
	Alessandro Aikau, an anthropologist visiting Hawaii from Boston, has been given rare permission to spend a month on the abandoned and forbidden island of Kaho’olawe.

	Kem, whose family has been entrusted with the sacred upkeep of this battered piece of paradise, at first resents Alessandro’s unusual assignment. As the two men come to know each other, Kem begins to realize that there is a deeper, mysterious meaning to the man’s presence on the island. He begins to sense it is a ritual atonement. But for what?

	Kem’s kahuna parents won’t divulge the secret, and neither will Alessandro, even as the two men become deeply attracted to one another, and Alessandro suffers several bad accidents, faces continual sabotage, along with a strange invasion of the island.

	Will Alessandro survive his twenty-eight-day ritual, and if so, can he find love with Kem in this abandoned paradise?

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	 

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	Abandoned Paradise

	Copyright © 2018 A.J. Llewellyn

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-1966-0

	Cover art by Martine Jardin

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc or

	Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Abandoned Paradise

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	A.J. Llewellyn

	 


Dedication

	 

	 

	Dedicated to the memory of Armine von Tempski, who, to my mind, is still the most profound voice in Hawaiian fiction.

	 


Author’s Note

	 

	 

	Kaho’olawe is a real, uninhabited island, the smallest of the eight Hawaiian Islands group, and its history as depicted here is accurate. This is a sacred island, shamefully used for decades as target practice by the U.S. military. After years of protests and the active campaign of the Protect Kaho’olawe Ohaha (PKO), President George W. Bush ordered the tests to be stopped and finally returned Kaho’olawe to the Hawaiian people on November 11, 2003.

	It has been officially designated as a refuge for Hawaiian spirituality, dedicated to restoration, education, preservation, revegetation and habitat restoration.

	For the record, the PKO is an active and very wonderful preservation group looking after the island, but the one depicted in this story is wholly fictional.

	I have also taken some liberties with the idea of an anthropologist being allowed to stay on the island for longer than a day, but there is historic precedence for this.

	Author Armine von Tempski once traveled there by sampan and lived for six months on the uninhabited island—alone. Her adventures there inspired this story.

	By anyone’s definition, Armine was an unusual, fascinating, and utterly modern, compelling young woman. Born in 1892, she was the daughter of businessman Louis Von Tempski, one of the first Americans to settle on the island of Maui. He was very much an outdoorsman and loved the wild, exotic land. He taught his daughters to love and appreciate the people and the place, which is reflected in all her books.

	Armine, who became a writer in spite of discouraging words from her friend Jack London, penned several books, but her best known are her autobiography Born in Paradise and her fictional Hawaiian quartet Lava, Hula, Dust, and Fire.

	These stories depict a time and place long gone and, for me, a time I wish I could have lived in Hawaii. Her writing style is captivating and immediate. You feel you are right there with her experiencing her incredible adventures. Whilst penning Lava, for example, she was one of the first people to rush to the Big Island to witness and capture on paper every scorching moment of the massive 1930 eruption of Kilauea Volcano for her novel.

	Nursing a broken heart whilst drafting Dust in 1928, she borrowed a friend’s sampan and set sail for Kaho’olawe, where, according to her own memoirs, she lived for six months. This was an extraordinary accomplishment since the island is not only completely uninhabited but very remote. There was no access to food, running water or any basic amenities.

	Not only that, but Kaho’olawe was going through heavy changes after years of abuse when she visited. It was a virtual dust bowl. How did she survive? There are some clues in her hero Kingsley Saxon’s tale set on the island. Ms. Von Tempski wrote her novels with a Johnny-on-the-spot quality that are a gift to the modern day reader. She even wrote about Kaho’olawe’s legendary struggles for the Honolulu Advertiser as she wrote her novel.

	I am still in awe that she lived so well in a sampan off the land at a time when no modern conveniences existed, nor do they now.

	Ms. Von Tempski’s memoirs remain my favorite books about Hawaii. Born in Paradise is considered her definitive work, but I am passionately devoted to her follow-up, Aloha. Her father’s untimely death devastated her and left her raising her siblings and running her father’s creation: Maui’s first-ever dude ranch. Treasuring every word of her works, I set about researching her. Until recently, there was very little information about her. Not even a Wikipedia page.

	She was a courageous and strong woman who opened the first bed and breakfast business and made a success of her ranch, at a time when working women were unheard of—even on the mainland.

