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What if you got away from it all?and then it all got away from you?When her husband gets a new
job, Marissa Price leaves the island of Manhattan for the island of Hawaii. Paradise seems like
the perfect place to find herself, save her marriage, and reconnect with her daughter. But
Marissa discovers her new life is less about beaches and beautiful sunsets and more about
cows and lava flows. Their new ?home? is a fixer-upper. But what most needs fixing?her
marriage? is the first thing to crumble when her husband announces he wants time apart to find
himself. Pulled in opposite directions, Marissa is faced with the most important decision of her
life?a choice that will define who she is, what she wants, and where her happiness lies.
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prologue“What am I doing here?”Marissa Price, forty-one, was sitting in the driver’s seat of her
Audi SUV, staring at a house they paid too much for, watching her husband, Paul, from across
the street. He was in the bedroom, moving around frantically, packing as if he had only five
minutes to spare.Four, actually.Their daughter, Pansy, was still at a classmate’s house, a random
fourth-grader whose parent Marissa had seized in the parking lot of Pansy’s new school,
jockeying for an evening playdate so she and Paul could celebrate Valentine’s Day with a
romantic dinner out. It was their first time dining without Pansy since they had moved to Hawaii
from New York last December, where they left behind a freezing ice storm, their nanny, and a
killer three-bedroom apartment on East 72nd and Lexington.The Waimea rain was coming down
sideways, pelting the windshield with the force of a frenzied drummer at a rock concert. Marissa
didn’t bother to turn on the wipers—this way she couldn’t tell if it was the rain or her tears that
were obscuring her vision.Three minutes to go.In the not-so-far distance, a cow mooed. Another
joined in. Marissa knew that it would only be a matter of time before the whole herd of cattle
behind their house would join in the chorus. After about an hour of bellowing off-key, they would
fall off to sleep, one by one, snoring loudly as if they all had bad colds and were terribly
congested.Which was ridiculous, of course. First, she had never heard of a cow catching cold,
and second, it was seventy-six degrees outside.Marissa saw Paul move rapidly through the
house, from their bedroom down the hallway past the living room. He went out the side door to
the small guesthouse that served as his study, where he spent the next couple minutes
gathering the last of his things.One minute to go.The front door opened and Paul stood in the
doorway, the light framing his body as he looked out into the night. Marissa’s heart gave a kick of
hope. Then she realized that he wasn’t looking for her, but checking to see if he could make it to
the garage without getting wet.I should run him over right now, Marissa thought bitterly as she
blinked back the tears. Happy Valentine’s Day, Paul!Instead, she turned on the headlights and
maneuvered the car back into the street to get Pansy. Paul would be gone by the time they
returned, and Marissa could probably get through the night without having to give her an
explanation. Which was good, because Marissa had no idea what to tell their eight-year-old
daughter.How did this happen? Marissa supposed she was still in a state of shock. They had
just moved to Hawaii. They had been celebrating Valentine’s Day, for pete’s sake! They were
supposed to be toasting their new life in paradise.The rain came down harder, making it difficult
for Marissa to see into the night. Frustrated, but with no other choice, she wiped her eyes and
slowed down, keeping her eyes fastened on the immediate stretch of road in front of her.

PART IParadise CallsHe ‘e‘epa ke aloha, he kula‘ilua.Love is peculiar; it pushes in opposite
directions.

‘ekahi | oneWhen Marissa first heard the news last November, it was almost too good to be true.
Leave New York city for Hawaii? And get paid for it?“Just think,” her husband said as he broke
the news over dinner at La Pacifica. His name was Paul. “White sand beaches, balmy tropical



