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Prologue: The Storm and the Shark
    	Lightning. Across the horizon, a bolt revealed a lone surfer cutting through the heaving sea.
Ikaika Ka‘imipono rode the storm’s first swell with wild elegance, his dark form silhouetted against a bruised sky. For a heartbeat, he was part of the wave itself.  Every movement fluid, deliberate, reverent.
     	Then the wind shifted. The sky deepened from indigo to iron. Rain slashed like shards of glass.
Another flash, and the ocean turned wild.
    	 The shark appeared first. A black fin slicing through water just beyond the break, circling in the rain, its eye gleaming gold for an instant. Neither predator nor prey, just watching.
    	 Lightning again. The wave collapsed beneath him. Ikaika paddled hard for shore, breath ragged, the water roiling around him.
     	—flash—
     	He stumbled out of the surf, board clutched under one arm, sand clinging to his legs.
He looked back. at the roiling horizon, then toward the cliffs as thunder split the sky.
Something had shifted. Not just in the storm, but in the air itself.
   	  —flash—
   	  A car engine idling. A windshield streaked with rain. Inside, a shadowed face watching still,
   	  —flash—
    	 Headlights burst through the darkness, beams carving white across the beach. Ikaika dropped his board, scanning the shoreline, confusion in his eyes. The sound of doors slamming carried over the wind.
    	 —flash—
     	Men moving fast, three, maybe four, rain-slick coats, boots kicking sand. Ikaika backed away, hands raised, shouting something swallowed by the thunder. They closed on him, grabbed his arms, and forced him to his knees. A struggle.  Bodies twisting, lightning freezing the moment like a photograph.
	—flash—
	Board kicked aside. He was dragged toward the SUV, feet leaving trails in the wet sand. A voice barked orders, muffled, cold. The SUV’s door slammed.
	—flash—
	Red taillights fled down the narrow coastal road. Offshore, the shark fin surfaced once more…watching.
	     —flash—
	White walls. The storm replaced by sterile hum. Ikaika sat on a narrow cot, barefoot, salt-drenched. His wrists bore faint red marks. Behind him, a door with no handle.
     	Lightning lit the small window. Bars cut the light into shards.
     	He turned slowly, gaze meeting the unseen watcher beyond the dream. The moment stretched, as if he could truly see the one who dreamed him.
    	 His lips moved. The words rode the thunder.
    	 “They’ll be coming after you.”
    	 —flash—
     	 The shark’s golden eye glinted once more beneath the waves.
     	Makana awoke with a gasp, heart pounding, rain whispering on the roof. His room was dark but for the slivered light of dawn glinting through the slatted blinds. The echo of his father’s voice was still in his ears, soft as surf pulling back from the sand.

	CHAPTER ONE — Driftwood Morning
	The storm had passed, leaving behind a silence so absolute it felt like a breath being held over Koloa. The air still smelled of salt and rain…fresh, electric. Palm leaves tapped slowly on the lanai roof. The wet road shimmered in the early morning sun.
	Makana sat at the small kitchen table, elbows on his knees, the last of the dream still pressing against his chest. Nineteen and lean, the color of sun on wet sand, you could smell salt in his hair no matter how far from the beach he was. His black hair, tousled from sleep, brushed his brow; his amber-brown eyes looked older than his years this morning. Haunted, though he’d never say it.
	He sat trying to slow his breathing. But the dream clung to him like humidity. Images persistent, still alive behind his eyelids: lightning, his father’s face, the sound of the ocean pounding through metal walls. He rubbed at the ache between his temples, but the voice still echoed:
They’ll be coming after you.
	From the hallway came the soft rhythm of his mother moving through her morning. Cabinets opened, the coffeemaker clicked. Radio static tuned in to a local DJ talking tides and road closures. Life, ordinary, and anchoring.
	Pam Ka‘imipono moved around the kitchen with practiced rhythm, still barefoot, already in her work blouse and light khaki shorts. Her blond hair was tied in a loose knot, streaked by sun and years. Pretty still, though worry had traced soft lines at the corners of her eyes. Her badge from Island Realty caught the morning light as she poured coffee.
	Her energy filled the small house, brisk, efficient, already halfway into the day. She caught sight of her son. “You look like you got hit by a truck.”
	Makana blinked up at her, still surfacing. “Bad dream.”
	“About?” she asked.
	He hesitated, eyes drifting toward the window where rain still threaded down the glass.
“Dad.”
	Her hands paused just a fraction before she set the mug down. “Ah,” she said softly, then forced her tone lighter. “Haven’t heard that name in a while.”
	“It felt…real,” Makana murmured. “Like I was almost there.”
	Pam gave a short laugh. Not cruel, just brittle. “Dreams always do. That’s why they’re dreams.”
	He looked at her, waiting for a question that didn’t come. She’d already turned back to check her phone. “I’ve got a showing in Lawai this morning,” she said. “If the rain holds off, maybe we’ll actually close something this week.”
	“Yeah,” he said, staring at the untouched toast on his plate.
	Pam glanced back. The quiet in his voice caught her; guilt flickered across her expression. She leaned against the counter.
	“Look, Makana…” She exhaled. “Your father…he was always chasing storms. That’s what he did. He couldn’t stay still. You’re not him, okay?”
	“I didn’t say I was.”
	“I know,” she said quickly. “I just…” She stopped, looked down at her coffee, then back up at him with forced brightness. “Eat something before you go to class, ok?”
	He nodded. “Yeah. I’m good.”
	Pam gave him a quick kiss on the cheek, then grabbed her bag. “Don’t drown yourself before noon,” she said with a half-smile.
	When the screen door banged shut behind her, the house settled back into its quiet.
	Makana sat there for a long moment, staring at the faint rain patterns drying on the window. Somewhere outside, a mynah bird called, sharp and repetitive. The storm was gone, but the air still felt charged. Like the island was holding its breath…waiting.
	He pushed the plate away, stood, and grabbed his keys. The reflection in the metal toaster caught his eye. Just a shimmer of movement, gone before he could name it.
	He shook it off, slung his backpack over one shoulder, and stepped outside.
	The sky above Koloa was clearing, blue spreading slow and bright over soaked roofs and dripping trees. The day felt new, clean. But the warning still echoed faintly under his skin.

