

    
        
          Vanished in Plain Sight

        

        
        
          1, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Kim

        

        
          Published by Kim, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      VANISHED IN PLAIN SIGHT

    

    
      First edition. February 9, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Kim.

    

    
    
      Written by Kim.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my readers who crave truth in a world of shadows—this one's for you. Thank you to my editor for tightening the knots and unraveling them when needed, and to my family, who remind me daily that sometimes the quietest voices tell the loudest stories. And to the friends I've lost and found again—your stories matter.

      

    


VANISHED IN PLAIN SIGHT

BOOK 1

––––––––
[image: ]


Kim Möller

––––––––
[image: ]


She came home looking for peace. 

She found a secret someone would kill to protect.
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Synopsis

Emma Hale has always felt like the outsider in her quiet hometown of Ashgrove. After a scandal sent her away to boarding school, she returns to find everything changed—especially the mysterious disappearance of Leah Price, her once-inseparable best friend. While the town whispers theories and spreads rumours, Emma finds Leah's digital diary, encrypted and full of strange entries that point to a hidden truth.

As Emma follows the breadcrumbs, she uncovers a secret society of students, coded clues, and a chilling cover-up that someone will do anything to protect. She learns that even those closest to her may have played a part in Leah’s vanishing. Haunted by her own guilt and determined to find the truth, Emma must confront the shadows of her past, battle a present full of lies, and uncover a truth that could destroy everything.
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Return to Ashgrove
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The trees lining Ashgrove’s entrance still leaned over the road like sentinels, unchanged despite the year that had passed. Emma watched them blur by from the passenger seat of her mom’s old Toyota, her fingers tapping nervously on the window.

“We’re almost home,” June said, glancing at her. “You okay?”

Emma nodded absently, but her stomach churned. Home wasn’t the right word. Not anymore.

The town looked the same—quaint houses with gabled roofs, the bakery with its perpetual smell of cinnamon, and the shuttered bookstore that once belonged to Leah’s aunt. But everything felt muted, like someone had dimmed the colours.

They turned onto their street, and Emma’s breath caught. The Price house was still there. Lights off. Yard overgrown.

Her mother noticed. “No one’s touched it. Her parents moved months ago.”

Emma stared at the empty porch. Leah should’ve been there.

Inside their own house, Emma dragged her suitcase upstairs and opened her bedroom door. Nothing had changed. Same posters, same worn duvet. The air smelled faintly of lavender and dust.

That night, unable to sleep, she wandered outside. The cool summer breeze carried the distant sound of cicadas. She found herself standing at Leah’s gate. The mailbox was full. No one had cleared it.

Something sharp jutted from the grass—Leah’s old bracelet. The one she never took off. Emma picked it up, heart pounding.

She turned to leave, but a glimmer from the porch stopped her. In the shadows sat a figure. Watching.

The tires hummed against the worn asphalt as Emma Hale stared out the passenger window, the familiar silhouette of Ashgrove rising in the distance like a memory she hadn’t agreed to revisit. Oak trees lined the road like sentries, their limbs arching above the car, casting shifting shadows over her mother’s Toyota. Her fingers drummed against the glass in a slow, anxious rhythm.

“We’re almost there,” June Hale said, her voice tight with cautious optimism. “You doing, okay?”

Emma nodded slightly. “Yeah. Just tired.”

Her mother smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “It’s good to be home, though. Right?”

Emma didn’t answer. Home had changed. Or maybe she had.

As they passed the faded welcome sign—Welcome to Ashgrove: A Safe Place to Call Home—Emma’s stomach twisted. The word “safe” felt like a lie. Nothing had been safe here, not for a long time. Not since Leah vanished.

Their house sat near the edge of town, tucked into a cul-de-sac of matching homes with sun-bleached siding and creaky porches. Emma climbed out of the car and grabbed her suitcase, eyeing the window of her old bedroom. Her heart thudded. The curtains were still drawn tight—the way she’d left them.

