kaleo complimented, taking another big bite. "You've got some serious skills on the grill."

"Thanks, tutu kane. Glad you like it."

Bessie nodded in agreement, her mouth full.

"Seriously, Alana, this is restaurant quality. You could open your own food truck with grindz like this."

Sam beamed at her girlfriend. "That's my Alana. A woman of many talents."

As they ate and chatted, Alana noticed how close Bessie had placed her chair to Kaleo's. Their knees were nearly touching under the table.

In the fading light, Alana also saw that Bessie wasn't wearing a bra beneath her thin t-shirt. The outline of her large breasts was clearly visible through the fabric.

Alana glanced at Kaleo and caught him sneaking a peek at Bessie's chest. She didn't blame him. Bessie had the body of a 1950s pinup girl, all curves and sensuality. Alana had to admit she found the other woman attractive, too.

Alana wondered if Bessie's flirtatiousness was stemming from a place of jealousy or insecurity. After all, Bessie wasn't used to sharing Kaleo's attention with other women. Having Alana and Sam here was a new dynamic.

As if to prove Alana's point, Bessie laughed extra loud at one of Kaleo's jokes, playfully swatting his arm. A moment later, she plucked a morsel of beef from her plate with her chopsticks and held it out to Kaleo.

"Here, you have to try this piece. It's perfectly cooked."

Kaleo happily opened his mouth, letting Bessie feed him. Their eyes met as he chewed and swallowed. The sexual tension between them was palpable.

Alana exchanged a knowing look with Sam, communicating silently. Sam raised an eyebrow, clearly noticing the chemistry between Kaleo and Bessie too.

After finishing their meal, Sam brought out the haupia she had made for dessert. The creamy coconut pudding was the perfect sweet ending to the savory Korean BBQ.

"Sam, this haupia is incredible," Kaleo complimented after taking a bite.

Bessie nodded in agreement. "Seriously, this is the best haupia I've ever tasted. What's your secret?"

Sam curtsied playfully at the praise.

"Why thank you! I actually got the recipe from one of my coworkers at the resort. The trick is to use fresh coconut milk, not the bottled stuff."

Alana beamed with pride at her girlfriend's skills. Sam was always impressing her with her delicious desserts.

Suddenly, Sam turned up the music on the Bluetooth speaker to something more upbeat.

"Enough sitting around, let's dance!"

She grabbed Alana's hand and pulled her to her feet. Alana laughed as Sam twirled her around, the two of them moving energetically to the driving beat. Kaleo and Bessie cheered them on from their seats, clapping along to the music.

As the song went on, Alana and Sam's dancing grew more erotic. They pressed their bodies together, hips swaying in unison. Lost in the moment, Alana captured Sam's lips in a sensual kiss.

"Hey now, get a room you two!" Kaleo called out teasingly.

Alana broke the kiss and grinned at him.

"Why don't you show us your moves then?"

She reached out and tugged Kaleo to his feet. Kaleo held up his hands in mock protest.

"I'll dance, but only if Bessie does too."

"Oh, twist my arm," Bessie said with an exaggerated sigh, rising from her chair.

The four of them danced together, laughing and moving to the music. Alana relished the carefree moment, enjoying the company of her lover and these new friends.

After a few songs, Sam switched the music to something slower and more sensual, a sultry R&B tune. She pulled Alana close, wrapping her arms around her waist. Alana draped her arms over Sam's shoulders as they swayed together.

Nearby, Kaleo and Bessie also embraced, their bodies moving slowly in time with the music. Alana watched as they gazed into each other's eyes, soft smiles on their faces. She felt an unexpected pang of jealousy at their obvious intimacy.

Sam leaned in close, her breath warm against Alana's ear.

"She's fucking crazy for him," she whispered. "Do you think they're boning?"

Alana nodded, unable to take her eyes off the other couple.

"Are you as turned on by Kaleo as I am?" Sam asked, her voice low and seductive.

Alana swallowed hard.

"Yeah," she admitted quietly. "I am."

She let herself relax into Sam's embrace, but her attention remained fixed on Bessie and Kaleo. They seemed lost in their own private world as they danced, the flickering flames of the bonfire casting their entwined silhouettes in a sensual glow.

"Crazy for him," Sam repeated.

Alana could only nod.


Chapter 14
KALEO



The embers glowed in the firepit, the wood crackling as a few sparks drifted up into the night sky. I sat next to Bessie, gazing at the stars shining brightly above us. The half-moon cast a soft light over the estate.

"I forgot how bright the stars are in Hawaii," I said.

Bessie shook her head, sipping her glass of wine.

"Seven years in LA made me forget stars even existed. Except the ones in that stupid sidewalk. It was so gross down there. The sidewalk, I mean. Though LA was gross, too."

"Uh-huh."

Bessie started drinking after Alana and Sam left. Content with my lychee water, I was happy to stay sober after such a fun evening with three beautiful women.

Bessie turned to me, her eyes slightly glazed from the wine.

"What was your wife like, Kaleo?" she asked.

I shifted uncomfortably, but realized her question was genuine.

"I met Cathy while landscaping at her father's house," I began. "She brought me water during a break and we got to talking. Married a few months later."

"Just like that?"

"Just like that."

"Tell me more."

I paused, memories flooding back.

"We learned quickly that Cathy couldn't get pregnant. But we were fine, just the two of us. The years passed, most of them happy. I opened my construction business. She got promoted at her real estate agency. Then the incident happened and I went to prison."

My voice trailed off. The pain still felt raw.

"Cathy's father never liked me. He convinced her to divorce me while I was locked up. And she did."

Silence hung between us for a moment. Bessie's voice was soft when she finally spoke.

"Do you miss her?"

"Yes."

"Do you think she misses you?"

"I don't think so. She got remarried, last I heard."

"Was Cathy... was she pretty?"

I nodded. "Very. She had red hair and these striking green eyes, much like yours. I always wished I could've brought her to see Hawaii before everything fell apart."

Bessie's hand gently touched my arm.

"I'm so sorry that happened to you, Kaleo."

"Yeah. Me too."

I patted Bessie's hand gently, our eyes meeting in the dim glow of the dying fire. The moment stretched between us, charged with an emotion I couldn't quite name.

Clearing my throat, I stood up and stirred the embers with a stick.

"It's getting late," I said. "We should probably turn in for the night."

Bessie rose to her feet. She wobbled slightly, and I reached out to steady her. She laughed, her hand gripping my arm.

"You're always catching me, Kaleo. Stopping me from falling. You know what I need, always. Like magic. Hawaiian magic."

I realized Bessie was more intoxicated than I initially thought.

"Let's get you to bed. It's been a long day. We both need a good night's sleep."

She leaned heavily against me as we walked towards the Main House, her steps unsteady.

"Did you see Alana and Sam today?" Bessie asked. "They're such a pretty couple. And the way Alana surfs? It's like she's dancing on the waves. Those two surfer girls. So cute."

I hummed in agreement, supporting her weight as we climbed the porch stairs. At the front door, I turned to face her.

"Will you be okay getting to bed?"

Bessie waved her hand dismissively. "I'm fine, I'm fine."

Before I could react, she threw her arms around my neck and pressed her lips to mine. I froze, startled by the sudden kiss. Her tongue pushed into my mouth, the taste of wine strong on her breath.

Gently, I disengaged from her embrace, a nervous laugh escaping my lips.

"Bessie, you need to sleep. I think you're a bit drunk."

Her eyes widened as realization dawned on her face. A deep blush crept up her cheeks, and she stepped back, stammering an apology.

"I'm so sorry, Kaleo. I shouldn't have done that. I don't know what came over me."

"It's okay, Bessie. It's just the wine acting up. No harm done."

She nodded, still flushed with embarrassment, and turned to open the door.

"Good night, Kaleo."

"Good night, Bessie."

As the door closed behind her, I touched my lips, recalling the feel of Bessie's lips against mine. The night had taken an unexpected turn, but I couldn't deny the pleasure I felt at the memory of her kiss.

She's drunk, I reminded myself. Try not to read too much into her actions.

I filled a bucket with water from the garden hose. Carrying it back to the firepit, I doused the glowing embers. Steam hissed and rose into the night sky as the last of the fire extinguished.

I picked up Bessie's bottle of wine and noticed it was empty. I made a mental note to clean up the dishes and other remnants of our evening first thing in the morning.

With a yawn, I headed back to the Gardener's House, my mind still fixed on the unexpected kiss with Bessie.

As I approached the small house, I noticed the light on in Bessie's upstairs window. I imagined she must be feeling embarrassed about what she had done. I hoped it wouldn't make things awkward. Seeing me naked was one thing, but a kiss was something else entirely.

The alcohol she'd drunk meant we could brush it off as a tipsy moment that meant nothing. Just a fleeting lapse in judgment fueled by too much wine.

But as I walked to the Gardener's House, I had to wonder if there might be more than just alcohol at play.

Despite our age difference, Bessie's attraction to me had been growing more obvious with each passing day. The lingering glances, the playful banter, the way she sought out my company. It all pointed to something deeper than mere friendship.

I knew Bessie was lonely. She was searching for comfort and connection in a situation that had left her feeling isolated and overwhelmed. Was her attraction to me simply a result of youthful infatuation, a crush born out of nearness and circumstance?

One thing I couldn't question, however, was my growing attraction to Bessie. It wasn't just her stunning beauty and undeniable sexiness that drew me in, but also her strength of character and the vulnerability she allowed me to see.

I walked behind the Gardner's House, stopping by the staircase that led down to Shark Cove. The moon cast a soft glow over the water, illuminating the waves as they crashed against the shore. I closed my eyes, breathing in the salty sea air and listening to the rhythmic sound of the surf.

A sense of peace washed over me. Being back in Hawaii felt like a piece of my soul had finally been restored. The weight of my past seemed to lift, replaced by a newfound sense of hope and possibility.

I stood there for a few moments longer, savoring the tranquility of the night before heading inside the Gardner's House. Stripping off my clothes, I stepped into the shower, the warm water cascading over my body. As I lathered up, I sang one of my favorite reggae songs, the lyrics falling tunelessly from my lips.

I rinsed off, feeling refreshed and rejuvenated. Stepping out of the shower, I grabbed a towel and dried myself off, draping it over my shoulder as I walked into the bedroom. I was ready for a good night's sleep.

I froze, my eyes widening in surprise.

Lying in my bed was Bessie. She was completely naked.

"I know the bed is narrow, but there's room enough for both of us if we get very close."

I stood there in shock. I forced myself to focus on her face, trying to ignore the way her body sprawled across my bed.

I had fantasized about seeing Bessie naked. But not like this. Not when she was drunk and vulnerable.

"Bessie, what are you doing here?" I asked, quickly wrapping the towel around my waist.

"What do you think I'm doing here?"

Bessie beckoned me to join her. I hesitantly sat on the edge of the mattress. She wrapped her arms around my waist, her full breasts pressing against my arm.

I tried to lighten the mood with a joke.

"Did you get lost on your way to your bedroom?" I teased gently.

Bessie's lips brushed against my shoulder and her fingers tugged at my towel. I gently pushed her hand away. She leaned closer, her breath heavy with the smell of alcohol.

"I've seen you naked. So now it's my turn. Gotta be keeping things even."

"That's not necessary. Really, it's not."

Bessie nuzzled my neck, her breath hot against my ear.

"When I was on your shoulders to pick guava, I got so wet having you between my legs," she purred. "It's been so long since I've been with a man, Kaleo."

She tried to pull me into bed again, but I resisted.

"Bessie, you're in no state for this."

