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Message	from	Rene	
	
Hello	Reader!	
	
I	have	created	this	compilation	of	extras	as	a	little	something	
special	for	you,	my	newsletter	subscriber!	Thank	you	so	much	
for	letting	me	into	your	inbox.	
	
If	you	have	yet	to	read	FINDING	SUNSHINE,	I	have	enclosed	the	
first	chapter	for	you	to	enjoy!	There	are	also	some	missing	
scenes,	a	few	trivia	questions	and	the	first	chapter	of	Aaron	
and	Nina’s	sexy	sequel	LOVE	FOUND!	
	
Happy	Reading,	
~	Rene	
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PINETREE	ROMANCE	SERIES	
	
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?	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



	

LOVE	FOUND	(A	PINETREE	ROMANCE,	#1.5)	
	

Truth:	marriage	isn't	easy!	
	
After	a	whirlwind	romance,	Aaron	
and	Nina,	are	about	to	discover	
how	much	they	still	have	to	learn	
about	one	another.	
	
The	honeymoon	is	over...	
This	is	where	the	happily-ever-after	
begins...	
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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.	
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		 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.	
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		 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.”	
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		 “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.	

	

Text	Copyright	©	2015	Rene	Webb,	All	Rights	Reserved	
  

 

READ	NOW:	https://www.books2read.com/FindSun	
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Finding	Sunshine:	Missing	Scene	-	Cookies	
&	Nookie	
	

This	missing	scene	takes	place	several	weeks	after	Aaron	and	Nina	started	

dating.	

	

~	Aaron	~	

“I’m	back,”	I	call	out,	letting	myself	into	the	warm	house.	It	smells	

delicious,	like	homemade	chicken	noodle	soup.	I	smile.	

I	may	not	deserve	her,	but	I	fuckin’	lucked	out	finding	an	amazing	

woman	who	enjoys	cooking	for	me.	My	Sunshine.	

I	have	eaten	more	cookies	in	the	last	five	weeks	than	in	my	entire	

lifetime.	It	seems	like	whenever	I	pick	Nina	up	or	she	comes	over,	she	

has	a	container	of	my	favorite	peanut	butter	cookies	with	her.	Not	that		

I’m	complaining!	

Russell	comes	barreling	into	the	back	hall	to	greet	me,	wiggling	

excitedly.	

“He	buddy.”	I	drop	my	bag	onto	the	bench	and	quickly	strip	out	of	

my	jacket.	“Were	you	a	good	boy	for	our	Nina	today?”	

Russell’s	answer	is	to	sit	at	my	feet	and	turn	his	head	repeatedly	

from	looking	at	me	to	the	cabinet	he	knows	his	treats	are	kept	in.	

“Where	is	she?”	I	ask,	grabbing	him	a	treat;	which	he	eats	whole.	

As	we	head	into	the	kitchen	I	hear	Nina’s	gentle	voice	coming	

from	the	living	room.	She	must	be	on	the	phone.	



	

I’m	just	getting	back	from	spending	the	day	conducting	several	

training	sessions	with	puppies	and	their	new	owners	at	the	animal	

shelter.	Usually	Russell	comes	with	me,	but	I	left	him	at	home	today	

with	Nina.	It	helped	me	convince	her	that	she	should	stay	and	work	

from	home	here,	to	keep	him	company.	Even	though	I	have	to	work	

tomorrow	and	Sunday	night,	bartending	events	at	the	club,	my	sister	

and	her	family	are	spending	the	weekend	on	the	Cape;	which	means	

Nina	and	I	will	have	the	house	to	ourselves,	something	I’m	looking	

forward	too.	

“No	buddy,	these	cookies	aren’t	for	you,”	I	say	snagging	several	of	

the	small	gingerbread	men	shaped	cookies	off	the	cooling	rack,	before	

continuing	into	the	living	room.	

“Weird,”	I	mutter	to	myself,	at	the	odd	flavor.	The	cookies	aren’t	

sweet	at	all,	but	rather	taste	like	chicken	broth	and	are	slightly	salty.		

“Must	be	some	sorta	cracker.”	

“You’re	back	early,”	Nina	says	excitedly,	tossing	her	phone	aside	

and	jumping	off	the	couch	to	greet	me.	