breezes, swimming with the dolphins . . .”“I know, Paul, I know. I was with you on our honeymoon,
remember?” Marissa sipped her champagne, trying to appear nonchalant, but inside she was
ready to burst.“Of course. But that was Maui, honey. This is Hawaii.”Marissa gave a small laugh.
“I heard you the first time, Paul. And if I remember correctly, Maui is in Hawaii, is it not?”“Maui is
in the state of Hawaii. The offer is to move to the island of Hawaii, which is also in the state of
Hawaii.” As if on cue, Paul pulled out a pocket map. “See? Flowing volcano, telescope
observatories, Kona coffee . . . I’ll be working on the coast, so we can either live here”—he
pointed to some obscure point on the map—“or here.” Another obscure point.Marissa peered at
the map, taking in the squiggles of blue and red. “Where are the schools?”“The ones closest to
where I’ll be working are up here, in the town of Waimea. It’s old cowboy country, about twenty-
five-hundred feet up from sea level. It’s supposedly cool in the evenings, but only twenty minutes
to the beaches or the resort.”“Good. Because Pansy needs to be in whatever top school they
have.” Their daughter, Elizabeth “Pansy” Price, was eight and already a straight-A fourth grader
at the prestigious L’Ecole Jardinière. She had skipped the second grade and still managed to be
at the top of her class.Paul glanced up from the map, a confident look on his face. “I’m sure they
have excellent schools there. After all, this is Hawaii—all the dot com kids are probably out there
lounging on the beach with their thirtysomething retired parents.”“Really?” She considered
this.“Supposedly.” He grinned, knowing he had her attention now. “Michael Dell bought one of
the resorts down the coast and is building a home nearby.”“Do you think his kids go to school
there?”“I don’t know, I . . .”“We should find out. Can you have Evelyn call around?” Evelyn was
Paul’s secretary at Fallon.Paul sighed. “Just mellow out about it, Marissa, okay?”“Okay, okay. I
was just asking.” Marissa picked up her fork and gave it a little wave before stabbing a spear of
asparagus; she could do mellow.“So Sam is proposing that we fly out for a short visit. I have a
couple of meetings, but other than that we can check things out, see what the housing is like,
visit the schools, soak in some sun . . .”“That’s a great idea.” A winter tan . . . ha! Kate, her best
friend, would be completely envious. “When?”Paul didn’t miss a beat. “How does this weekend
sound? We could fly out on Friday. Shall I have Evelyn arrange it?”Friday? Marissa stared at him,
incredulous. “You mean this weekend?”Paul was unfazed as he cut another piece of his guava-
grilled rib eye steak. “Sure, why not? We’ll fly out Friday. Catch a flight back late Monday
evening, back by Tuesday. You’ll be out of the office for a couple of days. Couldn’t be
easier.”Yeah, if you don’t have a major deal closing and two more projects breathing down your
neck. “Paul, I have the Schumann deal closing this week. Plus I need to start reviewing the
feasibility studies for the Macomber project in London.” She reached for her water, shaking her
head in disbelief. Friday!“But you don’t need to be there to do that, do you? I mean, you can take
your work with you—we do it all the time.” Paul polished off his steak. “You fly out at a moment’s
notice whenever a client has a problem and still manage to juggle your other projects while
you’re on the road. This will be a hell of a lot easier. You can respond to e-mails and your clients
won’t have a clue if you’re sitting at your desk or lying on the beach.”“Point taken, but this is not a
good week for me to leave . . .”“Marissa, it’s not my call. The company wants us to go out before



we say yes, to make sure you won’t have any second thoughts. They’ve had a run of bad luck
with general managers at this property and they need to know that if I say yes, my spouse is on
board.”“On board?” Marissa felt herself stiffen. “But you just told me about the offer, Paul!”“Well,
they just told me. These things move fast, Marissa, you know that. Fallon needs a GM now—they
need to know now who’s going to be steering the ship this busy season.” Paul’s company, Fallon
Resort Properties, LLP, was an up-scale international hotel and resort chain. He had never
considered a position on any of the properties, preferring to stay in New York at the home office,
but this opportunity, along with a hefty raise, seemed to have changed his mind.“The busy
season? Wait a minute.” Marissa frowned and did the math in her head. “If Fallon needs a GM on
property by the busy season, which is traditionally November-December . . .”Paul busied himself
with buttering a roll.“Then you need to be there . . . now.” She stared at him in disbelief. It was
already the beginning of November.“Three weeks, to be exact,” he said. “Maybe four. Now before
you say anything else . . .”“Paul, are you crazy? There’s no way we can move that fast!” The
calendar for the next month scrolled before her eyes. “Pansy has semester finals. I’d barely have
time to give notice and wrap up my work. And what about the apartment?” They lived in a highly
coveted three-bedroom apartment on 72nd and Lexington.Paul wasn’t concerned. “Fallon will
back us up as best they can—help us sell our old place, help us get a new one, pay any
penalties for pulling Pansy out of school—this sort of thing happens all of the time. The current
GM will be gone by mid-December and they need someone to be there. So why not me?
Us?”“Why not? Because we need time to plan.” Marissa’s mind swirled with all the things that
would need to be done. Work, Pansy’s school, the apartment, their things . . . it was
overwhelming. How could they just walk away from the life they had? “Because these things take
time, Paul.”“And sometimes these things just happen.” Paul leaned forward and looked at her
earnestly, taking her hand in his. “Marissa, this is a great opportunity . . . you know it is. You
always talk about quitting and getting out of the rat race. Now, with my bump in pay, you can. And
we’ll be in Hawaii, of all places. It couldn’t be better than if we had planned it this way.”That part
was certainly true: they had been talking off and on for the past few years about Marissa
resigning from her position as a director for Paradigm Management, a boutique management
consulting firm, so that she could have more time with Pansy. They had been paying Consuelo,
the nanny, overtime for the past year and a half and the idea of spending more time with their
only daughter had its appeal.Still, being a dual-income family had its advantages: they liked the
extra money and it kept Marissa well-dressed with a few choice designer pieces. Plus, there was
always some new deal coming up that Marissa wanted to be involved in (“Probably the last one,”
she always said). Work could be a pain in the ass but it also gave her a rush of adrenaline that
she couldn’t find anywhere else.In the past, whenever there was an opportunity for her to leave
Paradigm, it just never seemed to make sense. Pansy was busy with school and with all of her
extra-curricular activities, and Marissa would basically be a chauffeur, so what was the point?
But now, with this offer to move to Hawaii and a sizable raise, it certainly wasn’t something to
ignore. Just the same, Marissa couldn’t help but feel a little uneasy.The waiter began to clear



