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Message	from	Rene	
	
Hello	Reader!	
	
I	have	created	this	compilation	of	extras	for	as	a	little	
something	special	for	you,	my	newsletter	subscriber!	Thank	
you	so	much	letting	me	into	your	inbox.	
	
I	have	enclosed	the	first	chapters	of	both	UNCOVERING	LILY	
and	FINDING	SUNSHINE,	along	with	some	fun	extras	for	both	
novels!	
	
Happy	Reading,	
~	Rene	
	
	
	



	

Uncovering	Lily	(Mackay	International,	#1)	
	
	
Virgin,	Lily	has	been	drugged,	
kidnapped	and	imprisoned	in	a	
Hong	Kong	brothel	with	no	way	of	
escaping.	And	she’s	tried.	
	
Businessman,	Xavier	was	at	the	
brothel	to	meet	with	a	potential	
investor.	He	never	intended	to	
spend	the	night.	When	he	sees	Lily	
he	instantly	recognizes	her,	but	she	
doesn’t	remember	him.	
	
Now	Xavier	has	only	one	night	to	
make	her	his.



	

Uncovering	Lily:	Chapter	One	
	

~	Lily	~	
Mid-April	–	Hong	Kong	

The	sounds	of	partying	and	sex	have	finally	ended,	and	the	house	

has	grown	silent.	Sneaking	out	should	be	easy.	

Grasping	the	door	handle	with	a	shaking	hand	I	whisper	to	myself,	

“It’s	now	or	never.”	

The	knob	turns,	and	the	door	thankfully	opens—my	captors	

haven’t	locked	me	in	the	small	prison-like	room.	Two	days	ago,	at	least	I	

think	it	was,	I	woke	up	disoriented	from	whatever	drugs	they	had	

injected	me	and	with	the	worst	hangover	I	have	ever	experienced.	Last	

year’s	tequila	fueled	New	Year’s	doesn’t	even	compare!	

The	small	room	swam	in	front	of	my	eyes,	and	I	was	too	dizzy	to	

comprehend	what	was	really	going	on.	I	only	knew	one	thing:	I	had	been	

kidnapped.	I	have	since	been	able	to	deduce	that	I’m	most	likely	not	in	

Paris.	They	aren’t	speaking	French,	rather	what	I	assume	is	Chinese	

Mandarin,	so	I	have	not	understood	a	fucking	word	they’ve	said	to	me	

through	the	drugged-induced	haze.	

Last	semester	I	should	have	taken	Mandarin	instead	of	fucking	

French.	It	would’ve	been	a	hell	of	a	lot	more	useful!	Who	needs	to	speak	

French	anyway?	Most	of	the	French	I	met	in	Paris	spoke	at	least	some	

English,	and	many	of	those	were	eager	to	practice	their	English	with	me.	

Once	the	fog	started	lifting	from	my	mind,	I	drank	every	drop	of	

water	they	gave	me	to	try	and	flush	out	whatever	drug	they’d	injected	

me	with.	I	also	exaggerated	the	effects,	making	them	think	the	drugs	



	

were	still	having	an	effect	on	me.	By	last	night	I	felt	almost	human	again.	

Now	it’s	time	for	my	escape.	

From	looking	out	the	small	window,	I	know	that	I	am	being	held	

on	the	third	floor	of	a	large	residential	home.	I	feel	pretty	confident	in	

my	abilities	since	I	have	had	plenty	of	practice	sneaking	in	and	out	of	my	

house	in	high	school.	I	have	been	eagerly	waiting	until	the	house	quiets.	

Hopefully,	everyone	is	asleep.	

I’m	still	wearing	the	same	black	dress	I	was	kidnapped	in,	but	my	

shoes	have	gone	missing,	so	I	tiptoe	out	of	the	room	barefoot.	The	long	

hallway	has	several	doors	on	either	side,	and	in	the	darkness,	I	can	

make	out	a	staircase	on	the	far	end.	Slowly	I	make	my	way	down	the	

hall,	keeping	in	the	shadows	and	using	the	rug	running	its	length	to	

muffle	my	footsteps.	I	inch	my	way	toward	the	stairs	and	slowly	

descend	to	the	landing,	leaning	my	weight	onto	the	railing	so	my	steps	

are	lighter	on	the	treads,	until	I	enter	another	long	hallway.	

This	one	is	brighter,	and	it’s	not	long	before	I	come	to	another	

railing	overlooking	the	open	entryway.	There	I	see	the	early	morning	

sun	coming	through	the	windows.	The	large	front	door	is	in	sight!	My	

heart	is	pounding	in	my	chest	so	loud	I	can	almost	hear	it.	

