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Synopsis



Book 2 of 2 - I thought I'd come home to paradise, but now my world's spinning out of control. My boss Bessie has stopped our torrid encounters, and my job at the estate is on shaky ground.

But the temptations never stop in the heat of Hawaii. Alana and her lover Samantha hunger for pleasures that only an older man like me can provide. Together, these two surfer babes are turning my wildest fantasies into reality.

While my nights are getting steamier, my days are growing more uncertain. My past is catching up with me and Bessie’s ex-fiancé Dickie is still lurking in the shadows, scheming to destroy everything I care for.

Can an ex-con like me find a second chance at happiness? Or am I just setting myself up for the biggest fall of my life?


Chapter 1



Kaleo

I held Bessie in my arms. We were both sweaty, our breathing ragged, our bodies exhausted as we lay together in her bed.

"You always leave me shaking," Bessie murmured.

"Won't you miss this?" I asked her. "I know I will."

Bessie did not reply. She stroked my sweaty forehead and nuzzled her face against my chest.

The warm night air drifted through the open window, carrying the distant sound of waves from Shark Cove. A full moon hung low in the sky, casting a silvery glow across Bessie's bedroom.

"This is our last time, Kaleo." Bessie's lips brushed against my chest. "I mean it this time. No more."

"But why? I still don't understand why we can't be lovers anymore."

Bessie sighed, her breath hot on my skin.

"I can't think clearly when I'm with you," Bessie said. "So much is happening with the estate. And I need my mind to be clear right now."

"Is this about Dickie? You've been different since you got back."

"Dickie is part of it," Bessie admitted. "There are big decisions I have to make. I have to weigh my options rationally. Your presence... what we do together? It makes me very irrational. You know what I mean. You know how crazy I get around you. I lose all control."

"I get the same way around you."

"I know. But I need space between us, even as we work together on the estate. We can't be together like this anymore."

"You're sure?"

"Yes," she said firmly. "I'm sure. As much as I want you in my bed, I can't keep using your body as an emotional crutch."

"If that's what you want, I'll give you space."

Bessie lifted her head, her green eyes meeting mine.

"Don't be angry," she whispered.

"I'm not," I assured her. "I'll just miss this."

"Me too. But it's getting too overwhelming for me. You are my addiction. That has to stop. And I never wanted to tie you down. You or myself."

"I know," I said. "You made that very clear."

"Live your life," she said. "Enjoy being back home in Hawaii. Have fun with your surfer girls if you want."

"You won't be jealous?"

"Of course I'll be jealous! But I can't be your lover anymore. Not your FWB or whatever. Just your employer. Agreed?"

"Yes, Ms. Lacerda."

Bessie playfully slapped my chest.

"Cut it out, Kaleo."

"Yes, ma'am."

Bessie rested her head on my shoulder and ran a finger down my jawline.

"Promise me you'll still help me to fix up the estate?" she said. "This place is coming back to life. We need to keep it going. I can't do it without you."

"I'll always give my all to you and the estate. You know that."

"I know."

She moved her hand down my belly to my groin, but I gently pushed her away. I disentangled myself from her arms and got out of her bed. The night air over my damp skin felt like a caress.

"Where are you going?" Bessie asked, propping herself up on her elbows, the sheet pooling around her waist.

"I'm going back to the Gardener's House."

"I… I thought we could go one more time? Then shower together, like we always do? Maybe have a drink after? I made fresh lychee water."

I paused, choosing my words carefully. I knew how much Bessie cared for me. I didn't want to hurt her.

"If we're no longer going to be intimate, it's best if I don't linger," I said quietly. "It just makes things more difficult. We should start getting used to being employer and employee."

Bessie nodded, her shoulders slumping. Her eyes looked up at me, shining in the dim light.

"We're still friends, though. Right?"

"More than friends," I said, gathering my clothes from the floor. "I'm on your side, Bessie. I'll always do my best for you."

"Thank you, Kaleo."

I didn't bother dressing. What was the point? Instead, I walked to the door, my clothes bundled in my arms.

"Goodnight, Bessie," I said, not looking back as I stepped out into the hallway.

I made my way down the stairs. The polished wood creaked under my bare feet. The sounds of the house had become so familiar over these past weeks. But how long would I continue to hear them? My future at the estate was uncertain, especially with Bessie's tough choices ahead.

I walked through the kitchen. It was dark except for the moonlight filtering in through the windows. Bessie and I had shared so many meals here together, talking and laughing, getting to know each other in a way that felt so natural and easy. Despite what she said tonight, I hoped we could continue to share more meals and moments together, even if just as friends.

Outside, I went and stood by the stairs leading down to the cove. The stone beneath my bare feet was still warm from the day's sun. I paused at the landing and looked out over Shark Cove. The moon hung bright and full, casting a shimmering glow across the dark waters. The sound of the surf was familiar and comforting.

Despite the beauty before me, the uncertainty of my future at the estate weighed on me. How could it not? Bessie had to be thinking about selling. $16 million in back taxes must be terrifying for her. It would scare the shit out of me.

If Bessie sold, my time at the Lacerda Estate would end, especially with Dickie running things. I'd be jobless and homeless once again.

At least I'll be warm and dry, unlike the wet winters of Seattle.

While the weather was amazing, Hawaii was not kind to folks with no income. Everything was expensive here, especially housing. People were struggling and they didn't even have a felony background like me. Without this job, my life would be difficult.

But Hawaii had its benefits. I thought of Alana and Sam and the sexy selfie they had sent me earlier. Those two were trouble, but the fun kind of trouble. I wasn't sure if they were just playing with me or if there was more to it. I hoped to find out soon.

A noise from above caught my attention. I knew without looking that it was Bessie at her bedroom window, watching me. I thought again of her declaration of love the other night. I recalled the longing and tenderness in her eyes when she said those words.

I had feelings for Bessie too. Strong feelings that had been growing since the day we met. But our situation was messy and complicated. She was my employer, for one. And so much younger than me. It would probably never work out between us.

I forced myself not to look up at her watching me from the window. Instead, I turned and entered the Gardener's House, closing the door quietly behind me.
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The brush mower rumbled to a stop as I released the handle. My arms ached from hours of guiding it over the uneven terrain.

I took off my goggles and ear protection and wiped the sweat from my brow. I squinted against the late afternoon sun. Dust settled around me as I looked over my progress.

Two acres down, nine to go.

The rental mower was doing its job, but damn if it wasn't hard work. I'd hoped to use the old tractor in the shed, but that was not happening anytime soon. It needed more repairs than I could manage.

Probably wouldn't have handled this uneven terrain anyway.

I stretched, feeling the pull in my sore muscles. Five more days of this and I'd have the whole field cleared. Bessie hadn't shared her plans for the land yet, but at least she'd have options once I was done.

I glanced back towards the Main House. Several cars were parked out front. Bessie was meeting with Mrs. Kim and the other ladies about the retirement home fundraiser. I remembered the elderly woman from the airport and how she'd cornered Bessie with her enthusiasm.

It had been three days since I left Bessie's bedroom. Things between us had been okay. A little awkward, but we were managing.

Working side by side, we focused our energy on the estate. We still shared dinner every evening, but other things had changed. Bessie was wearing a bra again and I no longer got naked when I rinsed off with the garden hose after surfing.

We were doing our best to keep things professional.

I wiped my brow. The heat was worst at this time of day. The cooling breeze off the ocean offered some relief.

I guzzled some lychee water, then brushed chaff and dirt from my shirt, feeling the grit between my fingers. No point in trying to get clean now since I still had a few more hours of work ahead of me.

I put my goggles and ear protectors back on. With a deep breath, I grabbed the mower's handle and pulled the starter cord. The engine roared to life, drowning out the sounds around me.

I pushed forward, guiding the mower over the slopes and dips. Dust and debris swirled around me as the mower's metal blades chewed through the tough brush.

An hour later, I looked up from my work. I saw Bessie standing at the edge of the field. She was waving to catch my attention. Bessie wasn't alone. Four other women surrounded her.

I shut off the mower, the sudden silence ringing in my ears. As I made my way over to the group, I recognized Mrs. Kim's small, thin figure. Two other older women stood with her, their gray hair glinting in the late afternoon light.

The fourth woman caught my eye. She was Asian, about my age, and strikingly pretty.

"Sorry to interrupt your work, Kaleo," Bessie said as I approached.

"No problem," I said as I wiped my hands on my jeans. "I'm just about done for the day."

Bessie smiled at me, gesturing to the group.

"I wanted to introduce you to my friends. This is Mrs. Kim, Mrs. Rogers, and Mrs. Polama."

The older women murmured and nodded in greeting.

"I've been telling them how amazing it's been having such a hard worker to help out on the estate," Bessie continued.

I shrugged, feeling self-conscious.

"Just want to help out any way I can," I said.

Bessie turned to the younger woman.

"I especially wanted you to meet Senator Janet Brooks. She represents Kauai County."

"Nice to meet you, Senator."

Senator Brooks smiled, her eyes twinkling.

"Do you recognize me, Kaleo?" she asked.

I studied her face, feeling like I should know her from somewhere. But I came up blank.

"I'm sorry, I don't."

She laughed softly and put her arm around Mrs. Kim.

"Mrs. Kim is my mother. Brooks is my married name."

I blinked, pieces slowly falling into place.

"Janet Kim?" I asked. "From Waimanalo High School?"

"That's right," Senator Brooks said, her smile widening. "We went to high school together back on Oahu."

I laughed, delighted to meet someone from my past.

"Janet, it's so cool to see you again!"

"Likewise, Kaleo," Janet beamed. "When Bessie mentioned your name, I just had to know if it was the same Kaleo Akuma from Waimanalo."

"I didn't recognize you," I admitted. "Your last name threw me off."

"I'm divorced now, but I kept it," Janet explained with a shrug. "Campaign signs were already printed. After the election, I just decided to stay Janet Brooks."

"And now you're a senator? Congrats!"

"Not as glamorous as you might think," Janet said with a sigh. "But I do my best."

"Are you helping with the fundraiser for the retirement home?"

"Yes. I'm also trying to get the Lacerda Estate approved as a KaMOA Act organization. Bessie says you've been a godsend. Keep helping Bessie with her efforts, okay?"

"Absolutely," I promised.

"I'd love to catch up," Janet said. "Bessie can give you my number. We can... reminisce over a drink or something."

The flirty tone in Janet's voice was unmistakable. I noticed the older women exchanging looks and titters. Bessie was nodding, her smile the fakest I'd ever seen on her face.

"I'd love to catch up too," I said. "I'll definitely call you."

"Looking forward to it," Janet replied.

I caught the quick glance Janet gave my sweaty body before meeting my eyes again. We exchanged smiles.

"The ladies must be leaving now," Bessie interrupted.

The women agreed. Bessie thanked me again for coming to talk to them. I watched as she guided the group back to the house.

Janet glanced back over her shoulder at me, smiling.

A moment later, Bessie looked back too.

She wasn't smiling.

Knowing when to retreat, I turned around and headed back to the mower.


Chapter 2



Kaleo

I cast my line out into the calm waters of Shark Cove, watching the lure splash and disappear beneath the glittering surface. I was standing on the rocky cliff base at the south edge of the cove. The morning sun warmed my skin as the breeze carried the salty scent of the ocean to me.

Beside me, Paul Suzuki worked on cleaning a papio fish he'd just caught. His knife moved with precision as he gutted the papio on the wet rocks, scales flying as he worked.

"My wife Malia's gonna love this," Paul said with a grin. "Papio's her favorite. She'll have the resort chef grill it for her. Ono grindz."

"Papio is definitely ono. Your wife is back at Koa Woods?"

"Yup. Enjoying a pedicure or manicure or whatever they call that stuff."

"They got a lot of luxury services, for sure." I reeled in my line a bit. "How you liking Koa Woods?"

Paul's hands stilled for a moment. He frowned as he rinsed his hands in a nearby tide pool.

"You seen it. It's nice. Real fancy. Best part is it's free while I'm working on those custom cabinets for the dining area."

"That's gonna look so cool when you get it done."

"They gave me free rein to do the design, so it will be high quality and tasteful. I appreciate working for such a classy organization."

"They treat you good?"

"Yeah," Paul nodded. "They do. And they pay well."

I cleared my throat.

"Met Dickie Jones yet?" I asked.

Paul picked up his wet knife and resumed his cleaning.

"Yeah, I have."

"What'd you think of him?"

Paul paused, choosing his words carefully.

"Comes across pretty arrogant, but he treats his workers fair. Smart businessman, that's for sure."

I grunted, casting my line out again.

"What about all that Hawaiian culture preservation stuff he's always going on about?"

"Oh, he does make a big effort there," Paul confirmed. "Lots of programs, events, that kinda thing."

"Yeah, but who's it for? Rich tourists at his resorts. Not exactly helping actual Hawaiians, is he?"

"Can't argue with that, Kal. You got a point. But at least he's not erasing Hawaii's past. The other resorts make it all about sexy hula girls, windsurfing, and Mai Tai drinks. The Jones company actually celebrates Hawaiian history."

We fell silent, the gentle lapping of waves against the rocks the only sound between us. I watched my line, waiting for a bite, but my mind was elsewhere, churning over thoughts of Dickie, his resorts, and the future of places like the Lacerda Estate.

Paul tucked his cleaned papio into a cooler and grabbed his fishing rod. We stood side by side on the rocks, casting our lines out into the cove.

"Might be bigger fish on the north side," I said, nodding towards the rougher waters.

"Yeah? Why don't we head over there?"

"Surf's too crazy. Not worth the risk."

"Speaking of crazy," Paul said, giving me a side-eye. "What were you thinking surfing that north break with the alaia?"

"Wanted to test myself and the board." I patted his shoulder apologetically. "Sorry again for damaging it."

"Nah, don't sweat it. Was fun fixing it up. Nice change from cabinets."

"Thanks for trimming the broken end and adding that leash plug."

"My pleasure. Like I said, fun to do something different."

We fell quiet again, focusing on our lines. The rhythmic sound of the waves was soothing.

"You know," I said, breaking the silence, "I can't stop thinking about how life must've been for Hawaiians before Captain Cook showed up."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah. Imagine surfing these same waters you fish from. Complete harmony with the land and sea." I gestured around us. "They lived off what nature provided. They respected it. Must've been something."

"They did a lot of spearfishing too. We should try that next time."

"Brah, that'd be awesome." I shook my head sadly. "But it's pretty regulated these days. To get a commercial spearfishing license is a huge hassle."

"True. How about we take an outrigger canoe out past the reef sometime? Go after big fish like the old Hawaiians did? String and wooden hooks, fighting an aku tuna."

"Now that'd be an adventure."

I looked around Shark Cove. My mind filled with images that I'd been obsessing on for weeks, even chasing me through my dreams.

"I've been thinking about this place a lot," I told Paul. "The estate and Shark Cove. Even Mano Kai town. I've got this idea, brah. It's like... a renewal."

"What kind of renewal?" Paul asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Okay, check this," I said. "Imagine people coming here to the estate to experience life like Hawaiians before Captain Cook arrived. It hit me when I learned about the alaia. Riding that wooden board, feeling the wave beneath me? It all clicked."

I gestured towards the cove.

"Picture folks building their own alaia right here, then surfing Shark Cove's waves. They could fish these waters, eat what they catch. We could have classes on traditional cloth-making, wood carving, and other authentic things."

Paul nodded, his interest piqued.

"But it's not just about the past," I continued. "It's Hawaii's future too. We could install solar panels, get the estate off the grid. Put in composting toilets instead of those portables. Tons of other ideas I'm still coming up with. There's so much potential here, brah."

"Sounds amazing," Paul said, grinning. "You should write all this down."

"Yeah, maybe I should."

Paul's eyes lit up. He put his hand on my shoulder.

"Instead of calling it Renewal, why not Hanau Hou?" he asked.

"Hanau Hou? Doesn't that mean 'encore' or 'do it again'?"

"Bruddah, you better work on your Hawaiian!" Paul laughed. "Hanau hou also means renewal."

"No kidding?" I tested the phrase. "Hanau Hou at Lacerda Estate."

"Now that sounds like something special," Paul said approvingly.

I took in a deep breath of the salty air, my excitement deflating like a punctured tire.

"Thing is, Paul, I don't even know if I'll be working at the estate much longer."

"What do you mean?"

"Bessie's thinking real hard about selling the place to Dickie Jones.” I angrily reeled in my line and checked the bait. "The amount she owes in back taxes is huge, and it's due in 60 days."

"Back taxes? She been dodging the tax man?"

"No. These are retroactive taxes after they declared that Historical Status was conferred in error."

"Fucking bullshit! I've never heard of retroactive taxes being applied like that before."

"Yeah, it's very unusual for the state to do so." I cast my line out again, watching it arc through the air. "Bessie can't figure out why the state is coming down so hard on her. There's no reason they're taking such harsh measures against the estate after all these years."

"That sounds so screwed up," Paul said.

"It's totally unfair. Bessie knows her grandmother was very influential in the state's historical societies. Bessie wonders if her grandmother made an enemy. A secret enemy that's now secretly attacking the estate."

"Sounds like some real underhanded backstabbing," Paul grumbled. "Typical of local governments. Especially in a small place like Hawaii that has so much big money at stake."

"If Bessie sells, Dickie is going to completely change the estate." I looked up at the cliffs surrounding Shark Cove, my chest tightening. "I can't imagine this place being turned into a luxury resort."

Paul followed my gaze, his expression grim.

"Seems like Hawaii is turning into one big tourist trap," he said quietly.

We stood in silence for a moment, the weight of the situation settling over us.

My mood suddenly brightened as I spotted two familiar figures descending the stairs.

"Hey, looks like the girls have arrived."

Paul and I watched as Alana and Sam made their way down to the beach. We were perched at the tip of Shark Cove's southern edge, about 75 yards away. I waved, and they returned the gesture enthusiastically.

"Hope Alana likes the shorter alaia," Paul said, a hint of pride in his voice.

"Oh, she'll love it. Especially that leash you installed," I chuckled. "You have no idea how many times we had to chase that board to shore when we wiped out. I was going for authenticity, but bruddah, chasing that alaia made me want to punch myself in the face."

Paul laughed. "Well, sometimes you gotta make exceptions, even for tradition--"

His words cut off abruptly, replaced by a sharp intake of breath. I glanced over to see his eyes wide, his jaw slack.

"What the hell?" he muttered.

I followed his gaze. Alana and Sam were stripping down, their clothes forming small piles on the sand. I couldn't help but grin at Paul's reaction.

I slapped him on the shoulder.

"The girls surf the way the Hawaiians did, brah. All natural."

Paul blinked, still stunned.

"Even the blonde haole?" he asked.

"It's all about Hawaiian culture, not Hawaiian ethnicity," I said, watching as the girls grabbed their boards and headed for the water. "Sam's just as into it as Alana."

"Man, things sure have changed since we were kids," Paul said, a mix of disbelief and amusement on his face.

I reeled in my line as Alana and Sam paddled over to us. Paul did the same. The girls' bare skin glistened in the sunlight, droplets of water dripping down their bodies.

"How's the new alaia feeling?" I called out to Alana.

"It's amazing, Kaleo!" she shouted back, running a hand along the board's sleek surface. "I can already tell it's gonna be way more maneuverable for me."

"Nice! It looks more proportionate to your height."

"And check out this sweet leash!" Alana added, lifting her ankle. "No more chasing the board to shore."

"You can thank my friend here for that," I said, pointing at Paul. "Girls, this is Paul Suzuki. He's the old buddy of mine I been telling you about. Paul, meet Alana and Sam."

Paul nodded, his eyes rigidly fixed on their faces as he struggled to ignore their naked bodies.

"Nice to meet you both."

"Thanks for the leash plug, Paul!" Alana said. "It's a game changer."

"Yeah, Kal mentioned how frustrating it was chasing that thing back to shore."

"Oh man, you have no idea," Alana agreed.

I bit back a laugh, watching Paul's continuing internal struggle not to stare at the girls' naked bodies. His discomfort was palpable. I had to admire his effort to keep his eyes up.

"You surfing too, Sam?" I asked, noticing she was on my longboard.

"Nah, I'm a terrible surfer. Just gonna record Alana shredding on the alaia." She held up her phone, securely attached to her wrist with a leash. "I'm gonna test the phone's water resistance hard today. Like really hard."

"Can't wait to see those videos," I said.

"You guys catch anything?" Alana asked as she peered at our cooler.

"Four papio so far," I replied. "I'll grill 'em up for you girls after you're done surfing."

"Oh, we brought some food for the hibachi too!" Sam said excitedly. "Paul, you should join us!"

"Thanks, but I gotta get back to my wife at Koa Woods soon."

"Okay, it was great meeting you, Paul," Alana said as she and Sam started paddling away.

"You too," Paul called after them.

As the girls disappeared into the waves, Paul turned to me, his face a mix of awe and concern.

"Kaleo, please don't mention any of this to Malia."

"You got it, brah. My lips be sealed."

An hour later, I crouched behind the Gardener's House, stoking the coals in the hibachi. The smell of smoke and charcoal filled the air, mingling with the ocean breeze. I'd spread a blanket nearby. My cooler of fish nestled next to the picnic basket and a cooler that Sam and Alana had brought.

I glanced up at the Main House. It stood empty and quiet. Bessie had left for a meeting with Mrs. Kim and the other ladies, working on the fundraiser for the retirement home.

Bessie had been bitterly disappointed that she couldn't offer the estate for the charity event. The ongoing work and lack of funds made it impossible to host such a gathering.

Those damn back taxes weighed heavily on her mind. An enormous sum was due in just two months. I hoped Janet Brooks could use her influence as a state senator to help Bessie out of this mess. Bessie needed all the help she could get, wherever it came from.

I let out a frustrated sigh. I missed having Bessie in my bed, feeling her warm body next to mine. But I knew she needed to focus on saving her home right now.

Romance and sex had to take a backseat to survival.

The sound of laughter pulled me from my thoughts. I looked up to see Alana and Sam approaching, both grinning ear to ear.

"Hey, Kaleo!" Alana called out. "Hope you ready to cook."

"We're starving!" Sam called.

I couldn't help but smile back at them. Their enthusiasm was infectious. Seeing those two helped lift the dark mood that had settled inside me.

"Perfect timing, girls. The coals are just about ready!"


Chapter 3



Kaleo

I watched as Alana and Sam approached the Gardener's House. Their naked bodies glistened with seawater and were flecked with golden sand. They were a breathtaking pair, their toned muscles and sensual curves on full display.

"We're gonna rinse off before eating," Alana called out, gesturing to the garden hose.

I nodded, trying to keep my eyes from lingering too long on their exposed skin. The two were comfortable being naked around me, but I didn't want to come off as some leering old man.

But as they took turns holding the hose for each other, it became clear they were enjoying putting on a show for me. Sam smirked as she caught me staring.

"Careful, Mr. Akuma. Your eyes gonna fall out of your head if you keep looking that hard."

"Just making sure nothing's changed since the last time I saw you two naked."

Alana sprayed down Sam's backside, watching me.

"So did you enjoy the picture we sent you?" Alana asked.

"Liked it so much, I made it my phone's wallpaper," I teased. "Showed it to Paul and Bessie and the mailman and the guys at the grocery store, too."

Alana's eyes narrowed. "You better be kidding or I'll kick your ass."

"He probably jerked off to it a bunch of times already," Sam giggled.

"Hey now, I'm old enough to be your father." I put a hand to my chest like I had been wounded. "Show some respect for your elders, please."

Alana's response was a spray of water from the hose. It hit me square in the chest. With an outraged shout, I charged forward, grabbing for the hose as the girls laughed and dodged my attempts. We wrestled for control, soaking each other.

"Truce!" Alana called out, breathless from laughter.

I released my grip on the hose, taking in our drenched state. Sam's stomach growled audibly.

"Okay, enough playing grab-ass like high school kids," she announced. "I'm starving. Start grilling that fish, Zaddy."

"Zaddy? Don't know if I like that."

"Any man working a grill is a Zaddy."

Sam gave my ass a hard slap. Without bothering to dress, Alana and Sam made their way to the blanket spread out on the grass. I stood there, my clothes clinging to my wet skin.

"You look ridiculous in those clothes while we're naked," Sam said.

"No shame," Alana chided me. "We already seen you naked."

"Let that thing get some sun," Sam laughed. "It's the palest part of you!"

With a shrug, I stripped off my soaked shirt and shorts and tossed them aside. My cock swayed as I walked over and eased myself down onto the blanket right between the two giggling girls. I lay on my back, my legs spread, my hands tucked behind my head.

"Wow, just go ahead and make yourself comfortable, I guess!" Alana said, nudging me with her elbow.

"Wedge yourself in between us?" Sam asked. "Presumptuous, dude."

The two girls were giving me exasperated looks, but I could tell it was all play. With everything that had happened, I knew what they wanted.

I wanted it too.

"I've kissed you both and seen you having sex," I grinned. "We're all naked and my dick is getting hard. I think I'm right where you want me to be."

The girls exchanged looks. Sam shrugged and leaned over me. Her wet blonde hair hung over her eyes as she smiled down at me.

"Are you clean?" she asked.

"I just rinsed off."

"I mean sexually."

"I've only had one partner in the last two years," I said.

"You're fucking Bessie, aren't you?" Alana asked. "We thought so."

"I don't kiss and tell."

"A true gentleman," Sam laughed.

"What about you?" I asked.

"Dude, we've just been fucking each other and some other girls. We're clean."

"Why are we even discussing this?" I said with a lazy grin. "It's not like we're going to be having sex. Are we?"

Sam looked down at my cock and back up at me.

"You know what's about to happen," she said.

"Tell me."

"Why you playing games, Kaleo?" Alana asked, her finger tracing a line down my chest.

"Because I want to hear you say it," I said. "I insist."

Sam and Alana exchanged a look over me. They leaned close, kissing each other deeply, their tongues caressing.

Sam broke the kiss and leaned close to me.

"Me and my lover are going to fuck you, Mr. Akuma. Is that clear enough?"

"I don't have any condoms," I said.

"That's alright," Alana whispered. "We want it raw."

Alna leaned in and kissed me gently. Her lips were warm and soft. Alana's long black hair fell around us, veiling our faces in wet hair.

Her mouth opened, inviting me in. Our tongues met, hesitant at first and then more strongly. My Hawaiian surfer girl tasted sweet and fresh.

As we kissed, I felt Sam kissing my chest. I flinched a bit when she sucked on my nipple. It was an odd feeling, but felt nice.

"Mmm," Alana told me. "You taste good."

"You too."

Alana pulled away and Sam took her place. The blonde gave me a wolfish grin as she lowered her face to mine.

"Zaddy," she murmured.

Sam kissed me hard, her mouth opening wide as her tongue probed my mouth before drawing me into hers. She pressed down firmly, sucking my tongue, her eyes open, her hands tangled in my hair.

As we sucked each other's faces, Alana tongued out my belly button. It was another strange sensation, but one that got my blood flowing. I could feel my cock harden as Alana licked my lower belly.

Is this how they make love to each other? It's almost like they're treating me like I'm a girl.

"That's one nice boto," Alana said, chasing away my wandering thoughts.

"We were wondering how much bigger it would get," Sam said. "I'm not disappointed."

"Neither am I," Alana said, eyeing my erection.

"Been a long time since we had cock," Sam said. "That girth is gonna feel so nice."

I cupped Sam's breast, enjoying the feel of it resting in my palm. Sam was a perky B-cup if I had to guess. Her nipples were puffy and coral pink.

Alana's breast was much heavier in my other hand. She wasn't as large as Bessie's DDs, but they were firm and full. Alana's breasts fit perfectly on her shorter, athletic frame. Her nipples were large and dark brown, almost black, against her tanned skin.

I let out a soft groan as Alana ran a finger up and down my shaft. She twirled her finger in the precum glistening on my tip.

"Have a taste," Alana said, offering her glistening finger to Sam, who licked it.

"Yum," Sam said. "Tastes so different from pussy."

"I've never tasted cum," Alana said to me as she licked her finger. "I've only been with one guy and he used condoms."

"I told her it's an acquired taste," Sam said. "But once you find the right man, you get addicted to his cock and his cum super fast. With balls that big, I bet Mr. Akuma is gonna have a big load for us to share, Alana."

"Easy, girls. There's no rush. Let me admire those tits you been flaunting for so long."

"Flaunting!" Sam cried out in mock outrage. "Big words from an older gentleman."

"Honesty is part of my charming personality," I said. "And right now, I want to enjoy what you are showing off. Come closer, my sweet surfer girls."

The two obliged me, positioning their bodies on either side of me. Their soft skin was warm against me as they fed me their nipples, letting me suck on them, trading off so I went from one to the other and back again.

Sam's puffy nipples were a delight, pillowy and soft in my mouth. Alana's nipples hardened into dark pebbles as I suckled on them, her breath getting ragged as she stroked my forehead.

"Alana's nipples are super sensitive," Sam told me. "She can almost cum just by getting them sucked on. Right?"

"Yeah," Alana gasped.

I sucked harder, loving the way Alana squirmed. She let out a moan as I took her hard nipple between my teeth.

"Kaleo," she groaned.

I released her nipple and turned to Sam, expecting her breast. Instead, the slim blonde sat up and swung her leg over my head, positioning her pussy inches from my mouth.

"Do you like eating pussy, Mr. Akuma?"

"Hell yeah," I said, staring up at her pink slit.

"I just thought I'd ask. Some guys don't."

"They don't know what they're missing. Just tell me how you like it."

Sam reached down and pulled her lips apart. She was wet, her entry glistening.

"Lick me out," she told me. "Suck on my clit. When I get worked up, I'll ride your face hard. Can you handle that?"

My answer was a hard smack on her ass. Payback for the one she gave me. With a smile, Sam lowered her pussy onto my hungry mouth.

Sam cupped her breasts, staring down at me as I licked her pussy. She was bare and smooth, her pussy lips small, her clit a hard pink nub. I ran my tongue up and down her folds, enjoying her musky taste, before latching onto her clit.

"That's right, Mr. Akuma," she cooed. "Suction it just like that."

My whole body jolted as I felt Alana take my cock into her mouth. I couldn't see my Hawaiian surfer girl, only feel her tongue swirling around my cockhead.

I gripped Sam's ass tightly as her arousal grew, her hands tangling harder in my hair. My hips were bucking into Alana's eager mouth.

Alana was a little clumsy with her mouth, but I understood. Alana was not experienced sucking cock. Her teeth occasionally scraped me and made me flinch, but that was okay. Her enthusiasm made up for her lack of technique.

"Ah, fuck!" Sam grunted.