“I	left	the	volunteers	in	charge	of	cleaning	up.”	I	tell	her.	“I	wanted	

to	get	back	to	my	Sunshine.”	

“Aaron,	what	are	you	eating?”	She	stops	in	front	of	me	and	gives	

me	an	odd	look.	

“Those	gingerbread	men	shaped	cracker	things	you	made?”	

“What?”	She	asks,	her	eyes	having	gone	wide.	We	haven’t	known	

each	other	long	enough	for	me	to	be	able	to	decipher	the	exact	emotion	

behind	the	expression.	“Those	aren’t	for	you.”	
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“Don’t	worry	I	only	took	a	couple,	there’s	plenty	left.”	I	close	the	

gap	between	us	and	wrap	my	arms	around	her.	

“They’re	not	crackers,”	she	says,	and	burying	her	face	into	my	

chest	bursts	into	a	fit	of	giggles.	I	almost	can’t	make	out	what	she	says	

next,	“They’re	homemade	dog	treats.”	

“What?”	I	exclaim	pulling	away	and	looking	at	the	one	still	left	in	

my	hand.	

“I	asked	Sarah	before	they	left	if	I	could	use	the	kitchen,”	she	

answers.	“I	found	the	recipe	on	Pinterest	and	wanted	to	make	Russell	

cookies.”	

“What?”	I	repeat,	disgusted.	“I	ate	dog	food?”	

“No.”	Nina	giggles,	taking	the	last	treat	from	my	hand.	“They’re	all	

nature.	Made	from	nothing	you	wouldn’t	normally	eat.”	

She	squats	down	to	Russell’s	level,	“Here	baby.	I	won’t	let	your	

daddy	steal	any	more	of	the	special	cookies	I	made	you.”	

I	watch	as	she	hands	him	the	treat	and	pets	him	cooing,	“You’re	

such	a	good	boy.”	

“What	about	me?”	I	ask.	The	way	she	spoils	Russell,	sometimes	I	

wonder	if	Nina	likes	my	dog	more	than	me.	“Did	you	make	me	any	

cookies?”	

“No,	I	made	you	some	a	few	days	ago,”	she	replies	looking	up	at	

me	with	a	smile,	before	standing.	

“But,	I	ate	them	all.”	

“Maybe	if	you	ask	nicely,	I’ll	make	you	some	more	tomorrow.”	

Nina	steps	into	my	arms	and	wraps	hers	around	my	neck.	



	

“Nina.	Baby.	My	Sunshine.	Will	you	make	me	some	cookies?	Pretty	

please,	with	jimmies	and	lots	of	whipped	cream	on	top.”	I	kiss	her	

slender	neck	with	loud	smacking	kisses;	that	have	her	shaking	with	

laughter.	

“I	don’t	know.”	She	pushes	back	against	my	chest	and	grins	up	at	

me	with	a	playful	expression	that	has	my	cock	jerking	to	life.	“What	will	

you	do	for	me?”	

“Anything,”	I	confess	softly,	pulling	her	in	closer	and	touching	her	

smiling	lips	with	my	own.	

Nina	jerks	away	suddenly	and	with	her	nose	wrinkled	adorably	

says,	“You	need	to	brush	your	teeth	first.	Your	breath	smells	like	dog	

food.”	

Bending	my	knees	slightly,	I	pick	her	up	and	toss	her	over	my	

shoulder	in	a	fireman’s	hold.	

“Aaron.	Put	me.	Down.”	She	screeches	in	between	her	laughter.	

I	spank	her	bottom	lightly,	eliciting	a	strangled	moan	from	my	woman	

as	her	breathing	catches	with	pleasure.	

“We	need	to	get	downstairs.”	I	begin	making	my	way	towards	the	

stairs.	“So	I	can	convince	you	to	make	me	cookies	tomorrow.”	

“Aaron	put	me	down	before	you	drop	me.”	

“I	won’t	drop	you.”	I	assure	her,	tightening	my	hold.	

“If	you	drop	me,	you	won’t	get	any	cookies	or	nookie,”	she	warns,	

and	I	can	feel	her	nervously	gripping	the	back	of	my	shirt.	

