
Chapter One 

Mia Goran’s ears popped from the change in altitude. The pulsing at the base of her skull 

finally lessened if only a tiny bit and her shoulders dropped slightly from where they’d been 

perched next to her ears. Leaning her forehead against the small window, she saw nothing but 

blue-green water. Not just any water. The Pacific Ocean. Twenty minutes from touching down in 

Hawaii for a week vacation. Solo.  

The past several days had been pure torture.  

Ha! Torture and liberating at the same time. It’s funny how things worked out. What 

should have been the happiest time in her life, coordinating her wedding and her future with her 

fiancé, had been a grueling and miserable process.  

Grueling because her mother had been waiting for this day since Mia was a little girl. 

From the instant she’d said yes to Vuk’s proposal more than a year ago, her mother planned 

every last detail. 

But Vuk wasn’t the one. She’d known it and allowed the charade to carry on far too long. 

Long enough that the wedding had been only a week away and would have occurred but for 

Vuk’s friend revealing Mr. Not-the-One’s cheating blunder.  

She and Vuk had always been more best friends than head-over-heels lovers. She stared 

out the window, watching the crest of the waves roll into one another. Lovers had a spark, right? 

What the hell did she know about love? She’d spent the better part of fifteen years in a 

relationship with a man everyone, particularly her parents, wanted her to be with because they 



adored him, he came from a good family and had the right heritage. Deep within, she’d always 

known he was her best friend—not the love of her life. 

She massaged the side of her neck, kneading the knots of tension that had formed over 

the last several days. Thank God for Vuk’s male stupidity. His indiscretion gave her the excuse 

she needed to call the wedding off. So, yes. She’d been a coward. Maybe. But she was tired of 

everyone telling her how to run her life. Now was time to change that. 

Ending the engagement hadn’t been nearly as difficult as she thought it would be. She 

simply handed over his engagement ring and walked out of the bar, leaving friends and family 

stunned at her composure. She didn’t return his phone calls or text messages. And over the last 

several days, there had been at least a hundred. All exactly what one would expect from a 

repentant fiancé, who’d been outed for accepting a blowjob from a stripper at his bachelor party. 

She refused to see him. Her mind was made up and nothing he would do or say could 

change her decision. This was the right thing for both. After a week of sunning herself on the 

beach and sipping Mai Tais, she’d talk to him again. Closing her eyes, she breathed in the 

recycled air and released her breath to the count of five. The weight on her chest lightened. She 

wasn’t angry about his mistake even if she should have been. She was more upset with herself 

that she almost went through with the wedding.  

Lush green mountains came into view. She focused her attention on the islands drifting 

below the plane and her anxiety started to dissipate. Mia curled her bitten down thumbnails into 

her fists and took another long breath. It was beautiful.  



One whole week of waves crashing against the shore, warm ocean breezes against her 

skin and no one asking how she was feeling. People thought her silence had been her way of 

dealing with her disappointment and heartbreak. Let them think that for now. She needed the 

break from everyone so she could figure out what she wanted to do with her life and how to 

make it happen.  

She rested her head against the seat back and closed her eyes. She inhaled and blew the 

breath out in a long whoosh. The muscles around her neck and shoulders relaxed for the first 

time in days. She smiled. Freedom.  

“Hawaii will do that to you,” the woman sitting next to her said. 

“Do what?” Mia cracked her eyes opened and glanced at the older woman, who had been 

silent for the several hour flight until now. If the broad smile stretching across her face was any 

indication, the crinkles around her grey eyes were from years of smiling and laughing. The 

woman’s expression warmed her from the inside out. 

“I’ve been coming here for three decades. Sometimes with friends and family. Sometimes 

on my own. The island has a way of calming your nerves, relieving your stress and healing your 

soul.” 

“It’s beautiful from up here.” Mia peeked out the window again as the plane approached 

closer to the land. 



“Wait until you get on the ground. It’s heaven on earth.” The woman’s warm hand 

grasped hers and gave it a squeeze. “Whatever it is you’re looking for, darling, I think you’ll find 

it here.” 

Mia smiled. What was she looking for? That was the question. Even she didn’t know the 

answer. 

The plane thumped to the ground as the wheels contacted the runway. The pilots slowed 

the plane and the deacceleration pressed her into her seat.  

A female voice wafted over the loudspeaker, welcoming the travelers to Kona. The plane 

taxied a short distance, then pulled to a stop. The seat belt light dinged, and everyone popped up. 

She was no exception. She grabbed her camera bag from the overhead compartment and slung it 

across her body.  