their table. “Would you like dessert this evening?”Marissa shook her head just as Paul said,
“Definitely.” She fidgeted while Paul made his selection. How could he think about dessert right
now?Paul turned back to her, his face eager. “Okay, here’s what I’m thinking: we fly out this
weekend for a few days. It’ll be great, like a second honeymoon. We’ll take Pansy, bring
Consuelo . . . I’m sure Fallon will be more than happy to pay for two rooms if it means they might
have a new GM in place soon.”Marissa hedged; everything was moving so fast. She brushed
away some stray crumbs the waiter had missed. “I just . . . I don’t know. I don’t want Pansy to fall
behind in her studies.”Paul rolled his eyes. “She’s in the fourth grade, Marissa, not some post-
doctorate program. She’ll miss a couple of days of school—oh no! What’s the worst that could
happen? She gets an A instead of an A plus?”He was teasing her now. Marissa pulled a face
and looked away. “Very funny.”Pansy’s education had always been more important to Marissa
than Paul, due in large part to the fact that she had struggled through both college and business
school—financially, not academically. Her parents had worked union jobs and couldn’t afford to
send her to anything other than a state school, so Marissa made up for it by holding one, and
sometimes two, jobs while juggling a full-course load. In retrospect, she wouldn’t have changed
anything because it primed her for the business world she was now so successful in, but it also
made Marissa committed to Pansy’s education.She had explained to Paul, over and over again,
why a good education from a highly respected institution was one of the best things they could
do for Pansy, especially since she was a girl. But Paul was used to having things happen so
effortlessly that he didn’t believe her. He got into the schools he wanted, his family had enough
money to pay for it, and in the end he got offers from the companies of his choice. Maybe he was
right, maybe he wasn’t, but Marissa didn’t want to take that chance. Now, not wanting to rehash
it all again in the middle of dinner, she simply said, “Pansy’s such a smart kid. I just want her to
have every opportunity.”“And living in Hawaii is one of those opportunities,” Paul pointed out. He
settled back in his chair, feigning resignation. “I’m not going to beg you to move to Hawaii. If you
want to stay in New York, we’ll stay in New York.”“Paul, that’s not what I’m . . .”“I’m fine passing on
the promotion and pay raise. It’ll be fun, both of us working until retirement. You and me, honey—
I can see it now!” He put up his hands, framing the future, then he looked over at her and
grinned.Despite herself, Marissa smiled. He had her and she knew it. Oh, what the hell! They
never did anything spontaneous anymore and the city was already gearing up for another cold
winter. A short break in the sun would be nice. “Okay, fine. You win. If they need me at work, they
can always conference me in. We’ll fly out this weekend to take a look. And if it goes well . . .”“. . .
then it’s paradise for us!” Paul was beaming. “I have a feeling about this, Marissa. Like it’s really
going to change things for us.” He leaned forward and gave her a deep kiss, catching her off
guard, then settled back in his chair, beaming.With her lips tingling from the warmth of her
husband’s kiss, Marissa felt a surge of hope. Maybe Paul was right: this move could be exactly
what they needed. No more late night arguments or days of silent treatment. Sex might even
become a reality again.Paul gave her a broad smile as he reached for his dessert fork and
dipped it into the coconut tiramisu. He closed his eyes in exaggerated ecstasy. “Oh, this is