I	move	slowly	toward	the	staircase	but	freeze	when	I	see	a	large	

man	dressed	in	a	suit	walking	to	the	door	and	standing	by	it	like	a	

sentry.	After	several	eternity-like	seconds,	he	touches	his	ear	almost	as	

if	someone	is	speaking	to	him	and	moves	off	down	an	adjacent	hallway	

until	I	can	no	longer	see	him.	I	quickly	hurry	down	the	stairs.	Throwing	

open	the	door,	I	bolt	outside	and	down	the	cement	steps,	ignoring	my	

feet	protesting	the	cold	and	rough	terrain.	



	

I	make	it	down	the	driveway	and	come	to	a	decorative	gate.	I	

attempt	to	push	it	open,	only	to	find	it	locked.	Fuck.	I	am	forced	to	

crouch	down	in	order	to	crawl	under.	I	wince	as	I	scrap	my	palms	

against	the	icy	broken	concrete.	My	dress’s	flimsy	material	barely	

covers	my	knees	and	I	can	feel	it	beginning	to	tear.	Once	on	the	other	

side,	I	attempt	to	stand	only	to	snag	my	dress	on	one	of	the	gate’s	

unwelcoming	spikes.	Panicking,	I	tug	myself	loose,	ripping	a	hole	in	the	

back	of	my	dress.	

Shaking	and	sweating,	but	not	wanting	to	risk	being	caught,	I	

continue	to	run	down	the	busy	sidewalk.	

I	don’t	get	too	far	when	I	freeze	in	my	tracks.	A	black	car	has	

pulled	up	in	front	of	me	and	several	large	men	in	black	suits	get	out.	I	

turn	to	run	the	opposite	direction,	only	to	run	directly	into	more	men.	

One	of	the	men	picks	me	up	and	carries	me	over	his	shoulder.	I	

kick,	scream,	and	fight	as	they	drag	me	back	to	the	house.	The	street	is	

busy,	and	pedestrians	pass	by,	but	no	one	attempts	to	stop	them.	

They	take	me	through	the	back	door	and	into	what	I	now	know	is	

the	holding	room	for	any	drunk	or	abusive	clients.	They	are	careful	not	

to	hit	my	face	as	they	beat	me	with	wooden	canes,	and	laugh	at	my	

expense	as	I	curl	into	a	tight	ball,	protecting	myself.	

I	am	then	forced	into	my	now	familiar	closet,	with	only	a	pillow	

and	blanket.	I	can	barely	move	or	breathe.	

I’m	stuck.	Trapped.	

Beaten.	

But	not	raped.	Yet.	

The	following	morning,	I	am	dragged	out	of	my	closet	and	taken	to	



	

see	the	overseer,	a	balding	middle-aged	man	who	runs	the	house.	

“You	behave,	or	I	have	you	beaten	again,”	he	says,	spitting	and	

jabbing	a	fat	finger	in	my	face.	“Until	Sir	comes	for	you,	you	work	for	me	

now.”	

Since	every	man	who	enters	the	house	is	called	“Sir,”	this	doesn’t	

tell	me	anything.	

The	only	thing	I	can	do	is	keep	breathing—no	matter	how	painful	

it	is.	

After	my	escape	attempt	yesterday,	I’ve	come	to	realize	that	I	

need	to	learn	as	much	as	possible	about	my	surroundings	before	I	

attempt	another	escape.	

Lying	alone	on	the	floor	of	this	tiny,	stuffy,	closet	with	only	a	

pillow,	blanket,	and	my	thoughts	for	company,	I	try	to	piece	together	

what	is	happening	to	me	and	why.	The	rest	of	the	day	I	sink	into	despair	

and	silently	cry	myself	to	sleep	unable	to	control	my	emotions.	But	I	

quickly	realize	that	this	isn’t	going	to	help	me	escape.	

The	next	day	no	one	will	tell	me	why	I	am	being	held	captive.	And	

I	have	asked,	repeatedly.	The	other	inhabitants	of	the	house	barely	

speak	to	me,	unless	to	issue	an	order	in	broken	English,	although	they	

jabber	away	behind	my	back.	And	by	their	tone	and	gestures,	I	know	

they	aren’t	saying	how	much	they	love	having	me	here.	So	why	am	I?	

All	the	women,	from	the	maids	who	cook	and	clean	to	the	girls	

who	service	the	gentlemen,	all	seem	to	be	here	of	their	own	free	will.	

They	smile,	laugh,	and	eagerly	greet	the	men	who	visit.	None	of	them	

are	locked	in	at	night	to	prevent	their	escape.	

