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Chapter One
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Saturday

––––––––
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As he did on most Saturdays, my best friend, Kimo, came over at about one o'clock, bringing beer and assorted snacks. I was half asleep, snoozing on my couch when I heard him pounding on my door and yelling, “C'mon, Archie. Open up!” I stumbled to the door and opened it.

“Did I wake you?” he said, giving me a quizzical look  as he breezed by, heading for the kitchen.

“No.” I closed the door and returned to the couch. “I was exercising.”

“Uh-huh.” He came back into the living room, placed two open bottles of Corona on the coffee table, and sat down next to me. “It shows. You look . . . great.”

“I'm training for the Mr. Waikiki contest,” I told him, sitting up and taking a drink of my beer.

“Yeah? Is that a real thing? Mr. Waikiki?”

“I dunno. Maybe.”

“Whaddaya watching?” he said, nodding toward my TV. 

“Nothing.”

“TV's on.”

“It's always on. It keeps me company.”

“You need to get out more, Archie. All you do is hang around this apartment.”

“Okay, dad. I'll try to do that.”

“Hey, I forgot.” He stood up, pulled a plastic bag out of his pocket, tossed it on the coffee table, and sat back down. “Weed,” he informed me.

“I've got weed . . . plenty of it. You know that – you gave it to me. The stuff you got from Donna?”

“I get all my weed from Donna, since she gives it to me for free.”

Donna was a casual girlfriend of Kimo's. Her brother was a grower and she was evidently engaged in an ongoing attempt to turn her relationship status with Kimo from casual to serious by giving him free weed. Tons of it. She'd been doing it for the past year or so.

“Yeah. That's a really good price.”

“It is. There's a coupla joints in the bag, already rolled up. Light one up. You're gonna like this stuff – it's really tasty.”

“And stony?”

He nodded. “Yup. Really stony, too.”

I opened the baggie and stuck my head in it, sucking in the delicious aroma of its contents, then pulled out the two joints. Both of them were badly misshapen. “Whad'ja do? Sit on 'em?” I said, twisting one of them back into the semblance of a joint and lighting it.

“I might have.”

I took a big hit, held it for a few seconds, then exhaled. “You're right. This is tasty.” I took another hit.

“You gonna share?” Kimo said.

“Oh. You want some, too?” I grinned at him and passed him the joint.

“So whaddaya been up to lately?” he said, taking a hit.

“Well, . . .”

“Well, what?”

“Don't be mad, okay?”

“Why would I be mad?”

“I had drinks with Kelly a week ago Wednesday night.”

“Kelly? My Kelly? Crazy Kelly?”

“She's not crazy, Kimo. She's nice. I like her.”

“Okay. If you say so.”

“I do.”

“So what's new with her?”

“Not much. She's living in her folks' place and she got her old job back.”

“That's good, I guess. That she got her old job back, I mean. She ask about me?”

“Sorta. She said to say hi.”

“Huh. That's all?”

“Yup.”

Kelly was another ex-girlfriend of Kimo's, and their relationship had ended . . . oh, let's just call it badly. But tough times had beset her since their breakup. Her parents had been arrested for murder and since Kimo and I were the reason they were caught, I was pretty surprised when she called me and asked if I wanted to get drinks. Although we'd spent some time together a few months earlier and had been pretty friendly then, most of that time was before the arrest of her parents. Until she called me, we hadn't been in touch at all.

“So, was this like . . . a date?” He passed the joint back to me. It was out.

I reapplied fire to the end of the joint and sucked in some smoke, held it for a few seconds, then exhaled. “Not really what I'd call a date,” I said. “More like a . . . just-get-together-and-shoot-the-shit-about-old-times meeting, I guess.”

“Wow.” He smirked. “That sounds exciting. You gonna see her again?”

“Well sure. Probably. Sometime, I guess.”

“Whatevahs. I don't care. So you thought I'd be mad, huh?”

“Not really. I just wanted you to know. I was gonna tell you last week but you shined me on.”

“Okay. Now I know. So what else is new?”

Before I could answer that question, my doorbell rang, startling me. I hated the sound of that thing – every time it rang, it scared me. Disconnecting it had long been on my to do list but since I seldom got around to actually doing anything on that list, it was still connected.

“You expecting company?” Kimo asked me, keeping his voice low so whoever was standing in the hall outside my apartment wouldn't hear him.