The blonde was getting closer to her climax. Her thighs opened wider as she started grinding hard on my face. I looked up to see Sam's head thrown back, her eyes squeezed shut as her movements became more frantic. I pressed a finger against her anus. Sam let out a high-pitched moan, her body stiffening.

Suddenly, Sam drew in a breath and held it, her thighs clamping tight around my head.

"Fuck!" she cried out. "Fuck fuck fuck!"

Sam's whole body shook as she climaxed, her clit suctioned hard between my lips, her anus clenching again and again beneath my finger. I kept sucking, struggling to breathe as Sam crashed through her orgasm, her hands fisting my hair painfully.

With a sudden explosion of breath, Sam's body went limp. She rolled off my face. At the same time, Alana stopped sucking my cock and crawled up to my face, licking the juices from my lips and chin.

"That's it, lover," Sam sighed, stroking Alana's black hair. "Lick Mr. Akuma's face clean."

Sam gave me a satisfied wink as Alana continued to lick the juices from my face. The blonde kissed down my stomach, her hand cupping my aching balls.

"Good girl," I groaned as she took me into her mouth.

Sam was the same age as Alana but a much more experienced cocksucker. She worked my throbbing tool with a skill that made me tremble.

"Sam's good with her mouth," Alana whispered. "She makes me cum so hard."

I didn't have time to reply as Alana swung her leg over me and lowered her pussy to my mouth. She was facing Sam, her muscular ass cheeks resting against my face. I pulled her open and began licking her pussy, trying to focus as Sam suckled on my balls.

Alana's pussy was so wet she was almost dripping. She had big, dark lips that were a pleasure to roll in my mouth.

I couldn't see her, but I could feel Sam straddling me. A moment later, I was sliding into her hot pussy, my cock pushing deep into her core as Sam lowered herself onto my aching rod.

The two girls kissed above me, both grinding down hard on top of me. I looked up at the cloudless sky, amazed and grateful to be alive in this moment.

After cumming already, it didn't take long for Sam to reach another orgasm as she rode my cock. I could hear her moans and curses as she ground her hips back and forth, my cock plunging in and out of her slick depths.

I continued to work Alana's pussy, her entry opening up to me as her climax approached. I tried to focus on pleasuring my Hawaiian surfer girl, but it was getting more difficult.

Sam was riding me hard and fast. I could feel the pressure building inside me. If Sam didn't cum soon, I was going to.

"Kaleo…" Alana groaned as she ground down on my face.

"Oh fuck yes, Mr. Akuma!" Sam cried out.

Relief washed through me as Sam pressed down on my cock, taking me in to the hilt as she orgasmed. I could feel her walls fluttering around my cock as I bottomed out inside her.

The sight of her lover cumming so hard pushed Alana over the edge. Her body went rigid and her breath went silent as she climaxed on my face, her ass cheeks clenching and relaxing as waves of pleasure surged through her.

The two girls kissed as Alana shivered through her orgasm. When Alana was done, Sam pulled off my cock and Alana got off my face. I was sweaty and sticky with their juices, my breathing ragged.

But I wasn't finished.

Rolling on top of Alana, I wedged myself between her thighs and leveled my cock at her entry.

Suddenly, Alana put her hands against my chest. I looked up to see Alana biting her lip, uncertainty and lust mixing on her beautiful face.

"Go slow," she whispered. "It's been a long time and… and you're bigger than my other guy."

I blinked, taking in her request. My body was screaming for me to pound the hell out of this gorgeous Hawaiian girl, but I could see that was not what she wanted.

Alana was not Sam. She was inexperienced and maybe a bit nervous. I was only the second man she'd been with, after all.

"I got you," I assured Alana.

I kissed the girl gently, then rested my forehead against hers.

"Guide me in," I urged her, wanting her to feel in control and set her own pace.

Alana reached down and took my cock in hand. She rubbed my cockhead up and down her slit, her big lips caressing my cock like a kiss.

When she leveled my cock against her entry, I gently slid into her. Alana's pussy was very tight and resisted my thrust. I went slowly, pushing into her at a measured pace, taking my time.

Alana let out a sigh, her eyes narrowing as I stretched her out. She squirmed beneath me, pulling me in until I was fully sheathed inside her.

I rested, letting the girl get used to my girth.

"Feel good?" I asked.

She nodded, her eyes squeezed shut.

Sam leaned in and kissed Alana, stroking her hair as I began to thrust in and out of Alana's tight pussy. I sat up and Sam cupped Alana's big tits to keep them from bouncing too hard as I picked up the pace.

"You look so beautiful right now," Sam told her lover.

The two kissed again.

"Faster," Alana gasped.

I put Alana's legs over my shoulders. She was much shorter than Bessie, so her ass lifted off the blanket. The angle let me go even deeper into Alana's pussy.

Sam reached down and began stroking Alana's swollen clit. It was big and hard, like a dark pink pebble peeking out from beneath her hood.

Alana's face twisted in almost unbearable pleasure.

"Cum for me," I urged her. "Cum for your tutu, Alana."

Alana's eyes went wide, her hands clutching Sam's shoulders as she stared wildly up at me. Sam turned her blue eyes to mine, biting her lip as she worked Alana's clit.

"Let it go, lover. Cum on his fat cock."

Alana let out an animalistic groan as she climaxed, her head whipping from side to side. I kept up my pace, pounding her hard and steady, riding out her orgasm as my own built inside me.

"Ah, god!" Alana whimpered. "Kaleo..."

Seeing the blissful look in Alana's eyes as I fucked her pushed me to the edge. I let her legs flop down as I stood.

"Get on your knees!" I ordered the girls.

With her experience, Sam knew what I wanted. She helped Alana to her knees and kneeled beside her.

The two girls looked up at me, their eyes shining.

"Give it to us, Mr. Akuma!" Sam begged.

Her words were enough to send me over the edge. With a loud groan, I leveled my cock and shot my load on their beautiful young faces, painting their lips and cheeks with my spurting cum, lashing hot sticky ropes onto their foreheads and wet hair.

When I was finally emptied, I smacked my cock against their faces, flicking out the last drops on their necks.

"Pau," I groaned. "I'm done."

My legs were shaky so I sank to my knees. As I panted in exhaustion, I watched as the two girls licked the cum off each other's faces, swallowing my semen and purring with contentment.

Over Shark Cove, the sun was beginning to set. The waves rolled in and the ocean breeze blew gently over the cliffs.

"Another day in paradise," I whispered.


Chapter 4



Bessie

Bessie's headlights cut through the darkness as she drove along the winding coastal road back to the estate. The moon hung low in the sky. It was almost full, its pale light shimmering on the ocean's surface. She smiled wistfully as memories of her childhood flooded back.

"Is the moon following us, mommy?" she murmured to herself.

Bessie let out a shaky breath as she remembered being a little girl, how she would press her face against the car window, convinced the moon was trailing their family trips. It had been like the moon was their family guardian, following them and watching over her family. It was a precious memory.

But Bessie's smile faded as she realized those memories were growing hazier with each passing year. The sound of her father's laughter, the scent of her mother's perfume-- details that once seemed so vivid were now slipping away like sand through her fingers.

What if I forget Grandma too?

The thought sent a chill down Bessie's spine.

Focus, girl. One step at a time.

Bessie tightened her grip on the steering wheel. Her eyes flicked to the dashboard clock.

11:52 PM.

The meeting with Mrs. Kim and the other fundraisers had run late. Aside from the charitable business, the fundraisers had enjoyed a lavish meal followed by a cocktail party.

Events like this were as much about entertaining and networking as they were about getting things done. Bessie didn't mind, though. There was something comforting about being surrounded by those elderly women, all united in their desire to help the community. If they also wanted to drink wine and gossip, what was the harm?

Janet Brooks had been there too. The senator had confirmed Dickie's dismissal of the Kanaka Maoli Opportunity Act. Bessie's hopes deflated a little, remembering the senator's words.

"It's mostly for show, I'm afraid," Janet had said. "But I'll do everything I can to help you get recognized under it."

Bessie appreciated Janet's support, even if she suspected there might be an ulterior motive. She hadn't missed the way Janet's eyes lit up at the mention of Kaleo or how she'd casually inquired about him throughout the evening.

"Can't blame her," Bessie muttered, a twinge of jealousy surprising her. "A divorced woman, reuniting with her high school crush in Hawaii? Rom-com stuff, right there."

She pushed the thought away, focusing on the road ahead. The estate was just around the bend. Bessie was looking forward to crawling into bed and getting some much needed sleep.

Bessie glanced at the cardboard box occupying her passenger seat. The wireless camera system inside was a generous gift from Mrs. Polama, whose son sold consumer security devices. The elderly woman had insisted Bessie take it, worried about her safety in such a secluded location.

"Oh, don't worry," Bessie had joked earlier. "I've got Kaleo for security. He'd scare off just about anyone."

The other women had laughed, exchanging knowing glances. Bessie suspected they'd been gossiping about her and Kaleo. She didn't mind.

Let them talk, she thought. It's not hurting anyone.

As she drove, Bessie's mind returned to the day ahead. She looked forward to working with Kaleo to install the cameras around the estate.

The thought of spending time with Kaleo, working side by side, brought a smile to her face. He always had a way of lifting her spirits when they were together.

A familiar warmth spread through her body as she remembered their erotic encounters. God, she missed having sex with him. But she knew she needed to keep her distance, at least until she figured out what to do about the looming tax bill and keeping the estate running.

Senator Janet Brooks had promised to look into the issue, but Bessie couldn't pin all her hopes on that. She had to be practical, no matter how much her body ached for Kaleo's touch.

Bessie pulled into the entrance of the estate, her headlights sweeping across the familiar landscape. Her heart sank as they illuminated the black bag covering the Lacerda Estate plaque. She slowed to a stop, staring at the shrouded plaque.

"I guess it's time," she murmured, her voice barely audible over the idling engine.

The realization hit her hard. Without Historical Status, there was no point in keeping the plaque up. She'd have to take it down. Maybe store it with her childhood furniture and other relics of a happier time.

As she drove up to the estate, Bessie pictured the storage unit filled with her past. Her old dollhouse, her father's favorite armchair, her mother's vanity. Each item was a piece of memory, now gathering dust in the dark.

Bessie's thoughts came to an abrupt halt as her gaze fell on a battered hatchback parked in front of the Gardener's House.

Alana and Sam's car?

Bessie's eyes darted to the small house. It was dark.

Are they inside with Kaleo? Or somewhere else on the grounds? Maybe down in Shark Cove?

She parked her minivan and sat behind the wheel, her thoughts racing. What Kaleo was doing with Sam and Alana was none of her business. She'd stopped their intimate relationship and even encouraged him to pursue others, including his "surfer girls."

"I should just go to bed," Bessie told herself. "We can catch up tomorrow when we install the cameras."

She opened the door and stepped out into the cool night air. But instead of heading towards the Main House, Bessie found her feet carrying her towards the Gardener's House. Her heart pounded in her chest as she approached, unsure of what she might find or why she was even there.

Bessie paused by Kaleo's bedroom window. The window was open, a fan humming softly in the frame, drawing in the cool ocean breeze. The gentle sound was soothing and familiar from the nights Bessie had spent in Kaleo's bed.

She peered through the window, squinting into the darkness. At first, all she could make out were vague shapes and shadows. The bed was empty and Bessie felt a strange wave of relief wash over her.

But as her eyes adjusted to the dim light, she saw them.

Kaleo, Sam, and Alana were sprawled on the floor, their naked bodies tangled together in sleep. Bessie's breath caught in her throat as she noticed Alana's hand resting between Kaleo's legs, cupping his cock.

A sharp pain lanced through Bessie's chest, and she felt tears welling up in her eyes. She understood the jealousy that surged through her, but it was overshadowed by a deeper, more profound ache.

She missed Kaleo so badly. She ached for him.

The realization hit her like a physical blow. How could she feel this way? She was the one who had ended things with him. She had no right to these emotions, yet here they were, raw and painful.

Bessie forced herself to look away from the intimate scene before her. She turned and walked back towards the Main House, each step feeling heavier than the last. The tears she'd been holding back began to fall, trailing down her cheeks as she made her way through the darkness.

Bessie stumbled through the Main House, her vision blurred by tears. The familiar rooms seemed sterile and empty, echoing with her loneliness. She climbed the stairs, each step a conscious effort.

In her bedroom, Bessie leaned against the door, struggling to regain control. She made her way to the bathroom and splashed cold water on her face. The shock of it helped clear her mind.

Staring at her reflection, she whispered, "Get it together, girl. You're stronger than this."

Her grandmother's voice echoed in her memory, reminding her of the strength she'd inherited. Bessie took a deep breath, squaring her shoulders.

One step at a time.

She focused on her nightly routine, finding comfort in its familiarity. She changed into her usual sleep attire-- a pair of soft panties and a well-worn tank top. The familiar fabric against her skin was soothing.

Bessie brushed her teeth methodically. She washed her face again, this time with her usual cleanser. She applied lotion, the scent of coconut filling her nostrils, calming her.

Bessie filled a glass with water. She set it on the nightstand by her bed within easy reach.

Bessie turned to the window, switching on the fan wedged there. She forced herself not to look towards the Gardener's House, focusing instead on adjusting the fan's speed.

Finally, she slipped into bed. She pulled the cool sheets up to her chin. Bessie reached out and turned off the bedside lamp. The room plunged into darkness broken only by slivers of moonlight.

The whir of the fan filled the room, so similar to the one in Kaleo's bedroom window. Bessie squeezed her eyes shut, willing herself not to think about it.

"Sleep," she commanded herself. "You've got work to do tomorrow. You need rest."

But as she lay there, listening to the fan and watching the shadows dance across the ceiling, sleep would not come.

Bessie glanced at the nightstand. She licked her dry lips.

Bessie's body thrummed with a restless energy she couldn't shake. She squeezed her eyes shut, willing sleep to come, but her mind kept drifting back to the scene she'd witnessed at the Gardener's House.

With a frustrated sigh, she rolled onto her side. Her gaze fell on the nightstand drawer, and she bit her lip.

"No, you won't!" Bessie told herself, even as she knew that she would.

Defeated, Bessie opened the drawer and retrieved her vibrator. She clutched it to her chest, torn between desire and frustration.

"Just get it over with," she muttered, knowing it would help her relax and sleep.

But as she lay there, vibrator in hand, Bessie realized it wasn't enough. There was something else she needed. It was something she was deeply ashamed of, but couldn't resist.

With another sigh, Bessie climbed out of bed and padded over to her wardrobe. She opened it and reached behind a shoebox on the top shelf until her fingers brushed against soft fabric.

Bessie pulled out a folded T-shirt. It was the one she'd bought for Kaleo after spilling coffee on him. The shirt with the ridiculous "Grandpa got lei'd in Hawaii!" slogan.

Bessie had stolen it from his laundry basket one night, intending it as a harmless keepsake. Now it served a different purpose entirely.

Bessie returned to bed, the shirt clutched in her hands. She brought it to her face, inhaling deeply. Kaleo's scent filled her nostrils. Her eyes stung with fresh tears.

She stripped off her tank top and panties, then slipped the T-shirt over her head. It was far too big for her, hanging loosely on her frame.

Bessie hugged herself, imagining it was Kaleo's muscular arms around her instead of just his shirt.

Bessie's fingers trailed over the soft fabric of Kaleo's shirt, smiling as she recalled the first day he'd arrived at the estate. His playful banter had sent a thrill through her, especially when he'd accidentally glimpsed her collection of sex toys.

She remembered the heat that had risen to her cheeks, knowing he'd seen her most intimate possessions. But instead of embarrassment, a dark thrill had coursed through her, the naughtiness of it exciting her.

Bessie's smile widened as she brought her hands to her breasts, imagining they were Kaleo's powerful hands. She pinched her nipples gently, teasing them just the way he did until they hardened, the sensation shooting straight between her legs.

Her eyes drifted shut as she pictured Kaleo's face, how his eyes lit up every time he saw her naked breasts. She remembered the way he'd hold them in his palms, as if they were precious treasures, before leaning down to suckle them.

Bessie's hands roamed lower, smoothing the shirt down over her hips. She firmed her grip, lightly scratching her skin as Kaleo often did, giving herself a delightful shiver. Her mind conjured images of his eyes, dark with desire, and that damn gorgeous smile of his.

As her hands reached her thighs. Bessie spread her legs, a mix of anticipation and arousal swirling within her. She thought of Kaleo's fascination with the golden curls on her mound, his fingers threading through them as he worshiped her body.

Bessie slid her fingers through her pubic hair, her breath quickening. She dipped a finger between her folds, gathering her juices, then brought it to her mouth, sucking her wetness with a soft moan. She enjoyed Kaleo doing this to her, especially when he'd kiss her deeply afterward, sharing her taste.

Her free hand clicked on the vibrator and she guided the buzzing toy to her clit. The familiar sensation sent waves of pleasure coursing through her body. She used her other hand to pinch and tweak her nipple, imagining Kaleo's mouth on her breast.

"Kaleo!" Bessie cried out as her orgasm hit, her body arching off the bed. She bit her lip, her cry echoing through the dark room.

In the afterglow, Bessie felt both relaxed and hollow at the same time. With a contented sigh, she returned the vibrator to the nightstand and curled up beneath the sheets, hugging herself tightly in Kaleo's shirt.

Breathing in his scent, she snuggled into her pillow, her eyes drifting closed.

As the night deepened, sleep finally claimed her.


Chapter 5



Samantha

Morning sunlight washed over Shark Cove as Sam and Kaleo sat together on the sand. For the last half hour, they'd been watching Alana surfing the gentle swells in the middle of the cove, trying to master a 360 spin on the alaia.

"Girl's relentless," Kaleo remarked. "Never gives up despite falling off that board again and again."

"She'll nail it eventually," Sam confidently predicted. "Alana never quits."

"She's one fierce wahine."

"Always," Sam said, digging her toes into the warm sand. "So what are you doing today?"

"Bessie and I'll probably install those wifi cameras I saw on the Main House porch. What about you two?"

"Back to the resorts for our afternoon shift. Russians left and now we've got the Japanese tourists. Such a damned relief to have them. They play nice and obey the rules."

"Makes your job easier, I guess?"

"I haven't had to blow my whistle once," Sam smirked. "Still can't believe you immediately broke the rules to swim in the ocean."

"If I hadn't, I never would've met you."

"Serendipity, I guess."

"Fancy word there, Sam."

"I'll have you know that my mother taught AP English. Bit of a hippy too. Loved words like that."

They fell silent, watching Alana's attempts to master the surfing maneuver. The waves lapped gently at the shore. The soothing rhythm was broken by the occasional splash of Alana hitting the water.

"This is how I first fell for her, you know," Sam said softly. "Sitting on a beach, watching Alana carve up the waves."

"So how did you two get together?"

Sam glanced at Kaleo, a smile playing on her lips.

"You really wanna know how we met?"

"Yeah, I do."

"It's a sappy romance. Big macho ex-con like you probably won't be interested."

"Try me. You might be surprised."

Sam felt a flutter in her chest. It wasn't just his rugged good looks or his impressive physique that drew her to this man. It was moments like this-- the gentle way Kaleo listened, curious but always respectful. Even with girls young enough to be his daughters.

"Alright, you asked for it." Sam took a deep breath. "I came to Hawaii when I was sixteen. Dad worked as an engineer at Pearl Harbor, Mom taught English at some fancy private school. I fell in love with the islands right away."

Kaleo nodded, encouraging her to continue.

"After high school? Well, I went a little boy crazy." Sam felt her cheeks warm. "Bounced from guy to guy. Locals, tourists, Marines fresh outta basic."

"I could tell you were experienced," Kaleo said, his tone free of judgment. "Your skill was obvious."

"Yeah, I love cock," Sam laughed. "No point denying it."

"Nothing wrong with knowing what you like."

"True that." Sam's gaze drifted back to Alana battling the waves. "But then I saw Alana surfing. I was lifeguarding at this local tournament, and there she was, shredding waves like she was born to it. She was like some kind of vision, you know? Like a fantasy or something."

"She is something special," Kaleo agreed. "A Hawaiian princess from ancient times."

Sam turned to him, a teasing glint in her eye.

"Well, well. Looks like there's a romantic heart under all those muscles. My sensitive and sexy Zaddy."

"You really going to call me that?" Kaleo winced.

"You cook for me and make me cum," she grinned. "That makes you my Zaddy!"

"I think you just like making me uncomfortable."

"You figured me out so well, Zaddy!" she said, batting her eyes at Kaleo playfully. "I just love being Zaddy's naughty brat."

Kaleo put his head in his hands. Sam's husky giggles echoed off the cliffs surrounding them. She got a kick out of bantering with him. The age gap made it even more fun.

"Go on," Kaleo said. "Continue your story."

"Yes, Zaddy."

Kaleo rolled his eyes and Sam gave his leg a playful swat.

"So, anyways. Alana and I started hanging out. She had never been with another girl and wasn't real sure about it. But me? I knew she was the one for me as soon as we started talking. After a while, she came to the same conclusion about me. We shared our first kiss under the moonlight on a deserted beach on the north shore of Oahu. We went from friends to lovers, like some kind of romantic movie."

"Wholesome."

"I warned you it was sappy!"

"I'm enjoying visualizing it. Go on."

Sam continued her story, a wistful smile playing on her lips.

"Then my parents decided to move back to California. They left, but I stayed. Alana and I got an apartment together. Those were some of the happiest days of my life. Alana and I struggled to pay bills, maintain sponsorships for her, and make sure she trained full-time for tournaments. All while I worked as a lifeguard to help pay the bills."

Kaleo listened intently, his gaze never leaving Sam's face.

"We were two young girls with no money and no security, just each other," Sam said, her voice soft with emotion. "The struggle deepened our relationship from lust into love."

"That sounds like a beautiful experience."

Sam looked Kaleo over, searching his face for any signs of sarcasm or contempt, the kind of thing an older man might feel for such a cliche tale of youthful love. But she saw nothing like that on Kaleo's face, only genuine admiration for her love story with Alana.

In that moment, Sam decided she could tell him more. There was something about Kaleo that made her feel safe and understood. Sam found herself wanting to open up to him, to share the depths of her heart in a way she rarely did with anyone besides Alana.

Sam's expression grew serious as she continued her story.

"Everything was going great for Alana's surfing career. She was getting so much attention and praise. But as she prepared to try out for the Olympics, the pressure started taking its toll."

"That's a lot for anyone to handle. Especially someone so young."

"Yeah, it was rough." Sam sighed, her gaze distant. "On her 20th birthday, I took her to our favorite picnic spot on the beach to celebrate. I even made a cake with a surfboard on it, trying to be all cute and supportive."

Sam frowned, her eyes distant as she got lost in her memories.

"When Alana saw the cake, she smiled at first, but then her smile just dissolved into tears and sobs. It was like something inside her broke."

Sam's voice wavered, the memory still raw.

"I held her as she wept. When she finally could speak, Alana told me that she didn't want to be a pro surfer anymore. The competition, the pressure... it made her feel sick. It hurt so much to see Alana in pain like that."

Kaleo reached out, placing a comforting hand on Sam's shoulder. She leaned into his touch, drawing strength from his presence.

"But at the same time," Sam continued, "Alana confessed that without surfing, she didn't know who she really was. Competitive surfing had been her entire world. It was her identity. She was lost, wondering what she would be without it."

"Losing the thing that defines you, that can give you purpose. New purpose, if you are open to it. What did you do for Alana?"

"I just held her and assured her that everything was going to be alright," Sam said. "We decided to leave Oahu and come to Kauai, where Alana had spent her childhood summers. A fresh start, you know?"

"I know all about fresh starts," Kaleo said with a grin. "And that's when you both got jobs at the resorts?"

"Yeah. And Alana reconnected with Mrs. Elisabeth Lacerda. She had known her from the summer camps she spent on the estate as a kid. It was like coming home for her, in a way."

Out in the cove, Alana pulled the 360 spin again, this time catching air as she did so. Kaleo clapped wildly, waving his arms at Alana. Alana waved back.

"Look at her now," Kaleo said. "Fucking sea princess!"

Sam studied Kaleo again. She felt a connection to this middle-aged man that she had never experienced with any of the young guys she had hooked up with before.

On an impulse, she leaned in and planted a soft kiss on Kaleo's cheek. Kaleo blinked in surprise.

"What was that for?"

"I just wanted to thank you, Mr. Akuma. For introducing Alana to the alaia and telling her about the link to Hawaiian history. She hasn't been this excited about surfing since her competition days. You've revitalized her passion. I'm so grateful for that."

Kaleo ducked his head, a hint of a blush creeping up his neck.

"I just felt drawn to Alana, you know? Our shared heritage is something to be celebrated."

"Absolutely," Sam agreed. "Your influence on her has been a good one. And it doesn't hurt that you're such a sexy Zaddy who knows how to feed two cock-starved girlys."

Kaleo's eyes widened as he shook his head.

"You're something else, Sam."

"Come on, I bet you were quite the fuckboy when you were our age," Sam teased, nudging him with her elbow.

"Nah, I was already married at your age," Kaleo said, his eyes distant for a moment. "Besides, I think you're more experienced than me. Probably more perverted too."

Sam raised an eyebrow. "Oh really?"

"Yeah, really. Remember the first time we had drinks together? You were the one joking about anal sex."

"Who said I was joking?" Sam grinned, a mischievous glint in her eye.

Kaleo laughed, assuming she was just teasing him. But as he looked at Sam, he saw the seriousness in her expression.

She wasn't joking at all.

"You being serious?"

"When it comes to fucking, I'm always serious. Taking a hard cock up my ass is one of my favorite things. Do you like ass fucking, Mr. Akuma?"

"Uh, I mean… what guy doesn't?"

"Giving? Or receiving?"

"You know the answer to that," Kaleo said, rolling his eyes.

"Just checking. All that time in prison? I don't judge."

"Now you're just being crude."

"I like it rude and crude. In case you haven't noticed, I'm kind of a dirty girl."

"I've noticed, Sam."

"Good. So what do you say?"

"About what?"

Sam took Kaleo's hand and pressed it to her chest. Her blue eyes were narrowed, her lips curled into a sly smile.

"Want to fuck my ass, Zaddy?"

Kaleo smirked. Sam could tell he enjoyed the challenging tone in her voice. Aggressive women turned him on. Sam had noticed that from the first time she sat down at his table while he was drinking and smoking his cigar.

Sam was very self aware. She knew her appeal to Kaleo--

Bessie is beautiful and classy.

Alana is Kaleo's Hawaiian princess.

And me? I'm the naughty girl to push Kaleo's limits.

"Well?" Sam asked again.

"I'll fuck your ass whenever you want," Kaleo said. "Anytime. Any place."

"How about right now?"

Sam giggled, enjoying watching as the confident smirk on Kaleo's face vanished. He blinked in confusion, a mannerism Sam was starting to know well.

"Now?"

Instead of replying, Sam stood and stripped off her clothes. Reaching into her backpack, Sam pulled out a bottle of lube. She held it up, showing it to Kaleo.

Kaleo looked out to the cove where Alana was surfing.

"What about Alana?" he asked.

"We shared you last night, just like we agreed," Sam explained. "Now I just want some one-on-one with you. Alana's cool with that. She won't mind."

"You're sure?"

"I'm sure. Now get those shorts off, Mr. Akuma. Show me that beautiful boto."

Kaleo erupted in laughter. Sam giggled with him, knowing her use of the local word for "dick" had tickled him.

"Boto? Did Alana teach you that?"

"Like I said, we share everything. Especially boto."

Kaleo was still laughing as Sam helped pull off his shorts. His laughter stilled as Sam dropped to her knees, taking Kaleo's length into her mouth.

Sam moaned with pleasure as his cock swelled. She loved the feel of his hands on her head, gently guiding her pace. The slight saltiness of his pre-cum excited her, encouraging her to swirl her tongue around his girth, adding wet sloppy sounds to the gentle sounds of waves nearby.

Her hands explored his thighs and ass, feeling the strength in his muscles. Sam's blue eyes looked up at him. His face was turned toward the cove, wearing a look of contentment as he watched Alana surf.

Kaleo stroked Sam's hair with gentle, absent-minded touches as Alana rode the swell. Sam pulled off his shaft, delighting in the way his eyes dropped to hers, desire flaring as she squeezed lube onto her palm.

"Damn, girl."

Kaleo shivered as Sam coated his hard member with lube. Reaching behind herself, Sam lubed her ass, making sure it would be sloppy wet for what came next.

Sam got on all fours, her ass high in the air. Kaleo's eyes narrowed as he took in the sight of Sam's heart-shaped ass, her tight asshole winking at him.

Sam looked over her shoulder, eyes sparkling with lust.

"Fuck me, Mr. Akuma," Sam said, her voice thick with desire. "And make it rough. I want to feel every inch of you stretching me open."

Kaleo's eyes locked on hers, searching for any hint of uncertainty. But all he saw was pure lust.

He positioned himself behind her, pressed the tip of his cock to her glistening anus and slowly pushed forward. Sam pushed back against him, taking him in with ease.

"Oh fuck, that's it!" she moaned. "God, that's your place, Mr. Akuma."

Kaleo swallowed hard as he sheathed himself inside her. Gripping her slender hips, he began to thrust, his hips slamming into her ass with growing force. Sam's eyes rolled back, a mixture of pleasure and pain flitting across her face.

The slapping sounds of their bodies were accompanied by the soft splash of the waves and the soft breeze sighing through the cliffs above.

Kaleo watched Alana surf as he fucked Sam's ass, the two women in his life creating a sensual dream for him to sink into.

He gripped Sam's hips harder, his hands leaving red marks on her pale skin. She cried out, pain and pleasure making her voice rough as he pounded into her ass with abandon, his balls slapping against her pussy with each thrust.

Kaleo stopped abruptly. He pulled out of her asshole slowly, then rammed back in, reveling in the wet sounds their joined bodies made. Sam squealed with delight, rubbing her clit furiously.

"Fuck, yeah!" Sam screamed. "Do it girl!"

Out in the cove, Alana pulled off a perfect aerial 360, her body spinning as she hung in the air over the wave, suspended above the blue water surging below her.

The move thrust Sam into her climax, her orgasm surging through her like a rogue swell crashing into her core as she rubbed her clit harder, her asshole clenching Kaleo's thick cock.

Kaleo cried out, clutching Sam's hips as he filled her ass with his cum. He grunted, the sound primal as he pumped his seed deep inside her.

Emptied, Kaleo pulled his cock from Sam's gaped ass, watching his cum spill out of her, dripping into the folds of her pussy. The sight of his cum leaking from Sam's asshole made Kaleo grunt with appreciation for a job well done.