As	the	days	pass,	I’m	able	to	piece	together	several	things,	one	



	

being	my	location.	After	hearing	one	of	the	gentlemen	talking	to	another	

I’ve	figured	out	that	I	am	now	in	Hong	Kong.	How	I	got	here	from	Paris	I	

still	have	no	fucking	clue.	I	don’t	dare	ask	any	of	the	men	who	visit	for	

help.	They	barely	acknowledge	my	existence,	except	to	try	and	cop	a	feel	

or	order	a	drink.	

Nothing	makes	sense.	

At	first,	I	thought	that	I	was	being	held	captive	for	ransom.	My	late	

father’s	company,	MacKay	International,	is	a	multi-million	dollar	

corporation	and	one	of	the	largest	textile	importers	in	the	country.	

Clearly,	this	isn’t	the	case	otherwise	I	would	be	free.	

My	throat	tightens	and	my	chest	painfully	seizes	whenever	I	think	

of	my	family.	They	must	be	going	crazy	wondering	where	I	am	and	what	

has	happened	to	me.	I	imagine	my	stepfather,	James,	and	cousin,	Peter,	

are	frantically	scouring	the	globe	looking	for	me.	And	my	poor	mother,	

who’s	already	lost	so	much,	is	probably	sick	with	worry	and	pretending	

nothing	is	wrong.	

I	need	to	get	home	to	them.	Now,	all	I	have	to	do	is	figure	out	how!	

	
Text	Copyright	©	2018	Rene	Webb,	All	Rights	Reserved	

	
Read	Now:	http://books2read.com/UncovLily	



Interview	with	Lily	MacKay	
 

The heroine of Uncovering Lily, Lily MacKay, has agreed to answer some 
questions about herself and her recent harrowing experiences. For her own 
safety, we will not be disclosing her current location or spoiling too many of 
events that took place within the story. 
 
Rene: If you had a free day and your only mission was to enjoy yourself, 
where would you go and what would you do? 
 
Lily: I would start the day off at cafè, having a cup of tea and croissant. 
Then I would find a garden or an art museum to wander through. I would 
end the day by going out dancing with some friends. 
 
Rene: Do you think you’ve turned out the way your parents expected? 
 
Lily: Yes and No. My mother expected me to follow the life plan she had all 
mapped out for me since I was born. My dad would’ve wanted and expected 
me to find my own path and passions. 
 
Rene: What do you like best about Xavier?  
 
Lily: Is it too shallow to say he’s hot? I’ll admit he can be incredibly 
thoughtful and sweet. He’s also so scary intelligent, it can actually be a little 
intimidating. But what I like best about my man, is how safe and cared for I 
feel when I am with him. 
 
Rene: What do you like the least about Xavier?  
 
Lily: He’s moody AF! Seriously! 
 
Rene: What is the quality you are most looking for in a man? 
 
Lily: I want a man who makes me feel safe, both physically and 



	

emotionally. Someone, I can feel safe being myself with. I was looking for 
Xavier. 
 
Rene: What is your most treasured possession? 
 
Lily: During his last business trips to Paris, my dad brought me back a 
French silk scarf covered in red poppies. He told me he saw it and thought of 
me. That’s exactly who he was, the most thoughtful man in the world. What 
fucking sucks is, I had it with me in Paris. I doubt I’ll ever see it again. 
 
Rene: What is your current state of mind? 
 
Lily: Seriously? What do you fucking think? I was kidnapped and held 
prisoner! I’m completely fucked up. 
 
 



	

Introducing:	Trevor	Gregor	
	
Trevor	Gregor	is	the	swoon	worthy	assistant	slash	bodyguard	of	Xavier	
Finch!	We	will	meet	him	in	Claiming	Lily,	the	sequel	to	Uncovering	
Lily,	and	have	developed	the	biggest	crush	on	this	supporting	
character.	Not	that	I	fallen	out	of	love	with	Xavier	Finch	by	any	means!		
		
When	I	began	writing	the	face	I	saw	was	that	of	actor	Warren	Kole.	Be	
sure	to	look	him	up!	Blonde,	blue-eyed	and	rugged	looking!	Perfect	for	
the	sweet,	but	deadly	man	that	Trevor	is.		
		
Below	I	have	included	some	fun	facts	and	a	small	excerpt	from	when	
Trevor	makes	his	appearance	in	Claiming	Lily!	
	
5	Fun	Facts:	
		
1)	Medically	discharged	from	the	Army	
2)	The	sugar	cookie	is	his	favorite	cookie	
3)	He	reads	action-adventure	mystery	novels	
4)	He	plays	chess	
5)	Certified	Instructor	in	Krav	Maga	
		
Excerpt:	
		

“Mr.	Finch,”	a	booming	voice	calls	out	from	across	the	lobby	as	a	

man	jogs	over	to	us	overloaded	with	suitcases,	a	garment	bag	and	a	

messenger	bag.	

“Here	he	his	now,”	Finn	says	and	I	feel	his	body	relaxing	against	

mine.	