“Nookie?”	I	chuckle,	letting	her	body	slide	down	my	own	until	

she’s	standing	in	front	of	me.	
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	 “Yes.”	She	shakes	her	head	adorably,	attempting	to	move	the	riot	

of	curls	that	are	falling	into	her	eyes.	

I	brush	back	the	hair	from	her	face	and	tuck	it	behind	her	ears,	

revealing	her	smiling	face	–	pure	sunshine.	

Fuck!	She’s	perfect.	

“Ladies	first.”	I	open	the	basement	door	and	motion	her	through	

it.	

Nina	flicks	on	the	light	and	proceeds	down	the	stairs	to	where	I’ve	

been	living.	I	quickly	follow,	making	sure	to	keep	Russell	upstairs.	

“Be	right	back.”	I	head	towards	the	small	bathroom	to	brush	my	

teeth,	and	strip	out	of	my	dog	hair	covered	clothes.	

Reaching	out	to	grab	my	toothbrush	from	the	holder	anchored	on	

the	wall	I	notice	something	for	the	first	time.	It’s	not	alone.	Nina’s	

wooden	handled	toothbrush	is	in	the	once	empty	space	in	the	holder.		

Like	it’s	always	been	there,	and	it’s	meant	to	be	there.	

Fuck!	

It’s	only	been	a	few	weeks,	but	I’m	falling	–	no	plummeting	–	hard	and	

fast	for	this	woman.	

On	impulse	I	grab	Nina’s	toothbrush	to	use	it.	Not	that	I’m	going	to	

tell	her	I	borrowed	it,	but	the	intimacy	of	the	action	pulls	me	in.	

Flicking	the	light	off,	I	walk	out	of	the	bathroom	wearing	only	my	

boxer	briefs	to	find	Nina	sitting	in	on	the	sofa	bed	with	the	covers	pulled	

up	to	her	chest.		

		 “You’re	naked.”	I	kneel	at	the	foot	of	the	bed	and	crawl	up	and	

over	her	body.	



	

“Yes.”	She	smiles	and	reaches	for	my	arms	as	I	get	closer.	“I	

thought	that	was	the	point?”	

“Yes,	but	I	was	looking	forward	to	peeling	you	out	of	your	tights.”	

Moving	onto	my	forearms	I	press	her	into	the	thin	mattress.	

“Leggings,”	she	corrects	me	with	a	smile.	“And	there’s	always	next	

time.”	

Being	with	Nina	is	like	nothing	I’ve	ever	experienced.		

She’s	sweet	and	wild.		

Her	kisses	are	usually	gentle,	as	she	claws	my	back	and	moves	

against	me	demanding	and	insatiable.	

Pulling	the	covers	aside	I	trail	kisses	down	her	body.	Paying	

attention	to	every	place	that	I’ve	discovered	makes	her	squirm	with	

pleasure.	That	spot	on	her	neck,	her	pink	nipples,	on	the	ribs	right	

below	her	breast,	and	the	inside	of	thighs.	I	kiss,	suck	and	tease	every	

one.	

“Oh	Goddess	Aaron	that	it	tingles,”	she	gasps,	when	I	finally	reach	

her	pussy	and	taste	her	wetness.	Pulling	away,	I’m	confused	for	a	

moment	before	I	remember	that	I	had	not	only	brushed	my	teeth	but	

had	also	used	mouthwash.	I	don’t	care	that	the	ingredients	were	all	

natural,	I	still	felt	like	I	had	eaten	dog	food.	

“A	good	or	bad	tingle?”	

“I	don’t	know.”	She	giggles	breathlessly,	before	adding.	“Don’t	

stop.”	

“Just	tell	me	if	it’s	too	much,”	I	tell	her	before,	going	back	to	

teasing	her.	Enjoying	the	sweetness	of	my	Sunshine.	I’ll	never	get	enough	

of	her.	
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It’s	not	long	before	my	woman	is	writhing	with	pleasure	and	

coming	over	my	tongue	in	a	rush,	as	she	tangles	her	hands	in	my	hair.	I	

flick	her	clit,	eliciting	another	shiver,	as	I	kiss	my	way	back	up	her	body.	

Nina	wraps	her	arms	around	my	neck	and	pulls	me	into	a	biting	wild	

kiss.	