	KCC
	Makana rolled into the Kaua‘i Community College parking lot, well after the storm had run its course. The light fell gold and soft over the asphalt, still exhaling warmth from the afternoon sun. A few groups of students hovered in the shadows of the low concrete buildings around the quad. Puddles from the morning’s rain glowed like amber glass amid steaming walkways.
	He parked his old pickup under an ancient koa tree and stepped out barefoot, board shorts clinging and a faded tee rumpled, his hair still rough with salt. He looked like he’d come straight from the beach…because he had.
	“Mak!” Alicia Hisakawa waved from across the quad, the sun flashing along her wave tattoos as she lifted a coffee cup.
	“You look like hell,” she said, grinning. “You out late or just hanging with the Night Walkers again?”
	“Dream,” he said. “Didn’t sleep.”
“Dream, huh? Must’ve been a hell of a one.”
	He shrugged. “Don’t remember much.”
	She arched a brow. “Liar. You always remember.”
	Before he could answer, a cluster of students spilled out of one of the buildings, passing around flyers. Jen Lawndale led the pack. Barefoot in the grass, clipboard tucked under one arm, copper hair caught in the sun.
	“Makana! Alicia!” she called. “Beach cleanup signup for the fundraiser Sunday night!”
	Alicia groaned. “If I sign up, does that mean I can skip the party?”
	“Not a chance,” Jen said, smiling. “You’re helping with the raffle table.”
	Her eyes flicked to Makana. “And you’re still doing the surf contest Sunday morning, yeah?”
	He nodded. “I’ll be there.”
	“Good,” she said, her professional brightness softening.
	Before the moment lingered, Chase Flowers stepped up behind her. Blond, polished, effortless in the way of someone never doubting his place in a room.
	“Some of us train for these things,” he said to Makana. “You just roll out of bed and win?”
	Makana shrugged. “Works so far.”
	Chase’s smile thinned. “Guess natural talent covers a lot.”
	Alicia snorted. “Guess money covers the rest.”
	Some nearby students laughed. Chase flushed slightly, muttered something, and followed Jen to the next table.
	Makana watched her go, sunlight tangling in her hair. Not longing exactly. More curiosity. Admiration tangled with distance.
	Alicia nudged him. “You know I still don’t get it, right? Jen’s out of your weight class in all the wrong ways. Too structured. You’d short-circuit if she ever tried to alphabetize your life.”
	Makana smirked. “Maybe that’s what keeps it interesting.”
	“Interesting isn’t the same as right,” Alicia said. “You’ve got driftwood energy, bro. She’s a ruler and a calendar.”
	He laughed. “You’re saying she deserves better?”
	“I’m saying you do,” Alicia shot back.
	They walked across the quad, the air still warm from the storm. Laughter, voices, ordinary life resetting itself after disruption.
	Makana glanced toward the ridge where the last clouds clung like smoke. The dream tugged faintly at him again, half memory, half warning.
	“Po‘ipu tomorrow?” Alicia asked.
	He smiled. “Wouldn’t miss it.”
	Far out beyond the waves, the island inhalee…quiet, waiting.
f
Chapter Two: The Shop and the Tide
	Kanani’s Shop
	Night settled gently over Oma‘o, warm and heavy, the air thick with the smell of wet earth and jasmine. Kanani Pilialoha’s storefront glowed softly in the dark, like a coal ember cupped in the island’s hand. Half hidden by palms and ti leaves, shells and bone charms swayed from the porch rafters, whispering in the wind.
	The hand-painted sign creaked above the door: 
	Pilialoha Remedies & Curios — By Appointment or By Need.
	Inside, lamplight layered gold across shelves of jars, coral fragments, bundles of dried leaves, and bottles filled with oils darker than honey. The radio hummed low in the corner — old Hawaiian melodies tangled in faint static. The air smelled of sandalwood and tea.
	A man sat across from her, still in his postal uniform, cap clenched between his hands.
On the counter lay a folded photograph: a young woman with salt-bright eyes smiling into the wind.
	“She’s been gone five days,” he said quietly. “No word. No sign. Cops think she just ran off.”
	Kanani studied the picture for a long moment, her fingers warm against its worn edges.
	“You sure she’s missing?” she asked.
	He stiffened. “Of course I’m sure.”
	“Sometimes people lose what isn’t gone,” she replied calmly. “They just stop listening for it.”
	He frowned, uncertain. “You saying she’s alive?”
	Kanani handed the photo back. “I’m saying the island still knows her name,” she said. “If you listen long enough, you might hear her answer.”
	He didn’t fully understand. But something in her voice steadied him. He left money under his tea cup and stepped back into the dark.
	Kanani didn’t move for a long time after the door closed.
	The shells above it chimed again. The air felt… changed.
	She rose slowly, moving to the window. Far down the slope, toward the inlet, a single boat lantern pulsed on the water…soft, steady.
	Kanani smiled. “Of course,” she murmured.
	But the feeling didn’t leave.
	If anything… it deepened.