I shook my head and whispered back, “No. Ignore them. Maybe they'll go away.”

The doorbell rang again, followed by two knocks. I grinned at Kimo, put my finger to my lips and said, “Shhhh,” then got up and quietly padded over to the door. Carefully placing my hands on the wall so as not to jiggle the door and reveal the fact that someone was home, I leaned forward and peeked through the peephole.

“Shit!” I said in a very soft voice when I recognized the impatient-looking figure in my hallway. I straightened up and backed away from the door.

“What? Who is it?” Kimo whispered at me.

“Amos Higa,” I whispered back.

“Detective Amos Higa?”

I nodded. “The one and only.”

“Open up, Archie,” came a voice from the other side of the door. “I know you're in there. I can smell the pakalolo smoke.”
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Opening my door, I tried to look surprised. It wasn't difficult. Finding Amos Higa standing in the hallway outside my apartment was pretty surprising. I hadn't seen him since he was the lead detective investigating the murder of my neighbor, Buttaree Gudnis, and I was one of the chief suspects. That was over a year ago.

“Detective Higa!” I said, pushing the door open. “What are you doing here?”

“Looking to make an arrest,” he said.

“Yeah, right.” I laughed, assuming he was joking.

“I'm serious, Archie. You're in trouble.”

“Really? Again?”

“I'm afraid so.” He brushed past me into the apartment.

If you saw Amos Higa on the street, you'd never take him for a cop. He was a tiny little guy,  probably only a few inches over five feet tall. He was kinda old and frail looking, too, with dark bronze, heavily wrinkled skin, gray hair, and big bushy eyebrows. I didn't know his age – he was probably in his late fifties, I'd guess, or he'd be retired. But he looked a lot older.

I closed the door and followed him into the living room, where Kimo had stood up, waiting to greet him, apparently. Detective Higa seemed surprised to see him. “Kimo?” he said, staring up at my friend.

“Hey, Detective Higa. Whazzup? Long time no see,” Kimo said. They shook hands.

Detective Higa removed his hand and used it to waft away a cloud of pakalolo smoke that floated by. He looked around the room, glancing at the bag of buds on the coffee table. “I'll just assume you both have medical marijuana cards so we don't have to get into that,” he said.

We each nodded, which was neither confirmation nor denial of his statement. It just meant we understood what he'd said. At least, that's what my nod meant.

“I didn't realize you and Archie were friends,” he said.

“Best friends. Since third grade,” Kimo told him, continuing to nod.

“That's . . . odd.” He looked back and forth at us, shaking his head, as if in disbelief.

That's a pretty common reaction to seeing the two of us together. Because we are kind of an odd couple, me and Kimo. He's a giant – six feet, seven inches tall, somewhere around 300 pounds, and extremely muscular – and I'm a more normal-looking human being, about six feet tall, maybe 170 pounds, and extremely not-muscular. When we walk down a sidewalk together, people probably assume I'm someone important and he's my bodyguard. That's my fantasy, anyway.

“You know, I was just talking to Pops earlier this morning,” Detective Higa continued. Pops was Kimo's dad, a retired Honolulu Police Department captain. He owns a security firm featuring retired cops, mostly, and spends more time at HPD headquarters down on Beretania Street than he did before he retired. Kimo works for him. Actually, he pretty much runs the business for him.

“Yeah? That's funny. Me, too,” Kimo said, grinning. “We had breakfast together.”

A wisp of a smile slid across Detective Higa's face, then quickly vanished. He took a small paper notebook out of his pocket, flipped it open and looked at it briefly, then turned to me. “What kind of a car do you have, Archie?”

A Chevy. But I hardly ever drive it.”

“A 2002 green Chevrolet, a gift from your aunt, Meredith Belknap Tilton-Franklin, is that right?” he said, reading from his notes.

“Uh-huh. She died and left it to me in her will.”

“Where is it right now?”

“The car? Downstairs in the parking garage.”

“I'd like to go take a look at it,” he said.

“Okay. Go ahead, I don't mind,” I told him. “Do you need the key?”

He shook his head. “I need you to come with me. You can bring the key.” He went over and opened my door, then stood there and waited for me.

“Oh. Okay.” I joined him at the door, slipped my feet into my flip-flops, and stepped out into the hall.

“You can come, too, if you want, Kimo,” Detective Higa said.