Resting	on	my	forearms	I	rock	against	her	body,	my	cock	feeling	

the	damp	heat	of	her	pussy	through	the	thin	fabric	of	my	underwear.	I	

groan.	

“Aaron,”	Nina	pants,	reaching	down	in	an	attempt	to	push	my	

boxer	briefs	off.	

“Hold	on.”	I	roll	onto	my	back	pull	them	off,	flinging	them	onto	the	

floor.	Turning	back	to	Nina,	I	straddle	her	body	and	look	down	at	her	

flushed	smiling	face.	She’s	handing	me	a	condom,	making	me	briefly	

wonder	where	she’d	been	hiding	it.	

I	quickly	roll	the	condom	down	my	impatient	cock.	

Moving	between	Nina’s	legs,	she	wraps	them	around	my	waist	

and	reaches	down	to	takes	me	in	her	gentle	hand	–	making	my	cock	

twitch	with	excitement.	

“There’s	no	rush,”	I	tell	her.	“We	have	all	night.”	

“Which	means	we	can	do	this	more	than	once,”	my	woman	smiles,	

as	she	guides	my	cock	towards	her	entrance.	Her	heals	pressing	in	to	my	

ass,	encouraging	me.	

Fuck!	

I	slam	into	her	tight	burning	pussy,	as	she	bucks	and	moans	

against	the	intrusion.	



	

“Hold	on,	Sunshine,”	I	whisper	against	her	lips,	before	taking	her	

mouth.	Feeling	her	moans	reverberating	throughout	my	body,	as	I	

slowly	move	–	within	–	against	her.	

It	doesn’t	take	long	before	she’s	breaking	the	kiss	to	arch	her	back,	

and	pull	me	in	even	closer.	

Both	spent.	We	lay	there	in	comfortable	silence	for	several	long	

moments,	breathing	each	other	in.	Nina	gently	caressing	my	neck,	

shoulders	and	back	–	anywhere	she	can	reach.	

“I’ll	be	right	back,”	I	whisper.	After	slowly	kissing	and	nuzzling	her	

face,	I	finally	disentangle	myself.	

Quickly	disposing	of	the	condom	I	return	to	find	Nina	tucked	

under	the	covers	with	a	corner	pulled	back,	waiting	for	me.	

Climbing	in,	I	pull	her	back	into	my	arms.	I	can’t	get	enough	of	this	

woman.	The	feel	of	her	in	my	arms,	the	taste	of	her	on	my	tongue,	the	

scent	of	her	excitement	and	seeing	her	relaxed	and	sated	in	my	arms.	

“I	used	your	toothbrush,”	I	confess,	continuing	to	lazily	twirl	my	

finger	around	one	of	her	curls.	

“What?”	Nina	pushes	herself	up	on	my	chest,	so	we’re	face	to	face.	

“Why?”	

“I	don’t	know,”	I	lie.	Unable	to	express	to	her	the	real	–	fucking	

scary	–	reason	why.			

“Well	I’m	going	to	use	yours	then,”	she	states,	resting	her	head	

back	onto	my	chest	and	snuggling	into	my	side.	

“Okay.”	I	reply	softy,	as	the	words	‘anything	I	have	is	yours’	

resound	in	my	head.	
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“What	kind	of	cookies	do	you	want?”	Nina	asks,	before	placing	

several	kisses	on	my	chest.	

I	chuckle	before	answering,	“Whatever	you	want	to	make,	

Sunshine.”	
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Finding	Sunshine:	Missing	Scene	–	In	the	
Raw	
	

This	is	a	missing	scene	from	FINDING	SUNSHINE,	and	takes	place	after	

Aaron	and	Nina	are	married,	but	before	they	move	to	Pinetree,	Vermont.	

	

~	Nina	~	

“Nina,	put	these	in	your	purse,”	Aaron	whispers	in	my	ear	from	

behind,	attempting	to	thrust	something	into	my	hand.	

“What?”	I	turn	slightly	to	look	up	at	him,	from	where	I’m	standing	

in	front	of	the	condiments	bar	at	Starbucks.	

“They	have	the	raw	sugar	packets	here.”	He	reaches	out	and	takes	

several	more	from	the	container	in	front	of	us.	

