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Papeete, Rangiroa, Omoa, Atuona, Vaipaee, Hatiheu, Tiaohae, Bora Bora, 

Tahaa, Moorea. In a word Tahiti. All around were turquoise blue waters, emerald 

green peaks, and golden beaches. Oh yeah, and the jerk that dumped me for a bitch 

once we had flown there. A few nights in one of those cottages on stilts in the 

water and then a cruise for two weeks. It had been a treat for myself, and being in 

a generous mood, I had paid for my boyfriend as well. He didn’t seem to care that I 

had to pay full price of the room on the ship regardless if he was there or not.  

Staring around the hotel lobby, there were dozens of couples on 

honeymoons most likely. Not a single person that was alone in sight.  

Then I saw him. Don’t ask me why, but the thought of eight thousand 

dollars to sleep alone was too much. That was the jerk’s ticket price, my own was 

on top of that. It was a life long dream to see Tahiti and I wanted to go on a 

particular ship I had seen. It didn’t come cheap.  

This man though, my god. He was a local, 6’2”, golden skin, dark hair and 

eyes, and the body of a swimmer. Did I mention the tattoos that covered most of 

his legs? I didn’t care that he was a performer in the hotel, there was going to be 

someone in that suite with me, and he was going to be good looking. This guy was 

way over qualified. 



“I’m going to ask you something really outrageous.” He lifted those obsidian 

eyes to look at me. “You want to go on a cruise? It leaves in four hours and if I’m 

paying for the space I’m going to put a body in it.” 

“Is there a specific reason you’re asking me?” 

I couldn’t help grinning. “Yeah.”  

The corner of his mouth turned up, he was killing me right there.  

“I’ll go get some clothes on.”  

I couldn’t keep my eyes from slowly taking all of him in. Broad shoulders, 

narrow hips and waist, and all he wore was a native looking thing wrapped 

around those hips. “You don’t need to on my account.” 

The sparkle in his eye was all I needed to see that sharing a sixteen thousand 

dollar room would be well worth the money. “They do require a bit more for 

guests. Private I’m sure we can come to an arrangement. Give me an hour.” 

*** 

I met him at the dock in Papeete. He carried the largest gardenia wreath I’ve 

ever seen and put it around my neck. My walking god looked as good in clothes as 

he did out of them. He, what could I call him I didn’t even know a name, opened 

his mouth to say something but the man checking tickets interrupted.  

“Welcome aboard. Name please.” 

“Cherie Black, I reserved 804.” 



The man suddenly looked very grave. “Oh yes, we’ve been trying to get a 

hold of you. A man was here earlier trying to come aboard using your name. He 

didn’t have the tickets though and he wasn’t the name on the contact sheet.”  

My heart fell, the jerk was trying to impress his bitch on my money. I could 

only stare and then I felt a thumb resting on my cheek, strong fingers slipping 

around my neck.  

“What he did doesn’t matter. Life is too short to hold a grudge.” My 

Tahitian god whispered in my ear. 

“You know about that?” 

“The entire hotel knows. It happened in the lobby after all.” His breath 

teased my ear. Right there in front of the crewmember I watched his hand slip 

downward, a man whose name I didn’t even know. A trail of heat followed as he 

traced the edge of the low–cut top I wore. With his other hand, he took the tickets 

from me and handed them over; the key replaced it without him even looking away 

from me. “We’ll take dinner in the room, don’t bother seating us tonight.” 

“Yes, sir. You’re on deck eight, same level as the pool, to the end on your 

left.”  

I don’t remember doing it but had to stop biting my lip from the pain. No 

man—and I mean no man—had ever looked at me like that. Lust maybe, but how 



do you describe being looked at as if I was granting him a life–long wish, and I was 

it. He wasn’t looking at the boat, clothes or anything else, he was looking at me.  

I had to laugh as he picked me up and left the crewman to assume nothing. 

There was no doubt what was going to happen. Half way up I spotted the jerk, the 

woman he had left me for still on his arm. My new friend was right there, and 

there wasn’t time for holding a grudge. Not when I could feel all of my Tahitian 

god’s glory rigid against my hip.  

“Can I at least know your name before you feast on me?” 

He opened the door to 804 with one hand, as if holding me was nothing for 

him. “James.”  

“I thought I heard the others calling you something else.” 

Barely inside the door, his hands slipped under the bikini top I was wearing. 

When my head fell back I just about came from the feel of his mouth on my neck. If 

a man is going to laugh at me, dear god let it be his laugh. The devil was ready to 

take my soul and it was the devil that held me.  

“I figured James was easier for you to cry out than Teikipahatoua i Nuku 

Hiva. We have many names.” 

I couldn’t help but giggle until I found myself resting on the rail of the 

balcony. With James looking at me as if he hadn’t seen a woman in years there was 

nothing to laugh at.  



“Now why was it you asked me again?”  

Okay, that wasn’t the question I expected. “What? Is this when you tell me 

you can’t come with me but you’ll give me a good fuck before I set sail?”  

