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      "Ohana means family. Family means nobody is left behind or forgotten."

      (Lilo and Stitch)
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      It’s late when my phone begins to vibrate across my nightstand. The low rumbling wakes me, but I don’t bother to answer it. Glancing down at my watch, the time glows bright in the dark room, and I see it’s nearly three in the morning. I quickly scan my brain, trying to remember if my mom is out of town, but she isn’t. She’s here in New York, not traveling till next week.

      I’m sure it’s just a wrong number, some drunk ass trying to call an ex, but just as I’m falling back to sleep, it begins again.

      Rolling over, I watch it light up on my nightstand, glowing ominously in the blackness of the room, and I’m hit with this strange sense of panic. My heart begins to race, my thoughts following, and when I take the phone from the nightstand, the number is unrecognizable.

      But the area code is not.

      It’s Hawaii.

      My dad.

      I swipe the screen, answering with an unintentionally groggy, “Hello,” but there’s silence for the longest few seconds of my life. “Dad?” I question when the person doesn’t say anything for what feels like forever. I feel stupid for saying his name, like he’d call in the middle of the night.

      “I’m sorry,” a woman’s voice suddenly says, and I’m caught off guard. “I didn’t expect you to answer, and I was trying to decide if I should leave a message. Is this Sage Harris?”

      “Who is this?” I ask, but it comes out as more of a panicked demand. Something isn’t right and I can feel it in my bones.

      “I’m a friend of your father’s. Alana Hale,” she sniffs, and I can tell she’s been crying. “I’m sorry to call so late. I know you’re in New York, but I didn’t get a chance to figure out the time there.” She’s rambling, and as she does, I sit up in bed, swallowing hard. “I’m sorry, Sage, but your father passed away.”

      “What?” It comes out in a rush, as I hear Alana let out a stifled sob. “My dad is dead?” I ask, my words shaky and scared.

      “Yes, I’m so sorry,” Alana says, her words filled with the sound of tears. “It was a surfing accident.” She falls silent, the line only filled with labored breathing.

      I don’t know what to say, almost wishing I were religious so I could tell her something to ease her pain, but I have nothing, staying as silent as she is.

      “We’re having a memorial service in three weeks, and we’d love for you to be there,” Alana now says, trying to force some positivity into her words but failing when she sobs down the line. “I know it’s last minute, but it would mean a lot…” She trails off, and I can’t help but wonder if she was about to say that it would mean a lot to my dad for me to be there.

      “I’ll be there,” I respond without even giving it much thought but knowing it’s the right thing to do. “Can you send me the information?”

      “Of course, I’ll text it to you,” she says, and with that, we end the call.

      I have no idea how to process any of this: the call in the middle of the night, finding out my father is dead and having to go to Hawaii in three weeks. It’s all a lot, a lot that I was not prepared for, and I’m not prepared for the onslaught of emotions I feel.

      I fall back against my pillow, staring up at the ceiling, watching the ceiling fan spin as I try to understand this.

      I haven’t seen my father in person since I was twelve years old when I spent the summer on Maui with him. It was awkward. I was difficult. He worked a lot, and I was resentful. He had a life that didn’t include his only child, and something about that hurt.

      Not that I had any right to be hurt at twelve. He tried his best to be involved in my life. Calling every Sunday, sending birthday presents and showing up when I graduated from high school, but I always resented him.

      He even asked me to move there and live with him when I was twelve, and nothing sounded worse than leaving my mother, the only true parent I had. She might have had a job that took her all over the world, but she took me with her. We did everything together, and my dad was left in the background, only showing up at those important times. If anything, I didn’t try hard enough, and neither did my mom.

      I can say that now because he’s dead, and there’s something about it that’s completely disingenuous. I feel like the shittiest person in the world, but I also feel this horrible sense of relief.

      I shake my head, my eyes welling with tears. I should be sad. I should grieve the loss of my father, but how can I grieve for a man I barely knew?

      The last time I spoke to him was over a year ago, and that was just to ask how classes were going. I stopped answering his Sunday calls years ago, but he never gave up, always leaving a message telling me to call him when I got a chance.

      But as time went on, I stopped calling him back, and when I did call, it was like talking to a stranger. So instead of being an adult, I just cut him out, bothered by the inconvenience it was to try.

      Now he’s dead, and I have to deal with how this all fits into my life, a life I created without him.

      Instead of trying to go back to sleep, which is never going to happen, I pull on some clothes and leave my apartment, heading to my mother’s.
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      The house is dark when I get there, with it being a little after four in the morning. There’s no way she’s awake, and I’m probably going to scare the shit out of her. I’m supposed to be asleep in my bed in my apartment, but here I am, standing in the kitchen of the house I grew up in.

      I wait a few seconds, listening to the sound of my own breathing, hearing my heart pulsing in my ears, wondering if turning the alarm off will wake her up.