Sam collapsed on the sand, panting with satisfaction.

"That was so fucking hot," she said, smiling dreamily at Kaleo. "Thank you, Zaddy."

Kaleo lay back on the blanket, feeling his heart pounding in his chest. The tension melted from his body as he stared up at the cloudless sky, blissfully content.

He looked over at Sam. The sight of her smiling at him made him laugh in return.

"That was nuts."

"When can we do it again, Mr. Akuma?"

"Anytime, Sam." Kaleo smiled. "Anytime."

Sam and Kaleo watched as Alana caught a last wave and rode it onto shore. Alana waded out of the water and trotted across the sand to Kaleo and Sam.

Alana took one look at Kaleo and Sam and shook her head.

"You two," she growled.

"She made me," Kaleo laughed.

"He fuck your ass?" Alana asked Sam.

"You know me too well, girl."

"Did the two of you at least see me pull off the 360 aerial spin?'

"We did," Alana assured her.

"Well, that's something, I guess."

Alana flopped down on the blanket beside us. Sam kissed her and handed Alana a bottle of water.

"What a beautiful morning," Alana sighed.


Chapter 6



Kaleo

I crouched down beside the structural engineer. The two of us peered at the cracked foundation at the back of the Main House. The cracks spider-webbed across the stones. Some cracks were hairline thin, others gaped like small canyons.

"So how bad is it?" I asked, dreading the answer.

The engineer frowned, tracing a finger along one of the larger cracks.

"It's not good, Mr. Akuma. The foundation has been slowly shifting for quite some time now. That's very concerning, especially on a stone foundation like this one. Shifting leads to structural problems that must be addressed sooner rather than later."

"What about the Gardener's House?"

"Same issue there, I'm afraid."

"But both these buildings have been standing strong for over a hundred years."

"True," the engineer nodded. "Stone foundations are quite stable. But that slow, incremental damage builds up over the decades. Making the eventual repairs that much more costly and extensive. But that's not the worst part."

He pointed to a different set of cracks at the base. They were fresher looking than the others.

"You see these? Notice how they extend below the surface, unlike the older settling cracks? I suspect these formed during that earthquake that shook up the islands about eight months back."

"I remember that quake. Biggest one to hit Hawaii in years. Even made news on the mainland."

"Yeah, it did a number on foundations across the island chain. Older structures like this one were especially vulnerable."

The engineer shook his head and ran his hand over his head, wiping away the sweat there.

"The shifting can wait, though. Right now, we need to shore up the foundations of both buildings immediately with some stout foundation jacks. Stabilize things before it gets any worse."

"How much is that going to cost?" I asked.

The engineer met my gaze.

"It's not going to be cheap, Mr. Akuma. Not by a long shot."

We returned to the front of the house in grim silence. Bessie met us on the front porch. She handed the structural engineer a glass of lychee water. He gratefully chugged it down.

"Mahalo," he said, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

"So, what's the outlook?" she asked as he handed her back the glass.

"There are serious issues that need to be resolved, ma'am. Both immediately and long term. As I was telling Mr. Akuma here, there's shifting that's built up over decades as well as damage from the earthquake."

"Earthquake? But we barely felt it here on Kauai."

"Unfortunately, a house this old with an already compromised foundation was vulnerable," the engineer said. "I'll work on an estimate and email it to you later today."

We shook hands. Bessie and I watched as the engineer's truck rumbled down the long driveway, kicking up dust in the noontime heat.

I sank down onto the porch steps. The cardboard box with the Wi-Fi cameras sat beside me. Bessie settled on the step next to me, looking concerned.

"Earthquake?" she said. "How can that have caused damage?"

"What do you remember about it?" I asked her.

"Not much. Just a little shaking in the middle of the night. Woke me up, but I fell right back asleep. It didn't seem like a big deal at the time. I thought most of the damage was on the Big Island. That's what the news focused on, at least."

"Well, sounds like that damage is worse than we thought. It will need to be addressed ASAP according to the engineer."

Bessie turned to me, concern etched on her face.

"How did you used to deal with this kind of thing? In your construction business?"

"We never messed with foundations," I said. "Subcontracted that to other companies. I'm out of my depth here, Bessie."

"So what's our next step?" she sighed.

"Installing those foundation jacks he mentioned. That'll be a job for the experts. Long-term fixes to follow. No use speculating on the cost until we get his estimate later."

I patted the cardboard box.

"In the meantime, we could get these cameras set up at least. Boost the security around here. You know where you want to put them?"

"I wrote down a diagram," Bessie said, her expression brightening. "Sightlines, just like a film shoot. Front and back, side to side. Effective coverage."

"Sounds like you got it all figured out, Ms. Lacerda."

"Indeed, Mr. Akuma. Let's do this."

The cameras proved to be high-quality items-- Pan and Tilt, 4MP 2.5K HD Image & Full Color Night Vision, PIR Human Detection, and 2-Way Audio.

With all their features, the cameras were larger and bulkier than other models. Positioning the solar charging panels on each unit also added to the complexity of installation.

The main issue was putting them where they could provide maximum coverage while not spoiling the historical beauty of the Main House and Gardner's House. Bessie had put a lot of thought into this, thinking things through in her usual methodical way.

"How's that look?" I asked, positioning a camera at the back of the Gardener's House.

"Beautiful! I can see all the way to the stairs."

Bessie's voice came over the camera's speaker. She was in the Main House, testing the cameras from both her phone and her desktop PC.

It was late afternoon. We'd been working for over four hours. Bessie and I had installed six cameras around the estate and hooked them into the wifi.

"Why don't you relax and have a shower?" Bessie said through the camera. "I'm going to look into the cloud storage plans for these cameras and then make us dinner."

"You don't have to do that for me," I protested.

"It's just a frozen pizza from Costco, the deep dish one you like. You can help me put together a nice salad. Come to the Main House at five o'clock or so."

"Yes, Ms. Lacerda."

I headed into the Gardener's House. My body was tired from both my morning encounter with Sam, plus climbing a ladder and working a drill to install the cameras.

As I stripped off my sweat-stained shirt, my phone buzzed with a message from Alana.

Another nude selfie? I hoped. Those girls love teasing me.

But when I opened the message, I was puzzled to see a close-up photo of a lizard tattoo on a man's lower leg. The tattoo was done in a Polynesian style. Definitely not the nude pic I was expecting.

I checked the message below the image.

"Your 'aumakua is a lizard. Mine is a shark. I'm gonna get a tattoo of my 'aumakua. You should too."

I stared at the screen, intrigued. I'd always wanted some ink but could never settle on a design.

I thought back to how Bessie and I had joked about prison tattoos. I'd seen enough shitty prison tats to know that it wasn't a decision to make on a whim.

But maybe Alana was onto something here. An 'aumakua tattoo would be deeply personal and spiritually meaningful. Not just some random crap picked off the wall of a tattoo parlor.

I'd gotten lost in my ideas for Hanau Hou, a renewal of Hawaiian culture here at the estate. Maybe this was some kind of sign.

I texted Alana back.

"You might be onto something. Let me think on it and get back to you."

Still thinking about the striking image of the lizard, I finished stripping down and stepped into the shower. The hot water splashed over me, washing away the sweat and grime of the long day.

As I lathered up, my mind kept circling back to the 'aumakua tattoo idea. A lizard? I could picture it winding its way up my arm or across my back.

But where would I even get it done? Did Alana know an artist? If not, I'd have to do some research and find a reputable shop.

I rinsed off, feeling refreshed. One thing was for sure, I'd have to give this 'aumakua tattoo idea some serious thought.

I arrived at the Main House at five o'clock sharp, pausing outside the kitchen door. Through the window, I caught sight of Bessie chopping salad.

She wore that loose muumuu I loved, the fabric clinging and flowing with her movements. Her large breasts swayed freely, clearly unconstrained by a bra. I admired the smooth lines of her body, seeing no hint of panty lines beneath the thin material.

I watched her for a moment, mesmerized by her graceful movements as she worked. Then, not wanting to be caught staring, I knocked on the door frame.

Bessie turned, her face lighting up with that radiant smile I'd come to know so well.

"Perfect timing. Come grate some carrots for the salad."

I stepped into the kitchen. She handed me a grater and I positioned myself next to her at the counter. As I worked on the carrots, Bessie continued chopping lettuce. Our arms brushed occasionally, sending little sparks through me.

"Has Janet contacted you yet?" Bessie asked.

"No, not yet," I replied, focusing on the carrots.

"Hmm. The senator kept talking about going to school with you," Bessie said, a teasing tone in her voice. "I think she might have a crush on you, Kaleo."

I laughed, shaking my head.

"That was all a long time ago, Bessie."

"Well, maybe your charm will motivate her to delay that tax payment for us."

"Is that even possible?" I asked.

"Slim chance, honestly. But Janet did say she'd never seen a case quite like ours before. She's going to have her legal staff look into it further."

"It's good to have a state senator on your side."

"For sure." She peered into my bowl. "You're doing a great job with those carrots, by the way."

"Thanks," I chuckled. "But grilling is about the only thing I'm good at when it comes to cooking."

Bessie took the bowl of grated carrots from me, her fingers brushing mine.

"Have a seat. Pizza and salad coming right up!"

As we ate, Bessie filled me in some more on her meeting with the senator at the charity planning event. From what she was saying, it sounded like Janet was limited in what she could do for the estate.

Still, any bit of hope was welcome. Bessie was in a terrible situation. The tax bill was due soon and the clock was still ticking.

"Got room for dessert?" Bessie asked me as I finished my last slice of pizza.

"For sure."

"Good. If you'll get those dishes soaking, I'll get the ice cream from the freezer. You like mint chocolate chip, right?"

"Uh... no. Not really."

"Me neither. That's why I got chocolate fudge."

Bessie's husky laughter followed me as I took the dishes to the sink. As I was setting them in to soak, I heard Bessie's phone buzz.

"Hey, maybe we could sprinkle some of those crushed macadamia nuts on top of the ice cream," I suggested.

Bessie didn't reply. When I turned from the sink, I saw her staring down at her phone. She looked like she had seen a ghost.

"Bessie? What's wrong?"

Bessie looked up at me, her face grim. Without saying a word, she handed me her phone.

A message was open. It was from the structural engineer.

"Shit…" I muttered.

The estimate for shoring up the foundations of the Main House and the Gardener's House came to $45,000. And that was just the earthquake damage. The long-term shifting would cost another $120,000 to fix.

I looked up from the phone to see Bessie pouring herself a big glass of wine.

"Your home insurance?" I asked.

"Won't cover it," Bessie said, shaking her head. "I already asked them. We have fire and liability. Everything else is on me."

Bessie tossed back the wine, swallowing it down in big gulps.

"Take it easy, Bessie."

Bessie wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She was breathing heavily and a deep flush was creeping up her neck.

"I can never catch a fucking break, can I?" she said.

"You'll get a second estimate," I suggested. "And a third. For a job as big as this, three estimates are a minimum. Maybe some will be more affordable. There might be other solutions."

Bessie gave a careless shrug, almost as if she couldn't be bothered to think about it. She set her wineglass down and took my hand.

"Let's go," she said.

"Go where?"

"Upstairs. I need you to fuck me."

Bessie tried to pull me towards the stairs, but I stayed where I was.

"Bessie, slow down. I know you're upset. It's probably better if we sit down and work through your options here."

"We can do that after we fuck. Come on, Kaleo."

"What about wanting to keep focused?"

"Right now I need a distraction."

The temptation was great. My body ached to have Bessie in my arms again. To have her under me. To be inside her.

But not like this. Because that wasn't desire in Bessie's eyes, it was desperation.

I shook my head as I pulled my hand from hers.

"No, Bessie. You're not thinking straight."

"One glass of wine! I'm not drunk."

"It's not that."

"Then what is it?" she demanded. "My god, you're the only man that has ever turned down sex with me. Who does that?"

"Someone who cares about you."

Bessie suddenly pressed herself against me. Her breasts flattened against my chest as she nuzzled my neck.

"Is it because of what I said about falling in love with you?" she asked. "Because you don't have to love me back, Kaleo, not right now. Right now, all I want from you is a good, hard fuck."

Her hand stroked my cock through my pants. I felt myself getting hard. It would be so easy to pull that muumuu off of Bessie, to gather that luscious body to mine.

Instead, I gently untangled myself from Bessie's embrace.

"You broke things off because you wanted space and a clear head," I reminded her. "You need both, Bessie. Now more than ever."

"How dare you tell me what I need? You think you know me like that?"

"I know you well enough to see that when you are stressed, you turn to alcohol or sex. I won't be part of that."

Bessie's eyes glistened. Her full lips thinned, quivering. I thought she was about to burst into tears, like she did the day we met.

Instead, Bessie raised her chin defiantly.

"It's easy for you to be so self-righteous, isn't it?" Bessie hissed. "Now that you have your little surfer girl fuck buddies?"

"Bessie. Stop."

"I came home and found you with them. The three of you. All snug and happy. Well you can have them!"

"That's enough, Bessie."

"Thank you for clearing the table," she said through gritted teeth. "Enjoy your weekend, Kaleo."

Bessie turned her back to me and left the kitchen. I stood there, listening to her footsteps on the staircase.

Outside, the sun had set over Shark Cove.


Chapter 7



Kaleo

"So, what you know about mo'o?"

"Not too much," I replied. "I was always told it was my family's 'aumakua and that I could never harm a gecko."

"Mo'o is more than just a gecko," the tattooist replied. "It refers to a guardian spirit from ancient Hawaiian legends."

The tattooist's name was Moku. He was in his sixties and sported a thick gray beard that flowed down to his big pot belly. He was missing his front teeth and his skin was tanned deep brown like old leather. Moku's body was covered in Hawaiian tribal tattoos.

Moku's tattoo parlor was near the resorts. The place wasn't quite the suburban salon I joked about with Bessie, but it was pretty classy. Intricate designs covered the walls and upbeat Hawaiian music played from a Bluetooth speaker.

Alana had brought me here. She and Sam were sitting around me, watching as Moku drew the lizard design I'd chosen on my arm.

The temporary tattoo would let me get comfortable with a real tattoo and make any changes if I needed to. The ink would fade in a few days, giving me a good opportunity to make sure it was what I wanted.

"Geckos were just like a manifestation of the great Mo'o spirit that lived in the lakes and ponds of Hawaii," Moku continued. "The Mo'o was this giant serpent, kinda like a dragon."

"Was it a friendly spirit?" Sam asked.

"Could be nice sometimes. Could be not nice. It was capricious. You know that word? Capricious? It means sudden changes in mood. That was the Mo'o. Capricious. And dangerous."

"Kaleo looks dangerous, but he's a softie," Alana teased.

"He'll look fierce with a full sleeve," Moku said.

"I'm just trying out one small tattoo, not a full sleeve," I protested.

"Once you get one tattoo, you gonna want another," Moku assured me.

"Where you getting your shark tattoo?" I asked Alana.

"Ankle," she said. "Just a small one for now."

"And… done!" Moku said, drawing a final line with a flourish.

I looked at myself in the mirror. The tattoo looked nice, a stylized lizard crawling up my bicep.

"Fits you perfectly," Sam said.

"Rugged," Alana agreed.

"That design is based on authentic Hawaiian petroglyphs," Moku told me. "Hawaiian traditional tattooing was called kakau. They used a bone needle tied to a stick and a hammer to drive the needle in."

"Sounds painful," I said.

"Very," Moku laughed. "I trained in how to do it, but not too many folks want such an authentic experience."

"I can understand why," I said, the thought of a bone needle piercing my skin making me grimace.

"If you decide to get this one, we can stick with the modern equipment. I can even rub on some numbing cream. Lots of tourists ask for that when they come in."

"Nah, tutu kane don't need numbing cream!" Alana giggled.

"I knew a guy who used numbing cream," Sam said. "Didn't work. He went from a three-pump chump to a five-pump chump."

All of us were still laughing as I paid Moku. He gave me his card and told me the best time to make an appointment.

"Just not on Mondays, brah. Mondays is my beer days. I get drunk and stupid. No work for me!"

I shook Moku's hand, happy to have met someone like him. The world was full of bland, boring people. It was always refreshing to come across a character like Moku.

We stepped out of Moku's tattoo parlor into the bright Hawaiian sunshine. I blinked, adjusting to the sudden change in the light.

"I'm starving," I announced, stretching my arms above my head.

Sam's eyes lit up. She and Alana exchanged a knowing look.

"There's this place just down the road," Sam said. "It's pretty special."

Before I knew it, Alana and Sam had linked their arms through mine, one on each side. We strolled down the sidewalk, the girls chattering excitedly about the restaurant.

I couldn't help but notice the looks we were getting. People's eyes widened as they took in the sight of me-- a guy in his forties with two gorgeous young women on my arms. It was a good feeling, I had to admit. Especially after the tension with Bessie last night.

As if reading my mind, Alana glanced up at me.

"How's Bessie doing?" she asked.

"She's got a lot on her mind," I replied, trying to keep my tone neutral.

We rounded a corner and came to a stop. The restaurant was a mid-sized place with a decent crowd. As we approached, I took in the decor.

What the hell?

The place was decked out in the most kitschy Hawaiian style I'd ever seen. LED torches flickered on the walls and carved tiki statues stood guard at the entrance. The waitresses wore grass skirts and coconut shell bras, looking uncomfortable as they navigated between tables.

To top it all off, K-pop music blasted from the speakers. I glanced around and saw that the majority of diners were Asian tourists. That explained the music choice, I supposed.

I turned to Alana and Sam, disbelief written all over my face.

"You seriously want to eat here?"

"Oh, come on, Kaleo!" Sam grinned. "It'll be fun!"

"Trust us," Alana added, tugging on my arm. "You're going to love it."

The two exchanged another look I couldn't read. Something was up, I just didn't know what. I decided not to question things and just go with the flow.

The host greeted us with a warm smile.

"Alana! Sam!" she said, leaning in to exchange kisses with the girls. "So good to see you!"

"Dana!" Alana and Sam replied in unison, their faces lighting up.

I couldn't help but stare at Dana. She was a pretty brunette with really large breasts, barely contained in her fake coconut shell top. Glitter sparkled in the deep crevice between her breasts. The grass skirt swished around her wide hips as she moved.

"And who's this handsome guy?" Dana asked, turning her attention to me, her eyes raking over my body appreciatively.

"This is Kaleo," Sam introduced me. "Kaleo, meet Dana."

"Nice to meet you, Dana," I said, offering my hand.

Dana took it, her grip firm.

"The pleasure is all mine," she purred, holding my gaze a little longer than necessary. "Let me show you to your table."

The middle of the restaurant was dominated by a huge bar. Expensive bottles of liquor lined a wall and a crowd of tourists sat on stools, sipping cocktails adorned with flowers and plastic umbrellas.

Dana led us towards a spot by the window. It had a great view of the street outside.

"How's this?" Dana asked.

"It's perfect," I started to say, but Alana and Sam were already shaking their heads.

"Actually, Dana," Alana said, pointing towards the back of the dining area, "could we have that table in the corner?"

I followed her gaze to a table tucked away in the back, partially obscured by a large potted plant. It seemed like a terrible spot, far from the windows and the lively atmosphere of the restaurant.

I shot Alana a questioning look, but she just smiled innocently. Sam, too, had a mischievous glint in her eye.

What were these girls up to?

Dana, however, seemed unsurprised by the request.

"Of course," she said smoothly. "Right this way."

As we followed her to the back table, I noticed the sly smile on Dana's face as she glanced back at me.

At the table, I grabbed a seat facing the rest of the dining space, but Alana stopped me.

"Why don't you sit there?" she said, pointing to the chair with its back to the corner.

"Uh, sure," I said, a little confused about why she wanted me in that specific seat.

We sat down at the table, and I ran my hand over the tablecloth. It was a thin material with colorful floral patterns that extended to the floor.

"The tablecloths are all made from old muumuu dresses," Dana explained, noticing my interest. "Donated to thrift stores and hand stitched by the owners. Isn't that neat?"

"It is," I agreed, forcing myself not to stare at Dana's huge tits as she leaned over to run her hand over the tablecloth.

"Can I get you folks started with some drinks?" Dana asked, pulling out her digital pad.

"Diet cola for me," Sam said.

"Same here," Alana chimed in.

"I'll have an iced tea, please," I said.

Dana nodded and left us with the menus. I opened mine, expecting to find some unique local dishes. Instead, I was greeted with a list of standard tourist fare.

"What are you two ordering?" I asked, glancing up at Alana and Sam.

"I'm getting the bacon cheeseburger," Sam replied.

"Fish sandwich for me."

"Think I'll go with the burger too," I decided, closing my menu.

"Oh, and they have the best ice cream shakes here," Alana added.

Dana returned with our drinks and took our orders before heading off again. I took a sip of my iced tea and looked around the dining area. The place was packed with tourists, all chattering excitedly over their meals. The K-pop music continued to blare from the speakers.

"So, what do you think of this place?" Sam asked, leaning forward.

"At least there are no children here," I said, nodding at a sign that warned no one under 21 was allowed in the restaurant. "I would hate for them to think this was the real Hawaii. I’m still wondering why you two wanted to bring me to such a touristy spot."

"Well, Dana's a friend of ours," Sam said with a smile. "She'll make sure our food is comped."

"Seriously?" I asked. "Maybe I should have ordered the wagyu steak, then."

"You can if you want," Sam said. "But it's not genuine wagyu."

"How do you know?"

"Dana fills us in on all the secrets of the kitchen."

"Plus," Alana added, "this place is known for a special kind of ambiance we really enjoy."

"What kind of ambiance are you talking about?" I snorted.

Sam and Alana exchanged another knowing look, their smiles growing wider.

"What are you guys planning?" I asked suspiciously.

"Nothing, Zaddy!" Sam giggled. "Just relax."

Sam scooted her chair closer, her knee brushing against mine under the table.

"Mind if I try your iced tea?" she asked.

"Be my guest," I replied, pushing the glass towards her.

She pulled the long tablecloth over her lap. Her eyes locked with mine as she brought the straw to her lips, sucking on it slowly, deliberately.

I felt my pulse quicken. Sam's eyes dared me to look away, but I couldn't. And why should I? I'd enjoyed this blonde beauty beneath the sunshine of Shark Cove. Taking in her smiling face was a pleasure I wouldn't deny myself.

But Sam didn't want to just tease me. She slipped her hand into her lap beneath the tablecloth, her movements hidden from view. She guided my hand to join hers, placing it between her legs.

I felt the soft skin of her inner thigh, her skirt hiked up to her waist. She wasn't wearing any panties. I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry.

Sam sighed as I began to finger her pussy, her breath hitching.

"Clear," she murmured, glancing at Alana.

The meaning of her signal became clear when Alana slid under the table, pulling the tablecloth over her so she was hidden from sight.

"What is she doing?" I whispered frantically, my eyes darting around the dining area.

My question was answered a moment later when I felt movement beneath the table. I jumped as I felt Alana's hands on me, unbuttoning my pants.

"This is one of Alana's favorite kinks," Sam whispered, holding my hand tighter against her pussy.

I felt my heart hammering in my chest as the reality of the situation sunk in.

"Dana knows what's happening," Sam continued, her voice low. “This restaurant is adults-only for a reason. Dana gets off on this kind of thing too."

I licked my lips, my gaze flicking around the restaurant. No one was paying us any attention. We were hidden by the tablecloth and plant, invisible to the other diners.

"And get this," Sam continued. "I once ate out Dana's pussy right here at this table."

"You're kidding me," I breathed as Alana freed my cock from the confines of my pants.

"It's true."

Alana's mouth closed around the tip of my cock. My eyes closed involuntarily as pleasure shot through me. I rubbed circles around Sam's clit as Alana teased my cock with her mouth.

This was a fantasy I never knew I wanted to fulfill. Sam and Alana driving me crazy in a room full of people. Despite the anxiety of being discovered, or maybe because of it, everything felt heightened.

I let myself relax into their touch. The feel of Sam's wet slit beneath my fingers, the suction of Alana's mouth, the sound of their quiet moans.

"Harder," Sam urged, and I stroked her clit more forcefully.

It was hard to concentrate, though, with Alana sucking my dick like that. Her inexperience was still clear, but it was the combination of her enthusiasm and the situation that soon had me on the edge.

Sam lowered her head, her eyes closing in pleasure as her climax hit. Her thighs clamped tight around my hand, her juices wetting her inner thighs. Feeling Sam's orgasm pushed me to finish and I flooded Alana's mouth with my sperm. I struggled to keep quiet, not wanting to draw attention to our table.

Alana swallowed my load eagerly, milking my cock with her mouth. Sam guided my hand to my mouth and watched with a dreamy smile as I licked her wetness from my fingers.

I sighed as Alana licked the last drops of cum from my cock under the table. I patted her head affectionately and she kissed my wrist.

"Clear," Sam said again.

Alana smoothly slid out from under the table and took her seat, straightening the tablecloth as she did so.

I glanced around the restaurant. No one had noticed a thing... until I saw Dana standing on the far side of the restaurant.

Our eyes met, and the waitress winked at me. The look in her brown eyes and the way her massive tits seemed ready to spill out from her coconut shell bra was unforgettable. I made a mental note to have Sam and Alana invite Dana to our next BBQ at the estate.

Sitting next to me like nothing had happened, Alana used her napkin to dab at the globs of cum that lingered in the corners of her mouth.

"After we eat, we're going paddle boarding at the beach," Alana said.

"And after that," Sam added, "we're gonna dance all night long."

"And then you're going to fuck us both," Alana said. "Think you can handle that, tutu kane?"

"Zaddy can handle it," Sam said, touching my temporary tattoo. "Mo'o is energetic and strong. It will give him what he needs to satisfy us. Right?"

"I hope so," I laughed.

"Here's your food!" Dana announced, setting plates down on the table. "How was that appetizer?"

"Filling," Alana teased.

Dana glanced at me, her tits jiggling in their coconut bra.

"Bet it was," she said. "I'm jealous. Maybe next time?"

"We'll call you," Alana assured her.

With another wink at me, Dana left us to go serve another table.

As the girls tucked into their food, I sat back in my chair, my balls drained and my hand still sticky. These two had me wrapped around their fingers, that was for sure.

I ate some fries, looking over my burger. The portions were large, which was good. Even with my 'aumakua watching over me, I was going to need all the energy I could get.

This crazy night with my surfer girls had only just begun.


Chapter 8



Bessie

Bessie sat on the porch outside the Main House. Her eyes were fixed on the darkening eastern sky. The first stars twinkled into view as the sun set behind the house.

Bessie sipped her lychee water, now warm and diluted from melted ice cubes. Hours had passed since Kaleo left, yet she remained, waiting for his return from the resorts.

Her ears strained for the sound of an approaching rideshare car. There was only the muted beat of waves crashing below in Shark Cove.

Bessie glanced at her phone again, checking the hour for what felt like the thousandth time. The urge to message or call Kaleo gnawed at her, but she resisted.

Last night's argument played on repeat in her mind. Shame washed over her as she recalled the words she'd hurled at him. Stress and loneliness had pushed her to her limit and she'd lashed out unfairly.

"God, I'm such an idiot," she muttered, running a hand through her hair.

She shouldn't have overreacted to the structural engineer's estimate. But seeing those costs had been like a stake through her heart. Everything was hanging by a thread, and then this fresh problem comes up out of the blue.

So Bessie had done what she always did when stressed. She reached for the bottle or reached for a man. Sometimes she did both.

And Kaleo was not just any man. The thought of Kaleo's touch, his warmth beside her in bed, made her ache. Sex with him would've been a welcome escape from the pressure crushing down on her.

But he was right to refuse. She'd asked for space, after all. Bessie couldn't keep using Kaleo as a crutch to prop her up.

Bessie set down her glass with a sigh. The estate's future was in jeopardy. She needed a clear head to make the right decisions. Kaleo's presence, as comforting as it was, clouded her judgment.

"Focus, girl," she told herself firmly. "The estate comes first."

Still, as the sky darkened further, she couldn't help but hope for the sound of tires on gravel, a car bringing Kaleo back to her.

What she had said to Kaleo wasn't true. Bessie was not falling in love with him. She was already in love with Kaleo.

But love wasn't what she needed now.

"To hell with this," Bessie muttered.

Bessie retreated inside, her bare feet padding across the worn wooden floors. She made her way to the kitchen and pulled a bottle of guava wine from the rack. The cork popped softly as she opened it.

Wine bottle in hand, Bessie walked down to the top of the stairs leading to Shark Cove. She settled onto the familiar steps, sun-warmed stone against her skin.

The sun had dipped below the horizon. Deepening shadows filled the cove.

Bessie held the bottle to her lips, relishing the sweet smell filling the air. Unbidden, Dickie's exasperated voice echoed in her memory.

"Really, Bessie? That fruit juice again?"

A rueful smile tugged at her lips. Dickie had always been a wine snob, insisting on dry reds that made her pucker. But this guava wine was her guilty pleasure. She wouldn't let memories of Dickie ruin it for her now.

Bessie gripped the bottle but did not drink. The encroaching darkness stirred a familiar unease in Bessie's chest. Dusk always left her feeling unsettled, caught between two worlds. She set the bottle down beside her. The glass bottle clicked against the stone.

How many evenings had she and Dickie spent right here? His arm around her shoulders, his voice animated as he described his grand plans. She'd listened, dutifully nodding along while a part of her yearned for something else.

Bessie sighed, running a hand through her hair. Maybe she was being unfair? There had been good times with Dickie, genuine laughter and passion. But beneath it all had always been a nagging feeling that marrying Dickie meant losing herself.

Now, though? His offer loomed large in her mind. A way out of this financial mess. A chance to save at least part of her legacy. The Main House would stand and the Gardener's House too. With so much debt, it was all she could hope for.

Her gaze swept over the cove, trying to picture Dickie's vision. Sleek buildings rising from the cliffs, carefully manicured paths winding down to the beach. Tourists sunbathing where generations of her family had played.

Bessie knew selling the estate was only part of what he wanted. Her ex-fiancé's eyes still held that familiar glint of desire when he looked at her, hinting at his wish to rekindle their relationship.

Dickie had been her first everything. Her first boyfriend. Her first kiss. Her first time having sex. Dickie took it for granted that she would be his wife. For a long time, so had Bessie.

Bessie closed her eyes, imagining the life that could have been and that still could be. Dickie, handsome and successful, offering her a world of security and comfort. Flying her around on his private jet had been Dickie's way of showing Bessie what she could have with him.

Once, she'd yearned for that very thing. The romance, the stability, the prestige of being Mrs. Richard Jones Jr.