	Hiraani Arrives
	Half an hour later, soft footsteps crossed the porch boards.
	“Aunty?”
	Kanani turned.
	Hiraani stood in the doorway, travel-worn but glowing; sea-salt braided into her long dark hair, her skin still damp from the crossing. Her eyes carried green ocean depth and something older, more grounded beneath it.
	“You came by boat again,” Kanani said.
	Hiraani grinned. “Kai’s crew was heading this way for a tuna run. Faster than the ferry. More fun than flying.”
	Kanani poured tea into two chipped cups. “I called,” Hiraani added. “Guess your phone was off.”
	Kanani placed one cup in front of her. “I knew you were coming.”
	Hiraani blinked. “You knew?”
	“I felt it,” Kanani said. Then, quieter:	“I just didn’t know if it was you… or something else I was feeling.”
	Hiraani smiled slightly. “Still listening to the wind talk?”
	“It talks louder some nights.”
	They sat together in the warm quiet, the shop breathing around them.
	“You’ve been busy,” Hiraani said, scanning the shelves, the herbs, the new charms strung near the door.
	“Trying not to be,” Kanani replied. Then, more softly: “The island’s restless.”
	“Restless how?”
	Kanani hesitated, eyes drifting to the window. “It feels like something is moving,” she said. “Not a storm. Not an earthquake. Just… a turning.”
	“Born?” Hiraani asked.
	“Or found,” Kanani said.
	The shells chimed again.	

	Chapter 3: Under the Surf
	Po‘ipu Surf
	The sun was barely over the horizon when Makana’s truck idled to a stop on Po’ipu Road. The morning air was still cool, and from where he was parked, he could make out the sound of sets breaking steadily against the reef. Out past the point, the swells were clean and organized. Mornings like this drew only the devoted locals who’d been up before the birds.
	Alicia was already in the lineup, dark head and red board cutting through the water with ease. She paddled into a rising shoulder, dropped in, and rode it smoothly. Makana watched her make a long carve before she kicked out and glanced shoreward.
	Makana jogged down the sand barefoot, board under his arm, leash dragging a trail behind.
	“Morning, A,” he called, wading in.
	“You’re late, Mak,” she shouted back, grinning. “Sets are lining up. You’re missing the best ones.”
	He laughed and dove under the first breaker. The water closed over him in a rush of cool.  It took a second to shake the clear his head. By the time he surfaced near her, the lulling rhythm of his heartbeat had already merged with the pull of the ocean.
	“Wind’s light,” she said, scanning the horizon. “Swell’s wrapping in clean. You can see the lines stacking all the way from Koloa Landing.”
	Makana nodded, squinting into the sun’s glare. “Perfect for a Monday.”
	“Best way to start the week,” she said.
	A new set rose, larger and faster than before. They turned in sync, paddling hard for the outside.. Makana caught the inside edge first, dropped down the face, and carved a tight line through the pocket. Alicia followed, slicing high and fast, spray catching the light.
	Their laughter carried over the surf.
	When the wave ended, they paddled back to the lineup, breathless and grinning.
	“You still planning to hit class after this?” she asked.
	“Eventually,” he said, smirking. “You?”
	“Only if you drive.”
	He shook his head. “Still working that angle, huh?”
	“Can’t hurt to try.”
	They drifted for a moment in the gentle lull between sets. The sun climbed higher, the water shimmering with reflected light. Then something shifted beneath them… a vibration deep and slow, like the reef itself exhaling.
	Makana turned his head. For a split second, a darker shape slid beneath the surface just beyond the break.  Broad, unhurried, almost silent.
	“You see that?” he asked.
	Alicia followed his gaze. “What?”
	He blinked. The water was clear again. “Never mind.”
	“Spacing out already?” she teased.
	“Just thinking.”
	“Don’t start that this early. It’s bad luck.”
	He smiled. “Guess I’ll risk it.”
	They caught one last set before heading in. A long, clean wave rolling in from the outer reef. The kind you felt more than rode.
	Onshore, Alicia shook the salt from her hair and handed him a thermos from the truck bed. “Coffee. Strong enough to wake the dead.”
	He took a sip, winced. “Still brutal.”
	“Still effective.”
	He grinned. “Wouldn’t trade it.”
	“See? You’re learning.”
	As they packed up, Makana glanced back toward the lineup. The swells kept rolling in, steady and sure. Alive with promise. Yet somewhere beneath that pattern, he could feel the faint hum of something watching. Not threatening. Just aware.
	He shook it off and turned toward the truck. “Let’s go,” he said. “We’re gonna be late.”
	Alicia laughed, slamming the tailgate. “For once, not my fault.”
	They pulled away down the coastal road, boards rattling in back, the ocean gleaming behind them. Endless, patient, and waiting.