      But it doesn’t.

      I head upstairs to her room; the door is closed, and I slowly open it, whispering her name in the hopes of not having her murder me for coming in at this hour.

      “Mom,” I say, this time louder, but she doesn’t wake. Shit, this is going to be harder than I thought. I figured she’d shoot up in bed as soon as she heard my voice.

      “Mom,” I say again, standing right next to where she’s sleeping. “Angie!” My words come out louder than I expect, desperate for her to wake up and help me understand how I’m supposed to deal with the death of my absentee father.

      “Jesus, fuck, Sage!” she screams, nearly punching me when she flings herself from the bed. “What the hell are you doing here?”

      “I’m sorry,” I say, an uncomfortable laugh leaving my mouth as I think about my mom swearing. Not like it’s the first time it’s ever happened, but in this moment, it feels that way. I feel like a kid again, standing beside her bed as if I’m sick and need her. In a way, I am.

      I might be twenty-two and in my last semester of school, ready to catapult myself into adulthood and the real world, but in this moment, I feel like I’m thirteen again.

      “Are you okay? What are you doing here?” I can see the fear on her face now, her eyes wide and questioning.

      “My dad died,” I say without any hesitation, but there’s this void to my words that I hate.

      “Sage, what?” she replies, and, like me, she’s struggling to process it too.

      My parents were never married, actually, they never even dated. My mom was in Hawaii for work, scouting locations to film a movie. She’s a location scout; that’s her job, something she has always loved, and it’s perfect for her because she never really settles down. I’d call her a free spirit, but she hates that term.

      They hooked up one night after he taught her how to surf, and clearly, neither of them was concerned at all about STDs or getting pregnant because nine months later, I came along.

      She never kept it from my dad that she was pregnant, and neither one of them tried to act like they were anything more than a random hook-up. He showed up when I was born, barely making it there for my birth, which really should be something that goes down in a record book. He flew from Hawaii to New York and still made it.

      My mom leans over and turns on the light, her brow furrowed, and I watch as she swallows hard. “Are you okay?” she now asks, swinging her legs off the bed and slipping her feet into the slippers beside it.

      “I don’t know,” I reply honestly. “I don’t know what to feel.” I scrub my hands over my face, a headache beginning to build.

      “What happened?” she asks, guiding me out of her room and back downstairs.

      I answer with the same response I gave when she asked if I was okay. “I don’t know. The woman on the phone told me he had a surfing accident.”

      “Wow, that feels way too fitting,” she says, and I hit her with a sideways glance. “Come on, Sage, your dad owns a surf shop. He wouldn’t leave Hawaii for the mainland even after you were born. He couldn’t be away from the ocean for longer than a minute.”

      “Owned a surf shop,” I correct, my heart clenching at the idea that the one thing he loved more than anything is no longer his. “They’re having a memorial for him in three weeks. I have the information right here.”

      I show her my phone, not that it matters. The information means nothing to us, unfamiliar with the area or anything he’s linked to. I have only vague memories of his surf shop and his house, so vague they almost feel like a dream.

      “You’re going, right?” she asks, and I quickly nod my head. I should go. I have to go, even if we didn’t have a relationship.

      “Will you come with me?” I ask, the question said with desperation. “I don’t want to go alone.” I take in a ragged breath; the threat of tears stings my nose.

      “Sage, no. This is something you need to do on your own. I didn’t really have a relationship with your father. We weren’t co-parents or even acquaintances,” she says, and I can hear the slightest tinge of guilt in her voice.

      “Mom,” I plead, and she shakes her head. “I don’t even⁠—”

      I don’t get a chance to finish my thought before she interrupts me with a firm tone in her voice. “Sage, it doesn’t matter if you know him or not. He’s your father and this is for you to deal with. I know it hasn’t always been easy and some of that is on me, but now’s the time to come to terms with the relationship you did have with him.”

      Shit, she’s really laying it on thick here, and as much as I know I need to go, I’m terrified to see the life he built. It was a life that never included me.

      “Okay, but I have classes starting back up in a few days. How the hell am I supposed to miss that?” It’s an excuse that I hope gets me out of this, but I know it won’t.

      “Please, if you tell your professors that your father passed away, I think they’ll understand,” she says, rolling her eyes at my poor excuse.

      She reaches over and unplugs her laptop from where it’s charging on the counter. “Let’s get you a flight booked,” she says, taking in a deep breath. “I’m sorry this is happening, Sage.” She looks over at me, tears in her eyes, and I rest my head on her shoulder.

      She drops a kiss on the top of my head and that’s when I lose it. Tears begin to stream down my face, unsure if I should be upset. I know very little about him, but I still feel the need to grieve the loss. He was my father, a man that most girls look up to, but I don’t even know where to begin with him.

