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      Lisa Ashford tucked her hair behind her ear and looked down at her to-do list. Nearly everything had been crossed off, as she’d been bustling around the office for the past several hours.

      Only one item remained, and she’d been putting it off for a reason. But the company’s spring barbecue sat only hours away now, and someone needed to approach Hope for the keys to the van so they could get all the food loaded up.

      Shannon had organized the company party for a couple of years now, but this new spring barbecue had fallen to Lisa, as she had the fewest brides getting married this summer and fall. Organizing a barbecue played right to her strengths, and she hadn’t minded calling around to find the perfect location—the private pool on the twenty-sixth floor at the Sweet Breeze Resort and Spa, thank you very much—ordering food, making invitations, and designing a theme.

      In fact, all of that made Lisa’s soul sing. But getting budget approvals from Hope had been the bane of her party planning, and the owner of Your Tidal Forever ruthlessly questioned everyone who wanted to use one of the company vans as if they’d be taking the ugly mom-vehicles on joyrides.

      A flash of a smile touched Lisa’s lips at the same time she wished she owned a mom-vehicle. Then she’d be a mother, something she wanted very badly. But her dating luck seemed to have run out years ago, despite everyone’s reassurances that she’d find the perfect guy for her.

      She’d tried the singles app that had matched a lot of people on the island of Getaway Bay in recent years, but she only found more guys looking for a good time or unwilling to commit. Or maybe they didn’t like blondes. Whatever it was, she’d deleted her profile as a New Year’s resolution, and she’d resorted to more traditional methods of finding a man.

      Which meant she hadn’t been out with anyone in four months. The only men she came in contact with were already married or about to be. Didn’t leave her much room to get someone’s number.

      Steeling herself, she tugged down the hem of her blouse and clicked her way down the hall to Hope’s office. The woman had been working less and less the past few months, and Lisa actually wondered if she was getting ready to sell the company. Maybe she was sick. Something. Hope wasn’t the same as she’d been, Lisa knew that.

      Shannon already sat in her office, and Lisa was glad for the buffer. “Excuse me, Hope?” she asked. “We’ve got everything ready for the barbecue tonight, and I just need keys to the van to get things loaded up.”

      “Sure.” Hope gave her a weary smile and opened one of her desk drawers. “Just one set?”

      “Yes,” she said as Shannon rose from her chair. She took the keys and handed them to Lisa as she joined her near the door.

      “Have fun,” Hope said, looking back down at her appointment book.

      “Are you not coming?” Lisa asked, true surprise moving through her.

      “I am,” Hope said, glancing up again. “But I’ll be a little late.”

      “Oh, okay.” Lisa didn’t know what else to say. She’d worked with Hope for a decade now, and she would’ve liked to have been better friends with her boss. But she wasn’t, and she had the keys, so she turned and left the office.

      Shannon came right on her heels, murmuring, “She and Aiden are having some problems.”

      Instant regret about her somewhat poisonous thoughts hit Lisa. “Oh, that’s too bad.” She paused at the door of Shannon’s office. “You’re still helping me with the setup, right?”

      “Yes, let me put on my jeans and change my shoes.”

      Lisa wished she’d thought that far ahead. Hope liked everyone in the office to be dressed to the nines, and the dress code was actually something Lisa liked. She loved cute dresses and skirts, brightly colored tops, shoes with jewels on them, and jewelry. Oh, the jewelry. She probably owned a hundred bangles, and she was always looking for more.

      Her shoes today were wedges, and she’d be fine carrying in napkins wearing shoes like that. They did have ribbons, which made her happy. And besides, she’d just stop at the front desk and ask for the bell service to bring out a cart to load everything on to.

      Several minutes later, she and Shannon filled the van with cases of soda, paper products, and decorations. The Happy Hamburger was providing all of the food, and they’d have their own people deliver it only fifteen minutes before the party began.

      “Ready?” she asked as Shannon tossed in the last package of paper plates.