As	the	man	draws	closer,	my	eyes	widen	and	I	can’t	help	but	smile	

as	I	get	a	better	look	at	him.	Total	eye	candy!	He	is	a	head	shorter	than	

Finn	and	broader	in	the	chest.	The	tight	royal	blue	polo	shirt,	shows	off	

his	pecks	perfectly.	Staring	at	his	chest	I	almost	miss	his	square	jaw,	



	

bright	blue	eyes,	and	light	blonde	hair	cropped	short.	All	on	a	canvas	of	

alabaster	skin	even	paler	than	my	own.	You	could	tell	from	the	way	he	

walks	towards	us	that	he,	much	like	Finn,	exudes	self	confidence.	It’s	

almost	palpable.	And	extremely	sexy.	

The	top	button	of	his	shirt	is	undone	and	I	can	see	wisps	of	curly	

blond	hair	peeking	out.	I	can’t	help	but	wonder	how	far	that	hair	trails	

down	his	chest.	

“Lily,”	Finn	snaps,	the	sound	of	his	voice	and	his	fingertips	digging	

into	my	hip,	breaks	through	my	musings.	

I	look	up	at	his	sexy	scowl,	his	golden	eyes	boring	into	mine,	and	I	

melt	into	his	side	asking	“Sir?”	

“Princess,	this	is	my	assistant	Trevor,”	Finn	introduces	us,	curling	

me	further	into	his	chest.	

“Miss	MacKay,”	he	says	respectfully,	giving	me	a	bright	smile.	“It’s	

a	pleasure	to	meet	you.”	

“Hi,”	I	smile	and	give	him	a	small	idiotic	wave,	from	where	I’m	

plastered	against	Finn’s	chest.	

		
Text	Copyright	©	2018	Rene	Webb,	All	Rights	Reserved	

	
I	cannot	wait	for	you	to	fall	in	love	with	Trevor	too.	Don't	worry	he	is	

single,	for	now!	
	

	



	

Claiming	Lily:	Fun	Facts	
	

	
 
5 New Character You Will Meet: 
  
1) Trevor Gregor 
2) Riley Finch 
3) Peter Stein 
4) Derek Lion 
5) Daisy Sanchez 
  
4 Nicknames Lily Will Call Finn, Trying To Find The Perfect One 
  
1) Mr. Clean 
2) Boss Man 
3) Dude 
4) Edward 
  
 
3 Questions That Will be Answered 



	

  
1) Why did James Mayers really have Lily kidnapped? 
2) What are Finn's future plans for himself and Lily? 
3) What is Lily's secret geeky obsession? 
  
2 Objects That Will Be Seen 
 

     
  
1 Naughty Excerpt To Tide You Over (unedited) 
  

“How are you feeling?” He asks, kissing my naked shoulder. 

“Umm…” I don’t quite know how to answer him. It would a total lie 

if I said I was fine. I’m not sure I’ll ever be completely alright after what 

happened to me. I may not be a walking ball of anxiety anymore, or at least 

not when Finn is in the room. But how can I ever truly be okay knowing that 

a man I loved and looked up to, my step-father, had me kidnapped and 

brought to that hellish place for reasons unknown. 

“Better.” I whisper, looking into the mirror and meeting his warm 

gentle eyes. 

“That’s my girl,” he says approvingly with a grin. Wrapping one arm 

across my chest while the other one grabs the shirt I’m shielding myself with 

and tosses it back onto the floor. 

“Finn,” I protest. 

He gently pulls me in tighter to his body. Surrounding me. Safety. 



	

Sweeping my hair off to one side, Finn nuzzles and kisses my neck 

with gentle affection. My body relaxes in his arms. I can hear my own sigh 

as I let go of the tension I’d been holding in. Reaching up I wrap my hands 

around his forearms, grounding myself. 

“Breakfast will be here in thirty minutes. Should give you enough 

time for a nice soak in the tub,” he tells me kissing my bare shoulder and 

holding me warmly in his arms. 

“Thanks Mr. Clean, but I’m good,” I giggle, turning my head and 

looking up into his face. 

“Mr. Clean?” 

“Yes, until I can come up with something better,” I say, and although 

he’s scowling down at me, I see a trace of a smile. 

“You could just use my name,” he states raising his sexy eyebrows up 

at me. 

“I could,” I agree. 

“Or you could call me sir,” Finn leans down and whispers against my 

lips, his voice dipping into a low sensual growl that sends a spark of heat 

through me. 

“I could,” I say, and even I can hear the breathy desire in my voice. 

Fuck! This man has a power over me, like no other. 

One of his large hands cups my face in his hand, turning it so he can 

take my mouth with his own. Slowly, deeply, possessing it completely. I 

moan as his free hand cups my breast and he pinches my already stiff nipple 

between two fingers, sending a tingle of remembered pleasure through my 

body. 



