
	Old wounds, old curses and the demand for retribution threatens to destroy Lio’s entire family.

	 

	 

	Lio Paikai is adjusting to both his new, extremely passionate relationship with his lover, Kord Ashley, and his status as ‘Ailani, the reincarnated, loyal warrior who fought for the last king of the Hawaiian islands Oahu and Maui. Having severed his ties with his mother, Kalani, Lio grows closer to his father and his new family, but Kalani won’t leave them alone.

	Violating a restraining order of protection, Kalani is arrested. Hours later, when Lio accompanies his stepmother to a birthing class, a strange woman falls from the sky landing on the hood of his SUV. Old wounds, old curses and the demand for retribution threatens to destroy his entire family. Lio must uncover the identity of the fallen woman and soon learns her heartbreaking connection to his mother and the damage it has caused Kalani her entire life. Lio must right an ancient wrong and appease the old island gods that demand an immediate Pālehua: blood sacrifice.
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	To the memory of my beautiful friend, Keo Woolford. Gone too soon.

	 


 

	 

	Author’s Note

	 

	 

	As a writer, every single thing I read leads to the question what if?

	In September 2012, I read an astonishing newspaper account from England about the body of a young man falling from the sky, seemingly out of nowhere. He landed on a suburban street in Mortlake, West London. The locals were shocked and devastated, the police at a loss to explain this strange phenomenon. They have a theory that he was a stowaway on a UK-bound plane from Angola, judging by his appearance and the coins in his pockets.

	He had no ID, and they still have no clues about this young man. They believe he crept onto a plane with nothing but those coins, a cell phone they cannot access, and tissues pitifully stuffed into his ears to combat air pressure. The police further believe he froze to death within an hour of takeoff and that he fell from the sky once the landing gear opened.

	This is, however, only their suspicion, and the case remains open.

	It led of course to my asking what if?

	I hope whoever this young man is that his family is able to lay claim to him and embrace him. The British police believe he sought a new life in the UK but found only death.

	I dedicate this story to all those who wonder about their heritage and the sins of the past visiting themselves upon the offspring. I also dedicate it to those who seek new lives in the hopes of a better future.

	May you find all you wish for... and more.

	 

	A.J. Llewellyn


 

	 

	Nau Ke Ku’i, Lohi Ka Lima

	“When one grinds the teeth, the hand slows.”

	Ancient Hawaiian Proverb

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	I rolled over in bed, the sound of the waves streaming in one ear, my lover Kord’s soft snores in the other. I loved this man so much and longed to kiss away his deep exhaustion and watch his beautiful face in repose. He was spooning me, however, his hold on me as strong as if he were awake.

	So I couldn’t see him. I could only feel and hear him. And in spite of his snoring, he felt pretty darned good.

	I worried about Kord, who only ever lapsed into brief moments of snoring when he was overtired. We’d had a busy few months. As I covered his hand that curled possessively over my belly, his snoring stopped. He kissed the back of my neck.

	“Was I snoring?” he asked.

	“No,” I lied.

	I had to lie. The truth would kill him. He was a little bit vain sometimes. Not to mention the fact that he’d probably try to sleep on the sofa tonight and I’d become addicted to sleeping with him. Sex with him, too. But that was another story.

	“You’re being kind, baby.”

	He turned me around so I was facing him. Oh yes. His cock hardened, ready for action. Just the way I liked it first thing in the morning. The alarm hadn’t gone off yet. That meant I could have my way with my beautiful man before—

	Our bedroom door flew open, and we both sat up, reaching for the covers.

	“What the hell?” Kord shouted as his sister, Marcella, who also happened to be my stepmother, waddled into the bedroom.

	And I mean waddled. In her last trimester of her pregnancy, my father’s gorgeous wife was enormous. She was all baby, and the baby ruled. She clutched an apple in her hand and had another clenched between her teeth.

	“Marcella, is everything all right?” I asked.

	You’d think my cock would have gone down, but I was still beside my lover, so I was hard. So was he, judging by the way he kept trying to press down the tent in our sheets.

	Marcella took the apple from her mouth. I could tell she was trying to be calm, but when she hops from one foot to the other, I know something is amiss. “Sorry, doll. We’ve got a small crisis.”

	“Crisis? What crisis?”

	“Don’t sound so excited,” Kord said.

	I shrugged. I was excited. A little. It had been six months since I’d been asked by the gods to perform my duty as a Hawaiian Superman. But this seemed a different kind of crisis.

	“I need you to come to my birthing class with me,” Marcella said around a mouthful of apple.

	At first, I thought she meant Kord, but she looked directly at me.

	“You mean me?” I pointed to myself.

	“Yes, I mean you.”

	“What about me?” Kord asked. “Why don’t you want me to go?”

	“Because I want Lio to go.”

	“Why Lio? I’m your brother.”

	“Because you were at Louie’s birth.”