	Island Breeze — Kōloa
	The narrow street of Old Koloa Town still held its plantation bones: wooden balconies, faded signs, the smell of grilled teriyaki and sea salt drifting from Sueoka’s Market down the block. Pam Ka‘imipono’s real estate office sat between a shave ice shop and a boutique selling shell necklaces, its single ceiling fan circling without conviction.
	Pam leaned over a stack of parcel maps, pen in hand, brow furrowed. The properties outlined in red ink bled into each other like veins. She rubbed her temples and took a sip of cold Kaua’i Coffee, gone bitter.
	“Pam,” called her coworker from the next room. “The Sanford file’s ready when you are.”
	“Thanks,” she said without looking up.
	Outside the open door, the street was alive with a combination of tourists and local life. A fisherman dropping off paperwork, kids on bikes, tourists wandering with cameras. Harmless enough on the surface. But the land beneath those smiling storefronts carried old stories of trades, debts, and losses. 
	Still Pam pressed her pen down on the signature line, hesitating for a breath before signing. Then she squared the papers and stood. Work first. Always work first.

	Kanani and Hiraani
	Behind the small, slatted-wood shop, Hiraani sat cross-legged on the grass with strips of wai ke bark laid carefully across a board.  In her hands, a rounded stone beater rose and fell in steady rhythm, flattening strips of wauke bark into thin sheets of kapa.
	The sound was steady.
	Patient.
	Intentional.
	Kanani watched from the open doorway, arms folded.
	“You still haven’t told me what the kapa’s for,” she said.
	Hiraani smiled without looking up. “A community center piece. Something for the kids.”
	Kanani tilted her head playfully. “Not for a wedding I haven’t been invited to?”
	Hiraani laughed. “No wedding. You’d be the first to know.”
	The breeze lifted through the banana trees.
	“Then all is still right with the world.”
	They shared a quiet smile.
	The breeze lifted through the banana trees.
	The land exhaled.
	For a moment, Hiraani paused, her hand hovering over the stone. She looked toward the treeline…sensing the island’s hum beneath the stillness.  
	Not ominous, just alive, as though something had turned over in its sleep.
	Kanani noticed, but didn’t speak.
	They shared a smile. Some things needed time. 
	The faint scent of kukui oil drifted through the air as Kanani turned back inside.


	Kaua‘i Community College
	The open quad was buzzing with chatter. Students lounged against picnic tables, backpacks at their feet, lunch truck steaming by the entrance. The salt smell from the coast carried on the trade winds, carrying with it the easy rhythm of a Friday afternoon.
		Makana and Alicia walked across the courtyard, a little sun-drenched from their morning surf. Their boards were strapped in the back of Makana’s truck parked out front, and their feet were bare on the warm concrete.
	Leanna waved from a bench, textbooks spread around her. “Hey, my favorite surf dudes! Ready for tomorrow?”
	“Always,” Makana said, smiling.
	“Bet Chase isn’t,” someone called nearby. “Don’t know what he hates more, that Makana’s with Jen or that he can’t beat him in the water.”
	Laughter rippled across the group. Alicia grinned. “Tough life being second best.”
	Makana just shrugged. “He’ll live.”
	Jen approached with a clipboard and her usual purpose-driven energy. “Don’t forget, beach cleanup after class,” she said, handing out flyers. “We meet at Nukumoi Point at four.”
	“Wouldn’t miss it,” Alicia said, taking one.
	Jen turned to Makana, her expression softening. “You too?”
	“Yeah,” he said, catching her eye. “Of course.”
	Her smile lingered for a moment longer than necessary before she moved off to talk with another group.
	Alicia nudged him. “You know she’s gonna make you hold the sign again, right?”
	He chuckled. “Guess I’m the face of the cause.”
	“Just the face?” she teased.
	He grinned. “Don’t start.”
	Almost by instinct, the scattered conversations fell silent as students headed toward their classes. The wind picked up across the lawn. There was a sudden shift, strong enough to rustle papers and lift the scent of salt once more from the sea.
	For a moment, Makana looked toward the horizon. Somewhere out there, beyond the reef and the laughter and the small-town noise, the water was moving differently. He couldn’t say why. But he felt it.