      “It’s okay,” my mom whispers, wrapping her arms around me. “Go to Maui and spend some time there. It’s a beautiful place.”

      “I know,” I mutter back, my eyes blurry with tears.

      “Go and get to know your father,” she adds, and I look at her confused. Did she miss the part where I told her he died? There’s no getting to know him now. That ship sailed years ago, and I let it leave without me, watching it from a distance. “Sage, he might have passed away, but that doesn’t mean you can’t learn about who he was and the life he lived.”

      I take in her words, realizing she’s right, but still struggling with this internal battle that he might have been a shitty dad, even if I was also a shitty kid.

      “I’m going to book you a flight for tomorrow,” my mom says, and my jaw nearly hits the floor. I begin to argue with her, but she silences me when she holds up her hand. “Listen, you’re off school for another week. It will be good for you to spend some time there before the memorial service.”

      I stop trying to change her mind because I know she’s right.

      Looks like I’ll be in Hawaii for the next three weeks.
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      “Nate?”

      “Out here,” I yell from the storeroom at the back of the surf shop. Alana wanders in, stopping in the doorway, she crosses her arms over her chest. “Hey, what’s up?” I ask as I shuffle around some new boards that just came in, trying to find space for them. I don’t even know what’s going to happen with the shop now that Mitch is gone. It’s not something I want to think about.

      “How you doing?” she asks, giving me a small smile.

      I shrug. “Same as I was yesterday,” I reply, even though that feels like a lie. I have no idea how I feel or what I’m even supposed to feel. It still doesn’t feel real.

      She takes in the small space, her eyes moving over all the stock that both of us know like the back of our hand. “I still can’t believe he’s gone,” she whispers, her blue eyes filling with tears.

      I blow out a breath, making my way over to her. I drop an arm around her shoulders and pull her close. Alana loops her arm around my waist, her head falling to my shoulder. “Yeah, me either,” I say.

      I’ve worked in this shop for the better part of nine years, and this is not something I ever contemplated happening. Not in all the mornings Mitch and I surfed together or all the times he went out alone, ignoring the warnings people would invariably give him about surfing late or by himself.

      The guy was born to be on the ocean, and he wasn’t ever going to let anyone tell him different. And even though I have no idea what I’m going to do without him, I know that if there was ever a way he had to go, it was always going to be on the water. It’s the only piece of comfort I can take right now, knowing he died doing something he loved.

      “What do you think we should do about the shop?” she asks.

      “Open it,” I immediately say.

      “Do you think that’s the right thing to do though? I mean⁠—”

      “Hell yeah, I think it’s the right thing to do. Mitch would not want us sitting around mourning him or whatever, he’d want us to get on with it, to get more people surfing and enjoying the waves like he did,” I say, the words coming out of me in a rush.

      “Yeah, but it’s not our shop,” Alana now whispers. “Is it even our call to make?”

      “Fuck it,” I tell her. “I’ve worked here since I was sixteen. It’s as much my call to make as anyone else’s. Besides, who else can we ask? It’s not like Mitch has any other family, does he? Well, besides us anyway,” I tack on, even though we aren’t actually related.

      That doesn’t mean I don’t consider him family, though. Mitch is the closest thing I have to a father, and he’s someone who has always been there for me, no matter what. It’s why losing him hurts so fucking badly because I honestly never thought I’d have to picture my life without him in it. I thought for sure we’d still be surfing waves together when he was ninety.

      “Yeah, so about that,” Alana says, pulling away from me.

      “What?”

      She bites her bottom lip, her gaze shifting as she looks around the storeroom again. “So I might have done something,” she finally says, a nervousness in her voice now.

      “Alana, what is it?” I ask, my hands on her shoulders as I turn her to face me. “What have you done exactly?”

      She scrubs her hands down her face before pushing them back through her long brown hair. “I called Mitch’s daughter,” she admits, her eyes dropping to stare at her feet.

      I blink, trying to understand the words that are coming out of her mouth, words that make zero sense to me. “Mitch has a daughter?” I finally get out.

      Alana’s head snaps up. “Yeah, you didn’t know that?”

      “No, I didn’t fucking know that,” I say, suddenly hurt that a man I thought of as a father didn’t tell me something as huge as the fact that he has a daughter. “How the fuck do you know?”

      She lifts a shoulder in a shrug, a sheepish look on her face as she says, “He told me once, a couple of months ago. He was really drunk, and I don’t think he meant to say anything. When he sobered up the next day, he swore me to secrecy. To be honest, I thought you already knew. You guys were so close. I guess I just assumed he’d sworn you to secrecy too.”

      I step back, my hand in my hair again as I start to pace the small space of the storeroom, my brain trying to process this piece of information. “What do you know about her?” I eventually ask.