As the three of us made our way down the hallway, I asked Detective Higa, “So what's this all about, anyway? Are you really here to arrest me for something?”

“I haven't completely made up my mind about that,” he said. “But it's a possibility.” The elevator came and we got in. “When's the last time you were in Aina Haina, Archie?” He pushed the button for the ground floor.

That was kind of a strange question, coming from out of the blue like that. “I've never been to Aina Haina,” I told him.

“Really? It's only about five miles from here.”

“Yeah, I know. I've been past it dozens of times. But I've never had any reason to go there, never made the turn into West Hind Drive, never gone up into the valley, nothing. Why do you ask?”

“Just curious,” he said. “There was a bank robbery there on Wednesday.”

“Yeah, I heard about it.”

“I'm investigating it.”

“I thought you were a homicide detective.”

The elevator dinged as we arrived at the parking garage. Kimo held the door as the three of us exited and stopped to continue our conversation. “The manager was shot and killed,” Detective Higa said. “That's actually what I'm investigating.”

“Yeah, I heard about that, too. So . . . what does that have to do with my car? Why do you want to see it?”

“Where is it, anyway?” he said, glancing around and not answering my questions.

I pointed. “Down there, second from the end. Right behind that big SUV.”

“Let's go take a look.” He headed off in that direction, me and Kimo a step behind, hurrying to catch up. Amos Higa walked pretty fast for an old man.

“I don't see it,” Detective Higa said when we arrived at my parking spot, the space where my car should have been, but wasn't. He turned to look at me, his face questioning.

“Because . . . it's not here.” That was Kimo, temporarily taking over my role as master of the obvious.

“Huh. It's gone,” I said, glancing around as if I might find it parked in another stall.

“Did you park it somewhere else?” Detective Higa asked me. “On the street, maybe?”

I scratched my head. Did I do that? Park somewhere else? “No. I'm pretty sure I parked it right here the last time I used it.”

“When was that?”

“Oh . . . lemme see. Maybe like, three or four weeks ago.”

“And that's the last time you saw it?”

“Yeah. I never come down here. I usually go out the front, the Paoakalani exit. Sometimes the back.”

Kimo shook his head. “It looks like someone stole your car, Archie.”

I nodded in agreement. That's sure what it looked like. Someone had stolen my car.

“You and I need to take a little ride, Archie,” Detective Higa said.

“Yeah? Where we gonna go?”

“There's someone I want you to meet.”

“Okay. We're gonna have to take your car, though. Mine's . . . not available.”

Detective Higa did something I'd seldom seen him do. He smiled.
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Chapter Three
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“That's not him,” the woman sitting across from me said, staring at me and shaking her head.

Detective Higa took a sip of his coffee. “You're sure, Grace?”

“Pretty sure. The bank guy was pure Caucasian, not hapa, like . . .” She pointed across the table at me. “And he was really skinny. Not puffy, like . . .” She pointed at me again and said, “Sorry, umm . . .”

“Archie,” I told her. For like the third time. And I wanted to correct her, too. I am not puffy and have never been puffy. While I'm not a stack of muscles, like Kimo, I'm a long way from being puffy. I like to think of myself as being . . . oh, soft. And sexy.

“He did kinda look like him, though. Same big nose and mousy brown hair.” She apologized to me again.

I wasn't offended.  Grace was a local lady and to many locals, all haoles – and that includes mixed race, hapa guys like me who look kinda haole – have big noses. And as for my hair, all it really needed to turn from mousy to gloriously fluffy was a good shampooing.

Grace was a loan officer at First Pan Pacific Savings in Aina Haina. She was about 50 years old, I'd guess, and had messy gray hair currently piled in a haphazard bun on top of her head. Detective Higa and I were at her apartment in Kaimuki, sitting with her at her kitchen table, drinking coffee.

First Pan Pacific was the bank that got robbed on Wednesday. And Grace was there during the robbery. She saw the shootout between the robber and the bank manager, Brian Arakawa. He'd evidently had a handgun in his desk drawer and had pulled it out and challenged the robber. In retrospect, not a smart move, since he'd ended up being shot to death. Although, according to Grace, the robber might also have been shot.

“It was just like an old west shootout,” Grace told me – Detective Higa already knew this stuff, apparently. “They stood about . . . oh, maybe 30 feet apart and just started shooting at each other while everybody else in the bank was screaming and ducking for cover.”