	Beach Cleanup
	By late afternoon, the light turned honey-gold over Po'ipu. The tide pulled slow and steady against the sand, carrying the sound of students and locals chatting as they worked. The beach cleanup had become something of a ritual; part service project, part social gathering. It drew a crowd of familiar faces.
	Makana hauled a burlap sack along the tideline, the bottom dragging over damp sand as he picked up bits of plastic and tangled fishing line. A small radio played slack-key guitar on the folding table where Jen and Leanna were sorting recyclables. The air smelled of salt, sunscreen, and grilled meat, and cracked coconuts from the vendor on the road.
	Alicia joined him, her own sack already half full. “You’re starting to zone out,” she said, mock-serious, as he paused to watch the sets rolling in beyond the reef.
	Makana grinned. “Maybe the ocean’s trying to talk to me.”
	She laughed. “And here I thought you just liked waves.”
	“I do,” he said simply. “Nothing beats it.”
	A few yards away, Chase was raking debris near the pier, shirt off, glancing toward Jen every few minutes with the practiced casualness of someone pretending not to. When Jen came by to hand out new trash bags, he straightened, flashing a smile, practiced but harmless.
	“Good turnout,” he said.
	“Yeah,” Jen answered, distracted, checking her clipboard. “Glad you could make it.”
	“I always make time for the cause,” he said, then immediately scooping up another handful of plastic.
	Alicia caught the exchange and smirked. “Guess everyone’s trying to impress someone.”
	Makana didn’t look up. “Long as the beach gets clean, I’m good.”
	Jen approached them, brushing sand from her hands. “You two are machines,” she said, smiling. “I might actually have to promote you to volunteer captains.”
	“Benefits?” Alicia asked.
	“Only moral ones,” Jen said, deadpan.
	Makana laughed. “Then we’ll take it.”
	When the last bags were tied and lined near the truck, everyone gathered for snacks and water. Someone passed out musubi wrapped in wax paper; the air hummed with soft laughter and easy exhaustion.
	Chase lingered on the edge of the group, saying something to a friend but watching Jen when she wasn’t looking.
	Alicia leaned close to Makana, her voice low. “You ever notice how he works harder when she’s around?”
	Makana shrugged, not unkindly. “I’d rather notice how clear the sets are tonight.”
	“Of course,” she said, smiling.
	Jen handed him a water bottle. “Thanks for coming, Makana. Seriously.”
	He met her gaze and smiled. “Wouldn’t miss it.”
	The last light faded across the water, leaving the reef glinting like hammered copper. For a moment, Makana turned toward it, that quiet, private space where the sea breathed and everything else fell away.
	The last bags were loaded. The radios went quiet. One by one, trucks pulled off the sand road, tail lights dissolving into dusk.
	By morning, the beach would belong to a different tide.
	The one that crowns kings.
	Tomorrow held the contest, the noise, the crowd. But for now, it was just this: the sound of waves, the scent of salt, and the feeling of being exactly where he belonged.

