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Anna grabbed her purse and walked out. She 

was furious with Christopher and needed to get out of 

the house right now. She was walking away from yet 

another screaming fight. There was no way she was 

going to be able to hold it together if she stayed there 

and she would not let him see her cry. She got in her car 

and started driving. She couldn't help thinking to 

herself that if this was how it was going to be, Christmas 

this year was going to suck.  

She and Christopher had been together for three 

years when he was offered a position to go back to 

Hawaii to teach. He was ready to pack his bags almost 

before he told Anna he was taking it. He pushed Anna 

to apply for a position at the same school. He was more 

thrilled than she was when it was offered to her, but his 

excitement was infectious. She couldn’t wait to move. 

Besides, how often does someone get a chance to live in 

Paradise? For several weeks, she dreamed of nothing 

else but palm trees and the scent of the sea. 

They moved to Oahu a year ago. She had been 

feeling distance between them before the move, but she 

couldn’t really define it. After they moved, she hoped 

they might be able to bridge the gap. It only got worse.  



They both loved their jobs, but it seemed they 

might no longer love each other. He often didn’t come 

home until late. What he was doing, Anna wasn’t sure. 

He would never tell her when she asked. She would sit 

at home most nights, waiting, with dinner getting cold. 

She would reheat the food, eat by herself, watch some 

TV, and go to bed alone. She would often wake up 

alone. He might have been sleeping on the couch, or 

maybe he hadn’t come home at all, Anna couldn’t say.  

She hardly saw him, and when she did, they 

fought. She tried whatever she could think of to try to 

make things right with him over the past few months. It 

didn’t matter. The harder she tried, the faster he backed 

away. The distance between them was expanding and 

there was nothing she could do to stop it. She was done 

trying. If it was going to fall apart, so be it. It made her 

sad to have spent three great years with him only to 

have the fourth go sour.  

She felt the tension leave her body as the urge to 

cry passed. She enjoyed the clear afternoon sky while 

she drove. She was headed for the Windward side of the 

island. Anna passed Sandy Beach and decided she 

would stop and park the car at Makapuu Beach Park. 

When she got there, she climbed part way down the 

rocks to sit down. There wasn’t much sand there, only 

large rocks and then a steep drop off into deep blue 



water. No one with any sense would swim there. You 

risked getting pushed up against the jagged rocks by the 

waves. Surfers came here to ride the waves. 

If she wanted to swim she would have gone 

further down the road where the land was flatter, less 

rugged, with gentler surf. She wasn’t planning to swim 

today anyway. She didn’t like swimming alone if she 

could help it, and the water would be chilly. During the 

rest of the year, the water gets warm as soon as the sun 

is up and stays that way all day, but during the winter, 

the water takes longer to heat up and cools faster, 

especially if it’s raining. She was amazed it wasn’t 

raining now. Usually this close to Christmas it rained a 

lot more. In January, it would be pouring. 

She sat on a large flat rock made smooth over 

time by wind and water. She took a deep breath and 

watched the waves splash up against the rocky shore 

and closed her eyes to feel the mist on her face. In the 

distance, there were surfers having a good time. She 

stared at the crystalline blue water and allowed her 

thoughts to wander. 

The sun was setting, but the breeze was still 

warm. Anna felt good. No place was perfect, but she 

believed everything is what you make of it. Hawaii was 

home to her. She wouldn't even consider going back to 



the mainland unless she had to for some reason.  While 

she wouldn't leave Hawaii, if she couldn't figure out 

what to do about Christopher, she would probably 

leave him. 

Her mother and sister still held out hope he 

would ask her to marry him this Christmas. The way 

they were fighting, there was no way he would be 

asking her to do anything except to move out. 

Christmas was in three weeks, and she hadn’t bought 

him a present. She didn’t want to have to return it if she 

left him.  

It started to drizzle and even though it was 

warm, with the wind blowing, she would get cold. It 

was time to leave. She stood up to make her way back 

up the slope to the parking lot. She hadn’t made any 

decisions about Christopher, but she had a little more 

time before she had to start packing. She didn't like 

making major decisions when she was upset. She picked 

her way back up being careful of the glass from broken 

beer bottles peppered among the rocks. She was almost 

to the top when she felt a sharp pain in her foot. 

She immediately sat down to see what the 

problem was. Sure enough, there was a piece of green 

glass embedded in her heel. She tried to pull it out with 

her fingers, but it was covered with blood and too 



slippery to grab. She stood up to get back to the car. She 

thought there might be something in her purse she 

could use to remove it. She put her sandal back on to 

make sure she didn’t get any more cuts and hobbled 

back to the parking lot without putting her heel down. 

She got all the way to the car only to realize she 

didn’t have her keys. She must have dropped them 

somewhere along the way. She rested her head on the 

roof of the car and sighed. She was in a lot of pain and 

her foot was still bleeding. She refused to ask someone 

for help. The locals would think she was just another 

stupid tourist. She resigned herself to climbing back 

down the rocks to look for her keys. When she lifted her 

head, there was a big local guy standing next to her. She 

leaned back surprised and stumbled. He grabbed her 

arms to steady her then immediately let go. 

He smiled at her and Anna was captured. He 

was tan, breathtakingly masculine, with a charming 

smile. His handsome face sported a strong chin and a 

wide nose. Dark wavy hair reddened by the sun lay flat 

against his head quickly drying in the heat. His dark 

brown eyes were warm, deep, and incredibly sexy. 

Anna could have spent hours looking into those depths. 

He was a few inches over six feet tall with thick muscles 

covered with smooth tan skin. She couldn’t help 

noticing the blue surf shorts riding low at his hips. She 



admired the six-pack displayed above the waistband. 

There was also a tantalizing gap at the waist. It left her 

hoping the shorts would fall lower and she would get to 

see what was making the front of his shorts bulge. 
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