"I'm fine. Better than fine, you fine man."

She lightly pinched my nipple. I took her hand and wrapped it in mine.

"You've had a little too much wine, Bessie."

"And vodka shots. Chased with lychee water. Soooo good."

"Wow. Okay. Well, why don't you let me take you back to your bed? You must be tired after all the work we did today."

"I want you to work me, Kaleo. Work me hard."

She licked my shoulder and rubbed her breast against my arm. I knew I couldn't let this go on much longer.

"I'll put on some shorts and get you back to your house," I said, standing up from the bed.

Bessie pouted, her lower lip jutting out.

"Am I not attractive enough for you?"

"You know you're beautiful, Bessie."

"Is it your little surfer girls that you want?"

"No."

"Then why don't you want me?"

"Because you're drunk, Bessie. And what you want when you're drunk might be different from what you want when you're sober."

"I don't even understand what you just said."

She attempted to stand, but ended up slithering off the bed and onto the floor. I quickly propped her up, supporting her weight.

"Just let me have that dick, baby. Just a taste... a little suck..."

Suddenly, Bessie groaned, her face turning pale.

"I don't feel so good..."

I helped Bessie stagger into the bathroom. She sank to her knees in front of the toilet, hugging the bowl as she retched.

I gathered her thick blonde hair and held it back, rubbing her back as she emptied her stomach.

"Let it out. I've got you."

When the vomiting subsided, Bessie collapsed back into my arms. Her eyes were red and tears streamed down her face.

"I'm so stupid," she sobbed.

"You're fine, Bessie," I reassured her, wetting a hand towel and gently wiping her face and mouth. "It happens to the best of us."

"I must look awful."

"Well, you don't look great. But I wouldn't say awful."

"Everything is spinning."

"It will pass. Just relax. I got you."

She slumped in my arms, her eyes fluttering closed as exhaustion overtook her.

I carried her back to the bed, trying my best to avert my gaze from her naked body. I set her down gently and covered her with the sheet, then turned on the fan to blow cooler outside air into the room.

"Kaleo..."

"Here. Drink this."

Bessie sipped from the Gatorade bottle I'd fetched from the kitchen.

"Nasty," she croaked.

"Hey, that's my favorite flavor."

Bessie clutched at me.

"Stay with me, Kaleo," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

"I'm not going anywhere," I promised.

I sat on the edge of the bed and took her hand in mine. I stroked her hair with my free hand, watching as she drifted off to sleep once more.

Just before she went completely under, Bessie's lips moved, forming words I had to lean close to hear.

"What did you say?"

"I think... I'm falling in love with you, Kaleo."

I sat there in silence as Bessie started lightly snoring. I switched off the bedside lamp and held Bessie's hand in the darkness. I listened to her breathing as I tried to process her unexpected confession.

Through my bedroom window, I watched the moon hanging over Shark Cove.


Chapter 15
KALEO



I sprinted across the sand of Shark Cove as the sky lightened with the first hints of dawn. The burn in my lungs felt good, like I was cleansing out all the staleness that had built up over the night.

Running in nature was the best way to start the day. It was one of the things I missed most while in prison. I vowed never to take it for granted again.

This was my fifth and final lap of the morning. As I reached the north cliff face once more, I slowed to a walk, my chest heaving with exertion.

I braced my hands on my knees, taking deep breaths of the salty ocean air. The sweat poured down my face, stinging my eyes, but I barely noticed.

My mind was still filled with thoughts of Bessie. I couldn't shake the memory of her confession.

I think I'm falling in love with you, she had whispered.

Her words had hit me like a punch in the gut. The tension building between us was undeniable, but I never expected Bessie to say something like that. It complicated things in ways that both excited me and made me anxious.

After all the shit I left behind, coming to Hawaii was like finally escaping a bad dream. There were so many amazing things about being back in the islands. And the most amazing thing of all was Elisabeth Lacerda.

Beautiful, strong-minded, and full of passion. Bessie was almost too good to be true.

She was also sixteen years younger than me. We came from different generations. How could she be falling in love with a guy like me?

I told myself it was probably just the vodka talking last night. People said alcohol brought out true feelings, but I wasn't sure. I'd never been a big drinker, but I had friends who were. Usually they just said nonsense when they were drunk.

More worryingly, what if Bessie regretted saying those words in the harsh light of day? What if she woke up and realized that she had erased boundaries that needed to be maintained? Could she continue working with me after what happened last night?

I straightened up, wiping the sweat from my face with the back of my hand. The sun was peeking over the eastern cliffs.

I took one last deep breath, savoring the peacefulness of the moment. Then I turned and sprinted back towards the stairs, pushing myself as hard as I could go.

I think I'm falling in love with you, Kaleo.

I pushed the memory from my mind, letting my roaring pulse and ragged breath replace it. No thinking, just physical action.

I left the sandy beach and sprinted up the long flight of stairs, my leg muscles screaming in protest with each step. By the time I reached the top of the cliffs, my lungs were on fire and my whole body was drenched in sweat.

I bent over, hands on my knees, gasping for air. After a few moments, I straightened up and started jogging in place, trying to cool down and steady my breathing.

I looked down at Shark Cove. The surf was intense today. Huge swells rolled in to the north, pounding against the jagged rocks on that side of the cove.

I imagined the ancient Hawaiians riding those waves on their hand-carved wooden surfboards, feeling the thrill and the danger of the untamed ocean.

What had that been like? To be so connected to the raw power of nature?

As I stood there, an idea began to form in my mind.

Surfing had been a part of my life as a kid, but now I saw it in a new light. It wasn't just leisure. It could be a way for me to reconnect with my Hawaiian heritage, to honor the traditions of my ancestors.

The more I thought about it, the more excited I became. This was something special, something meaningful.

Call it... a Renewal.

I didn't have all the details worked out yet, but I could feel the potential growing inside me like a koa seed putting down roots.

Shaking the sweat from my head like a wet dog, I turned away from the view of Shark Cove and headed into the Gardener's House. My body was exhausted from the intense workout, but my mind was buzzing with possibilities.

I knew I needed to talk to someone about this Renewal idea of mine. Paul Suzuki, my carpenter friend on Oahu, would be the perfect sounding board for me. I made a mental note to call him when I had the chance.

Dusting the sand from my feet, I tiptoed into my bedroom. Bessie was still asleep in my bed, the sheets tangled around her naked body. I noticed the bottle of Gatorade I'd left on the nightstand was empty. Bessie must have drunk it while I was sleeping on the sofa.

That was good. Throwing up was actually a good thing, ridding her body of alcohol so she sobered up quicker. Gatorade helped keep the hangover mild. Ibuprofen and a good breakfast would also make a huge difference. Bessie would still feel sick, but she'd be able to shake it off faster.

I quietly slipped into the bathroom, gently shutting the door behind me. The tiles were cool beneath my bare feet as I stepped into the shower stall, careful not to make a sound. I didn't want to wake Bessie. She needed her rest after the night she'd had.

I turned on the water, adjusting the temperature until it was just shy of scalding. Steam filled the small space as I stepped under the spray, letting out a soft groan of relief as the hot water cascaded over my tired muscles.

A hot shower after an intense workout was one of life's greatest pleasures. I braced my hands against the wall, lowering my head and closing my eyes as the pounding spray massaged my neck and shoulders.

I was so lost in the blissful sensation that I didn't hear the bathroom door open. It wasn't until I felt a hand on my shoulder that I realized I was no longer alone.

I straightened up in surprise, my eyes flying open to see Bessie stepping into the shower stall beside me.

"Don't worry," she said, her voice hoarse from sleep. "I'm not trying to make a move on you. I'm stone-cold sober and feeling like shit."

I nodded, stepping back to give her room under the spray. I was still processing what was happening, but Bessie looked rough. A shower was exactly what she needed.

Bessie groaned as the hot water hit her skin. She tilted her head back and let it soak her long blonde hair.

"That feels so damned good," she groaned.

"I bet it does."

"My head is pounding."

"I have some ibuprofen in the medicine cabinet."

"Already took some when I got up to pee earlier. The house was empty. Thought you had run away."

"I was running, but just doing laps in Shark Cove."

"I need to start joining you on your morning runs."

"You're welcome any time."

"Maybe you could even teach me how to surf."

"I'd love that."

"Would you mind washing my back?" Bessie asked, glancing at me over her shoulder. "I'll get my front."

"Sure," I said, my voice coming out a bit strangled.

I grabbed the bottle of body wash from the shelf, squirting some into my palm. Bessie took the bottle from me, squeezing out a dollop of her own before handing it back.

I lathered up her back, my hands gliding over her warm, slippery skin. I tried to focus on the task at hand as Bessie soaped up her front.

Despite my best efforts, I could feel my body responding to her nearness. My dick quickly hardened. I tried to angle my hips away from her, but the shower stall was too small. My erection brushed against the small of her back. I froze, mortified.

"It's okay," Bessie said softly, glancing at me over her shoulder. "I know you're hard. It's a natural response. I don't mind."

She rinsed the soap from her body, then turned to face me. My cock pressed against her slippery belly, making me inhale sharply. Rising on her tiptoes, Bessie pressed a gentle kiss to my cheek.

"Thank you for washing my back," she murmured, her lips brushing against my ear. "I appreciate it."

"Of course."

"You were a perfect gentleman last night. I appreciate that, as well. Thank you."

"You're very welcome."

Her gaze flicked down to my erection, and a small smirk played at the corners of her mouth.

"And I appreciate a healthy man with a healthy response to my body," she added. "You have a gorgeous cock, Kaleo.

"I appreciate you saying so."

"Saying is one thing, doing is another. Don't you agree?"

"I do."

"So? Is there another way I can show my appreciation?"

"What did you have in mind?"

Bessie trailed her fingers down my stomach and lower, running them along the shaft of my straining cock. Her eyes on mine, she cupped my balls and gently massaged them.

"I thought you said you weren't trying to make a move on me?" I said.

"I meant it at the time."

"Not anymore?"

"Not anymore."

"You think this is a good idea?"

"I'm not drunk. Do you want me to stop?"

I shook my head. "No."

Bessie kissed my chest as she slowly sank to her knees, never breaking eye contact with me. I shut off the shower. The steam filling the stall made everything warm and hazy.

Bessie's lips trailed down my stomach, her warm breath tickling my skin. I shivered as she pressed soft kisses to the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. The steam from the shower clouded my vision, but I could still make out the sight of her kneeling before me, her wet hair clinging to her skin.

I reached down, tangling my fingers in her hair. It was soft, like wet silk sliding through my fingers. I gently stroked her scalp.

She closed her eyes with a soft sigh as she leaned into my touch.

"You have the most beautiful hair," I told her. "It was the first thing I noticed that day you spilled your coffee on me. It shimmers like gold threads in the sunlight."

Bessie opened her eyes, looking up at me with a hungry expression.

"Wrap it in your fist," she murmured, her green eyes narrowed with lust. "I like that."

I did as she asked, taking a handful of her hair in my grip, staying close to her scalp so I could control her without causing her pain. My ex-wife Cathy loved when I pulled her hair. She liked to be throat fucked hard and I used to love giving it to her.

Bessie was a more sensual girl. With a slow, deliberate motion, she took my throbbing cock into her mouth. I groaned at the sensation. Bessie's lips were warm and soft, her tongue teasing and exploring. She made soft, appreciative noises as she sucked, her hands gently caressing my balls.

As she continued to suck and lick, her fingers gently teased the spot just behind my balls. I gasped, my hands tightening in her hair as a jolt of pleasure shot through me. I could feel my orgasm building, coiling tight in my groin.