	Armine left her beloved islands to marry real estate agent Alfred Ball in Arizona in 1932 and never returned. Sadly, little more is known of this talented author’s life after she moved.

	She died in a hotel room alone in Fresno, CA, of a heart attack at the age of fifty-one.

	The islands lost a true legend, a pioneer, and a woman whose aloha for them can still be felt in every page of her works. Her beloved Kaho’olawe has been through tremendous change, first as a penal colony at the time of the first King Kamehameha the Great’s rule, later as a sacred place of prayer.

	Its worst incarnation was as a site for live U.S. munitions testing. Happily, the U.S. turned this exquisite island over to native Hawaiian rule in 1994 but was not officially released by the military until the bomb cleanup took place—and after years of sometimes violent protest. Kaho’olawe has now recovered its protected status as a sanctuary.

	At this particular time, the tough little island is off limits to visitors except by special appointment.

	I received permission to visit the island in 2010 on a day trip with several other people by boat. We were required to take classes over a ten-day period and observe all the rules of the expedition. I will never forget my single day there and wish, just wish, I could have met Armine von Tempski, to whose memory I dedicate Abandoned Paradise. Without her resonate influence, I would never have made this voyage.

	 

	—A.J. Llewellyn

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	He tried to take it all in, every single, sensual moment once the pilot boat captain had turned off the engine and they began drifting toward the island of Kaho’olawe. All the rumors were true. From a distance, the island did look pink.

	Alessandro had fought so hard for this, and now his brain was screaming, What are you doing? Are you crazy?

	Alessandro Aikau took a deep breath and concentrated on that simple act. Breathe out. Breathe in. Again. He gulped as the island appeared before him. It was something of a shock to see it up close. Nothing could have prepared him for its simple but breathtaking beauty. A flurry of emotions caught in his throat.

	Uncle Joe, the old kahuna standing next to him, put his hand on his shoulder. He knew. He understood. Alessandro wanted to feel the ancient island deities welcoming him. He wanted so much to connect with... what was it Uncle Joe had called them? Ka po’e kahiko... the people of old. It was so hard to imagine anyone had once lived here. It was clear even from the sea that nobody and not a single dwelling existed on the island.

	It was all a long way from his home in New England...

	Alessandro stared, his eyes squinting in the hot, brash sunlight. Nope. Nothing on it. His first thought was of Gilligan’s Island. Dang. Now he was thinking about coconut cream pie.

	Stop that. Don’t think about food you can’t have.

	He’d known of course that the island was devoid of all human life, but in his fantasies, he’d hoped to find a little grass shack. This was Hawaii, after all. A hot, hung hula dancer who could cook and could miraculously conjure running water would have been nice, too.

	Nope. It had nothing. Well, except for trees and plants. He listened for sound. Nothing.

	Everything he’d studied in the last few months should have prepared him for this moment, but he felt oddly out of his body as the nine other people on board jumped into the cold ocean water and began dragging the boat to shore. He stepped into the frigid liquid and grabbed the rim of the boat. He flicked a gaze over to his own boat, which had been tugged here by the pilot boat. The captain anchored Alessandro’s vessel, releasing the towline as the others pushed the smaller boat to shore.

	One of the women in the group, Jojo, snapped gum in her mouth as she worked. She’d come on to Alessandro the first time they’d met. His rejection seemed to have incurred her wrath. She’d been awful ever since.

	The kahuna turned and spoke to Alessandro, who liked Joe Makaha, or Uncle Joe, as the elderly man preferred to be called. He never had the sense the old man was trying to put one over on him, in spite of his frequent lapses into chanting and waving around branches, muttering about angry spirits. Behind his back... behind everyone’s backs, Jojo had a tendency toward mimicry. It was odd when everybody else was so reverent.

	“I feel at peace here,” one of the men in the group said.

	“We pray now,” Uncle Joe said, his words reining in his small flock. They were like spring lambs eager to gambol. His few words and authoritative tone subdued them all.

	Alessandro nodded, only half of Uncle Joe’s words sinking into his brain. He understood they were to leave all of Alessandro’s possessions on the boat until they had completed a chant asking the god Kanaloa and the three female island goddesses permission for Alessandro to remain ashore.

	He would soon be the first person to stay here officially beyond a night in almost a hundred years. It still shocked him to think he’d be here alone for twenty-eight days.