“Not the way Mister Arakawa should have responded,” Detective Higa noted.

Yeah, not a good response, considering the fact he'd been shot in the head and was now deceased.

“Definitely not,” Grace agreed. “Too bad. He was a very nice man.”

I nodded, taking a sip of the coffee she'd so generously provided. It was rapidly becoming cool and I hate cold coffee. So I took another, larger sip, hoping to finish it before it got cold.

“But he hit the robber, too, right?” I asked her.

“I think so. In the shoulder, maybe. Or the side – I'm not sure.”

“And then what happened?”

“When Brian – Mister Arakawa – fell over, the robber guy grabbed his side and turned around and ran out of the bank. He didn't get any money at all. We could see him through the glass doors and there was a car parked right in front. Someone opened the door and the guy just dove into the seat and they took off. I think the door closed itself, they left so fast.”

After we'd finished our coffees and thanked Grace for her hospitality, Detective Higa and I said goodbye and left for Waikiki. I was happy Grace had said I wasn't the robber but I had questions. Lots of questions.

“Why did you bring me to meet Grace, anyway?” I asked as we headed down Waialae Avenue toward my place.

“To see if she could identify you as the bank robber.”

“Really? You thought I robbed the bank?”

“No, Archie. I wanted to eliminate you as a suspect.”

“You knew the robber got shot, right? He's wounded but I'm not. So once you saw me, saw that I wasn't wounded, wouldn't that eliminate me?”

“Grace wasn't sure about that. She could be wrong. Maybe the robber wasn't wounded. You could still be a suspect.”

I thought about that briefly. “Yeah, that's weird, too. Why am I a suspect, anyway? Why did you think I could be involved?”

He turned to look at me as we stopped for a red light at 6th Ave. “Well, the main reason that brought me knocking on your door today is that your car – your missing car – was the getaway vehicle in the robbery.”

“My car? My car was the getaway car?”

The light changed and we crept forward down Waialae Ave toward the next light, which was also  red. It was a mystery to me why we came this way – Waialae has traffic lights at almost every cross street along its entire length. We should have taken the freeway.

“It was. Video of it leaving the bank parking lot shows the license plate. Plus it's the right color, the right model, and the right year. It's yours, Archie.”

“So . . . I suppose you have video of everything, yeah? Inside the bank, outside the bank, the robbery, all that, huh?”

“We do. But it's not the greatest quality. The lab boys are working on it, trying to clear it up using AI. That's how we got the license number from the back of the car. But I'm not sure we'll be able to identify the robber. He was wearing a baseball cap and the surveillance cameras are all overhead. You can't really see his face.”

“Grace said someone opened the door and he jumped into the car when he ran out of the bank. That means someone else was driving the car. Yeah?”

“Of course.” He glanced over at me, giving me a look that questioned my intelligence.

He was right – that was an especially stupid question. “So how about him? The driver? Can you see what he looked like?”

“Unfortunately, no.”

“So . . . you can't identify these guys from the surveillance video, huh?”

“No. So far we don't know what they look like. Only that one of them – the one who went into the bank and got shot, maybe – looks a lot like you, according to witnesses.”

“You mean he's a haole guy with mousy brown hair and a big nose, right?” I asked him, chuckling.

“Exactly,” he said. And he wasn't smiling.
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Detective Higa dropped me off in front of my apartment building with a warning not to leave the island. So in spite of Grace failing to identify me as the bank robber, I was still a suspect, evidently. There wasn't much chance I'd be going anywhere off-island, though. That would require me to board one of those flying death traps they call airplanes, something that was entirely against my nature.

Kimo was sitting on the couch watching a pickleball match when I let myself into the apartment. He looked up at me and grinned. “You're back.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, just a little startled to find him still here, waiting for me to come back. “You sound surprised.”

“Yeah. I am, a little. I thought maybe you'd be in jail or something.” He turned the sound off on the TV.

“Nope.” I went into the kitchen and grabbed a Corona from the fridge, then joined him on the couch.

“So what happened? Where'd you guys go, anyway?”

“Kaimuki.” I took a large swallow of my beer and told him about our meeting with Grace.

“So you're off the hook then, yeah?”

“Maybe. Not officially, I guess. Detective Higa warned me not to leave the island.”

He chuckled. “Right. Like that has a chance of happening.”