	Chapter 4 – The Poʻipū Break
	Poʻipū Surf Contest
	The reef began speaking before sunrise.
	Kauaʻi woke slowly beneath a sky brushed with dawn’s soft blush. Tunnels Beach stretched at the base of ancient cliffs, the reef pounding offshore with secret urgency. Salt spray. Ironwood trees bent in the trade winds. The annual contest had already pulled the island from sleep.
	Tents lined the sand. Crowds gathered early. Old-timers, kids, surfers from every corner of the North Shore. This wasn’t just a competition. It was ritual.
	Makana crouched beside his board, running his fingers along a small nick in the wax. The ocean’s rhythm pulsed in his bones….the same break his father had once ridden, the same water that had taught him how to listen.
	Out past the reef, surfers bobbed in the lineup.
	All eyes were on two of them.
	Makana….And Chase Flowers.
	Chase floated a little farther out, mirrored shades cutting the sun, restless energy coiled beneath his skin. He didn’t just want to win — he wanted to win against Makana.
	Alicia’s jet ski idled beyond the flags. Calm. Watchful. Steady as a pulse.
	Near the judges’ tent, Jen scanned the water. Her clipboard hung forgotten at her side. Her eyes never left the break.
	The sets rolled in clean.
	Makana paddled out, strokes strong and unhurried. He didn’t perform for the crowd. He never had. The water was his only audience.
	When the first major set lifted, he angled into it without hesitation.
	The drop was clean. The face, translucent green.
	He carved hard, rail screaming through water. A clean cutback. The nose lifted. A spray of white arced behind him like a signature. He snapped into a tight 360, landing smooth and fast, disappearing for a moment inside the barrel.
	Cheers broke across the beach.
	He rode again. 
	Each wave more controlled. More precise. Each turn a quiet conversation with the water.
	Then….the third wave.
	A larger set. Deeper. He timed it perfectly. Dropped low. Balanced on instinct, not thought.
	Everything slowed.
	The roar of the crowd vanished.	
	And then…A shape.
	Something wrong.
	A board. Drifting. Faultless stillness. A man’s torso. Pale. Dark hair floating like kelp. Blood bleeding softly into the green.
	Makana’s chest locked.
	Salt stung his eyes. His focus tunneled. The world contracted to that one impossible image.
	His body reacted before his mind could deny it.
	He shifted too hard.
	Over-rotated.
	The board caught at a lethal angle.
	And the wave swallowed him.
	White.
	Noise.
	Cold.
	He tumbled, lost, lungs burning, salt flooding his mouth. His hands clawed for nothing. The ocean folded him.
	He broke the surface gasping.
	Alicia was already racing toward him.
	“Makana! What happened? I’ve never seen you lose a line like that!”
	He swallowed air. His voice barely worked. “There was… someone. On a board. Half a guy.”
	Alicia scanned the break. Nothing. Just waves. Just bodies. Just water.
	Chase paddled closer, smirking.
	“See a ghost, huh? Better get your head straight.”
	Makana didn’t answer.
	On shore, cheers picked back up, nervous laughter covering uncertainty.
	Tommy’s voice rang out:
	“Even with a wipeout, Makana still schools you!”
	Makana staggered in with his board dragging behind him.
	Jen ran down the beach toward him, panic cutting through her usual composure.
“	Makana!”
	She reached him, hands hovering, unsure where to touch him.
	“What happened? Are you okay?”
	He forced a half-smile.
	“Just wiped out. Nothing major.”
	But his hands were shaking.
	Jen wasn’t fooled. Her voice softened.
	“You scared me. You promised me you’d be at the benefit tonight.”
	“I’ll be there.”
	Alicia stepped in beside him. “He’s not getting away, Jen. I’ll haul him if I have to.”
	Jen nodded, relieved but still uneasy. She squeezed his shoulder once — then turned back toward the tent, duty reclaiming her.
	Makana barely noticed. He didn’t see the water anymore. He saw that body.

	The Open Doorway
	And then as he turned from the shoreline, his eyes caught an older Hawaiian woman on the edge of the crowd.
	Kanani Pilialoha.
	She stood half-hidden beneath the ironwoods, still as carved stone. Not cheering. Not concerned like the others. Just watching.  It was like she had known this moment would come.
	“Waterman,” she called softly, her voice threading through the noise.
	Makana stepped toward her without thinking.
	“Be careful how far you drift today,” she said.
	He gave her a crooked smile, uneasy. “I’ll try not to drown.”
	Her eyes didn’t soften.
	Later, in the parking lot, as crowds packed up boards and beach tents…
	Makana stood beside his truck, toweling his hair. His hands still trembled.
	Kanani waited near the edge of the lot.
	“What did you see out there?” she asked.
	He froze. “Nothing. Just lost my balance.”
	Her gaze didn’t move. “Not you. Waterman.”
	Makana swallowed. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
	“Maybe you don’t,” she replied calmly. “Not yet.”
	She reached into her woven bag and pulled out a small card. Open Doorway. The letters faintly shimmered. She placed it in his hand. When you’re ready.”
	Alicia leaned over his shoulder, reading it before he could pocket it.
	“Open Doorway?” she said. “What is that, some kind of cult?”
	Kanani didn’t blink.
	“Your father was my friend,” she said. “That makes you ʻohana.”
	The words landed heavy.
	Before he could answer, she was already walking away — calm, unhurried, swallowed back into the crowd.
	Makana looked down at the card.
	On the back, four words: YOU ARE NOT ALONE

	By the Trucks
	Alicia watched Kanani disappear across the sand. “Who was that?” she asked.
	Makana shrugged, sliding the card into his pocket. “She said she knew my dad.”
	Alicia frowned. “My dad knows everyone on this island. I’ve never heard of her.”
	“She didn’t sound like she wanted to be known,” Makana said.
	They stood there a moment, waves still thundering faintly beyond the dunes.
	He watched the water half expecting the image to come back again.
	“Whatever she wanted,” Alicia said softly, bumping his shoulder, “it’s not gonna steal tonight. You promised Jen.”
	He nodded. “Yeah. I did.”
	He tried to believe it.
	Then a voice cut through.