	

“How’s your cunt feeling?” He asks against my lips, as the hand 

which was sensually torturing my breast slides down my body and between 

my legs, which part instinctively welcoming, wanting, his touch. 

“Wet.” My words coming out strange giggle moan as he firmly palms 

my bare flesh. 

How could I possibly be anything else with him touching, surrounding 

me? 

Why the fuck does this man affect me so much? 

I hear a groan behind me as Finn’s arms release their hold on me, and 

I feel a chill from the loss. With his warm hands on my hips he spins me 

around so we are now face to face. Sliding my palms up his solid chest I 

entwine my arms around his neck, letting my fingers slide through his hair 

as I pull him towards me. He comes willingly pressing his full wet lips to my 

awaiting ones, taking over and dominating the kiss. Wrapping his arms 

around me, I shudder with pleasure as he runs his hands down my back to 

palm my ass, squeezing it gently before moving lower. 

“Dude,” I exclaim pulling out of the kiss, as I am suddenly lifted up. 

Finn knocks over bottles and pushes our clothes onto the floor, as he sets me 

down onto the counter. 

“Dude?” He asks quirking his eyebrows. 

Smiling and spreading my legs further apart, I let his question go 

unanswered as I pull him in closer. Wanting, needing, to feel his warmth. 

Finn tangles one hand in my hair, while the other slowly moves down my 

body, caressing, touching and sending a shiver of need throughout my body.  

I wrap my around his shoulders as he kisses me slowly, leisurely, 

teasing me with his tongue. His wandering hand, squeezes my breast and 

thumbs my nipple, I can hear myself making a plaintive moan in his mouth. 



	

Still lower his hand travels, stroking my skin along the way making me 

shiver. Finally his hand reaches my sex. 

“Lean back on your elbows,” he tells me, breaking the kiss. 

I lean back, and look down my body at the man between my legs. His 

strong hands are now resting my thighs, gently pushing them further apart. 

Exposing my sex further to the cool air of the room and his heated gaze. 
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 Make sure you add Claiming Lily to your Goodreads "Want to Read" list! 

https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/41449541-claiming-lil



	

Finding	Sunshine	(A	Pinetree	Romance,	#1)	
	
Aspiring	photographer,	Nina	
King,	is	searching	for	a	place	
to	belong.		
	
Ex-con,	Aaron	Masters,	is	
searching	for	redemption.	
	
It’s	time	for	the	Valentine’s	
Day	Date	Auction	at	the	
exclusive	Boston	nightclub	
St.	Andrews,	and	Aaron	would	rather	be	anywhere	else.	That	all	changes	
when	he	catches	a	glimpse	of	Nina,	the	woman	he	hasn’t	been	able	to	
stop	thinking	about	since	their	recent	chance	encounter.	When	they	met	
her	smile—for	a	precious	moment—warmed	the	darkness	inside.	Now	
he’ll	stop	at	nothing	to	make	her	his	woman,	keep	her,	and	protect	her	
from	the	truth	of	his	rough	past.	
	
Nina	hasn’t	been	able	to	get	a	certain	handsome	man,	with	long	hair	and	
gorgeous	blue	eyes,	out	of	her	thoughts—or	her	dreams.	As	her	
professional	internship	has	recently	ended,	she’s	now	out	of	work	and	
trying	to	find	herself	while	struggling	to	build	a	viable	career.	
	
Aaron	and	Nina’s	relationship	soon	heats	up,	but	not	everyone	in	their	
lives	is	excited	about	this	new	development.	
	
Will	Aaron’s	dark	past	derail	the	couple’s	bright	future?



	

Finding	Sunshine:	Chapter	One	
	

~	Aaron	~	

Mid	February	–	Boston	

“Next!”	

The	booming	voice	of	the	harried	Starbucks	employee	shakes	me	

out	of	my	zombie-like	stupor.	My	body	is	protesting	being	awake	this	

early,	but	I	have	a	shift	at	the	animal	shelter	in	thirty	minutes.	We’re	

beginning	our	six-week	puppy	obedience	training	workshop,	and	I	

oversee	all	of	the	shelter’s	training	programs.	

All	I	really	want	to	do	is	collapse	in	a	warm	bed	with	something	

soft	and	cuddly—preferably	a	woman	and	not	Russell,	my	three-year	

old	chocolate	brown	English	Labrador.	

God,	I	hate	Mondays.	