"You do that so well," I gasped out, my hips bucking slightly as I struggled to hold back. "What a good girl you are."

Bessie moaned softly in response, the vibrations sending tremors up my spine. I glanced down, watching as her full lips slid up and down my shaft.

It was a beautiful sight, one that I knew I'd never forget. This young, gorgeous woman was on her knees worshipping my cock.

And then it hit me again-- the realization of our age difference. I was forty-two. Bessie was only twenty-six.

The thought should have made me uncomfortable. Instead, it fueled my lust.

"You like that, don't you?" Bessie murmured, looking up at me as if reading my mind. "You like having a girl like me sucking your cock?"

"Fuck yeah," I admitted.

"Show me how much you like it. Feed me your cum, Kaleo. Let me taste it."

Her words sent me over the edge. With a hoarse cry, I came in her mouth, my hips jerking uncontrollably as I spilled myself down her throat. Bessie swallowed, her eyes never leaving mine.

When I finally stopped shaking, Bessie slowly stood, her lips curved in a satisfied smile. She rose on her tiptoes, pressing a soft kiss to my cheek.

"Thank you," she murmured. "For everything."

Before I could respond, she turned and stepped out of the shower, grabbing a towel to wrap around herself. I watched as she left the bathroom, her damp skin glowing in the morning light. The scent of her lingered in the air, mingling with the steam.

I stood there for a long moment, my heart pounding in my chest as I wondered, Did that really just happen?

I turned on the shower again and resumed washing up. I took my time, letting the contented bliss running through me relax my tired muscles.

It had been years since I'd gotten my dick sucked. Using my hand could not compare to a beautiful woman like Bessie, especially since she knew how to use her mouth so well. She'd drained me like an expert, swallowing all I had to give.

I finally stepped out of the shower when the water went cold. The hot water tank outside could only hold so much.

There's so much sunshine out here at the estate. Why was everything dependent on the grid?

I nodded as another piece of the puzzle fell into place inside my head. My idea for the Renewal wouldn't just be about surfing. It would include so much more.

I toweled off slowly, taking my time to gather my thoughts. I wrapped the towel around my waist and headed into the bedroom.

I expected Bessie to be gone, but I heard her puttering around in the kitchen. I stepped into the main room and saw her standing at the stove. She was wearing one of my shirts. The baggy fabric hung off one shoulder, the bottom barely covering her big ass.

Despite what had just happened in the shower, I felt my dick tingling again. I cleared my throat, letting her know I was behind her.

Bessie turned and gave me a small smile. Her freshly washed face and damp hair made her look even younger than she was.

"Take a seat," she said, gesturing to the table. "I made some scrambled eggs."

I sat down and she set a plate in front of me. The eggs were fluffy and golden, with bits of green onion and melted cheese. Slices of sweet bread toast were stacked next to the eggs.

"Coffee is almost done brewing," she said.

"These eggs are great," I said, taking a bite and savoring the creamy texture. "You're a fantastic cook."

"Thanks. I like cooking. The meals we share are a highlight of my day."

"Are you going to eat?"

"My stomach's still a bit fluttery," she admitted. "But I'll have some later."

I nodded, understanding her hangover situation all too well.

"What are your plans for the day?" I asked, curious.

"I think I'm just going to sleep," she replied, running a hand through her hair. "I really overdid it last night. You?"

"I'm going to inspect the cabins, seeing how damaged they are. Might even start repairs if I can."

Bessie nodded, looking relieved.

"That sounds good," she said softly, yawning. "I'll see you at dinner tonight, then."

She leaned over and pressed a gentle kiss to the top of my head. I closed my eyes, inhaling her scent as her lips lingered for a moment.

"By the way," she whispered. "Even though I was drunk, I still remember everything that happened last night. What I said to you? I meant every word."

She kissed my head again, then turned and walked out of the room, leaving me sitting there alone, staring at my half-eaten plate of eggs.
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"Hey, bruddah spider."

The cane spider was hiding under a leaf, doing its best to be invisible. I hunched down in the dirt next to it.

"You took my advice and stayed away from the Main House. Smart. Bessie has a good heart... but not for you."

I stood and wiped the sweat from my face, squinting against the late afternoon sun. The inspection of all twenty-four cabins was finally complete. The news wasn't good.

The Army-built structures were never meant to last this long. Thin walls and tin roofs had deteriorated badly in the tropical climate. The back eight cabins were most exposed to the elements. They were beyond salvaging.

Bessie's family had tried to keep them repaired over the decades, but there wasn't anything more that could be done. They'd need to be torn down and rebuilt from scratch.

The middle row of six cabins fared slightly better. With some repairs, they could serve as storage spaces. Not ideal, but better than nothing.

The eight original cabins from the orphanage days showed the most promise. They were solidly built and better maintained. They'd need a lot of work, but I could make them livable pretty quickly.

I frowned, running a hand through my hair. This wasn't the report Bessie wanted to hear. The estate's financial situation was already shaky. We'd done most of the easy maintenance. Now came the parts that required money.

Part of me wanted to sugarcoat it, soften the blow somehow. But I knew that wouldn't help in the long run. Bessie needed the facts so she could make informed decisions about the estate's future.

As I headed back towards the Main House, my mind turned over potential solutions. Maybe we could focus on repairing the salvageable cabins first, generate some income, then tackle the bigger projects?

It wasn't ideal, but it might buy us some time.

Us? So now you're a part of this place?

It did feel like I was becoming more and more a part of Lacerda Estate. My future seemed intertwined with what happened here. If the estate failed, I didn't know what I'd do.

I looked up at the Main House, searching for any signs of life. The windows stared back, dark and empty. Bessie must still be sleeping off her hangover.

A twinge of unease twisted in my gut. What happened in the shower and her parting words left little doubt that Bessie wanted me to be a part of her life. But how large a part? I had no clue where this path was taking me or where I might end up.

My agitated mind returned again to the ancient Hawaiians and their wooden surfboards. My idea of Renewal was still gnawing at me. There was something I wanted to try.

I jogged over to the cabin that housed the surfboards. Inside, I ran my hand along the smooth surface of an 11-foot longboard I'd noticed before.

Perfect.

I wanted to simulate what surfing on an alaia was like. This board was close to what I'd read about online. I flipped it over and popped out the large center fin. The alaia boards didn't have fins. I was itching to see how it would handle without one.

Tucking the board under my arm, I headed back to the Gardener's House. I snagged my backpack, making sure I had a towel and a water bottle. One last glance at the silent Main House, then I started down the steep stairs to Shark Cove.

The finless board felt strange under my arm, like it was missing something. But that was the point-- to experience surfing as the ancient Hawaiians did. It would be a challenge, for sure. Without the fin, the board would be harder to control and more likely to slip sideways on the face of the wave.

I felt a mix of excitement and nerves as I descended the stairs. The sound of breaking waves grew louder with each step. When I reached the beach, I broke into a jog.

I kneeled in the sand beside the other surfboards Alana and I had stashed beneath the cliff face. I set my board down and started waxing it. The old longboard showed its age, cracks spider-webbing through its lamination.

Satisfied with the waxing, I strapped the leash around my ankle and headed for the water. The sand gave way to cool foam as I jumped in, skimming across the whitewash.

The longboard felt ungainly beneath me. At the same time, I could already sense how loose it was without the stabilizing fin.

A set of waves approached. The board was too big to duck dive under the whitewash, so I flipped over, turtling through the breaking water. I emerged on the other side, salt stinging my eyes.

I paddled out to the middle of the cove and straddled the board. The sun hung high above the horizon, promising plenty of daylight left.

A gentle swell approached. I turned and paddled towards it with long, steady strokes. I felt the wave pull me back, then launch me forward.

I angled the longboard, riding it on my belly to get a feel for it. The board was squirrely, swiveling back and forth beneath me, slippery on the water.

This is going to be a bigger challenge than I thought.

I turned off the wave and paddled back out. Catching another wave, I cautiously got to my feet, standing upright.

The longboard fishtailed immediately, throwing me off into a wipeout. I felt the leash tug hard at my leg as the wave pulled the board away. Yanking the longboard back, I climbed on and headed back out.

Hours passed, the sun sinking lower over the horizon. I'd wiped out more times than I could count. My arms ached and my legs were sore, but I refused to give up.

I caught another wave, this time crouching low on the board to keep my center of gravity down. I'd learned the hard way that standing fully upright made the board spin out of control. Crouching down and using my hand across the face of the wave for support worked better.

Focusing hard despite my exhaustion, I managed to ride the wave all the way to shore. As I fell off the board, I punched the air, thrilled at my achievement. I was sure my Hawaiian ancestors would be proud.

I heard my name called and turned, surprised to see Bessie sitting by the surfboards in the shade. She wore a yellow muumuu dress and a wide sunhat. Even in the loose dress, her curves were accentuated. A familiar surge of lust ran through me.

I trotted out of the surf and headed towards her. She stood, holding out a towel. I shook my head, sending spray everywhere, making her squeal.

"Asshole!" Bessie laughed, shielding herself.

"You feeling okay?"

"Not great, but better."

I set the longboard down and took the towel, drying off.

"How long you been here?"

"Long enough to see you wipe out again and again. I know my blowjobs are good, but I didn't expect them to make you weak in the knees."

I laughed, feeling heat rise to my cheeks. I pointed out the lack of fin.

"It's squirrelly without a skeg."

"Skeg?"

"Skeg is the fin that stabilizes the board."

"Why'd you take it out?"

"I wanted to see what it was like surfing as the Hawaiians used to." I ran a hand along the board's smooth surface. "They didn't have fins back then. Used wooden boards called alaia."

"Really? How'd they manage?"

"It wasn't easy," I admitted. "Took a long time to get the hang of it. Still not there yet."

"You'll get there. It's in your blood."

"I'm only a quarter Hawaiian," I said. "But it still means a lot to me. Connecting with that part of my heritage, you know?"

"I get it. Heritage is important. My grandmother was so proud of this place and our history on Kauai." She gazed out over the cove, lost in thought. "I sometimes imagine what the town of Mano Kai was like back then. Runaway sailors, sugar cane workers... It must've been wild."

"I bet."

"I've got albums full of old pictures from when the estate was an orphanage. Even when the Army had it for a while."

"I'd love to see those sometime," I said, genuinely interested.

"Your connection to Hawaii runs even deeper than mine. It's nice having a man like you around."

Her hand reached out, fingers toying with the waistband of my board shorts.

"I'd love to get another taste," she said, her meaning clear.

I caught her wrist gently, stopping her.

"No," I said firmly.

Disappointment flashed across Bessie's face, but before she could speak, I grinned and kissed her wrist.

"I want to return the favor first."

Bessie's eyes widened. "I'd like that."

I gently pushed Bessie back onto the large beach blanket spread on the sand. Hovering over her, our eyes locked. The sun-warmed sand shifted beneath us as I leaned in for a kiss.

Bessie turned her head away.

"What's wrong?" I asked, concern creeping into my voice.

She sighed, her green eyes conflicted. "I want you, Kaleo. But I'm not ready for a relationship."

I pulled back slightly, giving her space. "I understand."

"Kissing... it's intimate for me. I only do that with a boyfriend." Bessie's fingers traced patterns in the sand. "We need to keep things casual. No strings."

I nodded, a mix of relief and disappointment washing over me.

"You're right. It's probably best for our working relationship anyway."

"Thanks for understanding. Now get back to it!"

We shared a laugh, recognizing our strange situation.