	Firelight on the Shore (Tommy’s Invite)
	“Makana!”
	Tommy Lagi called from the concession stand, already half sunburned, already grinning. “You hitting the party tonight, or you too famous now?”
	Leanna stood beside him, coolers stacked beside her, methodical as ever.
	Makana glanced at Alicia, half-grinning.
	“Quick stop,” he said. “Quick.”
	Alicia gave him a look. “One drink. Then we’re gone.”
	Tommy laughed. “That’s what everybody says.”

	Firelight on the Shore
	The party was already alive when they arrived.
	The old house in Waimea pulsed with music, lights strung across the lanai, a bonfire roaring high against the night. Surfboards leaned upright like sentries in the sand. Red cups. Laughter. Kegs. Bare feet and salt-crusted hair.
	Makana rolled his shoulder as he stepped out of the truck.
	“For real though,” Alicia said, nudging him, “that wipeout shook you.”
	“I’ve ridden worse,” he answered.

	She didn’t argue — but she didn’t believe him either.
	Inside, the heat and bodies closed in. Congratulations flew from every direction.
	“Makana! You ripped!”
	“Still the king, braddah!”
	“Pipe next season, yeah?!”
	He nodded, shaka-ing, smiling, moving through it like muscle memory.
	Keala intercepted him near the kitchen.
	Beautiful. Easy. Too familiar.
	“Makana…” she said, brushing his arm. “We got that old room upstairs. You remember.”
	He smiled, kind but firm. “Not tonight.”
	Before the moment could stretch, Alicia slid in beside him. “Come on,” she said lightly. “Drinks are this way.”
	Keala backed off with a knowing grin.
	Alicia handed him a beer.
	“For saving me from myself,” he said.
	“Saving you from trouble is a full-time job,” she replied.
	He laughed, but the image hit him again — that pale torso, that drifting board.
	His fingers found the corner of the Open Doorway card in his pocket.
	Warm. Too real.
	Outside, the crowd roared around the keg.
	“Mak! One stand!”
	“One,” Alicia warned.
	He went up, upside down, laughter screaming around him.
		And mid-chant …the vision flickered again.
	The cold.
	The stillness.
	The body.
	He swallowed it down with the beer. Held steady.
	The crowd erupted.
	Chase watched from the edge.
	Silent. Tight.
	And then, without anyone noticing, he walked off into the dark…heading for the benefit first.
	Makana didn’t see him leave.	He was already catching his balance.
	And Alicia was already pulling him toward the truck. “Alright,” she said quietly. “Now it’s time.”
	Behind them, the fire roared.
	Ahead of them, the fundraiser waited.
	And the island, somewhere beneath it all, shifted.

	Chapter 5: Evening Storm
	Allerton Gardens – Fundraiser
	Rain rolled heavy off the bay, pelting the tents of Allerton’s gardens in fitful percussion. Lanterns swayed. Inside, the eco-elite of Kauaʻi, old money, environmentalists, and sharks disguised as donors, lingered over wine.
	Jen Lawndale, beautiful and perfect in a plumeria-print dress and heeled sandals, moved from table to table with a hostess smile and a warrior’s urgency. One eye managed the seating chaos; the other flicked again and again toward the front drive.
	Makana’s silence pressed heavier on her than the storm.
	Leanna slipped past with a server’s poise, hair pulled back for professionalism, fatigue tightening her features. Jen murmured as she passed her tray, “I would have comped you.”
	“Job’s a good gig,” Leanna replied, gratitude muted, already scanning exits more than guests.
	Professor Kenneth Warren intercepted Leanna, suit damp from rushing through the rain.
	“Get your money’s worth tonight? Your rich in-laws bought the table.”
	Warren’s tone was cautious, as if the tent had ears. “Campaign war chest.” His glance drifted toward the true power center.  Gloria and Matt Sanford, arm in arm with their daughter, Reyna.
	“How the rich stay rich,” Leanna said under her breath.
	Gloria Sanford swept in like a silk tide. “Your dress is… daring, Reyna. Not what I would have chosen.”
	Reyna’s smile could’ve cut coral. “If only my standards were up to yours, Mom.”
	She placed her martini on Leanna’s tray without making eye contact. “Stoli Gibson. Two onions.” Then she was gone.
	Matt Sanford clapped Warren on the back. “On the clock, Kenneth! Marry in, but there’s always room at the table for family…and donors.”
	Warren forced a smile. Gloria barely acknowledged him.
	Across the tent, Leanna caught the eye of a Sanford security hire. Broad-shouldered, unreadable, finger brushing his radio. She adjusted the tray when he continued watching her a little too long.