      Alana shrugs again. “Literally nothing,” she says. “Only that she lives in New York, and he hasn’t seen her in years.”

      “But you called her?”

      She nods. “Yeah.”

      “Why?”

      She takes a deep breath, letting it out slowly as she stands there watching me. “I thought she should know,” she finally says. “She is his daughter.”

      “A daughter he hasn’t seen in years,” I spit out, suddenly angry that this person even exists, that she gets to have a bigger claim to Mitch than I do. “How’d you even get her number?” Alana’s eyes flick to the roof, and I know exactly what she’s going to say before she says it. “You went through his apartment?” I say, my tone harsh.

      “I mean, I didn’t go through it,” she says defensively. “I just had a look to see if I could find her details. She deserves to know, Nate. She’s his daughter, and none of this is her fault.”

      “Oh really, and why don’t they talk to each other then? Why hasn’t he seen her in years? Why the fuck didn’t he tell any of us about her?” I’m shouting now, my heart pounding in my chest as anger courses through me. I know this isn’t Alana’s fault, but she’s the one telling me, so I’m taking it out on her.

      “I don’t know why they don’t talk, Nate,” Alana shouts back at me, clearly having had enough of my attitude. “He never told me any of those details. All he ever said to me was how much my eyes reminded him of his daughter’s and as soon as he’d said it, I could tell he regretted it. When I asked him about her, he tried to dismiss it, said she lived in New York, and he rarely saw her, and I was not to mention her again. To anyone.”

      “Fucking hell,” I groan, blowing out a breath as I try to process all of this. It’s fucking hard enough having lost him, but to find out there are things about him that I had no clue about, that just feels like maybe I never really knew him at all.

      “There’s more,” she says, her words low, like she’s afraid to tell me.

      I roll my eyes as I meet her gaze. “What?”

      “I invited her to come to the memorial,” she says, not looking away. “I sent her the details and told her when it was. She said she’d come.”

      “Fuck,” is all I can say as I shove past her and walk out of the storeroom, not wanting to hear anymore.
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      In the end, we don’t open the shop, at least not from what I can tell from my spot out the back, but I don’t bother to get up to check or work my shift.

      The Pipe Dream is an iconic shop on Maui, and Mitch has been running it for as long as I can remember. I don’t think it’s ever been closed a day in its life, and I’d hate to think what he’d think about it being closed today.

      Still after everything Alana admitted to me, I just can’t bring myself to be there. Or be near her. I feel hurt and angry, betrayed by a man who I worshiped. So I do what any grown twenty-four-year-old guy does, and I sit out the back of the shop, in the grassed area that he always used for barbecues and random get-togethers, and I spend the day drinking beers from his fridge.

      “You ready to talk to me again?” Alana says as she wanders outside and drops into the chair beside mine, plucking the Corona out of my hand and taking a sip. She doesn’t give it back to me, and to be honest, that’s probably for the best considering how many I’ve already drunk.

      “I don’t know,” I say, stretching my legs out and propping them up on one of the makeshift tables out here. “You ready to tell me what else you know that I don’t?”

      “Nate,” she says, her hand resting on my arm. “Don’t be like that. It was an accident when I found out, and like I said, I honestly thought you already knew. I wasn’t keeping it from you on purpose.”

      “Yeah, but he was,” I spit out. “Why the fuck wouldn’t he tell me something like that? I thought…I thought we…”

      I trail off, not wanting to admit that I thought he and I were closer than that. That we didn’t just work together and surf together, we shared a bond that was the closest thing I had to a father-type relationship. God knows my own dad wasn’t ever in the picture; neither of my parents really were, and Mitch knew that, knew all my fucking secrets.

      But he’d kept one from me. A really fucking big one, and I have no idea why or what I’m supposed to do about that.

      Alana squeezes my arm. “I’m sure he had his reasons,” she says quietly. “Mitch was…well, he was a complicated guy at times, you know that.”

      I blow out a laugh as I slide down in my chair, looking up at the apartment that sits above his shop. The apartment he lived in, the front balcony giving him the perfect view of the day’s swell. He loved this place, and even though he’d had countless offers to buy him out over the years, he never once entertained the idea of selling.

      I think he knew that most people wanted to buy it so they could flatten the building and put a hotel or some high-rise apartment complex on the land, and Mitch didn’t want that.

      It’s part of the reason everyone loves him too, that he protected this space and this business that serves not just the islanders, but the tourists who flock here too. It’s a tight-knit community here, and Mitch was revered for how much he wanted to keep it that way. And while he knew the tourists were a big part of how we survive, he didn’t want this place to become commercialized like so much of Honolulu has.

      “What if she wants to get rid of this place?” I eventually say, my words a whisper.

      “We don’t even know if Mitch had a will,” Alana says, taking another sip of beer. “Maybe he made plans for it.”