Instead of her lips, I lowered my head to Bessie's neck. My mouth found the soft skin there, and Bessie let out a low moan. Her fingers threaded through my wet hair, nails scraping lightly against my scalp.

"God, your hair is so thick and beautiful," she breathed.

"Even with all the gray? Thought you said it made me look like an old man?'

Bessie's laugh vibrated through her body. "Please. It just makes you more handsome. And you know it."

"Yeah. I do."

I trailed kisses along her collarbone, savoring the taste of salt on her skin. Bessie's fingers pressed the top of my head, guiding me downwards.

I kissed my way down the front of her muumuu. At the edge of her skirt, I paused, looking up at her. Bessie held my gaze, her eyes hot with desire.

Slowly, I lifted the skirt of her muumuu, kissing the smooth skin of her calves, then the firm curves of her thighs. I was excited to see she wasn't wearing panties.

I slipped my head beneath her skirt, the fabric tickling my face as I hovered over her pussy. Her golden pubic hair gleamed in the muted light. Sunlight filtering through the thin material striped her skin with light and shadow.

Her legs spread wider as she stroked my head through the fabric.

"Kiss me there," she murmured, opening herself to me.

I inhaled the musky scent of her arousal. Kissing her inner thighs, I loved the way her thick leg tendons twitched. It was so sexy to see her squirm.

Bessie's pussy was a work of art. Her mound covered with golden curls. Full, puffy labia, slick with arousal. Her clit swollen and jutting, inviting my tongue. The pinkness of her inner folds peeked out, begging to be tasted.

"You're so beautiful here," I whispered, admiring the sight before me.

"Don't just look, Kaleo," Bessie teased. "Lick it."

I obliged, kissing her swollen clit gently before licking down through her wet folds. Bessie tasted like musk and salt and sunlight. I sucked on her lips, loving the way she writhed beneath me.

"Oh, God, Kaleo," she gasped. "That's it, baby. Right there."

Her hips bucked as my tongue flicked her clit, circling it again and again. I suckled her folds, savoring her flavor. Bessie's moans grew louder, her hips pumping against my face.

I held her thighs as she writhed, my tongue never stopping its lapping. Her taste and scent intoxicated me, making me frantic. I slipped a finger inside her, feeling her muscles clench around me.

"More," she panted, grinding against my face. "Please."

I added a second finger, curling it inside her, seeking that sweet spot. Bessie cried out, her body tensing as I worked her with my mouth and fingers.

"Kaleo!" she groaned. "I'm so close."

"Cum for me, baby," I urged.

Bessie screamed my name again as her orgasm ripped through her. Her juices flowed over my tongue, filling my mouth with her taste and smell. Her body shook as I continued to lick and suckle and finger her pussy, drawing out every last tremor of pleasure.

When she had finished, I pulled my head out from under her muumuu, eyes searching Bessie's flushed face.

She smiled lazily, licking her lips, as I moved up to her face. She leaned up to me and licked my chin, cleaning off her juices.

"I want more," she whispered.

In one swift motion, Bessie rolled me onto my back, tugging my board shorts down. My semi-erect cock sprang free, hungry for her attention. Bessie's eyes darkened with lust as she gazed down at it.

"I love your size," she murmured, wrapping her fingers around my length. "I want all of it in my mouth."

I groaned as Bessie leaned down, her lips enveloping the head of my cock. She swirled her tongue around the sensitive tip, tasting me, then took more of me into her warm, wet mouth.

Remembering what she said in the shower, I fisted her hair, gentle but insistent, guiding the pace I craved. Bessie moaned, taking me deeper until her nose nuzzled my pubic hair.

"Good girl," I whispered, my hips bucking gently. "Take it deep."

She moaned around me, the vibrations sending shocks of pleasure through me. Bessie pulled off with a lewd popping sound, then stroked my length with one hand while gently cupping my balls with the other.

With a wicked smile, Bessie dove back down, taking me in to the hilt. Her tongue swirled and teased as she bobbed up and down, her cocksucking skills pushing me to the edge. I groaned, my eyes closing as the sensation overwhelmed me.

"So good. So fucking good."

I felt the familiar pressure building within me, pleasure radiating from where her lips wrapped around me.

"I'm gonna cum," I warned her, my hands squeezing her shoulders.

Bessie moaned in response, the vibrations sending me over the edge. My hips bucked uncontrollably as I exploded in her mouth, pumping my hot load down her throat. Bessie swallowed me, not wasting a drop.

Emptied, I pulled her up to me. We lay side by side, faces turned to the cloudless sky, catching our breath and basking in the afterglow.

Finally, Bessie stirred, propping herself up on one elbow. She brushed a sweaty strand of hair off my forehead.

"We should head up to the Main House," she said softly. "I prepared dinner."

I smiled, imagining her cooking for us. It was a domestic scene I could get used to.

"Lead the way, Ms. Lacerda."
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Bessie and I gathered our stuff and made our way to the stairs leading out of Shark Cove. I offered her my hand and she took it, our fingers intertwining.

It was a simple gesture, but it felt like a statement. Like we were in this together.

At the bottom of the stairs, I stopped. The steps were narrow, and we couldn't walk side by side.

"Go ahead of me," I said. "I want to watch you climb the stairs."

Bessie understood. She stepped forward, giving me a view of her backside. I ran my hand over her hips, relishing the feel of her firm flesh.

"Take it off," I murmured, tugging at her muumuu. "I want to see you."

Bessie did not hesitate. In one fluid motion, she pulled the dress over her head and stood naked on the stairs.

"Beautiful," I said.

With a playful glance over her shoulder, Bessie started the climb, her naked body on full display. I watched the way her hips rolled with each step, the way her ass flexed, her skin glistening in the afternoon sun. Her waist was tiny, but her hips were broad, a gorgeous contrast.

Bessie wiggled her ass as she took the stairs. She knew exactly what she was doing to me, the effect she had. I couldn't help but smile. I liked that she felt free and uninhibited around me.

"You like the view, Mr. Akuma?" she asked, glancing back at me.

"I could watch you walk away all day, Ms. Lacerda," I replied. "That ass is a work of art."

I gave her butt a playful swat. She laughed and continued her way up, her bare feet padding over the stone steps. I followed, unable to tear my eyes away from the sight before me.

Despite the pleasure of watching Bessie's ass, there was always business to be taken care of.

"This handrailing needs to be replaced," I said. "It's rusted out and about to fail."

"What are our options?"

"Aluminum with a pre-coat and a premium powder coat would be best this close to salt water."

"Lower priority than other repairs?"

"Actually a higher priority if you're going to be having guests again. Using these stairs is hazardous with this rail."

"Cost?"

"A lot more expensive here in Hawaii. I'll look into it."

"Good. Let me know."

As we reached the top of the stairs, I was surprised to see a blanket spread across the grass behind the Gardner's House. A cooler sat next to it, a towel draped over it to shield the cooler from the sun.

"I thought we could have dinner at my favorite spot," Bessie said. "Right by the stairs, overlooking the cove."

"Really nice idea. Eating outside is always best."

"I agree." She leaned in close, her breath hot on my ear. "Plus we can enjoy the sunset while we fuck."

My eyes widened, and I felt my exhausted cock reawakening. Bessie's boldness never ceased to amaze me. She grinned, clearly enjoying my reaction.

"But first," she said, running a hand down my chest, "we need to wash off that salt water. I'll help you, just like you helped me last night."

She took my hand and led me into the Gardener's House. In the small bathroom, she helped me strip, her fingers trailing over my skin as she removed each piece of clothing.

The shower came to life with a twist of the knob, cool water spraying from the showerhead. Bessie stepped in first, the water cascading over her curves.

I watched, mesmerized again as rivulets ran down her body, highlighting every dip and swell.

"Come on in," she beckoned.

I stepped into the shower, enjoying the feel of fresh water washing away the salt and sand. Bessie moved closer, her wet skin sliding against mine.

"Relax," she murmured, her hands coming to rest on my chest. "I'll do all the work."

I closed my eyes and let out a contented sigh as Bessie's hands worked soap over my body. Her fingers kneaded my muscles, easing away tension I didn't even know I had. She moved behind me, washing my back and butt with gentle, circular motions.

When she reached around to soap up my cock, I couldn't help but groan.

"If you keep that up, I'm gonna be too hard to sit down for dinner."

Bessie gave my ass a hard smack, paying me back for earlier.

"Bend down, big man. Let me wash your hair."

I complied, lowering my head. Her fingers massaged my scalp, working the shampoo into a lather.

"Damn, that feels good," I murmured.

After rinsing off, we stepped out of the shower. Bessie grabbed a towel and started drying me off, her movements gentle and thorough.

"My turn," I said.

Taking a fresh towel, I ran it over her body, marveling at her curves.

"You're amazing, you know that? All natural, too"

"In LA, I got a lot of pressure to get cosmetic surgery. It's a way of life down there."

"Glad you didn't."

"Yeah, me too."

My eyes were drawn to her pubic hair, a shade darker than the hair on her head.

"And this," I said, running my fingers through it. "It's gorgeous. A real natural blonde."

Bessie wrapped the towel around herself, a slight blush coloring her cheeks.

"Get the hibachi out and fire up the coals," she instructed. "I'll get dressed and bring out the food."

"Yes, Ms. Lacerda."

Bessie left the bathroom. I could hear her footsteps as she exited the house. I ran a hand through my damp hair, still grinning at my good fortune. It wasn't long ago that I was living in my truck outside a fitness center.

"This is much better," I told myself.

I dressed in a pair of comfortable shorts and a loose Hawaiian shirt, enjoying the feel of the light fabric against my skin.

Outside, I set up the hibachi and got the coals burning. The smoke rose on the ocean breeze, wafting back towards the eastern cliffs.

While waiting for the coals to whiten, I wandered over to the stairs overlooking Shark Cove. The view was breathtaking.

I closed my eyes, imagining ancient Hawaiians surfing these very waves on their wooden boards, then fishing the same waters for their next meal. Everything connected, a perfect cycle of life. Alana and I shared that heritage, that deep connection to the land and sea.

I remembered the fishing poles I'd seen stored in one of the cabins. The idea of fishing in Shark Cove for our dinner appealed to me. Fresh fish, caught by our own hands? That fit with my Renewal idea as well. I made a mental note, adding it to the growing pile in my head.

Wooden surfboards. Wooden fishhooks? Lots of people wear them as pendants. What if these fishhooks were used for actual fishing again?

Lost in thought, I didn't hear Bessie's approach. Her soft voice startled me back to the present.

"Ready for dinner?"

I turned and felt my breath catch in my throat. Bessie stood there in a simple white dress. In the sunlight, it was nearly transparent. Her body was silhouetted inside it, every curve visible. Her damp hair was pulled back in a high ponytail. Tucked behind her ear was a red hibiscus flower.

I stared with delight, drinking in the sight of her. The way the light hit her, how the dress clung to her curves, the bright flower contrasting with her blonde hair. It was a vision that would linger with me for a long time.

"You look amazing."

Bessie gave a little curtsy, the movement causing her dress to flutter enticingly. She set down the picnic basket she was holding and opened it up.

"I've got some salad, rice, and fresh fish to grill," she said.

"Funny you should mention fish," I replied. "I was just thinking about fishing down in Shark Cove."

Bessie came to stand beside me. I put an arm around her waist, drawing her close.

"My father used to fish down there," she said, her voice soft with memory. "Visitors often caught their dinner in the cove. My father would bait their hooks and show them where to cast their lines. He tried to make sure everyone caught something. He hated when someone got left out."

"Your father sounds like a good man."