	Makana Arrives
	Thunder cracked. Guests shifted deeper under cover.
	Jen checked her phone again. Nothing.
	Then headlights washed across the entrance. Makana and Alicia hurried in, soaked, hair plastered, clothes ruined by rain. Leanna passed them, visible strain breaking through her calm.
	Makana reached out to steady her. She nearly broke.
	“Don’t be nice to me,” she whispered. “I’ll cry.”
	Alicia quietly slid the tray from her hands.
	Jen saw the moment. Her eyes hardened. “Is every girl more interesting than me?” she asked under her breath.
	“What? No, she’s my…”
	“Rephrase.” Her voice dropped. “Is every girl more worthy of your attention than me?”
	Makana opened his mouth — too slow.
	She had already turned away, vanishing into the networking sea before her composure shattered.
	Chase stepped in beside her moments later, his presence timed like a replacement smile.

	Behind the Tent
	Later, rain soaking the gravel beyond the lantern glow, Jen confronted him. “If this were the first time you were almost a no-show around my parents,” she said, “I’d cut you slack.”
	“I never feel like I belong around them,” he admitted.
	“You’re always authentically you… until something threatens that,” she replied.
“Then you bail.” Her head shook once. “I’m done.”
	She walked away before he could follow.
	Makana helped Alicia carry leftover boxes of flyers toward the trucks.
	“Helping now won’t fix it,” Jen called from a distance.
	“No,” he answered. “But it’s the right thing to do.”
	Alicia slipped her arm around his shoulders. “She loved you for the flash,” she said softly.
“I like that you keep your feet in the sand.”
	Makana didn’t respond.
	The storm answered for him.

	The Argument
	As they walked through the lot, rain beating on their shoulders, they saw Leanna across the way.
	She was arguing with a shadowed man near her beat-up Honda. Body tight. One hand gesturing. The man said something she clearly didn’t want to hear.
	Rain blurred their faces.
	She finally pulled away, slamming her door and speeding out.
	A dark SUV followed far too close.
	Alicia watched it go. “That’s not right.”
	Makana nodded. Already uncomfortable.

	The Road
	Rain hammered the windshield as they drove out, wipers struggling against the downpour. The highway curved. The darkness swallowed trees and signs alike.
	Neither spoke. Headlights caught debris on the roadside.
	“Mak… slow down.”
	He eased the brakes.
	Then they saw it.
	Leanna’s Honda, folded into the ditch. Hazard lights blinking like a fading pulse.
	The air left his lungs. Makana was out before Alicia finished unclicking her belt.
	“Alicia, call it in!”
	She fumbled for her phone. “There’s been an accident… Lawai Road… we need help… now!”
	Makana ran. Rain blurred everything as he slammed his hands against the door. “Leanna! Leanna!”
	She was barely moving.

	The Wreck
	Rainwater streamed down his arms as he yanked at the twisted metal. His hands cramped. The door wouldn’t move.
	Alicia slid beside him, bracing against the frame, her hand gripping his shoulder when his knees wobbled.
	“Hang in there,” he gasped to Leanna. “Help’s coming.”
	Her face was ghost-pale. Blood ran in a thin ribbon along her brow.
	The storm nearly swallowed his voice.
	Then sirens.
	Red and blue cut through the rain. Responders poured in.
	“Step back! Step back please!”
	His hands fell away as hydraulic tools screamed against bent metal.
	Boots. Radios. Orders.
	Lieutenant Reiko Hisakawa, Alicia’s mother,  moved toward them. Calm, steel under compassion.
	“Tell me everything,” she said, her hand briefly anchoring Alicia’s. “No detail is too small.”
	Alicia’s voice trembled. “She wasn’t drinking. She was upset. She left early. I tried to talk to her…”
	Reiko nodded once. “Did anyone follow?”
	Officer Verano Paca jumped in. “There was a surfer party earlier. Could be alcohol, reckless—”
	Reiko’s eyes hardened. “Facts, Officer. Not guesses.”
	Paramedics worked with careful urgency.
	“Neck brace on.”
	“Stretcher ready.”
	“She’s alive — barely conscious.”
	The ambulance pulled away with lights slicing the rain.

	The Moʻo
	Makana stepped back from the chaos. The storm muffled, like a door being closed.
	He found himself walking toward the treeline without deciding to.
	The woods waited. There, perched on a slick root, a moʻo watched him. Silent. Ancient. It clicked softly.
	Not scared.
	Not warning.																	Watching.
	Alicia came up beside him. “Makana…”
	He knelt. “Look,” he whispered.
	Two tire tracks.
	One chaotic, Leanna’s.
	One clean. Deliberate. Cutting across her path.
	Alicia swallowed. “You think someone…”
	“I don’t know,” he said. “But someone followed her.”
	Reiko’s flashlight swept over them. She crouched, studying.
	“Good eye,” she murmured. “This may not have been an accident.” She motioned for Paca. “Mark this. Photograph everything.”
	She circled back to Alicia, who leaned into her mother’s side, trying to be brave.  Reiko squeezed her shoulder. “You both did right. I’ll keep you updated on Leanna.”
	Makana remained at the edge of the forest, rain trailing down his back. The low click of the moʻo, and secrets whispered by wind and water that he couldn’t yet translate, but would not soon forget.