 I hardly had the words out of my mouth when he pulled me close, and only 

thin layers of cloth separated me from the hard cock I had felt only briefly earlier. 

James must have thought me a sex–starved virgin with the way my breath came 

short. I felt like I hadn’t had any in months when in reality the jerk had got me 

good before he announced in the lobby that he was leaving me.  

“When the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen asks me to be with her, I 

won’t turn her down, but you had better be sure. When the ship sets sail, you’re 

stuck with me for two weeks. I haven’t had a vacation in a long time. I intend to 

enjoy myself fully.” 

“Beautiful?” I whispered.  

“Most beautiful.” He added as his fingers undid the knot on the cover–up at 

my hips.  

Men didn’t go around telling me such things. They told me I wasn’t 

beautiful but I was attractive in my own way. No truthfully, the jerk said it that 

very morning as he dumped me. “James, I’m sure you’re wearing too much clothing. 

Where’s that little thing you were wearing earlier? I kind of liked that.” 



He ran his fingers under the sides of my bikini bottoms and sitting in full 

view of the entire dock, he slipped his finger inside me. A gasp was all I could 

manage as he found just the right spot. When he began moving those long fingers 

faster and faster, I felt myself close to the edge. I must have been wild–eyed when 

he took a taut nipple in his mouth.  

 “I need you inside me now.” I gasped.  

Pulling his mouth to mine, I could feel the moment he switched from 

pleasuring me to needing me. James was all that was holding me up on the railing 

as I undid his pants, only letting go long enough to grab a condom.  

Not bothering to take my bottoms off, James simply pulled them aside and 

pushed his way in. I have never had a well–hung man before because damn… He 

really was built like a god. His mouth was on mine, muffling the cry so the entire 

ship didn’t know what was going on in view of the dock below.  

Is this when I start making corny ship puns, the whole motion of the ocean 

thing not the size that matters?  

They lied. Half a dozen strokes of that big cock had me closer than anyone 

else had in half an hour. Strong hands held me firm as I arched my back, coming 

close to falling off the ship.  



I could see someone standing up above and had to clap a hand over my 

mouth not to scream as I came. I don’t know if he heard me but I definitely cried 

out ‘James’, yeah the other name would have been a little difficult.  

James grew even larger as he shot into me, gritting his teeth to keep quiet. 

He didn’t stop thrusting as I rode the waves of bliss he sent through me. When at 

last I finally came back, he held me to him as I caught my breath. A man I didn’t 

know a thing about treated me more special than any of the boyfriends I had in the 

past.  

“Not going out to dinner are we?” I asked with a smile as he set me down on 

my feet.  

“Might have to go out to get more condoms. Somehow I have a feeling I 

didn’t bring enough.” Instead of pulling his pants back up, he was stepping out of 

them and folding them neatly. 

“James you didn’t have to go buy new clothes for this did you? I’m sure a 

dancer in a hotel doesn’t make that much. I’m sorry I didn’t think of that.” 

His grin was back. “My brother–in–law is the dancer in the hotel. I just fill 

in for him when he’s sick or has an appointment.” 

“So what do you do then?”  

“I’m an engineer.” 



My eyebrow rose. “An engineer can just take off for two weeks without 

warning and is tattooed like that?” 

He closed the door to the veranda and pulled the curtains despite the fact 

he’d already been walking around without a stitch, not to mention our little show. 

He pushed me toward the bed before slowly pulling my bottoms off. His fingers 

traced my own tattoo that lay hidden beneath. A small wolf, nothing compared to 

his. Reaching around, he untied the bikini top. “A lot of younger men have them, 

there’s been a renewed push to take up the old traditions. It means I’m a man.” He 

whispered in my ear. 

“You’re definitely that.” 

“I didn’t have to see yours to know you’re a woman though. You’ve made 

that one quite clear.” That smile made me hot again as he kissed my neck while 

undoing the knot. “I happen to own the company and I did say I haven’t had a 

vacation in a long time. I just told them I was taking one. Some traditions die hard, 

Tahitians have always loved to sing, dance, and love. I’m afraid when the 

opportunity to keep you company came up, I just couldn’t turn it down. Now get 

on the bed.” 

“Just like that?” 

“Yeah.” 



I got on the bed of course. Watching a man that not so long ago in history 

would have been a warrior—and a damn good one by the looks of him—crawling 

up between my legs made the want pool. James bent his head and slowly licked it 

away.  

“You were the one that wanted to know my name before you were feasted 

on.” He announced before he bent his head to the task. That tongue of his was as 

skillful as his cock. I was glad he closed the door; I made noise, a lot of it. Two weeks 

of this! I might just have to do like so many others have, vacation in Tahiti and never 

go home. I’m not sure I can give James up.  

And oh… 

You should have seen his grin when I called out ‘Teikipahatoua i Nuku 

Hiva’.  

 

The End 

 