 “Have a great vacation,” the older woman whispered to her before moving forward and 

exiting the plane. 

Mia hurried down the aisle. She was ready for vacation. Ready for a break. Ready to find 

herself. 

 

 “Aloha. Where to, ma’am?” The bronze-skinned taxi driver asked as he loaded her one 

small piece of luggage into the trunk of his yellow cab.  



Mia moved in a circle, taking in her surroundings. Palm trees stood tall. A slight breeze 

blew in salty ocean air, clearing her nose and her mind. Birds cawed and fluttered from bush to 

tree and back again. This was exactly what she needed. 

Mia turned to the driver, waiting for her with the back door to his taxi ajar. “The Hale 

Coffee Inn. I have directions here somewhere.” She rummaged through her backpack looking for 

the paper she printed from online with directions from the airport to the inn. She could use her 

phone. She knew that, but she hadn’t been sure what sort of service she’d have on the island. She 

also knew the taxi driver was trained to bring his customers to their destination, but this was the 

first time she traveled so far on her own and being over prepared kept her from panicking. 

“No worries, ma’am. I know exactly where it is. Beautiful location.” He waved her to get 

in. Mia smiled and slid in. She was in good hands. Lowering the window, she breathed in the 

fresh ocean air as the car cruised along the coastal roadway. 

“It looked gorgeous online.”  

Mia pulled out her phone and turned the device on. Several notifications popped onto her 

screen once the phone connected. Three texts and one call from Vuk. She ignored his messages. 

He knew she was leaving town, but she made her family promise not to reveal her destination no 

matter how much he begged. Vuk was desperate and would follow her to the ends of Earth to 

convince her to give him another try. She needed the space. Reading his messages would sour 

her mood and she’d just arrived in paradise.  

There was one text from her sister, Ana, demanding that Mia notify her when she arrived 

at her destination. Mia tapped out a quick response to Ana, then powered down her phone and 



stuffed the device into her bag. She’d touch base with her family periodically over the week. She 

didn’t want them to worry, but she planned to spend most of this trip disconnected.  

Returning her focus to the drive, she swiveled her head from one sight to the next as they 

sailed along the Hawaiian roads for the ten or twelve miles it took to get to the Inn. Lava rock. 

Birds of paradise. Plumeria plants, orange and mango trees. The ocean lapped at coastline during 

the entire drive. The island lived up to the beauty plastered on the Hawaiian travel websites she’d 

scoured.  

Most of the leftover tension eased out of her, and she smiled her first genuine smile in 

days. She paid the taxi driver and wheeled her small suitcase up the couple of steps and into the 

reception area of the Hale Coffee Inn. Home for the week.  

“Aloha.” A sugar-sweet voice greeted her as she bustled through the door. A beautiful 

woman stood behind a small mahogany counter. She glanced up from a binder she was flipping 

through. Her dark brown, almost black, hair hung just below her jawline and lay in unruly waves 

around her face. Her prominent cheekbones and big hazel eyes gave her a youthful look. It was 

the tiny lines by her eyes and cupping her mouth that gave away her approximate age—perhaps 

mid-fifties. She had a European look about her—maybe Greek—something Mediterranean. Her 

plush lips stretched, showing off beautiful white teeth.  

“Aloha.” Mia grinned and ambled the short distance to the counter, wheeling her suitcase 

behind her over the teak floors. “I’m checking in. Name is Mia Goran.” 



“Welina, Mia.” The woman shimmied the mouse to wake up the computer. “That means 

‘welcome.’ I’m Phina. My family and I own Hale. We’re glad to have you.” She tapped out 

something on the keyboard.  

“Thank you, Phina.” Mia glanced around the small, but welcoming, area. Chestnut 

paneling dressed the walls. Ukuleles, each a different color or painted design, hung from mounts 

above the stone fireplace. A seagrass sofa with cream cushions offered a visitor a soft place to 

land and be warmed by the stone hearth. Large lanterns, flickering with flameless candles, 

adorned the floor and perched atop of the coffee table.  

“A week stay?” Phina quirked an eyebrow and glanced at her. “By yourself?” 

Mia nodded, casting her eyes downward. She fumbled with her wallet to get her driver’s 

license and credit card to check in. She didn’t want to explain the reasons for her escape. Not that 

she was embarrassed to be by herself, because she wasn’t. Traveling alone was something she’d 

always wanted to do and now was her time—even if she should have been on her honeymoon to 

Montenegro and Greece. Hawaii was just as good, maybe even better. 