      “So ready,” she said. “This spring has been brutal, hasn’t it?”

      “Only for you,” Lisa said.

      “Losing Riley has been hard,” Shannon said as she started for the passenger door. Lisa got behind the wheel and buckled her seatbelt, a wail of missing for her best friend pulling through her. If she’d known Shannon was talking about how brutal things were personally, then yes, this spring without Riley had been terrible.

      “I know,” she said, because Riley had left Your Tidal Forever four months ago. Left Lisa to deal with her bad dates on her own. Left the island in favor of working as the manager for her boyfriend’s band.

      Lisa didn’t blame her; if she had a rich, celebrity boyfriend who’d offered her a dream job, she would’ve taken it too.

      She just missed her best friend. She had other friends at the office, of course. But they had boyfriends or husbands, and Lisa felt like she was suffering in silence.

      She navigated the traffic in East Bay, finally getting on the one road that went over to Getaway Bay, where the resort was. After pulling into the valet circle, she let Sterling open her door, giving him a bright smile.

      “Heya, Sterling,” she said.

      “Miss Lisa,” he said, the tips of his ears turning bright red. She half-liked his reaction to her, and half-disliked it. She didn’t want to intimidate men, and he’d never asked her out. Maybe she should just ask him.

      “We’re going to need one of your fancy carts,” she said, still toying with the idea of leaving this party with a date. “And Howie from The Happy Hamburger is bringing our food in forty-five minutes.”

      “I’ve got it on the schedule,” he said. “I’ll call Paul for you.” He stepped over to his podium and picked up the phone while Shannon opened the back of the van.

      Lisa thought about picking up a package of plastic forks—she could carry something upstairs—when a man said, “Evening, ladies. Need some help?”

      “Wow, that was fast,” Lisa said, turning. She expected to see someone from the resort there, a cart at the ready.

      She found Cal Lewiston.

      Tall, broad, bearded Cal Lewiston.

      Her breath caught and her pulse skipped. “Hey,” she said, her thoughts moving from Sterling to Cal. “What are you doing here?”

      “There’s a barbecue tonight, right?” He looked puzzled as he met her eyes and then let his gaze slide behind her to the van.

      “Yeah, but not for another hour,” Lisa said, appreciating his stature, all those muscles…. Why hadn’t she thought of him as a possible date? He owned his own carpentry business on the island, but Your Tidal Forever did a ton of contract work with him.

      “Oh, well, I guess I’m early.” He grinned at her, and that so wasn’t fair. Maybe Lisa’s brain had been fried because of all this party prep. Maybe she just hadn’t seen Cal for a while. Maybe she was just so incredibly lonely, or she hadn’t been out with a man in so long, or something, that she couldn’t seem to look away from the handsome lines of his face. That strong nose, that square jaw, those deep, dark blue eyes.

      The hair on his head and face was a lighter brown, and he ran one hand along his jaw in what appeared to be a nervous tic.

      “All of this?” another man asked, and Lisa jumped. The real bellhop had just arrived, and thankfully, Shannon answered for her. She stepped out of the way as Cal and Paul started loading everything from the back of the van onto a cart, and then they all rode up to the twenty-sixth floor together.
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      A couple of hours later, Lisa stood to the side of the soda table, her third diet cola in her hand. The barbecue had been going well enough. The food had arrived. Everyone from Your Tidal Forever had too—including Hope and her husband Aiden. He worked as a photographer for the company, and Lisa didn’t detect any strain between them.

      People were changing into their swimming suits, but Lisa hadn’t brought one of those either. In the next moment, the music started, just as Owen, the general manager here at Sweet Breeze, had assured her it would. Six o’clock, on the dot, she thought, glad everything was running smoothly.

      Everyone seemed to have someone they were talking to, especially since plus-ones had been encouraged for this company party. As the seconds ticked by, Lisa felt more and more like disappearing. She, of course, had not invited anyone to come with her. Sure, she had a cousin somewhere on the island, but it wasn’t like she was besties with her.