“You	don't	put	sugar	in	your	coffee,”	I	remind	him,	turning	back	to	

stir	my	coffee	and	roll	my	eyes	at	my	husband’s	weird	obsession	with	

collecting	condiments.	We	have	a	Tupperware	container	full	of	them	in	

the	glove	box	of	our	truck:	ketchup,	mustard,	honey,	salt	&	pepper,	

sugar,	sweet-and-low	(which	neither	of	us	ever	uses),	coffee	creamer,	

mayonnaise,	relish	and	even	a	few	BBQ	sauce	ones	–	you	name	it,	we	

have	it.	Honestly	some	of	them	are	so	old,	I’m	not	entirely	sure	they’re	

even	safe	to	use.	

“You	do,”	His	tone	mildly	impatient,	as	if	I’m	the	one	with	the	

problem.	

“I’ve	already	put	enough	in.”	
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“For	later,”	he	explains,	straightening	the	ones	in	his	hand	into	a	

neat	stack.	“Just	incase	you	really	should	keep	some	in	your	purse.”	

“I	think	you	have	a	big	enough	collection	of	condiments	for	the	

both	of	us,”	I	tell	him,	tossing	the	wooden	stirrer	into	the	trash.	“Why	do	

you	collect	them?”	

“What?”	

“Why	do	you	horde	condiment	packets?”	I	ask,	looking	up	at	my	

husband’s	adorably	confused	face.	

“I	don't	horde	them,”	he	says	defensively.	

“Collect	then,”	I	say	rolling	my	eyes.	“Why	do	you	collect	them?”	

This	is	not	something	new	I’m	asking	him.	Ever	since	I	discovered	

his	weird	habit	of	hording	condiment	packets,	I’ve	wondered	why.	His	

answers	are	always	annoyingly	vague.		

“You	never	know	when	you're	going	to	need	them?”	He	states	

matter-of-factly.	

Turning	to	face	him	fully,	I	ask	the	obvious	question.	“When	have	

you	ever	needed	them	and	you	didn't	have	any?”	

There’s	a	pregnant	pause	and	I	watch	as	a	million	different	

thoughts	flash	across	Aaron’s	face	before	he	answers,	almost	to	himself.		

“In	prison.”		

“What?”	I	whisper,	reaching	out	to	rest	my	hand	on	his	forearm.	

“They	never	seemed	to	give	you	enough	on	your	tray,”	he	

murmurs,	shaking	his	head	in	annoyance.		

My	husband’s	short	time	in	prison	is	not	something	he’s	proud	of	

and	any	reminder	of	those	two	years	puts	him	into	a	dark	mood;	where	

nothing	I	can	say	or	do	will	bring	him	out	of	it.	



	

“Fuck,”	my	husband	growls	in	annoyance,	kicking	one	of	his	boot	

toed	feet	against	the	floor.	

“Here,”	I	say	taking	the	neat	little	stack	from	his	hand	and	opening	

the	large	purse	hanging	off	my	shoulder.	“I’ve	got	an	inside	pocket	I	can	

keep	them	in.”	

“You	don’t	have	to,”	he	bites	out	tersely,	reaching	out	to	take	the	

packets	back.	

“You’re	right,”	I	tell	him.	“I	prefer	this	kind,	than	the	regular	sugar.	

I	should	keep	some	handy.”	

“You	don’t	have	to	humor	me.”	Aaron	says,	taking	the	sugar	

packets	out	of	my	hand.	“I’m	not.	I’m	agreeing	with	you,”	I	tell	him	

fervently,	taking	the	packets	back,	shoving	them	into	the	pocket	and	

zipping	it	closed.	Then	standing	on	tiptoes	I	kiss	his	soft	bearded	cheek	

saying	with	a	small	laugh,	“Take	advantage	of	it	while	it	lasts.”	

Wrapping	his	arm	around	my	waist	Aaron	pulls	me	into	his	chest,	

kissing	my	temple	he	murmurs	with	a	hint	of	mirthless	laughter,	“Fuck,	I	

love	you	Sunshine.”	
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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?	