amazing. You have to try this, Marissa.” He pushed a forkful toward her.She took a bite, not used
to having Paul feed her. Wow, it was good. Why did things always taste better in a restaurant?
Not that she could have made this at home, but still. She motioned for him to give her another
bite, enjoying the moment. “How long is the assignment for again?”“Three years.”Three years. In
three years, Marissa would be forty-four, Paul would be forty-seven, Pansy eleven. It seemed like
a long time but she knew it would fly by.“Well,” she said, sighing, “I’m probably due for a midlife
crisis, so I may as well do it on the beach.”Paul pointed his fork at her, suddenly serious. “You
saw me through mine, honey, I’ll see you through yours. Although I’m sure it will be more fun with
a couple of mai tais in hand, of course.”Marissa bit her lip, not wanting to ruin a good moment. A
few years back, Paul had been passed over for a major promotion and, both disappointed and
stressed out, had gained fifteen pounds in the span of two months, which then threw him into a
mild depression. His waistline had expanded two sizes and Marissa had to order him new pants
online since he was too embarrassed to go shopping. Not exactly her definition of a midlife
crisis, but Marissa stood by him as he went to therapy (and where she took her fair share of pot-
shots from Paul, who claimed she “wore him down” with all the arguing and was “demanding”
and “unromantic”). But they got through it. Paul started exercising again, had regained his trim
figure and, along with it, his confidence.Now he was leaning across the table to give her another
kiss. “This is going to be great, I just know it.” He was almost giddy.Marissa gestured for the
waiter. If they were going to do this, she was going to need reinforcements after all.The waiter
appeared. “Yes?”“Do you have any Kona coffee?”“We do. Handpicked, estate-roasted. It’s not a
blend, so you should be prepared. It’s pretty strong.”“That sounds great. Oh, and bring whatever
dessert has the most chocolate.”“That would be our signature chocolate lava cake, served warm
with vanilla bean ice cream and fresh raspberries.”Marissa checked the time: 9:45 P.M. She’d be
working late tonight, that much was clear. “Perfect.” “You’re going where? Why? When?”
Marissa’s best friend, Kate Porter, was staring at her dumbstruck from across the table at their
favorite restaurant, Euphrates, on 51st and Broadway.“The island of Hawaii. They call it the Big
Island.” Marissa let this sink in for a moment before continuing. “Fallon made Paul an offer that’ll
be pretty hard to refuse. We’ll go out this weekend to take a look. There are a lot of factors to
take into consideration, Kate. It’s a big decision.”“Mm hmm, yeah.” Kate nodded her head
impatiently. “So if you say yes, how soon before you go?”Marissa took a deep breath. “If we say
yes, then we’ll be out there by December.”“December? That’s next month! I can’t believe you’re
telling me all this now . . . you may as well just have sent a postcard!” Kate was glaring at her. At
forty, Kate was single and the owner of a successful art gallery in Tribeca. She and Marissa had
been best friends for the past decade and a half.Marissa gave her friend an apologetic look. “I’m
sorry, but Paul just told me last night. I had five minutes to process the news and then it was
crazy when we got home.” She would tell Kate later how they ended up having the best sex she’d
had all year as soon as they walked through the door. “And then there was a mini-crisis at work
and I had to spend the morning assuring Arthur that I wouldn’t drop the Schumann deal in the
toilet.” Arthur Mesker was the managing partner of Paradigm Management.“Oh, please,” Kate