      Both of her sisters lived on Oahu, and one was married and the other was probably on a hot date with her very serious boyfriend. She could call them, but they wouldn’t be able to do anything. So Lisa was alone. Always alone.

      Then her eyes caught on Cal.

      He sat at a table by himself, a glass of bright pink lemonade in front of him. He hadn’t brought a plus-one either. Without thinking, Lisa started toward him. With every step, her heartbeat pulsed faster and faster. What was she even going to say?

      He lifted his drink to his lips and swallowed, the movement in his throat somehow making the temperature of Lisa’s blood go up.

      “Hey,” she said when she arrived. The song switched to something slower, and she blurted the first thing that came to her mind. “Do you want to dance with me?”

      Cal looked up, pure surprise in those gorgeous eyes. He didn’t answer immediately, which only made Lisa more nervous. She reached for his drink and drained the last couple of swallows before setting it back on the table. “I promise not to step on your feet.”

      He tracked every movement, something playful sparking in his eyes. “All right,” he said, standing up.

      She wasn’t sure if that was a good all right or a pity one. In this moment, it didn’t matter. She wasn’t going to stand on the sidelines during the social hour of this party. And she couldn’t leave early.

      “Great.” She turned away from him, cursing herself for this dance invitation. What if the man had a girlfriend? Surely he did, because a male specimen as good-looking as him didn’t stay single for long. Maybe he just hadn’t invited her to this party. Maybe she’d had to work. So many maybe’s, and Lisa actually wanted to turn off her brain.

      “Watch out,” someone called. Maybe Cal. Maybe not.

      Lisa flinched, not really sure what she was supposed to watch out for. A basketball hit her in the hip, and she felt her leg buckle.

      A cry came from her throat as she tipped, and she only had enough time to realize what was happening before she toppled right into the swimming pool.

      Shock coursed through her, though the water wasn’t cold, and she came up sputtering. Her hair. Her makeup. Her dangly earrings.

      Her clothes.

      Lisa sucked at the air, pure humiliation filling her, and filling her, and filling her. It was fine. She’d just get out of the pool and dry off somewhere no one would find her.

      “You okay?” a man asked, and Lisa just nodded, still trying to catch her breath and hide at the same time.

      “I got you,” Cal said, reaching down and hauling her out of the pool as if she weighed nothing. “After all, you owe me a dance.”
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      “I might need a raincheck,” Lisa said, making Cal Lewiston’s nerves fray again.

      He wouldn’t follow through on a raincheck, and everything in him wanted to dance with this woman. Surprisingly.

      Dripping wet or not, she was the most beautiful woman he’d encountered in a while. Truth be told, he hadn’t even thought about asking a woman for a date in a very long time. A very, very long time.

      “Let me get you a towel.” He kept one hand on her elbow as he guided her over to the huge stack of towels in a bin near the gate. He hadn’t brought his swimwear either. He’d been thinking about quietly slipping away from this party before Lisa had shown up and finished his drink and asked him to dance.

      His daughter would be home in an hour, and Cal liked to be there when Sierra arrived. That way, he knew her boyfriend hadn’t stayed for too long, and he knew what they were doing. Cal didn’t like his fourteen-year-old daughter with a boyfriend at all. Sierra barely seemed capable of getting to school on time and finishing her homework at night, let alone managing a relationship with a boy two years older than her.

      Or maybe that was just Cal who’d been having a hard time with his relationships. He only had the one with his daughter to worry about, and that was difficult enough.

      Lisa Ashford said something about being fine, but Cal grabbed a towel and wrapped it around her shoulders anyway. She clutched the ends of it and looked up at him through her eyelashes, almost like she didn’t want to commit to making true eye contact.

      “Thank you,” she said.