Bessie leaned into me, her warmth seeping through the thin fabric of her dress.

"My memories of him are fading. He died when I was so young."

"I'm sorry."

"I miss him and his presence. It feels so nice to have a man around the estate again. You've done so much work already, even without money for improvements."

"There's lots that can be done if a person's willing to put in the work."

We fell silent, holding each other as we gazed out over the ocean. The sun was sinking toward the horizon, painting the sky in swathes of glowing light.

"How will this work between us?" I asked quietly, breaking the silence.

Bessie took a deep breath before answering.

"We'll maintain our professional relationship, despite my feelings for you. We'll be friends with benefits, but employee and employer first. The estate must always come first."

I breathed in the scent of her freshly washed hair, my fingers gently touching the flower tucked behind her ear.

"No other attachments?"

"I think it's best if we keep a space between pleasure and work," she replied. "Each of us has no claim over the other."

"So, we're not exclusive?" I clarified.

Bessie nodded. "That's right."

I considered this for a moment. It wasn't ideal, but I understood her position.

"I think I can live with that."

"I'm happy we understand each other," Bessie said, her voice a mix of relief and something else I couldn't quite identify.

I broke away from our embrace to check on the coals.

"They're coming along good. Turning white. We'll be ready to grill soon."

"We can let them burn a little longer. Gives us time for other things."

Her hand slid into my shorts, cupping my balls, and I felt my body respond instantly. Bessie's touch had become like electricity to me, a shock to my system that never failed to arouse.

"Is this what you want, Ms. Lacerda? Right here, in broad daylight? We could be seen. Anyone could walk past and find us like this."

"I want my dessert before dinner. Agreed?"

"How can I say no?"

She gave a satisfied smile and sank to her knees in front of me. My shorts were pulled down, baring me to the warm air, and her hands gently gripped my cock, rubbing and stroking as she nuzzled her face against me, kissing and teasing with her mouth.

"Ah, fuck," I breathed, my eyes closing at the sensation.

Her lips were so soft, her tongue a wet, hot delight against my skin. I looked down, taking in the sight of Bessie on her knees, my cock disappearing between her full lips as she sucked and laved me with her tongue.

It was taking some time for me to get fully erect, but Bessie enjoyed the process. I stroked her hair, the silken strands soft between my fingers, as she continued to pleasure me with her mouth.

Every moan, every little gasp, every slightest sound she made drove me crazy. I loved how much she got into it, the way she savored me like a delicious treat.

"You love that, don't you, baby? Sucking my cock."

It wasn't a question, it was a statement of fact. I knew how much she enjoyed it, but I wanted to hear it from her lips.

"Mmm, yes," she murmured, my cock sliding from her mouth with a wet, sucking sound. "I love it. Feels so good."

Her hands worked my length as her mouth continued its magic, and I felt my cock growing harder, fuller in her grasp. Bessie gently squeezed me, teasing and testing my reactions.

"You're getting so hard for me," she whispered, a pleased smile on her face. "You're dripping."

"I'm aching for you."

Her eyes never left mine as she pulled my shorts all the way off. Then her hands were helping me step out of them, never breaking that intense, intimate gaze.

I wanted to see more of her, so I slowly pulled the dress off her shoulders, loving how it clung to her breasts before finally falling away. I carefully folded the dress and set it aside, making sure it didn't get dirty.

Naked, we just stood there for a moment, taking in each other's bodies. The sun was setting, bathing us in a golden light.

"Fuck me," Bessie begged.


Chapter 18
KALEO



The blanket was soft beneath her as I eased Bessie down, her hair spreading out like a golden halo around her face. The sun illuminated her, highlighting the delicate features of her face, the soft curve of her neck, the swell of her breasts.

Bessie was utterly breathtaking. My dick ached as I took in the sight of her naked body.

I positioned myself over her, our bodies so close but not quite touching. I lowered my face to hers, our cheeks brushing, and stared into those stunning green eyes.

"No kissing," I reminded her, my voice a low rumble.

Bessie nodded, her eyes half-lidded, her mouth slightly open as she breathed.

I nudged her head to the side with my cheek. My lips found the sensitive spot just below her ear. I kissed her there, my breath washing against her skin as I trailed my way down her neck.

Her hands came up to grip my shoulders, her fingers digging into my flesh as I continued my path along her collarbone.

Lowering myself further, I felt her erect nipples drag across my chest. My cock was brushing her mound, swiping through her golden curls.

I wanted to feel every inch of her against me, but I held back, teasing us both.

My mouth closed around her nipple, drawing it in. I felt her body arch beneath me as she moaned, her breath catching in her throat. I suckled gently, my tongue swirling and flicking as my hands roamed and cupped her tits, kneading her flesh.

"Oh god, Kaleo," she breathed, her head tossing from side to side. "Your mouth... don't stop."

I had no intention of stopping. Sucking one nipple hard, I rolled the other between my fingers, teasing and tugging. Bessie's hands were in my hair now, gripping the strands, guiding my head, urging me on.

The rest of her body was reacting to my mouth. She lifted her hips, seeking more contact.

I could feel her heat against my cock, her wetness ready for me. It would be so easy to slide inside Bessie's pussy, but I wanted to savor her, to make this moment last.

I sat up, looking down at Bessie's beautiful body. I spread her legs wide and exposed her to the sun. Her skin glowed, a delicate pink flush spreading across her chest and up her neck, her breath coming in short, sharp pants.

My fingers traced a path through her pubic hair, the soft curls tickling my skin, and then lower, to where her lips were already glistening with her need.

I spread her wetness up and around her clit. A tremor shook her body as I circled that hard little nub.

"You like that, Ms. Lacerda?"

"Oh, fuck, yes," she moaned, her hips moving restlessly.

I slid my finger further down into her hot, wet core, and then brought it up to my mouth, tasting her.

"Now you're the one dripping. It's fucking beautiful."

"I need it," she whispered, her eyes pleading. "Need your cock inside me. It's been too long, Kaleo. So damn long."

I positioned myself between her legs, my cock throbbing. Taking my length in my hand, I rubbed my cockhead up and down her slit, mixing our juices.

"Last chance to keep this professional, Ms. Lacerda," I warned, even as I positioned myself at her entrance. "This could be sexual harassment. You're my boss, after all."

"To hell with professional," she said, her hands gripping my arms, urging me forward. "If you don't fuck me hard, I'll fire your ass, Mr. Akuma."

I leaned down to nuzzle her neck.

"Now that's sexual harassment. You can't threaten me with that--"

My words were cut off as Bessie lifted her hips and my cock slid into her hot, tight sheath. Her walls clenched around me, pulling me in, and I thrust forward, burying myself completely.

Bessie's mouth opened in a strangled scream, her back arching as her fingers dug into her tits, her thumbs working her nipples.

I held still, my cock deep in her pussy, feeling her tight heat envelop me as I let her get accustomed to my size. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around my waist, pulling me closer, urging me to move.

I wanted to pound into her, to feel that tight grip clenching my cock, but I held back, enjoying the tease, the anticipation.

"Fuck, Kaleo, your cock is perfect," she moaned, her eyes fluttering open to look up at me. "Please, don't make me wait any longer."

I grasped her legs, lifting them and settling them on my shoulders, giving me a deeper angle to fill her. I flexed my hips, my cock twitching inside her.

Bessie whimpered, her head tossing from side to side.

"You're so fucking tight, Bessie. You haven't had a man inside you for a long time. Worth the wait, isn't it? The cock you've been craving for so long?"

"Don't you dare gloat, you cocky bastard," she gasped, grinning up at me. "Just fuck me. I need it hard and fast, Kaleo. Make me cum."

I pulled out slowly, inch by inch, feeling her inner walls drag against my sensitive cockhead, and then I thrust forward, burying myself back inside her.

Her eyes widened, her mouth opening in a soundless cry as I bottomed out. I did it again, slower this time, feeling every ridge and nub of her tight passage, and then faster, picking up speed.

"Kaleo," she groaned.

I loved hearing her say my name. I set a steady rhythm, my hips flexing as I glided in and out, enjoying the slick, wet sounds of our bodies coming together, the slap of skin on skin, the lewd squelching that filled the air.

Bessie's breath came in pants, her fingers moving to her clit. I picked up the pace, my balls slapping against her ass. I watched as her face scrunched up, her eyes screwed shut, and her mouth opened in a silent scream.

"That's it, baby," I encouraged, my teeth gritted as the pleasure built. "Work that clit. Cum all over my cock."

Her inner walls fluttered and squeezed. I felt her juices dripping from my balls. I knew she was close.

I pounded into her harder, feeling my balls draw up, the pleasure twisting tighter and tighter in my gut.

Bessie's fingers moved furiously on her clit, her legs tightening around my waist. And then she cried out, her body arching as she crashed into her orgasm.

I let her ride out her climax, her body trembling, her inner muscles still clenching rhythmically around me.

Just as she was coming down from her orgasm, I flipped Bessie over, positioning her on her hands and knees, her face down on the blanket, her ass in the air, that sweet pussy glistening, ready for more.

The setting sun bathed her skin in a golden light, highlighting the delicious curve of her ass cheeks, the way they framed her pussy. Grabbing her hips, I pulled her back toward me, my cockhead finding her entrance, and then I slid forward, burying myself in her hot, wet depths.

Bessie cried out, her head tossing, her hair falling around her face as she rocked back onto my cock, meeting my thrust.

"Fuck, yes," she moaned, her voice hoarse with need. "Don't hold back. Give it to me hard."

I pulled out almost all the way, enjoying the sight of my cock glistening with her juices, and then thrust forward again. The slap of skin on skin filled the air, mixing with her desperate moans as I picked up the pace, my hips flexing as I pounded into her.

Reaching down, I spread her ass cheeks, exposing her tight little asshole. My thumb slid down to her wet pussy, coating my skin. I rubbed my slick thumb over her anus, circling that tight ring.

Bessie went wild, her head tossing, her hips moving frantically.

"Oh, fuck, right there," she gasped, her voice high and tight.

I hooked my thumb into her asshole, pulling her open. Bessie whimpered, her body tensing in pleasure. The sight of her so open, so ready for me, drove me crazy, and I pounded into her like a wild animal.

"You like that, baby?" I grunted, my teeth clenched as I held back from the edge. "Like my thumb in your ass while I fuck that tight pussy? You're so damn sexy, Ms. Lacerda. This view, it's fucking perfect."

The sun was setting, the sky illuminated, the ocean mirroring the colors, and I knew this might be one of the most perfect moments of my life. I was fucking a beautiful woman as we looked out over the vast expanse of the ocean, the sunset an unforgettable backdrop.

I kept up a relentless pace, her pussy sucking me in, gripping me with each pull of my hips. Bessie's fingers dug into the ground, her knuckles white as she held herself up, her body trembling with the effort of taking me so deep.

I could feel my orgasm building and I knew I wouldn't last much longer. I gripped Bessie's hips tighter, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, and pounded into her with all I had.

"I'm cumming," I groaned, my eyes screwed shut as pleasure blasted through me.

"Give it to me, Kaleo!"

I thrust deep into Bessie, my head thrown back in ecstasy, my cock twitching and pulsing as I filled her with my cum. Bessie rocked slowly back and forth, milking me with her pussy until my balls were completely emptied.

I slumped forward, my arms wrapping around her, holding her close as I buried my face in her hair, inhaling the scent of her.

Bessie lay down on her side and I followed, loving the way she was leaning back into me. I wrapped my arms around her, savoring the warmth of her body against mine as we spooned, my cock still inside her.