Inside, the scent of lemon cleaner and something faintly floral—lavender, maybe—filled her lungs. Everything looked the same. The books still alphabetized. The corkboard above her desk still held movie ticket stubs and polaroids of her and Leah. One picture caught her eye: the two of them at twelve, faces painted, holding dripping popsicles, laughing.

Emma turned away.

She unpacked slowly, placing her clothes into drawers and setting her journal on the nightstand. Boarding school had made her used to small spaces and silence. Here, the silence was different—thicker, heavier.

That evening, she walked to the end of the street. The Price house stood two doors down, its windows shuttered and yard overgrown. No lights. No sign of life.

She lingered at the gate. The rusted latch protested under her hand. The wind whispered through the tall grass, brushing against her ankles. Something glittered near the porch.

Emma stepped closer and bent to pick it up—a bracelet. Braided leather with a tiny silver leaf charm. Leah’s. Emma had given it to her the summer before she left.

She clenched it in her fist.

The porch creaked.

Emma froze.

A shadow moved behind the curtain. For one breathless second, she swore someone was watching her.

She backed away slowly, pulse hammering.

Back home, she held the bracelet under her desk lamp. The leather had cracked. One end was frayed. She turned it over and spotted something tucked inside the weave—a flash drive. Barely visible.

Emma’s breath caught.
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Emma didn’t sleep. The image of the figure on Leah’s porch haunted her. She was sure someone had been there. But when she returned with a flashlight, the porch was empty.

In the morning, she sifted through the bracelet’s beads, her fingers tracing familiar patterns. That’s when she noticed the small USB drive tucked into the leather band.

It took two hours and Riley’s laptop to crack it open. Her own had been wiped before she left for boarding school. Riley had been distant at first, clearly uncomfortable, but softened when Emma mentioned Leah.

The files were encrypted.

“What is this?” Riley asked.

“I don’t know. Something Leah left. I think she wanted me to find it.”

They opened a folder labelled DRIFTWOOD. Inside were photos, random documents, and what looked like diary entries. But the text was jumbled. Encrypted.

Emma remembered something. Leah had once shown her a trick with cipher keys—every entry was locked using a phrase only the two of them knew: We vanish to be seen.

It worked. One file decrypted.

Entry One: If you're reading this, Em, then I was right. They're watching us. Trust no one—not even Riley. Especially not Caleb.

Emma looked up. Riley had gone pale.

“I didn’t do anything,” she whispered.

“Why would she say that?”

“I don’t know!”

Emma copied the files onto her own USB. “I have to figure out what she meant.”

Outside, thunder cracked in the distance. The sky was darkening, but not from rain. Something was coming.

Part 2

Emma stared at the flash drive nestled inside the leather braid. It was the kind Leah would have thought clever—small, hidden, and just a little dramatic. She slipped it into her jeans pocket and closed her fingers around the bracelet. A message from Leah, maybe. A clue.

The next morning, the town awoke in its slow, sleepy rhythm. June left early to visit a friend, and Emma was left alone with a box of dusty cereal and her thoughts. She barely touched the food. Her mind spun around the drive.

Her own laptop had been wiped clean at the boarding school. A school policy after her so-called “incident.”

Riley.

She hadn’t planned on seeing her. But now she needed her.

Emma made her way to Riley’s house, a red-bricked colonial tucked neatly into manicured hedges. She hesitated before ringing the bell. It was Riley’s younger brother who answered.

“Emma?” he blinked. “Wow. You’re back.”

“Is Riley home?”

He nodded and called up the stairs. Moments later, Riley appeared. Her expression froze when she saw Emma.

“Hey,” Emma said, trying to keep her tone light. “I... need a favour.”

Riley arched a brow. “I figured you might, the moment you showed up.”

They went to her room, where posters of indie bands still covered the walls. Riley’s laptop sat open on the bed.

Emma pulled out the flash drive.

“I found this... at
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