      “Sure thing,” he said, glad he still knew how to talk to a pretty woman. “The song is over, but we can still dance.” The music coming from the speakers set high above the pool wasn’t anything Cal had ever heard before, and it certainly wasn’t something romantic he could dance to. Hold Lisa close. Smell that perfume.

      Of course, now she radiated the scent of chlorine, and Cal felt a moment of pity for her.

      “I’m going to go get dried off,” she said, taking a step past him.

      He wanted to get confirmation of a raincheck, but before he could say anything, the building shook. Everything went silent for a moment, and Cal’s heart dropped to his toes and rebounded back to his chest.

      “Was that an earthquake?” someone asked, and a few people moved over to the edge of the building. The wall there was much too high to see very much—Cal had already looked earlier. The building swayed slightly, and he seemed to remember reading about this building as it was under construction.

      His eyes met Lisa’s, and she looked afraid. “I think they built this building to sway a little in the wind,” he said.

      “It’s not windy,” she said just as the music from the speakers muted.

      “All guests need to move immediately to the sixth floor and above,” a man said over the public intercom. The words echoed down below Cal, clearly going out to everyone on the beach too. The most popular beach on the island.

      “All people can take shelter in Sweet Breeze. Use the stairs. All elevators will be disabled. Everyone needs to get to the sixth floor or above.”

      A general cry rose up from the ground below, and Cal couldn’t help moving to the wall as well. Lisa joined him, and they could see people scattering.

      “It had to be an earthquake,” Lisa said, and Cal immediately looked out to the ocean.

      “And a tsunami warning,” he said, almost a whisper. His blood ran cold.

      Sierra.

      She was supposed to be at the library with Travis. Where would they shelter? He reached for his phone and tapped to call his daughter, his heartbeat firing in his chest with the speed of an automatic rifle.

      The line had rung once when the tsunami siren started, filling the air with a chilling wail. “Let’s get inside,” he said, reaching for Lisa with his free hand and towing her away from the side of the building.

      Everyone had the same idea, and Cal and Lisa joined the stream of people from Your Tidal Forever trying to get inside.

      “Guests on the sixth floor and above, please open your rooms to those coming in from the beach. All restaurants, theaters, museums, and guest rooms should be cleared on floors one through five.” The announcements continued, and Sierra didn’t answer her phone.

      Cal’s panic doubled, and he quickly tapped out a message to his daughter. Tsunami. Get to high ground or above the fifth floor of a building. I’m at Sweet Breeze. Twenty-sixth floor. Where are you?

      He sent the message, every cell in his body wailing. He couldn’t lose his daughter too. Not after they’d both lost Jo. Desperation clogged his throat, and he stepped through the glass doors and into the main building right behind Lisa, tapping to call Sierra again.

      “Dad,” she said breathlessly before the phone had even rung.

      “Where are you?” he asked.

      “We’re at the library,” she said. “They’re telling us to go to the roof.”

      Cal closed his eyes for a moment, everything going black. He couldn’t think. “How many stories is the library?” He should know, he’d lived on the island of Getaway Bay his whole life. But he couldn’t think.

      “Four,” she said. Clamoring came from her end of the line. Shouts.

      “Stay with Travis,” Cal said, his voice growing louder too. “I’m at Sweet Breeze. I’ll come get you two as quickly as I can after the waves hit.”

      A roaring noise sounded behind him, and pure fear gripped his lungs. “I love you, coconut,” he said, his voice choking.

      “Dad, I love you,” she said—and the line went dead.

      Helpless, Cal shoved his phone in his pocket and twisted to look behind him. A few people still stood at the wall, and one pointed. The man turned, horror etched on his face. He ran toward the crowd still pushing to get in the building.

      The water must’ve receded, which meant the tsunami was coming. That, or the man had seen the waves and realized the immensity of danger the whole island was in.

      Please let Sierra and Travis get to the roof quickly, Cal prayed. Keep me safe. Help me find them as fast as possible.