Bessie guided my hands to her breasts, and I cupped them gently, feeling their weight and softness.

"Can you feel my heartbeat?" she asked, her voice soft and content.

I nodded, pressing my palm more firmly against her chest.

"Yeah, I can. It's strong and steady."

We snuggled together, her back pressed to my chest. I kissed her neck, tasting her sweat on my tongue. We both sighed, our eyes drawn to the vibrant sunset painting the sky. The rising ocean breeze cooled our heated skin, bringing goosebumps to the surface.

Bessie chuckled. "Looks like we need to shower again."

"After we eat," I murmured, nuzzling her ear. "I'll gladly rinse the sweat from your body."

"Mmm, I'd like that," she purred, nestling closer to me.

Suddenly, our peaceful moment was shattered by a man's voice behind us.

"Am I interrupting anything?"

I turned, shock coursing through me as I saw Dickie Jones standing there, a leering grin plastered on his face.

I remembered this man staring me down the day I arrived, his eyes full of contempt and superiority. My initial shock quickly morphed into anger. The intrusion, his smug expression, the way his eyes roved over Bessie's naked form-- it all made my blood boil. I felt my jaw clench, my muscles tensing as I fought the urge to leap up and confront him.

Bessie gasped, her eyes widening as she scrambled for her dress.

"Dickie, what are you doing here?"

The smirk on his face only grew wider as he held up a manila folder.

"I have some important things to discuss, Bess. Couldn't reach you by phone."

I felt my stomach drop. Dickie's presence was the last thing I wanted, especially now.

I got to my feet, not bothering to hide my swinging dick. I faced him head-on, my hands balling into fists at my sides.

"How long have you been standing there?"

His eyes flicked down to my naked body, taking in my glistening cock, before meeting my gaze again.

"Long enough. Didn't want to interrupt your fun with business."

"Business?" Bessie sputtered, her face reddening as she finally pulled her dress over her head. "Dickie, what are you talking about? Get to the point."

Dickie raised an eyebrow, his eyes still roaming over my body.

"Early forties? His stroke game is pretty good, though, isn't it, Bessie? Didn't know this middle-aged ex-con had it in him. Felony assault makes me think he's more inclined to beat women than make them cum."

I felt my stomach churn. That Dickie knew about my past, that he'd looked into my records, made me even angrier.

I took a step forward. Bessie must have sensed the rage building inside me. She placed a hand on my chest, her eyes pleading.

"Kaleo, it's okay. Dickie, go wait for me on the porch of the main house. I'll be there in a moment. Go!"

Dickie lingered, drawing out the moment, before finally retreating to the porch.

"Get dressed, Kaleo," Bessie said softly. "I'll take care of this. Dickie's always been rude, but he's usually not this intrusive."

I watched as she hurried after Dickie, her dress billowing around her legs. My mind raced, wondering what Dickie's presence meant, and why he felt the need to snoop into my past.

As I pulled on my shorts, I made a mental note to check with my parole officer. Was Dickie trying to cause problems for me? I wouldn't put it past him, especially considering his family's interest in Bessie's estate.

I looked around, trying to think of something to do. I put the fish on the hibachi and watched it sizzle. The aroma was tantalizing, but my mind was on Bessie. I wanted to know what she and her ex-fiancé were discussing.

For now, though, all I could do was wait and see what fresh trouble Dickie had brought with him.


Chapter 19
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I kneeled in the warm sand of Shark Cove, the early morning air crisp against my skin. A few stars still clung to the western horizon, fighting against the rising dawn. Behind me, the sun was just beginning to peek over the cliffs, casting long shadows across the beach.

The waves were glassy this morning, perfect for what I had in mind. I ran my hand along the smooth surface of the alaia surfboard beside me, marveling at its craftsmanship.

The surfboard had arrived last night. My friend Paul Suzuki had outdone himself with this one.

At ten feet long, the board was a solid piece of wood. Because of the weight, Paul had shaped it to be thinner than modern foam surfboards. Staying true to the descriptions found in old journals and academic papers, the alaia had a round nose and was perfectly straight, with no curve to its body.

The alaia's paulownia wood was light blonde, its grain a stunning pattern that seemed to flow like water. It wasn't koa, the traditional wood used by ancient Hawaiians, but with the laws protecting those trees now, this was a damn good compromise.

I tried to imagine what it would feel like to ride this beauty. Would it be like stepping back in time, connecting with my ancestors who rode similar boards centuries ago?

I picked up my bar of wax, the familiar scent of coconut filling my nostrils. With practiced movements, I waxed the surface of the alaia. The repetitive motion was almost like a meditation.

As I worked, my mental stillness was interrupted by an anxious thought.

Bessie.

I grimaced, my hands pausing in their work as I thought about the last few days. Bessie's face flashed in my mind, her green eyes clouded with worry.

After her talk with Dickie, she'd been different. Closed off. When I'd asked what was wrong, she'd just shaken her head.

"I've got a lot to think about, Kal. This place... it's my childhood home. I need to find a way to save it."

It stung that she didn't confide in me, but I got it. This was her legacy, her decision to make. Still, I wished I could shoulder some of that burden for her.

Despite her preoccupation, the past week had been a whirlwind of passion. We'd made love everywhere-- the Main House, the Gardener's House, even at the edge of the cliffs with the ocean roaring below us. Bessie's appetite was insatiable, just like she warned me. At 42, I was relieved I could keep up with her.

But beneath the passion, I sensed a growing sadness in Bessie. It worried me, seeing that weight on her shoulders.

Last night, she'd left for Honolulu on business. She chose not to tell me what she was doing. That was her choice and I respected it. The estate felt empty without her.

I exhaled sharply, trying to focus on the alaia. I was grateful Paul had delivered it when he did. At least it gave me something to occupy my mind instead of worrying about Bessie and whatever was troubling her.

I finished waxing the alaia, my hands sticky with coconut-scented residue. Setting the wax aside, I stood and gazed out at the cove. The sky had lightened, reflecting off the glassy surface of the water.

As I stood there, something shifted inside me. A deep, primal connection rippled through my body. I could almost feel the presence of my ancestors, their spirits intertwined with the land, the sea, and the air around me.

Tears welled up in my eyes, unexpected and overwhelming. I'd never felt anything like this before. It was as if I'd finally come home after a lifetime of wandering.

There was only one thing left to do.

I stripped off my board shorts, letting them fall to the sand. The cool morning air caressed my skin as I stood there, naked and unashamed, just as my ancestors had done centuries ago.

Picking up the alaia, I headed toward the water. The lack of a leash meant I'd be swimming after the board every time I wiped out, but that was part of the experience. Authenticity over convenience.

At the water's edge, I paused, letting the wash rush over my feet before receding. The water was warm and invigorating.

As I scanned the horizon, something caught my eye. I squinted, focusing on the north end of the cove. There, cutting through the water, was what looked like a fin.

My heart skipped a beat. Could it be Alana's 'aumakua, come to watch me surf with the alaia? The thought sent a jolt through me. I wasn't sure if this was a good omen or a bad one.

But there was no time for self-doubt. I charged into the water, my heart pounding with excitement. The cool ocean embraced me as I threw out the alaia and leaped on top.

Immediately, I felt the difference. At ten feet long, this board was a beast compared to what I was used to. It felt unwieldy beneath me, yet also loose and free.

I began paddling, adjusting to the new handling. The lack of fins changed everything. Each stroke felt different, the board sliding through the water in ways I'd never anticipated.

As I made my way out, I saw my first real test approaching-- a wave, its whitewash rushing towards me. Instinctively, I tried to duck dive, but the alaia had other ideas. It refused to dip beneath the surface, leaving me exposed.

The wash slammed into me, nearly throwing me off. I clung to the board, my body sliding back as the wave pushed me towards shore. Sputtering and shaking water from my eyes, I clambered back onto the alaia, determined to keep going.

I paddled harder, my muscles burning with the effort. Another wave approached. This time, I was ready. Instead of trying to dive under, I leaned back, sinking the tail of the alaia. The nose reared up, and we glided over the whitewash like a sea bird skimming the surface.

Exhilaration coursed through me as I wiped the water from my eyes. I was getting the hang of this!

Wave after wave came at me, and each time I adjusted, learning the nuances of the alaia. Sometimes I rode over the wash, other times I had to turtle roll, flipping over with the board on top of me as the whitewash churned past.

Finally, I made it past the break. The water calmed, and I bobbed gently in the swells. I took the time to catch my breath and savor the moment.

I squinted at the fin cutting through the water to the north. There was no doubt it was a whitetip reef shark. These were common around here, the very reason Shark Cove and Mano Kai got their names.

My mind turned to Alana, imagining her on this alaia. She'd probably make it look easy, her athletic body in perfect harmony with the board and the waves. I could see her riding the waves on the alaia like something out of a storybook.

Shaking off the daydream, I focused on the approaching swell. It was gentle and easy, perfect for a first ride.

I paddled hard, meeting the wave. As it lifted me, I sprang to my feet. For a split second, everything aligned. I was flying down the face of the wave at a comfortable angle.

Then, disaster struck. The alaia's nose dipped sharply, pearling into the water. I tumbled, the world spinning as I was thrown beneath the surface. When I finally broke through, gasping for air, I saw the alaia tumbling towards the shore.

My first ride on the alaia had not been the storybook moment I had hoped for.

With an exasperated sigh, I began the long swim back to shore. I caught a wave and bodysurfed a long way in. I snagged the alaia from the shore break and headed back out, determined to master this piece of history.

The next wave approached. I was ready. This time, I positioned myself further back on the board, crouching low. As I caught the wave, I gripped the side rail with one hand, letting my other hand trail across the wave's face.

For several amazing seconds, I stayed upright. The rush was powerful. This was surfing in its oldest form! But then the alaia's tail swung forward, and I was thrown off once again.

I swam back to shore and retrieved the board. The alaia was demanding, unforgiving, but I was determined to endure. This wasn't just about surfing anymore. It was about connecting with my heritage, my blood.

Hours passed, and the sun climbed above me. My muscles ached, and my throat felt like sandpaper. But I couldn't stop. With each attempt, I felt closer to locking into the flow of the alaia.

As I paddled out for what I promised myself would be the last wave, I saw it coming-- a perfect swell. I positioned myself, feeling the energy of the ocean beneath me. The wave lifted me, and I sprang to my feet.

This time, everything clicked. I stood easily, the board gliding across the wave's face. Muscle memory from hours of practice took over.

I shifted my weight, guiding the alaia up towards the lip, then back down to the base. It wasn't the flashy, radical moves Alana could pull off, but it felt right. Natural. Like I was a dance partner to the wave itself.

As the wave slowed near the shore, I laid down on the alaia, paddling with the dying momentum. That's when I spotted two familiar figures on the beach.

Alana and Sam sat in the shade by the other surfboards, waving at me. I waved back.

Suddenly, I remembered my nakedness.

"Hey, I'm not wearing anything!" I yelled, hesitating at the water's edge.

"We know!" they shouted back in unison. "We promise not to peek!"

I grabbed the alaia and waded out of the surf, trotting towards them. Despite their promise, I could tell they were staring from behind their sunglasses.

"You two are peeking," I scolded playfully.

They burst into laughter.

"Our eyes are closed, we swear!" Sam insisted, barely containing her giggles.

I shrugged, setting the alaia down. Sam handed me my shorts, which I gratefully slipped on. Alana passed me a water bottle, and I chugged it down, my thirst roaring. The cold water was heavenly, soothing my parched throat.

I wiped the water from my face and asked, "How long have you two been here?"