Sadly,	the	reason	I’m	dead	on	my	feet	has	nothing	to	do	with	being	

up	all	night	enjoying	myself.	I	wasn’t	exhausting	myself	hitting	some	hot	

piece,	or	getting	into	any	other	kind	of	trouble.	I	don’t	even	want	to	

think	about	how	long	it’s	been	since	I’ve	gotten	laid,	it’s	just	too	fucking	

depressing.	My	sex	life—my	social	life—has	been	pretty	pathetic	lately.	

		 As	in,	I	don’t	have	much	of	either.	

		 I	haven’t	sought	out	any	sort	of	relationship	for	nine	months.	Nine	

long	months	of	self-imposed	abstinence.	I’d	grown	bored	of	meaningless	

relationships	with	woman	who	I	only	mildly	tolerated.	The	truth	is,	I	

probably	don’t	deserve	any	woman	who	I	would	want	to	form	a	long-

term	and	meaningful	relationship	with.	



	

		 The	real	reason	I’m	a	Walking	Dead	extra	this	morning	is	because	

I	covered	someone	else's	shift	last	night	at	The	Pint,	where	I	bartend.	It	

has	a	pretty	rough	clientele.	Pimps,	drug	dealers,	and	local	bosses	are	all	

frequent	patrons.		

Why	am	I	working	there?	I	have	a	degree	in	Business	Management	

from	BC,	for	fuck’s	sake!	

In	this	economy,	a	man	with	a	past	as	rough	as	mine	can’t	be	too	

proud	when	looking	for	a	job.	I’m	lucky	enough	to	be	able	to	do	what	I	

love	and	work	with	the	animals	at	the	shelter.	I	usually	spend	my	

mornings	there,	and	then	I	bring	Russell	back	home	to	our	studio	

apartment	above	The	Pint	for	his	afternoon	nap.		

Dealing	with	the	more	rowdy,	disgusting	animals	at	the	bar	in	the	

afternoon	and	evening	seems	like	a	fair	tradeoff.	Not	to	mention,	I	make	

pretty	decent	tips—mainly	because	the	patrons	know	I	keep	my	fucking	

trap	shut.	They	reward	me	in	a	roundabout	way	for	my	discretion.	

		 I	was	hired	by	Troy,	the	manager,	under	the	bar’s	legitimate	

business	heading,	and	every	two	weeks,	I’m	given	a	paycheck,	where	I	

see	my	taxes	and	social	security	have	eaten	up	all	my	hard	work.	I	do	my	

best	to	ignore	the	disreputable	clientele,	though.	I	keep	my	head	down	

and	do	my	job.	Pouring	drinks,	filling	bowls	with	pretzels,	wiping	down	

the	bar,	and	decontaminating	the	johns.	

		 Fuck,	I	hate	my	job!	

		 Life	never	seems	to	go	the	way	you	imagine	it	will.	

		 “Hi,	how	are	you	today?”	asks	the	sweetest	voice	in	front	of	me,	

pulling	me	from	my	depressing	thoughts	and	waking	me	to	my	

surroundings.	



	

		 I’m	standing	in	line	at	a	small-overcrowded	Starbucks	with	a	

dozen	other	Bostonians,	waiting	for	my	morning	fix	of	caffeine.	I	usually	

go	to	the	Dunkin	Donuts	across	the	street	from	my	apartment,	but	this	

morning,	for	some	reason,	I	felt	like	trying	one	of	those	ridiculously	

expensive,	specially	brewed	coffees	that	my	younger	sister,	Sarah,	is	

always	going	on	about.	

		 “What’s	ya’	orda’?”	is	the	curt	response	from	the	haggard	and	

clearly	overworked	employee.	

		 “Could	I	please	have	a	grande,	no-whip	mocha,	with	an	extra	

pump	of	mocha?	Thank	you,”	the	voice	says	pleasantly,	undeterred	by	

the	cashier’s	borderline	rudeness.	

		 I	smile.	I	love	a	woman	who	knows	what	she	wants	and	isn’t	

afraid	to	ask	for	it.	Flighty,	air-headed,	and	indecisive	woman	drive	me	

bat-shit	crazy.	I	may	like	control—mostly	during	sex—but	it’s	sexy	as	

hell	when	a	woman	knows	what	she	wants,	and	that	I’m	the	only	one	

that	can	give	it	to	her.	

		 Especially,	when	it	comes	in	such	a	sweet,	polite	package	as	the	

woman	standing	in	front	of	me	seemingly	is.	She’s	young,	probably	early	

twenties,	and	has	a	mass	of	light	brown	ringlets	falling	haphazardly	

down	her	back.	My	hand	itches	to	reach	out	and	touch	one	of	her	glossy	

curls.	To	see	if	they	are	as	soft	and	springy	as	they	look.	