Bessie's lips twisted in a wry smile. She'd given it all up for her Hollywood dreams, chasing stardom in Los Angeles. Dreams that had crumbled to dust.

Maybe it was time to face reality? She'd failed. Perhaps settling into the life she'd once wanted wasn't such a bad idea. A comfortable existence as Dickie's wife, bearing his children, playing the role of the dutiful spouse.

Dickie's words echoed in her mind. He wanted her as the face of Jones Development Corporation. An artistic career of sorts-- filming commercials, starring in corporate videos, hosting fancy functions. He knew she was beautiful, articulate, and with a family name steeped in Hawaiian history. The perfect spokesperson and the perfect corporate wife.

Bessie looked at the bottle of wine but did not touch it. The sweet smell of the guava wine suddenly seemed cloying.

Could she truly find happiness in a life with Dickie? Being paraded around like a prized show pony, her family legacy reduced to a marketing tool?

She stared out at the darkening cove, her chest tight. Did she even have a choice anymore? The estate was drowning in debt. Dickie's offer might be her only lifeline.

But the thought of his hands on her body, his lips claiming hers? Bessie shuddered. She still felt a flicker of attraction for him, but the consuming passion that had once burned between them felt like nothing more than cold ashes now.

Especially after the excitement she'd found in Kaleo's arms.

When she thought of the older man, Bessie's heart skipped a beat and her belly went fluttery. When he was with her, Bessie felt whole for the first time in her life.

Bessie stood, breathing in the night air. Darkness had almost fully settled, the last scraps of twilight fading from the sky. She listened to the rhythmic crash of waves below, the sound both soothing and melancholy.

Pulling out her mobile phone, Bessie checked the time again. Still no message from Kaleo. Her stomach twisted as she wondered what he was doing. Was he having a beer with his friend Paul Suzuki? Or was he laughing in the arms of Alana and Sam?

The image of Kaleo with his surfer girls made Bessie grimace. She'd never considered herself the jealous type, but with Kaleo, it was different.

Maybe that's what love was? Wanting him for herself and not wanting to share him with anyone? Bessie didn't know. She'd never felt this way about a man before.

"You're all twisted up right now," she told herself. "Get some rest, girl."

Picking up the bottle of wine, Bessie headed back to the Main House. She needed an early night.

But her feet had other ideas. Instead of climbing the stairs to the kitchen, she found herself walking towards the Gardener's House.

Bessie stood at its front door for a long time, her hand hovering over the knob. A voice in her head told her to stop, to not be such a fool and go back to her room. But her heart ached for Kaleo's presence, even if he wasn't there.

Before she could talk herself out of it, Bessie opened the door and stepped inside the Gardener's House.

Bessie let her eyes adjust to the dim interior. The space was so familiar from her childhood, yet Kaleo's presence had transformed it into something new. As she moved through the shadowy room, memories of their passionate encounters flooded her mind.

Bent over the sofa, her fingers digging into the fabric as he took her from behind.

Tangled up on the kitchen floor, the wood hard beneath her back.

Pressed against the wall, her head gently banging against the paneling as Kaleo fucked her standing.

Bessie's feet carried her to Kaleo's bedroom. She hesitated at the threshold. A part of her knew she shouldn't be here invading his privacy, but the ache in her heart propelled her forward.

The whir of the fan in the window filled the room, drawing in the cool night air. Bessie's gaze fell on a shirt draped over the dresser. She picked it up, pressing the soft fabric to her face and inhaling deeply.

Kaleo's scent filled her. It was both comforting and arousing, stirring desire in her belly.

Before she could second-guess herself, Bessie climbed into Kaleo's bed. She wrapped herself in his sheets, cocooning herself in his masculine presence. She set the undrunk wine bottle on the floor.

"Just a few minutes," she murmured to herself, her eyes growing heavy. "I'll rest here for a bit, then head back to my room."

But even as the words left her lips, Bessie knew it was a lie. She wanted to stay here, surrounded by Kaleo's scent, even if he was in the arms of another woman at that very moment.

The thought made her heart clench, but she pushed it away. For now, she would allow herself this small comfort.

Bessie's eyes drifted shut as she burrowed deeper into Kaleo's pillow, the sheets enveloping her like a cool embrace. Sleep tugged at the edges of her consciousness. She let herself slip into its soothing depths.

Hours later, Bessie stirred as a gentle pressure settled on her shoulder. The room was pitch black, but she knew instinctively that it was Kaleo. His familiar presence filled the dark space as his hand rested warm and comforting against her skin.

She reached out, fumbling in the darkness until her fingers found his.

"What time is it?" she asked, her voice thick with sleep.

"Just past midnight," Kaleo replied softly.

"Oh. Did you have a good time at the resorts?"

"I had a lot of fun," he said.

A twinge of jealousy twisted in Bessie's gut.

"Were you with Alana and Sam?"

Kaleo paused. "Does it matter?"

"I can smell them on you," Bessie murmured, trying to keep the hurt from her voice.

Silence stretched between them. Bessie swallowed hard.

"I'm sorry for the way I acted last night," Bessie whispered.

"I know."

With his free hand, Kaleo brushed the hair from Bessie's face and tucked the strands behind her ears.

"Aren't you going to ask why I'm in your bed?" she asked.

"It's actually your bed," Kaleo said gently. "I'm just staying here as an employee."

Bessie tightened her grip on his hand.

"You're more than just an employee, Kaleo."

She brought his hand to her lips, pressing a soft kiss against his skin. She wished she could see his face clearly, to read his expression in the darkness.

"Are you drunk?" Kaleo asked gently.

"Not even a little."

"The wine bottle on the floor..."

"I never touched a drop."

"Good," Kaleo said. "That's very good."

"I'm keeping a clear head, just like I said I would."

"Do you want me to walk you back to the Main House?" Kaleo asked.

"I'd like to stay here," Bessie admitted. She hesitated, then added, "Would you... get into bed with me?"

"I don't think that's a good idea," Kaleo said, his voice low.

"I won't try to have sex with you," Bessie assured him quickly. "I just want you to hold me. You're my friend, aren't you?"

"Of course."

"I need a friend tonight," Bessie said.

Kaleo was quiet for a long moment. Then the bed dipped as he slid in beside her. Bessie immediately curled against him, wrapping herself around his solid warmth. She rested her head on his chest, listening to the steady thump of his heart.

"Tell me about your night," Bessie asked.

"Maybe later. You should sleep now."

"My mother used to tell me stories to get me to sleep. It's one of the strongest memories I have of her. Can you tell me a story?"

"I don't know any except for kids stuff like The Three Little Pigs."

"Anything will do."

Bessie pressed closer to Kaleo, twining her legs around his.

"Instead of a story, maybe I can tell you about my idea for the estate?"

"Yes! Tell me."

"It's called Hanau Hou, which is Hawaiian for 'renewal'. I got the idea while learning about traditional Hawaiian surfing."

Kaleo's fingers stroked Bessie's hair as he spoke about his vision for the Lacerda Estate. Bessie felt the tension drain from her body as she listened, his words and voice soothing her.

What Kaleo was saying was important. But more important was the comfort she found in his arms.

Still clutching his hand, she let herself drift back towards sleep, feeling safe and content in Kaleo's embrace.


Chapter 9



Kaleo

"Is there any chance?" Bessie asked.

"There's always a chance," Janet replied. "I still have my senatorial staff looking into the revocation of Historical Status and the tax issue. If there's anything that can help you, they will find it."

The three of us were sitting on the porch outside the Main House. Senator Brooks had stopped by to discuss the charity event and fill Bessie in on her efforts in the Legislature.

Janet could have done all that by phone but had insisted on coming out to the estate. I was sure it was because she wanted to see me again. Reconnecting with a high school classmate after almost 25 years had been delightful for both of us.

Bessie had noticed the way Janet looked at me. I don't think she cared about some harmless flirtation. The senator was divorced and an old friend of mine. Bessie was just happy to get any help she could with her financial problems.

"I will say that the situation with the estate is quite unusual," Janet told Bessie. "The revocation of Historical Status is unprecedented. I mean that literally. We looked but didn't find a previous instance of status being revoked from such an established holder as the Lacerda Estate. It's very strange."

"The revocation deeply hurt my grandmother," Bessie said quietly. "It contributed to her decline and death. I firmly believe that."

"I know," Janet said. "Mrs. Lacerda was a pillar of the historical community."

A mournful silence fell over us. I was sitting slightly apart from the two women, not wanting to insert myself into Bessie's business.

Things were still strained between Bessie and me. After spending the night in bed together, Bessie had been distant, almost as if she was ashamed of herself. I'd tried to lighten the mood, but Bessie had remained quiet.

Seeing her upset with herself made my heart ache. Bessie was her own worst critic. She was harsher on herself than she needed to be. I wanted to ease her mind, but she didn't want that. She was torn between conflicting emotions. In the end, I gave her space to deal with whatever she was feeling.

"What about the KaMOA Act?" Bessie asked. "Is the application progressing?"

"It's progressing as much as it can."

"What does that mean?"

"The KaMOA Act is just a virtue signal, Bessie. It was an easy way for politicians to show they cared about the native Hawaiian population without actually doing anything."

"Dickie said it wasn't worth the paper it was written on," Bessie sighed.

"I'm afraid he's correct. The KaMOA Act is focused on the kind of big cultural projects that simply don't get off the ground these days in Hawaii. There's too much money to be made in resorts. No one wants to invest in a cultural or historical site."

"But I already have a historical site!" Bessie protested. "The estate has been part of Kauai since 1873. And I've hired a kanaka maoli. Kaleo is native Hawaiian and has the documents to prove it. He's also an ex-convict, which qualifies him for the 'Incarceration to Reintegration' credits."

"It's not enough, Bessie. One native employee is just not enough. And there's the need to have the estate promote Hawaiian culture as part of the business model. Without Historical Status, I just don't think the Legislature will approve your application."

Bessie squeezed her eyes shut in frustration. Janet gave me a sad smile. It was still so strange to see her again after all these years. Despite her age, when Janet smiled, I could still see the skinny Asian girl who used to get all bashful and tongue-tied when I talked to her.

"Kaleo!" Bessie said sharply, her eyes snapping open. "Kaleo has a plan."

"Plan?" Janet asked.

"Hanau Hou, he calls it. Tell her!"

"Uh, it's just some ideas I had for the estate," I said warily. "I'm still formulating them."

"No, it's brilliant!" Bessie insisted, waving off my hesitation. "The alaia, the fishing, the education and all the rest. Tell her, Kaleo. Tell her about Hanau Hou."

I was surprised by Bessie's enthusiasm. When I told her about my ideas for Hanau Hou, I didn't realize she had been listening so closely. I had whispered my ideas to her as she fell asleep in my arms last night. My words must have had more of an effect on her than I thought.

"Go on," Janet said. "I'm interested to hear about it. Hanau Hou means 'do it again', right?"

"It means 'renewal', too," I said. "Which is kind of the entire approach I'm thinking of for the Lacerda Estate. A renewal of Hawaiian culture as a living thing, now and in the future."

"Sound fascinating," the senator said. "What does it entail?"

I cleared my throat.

"It would be better if I showed you," I said. "Follow me."

I led Bessie and Janet to the steep stairs to Shark Cove. The afternoon sun sparkled on the water, waves lapping gently at the sandy shore. It was a breathtaking sight, one that never failed to stir something deep inside me.

"Look at this place," I said, sweeping my arm out. "It's so isolated and hard to get to. That's kept it pristine, untouched by development or human destruction. This cove is probably very much like it was when the ancient Hawaiians lived here."

Janet nodded, taking in the view. "It's beautiful."

"Even the town's name, Mano Kai, means 'shark sea'," I continued. "Can you imagine the ancient Hawaiians living here? Surfing, fishing, enjoying the cove's beauty while also drawing sustenance from its waters?"

Bessie's eyes were shining. She'd heard this before, but it still seemed to move her.

"That vision hit me hard when I first tried surfing with an alaia here," I said. "The traditional board felt so right in these waters. It opened my mind to what the Lacerda Estate could be."

"What do you mean?" Janet asked, her interest piqued.

"I see the estate as a hybrid cultural center and adventure resort," I explained. "Visitors are hungry for something beyond the pampered luxury of typical resorts. They want authenticity. A connection to the land and its history."

"Go on."

"We could offer traditional surfing experiences with handmade alaia. Fishing trips using traditional techniques. Hands-on classes in Hawaiian crafts and culture. All while providing comfortable accommodations in the existing cabins."

Bessie jumped in, her excitement clear.

"We could host luaus that actually teach about Hawaiian traditions, not just provide entertainment. And there are experimental archeology programs at the University of Hawaii that could use our grounds as a laboratory. Plus the main house would host exhibits on local Kauai history."

"The key is making it interactive, immersive, and real," I added. "Let people experience a slice of old Hawaii, not just observe it from a distance."

"It's a wonderful idea," Janet said. "Truly innovative. But..."

"But what?" Bessie asked.

"It doesn't quite satisfy the conditions of the KaMOA Act," Janet explained. "The act requires advancement of Hawaiian culture into the modern world, not just preservation or reenactment."

Bessie's face fell, but only for a moment.

"Actually, Kaleo has thought of that as well. Tell her, Kaleo."

I nodded, grateful for Bessie's faith in me.

"The ancient Hawaiians lived in harmony with their natural surroundings," I said. "That approach of sustainability can be the focus of Hanau Hou at the Lacerda Estate. A modern approach using ancient Hawaiian principles."

I led Janet and Bessie back towards the cabins.

"Look at all this open space," I said, gesturing to the grounds. "We could install solar panels all along here, making the estate self-sufficient with clean energy using the sun. The same sun that shone down on my ancestors. It's Hawaii's eternal and renewable resource."

Janet nodded along with me, her interest clear.

"And these cabins?" I continued. "They have no toilets. The old latrine systems used by the military polluted the ground. Instead of renting portables or trying to put in a conventional septic system, we could use composting toilets."

"Composting toilets?" Janet asked, wrinkling her nose.

"They're the perfect solution for the estate," I explained. "They're eco-friendly, require no water, and produce compost for the gardens. It's a modern solution that aligns perfectly with traditional Hawaiian values of living in harmony with the land."

Janet was nodding more vigorously now.

"This is more like it, Kaleo. Go on."

"We could also offer guests traditional arts and crafts in a modern context," I said. "For example, I met a local tattoo artist named Moku. He knows traditional tattooing techniques but applies them with modern, hygienic equipment. Guests could learn about the cultural significance of Hawaiian tattoos and even get one if they want. Modern or traditional technique, their choice."

I watched as Janet's face lit up with excitement. She was clearly warming to the idea of Hanau Hou.

"This is fantastic, Kaleo," she said. "We could also grow traditional Hawaiian fruits in the orchard. Though we'd have to cut down the lychee and guava trees since they're not native."

"But those trees are part of the vibrant local culture of Hawaii that developed after Captain Cook arrived," Bessie protested. "Hawaiian culture has evolved into something unique. Lychee and guava are part of Hawaii's past and future."

Janet pursed her lips.

"That might be a problem, but we could work around it." Her gaze shifted to the empty fields I'd cleared. "I'm much more interested in what you're going to do with the land there."

"We're still thinking of plans. Kaleo had an idea about maybe erecting traditional Hawaiian houses or gathering places."

"That's a good idea," Janet nodded. "But there's an even better use for the land."

I raised an eyebrow, curious about what Janet had in mind. She'd been skeptical at first, but now seemed fully invested in the potential of Hanau Hou. I wondered what she was thinking and how it might fit into our vision for the estate.

I watched Janet as she walked through the fields, her eyes scanning the empty acreage. She turned to us with a curious expression.

"Do you two know about the laws against harvesting wood from koa trees?" she asked.

"Yeah, I do," I replied. "I wanted to make the alaia from koa wood like the ancient Hawaiians did, but the law forbids harvesting anything but deadfall from koa trees."

"Exactly," Janet said. "Koa trees are endangered and protected as part of Hawaiian heritage."

She paused, her eyes looking over the acreage with an eager glint.

"There's a new initiative to replant and grow koa trees in Hawaii," Janet said. "It's an extensive project with full funding and all the legal requirements worked out. The fundamental problem is finding land to plant the trees on."

"Why is that an issue?" Bessie asked.

"Once the trees are planted, the land can't be developed anymore," Janet explained. "With real estate so scarce in Hawaii, no one wants to lose usage rights. Planting koa trees on your property essentially turns your property into a protected wilderness area. Few landholders want that, even with the tremendous tax benefits that come with it. It's probably why the legislation passed so easily. Like the KaMOA Act, no one expected these laws to actually be used."

Tax benefits? I could see where this was going. My heart raced with excitement.

Janet put her hand on Bessie's shoulder as she gestured to the empty fields around us.

"If you planted koa trees here, Bessie, you'd qualify for significant state aid and tax considerations. It would also strengthen your bid for the KaMOA Act."

Bessie turned to me, her eyes wide.

"Kaleo, regrowing the native koa trees would fit perfectly into your idea of Hanau Hou, wouldn't it?"

I nodded, a smile spreading across my face.

"Absolutely. It's exactly the kind of sustainable, culturally significant project we've been talking about."

Janet clapped her hands together, her enthusiasm infectious.

"I'm so excited about this! I want you two to write a paper detailing all your ideas. I'll take it to the Legislative offices and try to bolster your claim under the KaMOA Act."

Janet looked at us both, her eyes glittering in the sunlight.

"We might make the KaMOA Act more than just a fancy piece of paper."

"And save Lacerda Estate in the process," Bessie said, her voice full of hope for the first time in a long time.

"Let's get to work," I said.


Chapter 10



Bessie

Bessie stepped onto the porch, balancing a tray of freshly sliced watermelon. She paused, her breath catching as she took in the sight of Kaleo.

He sat in his usual chair, still wearing his work clothes. Kaleo's brow was furrowed in concentration as he pored over the documents they'd spent the last two days creating.

Her heart churned with a mix of emotions-- pride, hope, and an undeniable longing. The past few days had settled into a comforting rhythm. Each morning, after she and Kaleo jogged across Shark Cove, they'd tackle the estate repairs together. Then after lunch, they'd hunker down to refine their proposal for Senator Janet Brooks.

Bessie's gaze lingered on Kaleo's strong hands as they shuffled through the papers. Those same hands that had fixed leaky pipes and patched the eaves now held the potential future of the Lacerda Estate. Her skin tingled, remembering the touch of those hands on her body.

"I've got watermelon," she announced.

Kaleo looked up, his face brightening.

"Perfect timing. I could use a break."

Bessie set the tray down on the small table between their chairs. She settled into her seat, grabbing a slice for herself. The sweet juice hit her tongue, a welcome relief from the day's work.

"How's it looking?" she asked, nodding towards the papers.

"I think we've got something solid here," Kaleo said, stretching his back and making his spine crackle. "Hanau Hou could really work."

Bessie felt a flutter of hope in her chest. The idea was ambitious, but not impossible.

"You think Janet will go for it?"

"She seemed excited about the concept," Kaleo replied, reaching for a slice of watermelon. "But seeing it all laid out like this? I don't know, but it feels real now."

Bessie watched as a drop of watermelon juice trickled down Kaleo's chin. She resisted the urge to reach out and wipe it away and let her fingers linger on his skin.

"I'm feeling it too," she said. "Hanau Hou could be exactly what this place needs."

Kaleo nodded, but his expression shifted, a hint of hesitation in his eyes.

"There's one thing that might trip us up for KaMOA recognition."

"What is it?"

"I read through the Act," Kaleo explained. "It requires the majority of employees to be of Hawaiian descent. Employees, plural. More than just one. More than just me."

"I tried to get more native workers, but no one applied," Bessie said, her shoulder slumping. "Dickie suggested his company had something to do with that."

"It's possible," Kaleo said, his jaw tightening. "With a company as big as the Jones Development Corporation, the rules are different. No one wants to get blacklisted by the largest employer on Kauai. But..."

"But?"

"I do know one person who might want to work at the estate. Someone with Hawaiian ancestry."

"Who?"

"Alana."

Bessie felt a twinge in her gut but kept her face carefully neutral. Kaleo continued, oblivious to her inner turmoil.

"I've been thinking about her for days now. She'd be perfect. Alana could help the guests build and use their alaias. My buddy Paul Suzuki could teach her the woodworking. The estate could even start a new surfing competition using only traditional Hawaiian boards. The Hanau Hou Surfing tournament at Shark Cove! Alana could organize it all."

Dismay washed over Bessie at the thought of beautiful, athletic Alana spending even more time with Kaleo. But she quickly scolded herself for the jealousy. Her love for this man couldn't cloud her judgment. The estate had to come first.

"But I don't have the money to hire her," Bessie pointed out. "I barely have the money to pay you."

"The KaMOA Act provides access to grants and low-interest loans up to five million dollars."

"Only once you are granted recognition," Bessie said. "It's a chicken and egg problem. I can't pay Alana without the KaMOA financial aid. But I can't get financial aid until I qualify by having kanaka maoli workers."

Kaleo bit into his watermelon, chewing thoughtfully.

"What if you cut my wages in half and gave the other half to her?"

Bessie's heart stuttered at Kaleo's suggestion. For a fleeting moment, she thought he might be angling to have Alana around for his pleasure. But she quickly chastised herself, recognizing the depth of his sacrifice. Her chest tightened with a mix of emotions, her love for him swelling despite her best efforts to keep it in check.

"Kaleo," she said softly, "I'm barely paying you anything as it is. Certainly not what you're worth. Are you sure about this?"

His eyes met hers, steady and determined.

"I promised I'd do whatever it took to help you keep this place going. I meant that."

"But half your pay?"

"I've got everything I need right here-- a place to live, a job, good food..." He paused, his voice growing softer. "And purpose. A man needs that just as much as shelter or sustenance. Without it, we end up angry and lost, like the guys I met inside prison. You've given me that purpose, Bessie."

Their eyes locked and Bessie felt herself drawn in by the sincerity in his gaze. Before she could stop herself, she leaned forward, pressing her lips to his.

For a moment, Kaleo froze in surprise. Then, gradually, he relaxed into the kiss. Their tongues met, caressing gently, and Bessie savored the sweet taste of watermelon lingering in his mouth.

After what felt like an eternity, Kaleo pulled back. His eyes were conflicted as he looked at her.

"I thought you said you only kiss men you're in a serious relationship with."

"I'm sorry," she murmured, her cheeks flushing. "I lost control for a moment there."

Kaleo cleared his throat, gesturing to the papers spread out before them.

"We should probably focus on finishing this proposal."

They worked on the proposal for a couple more hours, then had a light dinner together. Sharing simple food in her kitchen was one of the things she most loved to do with Kaleo. It had grown to be so familiar, yet so intimate. Cooking for herself had always been slightly depressing. Cooking for both of them was a joy.

After they ate, Kaleo excused himself and went back to the Gardener's House. He said he wanted to research more about the koa reforestation project before bed.

Before he left, Kaleo asked her to consider his idea of hiring Alana. Bessie promised she would go over the employee section of the proposal before bed.

Bessie washed up and changed into her usual panties and tank top. She sat at her desk in her bedroom, laptop open before her.

But her mind was far from the proposal. The kiss with Kaleo played on repeat in her head, his lips soft yet firm against hers, the taste of watermelon lingering.

She sighed, running a hand through her hair. What had she been thinking? She knew better than to complicate things, especially now. The estate's future hung in the balance and here she was, acting like a lovesick teenager.

But it wasn't just lust, was it? Bessie had felt that before. She knew its urgent but fleeting nature. This was different. Deeper. Scarier.

Her eyes drifted to the wardrobe where Kaleo's shirt hung. Before she could stop herself, she crossed the room and pulled it out, burying her face in the fabric and breathing in his scent.

Bessie's hands roamed her body, cupping her heavy breasts. She remembered the way Kaleo had touched her, reverent yet passionate. A shiver ran down her spine.

Shame and desire warred within her as she made her way to the bed. She reached for her nightstand, pulling out the vibrator she kept hidden there. It wasn't the same, not even close, but it was something.

Bessie reached into the nightstand again. Just as her fingers closed around her dildo, her phone buzzed loudly on the nightstand.

Bessie let out a frustrated sigh. Who could be contacting her at this hour?

Her irritation melted away when she saw Senator Brooks' name on the screen. Her heart raced with hope. Could Janet have found a solution to eliminate the back taxes? Or perhaps she had more ideas about qualifying for KaMOA?

Eagerly, Bessie opened the message. As she read, her face crumpled, hope draining away. Her heart sank, settling somewhere in the pit of her stomach.

Janet's urgent message delivered a crushing blow. Not only were the back taxes still being enforced, but the due date for payment had been moved up to the next 30 days. The senator couldn't talk on the phone now but promised to call first thing in the morning.

Bessie read the message again, then a third time, her mind refusing to accept the words before her. Just hours ago, she'd been brimming with hope. Now, her world was collapsing around her.

How could she possibly get $16 million in thirty days? It was impossible. And if she failed to pay, the state would put a lien on her estate and start proceedings to seize her property. Her childhood home, filled with all her precious memories, would be taken by faceless bureaucrats to pay off a debt that should never have existed.

Why was this happening? The unfairness of it all hit her like a physical blow.

Bessie rushed out of her bedroom and down the stairs, her feet carrying her towards the Gardener's House and the comfort of Kaleo.

But halfway across the lawn, she stopped herself. Instead, she turned and headed back to the kitchen.

Inside, she made a beeline for the liquor cabinet. She pulled out a bottle of vodka. She unscrewed the cap, lifting the bottle to her lips. The promise of that familiar burn down her throat, the oblivion that would follow, called to her.

But she stopped, the bottle hovering inches from her mouth. Kaleo's words echoed in her mind, reminding her how she turned to booze or sex when stressed.

He was right. Bessie knew she couldn't do this.

With trembling hands, she recapped the vodka bottle and put it away. She leaned against the counter, her breath coming in quick gasps as the reality of her situation crashed over her.

Bessie took a deep breath, steadying herself against the kitchen counter. She forced her breathing to slow, wiping away the tears that had begun to form. With gritted teeth, she made her way back up the stairs to her bedroom.

Once inside, she crossed to the windows and flung them open. The cool night air rushed in, carrying with it the scent of the ocean. Her gaze fell on the Gardener's House, where light spilled from Kaleo's bedroom window. The soft whir of his fan drifted up to her.

Beyond the small house lay Shark Cove, bathed in moonlight. Bessie's eyes traced the familiar contours of her childhood playground. The sound of crashing waves reached her ears, a rhythmic pulse she'd always thought of as her second heartbeat.

A pang of guilt and sadness washed over her as she remembered her grandmother. Bessie had never told anyone, but she hadn't interred her grandmother's ashes in the cemetery vault.

Instead, Bessie had scattered them in the waters of Shark Cove. It was the place her grandmother had loved more than anything. Even though it was illegal, Bessie couldn't bear the thought of her grandmother trapped in some concrete box. She'd wanted her to rest in her true home, the Lacerda Estate.

Now, Bessie was on the verge of losing it all. The Main House, the Gardener's House, the cabins, the orchards and the fields. Everything would be gone. The thought made her chest throb with despair.

But as she gazed out at the moonlit cove, a steely resolve formed within her. She couldn't allow this to happen. She had to do whatever it took to save the estate.

Bessie straightened up, squeezing her eyes shut. For just a moment, she allowed herself to sob, releasing the pent-up emotions. When she opened her eyes again, they shone with a mixture of sadness and determination.

With steady hands, Bessie picked up her phone. She took one last look at the cove, drew a deep breath, and made a call.


Chapter 11



Kaleo

"This is truly excellent," Janet said as she leafed through the printouts. "The draft you emailed me earlier was good. The refinements have made it even better."

"We used your suggestions to tighten things up and expand on those ideas you highlighted," I said.

The two of us were sitting in an outdoor cafe near the resorts. It was a quiet area, one not visited by many tourists. Late afternoon sunshine washed over the beach across the street from us.

The senator had asked me to meet her there to go over the latest draft of the Hanau Hou at Lacerda Estate Proposal. I was happy to see Janet again. She had proven to be a powerful ally of Bessie and the estate. The pleasure of seeing someone from my past was also important.

Janet cleared her throat as she set down the proposal.

"Is Bessie back at the estate?" she asked.

"No. She left to attend to some business. I'm not sure what."

"How did she take the news about the tax situation? She seemed calm when we spoke this morning."

"She was pretty shaken up," I said. "I was expecting her to be angry and defiant, but she wasn't. Mostly she was just sad."

"I'm sorry to hear that. I know how much the Lacerda Estate means to her. It's just so damned crazy what the state is doing. I've never seen anything like it."

"The estate is everything to Bessie," I said. "It's her whole world."

Janet looked me over with an appraising eye. I returned her gaze, once again struck by how much she had changed since we were both in high school together. The skinny, shy girl had matured into a genuine beauty.

"Bessie relies on you very much, doesn't she?"

"We rely on each other," I said. "I do what I can, as well as I can."

"That's an excellent motto to live by."

"It's served me well."

"The two of you are very close. I noticed the bond when I visited the estate."

"Working together has brought us closer, yes."

"Are you lovers?"

Janet watched me closely, a half-smile on her face. I chose my words carefully.

"We are close, but we are not lovers," I said. "Bessie doesn't have time for that kind of emotional entanglement right now."

"That surprises me," Janet said softly.

"Why?"

"Because it's so obvious that she is in love with you."

"Why... I mean, what makes you say that?" I stammered.

"I'm a woman and I have eyes," Janet laughed. "And I understand why she would fall for you."

"She literally fell into my lap," I said. "That's how we met."

"I'd like to hear that story."

"Not much to tell. She tripped and I caught her."

"Isn't it funny how the world works?" Janet said with a grin. "Come on. Let's go for a walk. It's too nice a day to waste sitting on our okoles."

We gathered our things and headed across the street to the beach. Janet took off her shoes and waded along the shore. I did the same, enjoying the warm water lapping my ankles.

"Have you gotten in touch with any other people from school?" Janet asked.

"Just Paul Suzuki," I said.

"You two always hung out together. What about your other friends?"

"No. Just Paul."

"How come?" she asked curiously.

"I just don't feel like reconnecting right now. Maybe when I get my life settled."

"Is it because of your time in prison?"

"Kind of," I admitted. "Being an ex-con is not something to brag about. But mostly I just want to get secure in my current situation before I start reaching out to folks from my past."

"I understand," Janet said. "When you're ready, I know lots of people would be happy to see you again. You always were popular in school. Everybody liked you."

"No need to exaggerate," I chuckled.

"It's true! You got along with the jocks and the stoners, the surfers and the nerds. All of them. I used to watch you every day. All the girls used to crush on you, too."