"At least an hour," Sam replied with a grin. "You were putting on quite a show out there."

"I was so focused on the alaia, I didn't even notice you two."

Sam handed me a granola bar. I tore into it hungrily. As I ate, Alana ran her hands over the alaia, turning it over to examine its flat, fin-less bottom.

"This looks crazy hard to maneuver," she marveled.

"It's very different from a modern board. Not worse, just different." I locked eyes with Alana. "You need to try it, Alana. Connect with our shared Hawaiian heritage."

"I dunno..."

"I saw your 'aumakua swimming at the north end. That's got to be a sign."

Sam nudged Alana.

"Come on, you've got to try it now!"

Alana hesitated, then nodded.

"Alright, I'll give it a shot."

She stood and picked up the board, testing its weight.

"I'll take it out now."

"I'll go with you on one of the other boards," I offered. "Not your shortboard, though. That one's too radical for your tutu kane."

Sam laughed. "Is that what she calls you?"

"Yeah."

"Just being respectful of my elders," Alana said. "Now tutu kane can watch me as I show him how to use this surfboard for reals."

Alana started towards the water, but I stopped her.

"Hold on. If you're going to surf like our ancestors, you need to do it right. Strip naked."

I grinned, expecting some playful banter. To my surprise, Alana didn't hesitate. She peeled off her bathing suit, revealing her athletic body.

Her skin was a rich golden brown, muscles toned from years of surfing. Her breasts were perky C-cups capped with dark nipples. Her hips flared out nicely from her narrow waist. Her pussy was bare and smooth.

"Take a look, it's only fair," she said with a smirk. "I saw you. You see me."

"I thought you said you didn't peek."

"Okay, I lied. I totally peeked."

"Me too," Sam chimed in, giggling.

Alana tucked the alaia under her arm and flashed me a challenging grin.

"Wax up one of those boards and meet me in the water."

With that, Alana turned and strode confidently towards the surf, her naked form gleaming in the sunlight.
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I straddled my surfboard, bobbing over the gentle swells. To the north, fierce waves powered over the rocks at the edge of the cove.

I'd been out here for hours, and the sun was sinking. Turning my board, I watched as Alana paddled back towards me, the alaia cutting through the water with her powerful strokes.

I'd watched Alana master the alaia over a few hours. Now she surfed it like some Hawaiian sea princess.

Alana pulled up beside me and sat up, straddling the alaia. My eyes roamed over her naked body as it dripped with water. I'd seen her naked for hours, but the sight of her powerful form and firm breasts with their dark nipples still excited me.

Alana grinned, clearly enjoying my attention.

"Ready to head in?"

I nodded. "Yeah, looks like you've mastered that thing."

"Not yet. If it were shorter, I could do even more maneuvers with it. And a leash might not be authentic, but chasing the board to shore every time I wiped out? I'd compromise authenticity for that."

"At least Sam was on the shore to catch the board and push it back out to you. Saved you from swimming all the way back."

We both turned and admired Sam standing at the shoreline. Like us, she had stripped naked.

"She's a good partner for you."

Alana's face softened.

"The best. She was there for me when I was struggling with my pro career. Most supportive person I know. Plus, she's outgoing. Makes her good at finding other partners to come play with us."

"That's great you trust each other enough to bring other women into your bed."

"Definitely." Alana's eyes twinkled. "We haven't given up on men, though. Just looking for the right one."

I enjoyed her insinuating tone, but decided to play it cool.

"Hey, I wanted to ask you something, if you're willing."

Alana smirked. "Took you long enough to work up the nerve. Sam and I had a bet on how long it'd take before you made your move."

I knew what she was implying, but pretended to be confused. Alana was a girl who liked to be challenged.

"What do you mean?" I asked her.

"What do you mean?" Alana shot back.

"Well, I just wanted to switch boards with you. I want to try something with the alaia."

"Really?"

"Yeah. Really."

Alana looked skeptical, but nodded.

"Alright, let's switch."

We jumped off our boards and traded places.

"This thing definitely needs one of these," Alana said as she strapped on my board's leash. "What are you going to try?"

I pointed north. "I'm going to surf that side of the cove."

Alana's eyes widened.

"Are you crazy? Those waves are too dangerous!"

"I was surfing before you were born, little keiki."

"Don't joke, Kaleo. The north side is for experts only."

"We'll see. Maybe you should ask your 'aumakua to guide me."

Before she could reply, I started paddling north, leaving her protests behind me.

I powered through the water, loving the way the alaia felt beneath me. The idea of surfing the north end of the cove had come to me as I watched Alana, her naked body strong and perfect.

She made me think of how we were both doing what our ancestors had done for a thousand years. I wanted to try the waves at the north end because I knew my ancestors had loved the sea as much as I did. They braved its waves and were not afraid of its power.

The waves got rougher as I drew closer to the north end of the cove. Fortunately, I was already past the breakpoint, so I didn't have to battle crashing waves. Beneath me, the water grew shallower. I could see big rocks and seaweed fronds passing below.

When I reached the prime spot at the north, the place where I'd watched Alana shred the waves on her modern surfboard, I sat up and straddled the alaia. I rose and fell on the big swells, but felt confident on the board. The wood was solid between my legs, my cock resting on the warm surface.

I turned and waved to Alana, who was watching me from the safer waters of the cove. Alana waved back. Even from this distance, I could see the concern on her face.

Am I doing this for my heritage? Or am I just trying to impress my Hawaiian sea princess?

It didn't matter. What mattered was riding a wave and making it to shore in one piece.

I spotted a big wave rolling in from the horizon. For a moment, I wondered how far it had traveled across the vast ocean to reach this point. How many islands had it passed to get here?

Gritting my teeth, I paddled the alaia out to meet it. As the swell hit the shallower rocks, it reared up, transforming into a towering wall of water.

I turned the alaia's back to the wave and began paddling as hard as I could. The familiar pull backward dragged me up onto the face of the wave. My heart pounded in my chest, adrenaline coursing through my veins.

I reminded myself not to get too far forward on the alaia. Pearling into the shallow water and rocks below could easily break my bones.

As I reached the top of the swell, I felt the wave about to crash down. I scrambled to my feet, my toes digging into the waxed paulownia wood. Crouching low and gripping the rail, I hung on for dear life as the alaia sliced down the front of the wave's face.

The finless back of the board shivered back and forth behind me, but I stayed steady as the wave crashed, whitewash chasing me across its face.

The alaia carried me through tumbling waters. I rode the wave in, flying across the swell.

Looking up, I saw the cliff face approaching fast. I turned the board sharply, but panic set in as I realized it was taking too long to swing over the top of the wave.

I was going too fast, and the cliffs loomed ever closer. The wave sucked back the already shallow water, revealing jagged rocks breaking the surface.

I'd gone too far in! I should have turned off the wave a long time ago.

Pulling as hard as I could and leaning into the wave, I steered the 10-foot-long wooden surfboard just barely in time to avoid the cliff face. The alaia scraped hard over jagged rocks, the sound of tearing wood ugly and scary, but I'd passed the danger.

Laying down on the alaia, I rode the dying wave toward the shore, my heart still racing from the close call.

I stood up in the shallow water, my legs shaking as the adrenaline coursed through my body. I took deep breaths to steady myself. The alaia floated beside me. I kept a hand on top of it, reluctant to let it go.

Sam waded towards me, her blue eyes wide with concern. As she got closer, I took in the sight of her fit body. Her full breasts bounced gently with each step, coral-pink nipples standing at attention. Like Alana, Sam kept herself bare and smooth below.

"You okay?" she asked.

"I'm good."

Sam wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into a tight embrace. Her soft lips pressed against my cheek in a gentle kiss. The feel of her naked body against mine was comforting, and I relaxed into her arms.

"You're fucking crazy, you know that?" Sam said, shaking her head. "What the hell were you thinking?"

"I wasn't," I admitted. "You're right. That was insane."

Alana appeared beside us, her face a mix of relief and exasperation.

"Tutu kane, you are fucking lolo!" she said, using the Hawaiian word for crazy. "Even I would not have ridden that alaia over there. Don't you ever do that again!"

She joined our embrace, pressing her body against my other side. I held both young women close, savoring the warmth of their skin against mine. The feel of my surfer girls in my arms helped ground me, chasing away the last of the panic from my stupid stunt.

"I'll try to be careful next time," I teased.

"Next time!?" they cried out in unison.

We stood there for a moment, the three of us locked in a tight embrace as the gentle waves lapped at our legs.

I finally broke away and flipped over the alaia, curious to see how it had fared after our wild ride.

My heart sank as I saw a deep gash in the wood, running almost the entire length of the board. The back of the board was even worse, smashed in so badly that the wood had cracked clean through to the other side.

Alana and Sam gasped at the damage.

"Holy shit," Sam whispered. "That would have cracked your head like a ripe watermelon, dude."

The reality of how close I'd come to serious injury hit me like a slap in the face. If that gash had been in my flesh instead of the wood...

I ran my hand along the alaia's smooth surface.

"Mahalo," I murmured, thanking the board for protecting me and bringing me safely to shore.

Glancing up at the girls with a sheepish grin, I said, "I could use a drink. Something stronger than lychee water."

"Fuck yeah," Sam agreed. "After that show, we all need one."

We gathered our things from the beach, not bothering to dress as we climbed the steep stairs to the estate. I carried the alaia carefully, acutely aware of its sacrifice.

At the Gardener's House, I set the board down, bottom up. The gash could be fixed, but the back was not repairable. Examining the back, an idea struck me.

"You know, Alana, you might get your wish. My friend Paul Suzuki could probably trim the damaged back off, make it into a shorter board for you."

"Really? That would be so awesome."

We took turns with the garden hose, rinsing sand and salt from our naked bodies. Sam handed us a towel, and we dried each other off. I enjoyed the feel of Alana and Sam's bodies as I helped them dry.

When Alana's hand playfully lingered a bit too long on my crotch, I warned her, "Keep that up, and you'll give me wood harder than the alaia."

Sam grinned. "Wouldn't mind seeing that."

Reluctantly, we got dressed.

"See? Surfing naked means dry clothes," I pointed out.

"We should do it all the time," Alana agreed.

"Want to stay for dinner?" I offered.

Sam shook her head. "We've got a shift at the resort tonight."

Before I could respond, Alana surprised me with a kiss on the lips. I pulled back, startled, only for Sam to turn my face and plant one on me, too.

"Thanks for sharing the alaia," Alana said.

Sam patted my butt. "And thanks for the show."

I watched, slightly dazed, as they got into their car and drove away.

"Surfer girls are the best," I muttered.

After they left, I walked the grounds of the Lacerda Estate, my eyes taking in every detail. The place needed work, that much was clear. Paint peeled from weathered wood and overgrown vegetation threatened to reclaim parts of the property.

But beneath the neglect, I could see the bones of something truly special. My idea for Renewal returned, stronger than ever.

My mind imagined Bessie as a little girl, running through the grounds with pigtails flying. I imagined her curled up with her grandmother, both of them seeking comfort in each other after losing Bessie's parents.

The estate held so much history, so many memories.

I found myself behind the Gardener's House, gazing out over Shark Cove again. The view was breathtaking, but my thoughts were on Bessie.

What was she doing on Oahu with Dickie? Was she in trouble?

We'd agreed our affair was just physical, no strings attached. But I couldn't ignore the affection that had taken root in my heart for the tall blonde.

Her determination to keep the estate was admirable, but I feared even her resolve might be crumbling. The black bag covering the sign at the entrance was a troubling reminder of what she'd already lost. Without Historical Status, the pressure to sell must be immense.