	On the warm sand, they stood in a circle and, for the first time, Alessandro took in the other men and two women who made up their group. Uncle Joe lit a braided rope of seagrass, carefully pocketed the match, and traced the circle of people, waving the smoking grass around them. Alessandro liked the sweet, yet acrid smell. It relaxed him. He’d sensed deep envy and resentment from a couple of the group’s members and strong curiosity from almost all of them. Kem, Uncle Joe’s son and the only one of the group to befriend Alessandro, stood beside him, taking his hand.

	Alessandro felt the frisson of attraction between them, but he couldn’t think about that now. Kem had asked him numerous times why he was coming here. Why did he feel the need to do this? Alessandro, under strict instructions from Uncle Joe and the entire island preservation council that had approved his voyage, had not been at liberty to say.

	He sensed Kem’s concern for him. In the last few days, they’d spent more time together due to the nature of this journey. Kem often led state-sanctioned tours here that lasted mere hours, but he attended each and every orientation course. He’d spent the night here many times with his father and had frankly told Alessandro he’d never want to spend a night alone in this desolate place, as much as he loved it. And yet Kem was passionately committed to the land of his ancestors.

	The island was dry, Very dry. Alessandro had expected that. He remembered with a pang of nostalgia that wasn’t even his own that the early explorers to Hawaii, then known as the Sandwich Islands had called them the Sandalwood Mountains because of the strong perfume wafting from the islands as they approached by sea.

	He’d hoped this last bastion of untamed wilderness would smell like sandalwood. He sniffed. It had an odd smell, not the crushed flowers of Maui. It smelled fresh, however.

	“No gasoline,” Kem said as if reading his thoughts. He had a spooky way of doing that. He could say a few words, and it was as if they’d been talking to each other all along.

	How typical of me to meet the most interesting guy ever, just when I can’t do a damned thing about it.

	Uncle Joe began to chant the oli, as the sacred prayer was called. A sense of peace fell over them all. Alessandro knew that each word, each name the older man muttered, held a secret bit of power. Uncle Joe had been trained for years to utter the lengthy chant in one long breath. It was hypnotic. Heard over the silent land, it thrilled Alessandro. He had done it. He was here. He felt a moment of terror that some calamitous act of nature would spoil it all.

	“O ka pono ke hana ‘ia a iho mai na lani.”

	Uncle Joe finished the chant, opened his eyes and gave Alessandro a significant look. He knew the older man had ended the chant on a note of instruction. Alessandro was here to do good. And do good, he must.

	They all waited a moment in silence. Alessandro could have sworn Kem squeezed his hand a little harder, just for a second, but when they all dropped hands, and the other man walked straight back to the boat, he decided he’d imagined the gesture.

	The old island gods didn’t go crazy. It seemed okay. He took a deep breath.

	Game on.

	Kem and Uncle Joe helped him set up his tent and ran through last-minute instructions with him as the others kept unloading his stuff and bringing it into the tent.

	It looked better than he’d hoped and he felt a little more comfortable about the long stretch of days here. Alone. Well, not quite alone. Uncle Joe would visit each week since he came to pray for the island and to bring visitors. For the next month, however, no other visitors would come here.

	Uncle Joe took him aside. “I am very proud of you, Alessandro.”

	“Why?” Alessandro felt tears pricking the back of his eyes. “I haven’t done anything yet.”

	“You’ve done so much. I see your love for the aina, the land, already. I leave you with one thought.” He grinned suddenly. “I know I leave you with plenty already, but I feel... guided to say this.” He paused, as if collecting his thoughts. “In spite of everything, whatever you go through these next few weeks, E malama pono I ka ‘aina; nana mai ke ola. Take good care of the land; it grants you life.”

	“Understood. I am glad you reminded me of this.” Alessandro meant it. He was here for family, for himself... but stewardship, the life of the land was paramount.

	“You’re a good man,” Uncle Joe said.

	Alessandro let out a breath. He didn’t feel as if this were true. He felt most days as if he just couldn’t cope. Uncle Joe had a look of admiration in his eyes as they hugged. Uncle Joe, he’d learned, was a kahuna of the land. Each of the Hawaiian high priests had a special gift. He hoped never to let the old man down.

	The others took turns hugging him and wished him good luck. It touched him, and he thanked them for their help. Even the abrasive, gum-snapping Jojo hugged him. He tried to kiss her cheek, but at the last moment she turned, her mouth colliding with his. She tried slipping the gum from her tongue into his mouth, but he took a step back.