      I roll my head to the side to look at her. “Or maybe he didn’t, and it will go to her because she’s family,” I say, air quoting the word family. “Then what the fuck happens to us? To this place?”

      “I don’t know, Nate,” Alana says, finishing off the rest of my beer. “But there’s nothing we can do until she gets here.”
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      The next day, I force myself to get up with the sun, heading out for a surf to clear my head. I definitely had way too many beers yesterday, and the coldness of the water is great for washing away my hangover.

      It also helps to clear my head about what Alana had told me, and while I still haven’t forgiven Mitch for not telling me about his daughter, I know I was wrong to take that anger out on Alana. None of this is her fault, even if I do wish she would have talked to me first before calling this mystery daughter.

      And I know I need to apologize to her for that.

      After I’ve surfed for an hour or so, I head back to the beach, grabbing my towel from the sand and slinging it over my shoulder. With my board tucked under my arm, I head up the beach and across the road to the shop, planning to shower in the outdoor shower on the side of the building before changing, grabbing a coffee from the place next door and then opening up the shop.

      I prop my board against the wall, turning the tap on in the shower before standing under the cold water that always takes a few minutes to warm up. It’s freezing but perfect for taking the remaining edges of my hangover off. As I step under the water in my boardshorts, I hear a voice say, “Excuse me?”

      I look up to find a gorgeous blonde chick standing by the open side of the shower, watching me. She’s clearly walked around here, which is unusual and when I take in what she’s wearing – the long sundress and flip flops, the pale skin – I know she’s not a local. Still, she’s fucking hot, and if she’s a tourist just looking for some fun, even better.

      “Hey,” I say, giving her a wide smile. “Can I help you?”

      “Yeah, I’m…I’m, um, looking for someone,” she says, clearly nervous.

      My grin widens as I step out of the water, pushing my hair back. “I can be someone,” I say, not missing the way her eyes drop, taking in my body.

      I know I’m in good shape; years and years of surfing have toned my body into something that girls like to look at. And this girl is no different.

      She blushes, her eyes snapping back to mine as she says, “Alana Hale? I’m looking for Alana Hale.”

      My head tips to the side as I take in this girl again. There’s something weirdly familiar about her, but I can’t quite put my finger on what it is. “She’s not here yet,” I say, glancing at my watch. “Maybe in an hour or so.”

      “Okay,” she replies with a nod. “I’ll come back then.” Her gaze meets mine before she moves to turn away and as she does, I suddenly get hit with the weirdest sense of déjà vu.

      “Wait,” I say, my hand out to her, before I remember I’m wet.

      The girl stops, turning back to me, and it’s then that I see it. When the pieces finally click together, and I know exactly who she is and why she’s here. Her eyes. Her eyes are crystal clear blue, like the color of the ocean on the perfect summer day.

      They are also the eyes that looked across at me from the shop nearly every day for the past nine years.

      “You’re his daughter,” I say, my words a statement, not a question.

      “What?” she asks, confused.

      “You’re her,” I repeat, taking another step toward her. “You’re Mitch’s daughter.”

      She doesn’t say anything, just blinks at me, her eyes filling with tears.
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      “What are you doing here?” the guy now asks, his tone almost angry, and I’m taken aback. I knew I shouldn’t have come. I’m not welcome here, and rightfully so. I’m Mitch’s absent daughter who has shown up out of nowhere, and these people have no idea who I am.

      I don’t even know how to respond to his question. I’m not even sure it’s a question, but more of a demand. He doesn’t bother to introduce himself, but he clearly knows who I am. I swallow hard, pushing back the tears I feel threatening. I’m overwhelmed. I have been since I got that phone call.

      The guy is standing there, water droplets glistening on his tanned, toned skin, the sun glowing brightly, and he looks like something out of a movie about surfers. It’s hard not to check him, out with his boardshorts slung low on his hips, revealing the most gorgeous perfectly-cut muscles.

      Neither of us says anything for a few seconds, and I mentally remind myself that I’m here for my father’s memorial service and not to ogle the locals.

      “You going to answer my question?” he spits out now, narrowing his eyes at me. “The memorial isn’t for another three weeks.”

      My stomach tightens at his oh so inviting welcome, and I take in a slow breath, releasing it raggedly as I try to calm myself. All I feel is dread and fear and guilt mixed together, making this interaction even worse.

      “You’re Mitch’s daughter, right?” he asks again, this time almost like he’s questioning himself, and all I can do is nod. He stares at me, his impenetrable deep brown eyes nearly boring a hole through me.

      I need to say something, anything because right now, I look like a complete fool. Again, I take in a breath, turning to look over my shoulder at the white-capped crystal blue waters. This is what my mother meant when she said it’s a beautiful place. Not this muscled and tanned surf bum standing in front of me.