      “This way,” he said, tugging on Lisa’s hand to get her to go down a hallway. That would free up more room for more people to come in off the pool deck and get them away from the glass. Why everyone wanted to be in the lobby just outside the pool, he wasn’t sure. He didn’t want to see the tragedy about to happen.

      Lisa shivered, and Cal put his arm around her, pressing her into a wall as they met a group of people that had come this way before them.

      “It’s okay,” he said. “We’re really high up.”

      “What if the building falls?” she asked.

      Cal didn’t want to answer that question. The anxiety in the air was almost to his breaking point, and he prayed again. Jo, baby, watch over us.

      His late wife just had to protect Sierra. Cal couldn’t lose her too.

      Moments later, screams filled the air from those still down by the doors. A rush of people flowed down the hall toward them, and Cal braced himself, his fingers tightening along Lisa’s upper arm.

      “Here we go,” he murmured, and the building shuddered again. It swayed wildly—at least in Cal’s opinion—and he pressed one palm into the wall as a cry of fright from the others lifted up. He groaned and grunted, trying to find a solid place to stand.

      It was a strange and scary feeling to have solidness beneath his feet and still be moving so much.

      Everything quieted after only ten seconds.

      “There could be residual waves,” someone said.

      “Stay put,” another woman called.

      Cal was glad no one had lost their heads. Everyone stayed still for several long minutes, and the building definitely moved a few more times. Nothing like the initial hit of the waves, and Cal could only hope that the roof of the library was high enough to protect his baby.

      “All guests should stay where they are,” the man on the intercom said. “Please, stay where you are.”

      Curiosity burned through Cal. He wanted to see how much water had come ashore. Needed to know. His fingers twitched, and his pulse beat too hard in his chest.

      “Well, that wasn’t the dance I was expecting,” Lisa said beside him, and he moved his gaze to hers.

      A chuckle started in his throat, and he kept it low—for her ears only. “No, definitely not.”

      She smiled at him. “Who’s at the library?”

      He swallowed, all the teasing and playfulness between them gone. He hadn’t dated since Jo’s death, so he’d never had to tell a woman about his daughter. “Uh, my daughter,” he said.

      Surprise entered Lisa’s expression, though he wasn’t sure why. No, he hardly knew her. But most people knew he’d been married with a family.

      Your friends know that, he told himself. And Lisa just worked at the company that hired him to build altars and trellises. She didn’t know him. They weren’t friends.

      Yet.

      “Oh,” she said. “How old is she?”

      “Fourteen,” he said. He didn’t mean to sound so tired when he said it, but fourteen-year-old girls were a special breed of human. “She tests me sometimes,” he said, as if Lisa had heard the weariness and asked about it. “But she’s a good girl. She’s with her boyfriend.”

      He pulled out his phone and started to text Sierra again, hoping the cell phone towers had survived the waves. We’re okay here at the hotel, he said. How are you?

      The circle indicating the message had been sent spun and spun, and he looked up. “No service.”

      Lisa had her phone out too. “None for me either.”

      Pure frustration filled Cal. “I need to get to the library.” Part of him didn’t want to leave her alone either. He looked at his message again, still trying to go through. He’d used the pronoun we.

      We’re okay at the hotel.

      He looked at Lisa again. “Would you come with me to make sure my daughter is okay?”

      Warmth filled her expression. “Of course,” she said. “And you can come with me to see if my little bulldog survived.” She ducked her head then, but not before Cal saw the emotion there. The fear. The hope. The pain.

      He threaded his fingers through hers and squeezed. “We’ll find him.”

      “It’s a her,” Lisa said, her voice a touch higher than normal. “Her name is Suzy.”

      “My daughter’s name is Sierra,” Cal said, the same hope-fear-pain moving through him. But he couldn’t disconnect. Not again.

      When Jo had died, his head had felt disconnected from the rest of him. He’d get texts and mean to answer them, but he never did. Things needed to be done for the funeral, with the house, with Sierra, and without the help of his parents, he felt certain nothing would’ve been accomplished.