“Mia, you booked the Pineapple Room.” Phina slid the key card across the counter. “If 

you go up the stairs, the room will be the second on your right. It has a queen bed, sitting area, 

and private bath. The views from the balcony are glorious.” 

Mia raised her head and smiled at Phina’s kindness and sincerity. “Thank you.”  

“Since you’re going to be with us for a week, you should probably start learning the 

language.” Phina placed her hands on the counter.  



Mia couldn’t help but notice the elegance of her fingers, long and thin. Phina’s 

fingernails were clipped short but filed neatly with a clear coat of nail polish making them shine. 

A carved shell ring hugged the fourth finger on her left hand, simple but beautiful. So different 

from the platinum diamond ring Vuk had picked out for her.  

“Mahalo. That’s ‘thank you’ in Hawaiian.” Her hazel eyes glowed with a warmth that 

made Mia think of her mom. “Breakfast is from seven to ten in the morning. Coffee, fresh Kona 

coffee, from our very own farm, is served all day. You will find various snacks provided 

throughout the day.” Phina pulled a sheet of paper with a map of the property and slapped the 

document on the counter, pointing to the blue area. “The pool is out back, overlooking the coffee 

farm and the sea. We also offer massage. There is a gazebo—right here,” she lifted her finger to 

a white square a short distance from the main inn, “where massages are given. It’s quite 

amazing—listening to the waves crash while getting your muscles worked into submission. I 

highly recommend it.” She flashed Mia another award-winning smile. “Did you need me to have 

one of my sons, Kekoa or Kaiko, help you with your luggage?” She slid the map across the 

counter to Mia.  

“N-no. I have one small suitcase, my backpack and my camera bag. I think I can handle 

it.” She plucked at the strap of her camera bag slung across her body. “Are you Hawaiian?” Mia 

hadn’t noticed any sort of accent from Phina, but it was clear her sons had been given Hawaiian 

names. She hoped Phina wouldn’t find the question rude or intrusive. Curiosity had gotten the 

better of her. 



“That all depends on what you mean by that question.” Phina paused and scanned Mia’s 

face. “My husband was of the Hawaiian heritage. Born and raised on this very farm.” She waved 

a hand in the direction of a large window that looked out over the property. “I’m more of a mix. 

I’m Italian, second generation in the States, but I adopted the Hawaiian culture years ago. So, I 

consider myself Hawaiian in all ways that matter. I fell so in love with this island and my 

husband, I simply married into it.”  

“That’s lovely,” Mia said. Her heart tightened. At this point in her life, she’d yet to fall in 

love with anything and that made her sad. But Phina’s words gave her hope.  

“Okay, then. Please let me or my sons know if you need anything. Anything at all.” 

Phina’s radiant smile left her with a sense of peace. 

Mia grabbed the map and the handle of her suitcase and headed to the stairs. The first 

floor was incredible. Large picture windows looked out over the lush grounds. The white caps of 

the waves crested on shore in the distance. Bushes—some speckled with what looked like red 

cherries—covered the hillside. Coffee bushes. Excitement bubbled through her. 

Once she got situated in her room, she’d explore the property. Her fingers twitched to 

pull her camera out of its bag and snap photos. But she had a whole week. Right now, she needed 

to unload her luggage and figure out her plan for this adventure. 

She heaved her suitcase up the stairs and entered the Pineapple room. Tears welled in her 

eyes. After the last several days, this place was exactly what she needed. The room, the property, 

the woman that owned the Inn were perfect. 



Bamboo paneling surrounded opened jalousie windows, allowing the salty ocean air to 

permeate the room. French glass doors led to a small balcony with two dark brown wicker chairs 

that offered a spectacular view of the grounds. A lavish queen bed perched against the cocoa 

colored headboard. An off-white down comforter with a Caribbean blue bed runner draped over 

the plush mattress. A reading chair in a textured camel colored fabric sat near one of the 

windows, almost beckoning her to pull out her newest romance novel and kick her heels up to 

read.  

Mia closed her eyes and inhaled deeply. The sound of waves crashing ashore and the 

song of some island bird settled her soul. 

She’d unpack in a bit. She wanted to lay on the bed and soak up the peaceful sounds of 

Hawaii. She crawled atop the mattress and flopped on her back with a sigh. She would rest her 

eyes for just a few minutes, then she could figure out her itinerary for the week. No one to 

interrupt her. Unless—maybe—a smoking-hot Hawaiian offered her a weeklong fling. Now that 

was an interruption she’d welcome. 