      “Yes, Mitch Harris is my dad,” I finally reply, getting up enough courage to not sound like I’m lying, even though I feel like I am.

      “I didn’t even know he had a daughter until like ten minutes ago,” he mutters, and his attitude is beginning to piss me off.

      “Yeah, well, I didn’t know about you either,” I shoot back, not even sure what I mean. Of course, I didn’t know about this guy. I don’t even know his connection to my dad in the first place. All I know is he’s standing outside of The Pipe Dream, which looks exactly the same as when I was last here nearly ten years ago. The yellow paint is weathered, and every nail holding the building together is saltwater-rusted, but there’s something about it that feels soothing, like home. I know this building, unlike this guy who is being a total shithead.

      “Good comeback,” the guy hisses, rolling his eyes as he grabs a towel from a hook outside the shower, drying his hair and pulling on a T-shirt with a worn-out logo for The Pipe Dream. “I gotta go to work. Do you need something?”

      He begins walking around to the back of the building, and I follow him, pissed off that he’s blown me off. He could have at least introduced himself, but that is clearly too much effort for him.

      “Go ahead and walk away from me. I don’t even know your name!” I shout, my words loud even over the sound of the waves across the street.

      He tosses a hand above his head and for a split second I think he’s about to flip me off. But thinking better of it, he just goes inside the building, letting the door close behind him.

      “Great,” I mutter to myself, letting out an annoyed huff. I stomp my way over, following the path the guy took and I begin banging on the door I saw him go in.

      Waiting for him to answer is the longest ten seconds of my life, my heart racing, my palms sweaty given I have no idea what I’m supposed to say.

      When he whips open the door, his head tilts to the side, waiting for me to say something, and all I can think of is, “What crawled up your ass? I’m here to see Alana, so if you can tell me where I can find her, I’ll leave you alone.”

      A thick layer of white fluffy clouds fills the sky; the sun is beating down on me as the smell of ocean water permeates the space between me and this unpleasant asshole.

      He props himself in the doorway, his toned arm stretched up high, like he’s trying to block my way in. I would like to see the place my father called home for all these years, but not like this.

      Suddenly I hear a voice let out a high-pitched shriek. “Oh my god, you’re here! You must be Sage Harris. Aloha!”

      This tiny dark-haired beauty about my age comes rushing over, throwing her arms around me, pulling me tightly against her. She smells of coconuts and sea salt, and her tan is a deep shade of bronze. She’s stunning, and I can only assume this is Alana.

      Strangely I let out a sigh of relief, worried that I was going to come face to face with my dad’s wife or his girlfriend, but Alana is far too young, at least I hope she is too young for my dad.

      And again, I remind myself that he’s not here. It doesn’t matter if Alana is his girlfriend or his wife or whatever. I silently chastise myself for selfishly wanting her to be a horrible person based on her association with my dad. I can’t believe how immature and childish my thoughts have been since finding out my father passed away, and not just that, but this horrid sense of jealousy I have that these people had a relationship with him when I didn’t.

      I could have tried harder. I could have been a better daughter. But I wasn’t, and now I need to figure out how I fit into his life now that he’s gone.

      “It’s so good to finally meet you,” Alana says, pulling back. She holds me at arm’s length. “Obviously, I’m Alana. We talked on the phone. You’re early.” She drops her arms, her eyes scanning my face. “You have Mitch’s eyes,” she now says, her excitement like fireworks blasting in the sky. “Oh, you’re just beautiful, but I knew you would be.”

      Again, she pauses, but only for a heartbeat before she’s rambling again, her eyes now filled with tears. “You look like Mitch, and holy shit, that’s hard to see.” Letting out a hard breath, she reaches for me again, hugging me tightly.

      “I’ve been told that,” I say softly, remembering how, when I was here as a kid, people would say that to me all the time and I hated it. As a girl, who wants to be told they look like their dad?

      “I guess you met Nate,” Alana now says, beaming at him as he stands in the doorway looking like he wants to kill me with his bare hands. “Nate, this is Sage Harris, Mitch’s daughter,” she says, a tone to her words that feels like she’s trying to convince him that I’m alright.

      That ship has sailed. He hates me with the fire of a thousand suns.

      “Come in, come in!” Alana says, blooming with enthusiasm. “You want to see the shop? I know the last time you were here was like, well, I don’t know, a while ago.”

      Alana puts a hand on Nate’s chest, giving him a gentle shove out of the way, and even though he moves, that doesn’t mean he wants me coming inside.

      “It’s so good to have you here.” She looks over her shoulder at me, smiling with a perfectly toothy grin. “I miss Mitch so much and having you here is like having a small piece of him back.”

      Alana stops at a counter that is constructed from an old surfboard, an iPad mounted next to an ancient cash register. When she turns to look at me, her eyes are filled with tears again.

