
	After a bad breakup, Lio rents a cheap house with magical views. It seems the perfect solution, but the house has a haunted connection with an ancient statue. Once unearthed, it gives Lio the power of... THE LAST WARRIOR...

	 

	 

	When Lio’s lover cheats on him, he’s forced to give up what he thought was an idyllic romance he’s lived with Maks, including their stunning, scenic Waikiki apartment. He rents a cheap house on the other side of the island which has magical views so why is it so cheap?

	He soon becomes haunted by dreams in which a fearsome yet sexy Hawaiian man begs him to rescue him from the garden. Lio is certain he’s going nuts until one night in the midst of a tropical rainstorm he follows the man’s urgings and digs a hole in the yard. He finds a gigantic, ancient stone statue with scary eyes... that gives Lio the power of... THE LAST WARRIOR...
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	This book is dedicated to the memory of Mrs. Teresa Wilder, Dawn “Dede” Bustamente, and Margaret Hauanio, whose brutal murders still live in the hearts of those who knew them—and those who seek justice for all.

	 


 

	 

	Author’s Note

	 

	 

	On a visit to the recently refurbished Bishop Museum in April 2013, I was inexplicably drawn to a primitive but oddly compelling statue I’d never seen before. I stood staring at it for some time, feeling its pull in ways I cannot explain. To the right was a photo of the man who found the statue, accompanied by his simple story...

	Around the year 1900, a native-born Hawaiian man, Wahinenui, began experiencing dreams in which an ancient island god begged him to dig him up from the backyard of a neighbor’s house. At first, Wahinenui ignored the dreams as fantasies but soon began to believe the ki’i, or god representation, was real. One rainy night, he woke his entire family and ordered them to help him dig. The stone statue they found was buried near the water table and was so heavy they almost couldn’t lift it.

	Six years later, the ki’i found its way to Bishop Museum. Staffers quickly identified it as the fishing god, Kaneikokala. In more recent years, he has been described as a shark god and continues to be revered in the islands. The museum kept the statue and, during the recent renovations, tried to take it outside. Kaneikokala has steadfastly refused to be moved from his place inside the venerated rooms. He obviously dislikes the cold. Now surrounded by the ki’i of other ancient water gods, though smaller, he resonates the loudest.

	As an author, I am always asking, “What if?”

	The following is my interpretation of what an ancient god of the waters might really get up to at night, left alone in the museum...

	 

	—A.J. Llewellyn

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Maksyn was acting weird. I stared at him. Was he aware that I was watching his furtive, manic texting through the reflection of my computer screen? Maybe. He glanced up, but I kept my fingers busy typing. I turned and caught a glimpse of the image he was staring at on his cell phone. A nude man. Not me. I couldn’t fail to see the unmistakable gleam of desire that was there for a total stranger but hadn’t been for me in weeks.

	He had a look of secret satisfaction on his face. I’d taken the evening off work, giving up a lucrative Saturday night at the bookstore, to cook dinner for him. It should have been a wonderful, romantic surprise, but instead, he was going out. I’d made his favorite meal, even bought flowers for the table.

	I turned around a second time, about to ask him where exactly he was going that precluded me from joining him.

	“Gotta take a shower,” he said. He tossed his cell phone on the bed.

	I gazed beyond our room to the balcony were the lau lau chicken waited under a steaming, silver dome. Man, I’d even sprung for a bottle of wine.

	As soon as he left the room, I stood for a moment, drinking in the view of Waikiki. Perfection. Sheer and utter perfection. We’d waited for months to land an apartment in the Ilikai, in the coveted marina section of the building. Our place was a single, but we were used to small domiciles. Unbelievable. We had a third-floor apartment with jaw-dropping views of the sea, Diamond Head, the extensive parade of expensive hotels to the left, and the commanding Aloha Tower to the right. At night, the waves were so intense we even got sprayed. I closed my eyes as I licked beads of salty water from my upper lip.

	I felt like I’d reclaimed my island heritage the second we’d signed the lease. I took a deep breath and stepped back inside. Not sure how long I had, I picked up his phone and began scrolling. The idiot wasn’t even trying to be discreet, though he definitely thought he was being slick.

	The photo he’d been looking at had been stored to an app called Dot, according to a notation on his last e-mail. I hunted through his app screen. No Dot.

	I quickly Googled the name, and my heart sank. Dot Lock My Data Lite was a super-secret app in which to store photos, phone numbers, texts... anything you didn’t want your spouse to see. That would be me. I took a deep breath and returned to his text messages. I flicked through them. Some guy called island fun had been sending him messages for two days, and yeah, just for kicks, they’d set up a date.

	Tonight.

	“What are you doing?”