	

Love	Found:	Chapter	One	
	

Two	weeks	before	Valentine’s	Day	

~	Aaron	~	

“Sunshine,	I’m	home,”	I	call	out	happily,	stepping	through	the	door	

of	our	second	floor	walkup	and	shutting	it	behind	me.	I	hear	the	frantic	

sound	of	Russell’s	nails	hitting	the	wood	floor	as	our	energetic	chocolate	

English	Lab	races	across	the	small	apartment	to	greet	me.		

In	the	past,	before	Nina,	he	would	have	been	laying	in	front	of	the	

door,	waiting	for	my	return.	But	my	dog	fell	in	love	with	my	woman	just	

as	fast	and	hard	as	I	did.	Now	we	both	happily	follow	her	

around,	wanting	nothing	more	than	to	be	wherever	she	is.	

“Hey,	buddy.”	Russell	rubs	his	body	against	my	legs,	and	reaching	

down	I	pat	him,	asking,	“Were	you	a	good	boy	for	Mommy	today?”	

His	answer	is	to	sit	at	my	feet	–	as	close	as	possible	–	looking	up	at	

me	with	his	big	golden	eyes	and	pawing	at	my	leg.	Our	daily	ritual.	

“Let	me	get	my	coat	off,	and	then	I’ll	get	you	a	treat.”	I	place	my	

bag	on	the	floor	and	just	as	I’m	beginning	to	take	off	my	jacket,	I	hear	

the	pounding	of	feet	coming	down	the	hall	towards	me.	
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“You’re	home,”	Nina	calls	out	excitedly,	bounding	up	to	me.	She’s	

wearing	a	pair	of	tights	–	or	leggings,	I	can	never	remember	the	

difference	–	and	my	old	ratty	college	sweatshirt.	The	socks	she’s	

wearing	cause	her	to	slip	on	the	hardwood	floor	and	slam	bodily	into	

me.	She	should	be	wearing	the	no-slip	socks	I	bought	her.	I	catch	her	and	

wrap	my	arms	around	her	–	steadying	her.		

This	woman	–	my	wife	–	is	the	most	satisfying	armful	I’ve	ever	

had.	

Looping	her	arms	around	my	neck,	she	kisses	me	like	she	hasn’t	

seen	me	in	days	–	not	the	few	hours	I	had	gone	into	work.		

Last	spring	I	accepted	the	job	here	in	Pinetree,	Vermont,	helping	

to	establish	and	then	to	manage	Royal’s	Pub	&	Brewery,	a	joint	venture	

between	two	brothers,	David	and	Franklin	Royal.	We	are	set	to	open	in	a	

few	months.	

At	the	time,	Nina	and	I	had	just	started	dating	and	were	living	

down	in	Boston.	Our	first	date	was	last	Valentine’s	Day,	when	I	bid	on	

her	at	a	charity	date	auction.	Since	then	we	have	been	inseparable.	I	

wouldn’t	–	couldn’t	–	leave	town	without	her.	So,	on	a	cold	and	windy	

Cape	Cod	beach	in	the	beginning	of	September	we	were	married.	Things	



	

may	have	happened	quickly,	but	when	you	find	the	perfect	woman	you	

just	know	–	you	know?	

Pulling	out	of	the	kiss,	I	nuzzle	her	face	and	neck	making	her	

shriek,	giggle	and	attempt	to	pull	away.	“Your	nose	is	cold!”	

“I	know.	It’s	cold	outside,”	I	chuckle,	before	kissing	the	soft	skin	

behind	her	ear.	“You’re	warming	me	up.”	

“Aaron.”	She	finally	pushes	me	away	with	a	mock	scowl	on	her	

face.	

Leaning	in,	I	give	her	a	final	kiss	before	reluctantly	letting	her	go.	

Being	married	to	Nina	–	to	my	Sunshine	–	for	the	past	five	months	has	

been	the	happiest	time	in	my	life.	Just	knowing	that	whatever	happens	

during	the	day	when	I	walk	through	the	door	I	am	greeted	by	her	smile,	

her	warmth.	And	every	night	I	get	to	hold	her	in	my	arms.	The	sex	is	

fucking	amazing	too.	

“You’re	home	early,”	she	states,	moving	down	the	short	hallway	

and	into	the	tiny	kitchen;	which	always	seems	to	smell	delicious.		