"You included?" I teased.

"Of course!" she laughed. "Not that you noticed the quiet Korean girl making eyes at you."

"I noticed you," I assured Janet. "You were always the smartest one in class."

"My brains were all I had going for me. Nothing else about me stood out."

"Well, you grew up to be a state senator. A very attractive state senator."

"I was a late bloomer."

We walked in comfortable silence, enjoying each other's company. So many memories from our high school days were coming back to me. Memories I hadn't thought of in decades.

"But seriously, you knew I had a huge crush on you, right?"

"Yeah," I admitted. "You did make it kind of obvious."

"Can you blame me? After what you did to Alofa, how could I not have a crush on you?"

"Alofa?" I asked, confused.

"Alofa Maivai! The big Samoan guy? Flunked two grades?"

"Oh, yeah. I remember him. But I don't remember doing anything to Alofa."

Janet stopped in her tracks. She stared at me, her mouth agape.

"You don't remember when Alofa backed me into a corner and said he was going to punch me because I wouldn't do his math homework for him?"

"I don't. What happened?"

"You told him to stop acting stupid and leave me alone. And he did. Because it was you who told him to."

"Sounds like I did good."

"You really don't remember that?" Janet asked.

"I don't."

Janet shook her head, her face incredulous.

"That was one of the most memorable moments from my childhood," Janet said. "It was the moment I fell for you, the guy who rescued me. But for you... it was just another day? My god."

"I'm sorry, I don't remember," I said sheepishly. "It was a long time ago."

"Not for me."

We continued on our walk, Janet shaking her head and muttering to herself. I tried to keep my amusement under control. Janet seemed irritated that I didn't recall saving her from big, scary Alofa.

"All those years ago, I always hoped..." Janet sighed. "But you never really paid much attention to me. You were always nice to me, but then you were nice to everybody. Paula, Jasmine, Elaine. You even went steady with Helen James. She was a senior and you were a freshman and no one gave her any shit about it!"

"It was a long time ago," I said, struggling to contain my laughter. "And it was just high school. We were just kids."

"Just kids? I saw you making out with Helen James underneath the bleachers."

"Oh, yeah."

"So you remember kissing Helen?"

"Hard to forget," I chuckled.

"I always wished that was me," Janet said quietly.

She'd stopped walking and was facing me. The sunshine washed over her smooth skin, her thick black hair framing her face. A strand of hair hung over her cheek. I gently tucked it behind her ear.

"You should have said something to me," I told her.

"Would you have taken me seriously?"

I didn't reply, not wanting to lie to her.

"That's why I never approached you," she sighed. "I would have gotten all tongue-tied and shy, regardless. I was a hopeless case back then."

"Well, you're definitely not a hopeless case anymore."

"You're right. I'm forty-two, a licensed attorney, and State Senator for District 8 of Hawaii."

"Quite a list of accomplishments, Senator Brooks," I teased. "You're all grown up now."

"I am. But I still want that kiss."

"Okay," I grinned.

I leaned in, expecting a quick peck on Janet's full lips. Instead, she pulled me into a deep kiss, her hand clasping the back of my head as she drew my tongue into her mouth.

Surprised at first, I quickly relaxed into her hungry embrace. The ocean breeze blew over us as the waves lapped at our feet. It was like something out of one of those tourist postcards that every store sold.

We finally broke apart, both of us slightly breathless. We drew a few wolf whistles from the other beachgoers.

"Get a room!" someone shouted.

Janet's eyes were wide and shining. A deep flush crept up her high cheekbones.

"Wow," she gasped. "I waited twenty-five years for that!"

"Was it worth the wait?"

"Can't say just yet," Janet said. "I need more evidence."

"Happy to oblige."

"Are you truly not dating Bessie?"

"I'm not," I assured her.

Janet nodded, taking my hand.

"There are some hotels by the resorts," Janet said shyly. "Maybe we could, you know... get a room or-- FUCK! OW!"

I startled at Janet's sudden scream of pain. She started hopping on one foot, shaking the other foot wildly. I looked down to see a glossy blue jellyfish wrapped around her foot.

"Portagee man o'war!" Janet shouted, her local accent coming through.

The gentle surf lapping our feet must have brought the jellyfish in. The sting was very painful, like acid against the skin, especially when the tentacles wrapped around your flesh.

"I got you!" I said as I scooped Janet up and carried her away from the water.

I set Janet down on the dry sand of the upper bank. Most of the man o'war had fallen off, but the tentacles were still dug into the skin of Janet's foot. She was biting her lip, trying not to overreact, but the pain was making her eyes water.

"Help me brush the stinger off with some dry sand."

"Gotcha."

I knelt beside her foot and scooped up some hot, dry sand. Pouring it over her foot, I brushed the stringy stinger off Janet's foot.

"Better?" I asked.

"Still stings like hell," Janet said through gritted teeth. "Can you help me get back to the cafe?"

"Of course."

I helped Janet to her feet and brushed the sand off her butt and the back of her thighs. She tried to take a few steps, wincing and swearing under her breath.

"Okay, that's enough," I said. "Climb on me. I'll give you a piggyback ride back to the cafe."

Janet didn't hesitate. She jumped on my back and wrapped her arms around my neck. As petite as she was, Janet was hardly a burden.

I grinned when I thought of carrying Bessie on my shoulders. At 5'10" and curvy, Bessie had been a lot more substantial than my old classmate Janet.

I carried Janet back to the cafe and set her down at the same table we'd just left. A waitress came bustling over, concerned by Janet's whimpers of pain.

"A pitcher of sangria," Janet ordered. "I'm going to need it."

I sat down as Janet reached into her purse and pulled out a small bottle of ibuprofen. She dry swallowed the tablets down as I took the seat beside her.

"I hate those jellyfish," I said. "Used to get stung all the time when I was surfing."

"They're nasty," Janet agreed. "But they're not jellyfish. Jellyfish are single animals. Portuguese man o'war are colonies of creatures."

"Whatever they are, they fucking suck."

"Very much suck," Janet agreed. "The pain will fade eventually, but it's going to itch like crazy for the rest of the day."

"I'm so sorry you got stung."

"Just a part of living in paradise," Janet said. "I'll take a rain check on... what we were going to do tonight."

"I'll look forward to it," I said, squeezing her hand.

I watched as Janet dusted the sand from her feet. She put her sandal back on her unstung foot. The other foot had already begun to swell.

"I'd offer to kiss your foot and make it feel better," I teased. "But the sangria is probably a better option."

"Maybe. But I can think of a few things you could do to make me feel better."

"Oh yeah? Like what?"

"Can't say in public," Janet said with a grin. "I've got a political career to think about."

"I'd love to be your scandal. Maybe next time we can--"

My phone buzzed. I glanced at the notification.

"Oh god..." I murmured.

I stared down at the message on my screen. The words were simple, but my brain was having a hard time registering their meaning.

"Kaleo, what is it?" Janet asked, her voice filled with worry. "Is something wrong? You look like you've seen a ghost."

I set the phone down. Janet reached out and took hold of my hand. I looked at my old friend in her warm brown eyes, seeing the concern in them.

"Who was that on the phone?" she asked.

"My ex-wife Cathy," I said in a low voice. "She just arrived on Kauai."


Chapter 12



Bessie

Bessie stepped into the opulent ballroom of Koa Woods Resort. A wave of déjà vu immediately washed over her. The scene before her was so familiar-- a sea of designer gowns and tailored suits, the murmur of hushed conversations, the air thick with perfume and pretension.

Bessie smoothed down her sleek black dress, very aware of how it clung to her curves. The dress was from her Los Angeles days. She hadn't gotten dressed up like this since she returned to Hawaii.

"Just like old times," she muttered.

Bessie resisted the urge to grab a flute of champagne from a passing waiter. Instead, she took a glass of sparkling water to have something to occupy her hands.

As she moved through the crowd, Bessie felt the weight of countless stares. Men's eyes lingered on her cleavage and ass while women shot daggers of envy. It was a sensation she knew all too well from her days as Dickie's arm candy.

"Bessie! You made it!"

Dickie's voice boomed across the room. He strode over to her, looking every inch the wealthy heir to the JDC fortune.

"Wouldn't miss it," Bessie lied, forcing a smile.

Dickie's hand found the small of her back, guiding her deeper into the party.

"There are some people I want you to meet. Potential investors for the resort."

As they moved from group to group, Bessie felt herself slipping back into her old role. She laughed at the right moments, asked the right questions, played the perfect companion for Dickie. It was disturbingly easy.

But beneath the polished surface, doubts gnawed at her. Could she really go back to this life? Trade the freedom she'd fought so hard for just to save her childhood home?

"Everything alright, darling?" Dickie asked, noticing the look on her face.

"Of course. Just taking it all in."

"It's like riding a bicycle, isn't it? You just naturally fall back into the rhythm of things."

"I suppose that's true."

But as she looked out over the glittering crowd, all Bessie could think was, Is this the price I'm willing to pay?

Suddenly, Dickie tensed beside her, his arm around her waist tightening like a vise. Bessie followed his gaze and saw Richard Jones Sr. approaching, a broad smile on his face.

Bessie smiled. It was her first genuine smile of the night. Despite his reputation as a ruthless businessman, Richard had always treated her with genuine warmth and respect.

"Bessie, my dear!" Richard exclaimed, pulling her into a gentle embrace and kissing her cheek. "Welcome back to Hawaii!"

As he leaned in, Bessie caught a whiff of his cologne. It was the same scent Dickie wore. The cologne was just another reminder of how desperately Dickie tried to emulate his father. His entire life, Dickie had been constantly seeking his father's approval.

Richard held her at arm's length, his eyes twinkling.

"What took you so long to come see me? I was starting to think you'd forgotten about us old folks!"

Bessie laughed, relaxing slightly despite herself.

"Never, Richard. How could I forget?"

"That's my girl," Richard said, patting her arm. "You know, Bessie, you belong here. Not the resort, I mean. Among Hawaii's business community."

"Hawaii's elite might be more accurate," Bessie said.

"Well why not? Yes, we are the elite. There's no point in denying it! Hawaii has always had its royalty. And like the the ali'i of old, we help the common people prosper."

"It's a mutually beneficial relationship," Dickie eagerly interjected.

"Indeed!" his father boomed. "Our success trickles down to all levels of Hawaiian society."

Bessie plastered a smile on her face and nodded along. Other guests had paused to watch her interaction with Richard Jones. Dickie's father was one of the most influential men in Hawaii. He was used to holding court before an admiring audience.

"So, are you finally going to make an honest man out of my son?" Richard teased, patting Bessie's arm.

"Father, please."

Despite his protest, Dickie looked absurdly pleased by how his father was treating Bessie. That Bessie made his father happy just made Dickie desire her more.

"Dickie doesn't need my help to be an honest man," Bessie said graciously.

"I would hope not," Richard said, appraising his son with a cool gaze. "He told me about your charitable efforts with the retirement home. How's that going?"

"We're making progress," Bessie replied, grateful for the change of subject. "But the economic strains post-pandemic are still hurting fundraising."

Richard nodded, his expression thoughtful.

"I can imagine. We've had our own challenges, especially after the Maui wildfire. So much destruction. So much controversy."

"I heard about your efforts to help the people of Maui," Bessie said. "Helping steer the rebuilding effort has been a tremendous help. You've done admirable work, Richard."

"It's the least I could do," Richard said, waving his hand dismissively. "You know, I hope to build a legacy in Hawaii that matches the Lacerda family's. Your grandmother was quite the fierce advocate for historical preservation."

"You and my grandmother often clashed over land development projects, as I recall."

"Ah, Elisabeth was a challenging woman," Richard chuckled. "Often a colossal pain in my ass. But I always respected her. I hope she felt the same way about me?"

"I... couldn't say."

Richard threw his head back and laughed his booming laugh.

"A very diplomatic response! I see you've become a very poised young woman since we last saw each other."

"Time matures a person," Bessie agreed.

Richard's expression grew serious.

"How are things at the estate? I've heard you might be having some problems."

Before Bessie could respond, Dickie cut in.

"I'm working closely with Bessie to resolve her issues, Father."

"Is that so, Bessie?"

Bessie caught the anxious look in Dickie's eyes. Once again she was struck by how desperately he sought his father's approval. She gave him a reassuring smile.

"Yes, Dickie is indeed helping me," Bessie said. "We're working through the details now."

"I'm so happy to hear that," Richard said, beaming at Bessie. "Remember, you can come to me anytime you need help."

"Thank you, Richard," Bessie said, forcing a smile. "But Dickie has everything handled."

Richard kissed her cheek again.

"It's so good to see you, my dear. Enjoy the party!"

As Richard walked away, Dickie leaned in close, his breath hot against Bessie's ear.

"Thanks for backing me up, babe."

He planted a kiss on her cheek, his lips lingering a moment too long.

Bessie smiled, but her stomach churned. She'd come to this party to reacquaint herself with Dickie's world, not to be immediately drawn into his personal affairs. Yet here she was, supporting Dickie's claims just to impress his father.

That sinking feeling returned, settling like a lead weight in her gut. It was as if just being near Dickie threatened to pull her back into his life, his world. Could she imagine a future with him? A life consumed by his ambitions while her dreams withered away?

The thought made her chest hitch. She drew in a ragged breath. She needed space to think.

"I'm going to visit the ladies' room," Bessie said.

"I'll wait for you outside by the pool. There's something I want to show you." His eyes gleamed with excitement. "It'll prove how much I want you back in my life."

Bessie managed a weak smile.

"Okay, I'll meet you there."

As she wove through the crowd, Bessie kept a pleasant expression on her face. The air was thick with expensive perfumes and colognes, almost choking her. She longed for the clean scent of the breeze off Shark Cove. Or the warm, masculine scent of Kaleo.

The thought of Kaleo made her pause. His easy smile and his quiet strength were worlds away from this glittering, suffocating party. Bessie quickened her steps, desperate to reach the relative safety of the bathroom.

Bessie slipped into the opulent bathroom, grateful for a moment of respite. The leather sofa and ornate toiletries table barely registered as she made her way to the private stalls at the back. Once inside the stall, she leaned against the cool wall, eyes closed, taking deep breaths.

Her fingers trembled slightly as she pulled out her phone, checking for any messages from Kaleo. The screen remained stubbornly blank. Bessie's thumb hovered over his number, a war raging inside her. She longed to hear his voice, to feel that warmth and comfort he always seemed to provide. But shame still gnawed at her, the memory of their kiss burning in her mind.

Why did she feel so needy around him? Was this really love or just desperation? The idea of being incomplete without someone else terrified her. Bessie had always prided herself on her independence.

I just need to hear his voice, she thought.

Just as she was about to press the call button, a voice outside the stall made her freeze.

"Did you see Bessie Lacerda?"

It was a woman's voice. Bessie's ears perked up, her finger still hovering over the phone. She leaned closer to the door, straining to hear.

"God, yes," another woman replied. "She's absolutely stunning."

"That body is incredible," the first woman continued. "I'd kill for curves like that."

A flush of pleasure warmed Bessie's cheeks. She was used to men ogling her, but hearing women admire her felt different. More genuine, somehow.

"And did you see how that dress fit her?" the second woman gushed. "Like it was painted on."

Bessie found herself smiling despite her earlier turmoil. It was nice to be appreciated, especially by other women who understood the pressures of looking perfect at events like these.

"Dickie is in love with her. Always has been."

"Everyone knows that," the second woman laughed. "It's too bad she's such a filthy whore."

Bessie's stomach suddenly fell, a sick feeling twisting in her guts.

"Did you hear about her little Hollywood adventure?" the first woman sneered. "Thought she'd be a big star. All she got were some stupid commercials."

"Oh, I remember those!" The second woman's voice dripped with mockery as she affected a high-pitched, vapid tone. "'Wow! You lost weight, Louis! And so did your dog!'"

Their laughter echoed off the marble walls. Bessie grimaced, a familiar sense of inadequacy washing over her. She'd never truly felt like she belonged in Dickie's world. Despite her family name, Bessie wasn't rich. She'd always been an outsider in Hawaii's high society.

The women at this party both envied and despised her. They coveted her looks but sneered at her lower status. Bessie knew they probably wanted Dickie for themselves, hating that an outsider like her was moving in on such a prized catch.

"You know how Hollywood is," the first woman continued, her voice lowering conspiratorially. "I heard she got those acting gigs on her knees. If you know what I mean."

"Gawk-gawk-gawk!" The second woman made obscene choking sounds imitating oral sex.

Bessie's cheeks burned with humiliation. She pressed her forehead against the cool wood of the stall door, willing herself not to cry.

"It's a shame, really," the first woman continued. "Dickie Jones has been infatuated with her since they were kids."

"Maybe he just wants to fuck her," the second woman suggested crudely.

"Well, that's all she's good for, isn't it?"

Their voices faded as they left the bathroom, leaving Bessie alone with her shame and self-doubt.

Bessie held herself still for a long moment, steadying her breath. She willed herself not to cry. Grandmother Elisabeth's voice echoed in her mind, strong and proud-- "You're a Lacerda, girl. Never let them see you doubt yourself."

Bessie lifted her chin defiantly. Those pathetic gossips didn't know her. Their shitty opinions meant nothing!

Bessie glanced at her phone again, Kaleo's number still highlighted. With a sharp shake of her head, Bessie closed the app. Kaleo wasn't what she needed right now.

Everything she required was already inside her.

Bessie exited the stall, her heels clicking against the marble floor as she approached the sink. She studied her reflection critically, patting cool water on her neck and cleavage. A few deft touches fixed her makeup, erasing any trace of distress.

As she gazed at herself, a slow smile spread across Bessie's face. She was stunning, and she knew it. Her green eyes gleamed with renewed confidence, her golden hair falling in perfect waves over her shoulders. The black dress hugged every curve, accentuating her assets in a way that was both classy and undeniably sexy.

"You're the most beautiful woman at this party," Bessie told her reflection. "Why shouldn't you hold your head high?"

Bessie straightened her back. She smoothed down her dress, letting her hands trace over her full breasts, her flat belly, her wide hips.

"Fuck those bitches," Bessie growled.

With one last approving nod, Bessie turned and strode towards the door. She paused, hand on the handle, and took a deep breath. Then, still smiling, she stepped back into the glittering ballroom.


Chapter 13



Kaleo

I stood at the edge of the saltwater pool. The night air was warm against my skin. Tiki torches flickered, casting jittery shadows across the water. Moonlight bathed the scene in a soft, silver glow.

My eyes locked onto a familiar figure at the far end of the pool. Red hair. Pale skin. Slim figure. Full breasts.

My breath caught in my throat.

Cathy.

My ex-wife sat alone. She wore a loose, see-through gown draped over her bikini. Her wet hair twisted over one shoulder, droplets glistening in the torchlight. She sipped from a glass I knew contained a diet cola.

Memories flooded back--

Cathy's high, tinkling laughter.

The way her eyes crinkled when she smiled.

The softness of her skin under my fingertips.

But then, like a punch to the gut, I remembered her letter. The one that arrived while I was still behind bars. Divorce papers.

The bitter taste of betrayal rose in my throat.

What the hell was she doing here in Hawaii?

I couldn't keep lurking in the shadows like some creep. Taking a deep breath, I stepped out of the darkness and made my way toward her.

My heart pounded with each step. What would I say? What could I say after all this time?

As I got closer, I noticed the slight tremor in her hand as she raised the glass to her lips. She hadn't seen me yet. I took a moment to steady myself.

"Cathy," I said, my voice rougher than I intended.

She turned, green eyes widening.

"Kal? Oh my god."

Cathy stood, hesitating. Her eyes darted between my face and the ground, uncertainty flashing across her features. I remained still, letting her make the choice. After all, she'd asked for this meeting, not me.

Suddenly, as if throwing caution to the wind, she stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me. I breathed in the familiar scent of her. My body tensed, memories flooding back unbidden.

I controlled my emotions, returning her hug politely. When she pulled away, her eyes searched mine. I kept my gaze cool and distant. A small nod from her acknowledged the space between us.

"You look terrific, Kal," she said, her voice soft.

"You look well," I replied, noting the twist of red hair falling past her shoulders. "You've let your hair grow out."

"It takes more time to care for, but it's worth it."

Silence stretched between us as we looked each other over. Cathy's smile never faltered, but I kept my face carefully neutral.

"I can't believe it's been three years," she murmured. "Will you sit with me?"

We took our seats by the pool. A waiter approached, asking if I wanted a drink.

"Just sparkling water, thanks."

As the waiter left, Cathy turned to me.

"Thank you for coming on such short notice."

"Of course," I replied.

Another awkward pause settled over us. I watched as Cathy's eyes swept over the saltwater pool, taking in the lush surroundings.

"I arrived this morning, and I'm already in love with the islands," she sighed. "It's just as beautiful as you always said."

"Why are you here, Cathy?" I asked, cutting to the chase.

She turned back to me, a hint of nervousness in her smile.

"Business. But I also wanted to look you up."

"How'd you find me?"

"I checked with your parole officer," she admitted. "I hope that's okay."

I shrugged, unsure how I felt about that.

"So, how are you settling in at the Lacerda Estate?" she asked, changing the subject. I read a little about it online."

"It's full of challenges," I replied carefully. "But satisfying. My new job keeps me busy."

"I'm glad to hear that, Kal."

"I go by Kaleo now."

"Ah. Okay. Kaleo it is."

Again, the silence stretched between us.

"How have you been?" I finally asked.

Cathy hesitated, her fingers fidgeting with the stem of her glass.

"Things haven't been easy since... well, since we last saw each other."

"Yeah, well, things haven't exactly been a picnic for me either," I snapped, bitterness creeping into my voice.

Cathy flinched at my tone, and I immediately regretted it.

"I know. I'm so sorry, Kal... Kaleo."

"I shouldn't have spoken to you like that," I said more gently.

"I understand. Really, I do."

"Anyway, things are better. What happened, that's all behind me now. I'm happy for a second chance here in my home state."

"I'm truly glad to hear you're doing well, Kaleo," Cathy said, her voice soft and sincere.

"So, what about these difficulties you mentioned?"

Cathy sipped her diet cola, gathering her thoughts. The waiter returned with my sparkling water, placing it on the table between us. We waited in silence until he left.

"I got divorced from Warren," Cathy finally said.

"What? Why?"

She shrugged, her eyes distant.

"We were never really right for each other. It was best we went our separate ways."

I struggled to process this information. Warren had been the "perfect" guy her father approved of, the one she'd left me for.

"Dad was more upset about it than I was," Cathy continued. "He really liked Warren."

A bitter taste rose in my throat.

"How is your father doing?"

"Not well, to be frank. He's been having heart problems. Probably from stress."

Despite my lingering resentment towards the man, I felt a twinge of concern.

"What's causing the stress?"

"His business suffered during the pandemic and never really rebounded," Cathy explained. "He's struggling financially now."

"I'm sorry to hear that."

I meant what I said. But deep down, a part of me couldn't help but feel a twisted satisfaction. Her father had encouraged Cathy to divorce me. He had pushed her towards Warren.

Now look where they all were.

I immediately felt guilty for the thought. Whatever had happened between us, I didn't want anyone to suffer. Still, the bitterness lingered, a reminder of old wounds that hadn't fully healed.

Cathy's eyes met mine, a mix of emotions swirling in their green depths.

"It's so good to see you again, Kaleo. I want you to know that even though I stopped communicating, you were always in my thoughts."

I nodded, unsure how to respond.

"I heard about your struggles after your release," she continued. "Friends told me you were living in your truck, doing odd jobs."

"Yeah," I confirmed, my voice gruff. "It was a difficult time."

"I regret not contacting you then. I have so many regrets about our divorce."

"I do too," I admitted.

"My biggest regret is abandoning you while you were in prison," she said quietly. "Especially since you were defending me from a predator. I knew it was wrong, but my father insisted. And Warren was such a comfort at the time. I should have been stronger. I should have done what was right instead of what was easy."

As Cathy's distress grew, I felt a familiar stirring of affection. Memories flooded back-- how deeply in love we'd been, the life we'd built together. Despite everything that had happened, seeing her upset wasn't what I wanted.

I reached out, gently touching her arm.

"Cathy, what's done is done. We can't change the past."

She looked up at me, tears glistening in her eyes. I felt my resolve weakening. No matter what had transpired between us, a part of me still cared for her.

"I know," she whispered. "But I needed you to know how sorry I am."

I nodded, feeling the weight of our shared history.

"I appreciate that, Cathy. I really do."

"I also need you to know... that I still love you."

I sat in stunned silence, trying to process Cathy's words. She still loved me? My mind reeled.

"Kaleo," Cathy said softly, "I can see the doubt in your eyes. I understand why you might not believe me."

She reached out, taking my hand in hers. Her touch sent a jolt through me, awakening long-buried feelings.

"I tracked you down and flew across the ocean just so I could tell you face to face that I still love you," she continued, her voice trembling with emotion.

Cathy lifted my hand to her lips, pressing a gentle kiss against my knuckles. The familiar softness of her lips made my pulse race.

"Is there any part of you that might still love me?" she asked, her green eyes searching mine.

I opened my mouth, but no words came out. What could I say? Seeing Cathy again had thrown me completely off balance. Her declaration of love was something I'd fantasized about countless times since our divorce, but I'd never truly believed it could happen.

Now that it had, I found myself at a loss. Did I still love her? Could I trust her again after everything that had happened?

Before I could form a response, a couple plopped down in the chairs next to us. They were laughing loudly and shouting at the waiter in Russian, shattering the intimate moment.

Irritation flashed through me. I stood up abruptly, helping Cathy to her feet.

"Let's go for a walk on the beach," I said, desperate for some privacy to sort out my thoughts.

I led Cathy down to the beach, the crusted sand crunching beneath our feet. Moonlight bathed the shore in a pale glow, calm waves lapping gently at the sand.

Cathy's hand slipped into mine, her fingers intertwining with my own. She held on tight as if afraid I might disappear.

We did not speak as we walked. Music drifted to us. In the distance, the resort's main ballroom was blazing with light. I'd noticed the ballroom had been closed for a private party when I first arrived at Koa Woods.

A few people in fancy clothes were clustered outside the ballroom. Their laughter as they vaped and smoked hung in the night air. I wondered what kind of people were gathered there and what they were doing in their lavish ballroom.

Cathy squeezed my hand. I glanced at her in the darkness, her face illuminated by the moonlight. Despite the years that had passed, Cathy's features were achingly familiar. Her touch, so comforting, still made me tingle.

Nearly two decades of marriage had forged a powerful bond between us. Being with her again, I felt all the old emotions come rushing back.

As we walked, Cathy's voice broke the silence.

"Remember our first date, Kaleo? That walk along the shore on the Washington Coast?"

"How could I forget?"

"It was October," she continued, her voice soft with nostalgia. "The wind off the ocean was icy and the water was gray and violent as it crashed against the shore. Those petrified driftwood trees looked like dinosaur bones littering the rocky beach."

"So different from Hawaii," I murmured.

"We were so happy together."

"We were."

"I want more days like that, Kaleo," Cathy said suddenly, stopping and turning to face me. "More time together. I... I came here on a one-way ticket. I don't plan on going back to Seattle."

"Why?"

"Because I want to stay here and build a life. With you."

Before I could respond, Cathy's lips crashed into mine. She kissed me hard, her arms wrapping around me tightly.

I hesitated for a moment, unsure if this was the right thing to do. But the familiar warmth and softness of Cathy overwhelmed me.

I kissed her back, my hands tangling in her red hair. The years melted away and suddenly we were young and in love again.

Cathy broke the kiss, breathless.

"Come back to my room at the resort," she whispered. "I want you to fuck me like you did when we were married. I've missed you so much, Kaleo. I can't wait to have you inside me again."


Chapter 14



Bessie

"Well? What do you think?" Dickie asked.

Bessie didn't reply. She couldn’t find any words to say.

Bessie and Dickie were alone in a small conference room adjacent to the main ballroom. The conference room was elegantly furnished with tasteful Hawaiian art adorning the walls. Through the closed doors, the muted sounds of the cocktail party drifted through the air.

But Bessie was oblivious to her surroundings. Instead, her eyes were fixed on the model in front of her. It was a highly detailed, 3D-printed model of the Lacerda Estate. Spread across the large conference table, the model was accurately scaled right down to the cliffs surrounding Shark Cove.

But this wasn't the Lacerda Estate that Bessie had always known. Instead, it was how the estate would look after it had been transformed into one of Dickie's luxury resorts.

Bessie stared at the model, her mouth agape. Her heart raced as she took in every detail of the miniature representation of her childhood home now transformed into something unrecognizable. The familiar contours of the land were there, but everything else had been erased and replaced.

She leaned in closer, her eyes darting from one new structure to another. The modern resort buildings loomed over the landscape, dwarfing the Main House and Gardener's House which now seemed like quaint relics. A water park styled to look like a natural waterfall and a multi-tiered pond sprawled across what used to be her mother's prized orchards.

Bessie’s gaze lingered on the luxury guest houses perched along the cliffs. They seemed to cling to the edge as if one powerful gust of wind might send them tumbling into Shark Cove below.

"Dickie, what is this?" Bessie finally managed to whisper, her voice barely audible.

"This, my dear, is the future of Lacerda Estate," Dickie replied, his tone brimming with pride. "Imagine it! A world-class 5-star resort right here on your property. It'll be the crown jewel of Kauai."

Bessie's fingers traced the outline of the Main House and Gardener's House, the only familiar element left in this alien landscape. She felt a lump forming in her throat as she realized the full scope of what Dickie was proposing.

"But the cabins, the fields... they're all gone," she murmured, more to herself than to Dickie.

"Progress, Bessie. This is what progress looks like.” Dickie placed his hand on her shoulder. "Think of the jobs it'll create, the tourism it'll bring to the area. Your family's legacy will live on. Just reimagined for the modern era."

Dickie took Bessie by the waist as he pointed to the cove.

"Do you see it? The elevator? That will be the centerpiece of the resort. A huge glass elevator to take people from the estate down into Shark Cove, all in modern convenience and luxury. Imagine riding a glass box down the cliffs! It will be glorious, a real money-making attraction!"

"Dickie..."

"And here on the south edge of the cove, we're going to build zip lines and a bungee jumping platform. Guests will access it through a skybridge we're going to build straight from the resort to the edge of the cove. We've already planned to demolish and grade the cliff tops to make a smooth access road."

"Dickie, stop."

"And in the cove itself we're going to build a viewing station underwater,” Dickie continued excitedly, oblivious to Bessie’s growing horror. “I’ve got the top engineering firms to come up with an idea to dredge a section of the reef and submerge a luxury platform complete with glass from floor to ceiling. Imagine having weddings beneath the sea, with sharks swimming above you--"

"Dickie, stop!"