scoffed. “When have you ever dropped anything in the toilet? That man is a bloodhound—he
knows something’s up. And, of course, he’d be right.” Her Stephen Dweck dangle earrings
swayed indignantly, the topaz gemstones glittering at Marissa. “I mean, you do realize that you’ll
be in a completely different time zone, right?”Marissa passed a plate of marinated olives to her
girlfriend, who accepted it sullenly. “Come on, Kate. If it’s any consolation, you trumped my
daughter—we haven’t even told Pansy yet. We plan on telling her tonight.”That seemed to mollify
Kate somewhat. She smoothed the napkin in her lap. “So . . . you’re okay to just quit your job and
move to Hawaii? Just . . . quit?”Marissa felt a twinge of discomfort. She was still working through
that part of the deal. “I’m . . . getting there. Like I said, there are a lot of factors to consider. My
job, Pansy’s school, our apartment. There are pros and cons either way.”“Pro: you won’t look so
pasty white anymore. Con: you’d be away from me and the most amazing city on earth. Pro: they
have great coffee. Con: we have the Yankees. Pro—”Marissa laughed. “I get it. But it’s not just
that, even though those are all excellent reasons. We both know that I’ve been burning out this
past year. Hawaii might be a nice change of pace.”“Sure, if you’re retired.”“Kate!”“What?” Her
friend gave her an innocent look, then relented, her features softening. “Okay, I’m sorry. I’m still
absorbing the news.”“You and me both.”Kate clucked her tongue. “So does this mean that you
and Paul are doing okay?” Kate had her poker face on, which meant that, despite Marissa’s
answer, Kate was convinced that things were still not okay.Marissa sipped her tea. “Actually,
things are going great.” There was last night, of course, and then this morning Paul surprised her
with a long kiss and one of his deep, soulful looks before Marissa headed out the door.Okay, so
she wasn’t a fan of the deep, soulful looks, which seemed more needy than loving, but it was a
heck of a lot better than their regular parting routine: him grabbing the Wall Street Journal and
filling his travel mug with what was left of the French-pressed coffee Consuelo had prepared for
Marissa. Sometimes there would be a nod and, if she was lucky, a wave. More often than not, his
parting words would be, “I won’t be home for dinner,” unless, of course, Marissa said it first.“Then
again, it’s hardly been twenty-four hours,” Kate noted as she popped an olive into her
mouth.Marissa shot her an exasperated look. The problem with telling your friends everything
was that, well, they knew everything. “Look, I know we’ve been on the rocks for some time now,
but I’m just feeling hopeful about this whole thing. Paul is convinced that it’s going to change
things for us. A new place—it’s Hawaii, for pete’s sake! The promotion, the pay raise, a chance
for me to take a break . . . We’d be crazy not to give it a try. Right?”Kate was silent for a moment,
then finally sighed. “Right. And I’m sure you know that I’m not so much angry as I am jealous.
Why do you get to move to Hawaii and live the sweet life while I’m stuck here?”Marissa smiled.
“Kate, you wouldn’t leave the city if I paid you a million dollars.” Kate was fiercely loyal to New
York.“True. And lucky for you I have tons of anytime minutes.” Kate refilled their teacups and held
hers up in a toast. “To Marissa . . . may your travels this weekend enlighten and illuminate, and
may the promise of paradise be fulfilled.”The women clinked teacups.Kate downed her tea in
one sip and tapped her cup on the table for Marissa to pour her some more. “And, if it doesn’t,
could you please remember to bring back some chocolate-covered macadamia nuts?” Marissa