      “It all just happened so quickly.” Her words have now turned quiet as she swipes a finger at the drop that escaped, running down her cheek.

      Nate comes up next to her, resting a hand on the small of her back, and my eyes immediately fall there. I guess he does have some compassion, just not for me. He presses a kiss to her hair, whispering something that makes her smile, and she gives a little nod.

      They’re clearly a couple, and for a split second, I’m hit with a thought that makes my jealousy return twice over.

      What if Alana is his daughter? Or what if that grumpy asshole is his son? These people could be my siblings. Holy shit.

      Without giving it a second thought, I blurt out the question, the words leaving my mouth before I have time to filter them. “Is Mitch your dad? Is my dad…”

      “Oh no, no,” Alana immediately replies, shaking her head. “Nate and I have worked for Mitch since we were sixteen. He’s just…well, kinda like a dad, but not our dad.”

      “Not that you have any right to be pissed if he were our dad,” Nate jumps in. “Not like you cared about him at all.”

      We all fall silent, smiles dropping from our faces as Alana whips around to glare at Nate. “What the hell is wrong with you?” she whisper-shouts, grabbing him by his wrist and yanking him into the small storeroom we walked through earlier.

      It’s not like the shop is very big. It’s maybe the size of my apartment in New York with half of it being used as storage. I can hear every word that is being said, and I can’t help but think I should just leave. Between the two of them, Alana is trying so hard to make me feel welcome, while Nate is doing everything he can to get me to leave.

      The bad news for Alana is that Nate is winning. This is the last place I want to be. I’m embarrassed that I showed up, embarrassed that I never had a relationship with my dad, embarrassed that I can’t even say I know any of his friends or anything about his life.

      I wander around a little, trying to convince myself to stay, but catching every word of the conversation behind the thin piece of material that blocks the shop from the storeroom.

      “I can’t even believe you called her,” Nate hisses, letting out a hard scoff.

      “You need to knock this shit off. Mitch would have hated to see you treat her this way and you know that.”

      “That’s low, Alana. Don’t use Mitch against me. She’s a fucking stranger,” Nate replies, anger in his words. He’s hurting too, just like Alana, but he sure as hell is manifesting it into hurting me.

      “Listen, can you please just be nice to her?”

      “No,” Nate immediately barks, and I hear what sounds like a smack. “Okay, okay, shit, Alana, you didn’t have to hit me.”

      “Please, I swatted your arm, you baby,” Alana says, laughing a little. “You always overreact to everything.”

      The two emerge from the back, and I try to pretend like I didn’t hear every word of it, even the part where Nate called me ‘a fucking stranger’, and nothing about that makes me feel any better.

      “Where are you staying?” Alana now asks, her perfect smile on display.

      “I was just planning to find a hotel near the shop,” I say, realizing that’s going to be a little difficult since the shop is on a part of the island that isn’t nearly as built-up as other areas.

      Nate lets out a low laugh, looking over at me, he says, “Good luck with that. There’s nothing available. You didn’t think to make a reservation before you came?”

      “I didn’t because I was a little caught off guard,” I reply, trying to keep my anger from bubbling to the surface.

      “Yeah, you weren’t the only one,” he mutters, tugging a hand through his disheveled brown hair. The conversation with Alana didn’t make a damn bit of difference to his attitude.

      “Then you should stay here,” Alana jumps in, motioning to the ceiling. “Mitch’s apartment is above the shop.”

      “What the fuck?” Nate suddenly blurts out, and both Alana and I whip around to look at him. “Sorry, I guess I said that out loud. You’re more than welcome to stay here,” Nate now says, gritting his teeth as he forces himself to say the words.

      “I don’t want to impose,” I say softly, pulling my phone from my purse. “I can look for something. Maybe a rental or a room somewhere. I’m sure you don’t really have the space for me…” I trail off, looking up at the ceiling, knowing the apartment is about as big as the store. I remember it being small when I visited, but I’m sure it will feel even smaller now.

      “Oh, Nate and I don’t live here. We don’t even live together. I wouldn’t want to spend any more time with him than I have to,” Alana jokes, throwing her arms around his neck playfully. “I live a few blocks away with some friends, and Nate lives, um, Nate lives out back in the guesthouse.”

      She says this like she knows I’m going to cringe, but what other option do I have? I’m in a place where hotels book up months in advance, and on a part of the island that isn’t really interested in having tourists. It’s pretty remote in the grand scheme of things. It’s the kind of town that tourists visit to learn how to surf or to have lunch. It’s not the kind that has luxury high-rise hotels.

      “As long as it’s okay,” I now say, looking directly at Nate. He’s the one who has the issue with me being here.

      Silence falls between us, and Alana gives Nate’s side a hearty jab with her elbow, and she widens her eyes at him.