Bessie's raised voice seemed to startle Dickie from his excited visions. Bessie shrugged off his arm, still unable to tear her eyes away from the model. Every detail seemed to mock her efforts to preserve the estate. The water park where she used to play as a child, the resort buildings overshadowing the house her great-great-grandfather built with his own hands. And the hideous elevator, like some glass and steel parasite clinging to the cliffs.

Bessie took a deep breath, trying to steady herself. Her hands trembled as she gripped the edge of the table.

"Why are you showing me this, Dickie?"

"I want you to see that I've thought of everything. The future of Lacerda Estate is secure in my hands. All you need to do is sign the papers to sell to Jones Development Corporation."

Bessie's stomach churned at his words.

"I'll take care of everything," Dickie continued, his voice smooth as silk. "You can even contribute ideas for attractions. How about parasailing? We could build a pier right down the center of Shark Cove."

"A pier in Shark Cove?"

“Why not?”

Bessie glared down at the model, noting its intricacy.

"This must have taken a lot of research. How long have you been planning this?"

"I started when I heard you'd returned from Los Angeles,” Dickie confessed. “The model took months to build. The design alone cost me fifty grand. None of that mattered. I just wanted to prove to you that I had a powerful vision for the estate. A vision I want you to be part of, Bessie."

Bessie closed her eyes, a searing pain tearing through her head as she imagined the estate ripped apart and rebuilt into Dickie's vision. It felt like a violation, a desecration of everything she held dear. The thought of bulldozers tearing into the land, of concrete being poured over the sacred ground where generations of her family had lived and loved, made Bessie physically ill.

She opened her eyes, fighting back tears. The model before her now seemed like a sick parody of her beloved home. Every new structure, every proposed "improvement" felt like a knife twisting in her gut.

“This will never happen,” Bessie whispered.

“It will, I promise! Have some faith in me, Bessie. I’ve done this kind of development before. I know what I am doing. I want you to trust me, babe.”

“That’s not what I meant--”

"Most of all," Dickie continued, ignoring her protest. “I want you to come home. Come home to me, to the life we were supposed to have before you ran away. Come home to where you belong."

Dickie put his hands on Bessie's shoulder and turned her to face him.

"I forgive you, Bessie."

Bessie stared at him, utterly confused.

"Forgive me? For what?"

"For leaving," Dickie said with a frown. "For abandoning your responsibilities to chase some bullshit fantasy on the mainland."

"Dickie--"

Dickie shushed Bessie, pressing a finger to her lips, silencing her.

"And I forgive you for fucking that ex-con kanaka maoli," he whispered. "Because I understand you, Bessie. I understand you better than you understand yourself. You were lost, but now I've found you. And I forgive you for being a whore. With me, you'll become a good woman again. I promise you that. Everything in your past will be redeemed by me."

Bessie's mind reeled from Dickie's words. Before she could respond, he leaned in and kissed her. His lips pressed against hers, forceful and demanding. Bessie froze, her body rigid with shock.

Dickie's tongue forced its way into her mouth as his hands gripped her breasts roughly. He pushed her against the wall, his other hand sliding under her skirt. When his fingers slid between her legs, Bessie jolted from her stunned state.

"Stop!" she shouted, shoving him off with all her strength. "Get off me!"

Dickie stumbled back, his face a mask of wounded surprise.

"What's wrong?"

"I don't want this!” Bessie said, her voice shaking.

"But why did you come to the party?" Dickie asked, bewildered. "Don't you want to sell the estate and start our life together?"

Bessie stared at him, incredulous at his assumptions.

"I came because I wanted to see the choices you were offering me," she said, her voice growing stronger. "I'm desperate to save the estate. But not desperate enough to see it destroyed."

"Destroyed?" Dickie said. "I'll preserve the Main House and the Gardener's House."

Bessie pointed at the model, her hand trembling.

"You'll destroy the land and turn it into an artificial world for artificial people," she spat. "That's not preservation, Dickie. That's obliteration."

"Bessie, listen," Dickie said, his tone softening. "We can change the resort to suit your taste. I'm fine with a more understated approach, one that's more respectful of the surroundings and that promotes Hawaiian culture. We can work together to create a shared vision for the estate."

His soothing words washed over her, but Bessie felt unmoved. She shook her head slowly.

"Dickie, my vision for the estate is much different than yours. Our two separate visions cannot be reconciled."

Dickie's face darkened, his features twisting into an ugly scowl.

"And what about us?" he growled. "We can't be married if we're in conflict over the estate."

At first, Bessie just stared at him, her mouth hanging open in shock. The audacity of his assumption stunned her into silence.

Is this man insane?

Finally, she found her voice.

"There is no 'us,' Dickie," Bessie said firmly. "And there never will be. I did love you once, years ago. But I don't love you now. And I certainly never will again."

Dickie's eyes flashed with anger.

"You don't mean that," he sneered.

"I do mean it," Bessie assured him, her voice steady and resolute. "Thank you for inviting me to the cocktail party, Dickie. I think it's time for me to leave."

With that, Bessie turned and headed for the door, her heart pounding but her resolve steadfast.

"And how will you pay your taxes?" Dickie demanded. "They are due in a month. How will you get $16 million?"

Bessie halted, her hand on the doorknob.

"I don't know," she admitted. "The KaMOA Act⁠—"

"The KaMOA Act is a fucking joke!"

Bessie flinched at Dickie's harsh voice. He glared at her, his eyes wild.

Bessie returned his stare, her pulse hammering in her ears. Dickie’s face had contorted into an ugly mask of rage, his eyes blazing with fury.

"Do you actually think you can save the estate without me?" he demanded.

"I'll find a way.”

"You're acting like a fool!" Dickie shouted. "Just as stubborn and stupid as when you ran away to Los Angeles. Now your stubbornness will cost you the estate!"

His words frightened her, but Bessie stood her ground. Dickie's tirade continued, growing more vicious with each passing moment.

"You may look like a woman, but inside you're still just a foolish, spoiled brat. A brat who can't stop spreading her legs for some filthy native scumbag like Kaleo!"

"I've heard enough!” Bessie said.

How had she ever loved this man? Bessie saw him for what he was. She reached for the door, desperate to escape.

Dickie slammed the door shut. Bessie jumped, her heart racing with fear, as Dickie blocked her exit.

"You silly brat," Dickie hissed. "You have no idea how the real world works. Why do you think the estate lost its Historical Status in the first place? Did you think it was an act of God?"

Bessie stared at him, confused and scared.

"Use your head for once in your life!" Dickie yelled. "Why do you think Historical Status was taken away by the politicians and bureaucrats when they had never done it before? Think, Bessie! Who could make them do that?”

As the realization hit her, Bessie felt the blood drain from her face. She gazed at Dickie in shock, unable to believe what he was implying.

"You?" she gasped.

Dickie nodded, his voice savage as he confirmed her worst fears.

"That's right. I pressured the right people and made it happen."

Bessie's head spun as the full weight of Dickie's betrayal crashed down on her.

"It was me that got your status revoked. And it was me who made sure the estate was reclassified so that it had to pay back all those years of property taxes. Just like it is me that cut the repayment date to 30 days."

"Why?" Bessie gasped. "Why are you doing this?"

"Because I love you, you silly brat!" Dickie gripped her shoulders, his hands digging into her flesh. "I love you and I know what is best for you. I will give you the future that you deserve. You and me, together. Like we were meant to be."

He leaned in for another kiss. Bessie turned her face away.

"Let me go!” she said.

"Bessie--"

"Let me go or I'll scream! I'll scream so fucking loud the whole fucking cocktail party will come running! Is that what you want, Dickie? To have your guests come running here? To have your dear father come running to save me from his shithead son?"

Dickie's grip tightened, his face contorting. For a moment, Bessie was sure he was going to hit her in the face. She braced herself, getting ready for a blow that did not come.

"Whore," Dickie spat at her as he released her from his grip. "You're nothing without me. Go back to your ex-con!"

Bessie rubbed her shoulders, the pain from Dickie's fingers digging into her was sure to leave bruises. She took her time smoothing down her dress, her eyes locked on Dickie's.

"Goodby, Dickie. Please don't ever contact me again."

Bessie opened the door, letting the cool night air wash over her.

"You'll regret this," Dickie warned.

Bessie didn't bother to reply. She stepped out into the night, slamming the door closed behind her.


Chapter 15



Kaleo

I hadn't seen Cathy in three years. I'd thought about her almost every day, wondering how my ex-wife was doing in her new marriage, her new life.

Now Cathy was on her knees in front of me, gurgling happily as I face-fucked her. Her makeup was smeared, tears mixing with mascara in black streaks down her face, thick ropes of saliva stretched from my cock to her chin.

I slapped her cheeks with my cock and she moaned, her eyes shining with pleasure.

"You still like it rough, don't you, Cathy?" I growled, pulling her hair back, exposing her neck.

My ex-wife nodded eagerly, as I knew she would. I slapped her again, harder. She whimpered, a mix of pain and pleasure, and I could feel her trembling.

I knew how she liked it. Almost two decades of marriage had taught me well. I stroked her neck, my thumb digging into the flesh.

"Harder?" I asked.

She begged for it. So I gave it to her, using my weight to push her down as I slapped her again and again.

"More," she urged me. "Harder!"

I tossed her onto the bed and she bounced, a sexy, willing plaything for me. Spreading her legs, I dived between them, my mouth seeking her most sensitive spot.

"Still got that clit piercing, slut?"

"Yes, Sir. Always, Sir."

My tongue flicked against her clit piercing, and she groaned, her head thrown back, the cords in her neck straining. I smirked, tasting her, knowing she was still the same Cathy, my Cathy, a slut for me and me alone.

"Beg for it," I ordered, and she did.

"My cock, slut. Tell me you want it."

She did, begging, pleading, calling me "Sir".

After three years apart, I knew Cathy was still mine. I gave her what she craved, thrusting deep into her wetness. The bed squealed beneath us as I pounded into her, my balls slapping against her ass.

"Choke me, Sir!" she begged.

I obliged, my hand squeezing her throat as I pounded her pussy. Her eyes rolled back and she screamed that she was cumming. I didn't let up, fucking her through her orgasm.

Her whole body thrashed as she came, squirting all over me, soaking the sheets. I felt my release building and then I was cumming too, my hot load filling her dripping pussy.

I stood over her, spent. Squirt and sperm and sticky pussy juices coated my cock.

"Clean it off, slut."

Cathy didn't hesitate to lick my cock clean. I ran my hands through her red hair.

"Good girl," I murmured. "You're my good slut. Did your hubby Warren ever fuck you so good?"

"No, Sir. Never, Sir. No one fucks me like you do, Sir."

"I know," I laughed. "You flew three thousand miles just to get a taste of my dick again, didn't you?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Well, I need a shower after all that. Get those sheets stripped and tell room service to bring fresh linen. Then join me in the shower."

"Yes, Sir."

"First, show me that ass."

Cathy suppressed a smile as she offered me her butt. She breathed in heavily, anticipating the hard smack I knew she was craving. Instead, I gave her cheeks a friendly squeeze.

The look of disappointment in her eyes made me laugh. She'd come to me thinking she knew how everything would go? A few surprises would let my ex-wife know things had changed. It would keep Cathy on her toes.

I headed into the shower and relaxed beneath the warm spray. Cathy joined me after a few minutes. We lathered each other's bodies and pressed close as we rinsed off.

Every curve of Cathy's body was known to me. Holding her again after three years felt so right, like no time had passed at all.

We dried off and stepped out of the bathroom. A room service cart piled with fresh fruit and beverages had been left just inside the door. Clean sheets were stacked on the cart's lower shelf.

"I ordered some snacks along with the new sheets," Cathy told me. "I thought we could both use some refreshment."

"Fantastic idea."

Still naked, we settled down with the cart at the room's dining table. I grinned as Cathy fed me chunks of pineapple and watermelon.

"I need to eat more fruit," Cathy said as she popped a grape into her mouth. "Too much processed food."

"You look amazing," I told her honestly.

"Thank you."

We shared a warm smile. While fucking, Cathy needed me to dominate and control her, to punish her so she could cum. But outside of sex, we'd always been equal partners in our marriage.

Mutual respect was something we constantly worked on. Keeping those two aspects of our relationship separate was how our marriage had lasted for two decades.

I looked over at Cathy, drinking in her lovely face. God, she was still beautiful. My chest ached as I remembered the life we'd shared.

Could we have that again? Was it possible?

Cathy met my gaze, her expression open and honest. There was no deception there, just raw vulnerability.

"Did you really come on a one-way ticket?" I asked.

"I did. As soon as I filed the divorce papers, I left Seattle. My father tried to stop me," Cathy's voice cracked. "But I had to find you, Kaleo. I've felt broken without you. I want to be right again."

I didn't respond. What could I say? Cathy reached out, patting my hand gently.

"I know this is a big surprise," she said. "I don't expect you to make a decision right away. But Kaleo, we belong together. You know it too. I can see it in your eyes when you look at me."

"Am I that transparent?"

"You always were. To me, at least. It's why I fell in love with you from the first moment we met. That day when I brought you water as you mowed my father's lawn? I knew at that moment that we were going to be married."

"I had no idea," I laughed.

"Just imagine us together again," Cathy continued, her voice soft and dreamy. "Far away from Seattle, from my father. The two of us, making a life in paradise."

"Cathy, you're right. I'm still stunned at seeing you again. Taking you to bed again. All this is happening too fast. I need to think things over."

"Of course," she assured me. "Take your time. I'll be here when you're ready."

I nodded, still trying to come to grips with seeing Cathy again. She fed me another piece of pineapple, the tart sweetness making me sigh with satisfaction.

"So what's your typical day like at the Lacerda Estate?"

I shrugged. I could understand her interest in my job. For some reason, though, I was reluctant to talk about the estate with Cathy. My life there with Bessie and Alana and Sam and all the rest felt like something I wanted to keep close, to guard.

"It varies from day to day," I said. "We recently installed several wifi security cameras."

"Quite a change from when you were running your own construction business."

"Night and day," I admitted. "But I enjoy doing the work myself instead of doing so much paperwork."

"You always were good with your hands," Cathy teased, kissing my finger.

I could feel my cock stirring again. Cathy's naked body was a delight. Her full breasts with their small pink nipples, her flat belly, the dull gleam of her clit piercing nestled in her thatch of bright red pubic hair. It was all so familiar and still so alluring. Despite our struggles, my sexual desire for her had never dimmed. I knew she felt the same way about me.

"What about you?" I asked, shifting the focus from my arousal to more practical matters. "Hawaii is an expensive place to live. If you are staying, how are you going to make a living?"

"I thought I'd do what I did in Seattle."

"Run an office?'

"I have lots of experience with real estate."

"You do," I acknowledged. "But Hawaii is a very competitive real estate market. It's dominated by several large realtors. Getting into one of them would be very difficult."

Cathy gave me a mischievous grin.

"I might have an opportunity lined up," she said.

"Really?"

Cathy stood and pushed the cart aside. Her eyes still locked on mine, she got on her knees before me. Cathy pushed my thighs apart, settling herself between my legs.

"I missed your cock so much," she said, her fingers tracing through my pubic hair. "It felt so good getting fucked by you again."

"We always were good together," I said, stroking her thick hair.

"And we can be again. Especially if this opportunity works out."

"Tell me about it."

Cathy kissed my inner thigh, making me twitch. My cock hardened as she held her face over it, her hot breath washing over me.

"It's a chance to work for a huge developer here in Hawaii. I'd manage the branch office in Hilo for a few years. Just until I was familiar with the workings of the company. And then I would transfer to the main headquarters in Honolulu."

"That sounds amazing."

"It really is."

"How'd you find this opportunity?"

Cathy kissed my swelling cockhead, her tongue lapping slowly back and forth across the tip.

"It just sort of fell into my lap," she teased.

I chuckled, then inhaled sharply as Cathy took my cockhead into her mouth, sucking on it like a lollipop.

"We could move to Hilo together," Cathy murmured around my cock. "You could find a job with one of the construction firms that work with the company. How does that sound?"

"It sounds really nice."

Visions of Cathy and me living together again flooded my mind. I could imagine the two of us resuming our marriage on the Big Island of Hawaii. The construction trades always needed experienced management and planning.

I groaned as Cathy took my cock into her mouth, her head slowly bobbing up and down as she worked my rigid tool, her tongue lapping across my cockhead as she cupped my balls in her hand.

"What company are you working with?" I asked.

Cathy lifted her head from my dick. A single strand of saliva glistened on her chin. She blinked up at me, an anxious look on her face.

"Jones Development Corporation," Cathy whispered.

My guts froze like I had swallowed ice cubes. I stared down at Cathy, my face blank and uncomprehending.

"Jones Development?" I asked. "Are you serious? Do you know who they are?"

"I know they are the biggest developer in Hawaii."

"They're also the ones trying to buy out the Lacerda Estate! It's run by a guy named Dickie. He's a goddamn villain!"

"He's not," Cathy said. "Dickie Jones is a very caring man, Kaleo."

The pain in my guts twisted like an icy knife.

"You know Dickie Jones?" I asked.

"Of course," Cathy said quietly. "He's the one who brought me here."

I pushed my chair back and stood, my erection already wilting. Cathy looked up at me, licking her lips in anxiety.

"What the fuck is going on?" I demanded. "What do you have going with Dickie Jones?"

"Nothing yet," Cathy said. "Just an offer. A brilliant offer that could secure our future, Kaleo."

"What offer?"

"A managerial job at JDC for me and a construction job for you with an established contractor. Dickie's even offered to let us stay in one of his beachside properties rent-free!"

"And what do you have to do to get all this?" I demanded.

"Not me, Kaleo. You."

I drew in a ragged breath. My hands were balled into fists, the image of Dickie's smirking face still fresh in my memory.

"What does he want from me?" I asked.

"Nothing much. Just quit your job at the Lacerda Estate."

"Just quit?"

"Quit... and sign a declaration."

"What declaration?"

"A declaration to the Legislature. It will say you were hired under false pretenses in order for Bessie Lacerda to illegally apply for the KaMOA Act. It will affirm that Ms. Lacerda is a fraud. That's all."

"That's all!?" I shouted. "He wants me to lie? He wants me to fucking destroy Bessie?"

"You're taking this all wrong!" Cathy said, getting to her feet. "Dickie is trying to help Ms. Lacerda. He explained it all to me. Your boss is too stubborn for her own good. Dickie is going to save her from herself."

I shook my head in disbelief. Cathy reached out for me, but I stepped away from her.

"So all that talk about you still loving me. All of that was bullshit. Wasn't it, Cathy?"

"No! I meant every word."

"I. Don't. Believe. You."

Cathy clutched at my arm.

"Kal—"

"It's Kaleo," I snarled. "And take your hands off me. Now."

Cathy released my arm. She folded her arms across her chest, biting her fingernail as I hurriedly put on my clothes.

"Kaleo, stop! Just stop and think! When Dickie Jones contacted me out of the blue, I didn't want anything to do with him. But what he is offering me, what he is offering us, is too good to pass up! We can establish ourselves here in Hawaii and start a new life together."

"Do you honestly think Dickie Jones gives a shit about you, Cathy? He's just using you to get to me. And he wants to use me to get to Bessie!"

"So what? Why should you care about Bessie Lacerda? Who is she to you?"

I didn't reply. Cathy let out an exasperated breath.

"Oh my god, Kal. Are you sleeping with her? In a relationship with a woman who is young enough to be your daughter?"

She waited for a reply, but I didn't give her one. Her eyes narrowed as she glared at me.

"Jesus Christ, Kal. Are you in love with this fucking bitch?"

"Don't talk about Bessie like that."

"Answer the question. Are you in love with her?"

I turned away. I was too afraid of the words that might come out of my mouth if I spoke. All I knew was that I wouldn't betray Bessie like that. Not for Cathy and certainly not for Dickie Jones.

"You can't just walk away, Kal!"

"Watch me."

"But Dickie has also promised to bail out my father's business!" Cathy cried out as I headed for the door. "I'm begging you. If you still have any feelings for me, please consider Dickie's offer."

I paused at the door, my hand on the doorknob. I looked back at Cathy, taking in one last glimpse of my ex-wife.

"Please, Kal!" she begged. "Please!"

"My name is Kaleo," I said. "And I don't know who you are."

Cathy called out to me as I opened the door. Her cries followed me as I stepped out into the night.

My heart aching, I shut the door firmly behind me.


Chapter 16



Kaleo

I sat in the back of the rideshare, staring out the window. The passing landscape was a blur of streetlights and quiet houses, all mixing together in the darkness.

I had the same driver as last time. The inside of the minivan was hot and reeked of the cough drops he sucked on. I felt like I was choking so I rolled down the window, desperate for some fresh air to clear my head.

The driver glanced at me in the rearview mirror. He was annoyed, but I couldn't bring myself to care. My thoughts kept circling back to Cathy, to our encounter, to the flood of old feelings that had rushed back.

The way she'd fallen back into her role as my submissive slut, her orgasms, the connection between us-- it had all felt so real. And maybe it was. Maybe Cathy did still have feelings for me.

But that didn't change the fact that she was here because of Dickie.

Dickie fucking Jones. Fuck. How could I have been so stupid?

The rage building inside me threatened to boil over. What kind of man digs into someone's past, finds their ex-wife, and uses her as a pawn in his sick game? All to get his hands on his ex-fiancée's property?

I clenched my fists, fighting the urge to punch something. I'd been such an idiot to even briefly entertain the idea of getting back together with Cathy. As if the past could be erased so easily.

As we approached the Lacerda Estate, I leaned forward.

"Let me out at the front entrance," I told the driver.

He pulled over to the side of the road and I got out. It felt good to be out of the minivan, standing on my own two feet again. The minivan's headlights swept over me as it reversed out and left me in the dark.

The night air was cool and smelled of the ocean. I could see the lights from the Main House in the distance. I needed the walk up that long driveway to calm down and get my mind in order.

I started walking up the driveway. My eyes strained in the darkness, the gravel crunching beneath my feet. At first, I could barely make out the road in the dim moonlight. But as I kept moving, my vision slowly adjusted and the shadows took shape-- the cliffs around the estate, the outline of trees, the curve of the path ahead.

It struck me then how much this was like life itself. The more time you spent in a place, the clearer things became. Your sight adjusted to the new conditions and suddenly you could see what was hidden before.

Hawaii. The estate. Bessie.

It felt like it was all coming into focus, like a life I could see as a real thing. But now it all was in jeopardy. What could I do to secure it?

I shook my head, trying to clear the fog of confusion. Cathy's face flashed in my mind, but I pushed the thought away. Dwelling on my ex-wife wouldn't do me any good. After tonight, she'd never be part of my life again. That chapter was closed for good.

The lights of the Main House drew closer, a guide in the darkness. I forced my rushing thoughts to slow down, focusing instead on the moment.

One step at a time.

With each step, I felt my mind clearing. The emotional chaos of the night began to fade, replaced by a sense of purpose. Cathy was not my failure, she was my warning.

No more letting the past weigh me down.

The Main House loomed ahead. There was so much promise in that old building. There was so much potential in the land around it and the cove below. The estate was soaked in history, but it was the future of the place that hung by a thread.

As I stepped closer to the Main House, a shock darted through me. Bessie's minivan stood parked haphazardly in front of the porch, its usual spot by the side of the house vacant. The driver's side door was wide open, the interior lights glowing dimly in the night.

"What the hell?" I muttered under my breath.

My heart pounded as I jogged toward the minivan, scanning the surroundings for any sign of Bessie. I peered inside the minivan, but it was empty, just a couple of cloth grocery bags on the floor, a water bottle rolling around. Nothing seemed out of place except for Bessie's absence.

Then I noticed it-- a gas can resting on the porch, cap removed. Next to it lay a box of matches, wooden matches spilling out and scattered across the porch.

Panic gripped me as I rushed toward the Main House.

"Bessie!" I called out.

My voice echoed in the night's stillness. The polished front door stood wide open. Inside, the lights were all turned on.

"Bessie! Where are you?"

I dashed through the entrance and scanned the living room. Empty.

"Bessie!"

I rushed up the stairs two at a time. I pushed open her bedroom door, nothing but silence greeted me. The bed was made, untouched since she had left that morning. Fear settled deeper in my chest.

I went from room to room but found nothing. I frantically searched the bathrooms, even pulling back the shower curtain to check the stall. Each empty space ramped up my anxiety until it felt suffocating.

I barreled back downstairs and stepped onto the porch again.

"Bessie!"

My shout ripped through the night air. No response came back, only an unsettling stillness that made my skin crawl.

I paced along the porch railing, scanning for movement in the darkness beyond. Nothing stirred.

The abandoned minivan. The gas can and matches. Something was horribly wrong with all of this. I had to find Bessie and figure out what was going on.

"Bessie!" I shouted again, voice cracking.

Where was she? I turned and sprinted towards the Gardener's House. The memory of finding Bessie asleep in my bed flashed through my mind. Maybe she was there again, safe and sound.

As I approached, I saw the door standing open, light spilling out onto the dirt. My stomach twisted with dread. I went through the small house, but it was empty, my bed undisturbed.

Not knowing what else to do, I headed for the stairs leading down to the cove. As I stepped out of the side door, my foot slipped on a piece of fabric.

Puzzled, I reached down and pulled up a black dress I had never seen before. I held it to my nose, smelling Bessie's scent on the fabric.

My imagination went wild. Terrible images ran through my head.

"Bessie!" I called out again.

Suddenly, I froze. There in the darkness, I saw a figure.

It was Bessie. She was naked, slumped against the railing, her head lolled to one side. Soft snores escaped her lips. A bottle of vodka dangled from her fingers.

Relief washed over me, quickly followed by concern. I knelt beside her.

"Bessie," I said softly, touching her arm.

She didn't respond, lost in a drunken stupor. I tried shaking her gently, but she only mumbled incoherently. The reek of alcohol was overwhelming.

Carefully, I pried the vodka bottle from her hand and set it aside. Then I gathered her into my arms, cradling her against my chest as I lifted her from the ground.

As I carried her back to the Gardener's House, Bessie instinctively wrapped her arms around my neck. Her breath was hot against my skin, each exhale laced with the sharp tang of vodka.

I carried Bessie into the Gardener's House and gently laid her on my bed. As I set her down, her eyes fluttered open, staring up at me with a glazed, unfocused look.

The soft glow from my bedside lamp illuminated her features. I was startled by her face. Bessie was wearing more makeup than I'd ever seen before-- mascara, blush, lipstick. All of it was smeared, tear tracks cutting through the foundation on her cheeks.

"Kaleo?" she croaked, her voice hoarse and raw.

I brushed a few strands of blonde hair from her face.

"I'm here, Bessie."

"What... where am I?"

"You're in my bed. I found you passed out on the stairs and carried you in."

A small, sad smile tugged at her lips.

"You're always catching me from falling. Just like the day we first met."

"You didn't fall this time," I assured her. "You were just resting at the top of the stairs."

A horrible thought struck me then. Why had Bessie gone to those stairs at the top of the cliffs? Was she considering hurting herself? The idea chilled me to my bones.

"Bessie, what's going on?" I asked quietly. "How much did you have to drink? Why are you naked?"

"Not wearing that stupid dress again," she mumbled. "Stupid goddamn Hollywood dress."

"Okay," I soothed her, trying not to smile. "No more dress."

She muttered something else, her words slurring together. I leaned closer to hear.

"Say that again," I urged her.

"If I can't have the estate," she said, "then Dickie can't either!"

I exhaled slowly, thinking of the gas can and matches on the porch. Did Bessie almost set the Main House ablaze?

"Bessie, where did you go tonight? What happened with Dickie?"

At the mention of his name, Bessie's face crumpled. She reached up, grabbing my shirt and pulling me down. I found myself enveloped in her arms as she buried her face against my chest, her body wracked with sobs.

"He can't have it!" Bessie screamed. "It's my home. He can't fucking have it!"

I held Bessie tight, my hand gently stroking her hair as she sobbed against my chest. Her tears and makeup smeared across my shirt.

"I'm here," I assured her. "I'm right here, Bessie."

Gradually, her sobs subsided, replaced by shaky breaths. Her grip on me loosened, but she didn't pull away. I continued to hold her, waiting until her breathing steadied before speaking.

"Bessie," I said softly. "What happened?"

She took a deep breath, her voice muffled against my chest.

"I thought... I thought I was doing what was best for the estate. I didn't have any options left. Dickie was my only chance."

I felt her tense up, her fingers digging into my back.

"I thought maybe... maybe I was meant to be with Dickie all along?" She sounded uncertain, almost afraid. "I thought maybe I was running away from the life that was meant for me. So I went to see him, to see him in his world."

Bessie pulled back slightly, her tear-stained face looking up at me.

"And it was horrible, Kaleo! I felt like I was drowning when I was with Dickie, drowning under all the fake smiles and expensive gowns worn by people who despised me."

Her eyes widened, a fresh wave of panic washing over her face.

"And the model! It was like something out of a nightmare! He wants to destroy everything!"

I had no idea what model Bessie was talking about, but I knew better than to interrupt. She needed to get this out.

"Everything I love about this place," she continued, her voice rising. "The beauty, the history, the connection to nature. He wants to tear it all down and replace it with some soulless fucking monstrosity!"

Bessie's words dissolved into sobs again. I pulled her close once more, letting her cry against my chest. I didn't understand everything she was saying, but the pain in her voice was unmistakable.

Whatever had happened with Dickie tonight had shaken Bessie to her core.

"I've got you," I told her. "I'm here for you."

Bessie kissed my neck and held my hand to her heaving chest. Her eyes sought mine as she clutched at my chest.

"You've always been there for me, Kaleo. Like no other man has. Tonight, with Dickie... it just made everything so clear." She took a shaky breath. "I can't go back to my old life after meeting you. I just can't. Because... I love you, Kaleo."

Her words hung in the air between us. She looked up at me, her eyes searching mine.

"Do you... do you feel the same way about me?" she asked.

I gazed at this beautiful woman in my arms, so much younger than me. In our short time together, we'd already experienced so much. From the moment she first fell into my lap, I'd wanted Bessie to be mine.

But did I love her?

Cathy's face flashed in my mind, her eyes pleading as she begged me to stay, to build a new life with her. It was an offer I should have jumped at-- money, security, a life with a woman I had once loved so deeply.

Cathy had offered me all that. And I'd walked away.

Why?

In my heart, I knew the answer. Bessie was the reason I'd turned Cathy down. Because I could never hurt Bessie.

Because I loved her.