“Yeah.” I glanced at the coffee table. An unlit doobie rested on the lip of the ashtray, waiting for fire to fulfill its destiny. “Why aren't we smoking, anyway?” I asked him.

“No time. I gotta get going. I've got a hot date tonight.”

“Donna?”

“Jazz,” he said, shaking his head.

“Jazz? I thought you were a rock and roll guy, the old stuff.”

“I am. That's her name. Jazz. Jasmine Reynolds.”

“Don't believe you've told me about her. She local?”

He nodded and drained the remainder of his beer. “Yeah, she is. She's from Kaneohe. And she's hot. Hot, hot, hot!”

I wasn't surprised to hear that. Kimo always had a hot girl or seven wanting to go out with him. He was very successful when it came to the opposite sex – women of all ages just naturally seemed to be attracted to him. On the other hand, I averaged about one date every two years. Of course, that was mainly my own fault. Since I seldom left my apartment, I rarely met anyone new.

He sat up and turned toward me. “Hey, look at me for a second.”

I glanced over at him. “What?”

“Are my eyes red?”

I took a closer look. “Yeah. A little.”

“You got eye drops, right?”

“Yup. I do. Why? You afraid you'll get pulled over or something?”

“Duh! Of course I am. Pops would kill me if I got busted for driving stoned. He'd probably fire my ass. And I gotta go all the way over to Kaneohe to pick Jazz up, so . . .”

I grinned at him. “Pops would never fire you, Kimo. You're the only one in his company who does any work.”

“Yeah, I know. Still –”

“They're in the same place as always – the bathroom cabinet. Help yourself.”

Kimo picked up his empty bottle and dropped it off in the kitchen on his way to the bathroom. I stared at the unlit joint, still resting on the lip of the ashtray. It looked sad. Unfulfilled. I knew I  had the power to fix that.

“Wish me luck,” Kimo said when he came back. He opened the door and tossed his zoris – his flip-flops – out into the hall.

“Good luck,” I told him.

“Call your insurance company, Archie. Tell 'em your car got stolen.”

“Yeah. I will.”

“Laters.”

“Laters,” I said as he stepped out into the hall. I waited until he closed the door, then I picked up that sad-looking joint and applied fire to the end, watching as it erupted in a burst of gleeful exhilaration. Or something like that.

# # #
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Tuesday

––––––––
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A phone call from Kelly woke me from my afternoon nap on my couch. She was pissed. Mightily pissed.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?!!” she screamed into the phone when I answered.

“What?” I pulled the phone away from my ear and shook my head to clear the sleep cobwebs. “What's wrong?”

“You! That's what. You give my phone number to some creep who calls me up and tells me you recommended me to him because I was a really good fuck, and you think that's cool?”

“I didn't do that, Kelly. I didn't give your phone number to anyone. And I've never told anyone you were a good fuck because . . . I just wouldn't do that. Ever. I'm not that kind of guy.” I paused briefly but before she could respond, I added, “And besides, we've never had sex, so how would I even know if you're any good in bed or not?” That last part was a joke, an attempt to smooth things over, but it fell flat. Kelly didn't laugh.

“Well, I am – but that's beside the point. So if you didn't give it to him, how did he get it? He specifically mentioned you by name, Archie, and said you gave it to him.”

“But I didn't. What was this guy's name, anyway?”

“I don't know,” she said, sounding indignant. “I hung up on him right away.”

I nodded to myself. “That was smart.”

“You must have told somebody, Archie. One of your friends or something.”

“I didn't, Kelly. I swear. Besides, I don't even have any friends, other than Kimo. And the only thing I told him was that we had drinks.”

“It wasn't Kimo. I'd recognize his voice.”

Silence ruled the conversation for the next few seconds, until I said, “I can think of one possibility, actually.”

“Yeah? What?”

“My car got stolen.”

“Well, . . . I'm sorry to hear that. But what does that have to do with what I've been telling you?” she said.

“Uhh, your contact info might have been in it.”

“What? Whaddaya mean?”

“You know the night we went out for drinks?”

“Yeah.”

“I called you before I left because I didn't have your address.”

“I remember.”

“So I put the info in my phone and I also wrote it down on a piece of paper, along with your phone number – I turn my phone off when I'm driving so I won't be disturbed – and I took the paper with me when I went down to get in my car. I put the paper in the console and I –”

“Wait a minute, wait a minute,” she said. “You picked me up in an Uber, not your car.”