and Paul decided to break the news of their Hawaiian weekend to Pansy over dinner.“We’re
having dinner?” Pansy was instantly suspicious as she looked between her two parents who had
come home early from work. She was still dressed in her green-and-white plaid school uniform,
playing Nintendo at the breakfast bar in the kitchen. She set the game console aside and waited
for a response. “Together?”“Yes, is that such a surprise?” Marissa had given Consuelo the night
off and was pretending to sort through the mail, as if coming home before 6:00 P.M. on a
weekday was the norm.“Are you cooking?” Pansy looked up at her mother in disbelief.“Of course
not.” It was no secret that Marissa was a lousy cook. “Dad got takeout.”“Yeah, what’s the matter?
You don’t want to have dinner with us old folks?” Paul held up two plastic bags filled with food.
“And it’s not just any dinner, Pansy. It’s Beggar’s Chicken from New Canton!”“Really?” Pansy’s
eyes grew large as she sniffed the air. She loved the fragrant stuffed chicken wrapped in lotus
leaves and clay. “Wow.” She plucked a paper menu from the bag as Paul started to bring out
containers of food. Her fingers began working the paper, folding and creasing, her eyes cast
down. “Are you going to give me some bad news or something?” There was a slight tremble in
her voice.Marissa and Paul froze, staring at their daughter. A few seconds passed before
Marissa finally gave a little laugh. “No. It’s good news, actually.” Her voice caught in her throat
and she forced herself to swallow.“Really good news,” Paul added quickly.Pansy looked relieved,
and then her face lit up. “Are you going to have a baby?”“No, no. Not that kind of good news.”
Marissa glanced hastily at Paul, who nodded for her to continue. “We’re thinking about moving to
Hawaii and Dad’s company is going to fly us out this weekend so we can go take a look.”“What?”
Pansy gaped at them.Nervous, Marissa licked her lips. “It’ll just be for a few days. You’ll miss
some school next week but I’ll clear it with your teachers and your ballet instructor at the
ABT . . .”Pansy’s mouth was still open in disbelief. “Are you serious?” she finally managed.“We
won’t move if you don’t want to,” Marissa tried to reassure her, just as Paul shot her an
exasperated who’s-the-parent-here? kind of look. Marissa ignored him and focused on her
daughter. “It’ll be a family decision. This trip is just a look-see. A mini vacation. We can bring your
homework with us if you’re worried about falling behind . . .”“Are you kidding? We’re going to
Hawaii! And I get to miss school!” A look of pure elation crossed Pansy’s face. “And we have
Beggar’s Chicken!” Pansy gave a whoop before handing Marissa a perfectly folded crane. “I’m
going to go wash my hands. Don’t start without me!” She jumped off the stool and ran to the
bathroom.Paul started to set the table. “See?” he said cheerfully, the awkwardness of a few
moments earlier already forgotten. “I told you it wouldn’t be a problem.” He peered into one of the
containers. “Ooh, and they threw in some of those steamed scallion rolls that you love.” He held
one out to her. “It’s a sign, Marissa.”Marissa’s iPhone strummed with a new e-mail message. She
hesitated, seduced for a moment by the inviting scent of green onions, sesame oil, and black
pepper, but then her iPhone strummed again and she shook her head. Pansy came bounding
back from the bathroom and settled herself eagerly at the table, a scallion roll already in hand.
“In a minute,” Marissa said, and stepped away to check her messages.
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K. Blackburn, “Sweet Read. I love books that draw you in and allow you to escape into the world
of the main character. Mia King does that and her novels take just days (or hours in my case) to
read. Marissa Price is so interesting and what happens to her life is amusing, and it's interesting
how one can like her more and more as this story line progresses. I love a good story with
interesting characters that's an entertaining read. My book club also loved this book for the
interesting turns and twists in the story and the awesome recipes in the book. We all made a
dish from the recipes and brought it to our book club meeting - it was paradise!! A fantastic book
club read!”

Virginia McMains, “excellent writer. the usual entertaining story”

KurodaMiharu, “The Book was more than I expected. This was a fun read. There were some
parts that seemed to drag longer than other subjects, but otherwise I really liked how the book
ended. I'm looking forward to reading her other books!”

DADS, “Best Book. This is a great book. I was happy with the service. I would reomment this
book to everyone.  Once you start it you won't wnat to put it down.”

Heather Manley, “Sweet Life. Yes, a Sweet Life living in Hawaii! A wonderful story on how Hawaii
can challenge everyone and if you stay true to yourself it welcomes you fully! Beautiful story...all
of Mia's stories are great and I look forward to reading her next one...when is it coming out?”

Leigh Ann Kowalsky, “Great book for a vaca or if you need a vaca. I would recommend this book
to anyone that has ever thought, desired, wondered, or moved to aremote and/or tropical
island.An easy read with good character development.Also, the lead female character shows
her strength and tenacity through the entire story.”

Christina S, “Delightful story that will have readers dreaming of their own Hawaiian paradise.
Marissa and Paul Price, along with their daughter, are moving to the Big Island of Hawaii,
because Paul was promoted. Marissa believes that everything will be perfect and their own little
paradise, but as more time goes by, things start to fall apart for the Price family. First, their house
isn't what they had hoped for and needs a lot of TLC. The adjustment to Hawaiian life isn't as
simple as Marissa thought and to top it off, she thinks her husband is cheating on her and he
says he wants time apart. Marissa is left to pick up the pieces and she realizes that she is going
to have to make some big decisions that will effect her life forever. Mia King's Sweet Life is a
delightful story that will have readers dreaming of their own Hawaiian paradise.Marissa was a
tough character to deal with. She's pretty pretentious and materialistic, but that's because she
was living a luxurious life in Manhattan before her big move. She judges people too quickly and