      “Yeah, it’s fine.”
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      “Great!” Alana says, her smile wide like this is the greatest thing ever. Why the fuck she’s being so nice to this girl is beyond me. “Where’s your stuff? Do you have a suitcase?”

      “It’s in the car,” Sage replies quietly. “I have a rental,” she adds, jerking a thumb over her shoulder to the front of the shop.

      “Keys,” Alana now states, palm out toward Sage. I watch as Sage hands them over, her eyes wide as though she isn’t sure why she’s doing this. “Nate, go and get her bag. I’ll take Sage upstairs and show her around,” she says, turning and throwing the keys at me.

      “Um, we do have a shop to open,” I state, even though we’ve always been pretty casual about actual opening hours, and it’s still early.

      “So get moving then,” Alana says, giving me a smile as she links her arm through Sage’s and leads her out the back of the shop to the stairs that lead up to the apartment.

      “Fuck’s sake,” I mutter as I make my way outside, clicking the key fob as I try to find this chick’s rental. I hear a beep and see the lights on a small SUV flash, and I make my way over, climbing into the driver’s side.

      I move the car around to the side of the shop before grabbing her suitcase from the trunk and carrying it upstairs to Mitch’s apartment. I can already hear Alana and Sage chatting like they’re old friends, which is typical Alana.

      She’s always been this way, and it’s half the reason she and I are friends. The other half being Mitch, of course. But I never stood a chance, no matter how many walls I put up or how many times I was an asshole to her back when I first found this place. She just kept on being nice to me, chatting with me like we’d known each other forever, and after a while, it felt like we had.

      “Here’s your bag,” I say, wheeling it into the living room. The apartment is small, but because it’s open plan, it feels more spacious. The only room is the bathroom; the rest of the place is just open with the bed down one end and the living and kitchen area down the other. The guesthouse I live in is probably bigger, but this place is awesome because of the balcony that runs along the whole front wall, facing the ocean. There are no blinds at all, but it wouldn’t matter. Surfers always wake with the sun. Not sure how Sage is going to deal with that, being a city girl and all.

      “Thank you,” Sage says, offering me a small smile.

      “I moved your car too,” I add, dropping the keys onto the small coffee table. “I gotta go open the shop.” I give Alana a pointed look as though to remind her she also needs to come to work too before turning and heading back downstairs.
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      An hour later, Alana finally comes back down, wandering into the shop with a smile on her face. “She is so nice!” she says. “Seriously, Nate, you’re gonna love her!”

      “Not likely,” I mutter as I finish restocking the sunscreen.

      Alana slaps my arm as she leans against the counter. “Don’t be a dick, Nate, seriously. I know you’re pissed you knew nothing about her, but like I said, that’s hardly her fault.”

      “Whatever,” I say.

      “Nate!” she whisper-shouts, even though the shop is empty.

      “What?” I ask, turning to face her. “Just because you two are suddenly BFFs doesn’t mean I have to do the same. I know nothing about her, Alana.”

      “Only because you’re being a stubborn dick and not even trying to get to know her.”

      “What’s the point?” I ask, crossing my arms over my chest. “She’s only here to claim all of this.” My eyes flick around the shop before returning to Alana. “And probably close it all down.”

      “You don’t know that,” she says, her words low.

      “Oh what, you didn’t find that out during your little get-to-know-you session?” I say sarcastically.

      “Ugh, jesus, you know you can be a real asshole at times?” she now says, punching my arm. “I’m going to get us some coffee. Do me a favor and try to pull the stick out of your ass while I’m gone, will you?”

      She walks out without waiting for my response, and as soon as she’s gone, the guilt hits me. I know none of this is Alana’s fault, just like deep down I know none of it is Sage’s either. But I have no idea what’s going to happen next, what her plans for this place are and what that means for me.

      The Pipe Dream has been my safe space for so long that I’m not sure what I’ll do if it’s taken away from me.

      Fifteen minutes later, Alana comes back in, carrying a cardboard tray with three cold brew coffees, along with a paper bag that is already half see-through thanks to the donuts I know are inside. “Here,” she says, shoving a cup at me.

      She doesn’t offer me any donuts, and that’s her way of telling me she’s still pissed at me. Alana is a grudge holder, but the second you apologize for whatever it is you’ve done, she forgives you. Which is why I know I really need to apologize to her for being a dick.

      “Alana,” I say, taking the cup from her hand. She looks up at me but doesn’t say anything. Blowing out a breath, I continue, “I’m sorry.” She raises a brow at me, and I roll my eyes. “Fine, I’m sorry
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   1. Definitions.

      "License" shall mean the terms and conditions for use, reproduction,
      and distribution as defined by Sections 1 through 9 of this document.

      "Licensor" shall mean the copyright owner or entity authorized by
      the copyright owner that is granting the License.
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      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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