I felt helpless, unsure how I could make a difference. But I promised myself I'd do whatever I could to help Bessie save this place.

My eyes fell on the damaged alaia leaning against the wall. Like the estate, it had taken a beating. But with some work, it could be transformed into something even better than before.

The alaia, brought back from the past, was now carving up waves once again.

Maybe the Lacerda Estate could experience a similar rebirth.


Chapter 21
KALEO



I woke with a start, instantly aware of a warm body pressed against mine. My eyes adjusted to the soft morning light filtering through the windows as I realized it was Bessie lying naked beside me.

"Good morning," she murmured.

I blinked, confused.

"Good morning. When did you get in?"

"Just now," Bessie replied, snuggling closer. "Haven't even been to the Main House yet. My overnight bag's still on the porch."

The warm ocean breeze from Shark Cove drifted through the open windows, carrying the scent of the ocean. I breathed in deeply, filling my lungs.

"Did you take care of things in Honolulu?" I asked, running my hand along her smooth back.

Bessie stiffened in my arms, her body suddenly tense. Concern gripped me.

"Hey, you okay?"

She pressed herself against me, her breasts soft against my chest. Her voice was shaky when she finally spoke.

"I don't want to talk about Honolulu right now. I just need you to fuck me, Kaleo. Make me cum."

I didn't need any more urging. Bessie knew how to get me going. I rolled onto my back, pulling her on top of me. She straddled my waist, her long blonde hair cascading down her front, barely covering those perfect tits.

"God, I missed you," she whispered

"Same."

I reached up to cup her breasts. Her skin was soft and warm, her nipples already hard. She moaned softly, grinding her hips against me as I rolled her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers.

Bessie reached between her legs, wrapping her hand around my cock. I groaned at her touch, my eyes closing as she stroked me slowly. Her fingers were soft and delicate, sending sparks of pleasure through me.

I caressed her breasts, enjoying the weight of them in my hands. My cock throbbed and I felt myself getting harder by the second. Bessie must've felt it too because she bit her lip, a hungry look in her eye.

"You ready for me, Bessie?" I growled.

She nodded, her breathing rapid.

"Fuck me, Kaleo. I need it."

I rolled her onto her back and got between her legs. I could see she was dry, eager but not quite ready. Bessie didn't seem to care, though. She guided my cockhead to her pussy, and I felt the head popping past her lips.

"Woah, Bessie. You sure?" I asked, not wanting to hurt her.

"Yeah, I just need to warm up," she said.

Bessie spat in her hand and lubed up my cock. I added my spit, making sure I was nice and wet before sliding into her.

"You ready?"

Bessie nodded vigorously, her eyes closed in anticipation.

I pushed into her in one long stroke, relishing the feeling of her tight pussy engulfing me. Bessie wrapped her legs tightly around my torso, pulling me close so all my weight rested on top of her.

I started to thrust, slowly at first, savoring the tightness of her pussy around my cock. Her breasts brushed against my chest with each rock of my hips. I kissed along her neck, gently biting and sucking, knowing how much she loved it.

"Oh, Kaleo," Bessie moaned, her fingers tightening in my hair. "That feels so good."

Her pussy was getting wetter by the second, coating my cock with her juices. I fought the urge to slam into her, sensing she wanted it slow and gentle to start. I could feel her nails digging into my back, her body arching to meet my thrusts.

Bessie's breath quickened, her moans becoming sharper. She licked my ear and nuzzled my neck.

"Harder, Kaleo," she whispered. "I need more."

I increased my pace, thrusting harder and faster. Bessie threw her head back, her moans filling the room.

I felt her pussy contracting around me, and I knew she was close. Her fingers stroked my neck, her nails scratching my skin.

"That's it, baby," I encouraged. "Let go for me."

With a cry, Bessie climaxed hard. I drove into her a few more times, wanting to prolong her pleasure. Her whimpers and pleas for me to cum pushed me over the edge.

"Cum inside me, Kaleo."

I grunted as I released, pumping my load deep into her hot depths.

Gradually my thrusting came to a halt, but Bessie wasn't letting me move. She had her legs clamped tight, keeping me deep inside her. I tried to pull away, but she hugged me close, burying her face in my neck.

"Stay," she whispered urgently. "Please, just stay like this for a minute."

I could feel her heart racing, her breath hot against my skin. We lay there, entangled and sweaty, our heartbeats gradually slowing.

"Please don't move," she begged. "Just hold me."

I had no intention of leaving. Not with the beautiful Bessie in my arms. There was nowhere else I'd rather be.

I rested on top of Bessie, still inside her, our bodies slick with sweat. Her breathing grew more ragged, and I felt her chest heave beneath me.

Suddenly, I realized she was crying.

"Hey, what's wrong?" I asked softly, trying to pull back to look at her face.

Bessie shook her head, her face wet against mine. She clung to me tighter, her body trembling with silent sobs. I waited, letting her release whatever pain she was holding onto.

After a few minutes, her breathing steadied. She kissed my cheek and finally eased her grip, opening her legs so I could roll off her.

As soon as I did, Bessie snuggled close, resting her head on my chest. I stroked her blonde hair, saying nothing, giving her the space to speak when she was ready.

"I met Dickie in Honolulu," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "At his corporate offices."

I continued to stroke her hair, encouraging her to continue.

"His lawyer showed me some documents they'd prepared." Bessie's voice trembled slightly. "It was like some bad TV show. I was sitting in this air-conditioned boardroom, across the table from Dickie and four other people, all in business suits."

She paused, and I felt her body tense against mine.

"It was almost funny at first," Bessie continued. "Until I read the papers they gave me."

"What were they?"

"They were tax records, Kaleo. Dickie told me that the Historical Status of the Lacerda Estate wasn't revoked. It was retroactively ruled to have been awarded erroneously."

"What does that mean?" I asked, dreading the answer.

"It means all the taxes we were exempt from are now going to be collected by the state. We got Historical Status in the early 1960s. The retroactive taxes..." She paused, taking a shaky breath. "They come out to over 16 million dollars."

I was stunned.

"Is that even legal?"

Bessie nodded glumly.

"The lawyers all conferred with the state. It's a legal ruling that took effect immediately."

"Can't you contest it in court? Appeal the decision?"

"I probably could, if I had the money for a top-shelf corporate attorney."

"But how did Dickie know about this?"

"He has contacts in the state office. It's his business to know these things, especially about a property as valuable as the estate. He wanted to warn me so I knew what was coming.

"So what happens now?" I asked, dreading the answer.

"I'm just waiting for the legal documents to be officially delivered by the state," Bessie replied. "From what I read, the taxes will be due within 60 days of receipt."

I shook my head in disbelief. "How can the state do this? It doesn't make any sense."

Bessie sighed, her body sagging against mine.

"I don't know, Kaleo. The state has never acted like this before. It's like they're deliberately trying to force me out. I'm just glad Dickie informed me."

I felt a twist of resentment at Bessie's former fiancé. I still remembered his smirking face when he caught me and Bessie behind the Gardner's House.

I listened intently as Bessie continued her story, my heart sinking with every word. The situation seemed dire, and I could feel the weight of her despair.

"Dickie offered to buy the estate again," Bessie said, her voice barely above a whisper. "But after I pay the back taxes and legal fees, I'll still be about $300,000 in debt. Not that it matters. Dickie said no company would touch us until we got the taxes resolved."

"That bastard."

Bessie shook her head. "He knows I don't want to sell my childhood home. But he... he tried to show me another way."

She described how Dickie had arranged for her to visit his resorts on Oahu, Maui, and the Big Island. He'd flown her around on his private jet, showing her how each resort preserved Hawaiian history and culture.

"I hate to admit it, but I was impressed," Bessie said. "He's done a lot to honor Hawaiian history at his resorts."

I felt a twinge of jealousy, imagining Bessie being wined and dined by Dickie.

"So what did he propose?"

"Over dinner, he promised to do right for the Lacerda Estate. He said he'd keep the Main House and Gardner's House intact as a cultural center while building the rest of the resort around Shark Cove."

I frowned, picturing the pristine beauty of Shark Cove turned into a tourist trap.

"Are you thinking of taking his offer?"

Bessie sighed, her fingers tracing patterns on my chest. "All I want is to keep my family's legacy and the estate going. But I don't know how to do that without selling."

I pulled her closer, feeling her vulnerability.

"What do you want to do, Bessie?"

"I don't know, Kaleo. I just don't know."

She rested her chin in her hands, her eyes turned away from me.

"That's not all Dickie offered. He... he wants to give our relationship another chance."

My jaw clenched, but I remained silent, letting her speak.

"Dickie told me he never stopped loving me. That he knew someday I'd return to Hawaii." Bessie's voice was barely above a whisper. "He says he can give me the life I deserve-- comfort, security, luxury."

I swallowed hard, trying to keep my emotions in check.

"What else?"

"He wants me to be the spokesperson for his company's resorts. Commercials, events, everything to promote them." Bessie sighed. "He says he knows I'm ambitious, that he wants to give me opportunities to thrive."

"It sounds like you believe him."

Bessie nodded slowly.

"I do. I've known Dickie since we were kids. He really does care for me."

"Are you seriously considering selling?"

The words felt like lead in my mouth. Bessie looked at me, her lips quivering. But when she spoke, her voice was steady.

"I'll do whatever it takes to keep the Lacerda Estate alive."

She leaned in and kissed my forehead, then rolled out of bed. I watched as she walked away, still naked, not looking back as she left the Gardner's House to return to the Main House.

I lay there, stunned, feeling like I'd just been punched in the gut. The warmth of her body still lingered on the sheets, but the coldness of her departure left me feeling hollow.

I stared at the ceiling, my mind a whirlwind of emotions. What the hell just happened? Was I a fool to think I had something real with Bessie? Maybe I'd been kidding myself this whole time.

It was time to acknowledge the elephant in the room. I was an ex-con, pushing middle age, with nothing to my name. Bessie was young, beautiful, and came from money. What could I possibly offer her?

I rubbed my face, feeling the stubble on my chin. What was I going to do now? The thought of leaving the estate, leaving Bessie, made my chest ache. Where else could I go?

My phone buzzed, startling me. Early morning texts were usually bad news.

I reached for the phone and checked my notifications. I was surprised to see Alana's name pop up.

"Wish you were here," the message read.

Curious, I waited for the attached picture to load. When it finally popped up, I blinked in surprise. Then, slowly, I started laughing.

It was a selfie of Alana, her face buried between Sam's thighs. She grinned at the camera, her lower face slick with Sam's juices.

I set the phone aside, still chuckling. Those two were something else. But my laughter faded as I stared back up at the ceiling, listening to the distant sound of surf from Shark Cove.

My return to Hawaii had been a wild ride so far. I had no idea what came next.

Would Bessie sell the estate and start seeing Dickie again?

Were my surfer girls Alana and Sam really inviting me to join them in bed?

Would I even have a job and a place to live in the next few weeks?

Everything was up in the air, everything unsettled. For the first time since I left prison, I felt like I had finally found a place where I could settle down, a place where I could breathe.

I felt like I had finally come home.

I couldn't lose all that.

This was my shot. I had nothing to go back to, nothing to fall back on.

I would do whatever it took to keep my place in paradise.


Coming Soon



Kaleo continues his torrid affair with his boss, Bessie. But Alana and Sam, two stunning surfer girls, will turn Kaleo's world upside down. Between the sun-soaked waves and moonlit nights, will Kaleo be able to satisfy all 3 women and save his place in Paradise?
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