      “We’ll locate the humans first,” he said. “Just as soon as they let us out of here.” He peered over the heads of the people next to them, wondering how long it would take for Sweet Breeze to deem the area safe enough to let everyone leave.
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      Lisa checked her phone again, noting that seventy-five minutes had passed since she and Cal had agreed to stick together after they were released from the hotel. She hadn’t been able to send a text, and the irritation and frustration level on the twenty-sixth floor could be cut with a knife.

      In fact, Lisa wouldn’t be surprised if someone started freaking out any moment now. Or if she were that person. She’d moved down the hall to talk to Shannon and Charlotte, and then Hope, but there was nothing anyone could do until the powers-that-be said they could leave Sweet Breeze.

      She migrated back to Cal, reaching his side several moments later. A sense of comfort she didn’t understand moved through her. She was glad she wasn’t alone. That she didn’t have to go through this alone. That she didn’t have to go home to her bungalow alone, or look for Suzy alone.

      She smiled up at him. “It has to be soon, right?”

      “I’m going to lose my mind,” he said in the calmest voice imaginable. He shifted his feet and looked at his phone again, the only signs of his discomfort.

      “Ladies and gentlemen, the area surrounding Sweet Breeze Resort and Spa has been deemed safe,” a man said. Probably Owen. “We advise extreme caution for those wishing to leave. Please use the stairs, and please don’t push or run.”

      “Let’s go,” Cal said, already inching away from the wall. Lisa grabbed onto his hand so they could stay together. Several long minutes later, they reached the stairwell and started down. The lower they moved, the more congested it got.

      But finally, she followed Cal through a doorway to bright sunshine. Odd, she thought, looking up into the sky. For some reason, she expected it to be gray and foaming with clouds. But it wasn’t. It was a regular day, as if nothing had happened.

      There was water everywhere, and Lisa glanced down at her ribboned wedges. They were ruined, and she didn’t even care.

      She kept up with Cal as he headed for the parking garage, but it soon became clear there would be no driving.

      “Six inches of water,” he said, craning his neck to see above the crowd. “Let’s walk.” He guided them to the boardwalk, which ran from Getaway Bay, under the canopy of trees, to East Bay.

      Everything felt surreal. People were yelling to one another. Or for one another. Fronds and garbage and debris lay everywhere. A woman bent over and picked up a towel laden with water and sand.

      Lisa couldn’t take everything in all at the same time, and her head spun. She stumbled, and Cal said, “Whoa. You okay?”

      She was not okay, but she couldn’t vocalize it. His arms came around her, enveloping her, steadying her.

      “It’s okay,” he said. “It’s just shock. Take a minute.” They stood in the middle of the boardwalk, pure chaos around them, while she figured out how to breathe again. She kept her eyes pressed closed, and a sense of vertigo rotated through her.

      When it finally passed, she stepped out of his arms. “Okay. I’m okay.”

      “You’ve never been in a tsunami?” he asked.

      “No,” she said. “It’s been a long time since one hit the island.”

      “Yeah,” he said. “Probably fifteen years, I suppose.” He looked out toward the water, his face a hard mask of stone. He was still handsome, though, and when he looked at her again, his dark blue eyes sparked with lightning. “Are we okay to keep going?”

      “Yes,” she said, pushing away the sight of so much destruction. “Let’s go find your daughter.”

      The walk to the library took twenty minutes, each step becoming drier and drier. The water had definitely come up this far, but less of it. And it had already receded back out to the ocean, or gone into coves, streams, or lakes.

      A group of people stood behind a roped off section on the front steps of the library, and Cal headed that way. “Sierra?” he called, joining a line of other adults. “She has to be here. These all look like minors.”

      A man stood at the front of the line, talking to people, but Lisa wasn’t sure what he was saying. When she and Cal got close enough, she heard, “Everyone who was in the library is
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must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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