“It’s	starting	to	really	come	down	out	there.”	Hanging	up	my	

jacket	and	grabbing	my	bag	from	the	floor,	Russell	and	I	follow	her.	

“How	much	snow	are	we	supposed	to	get?”	
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“Only	a	couple	of	inches.”	I	drop	the	bag	onto	the	counter,	before	

coming	up	behind	her	where	she’s	putting	grounds	into	the	coffee	

maker.	Wrapping	an	arm	around	her	waist	and	moving	her	soft	curls	

aside,	I	kiss	her	neck.	“Franklin’s	gone	all	week	and	David	had	left	for	

the	day	already.	So	I	figured	I’d	avoid	the	snow	and	work	from	home.”		

“This	doesn’t	feel	like	work,”	she	giggles,	pushing	her	ass	

backwards	into	my	crotch.	

My	cock	twitches	in	interest	and	my	pants	suddenly	feel	tighter.	

Fuck.	

Two	can	play	at	that	game.	I	give	her	ass	a	light	smack	just	to	hear	

her	moan,	“Aaron.”	

Chuckling	I	move	away	to	grab	the	container	of	homemade	dog	

treats	(the	ones	that	Nina	makes)	from	above	the	fridge.	Russell,	who	

has	been	whining	softly	at	my	feet,	begins	to	hop	up	and	down	excitedly.	

“You	want	coffee,	right?”	Nina	asks,	now	pouring	water	into	the	

overly	complicated	coffee	maker	we	received	as	a	wedding	gift	–	it	even	

grinds	the	beans	for	you.	

“Please,”	I	answer,	giving	Russell	several	treats;	he	eats	them	

whole.	



	

Grabbing	my	bag,	I	move	to	the	kitchen	table	on	the	other	side	of	

the	counter	and	take	out	my	laptop,	notepad,	pen,	and	cellphone.	I	set	

myself	up	to	work	there.	

“Sunshine,	what’s	the	difference	between	a	Facebook	page	and	a	

Facebook	profile?”	I	ask,	staring	at	the	login	screen.	Willing	it	to	all	make	

sense.	Online	communities	have	never	interested	me,	but	I	do	realize	

you	can’t	run	a	successful	business	without	utilizing	them.		

“What	are	you	doing?”	Nina	comes	out	of	the	kitchen	to	look	over	

my	shoulder.	

“Trying	to	figure	out	what	online	profiles	I	need	to	create	for	the	

pub,”	I	answer,	looking	at	my	notepad	where	I’ve	listed	several	online	

communities.	

“Do	you	want	my	help?”	Nina	wraps	her	arms	around	my	neck	

from	behind;	I	lean	my	head	back	into	her	chest	and	rub	her	arms	

gently.	

“You	wouldn’t	mind?”	I	continue	to	stare	blankly	at	the	computer	

screen.	

“Of	course	not.”	She	kisses	my	forehead.	“All	you	have	to	do	is	

ask.”	
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“I’ve	got	a	shit	ton	of	other	stuff	to	do	today,	but	would	you	want	

to	come	to	the	office	with	me	tomorrow	morning	and	help?”	I	tilt	my	

head	back	further	in	order	to	see	her	face,	which	is	smiling	down	at	me.	

“Sounds	like	fun.”	She	gives	me	a	squeeze,	before	letting	go	and	

heading	back	into	the	kitchen.	Stopping	after	several	steps	Nina	turns	

and	smiles,	“I	should	warn	you.	I	don’t	come	cheap.”	

I	 	laugh.	“Don’t	worry.	I’ll	make	it	worth	your	while.”	Her	

resounding	giggle	sets	me	into	a	much	better	mood.	

Nina	has	a	way	of	always	making	my	mood	brighter!	

	“Thank	you,”	I	say,	as	Nina	sets	my	coffee	cup	down	on	the	table	

next	to	me.	

She	kisses	my	forehead	in	response,	before	moving	away	and	

carrying	her	own	coffee	with	her.	

“Where	are	you	going?”	

“To	do	the	laundry.	I	thought	you	wanted	my	help	tomorrow?”	

“I	do,	but	come	sit	with	me.”	I	push	my	papers	out	of	the	way,	to	

make	room	and	then	pull	out	the	chair	next	mine.	

“And	watch	you	work?”	She	asks	with	a	grin.	