	“Exactly. Which is why I should be at this one, too.”

	“Poor Lio missed out last time, sweetie.”

	She was right. I didn’t even know I had a little half-brother until I’d gone searching for my dad when I was fourteen. These days, Louie and I were close. Damned close.

	“And besides...” Marcella flushed crimson. “You don’t want to see my doodah again, do you?”

	“What’s this got to do with your doodah? And, might I mention I’ve seen it before? I’ve seen plenty of doodahs.” He glanced at me. “Please don’t be upset. You know I used to be straight.”

	“I’m not upset.”

	“I was at Louie’s birth.” Kord pressed the point. “Are you saying I won’t be there for this one?”

	Oh, God. He seemed so hurt. He felt around on the floor for his shorts, then slipped them on under the covers.

	“No, no. I want you there. It’s just that I want Lio there, too.” Marcella’s expression turned goopy as her gaze returned to my face.

	“So it’s okay for your son to see your doodah but not me?”

	She blinked. “It’s not like that.” She bit into her apple again and chewed. “Lio has been blessed by the gods. I want him and his stone statue to protect this baby, Kord.”

	He seemed to be about to argue when Marcella swallowed down an entire lump of apple.

	She began to cry. “The crazy woman was at our house again last night.”

	I couldn’t get out of the bed fast enough. Kord tossed me a pair of shorts, and I threw them on. He was already hugging Marcella when I put my arms around her, too.

	“This isn’t good for the baby,” Kord said, leading her to our bed.

	Lahala, my landlady, rushed in with a broom as Marcella sat, her tears falling all over her swollen belly. “Who made the pregnant lady cry?”

	“Nobody. At least... not here,” I told her.

	“You have any juice in the fridge?” Lahala asked me.

	“Yes. Plenty. Mom, what would you like?”

	Marcella stopped sobbing and gazed down at me. “I don’t want her to hurt this baby, Lio. She hurt you and your father so much.”

	“I know.”

	“What do you need from us?” Kord’s tone was gentle as he sat beside her.

	Lahala brought in a glass of the unfiltered green grape juice Marcella craved in the latter phase of her pregnancy. We all had stashes in our kitchens; even Lahala, who owned the house in front of mine, kept grape juice for her. They say it takes a village, and our family was a strong one. We all doted on Marcella. She was all about green grapes and big red apples these days.

	Lahala held the glass to Marcella’s lips. “Drink, baby.”

	Marcella sipped, great tears rolling down her cheeks. When Lahala lifted the glass away, Marcella gulped a couple of times.

	“Your father had her arrested.” She stared at me.

	“Good. About time too,” I said.

	“I’ll say. I wish she’d come here. I’d kick her lolo ass for sure,” Lahala huffed.

	She would, too.

	A small part of me was shocked that I was talking about my own birth mother this way. The bigger part of me was mad. Damned furious that my mother was behaving like a crazy stalker. Somehow, she’d found out Dad and Marcella were having a baby, and she’d turned up at their home a couple of times.

	They had taken out a restraining order against her after she dropped an old island curse bundle at the door, but Dad had resisted calling the cops after the more recent episodes. He thought it would only inflame her insane obsession with Marcella.

	“He’s at the police station, pressing charges.” Marcella spoke through a long series of hiccups, and her voice trembled. She glanced at Kord. “I need you to make Louie’s breakfast. He’s very upset. You know how to cook the right things for him.”

	“Kord, you’re the best chef I know,” I told my lover.

	His cheeks reddened. “No, I’m not.”

	“Are, too. It must suck being you. I mean, I can’t even boil water. I’m the world’s lousiest cook.”

	“No, you’re not. You just have to get over your attachment to carbs.” We both knew that would never happen. “Besides, I enjoy taking care of you.” He was happy now. He knew he was a brilliant cook, and his sister did need him after all.

	“I can’t stand the smell of anything right now. Michael normally makes Louie’s breakfast these days.” Marcella’s face crumpled again. “I can’t even take care of my little boy.”

	“Easy, sis.” Kord rubbed her arms and kissed her cheek. “We’re here for you. I can cook him breakfast. No problem.”

	“And can you take him to school for me, please?”

	“Of course.”

	“Your father wants you to come to the birthing class with me,” Marcella whispered to me.

	“Of course,” I echoed Kord. I was worried about work. Dad and I had a steeplejack job, but I’d do anything they asked.

	Marcella breathed deeply. “This baby’s kicking.”

	“You got him all upset.” I ran my hands over her belly and felt little Lono’s foot giving my favorite woman in the whole wide world quite a workout. “He’s going to be a superstar,” I told her.

	Lono’s name meant god of peace and protection, but the kid sure wasn’t getting much thanks to my stupid birth mother. I had no idea why she persisted with her nutty ways. Then I had to remind myself she was actually crazy.

	“You think he’s all right
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