Taking a deep breath, I pressed my forehead to hers. We gazed into each other's eyes, the silence of the night enveloping us.

"I love you too, Bessie," I said softly.

Fresh tears spilled from her eyes. But this time they were tears of joy. She pulled me close, clinging to me fiercely.

"Kaleo," she whispered.

She didn't have to say anything else. Just hearing my name from her lips was enough for me.

I fetched one of my shirts from the dresser and helped Bessie put it on, covering herself. Then I climbed into bed beside her, wrapping my arms around her.

"Sleep now," I urged gently. "We'll figure everything out tomorrow. Okay?"

"Okay. Good night, my love."

Bessie nestled against me, her body relaxing as exhaustion took over. I held her as she drifted off to sleep, her breathing becoming slow and steady.

I stared up at the ceiling, my mind churning. I knew I'd crossed a threshold with Bessie. There was no going back after tonight.

Enormous debts, legal challenges, and a powerful enemy were all working against us. The future had never been so uncertain.

But whatever happened next, we'd face it together.


Chapter 17



Kaleo

I woke suddenly, my eyes snapping open. Something had startled me from sleep, but I didn't know what. I waited and listened, trying to get my bearings.

Early morning sunlight streamed through the window. The gentle whir of the fan provided a soothing white noise. The fan's breeze had carried me through the nights since I first arrived at the estate. It had become like an old friend.

The simple things in life.

Bessie was still pressed against me, her arms wrapped tightly around my torso. She snored softly, lost in a deep sleep.

I frowned up at the ceiling. I couldn't pinpoint what had jolted me awake. But as I lay there holding Bessie, I found myself not caring.

The events of last night came rushing back to me. Our confessions to each other, the raw emotion in Bessie's voice as she told me she loved me. Me, answering her with my true feelings.

I stroked her hair gently. My heart ached as I thought about how close to the edge Bessie had been last night. Burning down the house? It seemed so unlike the woman I knew. I couldn't imagine Bessie doing such a terrible thing.

And worse. Finding her so close to the edge of the cliffs? The thought made my stomach twist into knots.

I knew I needed to address it with her, but carefully. Her emotional state was fragile. That she drank so much showed the depths she had fallen to. The last thing I wanted was to push her away when she needed support the most.

I pressed a soft kiss to her forehead, my chest tight with emotion. This young woman had claimed my heart. After the slow death of being in prison and having nowhere to go, Bessie made me feel alive again. I wanted nothing more than to protect her, to help her through whatever darkness she was facing.

But first, we'd have to deal with the aftermath of whatever had happened with Dickie. I'd need to tread lightly and be gentle with her as we--

A loud bang from the Main House cut through my thoughts. My body tensed, instantly alert. Then came a muffled shout. It was a male voice, one that I recognized immediately.

Dickie.

I felt a dull rage flaring inside me. Cathy's face again rose up in my mind. He'd brought my ex-wife to the islands to get her to bribe me to betray Bessie.

It was a sick thing to do, something only a corrupt piece of shit would even consider. To Dickie, Cathy was just a tool to use against me. To him, I was just an obstacle to be removed with some cash.

But it wasn't just what Dickie did to me that made me furious. Something awful had happened between Bessie and Dickie, something that drove Bessie to consider burning down the estate... or doing something even more drastic.

Whatever Dickie did or said to Bessie, I knew I had to keep her safe from him so he couldn't hurt her again.

Gently, I removed myself from Bessie's grasp. She muttered a bit but didn't wake up, still deep in sleep. Laying in my bed, Bessie looked so peaceful. I drew the sheet over her, tucking it under her chin. I kissed her cheek one more time, then headed outside.

I heard Dickie shouting again, "Bessie! Where are you?"

I rounded the corner and saw him standing on the porch. He was holding a manila folder in his hand.

"I have the offer," he shouted up at the Main House. "You are going to fucking sign it right now!"

"She does not want to see you," I said.

Dickie turned, his eyes fastening on me. Contempt curled his lip. He stepped off the porch. We faced each other, tension filling the air between us.

"Where is she?" Dickie demanded, his face flushed with anger.

I stood my ground, crossing my arms over my chest.

"I told you she doesn't want to see you."

Dickie's eyes narrowed.

"You dirty old man. Is she in your filthy bed?"

"You need to get the hell out of here, brah."

"Not before I see that dumb bitch."

Dickie took a step towards the Gardener's House. I stepped in his way.

"You're not going to see her," I warned him.

"What, you think you can swoop in and play hero?"

I felt my fists clench at my sides, but I forced myself to stay calm.

"This isn't about me, Dickie. It's about Bessie. And right now, she needs space."

Dickie laughed harshly.

"Space? She needs to face reality. This estate is going under. I'm offering her the only way out."

"She doesn't want anything to do with you."

"She doesn't know what she wants! She's a dumb blonde who needs a man to put her silly life in order. That man is me. He's always been me! Now step aside."

"Or what?" I asked quietly.

"Or I'll fucking move you aside," Dickie said.

"You think you can move me?" I answered, not bothering to hide my grin.

For a moment, Dickie's confidence seemed to waver. But then he spat in the dirt and lifted his chin. His face was twitching in an ugly sneer.

"So how was she?" he asked quietly. "Cathy, I mean. That's her name, right? Cathy, short for Catherine? I gotta admit, she's a hot piece of ass, Kaleo. Especially for an older bitch."

I took a deep breath, controlling the anger inside me.

"She told me you brought her here," I said. "To try to get me to backstab Bessie? You sick, pathetic piece of crap."

"It was an advantageous offer, dummy! Way better than anything you could ever get for yourself. And Cathy actually cares for you. You two were married, for Christ's sake! Take the offer and go make a life with her."

"Fuck your offer," I said. "You think you can just buy anyone with your money? Not everyone is for sale, Dickie."

"Maybe," he laughed. "But I can tell you that your Cathy was definitely for sale. When I contacted her through my real estate connections, she jumped at the chance to come here. Her father's business was about to go bankrupt and her marriage was finished. She would do anything to save herself."

"I don't want to hear it. Cathy is nothing to me anymore."

"I fucked her, you know," Dickie said. "Your sweet little wifey was ready to do anything for my money. Including spreading her legs for me. That red bush of hers really is something, isn't it? And that clit piercing? So trashy. She said you loved it. I can see why. Like I said, Cathy is a hot piece of ass. You should marry her again. Regardless, I was happy to dump my cum in her pretty little cunt. How's it feel knowing you got my sloppy seconds?"

"Like I said, she's nothing to me."

"You fucked my ex so I fucked yours. Fair is fair, isn't it? Twenty years is a long time. You and her had a whole life together."

"That doesn't mean anything to me."

"I have a history with Bessie. She tell you about me?"

"She doesn't have to," I said. "I can see what you are all on my own."

"I was her first, you know. I'm the one who busted her open. My cock was the first one in all three of her holes. I'm the one who turned that dumb brat into a real woman."

"Whatever story you want to tell yourself, go tell it somewhere else."

"She's going to be my wife," Dickie said. "She's going to have my babies. Nothing you can do to stop that, Kal."

Dickie spitting my name out like that was the final straw. The anger inside me had turned into a white-hot fury. My whole body was thrumming with rage as my pulse roared in my ears. My vision had narrowed down to Dickie's smug face, everything else fading into background static.

"Get the hell out of here," I said. "Last warning."

"Last warning?" Dickie mocked. "No, this is the real warning, you dumb shit. If you touch me, I'll have you back in prison so fast, your head will spin. Now move aside, you stupid fucking kanaka!"

Dickie stepped to me. I didn't move. We squared up. Dickie tried to stare me down, but I could see the fear in his eyes.

Despite the hard front he was putting on, Dickie was soft. He was used to bullying people with his money. Facing up to a man who didn't give a shit about his wallet was an unfamiliar experience for Dickie.

"Move," he growled.

"No."

Dickie's eyes suddenly looked over my shoulder. A big, shit-eating grin broke out on his face.

"Good morning, Bessie!" he called out. "I've got some papers that require your signature!"

I turned to tell Bessie to go back inside the house. It took me less than a second to register that Bessie wasn't there, but that was all the time Dickie needed.

Dickie slammed his fist into my jaw, sending me reeling. On the mainland, it was called a sucker punch. In Hawaii, we called it a "false crack".

Whatever name you used, I was stupid to have fallen for such an old trick.

But I wasn't the only stupid one.

Instead of following up and pounding the hell out of me while I was stunned, Dickie was standing back, admiring his work. He seemed to think one punch would be enough to put me out of the fight.

He was wrong.

I waded forward, my head still spinning from the sucker punch. Dickie shuffled back, his chin tucked, his guard up. I could tell by the way he moved that Dickie had some boxing training. Probably had a trainer at his gym to help hit the heavy bag, maybe even do some light sparring.

But this wasn't a boxing match.

I flicked a jab to distract Dickie then immediately shot in and wrapped my arms around his waist, tackling Dickie to the ground. Dickie was solidly built, his muscles gym-toned and strong. I landed on top of him with my full weight, driving him into the dirt as hard as I could.

Dickie let out a loud grunt as he slammed onto the ground. I straddled him, pinning him down. He waved his arms in front of his face, trying to defend himself. I aimed between his flailing hands and began methodically punching Dickie in the face.

My fists connected with his nose and I felt the satisfying crunch of cartilage giving way. Blood spurted, coating my knuckles. Dickie's groans of pain filled my ears, fueling my rage. I lost myself in the rhythm of my punches, savoring each impact.

But I got sloppy and forgot to stay alert.

Suddenly, a handful of dirt hit my face. I lurched back, blinded and gasping. The grit scraped my eyeballs, sending searing pain through my skull.

Dickie bucked hard, throwing me off. I rolled on the ground, desperately trying to clear my vision.

A vicious kick slammed into my ribs. Pain exploded through my body.

I grunted, reaching out blindly to grab him. Another kick caught me in the side. The air rushed out of my lungs.

I collapsed on my belly, gasping in pain. Time seemed to slow as pain and fear twisted through my whole body. Through blinded eyes, I made out Dickie's blurry form looming over me.

I barely saw the kick aimed at my head and managed to turn aside. It caught my left shoulder instead. My left arm went numb, but I was able to grab Dickie's foot with my right hand.

Hanging on for dear life, I did an alligator roll. Dickie let out a dismayed groan as I dragged him down, rolling on top of him.

Still half-blind, I slammed my elbow into his face. Dickie whimpered. I brought my elbow down again, feeling teeth give way under the impact.

Working by touch, I wrapped my hands around Dickie's neck. I dug my thumbs into his throat and squeezed.

All the rage inside me flowed into my hands, tightening my grip. I let out a roar as I strangled Dickie, loving the way he flailed beneath me, his movements growing weaker.

I could feel the strength fading from him. I could choke him unconscious... and more. With all the pain Dickie had caused, didn't he deserve this? Why shouldn't I keep squeezing, going all the way?

But then I realized what I was about to do. I knew I wasn't a killer. As good as it felt to hurt Dickie, there was a line I knew I would never cross.

Forcing myself to let go of Dickie's throat, I climbed off him and got to my feet. Dickie wheezed and coughed, his bloody face twisted in pain.

"Get the fuck out of here," I said. "Bessie's done with you. So am I."

Without waiting for a reply, I stumbled back into the Gardener's House, locking the door behind me. Bessie was still passed out in bed.

I went into the bathroom and washed the dirt from my eyes. The pain in my torso was getting worse. I could see two huge bruises on my ribs darkening. I swallowed some aspirin for the pain.

I crawled back into bed with Bessie. She held me tight, still deep in sleep. As I lay there, I heard Dickie's car start and then drive away.

I gritted my teeth. My whole body felt like one giant bruise. My eyes still burned like they were on fire. My ribs might have been broken by Dickie's kicks. It hurt to breathe.

Holding Bessie made it all feel better. I rested my head on hers, burying my face in her golden hair. Slowly, my breathing steadied as the adrenaline faded and my body started to relax.

About an hour later, Bessie opened her eyes and looked up at me.

"What's that noise?" she asked groggily.

"Sirens," I told her. "The cops are here."

"What? Cops? Why?"

"They're here for me," I said softly.

Bessie blinked in confusion as I kissed her on her cheek and got out of bed.


Chapter 18



Kaleo

I stared up at the ceiling of the jail infirmary. It was painted in an industrial gray I knew all too well. It was the exact color of the prison walls where I served my time.

Did the state get a discount on "incarceration gray" paint? Were they trying to save taxpayer dollars? The thought made me chuckle, which I instantly regretted as my ribs screamed in protest.

Every breath felt like someone was jabbing a knife between my ribs. The kicks Dickie had landed on me had been solid thumpers. Luckily, nothing was broken, just badly bruised. Laughing hurt, but sneezing was pure torture.

My eyes were the worst, though. They were red, inflamed, and painful from all the dirt that had gotten into them during the fight.

The nurses gave me a bottle of eye rinse to soothe them. That helped a lot. The doctor told me I was lucky not to have gotten permanent eye damage.

"Yeah, but you should see the other guy," I joked.

The medical staff didn't find it funny. I guess working at a jail drained the humor from most people. I understood why.

My thoughts were interrupted by loud coughing from the bed next to me. I glanced over at Gerald, an old man who shared this small room with me. Like me, he was a native Hawaiian. Gerald had told me he was arrested for selling stolen goods at a swap meet.

"They give me medical care and food," Gerald had said with a wheezy chuckle. "Better than being out on the streets."

He had COPD and didn't seem to mind being in jail. For him, it meant access to medication and regular meals without having to scrape by on what little money he got each month.

I looked at Gerald and felt pity mixed with fear. Was this what awaited me if I let my life spiral out of control again? Violence and imprisonment had derailed my life once before. Now it had happened again.

I winced as I shifted in bed, trying to find a more comfortable position. Gerald coughed again, a harsh, rattling cough that made me cringe.

"Hang in there, old man," I said loudly.

Gerald turned his head slightly towards me and gave a faint smile.

"You too, bruddah," he replied between coughs.

I closed my eyes for a moment, letting the sounds of the infirmary wash past me-- Gerald's coughing, the distant murmur of guards talking outside, the occasional clank of metal doors closing somewhere down the hall. It was a grim reminder of where I was and how quickly things could fall apart.

My thoughts turned back to Bessie. I worried about her back at the estate. I never got to talk to her about why she was at the top of the stairs when I found her. More than my own situation, I was anxious that she was okay.

I'd told Bessie I loved her and I'd meant it. Her laughter, her touch... all of it felt so far away now. But in this bleak gray room with steel grating on the windows, thinking of Bessie gave me something to hold on to. Imagining holding her on the warm beach of Shark Cove was a welcome retreat from my surroundings.

The door creaked open, pulling me from my daydream. A nurse stepped in with a tray of medications for Gerald.

"Okay, Mr Brown, we got your meds!" said the nurse in the sing-song baby voice that people used when talking to confused elderly people.

As the nurse raised the head of Gerald's bed, I turned my face away to give the old man some privacy. I lay there, trying to ignore the throbbing pain in my body and the sinking feeling in my gut.

The Hawaiian justice system wouldn't look kindly on an ex-con violating his parole by assaulting someone. They'd especially not be lenient towards out-of-state visitors with a prior record. The local politicians had made it a point to treat mainlanders more harshly to discourage them from coming to the islands to do crimes.

And Dickie? He was practically royalty here. With his smashed face and smooth lies, I didn't stand a chance in the eyes of the authorities.

The bastard had played his cards well. He'd told the cops I jumped him while he was checking on his ex-fiancée, Bessie Lacerda. Said I tried to kill him before he fought me off and made his escape. Showed them the bruises on his neck to prove his story.

Bessie had tried her best to take my side, but she was still groggy from the night before. Her words didn't carry much weight against Dickie's lies. Rich and respected, he knew how to manipulate the situation to his advantage.

For a moment, I thought about the security cameras Bessie and I had set up. They must have caught the fight! But then I remembered Bessie had not yet signed up for cloud storage. The cameras were active, but their recordings were not being sent to remote storage.

In the end, it was Dickie's word against mine.

The outcome was easily predictable. The cops hadn't hesitated to haul me off to jail. An ex-con beating up one of Hawaii's business elite would not be taken lightly.

I was immediately booked and processed. The bruises and dirt in my eyes had earned me a trip to the infirmary, so I didn't have to spend the night in the main holding area. That was good.

The bad? I was arrested on a Saturday. That meant spending the weekend in jail before I could see a judge on Monday.

"What a way to spend my Sunday," I muttered.

I had a phone call with Bessie earlier. The call had been both a comfort and a torment. Bessie's voice was shaky and filled with worry. She promised to bail me out on Monday, but I was more concerned about her.

"Are you okay, Bessie?" I asked, ignoring the ache in my jaw as I spoke.

"I'm fine, Kaleo. It's you I'm worried about."

Before we hung up, she'd said those three words again.

"I love you, Kaleo."

I couldn't bring myself to say it back. Not here, not like this.

"I know you do, Bessie. Take care of yourself, okay?"

Now, lying in this sterile room, I wondered if I'd made a mistake. Maybe I should have told her I loved her too. But what good would it do? Love couldn't change the fact that I was back in a cell.

Maybe it would be better if Bessie just went on without me. She had so much to deal with, she didn't need me adding to her burdens. My time back in Hawaii was looking like a failure.

I closed my eyes, trying to block out the harsh fluorescent lights and the smell of disinfectant. My body wasn't the only thing that hurt.

The nurse finished with Gerald and turned her attention to me.

"How're you holding up?" she asked, her tone neutral.

"I've been better," I replied through gritted teeth.

She nodded sympathetically but didn't linger. She probably wanted to finish up quick and get home to her family. She could come and go as she pleased in this place. I envied her.

I dozed off and was awakened a few hours later by a guard shaking my shoulder. I thought he was bringing me dinner, but I couldn't see any food cart.

"Get up," he said. "You got a visitor."

I didn't argue. I got out of bed and shuffled down the hallway with the guard. I don't know how she managed it, but Bessie must have found a way to visit me outside of visiting hours.

But it wasn't Bessie waiting for me in the small visiting room.

It was Dickie.

He grinned up at me. One eye was swollen shut. Dickie's nose had been reset and he wore a bandage over it. His lips were split and crusted with scabs. Emergency caps had been placed over his broken teeth.

A man in a suit was seated at the table next to Dickie. He had the unmistakable bearing of a lawyer.

"Please sit down, Mr. Akuma," the lawyer said, gesturing at an empty seat. "You can leave us, Nate."

Nate must have been the guard's name. To my surprise, he left the room, closing the door behind him.

"What is this?" I asked suspiciously.

"I'll explain it all in a moment," the lawyer said. "If you'll please just sit?"

With a last look back at the closed door, I settled into the seat across the table from Dickie and his lawyer. The two stared at me as if I were some kind of specimen to be examined.

"What is this?" I repeated.

"Think of it as a negotiation," the lawyer said. "It's actually not a negotiation, but it may make you more comfortable to think of it in those terms."

"You look good," I said to Dickie, ignoring his lawyer. "Black and blue are your colors."

"Fuck you," Dickie said, his words slurred by his broken teeth. "You're the one in jail, bitch."

"Provoking Mr. Jones is unnecessary and unproductive," the lawyer sighed. "We're here to get some business done. If we behave like civilized people, we can all leave this room having mutually benefited ourselves."

I glared at Dickie across the table, my fists clenched under the cold metal surface. The lawyer set his briefcase down with a soft thud and pulled out a sheet of paper. He slid it towards me.

I ignored the paper, my gaze still locked on Dickie.

"A false crack and throwing dirt in my eyes?" I asked quietly, my voice dripping with contempt. "Just showed what a pussy you are."

Dickie shrugged, wincing slightly at the movement.

"You should never have come back to Hawaii, Kaleo."

The lawyer cleared his throat.

"Gentlemen, please. Let's be rational about this." He gestured to the paper. "Mr. Akuma, if you'd just look at the document?"

"What is it?"

"Just read it," the lawyer urged. "Please."

Reluctantly, I picked up the paper and scanned its contents. With each line, my anger grew hotter, threatening to boil over. I set it down and stared at Dickie, my jaw clenched so tight it hurt.

"You must be fucking joking," I said.

"We need your signature on this document, Mr. Akuma."

I laughed bitterly, shaking my head in disbelief.

"I already told Cathy that I wouldn't sign your bullshit statement condemning Bessie. Or tell lies about her hiring me."

"You don't have a choice," Dickie said, that smug smile back on his split lips.

"Please consider your situation," the lawyer said, talking as if he were lecturing a schoolboy. "You are an ex-con from out of state. You assaulted and grievously injured my client, Richard Jones. Mr. Jones is one of the most respected men in Hawaii. Your appearance before the judge tomorrow will not go well, I assure you. Because of the violence you inflicted, you will be denied bail. I will see to that myself. You know the terms of your parole?"

"Of course I do."

"So you know that violating your parole with a violent crime will be punished quite harshly. You'll be spending a significant amount of time here in jail, just awaiting trial. But that can all be avoided."

"And it all goes away if I sign this statement, right?"

"It does," the lawyer confirmed. "My client will drop all charges and you will be released. We'll even give you a one-way ticket back to Seattle."

"Seattle? No, I'm staying in Hawaii."

"I'm afraid not, Mr. Akuma. Your time in the islands is over. You will leave and never return. If you do come back, you'll be immediately arrested. Again."

"You should have taken the deal I gave to your ex-wife," Dickie said. "I went to a lot of trouble to find her and bring her here. You could have had a good job and a nice place to live. Now you don't get any of that. Just your release and a plane ride back to where you came from."

"I got the pleasure of smashing your face in," I reminded Dickie.

"And look where it got you," Dickie laughed.

"Think carefully, Mr. Akuma. If we walk out of this room without that signed statement, then the full weight of the law will fall upon you tomorrow. You will be spending a very long time behind bars. Or you can sign and walk away. Leave all this trouble behind and start again back in Seattle."

"Cathy might even take you back," Dickie said. "I'll keep my word to her and pay off her father's debt. She'll be grateful. Maybe the two of you can reunite like some goddamn Hallmark movie."

A heavy weight settled in my guts. I stared down at the paper. It was a lie, all of it. And it would destroy Bessie's chance of saving the estate.

But what choice did I have? Bessie was already screwed with the back taxes, not to mention all the repairs the estate needed. I could not help her with any of that.

I could only help myself.

The lawyer saw the look on my face. He slid a fancy fountain pen across the table to me. I picked it up, feeling the weight of it in my grip.

Dickie and his lawyer exchanged satisfied glances. They knew I was trapped. They knew I had only one way out.

The sharp clack of a woman's heels echoed distantly from outside. They were getting closer. Dickie and his lawyer heard it too.

"That's the warden coming," the lawyer said. "If she gets here before you sign, the deal is off. You'll be stuck in this jail, Mr. Akuma."

"This is your last chance," Dickie hissed. "Don't be a fool! Sign the statement!"

Sign the statement and get on with my life? Fly back to Seattle and try to pick up the pieces with Cathy? Forget I had ever been back to Hawaii? Forget about Alana and Sam? Forget about the dream of Hanau Hou at the Lacerda Estate?

Forget about Bessie?

"No," I murmured.

I couldn't forget Bessie.

I love her.

I set the pen down. As Dickie and his lawyer watched in dismay, I tore up the statement and threw the pieces down on the table.

"You stupid fucking kanaka," Dickie spat.

The sharp click of heels stopped outside the door. The door swung open. I stood up, ready for the warden to take me back to the infirmary, back to my life behind bars.

But it wasn't the warden standing in the doorway.

It was Janet.

"Senator Brooks," said the lawyer. "What are you doing here?"

Janet glared at the lawyer, then turned her gaze to Dickie. The intensity of her anger matched the intensity of my surprise as I looked at her.

"Mr. Akuma is an innocent man," Janet said, her voice icy. "As you well know. Here's his release papers."

She slapped a folder on the table.

"Come with me, Kaleo," Janet said, taking my arm. "Let's get you home."


Chapter 19



Kaleo

I winced as Bessie squeezed me tight, crushing me in her arms.

"Easy, Bessie. My ribs are still pretty tender."

"Oh, sorry!"

Bessie loosened her grip around my torso and I let out a sigh of relief.

"I'm just so happy that you're home."

"Me too," I said.

We sat together on the porch of the Main House, enjoying the cool evening shade. Bessie perched on the armrest of my chair, her arms draped around my shoulders. Alana and Sam stood nearby, holding hands. Janet leaned against the railing, her arms crossed.

"How are you feeling, Zaddy?" Sam asked.

"Beat up," I admitted. "Dickie got me good with those kicks."

"That punk false cracked you like a little bitch!" Alana scoffed. "Then he threw dirt in your eyes when you was giving him dirty lickings."

"You saw all that on video?" I asked.

"We all did," Sam said.

Bessie squeezed my shoulder.

"Remember those wifi cameras we installed?" Bessie asked. "They weren't linked to the cloud, but they still had MicroSD cards inside. Only 512 MB for low-res video backup. I remembered that after you got arrested. I pulled the cards right away."

"Good thinking," Sam said.

"At first I was worried," Bessie continued. "The two cameras facing where you guys were hadn't formatted their cards, so they didn't record anything. But remember the camera that I used to talk to you so we could test the speaker? I must have activated its file system because that third card had a blurry recording of the fight. Low res and a bad angle, but it clearly showed Dickie sucker punching you. That was all I needed."

"Lucky break," I said, shaking my head. "I thought I was done."

"I wasn't going to let them keep you," Bessie said fiercely.

"I know," I said, squeezing her hand. "So what happened then?"

"I was so relieved to have the video, but I didn't know what to do with it," Bessie said. "Then I thought of Janet."

"I was surprised to get a call from Bessie on a Saturday afternoon," Janet said. "My staff and I were actually in the middle of investigating some shady business connected to Dickie and a few local politicians."

"I was so shaken up," Bessie continued. "Janet had to calm me down over the phone just to understand what was going on. When I finally explained, she told me to make a copy of the video file and drive to her senate office right away."

"Bessie did everything right. We went over the video together. I immediately called the police to get them to release Kaleo. They refused, saying it would have to wait until Monday when the judge was available." Janet scowled. "The police were probably influenced by Dickie's stature among Kauai's business elite."

"No surprise there," Alana grumbled. "The cops are tight with Jones Development Corporation. JDC donates to their charity and throws a party at their resorts every year for the police union. Some officers even moonlight in the private police force for the resorts."

"Sounds like you were stuck," I said.

"Janet didn't let that stop her," Bessie said. "She was relentless!"

Janet blushed as Bessie, Alana, and Sam gave her admiring gazes.

"I'm used to being dismissed by others," Janet said with a shrug. "The police response didn't deter me one bit."

Janet leaned forward, a mischievous glint in her eye.

"As luck would have it, I'm friends with the judge assigned to your case. I went to law school with him and helped him prepare for the bar exam. So, bright and early Sunday morning, I showed up at my old friend's house."

I chuckled, imagining Janet ambushing some poor judge on his day off.

"He'd just finished his morning jog," Janet continued. "We watched the video while sipping banana smoothies his wife made for us."

"Cozy," Sam chuckled.

"The evidence was clear as day," Janet said. "I asked the judge for a favor. He happily agreed to write an emergency order for your immediate release. While the judge was writing up the order, I called the jail and told them to prepare you for release."

"That's probably how Dickie found out," Bessie said. "He's tight with local law enforcement."

"Makes sense," Janet agreed. "Dickie and his lawyer rushed to the jail to try and get you to sign that statement before I could get you out of there."

Bessie turned to me, eyes shining.

"I heard you tore up the statement," she whispered.

"I did. I'd never do something like that to hurt you, Bessie."

Bessie hugged me and planted a soft kiss on my cheek. I patted her arm affectionately, savoring her warmth against me.

"So what happens now?" Alana asked.

"The charges against Kaleo will be dropped," Janet replied confidently. "There's no case here."

"But there is a case!" Alana's eyes flashed. "Kaleo should file charges against that punk Dickie. He false cracked him first!"

"Yeah," Sam agreed, nodding vigorously.

"You should file charges, Kaleo. But..." Bessie bit her lip. "I'm worried about Dickie's business connections, money, and political power."

"That's the problem!" Alana said, her voice rising. "People like Dickie never face consequences. Rich men like him are destroying Hawaii!"

"I agree, Alana," Janet said grimly. "I deal with men like Dickie all the time. Abusive men who deserve to have their faces smashed in as Kaleo did to Dickie. But Kaleo, I'd like you to hold off on filing charges for now."

"Why's that?"

"You can use the threat of charges as leverage," Janet said in a low voice.

"What do you mean?" Sam and Bessie asked in unison.

"I'm uncovering some very questionable activity between Dickie and the Legislature," Janet confided. "I can't guarantee anything, but I have a hunch that this could uncover a major scandal. One that might reset Bessie's whole situation."

I felt Bessie stiffen beside me.

"Really?" Bessie breathed.

"Let's not get ahead of ourselves," Janet cautioned. "We need to wait until I find out more. Dickie admitting he got your Historical Status revoked is a good start. But there's a lot more than that in his closet, I'm betting. If what I suspect happened with Dickie and the Legislature is true, Kaleo pressing charges may be an extra tool to make some changes."

"If it might help Bessie, then I'll hold off charges," I said.

Janet gave me a nod of approval.

"I need to get back home. Busy day tomorrow with these inquiries into Dickie." Janet chuckled. "Plus, I owe the judge a lilikoi cake for working on a weekend."

I got to my feet as Janet gathered her folders and papers. My body protested, but I ignored the pain. I wrapped her in a hug, careful not to crush her papers.

"Thank you for everything, Janet. I don't know how to repay you."

"You've rescued me twice already, Kaleo. Once from Alofa and again from that Portuguese man o'war."

Janet leaned in and kissed my cheek. As she stepped back, I noticed a flush creeping up her neck. She looked as flustered as she had on the beach after our first kiss.

"Aloha everyone," she said, her voice a touch breathier than usual. "I'll be in touch with Bessie when I know more."

We watched as Janet got into her car and drove off. The quiet murmur of the estate settled over us. We could hear the waves crashing below and the wind sighing through the cliffs.

I looked at the three women around me. Bessie, Alana, and Sam. My heart swelled.

"It's good to be home."

"Of course it is!" Alana cocked her head. "You hungry, tutu?"

"Starving."

"I've got a frozen lasagna I can put in the oven," Bessie said.

"Nah, no need," Sam interjected. "Alana and I will drive into Mano Kai and get some Mexican food from that new pop-up restaurant. They've got great reviews online, especially for their fish tacos."

"That sounds delicious," I said, my stomach rumbling. "Let me grab some cash--"

Alana's hand connected with my arm in a playful slap.