Quickly	scanning	her	body	from	the	back,	I	can’t	make	out	much	of	

her	figure.	Most	of	it	is	hiding	underneath	a	long,	black	down	jacket,	and	

the	wildly	bright	purple	bag	hanging	off	her	shoulder.	The	sight	of	her	

black,	slightly	heeled	boots	peeking	out	from	the	bottom	of	her	coat	

make	me	grin.	



	

		 Sexy.	Classy.	Fucking	hot.	

		 The	boots	give	her	a	little	more	height.	My	guess	is	that	in	bare	

feet,	she’d	come	up	slightly	above	my	chin.	She’d	fit	perfectly	in	my	

arms.	I	shake	my	head,	attempting	to	clear	my	daydream.	

		 What	the	fuck	is	wrong	with	me?	

		 Here’s	hoping	this	mystery	woman	has	a	double-bagger	face,	or	

else	I’m	fucked.	Which	would	honestly	make	for	a	nice	change.	

		 “Name?”	

		 “Nina,”	answers	the	sweet,	friendly	voice.	

“That’ll	be	three	sixty-nine.”	

		 After	Nina	pays,	by	scanning	the	app	on	her	phone,	she	says	

cheerfully,	“Have	a	great	day.”	

		 “Next!”	The	barista	says	loudly,	ignoring	her	friendliness	once	

again.	

		 As	she	moves	off,	I	step	forward	and	go	through	the	motions	of	

ordering.	My	thoughts,	however,	are	on	the	woman	standing	by	the	

counter	across	the	room,	currently	waiting	for	her	drink.	

		 What	is	it	about	her?	

		 After	spending	a	small	fortune	for	a	grande	specially	brewed	

Clover	coffee,	I	make	my	way	through	the	crowd	toward	the	counter	to	

wait	for	my	order.	I	soon	find	myself	standing	next	to	the	mystery	

woman,	Nina.	

		 “Good	mornin’,”	she	says,	turning	and	flashing	me	the	brightest,	

most	beautiful	smile	I	have	ever	seen.	

		 Fuck!	There	goes	the	hope	of	her	being	fugly.	



	

		 It’s	not	that	her	perfectly	shaped	mouth	turns	up,	showing	just	the	

right	amount	of	teeth,	or	that	her	green	eyes	sparkle	and	crinkle	

warmly.	It’s	the	fact	that	her	whole	being	seems	to	shine,	like	I’m	staring	

at	the	sun,	and	it’s	momentarily	stunning	me.	It’s	like	I’ve	suddenly	

come	out	of	some	bizarre	sexual	hibernation.	I	can	breathe	again.		

Fu-uck!	

		 “Hello,”	I	answer	brightly,	maybe	a	little	bit	too	brightly.	I’ve	

probably	come	off	sounding	like	an	overeager	puppy.	

Midway	through	what	I’ve	been	told	is	a	nervous	habit	of	mine,	I	

realize	I’m	tucking	my	long	hair	behind	my	ears.	I	know	I’m	staring.	

Grinning	like	a	manic,	and	probably	frightening	her,	I’m	looking	at	her	

like	I’m	suddenly—awake.	

Maybe	for	the	first	time	in	years.	

I	jump,	when	my	cellphone	begins	vibrating	in	my	pocket.	

“Excuse	me,”	I	say,	pulling	it	out	and	quickly	glancing	at	several	

new	text	messages,	coming	in	quick,	annoyed	secession.	

Richard:	Where	r	u	asshole?	

Richard:	If	ur	dead,	I’m	going	to	kill	u!	

Richard:	Don’t	make	me	call	Sarah!	

The	persistent	texter	is	my	best	friend,	Richard.	We	met	in	college	

nearly	ten	years	ago,	and	our	friendship	has	withstood	some	of	the	best	

and	some	of	the	worst	moments	in	each	other’s	lives.	

		 I’ve	been	out	of	contact	with	Richard	for	several	weeks	now,	and	

I’m	not	even	sure	why.	Aside	from	Sarah,	my	sister,	he’s	one	person	who	

I’ve	always	been	able	to	count	on.	He	stuck	with	me	when	my	life	was	

going	ass	over	tits.	He	may	be	my	closest	friend	and	confidant,	but	over	



	

the	last	year,	I’ve	been	feeing	lost	and	adrift.	When	I	first	got	out	of	

prison	everything	seemed	to	go	back	to	normal,	but	now	I	feel	

disconnected	from	everything.	Most	of	all,	from	myself.	

“Do	you	like	dogs?”	I	find	myself	looking	up	from	my	phone	and	

blurting	out	stupidly.	

‘Do	you	like	dogs?’	

		 What	the	fuck?	

		 Where	did	that	come	from?	