“Yeah. My car wouldn't start. The battery was dead. So I did – I called an Uber and then I picked you up. But I forgot about that piece of paper with your info on it. I left it in my car and I assume it was still there when my car got stolen.”

She was silent for a short while, apparently absorbing what I'd just told her. Finally, she said, “If your car wouldn't start, how did they steal it?”

“I don't know. Jumper cables from another car, probably.”

More silence from Kelly's end.

“This is all very weird,” she said. “I gotta go.” She disconnected without saying goodbye.
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Thursday, mid-afternoon

––––––––
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“Thanks for meeting me, Kelly,” I said when she approached the booth. I was at Chao Downs, which sounded either like a place where they race horses or a Chinese restaurant but was actually a decent hamburger joint on Kuhio Ave, not far from my apartment. I seldom ventured far from where I lived. At least, not when I was alone. Being far from home, by myself, made me feel . . . uncomfortable.

She sat down across from me and immediately the waitress came over – I'd asked her to wait until Kelly arrived. We ordered burgers, fries, and Cokes. When the waitress left to put in our orders, I said, “So . . . still pissed at me?”

She shook her head. “Nah, I believe you. I didn't really think you were that kinda guy, anyway.”

“I'm not.”

“Good.”

“You changed your hair.”

“I did.” She fluffed her medium-length brunette hair and smiled. “I cut it. And this is my natural color. Do you like it?”

“Yeah, I do. You look great.” I stared at her eyebrows. Ever since I'd known her, Kelly's eyebrows had been a light blonde color and her blonde hair had been a combination of pinks, blues, oranges – name a color and it was likely to be represented in her hair. And while her hair was no longer multicolored, her eyebrows were still blonde. “I never realized you were actually a brunette,” I said, smiling.

“Oh, sure.” She giggled as she realized I was on to her deception.

“Natural color, huh?”

She shrugged, her giggles turning into a grin. “Have you found a job yet?” she asked me, changing the subject.

“Haven't really been looking that hard,” I told her, shaking my head.

“I'd sure like to know how you can afford to live in Hawaii without working,” she said, still smiling at me. She began moving the condiments – ketchup, mustard, and the like – to her right, to make room for her phone, her sunglasses, her keys, and her wallet. She wasn't carrying a purse.

“I'm rich, Kelly. I thought you knew that.” I smiled back at her.

“Uh-huh.” She obviously didn't believe me, even though it was kinda true. I had a lot of money – I just couldn't explain how I got it. Not without incriminating myself in a crime, anyway.

“So you're not still mad at me?” I said.

“Well, no. Once you explained things, you know, . . .”

“You hear from that guy again?”

She nodded and picked up her phone, punched a few buttons, then held it up for me to see. “He sent me this.” A picture of an erect penis stared back at me.

“Oh. You saved it so I could see it, huh?”

She giggled. “I figured you deserved it.”

I really couldn't argue about that. After all, I was the one responsible for the guy having Kelly's phone number. “So what are you gonna do about it?”

Our orders showed up and we waited until the waitress left before we resumed talking.

“Not sure,” she said. “Just ignore him and hope he goes away, I guess.”

“You gotta go to the cops, Kelly. Tell them about this.”

“I don't wanna do that.”

“You know, your address was on that piece of paper, too.”

“What's that supposed to mean?” She looked up, alarmed, as she took  apart her burger and reconstructed it to her liking. “Do you think he'll show up at my house?”

I shrugged. “I don't know. Anyway, you've got his phone number. You should report him to the police.” I bit into my own burger without rearranging it. Unlike Kelly's, mine was covered in melted cheese, making repositioning pieces of it difficult and messy.

“That's not gonna happen.” She picked up her burger and examined it from several different angles. Then, apparently satisfied with its appearance, she took a bite and a sip of her Coke. “I'd rather choke on one of these french fries than deal with the Honolulu Police.”

“Jeez, don't say shit like that, Kelly. They aren't that bad.” But I could understand her position. HPD had tried – and tried really hard – to connect her to her parents' murder case. But they'd failed.

“Whatever. The cops are kinda like my last option. Maybe I'll just agree to meet him somewhere and take Kimo with me so he can beat the shit out of the guy.”

It dawned on me that although Kimo and I knew about it, Kelly didn't know the guy sending her a dick pic was
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