“I	haven’t	seen	you	all	day.”	



	

"You	were	only	gone	a	couple	of	hours."	She	moves	back	towards	

the	table,	sets	her	mug	down,	wraps	her	arms	around	my	neck	asks,	

“Did	you	miss	me?”	

Pushing	my	chair	backwards,	I	pull	her	onto	my	lap.	

“Of	course	I	did,”	I	admit.	“I	miss	you	when	you’re	in	the	next	

room.”	

“It’s	almost	been	a	year	since	we	met.	You’re	not	sick	of	me	yet?”	

She	snuggles	into	my	chest	and	rests	her	head	on	my	shoulder.	

“Never.”	I	say,	pushing	my	hands	up	the	back	of	her	baggy	

sweatshirt.	

Fuck,	no	bra.	

“It’s	been	the	best	year	of	my	life,”	I	whisper,	pulling	her	in	closer	

and	resting	my	cheek	on	the	top	of	her	head.	

“Mine	too,”	she	sighs,	before	shifting	to	look	at	me.	“I	love	you.”	

“I	love	you	too,	Sunshine.”	Leaning	down	I	take	her	lips	gently,	

before	whispering	against	them,	“I	don’t	deserve	you.”	

Nina	suddenly	sits	up	and	snaps	angrily,	“Aaron.”	

“What?”	

“I	thought	you’d	gotten	over	that.”	

“Over	what?”	I	ask,	thoroughly	confused.	
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“The	insane	idea	you	seem	to	have,	that	you’re	not	good	enough	

for	me.	For	Goddess’	sakes,	it’s	not	true!”	She	growls.	“You’re	perfect	for	

me.	And	I	know	I’m	perfect	for	you!”	

“You	are	perfect	for	me,”	I	tug	her	back	into	my	arms.	“But	the	

truth	is,	I’m	not	good	enough	for	you.	I	never	will	be.”	

She	jerks	away	and	I	watch	her	angry	scowl	morph	into	one	of	

pain,	“That’s	a	really	hurtful	thing	to	say.”	

“What?”	I	ask	now	completely	baffled,	struggling	to	keep	her	

seated	in	my	lap.	

“Do	you	think	so	little	of	me?	Do	you	think	I	have	no	self	worth	at	

all?	That	I’d	just	leave	my	home	and	marry	anyone	who	gave	me	a	

second	glance?”	She	rants	angrily,	hitting	my	chest	for	emphasis.	I	hate	

seeing	her	upset,	but	a	part	of	me	marvels	at	how	much	she’s	changed	

since	we	met.	How	much	more	self-confidence	she	has.	Fuck,	I	can’t	help	

but	love	her	even	more.	

“No,	Sunshine.”		

“I	thought	we	were	on	an	adventure,	just	the	two	of	us.	Coming	

here	and	starting	a	whole	new	life	together,”	she	says	brightly.	

“We	are.”	Holding	the	back	of	her	neck,	I	kiss	her	forehead	before	

whispering,	“I	only	want	you	to	be	happy.”	



	

Cupping	my	face	with	her	small	hands	and	forcing	me	to	look	into	

her	eyes	she	asks,	“Do	I	seem	unhappy	to	you?”	

“No,”	I	answer,	“But	I’ve	busy	with	the	pub,	and	you’re	here	taking	

care	of	the	apartment	and	Russell.	I	just	don’t	want	you	to	regret	giving	

up	everything	to	move	here	with	me.”	

“I	didn’t	give	up	anything.	And	I	knew	what	I	was	doing	marrying	

you,”	She	says,	before	whispering	against	my	lips.	“It	was	the	smartest	

thing	I	ever	did.”	

“The	smartest	thing	I	ever	did	was	go	to	that	auction,”	I	tell	her	

chuckling,	she	giggles	softly	and	snuggles	back	into	my	arms.	“How	do	

you	want	to	celebrate	Valentine’s	Day	this	year,	Mrs.	Masters?”	

“I	don’t	care,	as	long	as	we’re	together.”	

I	promised	myself	that	I	would	make	her	happy.	She	deserves	

nothing	less.	I’m	determined	to	make	this	Valentine’s	Day	perfect	–	

fucking	perfect!	
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