	Weird.

	She laughed, teasing him. “You should see your face!” She stepped closer and hugged him hard, then released him. He watched her walk over to the others.

	“You don’t have to do this you know,” Kem suddenly said, the last of the group to leave him.

	Alessandro dropped his gaze to hide the tears brimming in his eyes. God! How could he be so emotional? Kem was the most handsome man he’d met in months. Why couldn’t he be the one trying to slip him some tongue?

	At thirty, Kem was two years older than Alessandro. His gaze seared into Alessandro’s. He could feel it, even as he kept his own eyes downcast, focusing on his toes as they scrunched in the sand.

	“I know you don’t want to do this. I wish you’d let me help you.” Kem’s deep voice turned soft. “I’m just a phone call away. Yeah?”

	Yeah. Alessandro had his satellite phone. He wished he could have given into the feelings that had stirred for him the first moment he’d clapped his gaze on Kem. He wished he could speak his truth. He did want to do this. He was afraid, but yes, he still wanted to do it.

	He really liked Kem. There was something wholesome and caring about him. It had caught Alessandro off guard from the outset. The man had been watering his front yard, making a rainbow for his five-year-old niece who’d danced in happiness. Clad only in board shorts, the hard-bodied pure Hawaiian man had awakened Alessandro’s long-dormant hormones.

	Kem leaned into him. Alessandro caught a whiff of apple-scented candy on the man’s breath as Kem kissed his cheek and uttered one word, “Aloha.”

	“Aloha.”

	Kem reached out a finger to stroke Alessandro’s right hand, turned and ran back to the pilot boat. Alessandro stood, wishing he could have acted on impulse. He listened to the sound of running feet on the sand, the splash of water and Uncle Joe’s chant as the boat took off.

	And then it started to pour.

	Alessandro waited as the rain pelted him. Tropical rain was like that. It came down hard and fast as if the sky had a grievance, and then, just like that, it would stop.

	He waited until the boat was too far out for him to swim to it. True, he could have jumped into his own vessel and hightailed it back to civilization, but he wouldn’t, and he couldn’t. He walked to the ocean’s edge, watching the small launch disappearing across the horizon.

	As quickly as it came, the rain went. A tropical shower, so common in the islands, seemed cruel on this island, which looked like it yearned for a good, solid rainfall. He held a drop of moisture on his tongue and tasted it. Sweet.

	He was surprised how long he was able to hear the chanting of the kahuna aboard the small craft, offering prayers to the deities who governed the island. Seeking Alessandro’s protection as they departed, he wondered if the three water goddesses might be listening on such a beautiful day? Maybe. He could believe in anything with this view. And with this silence. He’d never been in a place so peaceful. Did one even exist?

	Alessandro’s camp was in the picturesque curve of Hanakanai’a, its name meaning Bay of Dolphins. He could hardly wait for the spinner dolphins he’d heard visited the islands each day to come and frolic for him. He’d brought cameras and electronics galore. He would record every moment he could.

	He knew rain was a significant harbinger of good luck in the islands. No rain, no rainbows. He tried to block the image of sexy Kem making a rainbow for his niece.

	Stop that.

	As the boat slipped over the last visible wave, he let out a breath. Finally, he was alone. And, for the first time, he felt very good about his decision. For a moment he reveled in the quiet, the vast expanse of land and, just yards from his tent flap, dazzling, azure-blue water. Everything had a special brilliance here. Even the ocean water’s foam seemed whiter than white.

	He was really here. It was his for a whole month. For the first time since his unusual odyssey had begun, he asked himself the question his friends and family had been asking. What will I do with my time?

	Alessandro turned, still able to smell the charred sea grass the elderly kahuna had burned as they stood in the circle. He was grateful the group had helped him set up camp and, yes, he’d sensed jealousy from a couple of them, but also excitement.

	Inside his tent, he reached for his suitcase and, in a flash, caught sight of the wiggling antennae out of the corner of his eye. Shocked, he glanced back a second time. It couldn’t be.

	Nope. No mistake. A scorpion. A goddamned scorpion! The inch-long, almost transparent, eight-legged little monster skittered clumsily over the handle of Alessandro’s waterproof suitcase containing his most vital possessions.

	Thoughts collided as he took a deep breath and noticed a thick, brown claw
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