has a hard time adjusting to the Big Island, but that's one of things I like about the story. It was
interesting to watch her change and adapt to the lifestyle and the people, which are the polar
opposite of what she's used to. Also, the supporting characters were well developed and
unique. And of course, I loathed Paul from the beginning. He was insufferable!The setting was to
die for. I am obsessed with Hawaii and have traveled to the Big Island, so I was able to visualize
all the places she was talking about, especially Volcanoes National Park, which really stood out
for me. King does a great job bringing the Big Island to life; it was as if I was on vacation there! I
also loved the fact that King included Hawaiian recipes in the back of the book. I love when
authors do that! It makes the story that much more authentic and who doesn't love Hawaiian
treats? If you aren't sold, check out this macadamia nut biscotti recipe! Yes, please! Also, this
story made me think what if....what if I left it all behind and moved to Hawaii? This thought has
crossed my mind from time to time! :)All in all, if you are looking for a beach read that will
transport you to Hawaii, you must read Mia King's Sweet Life. I haven't read too many books
that take place in Hawaii, but this one really captures the "Aloha Spirit." Now I am pining for a
visit to Hawaii again!”

Julie Peterson, “Heartwarming Story. I'm not sure that there is technically a genre called "mom
lit," but I think I'd have to classify SWEET LIFE by Mia King as just that. SWEET LIFE is the story
of Marissa, a wife and mother, who gives up her career and apartment in Manhattan to move to
Hawaii for her husband's job. Oh and by the way, she hopes that by moving to Hawaii, she can
save her marriage. This book definitely sounded like one that I'd enjoy with lots of family
dynamics and conflict; and I'm happy to say that I did like it -- a lot. I am so glad that there are
books out there for those of us who are "mature" (married with children) and that have
interesting female characters.I really enjoyed SWEET LIFE. It is a great story with some terrific
and memorable characters. It's a relatively light, easy read; however, it also touches on some
very serious (and very real) issues that affect many women in today's society. I have a feeling
that you will be reminded of yourself, or even some of the women you know, when you read
about the female characters in this story. I loved how this book showed the strength and
resilience of women, and how women will pull together to help others.I have to admit that I didn't
always love Marissa. Maybe it's because I saw in her things that I don't like about myself, but she
definitely got on my nerves in the beginning of the book. I found her to be very self-centered and
at times almost arrogant; however, I like how the author developed her character. She was
definitely flawed, and yet I found myself rooting for her. In so many ways, SWEET LIFE was really
a coming-of-age story from Marissa (even though she was a woman in her early 40.) As a
reader, I enjoyed seeing Marissa discover things about her relationships and her life in general
that made her a better person. I was actually quite touched by this story, and it ended up
warming my heart a great deal.As a child, my family moved a lot so I could totally identify to the
parts of the story about acclimating to a new environment and a new culture. While I haven't
experienced a move quite as drastic as moving to Hawaii, I could understand Marissa's



frustrations and feelings of being an outsider. I thought Ms. King did a wonderful job of showing
the huge differences between living in Manhattan and living in Hawaii. In fact, I thought her
descriptions of Hawaii and its people were perfect.I think what I enjoyed most about SWEET
LIFE were the overall messages in this story. After I finished this book, I just had to smile. This
book showed the importance of family and friends as well as finding what makes you happy. I
don't think I will ever tire of books that make me think about those themes. Of course, I also liked
how Marissa discovered things about herself and realized what was truly important in her life.My
book club is all 30- and 40-somethings, so I think SWEET LIFE would be a great discussion
book for my group. I think many women will relate to at least some aspects of the females in this
novel. There is a reading guide available which further delves into the themes of marriage,
family, trust, self awareness, and friendships. I also think hosting a meeting for this book would
be so much fun. Since the story takes place in Hawaii, you could do an entire island-themed
party. And since food is such a huge part of this story (there are even recipes included in the
back of the book), you would have no problem coming up with some awesome treats!SWEET
LIFE is the first book that I've read by Ms. King, but it won't be my last. I already have TABLE
MANNERS and can't wait to read it. Ms. King has a fantastic website that you really need to
check out. She has a special recipe box section where you will find lots of delicious recipes and
even recipe tips. She even has entertaining/hostess ideas, related food trivia, and guest author
recipes. I think her website is a terrific resource for your next party or book club meeting.”

The book by Mia King has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 46 people have provided feedback.
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