"No way. Sam and I are treating tonight."

"Those Russian tourists cause headaches, but they tip good!" Sam laughed.

The two girls got into their battered hatchback and drove off, leaving Bessie and me alone on the porch. I settled back into my chair, wincing slightly as my bruised body protested. Bessie gently lowered herself onto my lap, wrapping her arms around me. Her warmth was a comfort to my aching muscles.

"I'm so glad you're home," Bessie murmured, her voice thick with emotion. "And I'm so sorry I got you involved in all this mess with Dickie."

"You have nothing to be sorry for, Bessie. I promised to help you all I could. And that's exactly what I'm doing."

"It's good not to be alone in this."

"You'll always have me on your side, Bessie. Always."

Our lips met in a tender kiss, conveying more than words ever could.

"And don't forget, you've got Senator Brooks working for you too."

"Janet's been amazing," Bessie said enthusiastically. "She was always a good friend to my grandmother, but I think her crush on you is probably extra motivation."

"She's very resourceful. A good ally. And you've got Alana and Sam too."

"You have no idea," Bessie sighed. "When I got home from seeing Janet, they were just coming up from Shark Cove after surfing. They asked where you were and I... I just broke down."

My arms tightened around her instinctively.

"They were amazing," Bessie continued. "They comforted me, staying the night at the Main House, making sure I was okay."

"They're good people."

"They are," Bessie agreed, resting her head on my shoulder.

I held Bessie close, savoring the feel of her body against mine. Her words echoed in my mind.

It's good to have you home.

Home. Was that what the Lacerda Estate had become for me?

The thought filled me with a mix of hope and uncertainty. I'd spent so long feeling adrift, never truly belonging anywhere. But here, on this beautiful patch of Kauai, I felt a sense of peace I hadn't known in years.

I pressed my lips to Bessie's neck, breathing in her scent. The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the estate grounds, painting everything in warm, golden hues. A gentle breeze carried the scent of plumeria flowers from the side of the house.

My mind wandered to my vision of Hanau Hou. I could see it so clearly, the estate transformed into a living, breathing celebration of Hawaiian culture and history.

And not just a museum piece but a vibrant living refuge. A place where traditional practices could thrive alongside modern, sustainable innovations. A model for how indigenous values could shape a better future for Hawaii.

The weight of Bessie in my arms grounded me, reminding me of the very real challenges we faced. Could we really save this place from Dickie and his corporate vultures? The odds seemed stacked against us, but I'd faced worse. With Bessie by my side, I felt like anything was possible.

"Kaleo?" Bessie's voice pulled me from my thoughts.

"Hmm?"

"I have something to tell you."

"What is it?"

Bessie bit her lip, a hint of nervousness in her eyes.

"It's about Alana and Sam. I... I have a confession to make."

I looked into Bessie's green eyes. For a brief moment, I was reminded of Cathy's desperate gaze as she begged me to accept Dickie's sick offer.

I pushed the thought aside, focusing on Bessie. She looked troubled, and I braced myself for bad news.

"What could you possibly have to confess?" I asked gently.

Bessie took a shaky breath. She licked her lips nervously.

"Last night, I was so shaken about everything. Waking up to the police hauling you away, them dismissing my questions. I was confused, hungover, and felt so alone."

She paused, her voice trembling.

"After I took the video to Janet and the cops refused to release you, I was desperate and scared. I felt like it was all my fault you got hurt and might be sent back to prison. It was like the night before when I ran away from Dickie. I got drunk and stood at the top of the stairs, looking down at Shark Cove. I thought about... bad things. I was so scared."

I tightened my grip on her, remembering how I'd found her at the stairs.

"I was scared too, Bessie. Scared when I saw that gas can on the porch. And even more scared when I found you by the stairs, naked and alone."

"But then I woke up and I was in your arms!" Bessie said. "Safe and protected. When I got back from Janet's office, all those feelings came rushing back. Having Alana and Sam there was such a comfort. I missed you so much, so I... I took shelter in their arms, seeking comfort to get me through the night."

Bessie looked at me, her eyes shining.

"Kaleo, I... I had sex with Alana and Sam last night. Are you angry?"

I was taken aback by Bessie's confession. I hadn't realized she was attracted to Alana and Sam. But as I looked into her eyes, brimming with worry and guilt, I knew I couldn't be angry.

"Bessie, it's okay," I said softly, stroking her hair. "You're not wrong for seeking comfort. Alana and Sam are good people. I'm glad they were there for you when I couldn't be."

Relief washed over her face. She snuggled close to me, her head on my shoulder.

"They told me about you three. That it was more than just sex. They have real feelings for you, Kaleo."

I nodded, unsure how to respond.

"It hurt at first," Bessie continued, her voice barely above a whisper. "Thinking of you with them. But I understand. I see how much you care for them, especially Alana. You share a bond because of your Hawaiian heritage."

Bessie paused, swallowing hard.

"Sometimes I feel jealous of that bond, knowing I can never share it with you."

I winced at her words. I opened my mouth to reassure her, but she pressed on.

"But last night, as we lay there together, I realized something. We all share a bond-- you. You are our bond, Kaleo. You bring us together, hold us together. I never want to lose that. So I made a choice to keep that bond alive."

"What do you mean?" I asked, confused.

Bessie took a deep breath.

"Dickie wanted to own me, to make me submit my life to him completely. I could never live like that. And I realize... I don't want to own you either. I'm okay with you continuing your relationship with Sam and Alana or anyone else. I want you to be free, even while we are together."

"Bessie..."

"No, you don't have to say anything. Just tell me you love me."

"I love you, Bessie."

"I know." She smiled softly. "All I ask is that you keep me as your true love."

"Always," I promised, pulling her close.

Our lips met in a tender kiss, sealing our bond with each other.


Chapter 20



Kaleo

I finished the last sip of my Kona coffee, savoring the rich flavor. Sitting around the dining table were Bessie, Sam, and Alana. The remains of our meal lay scattered across the table.

I patted my stomach contentedly.

"You girls were right about those Mexican tacos. Delicious."

"And that flan for dessert?" Bessie said. "As good as any I had in Los Angeles."

"They were locals who had family from Mexico," Alana said. "All this was from their family's recipes."

"I hope the pop-up becomes permanent," Sam chimed in. "Mano Kai could use more places like that."

"We need more businesses, period," Alana said. "Locals shouldn't have to drive so far just to go to work at the resorts."

"Well said, darling." Sam smacked her lips after her last bite of flan, then sipped her lychee water. "Anyone want to share a cigar? I've got a nice one in my purse."

"Ugh, those stinky things." Alana wrinkled her nose. "I make her brush her teeth after."

Sam laughed, planting a kiss on Alana's cheek.

"The sacrifices we make for love, right?"

As Sam walked to the fridge for more lychee water, Alana gave her ass a playful squeeze.

"How are your ribs feeling, Kaleo?" Bessie asked. "Did eating make them sore?"

I opened my mouth to answer, but before I could get a word out, Sam's shout cut through the air.

"Oh my god!"

We all jumped, startled by her outburst. Sam stood frozen, staring out the kitchen window.

"What is it?" I asked.

"Everyone needs to go outside right now!" Sam insisted, her voice urgent.

"Why? What's going on?" Bessie asked, alarm creeping into her tone.

Sam just shook her head.

"You have to see for yourselves. Come on!"

I followed Sam out the kitchen door, Bessie and Alana trailing behind me. As we rushed toward the steps overlooking Shark Cove, an image flashed through my mind of Bessie, naked and alone at the top of those very stairs. My blood ran cold for a moment.

Then I saw what had caught Sam's attention.

Below us, the waters of Shark Cove were dark beneath the moonlight. But running through the waters were streams of shining blue light. Where the waves crashed, the whitewash glowed with an otherworldly blue brilliance.

Sam pointed, her voice filled with awe.

"Look at that bioluminescence!"

We stood there, speechless, watching the cove swirl with streams and clouds of blue light. It was like nothing I'd ever seen.

"Bessie," I whispered. "Have you ever seen this in Shark Cove before?"

She nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving the spectacle below.

"When I was a child, when my parents were still alive. Glowing algae, like blue fire. I remember seeing it then." Bessie took a deep breath, her voice barely audible. "It also happened a few nights after..."

"After what?" I asked gently.

"After I scattered my grandmother's ashes in the cove," she replied. "I never told anyone. I know it was illegal, but... this is where she belonged. It felt like a sign then."

Her eyes met mine.

"Maybe this is another sign," Bessie whispered.

I took her hand, pressing it to my chest. The warmth of her skin against mine felt right, like it belonged there.

Alana's voice broke through our moment.

"This has to be a sign for all of us. We have to go down to the cove."

"Hell yes!" Sam cheered.

"Wait," I said, an idea forming. "Give me a minute."

I rushed back to the Gardener's House. Grabbing my backpack, I stuffed some items inside and grabbed my work flashlight. When I returned to the stairs, the women were waiting expectantly.

"Let's go!"

I led the way down the stairs, my flashlight illuminating each step. The women followed close behind, their excited whispers mixing with the gentle lapping of waves. As we reached the bottom, warm sand greeted our feet, still holding the day's heat.

The moonlight bathed the cove in a silvery glow, reflecting off the sand and creating a dreamy atmosphere. Sam and Alana rushed ahead, their laughter echoing across the beach. Bessie's hand found mine, our fingers intertwining as we walked at a slower pace.

Ahead of us, Sam and Alana reached the shore break. They kicked at the wet sand, squealing with delight as each impact created bright flashes of blue light. We joined them at the water's edge. The calm waves barely stirred around our ankles.

"The calmness is probably why the algae are here tonight," Bessie said. "It's perfect conditions for it."

"Janet could probably explain everything about this," I said. "She was always so smart back in high school."

We stood in silence, watching the gentle waves wash over our feet. Each ripple glowed with an eerie blue light, creating a mesmerizing display.

Suddenly, Alana broke away from the group, trotting up higher on the beach. We turned to watch her, curious.

Without warning, Alana began to strip off her clothes.

"This isn't an accident," Alana called out, her voice filled with conviction. "It's a message. And the only way to understand it is to become part of it."

Sam nodded enthusiastically, jogging up to join Alana. She quickly shed her clothes and then pulled Alana in for a passionate kiss.

"Hey, you two!" Sam called out to us. "Why are you still dressed?"

Bessie tugged on my hand, leading me up the beach. As we approached, Sam let out a wolf whistle. Bessie's hands found the hem of my shirt.

"Careful of the ribs," I warned softly as she helped me undress.

Once I was naked, I returned the favor, slowly helping Bessie out of her clothes. We laid our garments next to Sam and Alana's. I set my backpack down carefully on my clothes.

The four of us stood there, naked under the moonlight, exchanging excited grins. The energy was electric, a mixture of anticipation and joy.

Suddenly, Sam's hand connected with my ass in a hard slap. I yelped in surprise as she laughed.

"Get in the water, Zaddy!" Sam laughed. "With three hot, naked women around, you're getting wet tonight!"

She and Alana took off towards the shore, their figures silhouetted against the glowing waters. Bessie's hand found mine once more. We followed, our feet sinking into the damp sand as we approached the bioluminescent waves.

I stepped into the dark water. Bessie's hand tightened in mine as we waded deeper. The water caressed our skin, surprisingly warm for this time of night.

As we moved, flashes of blue light erupted around us. It was as if we were swimming through a sea of stars. The bioluminescent algae clung to our wet skin, leaving trails of blue light with every movement.

I imagined how the ancient Hawaiians must have felt when encountering this magical phenomenon. Their wonder, their joy, their belief that they were witnessing something truly divine. In that moment, I felt connected to my ancestors and the spirit of these islands.

Taking a deep breath, I dove beneath the surface. The world went silent, replaced by the muffled sounds of the ocean. I opened my eyes, marveling at the swirls of blue light that danced around me with every movement. It was like being suspended in the night sky itself.

As I emerged, I saw Bessie surface nearby, her hair slicked back and glistening with droplets of water. But it wasn't just water-- tiny flecks of blue light clung to her skin and hair, making her look like some otherworldly sea goddess.

I swam towards her, drawn by her beauty and the magic of the moment. Reaching out, I pulled her close, our wet bodies pressing together in the warm water. The contact sent more flashes of blue light dancing across our skin.

Looking into her eyes, I saw the reflection of the bioluminescent waters, a universe of stars captured in her gaze. I leaned in and kissed her deeply. Our lips met as the waves gently rocked us, surrounded by the otherworldly glow of the cove.

"You are so beautiful," I whispered to her.

"And you. I'm so glad to share this with you, Kaleo."

She pressed her mouth to mine, her eyes wide open.

"I love you," she said.

"Love you, too."

Our intimate moment was suddenly interrupted by a splash of water hitting us. I turned to see Sam grinning mischievously.

"Hey lovebirds, save it for later!" she teased.

I couldn't let that go unanswered. I scooped up a handful of glowing water and flung it at her. Soon, all four of us were engaged in a playful water fight, flinging blue light at each other like watery lightning bolts. Our laughter echoed across the cove, mixing with the sound of splashing water.

As our playful battle died down, Sam's eyes lit up with an idea.

"Hey, you two should check out the tide pools on the south edge of the cove. They must be amazing right now!"

"Oh, that's a great idea!" Bessie exclaimed, clapping her hands. "I haven't been there in ages."

We swam back to shore, our bodies still glowing faintly from the bioluminescent algae. As we climbed onto the beach, I reached for my backpack and pulled out my flashlight. I handed it to Bessie.

"You three go ahead. I've got something I need to do."

"Why aren't you coming with us?" Bessie asked.

"Don't worry, I'll be right here," I reassured her. "Go enjoy the tide pools."

Sam and Alana were already tugging at Bessie's arms, eager to explore. With a last curious glance at me, Bessie allowed herself to be pulled away. I waved as they set off, watching the flashlight beam bouncing across the sand.

As their figures grew distant, I turned my attention to the task at hand. I began gathering driftwood from the bottom of the cliff near where we'd left our surfboards. Carefully, I piled the dry wood on the beach, stuffing twigs and dried seagrass between the larger pieces.

Reaching into my backpack, I pulled out my lighter. As I flicked it open, a thought crossed my mind-- How did the ancient Hawaiians start their fires? I made a mental note to look it up later.

The kindling caught quickly. Soon the driftwood was blazing. Sparks danced upward, joining the stars in the night sky. The fire cast a warm, flickering light across the beach, creating a warm contrast to the cool blue glow of the bioluminescent waters.

In the distance, I saw the beam of the flashlight drawing nearer. The women were returning. I couldn't wait to see their reactions to the surprise I'd prepared.

"A bonfire!" Alana shouted. "That's the perfect idea for a night like this!"

Sam clapped me on the back, grinning widely.

"Nice thinking, Zaddy. You're full of surprises, aren't you?"

Bessie snuggled close to me and I instinctively wrapped my arm around her waist.

"This fire isn't just to brighten up the beach," I said, my voice low and serious. "It's also for a cleansing."

Bessie looked up at me curiously. I couldn't help but grin at her puzzled expression. Reaching for my backpack, I pulled out a manila folder and handed it to her.

Her eyes widened in recognition. It was the offer Dickie had originally brought to her.

"This offer is evil," I explained to Alana and Sam. "This thing poisons the air around it. It needs to be destroyed."

I nodded towards the fire, silently encouraging Bessie. She took a deep breath and stepped forward.

"Speech!" Sam called out.

Bessie gave us all a shy but determined smile.

"For my parents, who died too young," Bessie said. "For my grandmother, Mrs. Elisabeth Lacerda, who loved this place with all her heart. And for all my ancestors who made this place a home. The Lacerda Estate!"

"The Lacerda Estate!" we shouted.

Bessie flung the folder into the bonfire. A spray of sparks scattered across the sand. We all cheered as the papers ignited, curling and blackening in the flames.

Bessie returned to me, wrapping her arms around my waist in a tight hug. I held her close, feeling her trembling slightly.

"I'm so glad to get rid of that," she whispered. "But what happens next, Kaleo? The taxes? The repairs? All of it?"

"I don't know what the future holds for us and the estate," I told her softly. "But I'll be with you through whatever comes."

She looked up at me, her eyes glistening.

"I'm scared," she admitted. "But I'm happy to have you by my side."

Her gaze shifted to Sam and Alana.

"And I'm happy to have friends to support and comfort me."

"Come on, you two!" I laughed. "Get in here."

Sam and Alana exchanged a glance, then joined us. The four of us stood there, locked in a tight group hug. I reveled in the feel of these three beautiful, loving women, each so different from the others, all embracing me as lovers and dear friends.

Bessie was right. I was the bond that brought us all together. With a joyful heart, I embraced being the center of this new family I had made for myself here at the estate.

So much had changed for me so quickly, but at long last, I knew I was finally where I belonged.


Epilogue



Kaleo

One Year Later

The sun filtered through the monkeypod leaves, dappling Janet's pale skin. Her breath hitched as I bent her over the hood of her car, the metal hot and unyielding beneath her hands. I hiked up her skirt, exposing her thighs, her panties a thin strip of lace. I pulled it aside, and there she was, glistening and ready.

"Oh my god," she gasped as I slid into her.

The car rocked with each thrust, her pussy tight and warm around me. The sound of our flesh slapping together filled the air with an urgent rhythm. Her scent drove me wild. I gripped her hips, pounding harder, deeper.

"You feel so good, Janet."

"Don't stop," she panted, her voice ragged.

I worked her until she reached her climax. Her body convulsed, her pussy walls fluttering around my cock as she came. I slowed, letting her ride out her orgasm.

When she was done, I turned her around, lifted her small frame. She wrapped her legs around me, clinging to me like a panda bear. I bounced her on my cock, her nails digging into my back as we fucked beneath the monkeypod tree.

"I love it, oh god," she moaned, her breath hot on my neck. "Fill me up. Please."

Her words pushed me over the edge. I exploded, filling her pussy with my cum. I held her there, my cock pulsing inside her until I was emptied.

Slowly, I laid her back on the hood. I pulled out and my cum spilled from her, pooling on the warm metal.

Janet caught her breath, a satisfied smile playing on her lips. She reached down and fixed her panties, then adjusted her skirt. I shook off my cock and zipped up my pants.

I grinned as Janet slid off the hood and straightened her clothes. I brushed away some strands of hair that clung to her glistening forehead.

"Seems like every time I see you these days, we end up having sex."

Janet laughed, her eyes alight with the sunshine.

"Well, can you blame me? It's not every day a girl gets to hook up with her childhood crush."

"And it's not every day I get to please my favorite state senator," I teased.

"You know, all the sex we had in my legislative office has started some rumors. But honestly? I won my last election by nine points. So I couldn't care less!"

We both burst out laughing, the sound echoing in the secluded spot off the main road. As our laughter died down, Janet leaned in for a kiss. I turned my head, letting her lips land on my cheek instead.

"Oops, I'm sorry," she said, pulling back. "I forgot. You only kiss Bessie on the lips."

"That's right. Bessie's my main love. My kisses are only for her."

"You two have such a trusting relationship. It's amazing how you can be with all these women who want you and still remain partners with Bessie."

"She's an amazing woman," I said, feeling a warmth in my chest at the thought of Bessie. "She knows how special you are to me. And she thinks it's cute that I hook up with someone I went to school with. She'll be so happy to see you again."

We got into Janet's car and pulled out of our secluded spot. Five minutes later, we arrived at the entrance of the estate. Janet's eyes widened as she took in the new sign.

"Wow," she breathed. "Hanau Hou at the Lacerda Estate. And look at that. The Seal of The Kanaka Maoli Opportunity Act. You're officially the first project recognized by the Hawaii State Legislature."

"The sign was made by my good friend Paul Suzuki," I said proudly. "He's an expert craftsman."

"I can see that."

"Let's leave the car here and walk up the driveway," I told Janet. "I want to show you all the work we've done since your last visit."

We stepped out of Janet's car into the warm afternoon sunshine. Janet stretched, her eyes scanning the driveway.

"I'm glad I wore my sneakers instead of my usual heels."

"Clumsy heels are how Bessie and I first met, you know."

"I love that story," Janet said, a wistful look in her eyes. "I wish something romantic like that would happen to me someday."

"You'll find your man eventually," I assured her, squeezing her shoulder. "You're such a good person. And hot as hell to boot."

Janet giggled and took my arm as we started up the driveway. After a few steps, she hitched her stride, swiveling her hips oddly.

"You okay?" I asked, concerned.

"Your load is dripping out of me," she admitted, blushing. "My panties are going to be sticky."

"Get comfortable then. Take them off and let yourself breathe."

Laughing, Janet reached under her skirt and pulled off her damp panties, stuffing them into her purse. I caressed her butt through her skirt, giving it a friendly pat. We continued up the driveway, the gravel crunching beneath our feet.

I pointed to the gleaming panels lining the driveway.

"These panels are just the start. Once we install the rest, we'll be fully energy-independent."

Janet nodded approvingly.

"The credit line from the KaMOA Act is being spent wisely, I see. I'll be happy to include that in my progress report."

"None of this would've been possible if you hadn't found proof that Dickie bribed the legislative committee to revoke the estate's Historical Status," I said gratefully.

Janet's face darkened.

"Only because of the beating you gave him. That and the police report is what finally got the press to look into Dickie's dealings with the Legislature. The Jones Development Corporation is still embroiled in the fallout."

"And Dickie?" I asked. "I heard he's not with the company anymore?"

"You heard correctly. Dickie's father was not pleased with Dickie bringing such attention to the family business."

"But there are still no criminal charges," I noted.

"Those corrupt Representatives agreed to throw their full support behind Bessie getting KaMOA recognition only in exchange for no referral to the prosecutor."

"So they're getting away with bribery?" I asked.

Janet shrugged, a resigned look on her face.

"That's how politics works. Especially with someone as rich and powerful as Richard Jones and the JDC."

"It's always the same story," I grumbled, kicking a pebble off the driveway. "Rich folks get away with murder. Especially here in Hawaii."

Janet sighed, patting my arm.

"I understand your frustration, Kaleo. But it's better to focus on the future instead of fighting battles of the past. Look at all you and Bessie have accomplished here."

I nodded, trying to let go of my anger.

"You're right," I said brightly. "And Bessie made the smart choice, turning down the reinstatement of Historical Status."

"That must have been a hard decision for her."

"Not really. Like you said, sometimes you have to give up on the battles of the past. Bessie wanted the freedom to improve the estate for the Hanau Hou project. All these changes we're making? They'd have been forbidden if we still had to follow those historical preservation rules."

Janet suddenly stopped walking, exhaling sharply. The fields behind the cabins had come into view, stretching out before us.

"My God," she said. "Is that... You cleared all that brush?"

I felt a swell of pride at her reaction.

"Yep. Cleared and cultivated, all according to guidance from the University. Me, Alana, and Sam worked our asses off. A lot of long days, but worth it. The land's almost ready for the first koa saplings to arrive."

Janet's eyes were wide with wonder.

"I can just imagine what those acres will look like filled with koa trees," she said. "So many property owners talked a big game, but then refused to lose their land usage by making it a preserve for the native trees."

"Bessie's thrilled to do it," I said. "The koa were vital to the ancient Hawaiians. She sees the loss of land usage as a fair trade for dismissing those back taxes."

"Absolutely," Janet agreed. "And now Bessie will never have to worry about property taxes, thanks to the koa tree preservation project."

"Once again, thanks for all your efforts," I said, kissing her cheek.

As we continued up the driveway, the Main House came into view. Janet's eyes darted, taking in the changes.

"Most of the wartime cabins are gone," I explained, gesturing to the cleared areas. "We're rebuilding them to better suit our needs."

"That's quite an undertaking," Janet said.

"Huge. But we're taking it one step at a time." I pointed to a spot near the Main House. "We've re-dug the firepit and built an imu beside it. The traditional pit ovens will be perfect for our Hawaiian luau feasts."

"Oh, I'd love to see that!"

"You'll have to come back for our grand opening," I grinned.

"Did you hire people for all this work?"

"We had experts in Hawaiian history supervise everything," I said. "Including that traditional Hawaiian house, a hale, near the orchards."

"What's that for?"

"That's where Alana and Paul Suzuki will teach guests to build traditional Hawaiian alaia surfboards," I explained.

As we neared the Gardener's House, I noticed Sam and Alana's battered hatchback parked outside.

"With the investment funds from the KaMOA Act, Bessie hired both women to work here," I said. "Alana's leading the surfboard building and surfing classes, while Sam's in charge of social media."

Janet raised an eyebrow. "Social media?"

"We have over 60,000 subscribers to our channel already," I said proudly. "Sam's a wizard at creating buzz for the estate online."

"Sounds like you've got quite the operation going here. They must love living here."

"They do."

"And where do you live?"

"Me? Oh, I live in the Main House now."

"Share a bedroom with Bessie?"

"We spend a lot of time there," I chuckled. "But I have my own room. It used to be Bessie's childhood bedroom. It's cozy and comfortable."

"And has other benefits, I imagine," Janet teased.

I nodded, somewhat embarrassed. Sometimes the age difference between me and Bessie, not to mention Alana and Sam, kind of made me feel cringy. I was old enough to be their fathers. They didn't mind, but sometimes I still felt awkward about it.

My thoughts were interrupted by the sight of Bessie emerging from the Main House. My heart ached, as it always did when I saw her.

She called out to us, waving, her loose muumuu flowing around her six-month pregnant belly. A plumeria flower was tucked behind her ear, adding to her radiant glow.

Janet rushed up the steps, embracing Bessie.

"You look gorgeous! How are you feeling?"

"I feel like a blimp," Bessie laughed, her hand resting on her belly.

"Nonsense," Janet insisted. "You're absolutely glowing."

I stepped onto the porch, and Bessie turned to me, her eyes sparkling. She hugged me tight, her lips meeting mine in a soft kiss.

"Hi, lover," she whispered.

"Aloha, my love."

"We just got the first composting toilets delivered," Bessie told Janet excitedly. "We'll be installing them in the main cabins later this week. The compost will be mixed with food scraps and yard clippings to help fertilize the soil for the koa trees."

"Finding the right toilet paper was a challenge," I said. "But we lucked out with a local paper producer who will try to make toilet paper from mulberry or breadfruit bark. We should get some samples soon."

"That sounds amazing," Janet said. "You two are really on top of every detail."

"Please, sit." Bessie gestured to the chairs on the porch. "There's iced lychee water on the table."

We settled into the chairs as I poured drinks for everyone. Janet leaned forward, her eyes on Bessie's belly.

"How's the pregnancy progressing?"

"This little one's kicking like a mule."

"Do you know the gender?" Janet asked.

"No," Bessie replied, a soft smile playing on her lips. "But I suspect it's a boy. He's just so rambunctious. Oh! Look who's here."

I watched as Sam, Alana, and Paul rounded the corner, their laughter carrying on the warm breeze. Paul proudly held up his fishing pole and bucket while Sam and Alana dripped seawater onto the dirt. Alana cradled her alaia board beneath her arm. Sam clutched her phone's video rig to her chest.

"Janet!" Alana called out. "You're just in time for some grilled fish!"

"Caught some papio. Enough for everybody!" Paul beamed, lifting the bucket.

"Paul's not just helping with the alaia boards," I told Janet. "He'll be teaching traditional Hawaiian fishing methods too."

"Been carving wooden hooks," Paul said. "For real fishing, not just decoration. And I'm talking to a local outrigger club about trips outside Shark Cove. For now, we gonna fish from the south side of the cove."

"He just likes watching us surf naked," Sam teased.

"Guilty as charged," Paul chuckled. "But Sam's always filming Alana anyway."

"It's good for the vlog," Sam protested, waving her phone rig.

"The ancient Hawaiians did a lot of spearfishing," I said to Janet. "We're trying to get approval for that too. Think you could help cut through some red tape?"

"I'd be happy to," Janet said. "I've got quite a bit of political capital to spend after my investigation. Consider it done."

"Mahalo!" Paul cheered.

"I also found a Hawaiian man named Moku," I said. "He's a tattooist who knows how to do tattooing in the authentic Hawaiian style. Moku needs to use traditional tools. He's going to need a special permit to do that. Can you help?"

"I can, though I'm not sure how many people want to get traditional Hawaiian tattoos," Janet said. "They know how much it hurts, right?"

"You'd be surprised how many are interested in the old ways," Alana said.

"Absolutely," Bessie said. "We already sold out of the inaugural sessions."

"In three months, this place will be full of visitors who are seeking a more authentic stay in Hawaii," I said.

"The first ones will be rich and pay big money," Bessie said. "We'll use that money to help native Hawaiians from underprivileged backgrounds experience Hanau Hou here at the estate."

"We'll even fly some back from the mainland," Alana said, her voice determined. "So many kanakas fled Hawaii because of the cost of living. We'll fly them back to reconnect with their heritage as much as we can."

"Rich visitors pay for our primary mission," Bessie confirmed. "Everyone else benefits. It's our sustainable economic model."

"That's a big reason you got the KaMOA Act recognition," Janet said. "Plus all the sustainability and future-focused projects. You folks are doing wonders here."

"All thanks to you, Senator," Alana said as she patted Janet's arm.

"And thanks to Kaleo," Bessie said. "None of this would be happening if not for him and his vision for the estate."

As we sat there, sipping our lychee water and planning our next steps, I felt a deep sense of contentment flood through me. Hanau Hou at the Lacerda Estate was more than just a business venture or a cultural project. It was a family, a community, working together to breathe new life into old traditions.

Most of all, it was my home.

"To new beginnings!" Bessie said, holding out her glass.

"To new beginnings!" we all replied, clinking our glasses together.

As we drank our water, I looked around at the extraordinary people who surrounded me.

Paul, my best friend from small kid time, now helping me rebuild the estate into something even better than what it was before.

Janet, my childhood classmate who had done so much to secure the Lacerda Estate's future.

Sam, who brought a sense of fun and adventure to everything she did.

Alana, my fellow kanaka maoli, reinforcing the bond we shared as native Hawaiians trying to carry our heritage into the future.

And then there was Bessie, the extraordinary woman who had given me a second chance at love. She carried my child within her and I would do whatever it took to give her and our baby the best future possible in the land of our ancestors.

All of us were bound together by the estate, the land, and the hopes for a bright future of renewal and progress.

But most of all, we were bound by love.

"Mahalo nui loa," I said in a whisper, thanking the people and place around me.

As if in reply, a breeze rustled the leaves of the plumeria trees beside the Main House. The sweet scent of their flowers mingled with the smell of the ocean. I breathed it in, filling my lungs with the air of Hawaii.

After being lost for so long, I'd finally come home.

THE END
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