In	my	defense,	the	last	woman	I	dated—and	I	use	the	term	

loosely—Lisa.	She	didn’t	get	along	with	Russell,	and	he	didn’t	like	her	

much,	either.	At	first	I	had	thought	it	was	mutual	jealousy,	but	really,	my	

dog	has	better	taste	in	women	than	his	master.	Lisa	wasn’t	a	fan	of	

kittens,	or	Bao	Bao,	the	new	adorable	baby	panda	at	the	National	Zoo,	

either.	

		 Why	did	I	ever	fuck	her?	

		 “Doesn’t	everyone?”	Nina	asks,	smiling	and	looking	at	me	

curiously.	

		 “They	should,”	I	reply,	tucking	my	phone	back	into	my	pocket	so	I	

can	give	the	woman	in	front	of	me	my	full	attention.	The	annoyed	

messages	don’t	warrant	an	immediate	response.	I’d	much	rather	soak	

up	the	sunshine	in	front	of	me.	

		 “Do	you	have	a	dog?”	Nina	asks	curiously,	no	doubt	wondering	

why	I	blurted	out	such	an	inane	question	to	a	complete	stranger.	

		 “Yes.”	I	reply	simply,	and	she	looks	at	me	expectantly,	as	if	she’s	

waiting	for	more.	

		 “Russell.	He’s	a	chocolate	English	Lab.”	



	

		 “How	old	is	he?”	

		 “He’s	three,”	I	reply.	Then,	since	she	seems	interested,	I	ask	

tentatively,	

“Would	you	like	to	see	a	picture?”	

		 “Of	course,”	she	says,	smiling	enthusiastically.	

		 I	dig	out	my	phone	and	find	several	of	the	pictures	Sarah	had	

uploaded	onto	it.	Picking	the	one	where	he’s	standing	by	Harry	who’s	in	

his	playpen,	laughing	and	patting	Russell	while	being	licked,	I	hand	her	

the	phone.	

		 “Is	that	your	son?”	she	asks	softly.	

		 “My	nephew.	Harry,”	I	reply	quickly.	For	some	reason,	I	don’t	want	

her	thinking	that	I’m	married,	or	have	children.	

“They’re	both	adorable.	Totally	photogenic.	I’d	love	to	shoot	

them,”	she	smiles	again.	

Then,	realizing	how	what	she	said	must	have	sounded,	adds	

quickly,	“I’m	a	photographer.”	

After	handing	me	back	my	phone,	she	lifts	the	camera	up	from	

where	it’s	hanging	around	her	neck,	as	if	to	prove	her	point.	

		 I	hadn’t	noticed	before	that	along	with	a	purple	knitted	scarf,	Nina	

also	has	an	expensive-looking	camera	strapped	around	her	neck.	I	

briefly	wonder	if	she’s	one	of	the	millions	of	tourists	who	visit	the	city	

each	year.	

		 “You	a	tourist?”	I	ask,	shoving	the	phone	back	into	my	pocket.	

		 “Nope.	You?”	

		 “No,	Sunshine,”	I	say,	grinning	down	at	her.	I’m	staring	again,	

unable	to	tear	my	eyes	off	of	her	face.	



	

		 “A	grande	no-whip	mocha	with	an	extra	pump	of	mocha,	for	Nina,”	

comes	a	voice,	breaking	through	our	grinning-like-idiots-and-staring	

contest.	

		 “That’s	me.	It	was	nice	meeting	you.	Have	a	great	day,”	she	says	

sweetly.	

“Yeah,	you	too.”	I	reply,	as	she	turns	to	move	through	the	crowd	

and	collect	her	coffee,	taking	a	bit	of	sunshine	with	her.	
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Finding	Sunshine:	Trivia!	
	
How	well	do	you	remember	Aaron	and	Nina’s	story?		Can	you	answer	to	
these	trivia	questions	correctly?	
	
1)	Why	was	Aaron	in	prison?	
	
2)	What	is	Nina’s	dream	job?	
	
3)	What	is	Nina’s	go-to	coffee	drink	at	Starbucks?	
	
4)	What	did	Nina	name	her	camera?	
	
5)	What	vegetable	does	Aaron	hate?	
	
6)	How	much	did	Aaron	pay	for	a	date	with	Nina?	
	
7)	What	is	the	one	thing	Nina	does	not	eat?	
	
8)	What	sport	does	Aaron	enjoy	playing?	
	
9)	What	type	of	cookies	does	Nina	first	bake	Aaron?	
	
10)	Which	one	of	Aaron’s	friends	does	Nina	have	a	past	with?	
	
11)	Who	did	Aaron	briefly	have	a	relationship	with	before	Nina?	
	
12)	Nina	enjoys	what	kinky	activity?	
	
13)	What	is	Aaron	and	Nina’s	code	word	for	wanting	to	have	sex?	
	
14)	How	did	Aaron’s	parents	die?	
	
15)	What	was	Aaron’s	major	in	college?
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