	I looked up. “Who’s island fun?” I asked.

	“Don’t know what you’re talking about,” Maksyn said as he dried himself vigorously.

	“Yeah, you do. He sent you naked pictures of himself, and you saved them to this Dot app.”

	He stopped rolling Secret deodorant under his pits. Secret. How apt.

	Maksyn looked nervous. He kept rubbing his top lip with his thumb, a habit that always emerged when he was trying to hide something. “Don’t know what you’re talking about, Lio.”

	I almost laughed. My major in college—before I switched to biology—had been psychology. I’d learned that it was the refuge of the guilty to turn the crazy tables on the innocent.

	“It was spam,” he insisted.

	“Spam? Really?” I almost laughed.

	“I deleted it.”

	“No.” I shook my head. “He e-mailed it to you. You didn’t delete it. You kept it. I want you to let me see this Dot app.”

	He shifted his gaze from side to side.

	“No,” he said, his voice low.

	“Yes,” I said, my voice a shade lower.

	I thought he was going to cry, the way he teared up.

	“Show me,” I said.

	“Shit.”

	He drew a clean pair of boxer briefs up over his legs as if he were afraid to be naked with me. When he opened the app, I saw he had good reason to be afraid. Very much so. The guy was one of many who’d been wooing my man. Island fun looked a lot like me. Dark Hawaiian skin, dark hair, only he had some Asian blood in him somewhere, and I was half-Hawaiian on my mom’s side, Portuguese on my dad’s. Island fun had been a busy little beaver in the past forty-eight hours. He’d sent Maks several photos, and by the looks of things, they’d sexted, talked, and God help me... There was a photo of the guy’s cum-soaked cock.

	“What have you sent him?”

	“Nothing,” he said, his voice rising instantly to a hysterical pitch.

	“Liar, liar, pants, hair, and oh... everything else on fire.”

	Fuck. He’d even sent the guy baby pictures! He’d done that with me when we’d met three years ago. Did he do this with everybody?

	Yep... I soon found the damning evidence. A photo that had once been of the two of us together. Naked on the beach. Our beach. I’d been carefully Photoshopped out of the image. I remembered the day we’d taken it. We’d been so happy...

	Another photo. A self-taken shot in front of the bathroom mirror. Full frontal nude. I stared at it in dismay. He’d even taken off his wedding ring. We were supposed to be getting married in three weeks. Well, I guess we wouldn’t be doing that.

	“Lio, I can explain.”

	“Go ahead.”

	He frowned. “Well... it’s not what it looks like.”

	“No. It never is. Any other clichés you want to trot out while we’re at it?”

	“You just don’t understand.”

	Ah... He’d just found my Achilles’ heel. No. I did not understand. Perhaps I never would.

	My mom had accused me more than once of searching too hard for paradise. I was beginning to see that she was right, but how sad was that? I didn’t think I was asking for too much. I just wanted my man to love me as much as I loved him.

	Bad things come in threes, another thing she’d warned me about. I’d lost my job of community liaison officer at Chambers and Wendt Books at the Ala Moana Mall in a demotion but had accepted working on the floor because we needed the money. I’d lost my health benefits in the demotion... and now, this.

	“I gotta go. He’s going to be waiting for me.”

	“You need to move out,” I said. I couldn’t even believe I’d said the words. My greatest fear had been losing him.

	“We’ll talk about this later.”

	“No, we’ll talk about this now. You’ve been a jerk for weeks. I’ve put up with all your crap, and you’re running off to meet some guy? You need to move out, Maks.”

	“Actually,” he said, a vicious gleam in his eye. “You need to move out. I forgot to tell you I switched the leasing papers. Your name isn’t even on them.”

	That was dumb on his part. He had no way of paying the rent unless island fun moved in and took over babysitting his cock. But his words hit me below the belt and some parts above it, too. I’d trusted him with all the papers because I’d been working. He hadn’t had a job in three months.

	I watched him pull up his tight jeans that showed off his bulge. A bulge meant for someone else’s eyes. Yeah. Mom was right. I’d searched too hard and too long for paradise and got blinded by the sun.

	He didn’t seem to derive as much pleasure from telling me his news as he thought he would. The gleam of surprise attack had vanished. He stopped staring at his cell phone long enough to try to hold my gaze. Maybe it had begun to sink in that he was kicking me when I was down. Or... maybe he liked being taken care of. It was my income that paid the bills, and I even hand-washed those jeans hugging his snug ass.

	“Lio, Lio, it doesn’t have to be this way. Let’s just be kind to each other, yeah? I swear I won’t fuck him unless it’s okay with you. I just want to have a dance and a little drink with him. Let’s just put the wedding on hold and see how things go. Don’t push so much, yeah?”

	I waited until he’d gone to throw myself on the bed. The triple whammy verbal assault had taken its toll on me.

	My cell phone rang. I fumbled on the bedside table for it.

	Mom.

	“I know you’re about to have your romantic dinner. Wanted to make sure the lau lau came out okay. I know you’ve never used the oven before.”

	“It came out fine. The evening didn’t. He’s cheating on me. He wants to call off the wedding.”

	“Throw him out,” she said. I could hear her breathing, the familiar flick of her Bic lighter.

	I knew I’d regret it, but I invited her over. Somebody had to help me eat my Hawaiian feast. How funny that she didn’t seem surprised about Maks, but then, she’d stopped looking for paradise a long time ago. She told me she didn’t believe in it. It just wasn’t there—not the paradise I was looking for. Paradise was outside the window... at certain times of the day.

	As I waited for her to drive down from her house in ‘Āina Haina, I opened the wine. Ménage a Trois. Perhaps that was apt. I’d forgotten Maks liked intrigue in his romances. I lifted the bottle to my nose and sniffed. It smelled good.

	My mom, Kalani, was named after the Hawaiian word for heaven, but she’s as far from the spirit of the land as they come. She was sometimes a wonderful mom, really she was. She wanted me to experience an authentic Hawaiian lifestyle with birthday luaus and family barbecues, but raising me as a single parent wasn’t easy for her, and when I was a kid, she’d been inclined to be grumpy and non-communicative when she came home from one of her three jobs.

	I was a literal latch-key kid. I wore the front door key around my neck from the time I was six. She’d threaded a strand of love beads and slid the key onto it. That was her only nod to Hawaiian time. She didn’t believe in free love. Or the power of flower.

	She must have read my mind, or maybe my heart’s desire, because she said, “Paradise is still here,” as soon as she walked in. It was her mantra. “In spite of all the hotels and stupid shops, the beach is still there.” She pointed to the view. “The palm trees and the breeze are still there. Mornings are still special in Waikiki.”

	She smiled at me. I could smell the marijuana on her clothes and hair.

	“Are you going to pour me some of that wine?”

	I poured. I knew she liked Maks. They went to the beach together, ate saimin at Zippy’s for lunch frequently. They wore each other’s flip-flops. He was the only man I knew who could wear my mom’s ultra-feminine princess flaps with their high wedge and diamante embellishments and get away with it.

	She took the glass I gave her, sat on one of the director’s chairs squeezed around the table out on the balcony and looked at the view. She seemed to be in a good mood. Thank God. Sometimes pot didn’t mellow her out. It often made her paranoid and irritating. She couldn’t tear her gaze from the ocean.

	In the surprisingly large kitchen for the otherwise small space, I retrieved the poke appetizer I’d prepared. God. I’d have to pack it all up. All the kitchen stuff. I eyed the rubberized tongs I’d just bought that afternoon. With each paycheck, I’d used my mall employee credits and coupons to slowly assemble the kitchen of my dreams.

	As a kid, I’d lived for the times when Mom was in a good mood and spoke of her childhood on the island. As a man of twenty-five, I still did. I loved, I mean loved, her stories about Waikiki back in the day. The old lady who sold leis on the corner of Kalakaua Avenue and Lewers Street, for example. Queen’s Surf when it was an actual restaurant, not just the drunk, gay end of the beach.

	Most of all, I lived for her tales of my dad, who she said was a steeplejack. As a kid, this term impressed me, though I had no idea what it meant. I thought it meant he rode tall animals such as giraffes. She’d told me he’d left us when I was three because there wasn’t much call for steeplejacks in Waikiki.

	I could see that, but then I learned steeplejacks scaled steeples on buildings, especially churches, to clean and maintain them. Considering the obscene number of churches in the islands, I reckoned there was a huge call for them in Hawaii, and I wasn’t wrong. I found him when I was fourteen. On impulse one day during a class assignment where we were supposed to go through the phone books for all the islands looking for certain names, I casually scanned each one for the name Paikai. I hit pay dirt with the Big Island listings.

	There he was. I will never forget the moment when I saw his name. Paikai, M. It had to be him. With sweaty fingers, I’d waited until the three o’clock bell at the Village High School and walked out of the confines of the buildings to a pay phone across the road. I’d used the quarter I normally spent on an ice cream cone calling my dad.

	It was him. And he was as emotional as I.

	He asked me a couple of times if I was happy.

	Happy? I was fourteen years old, and nobody had ever asked me that. I glanced at the plethora of plumeria trees—some people called them the graveyard trees—and I realized I was not. I wanted to be happy. I wanted to be like other kids.

	I will never forget
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