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      Nothing interesting ever happened to Stacey Emmitt. “Seriously. Why is my life so boring?” The fifteen-year-old walked home from Maui High School, muttering to herself as the hot afternoon sun beat down on her head. She kept her eyes on her phone as she read posts from her favorite student gossip site, Wallflower Diaries. The kids written about on the site, especially homecoming king Blake Lee, seemed to have nonstop action going on in their lives.

      “Ouch.” Stacey tripped on a tussock of untrimmed grass, catching herself on some thorny, overgrown bougainvillea spewing out of a nearby garden—there was no sidewalk in this run-down part of Kahului. “Ow!”

      “Need a ride?”

      Stacey glanced up, startled, sucking on her pricked thumb.

      A guy was speaking to her.

      “Uh . . . I’m okay.” Guys just didn’t pull alongside her in fancy cars and speak to her; she didn’t attract attention, hiding any looks she had under baggy jeans and oversized tees out of shyness. But yep, a guy was speaking to her: a hot guy, in a cherry red Mustang.

      She shouldn’t get into a car with a stranger, no matter how cute he was, or how nice the car.

      “You sure? You look awfully hot.” He drew the word out flirtatiously.

      Stacey blushed. “I’m not supposed to accept rides from strangers. My parents would kill me.”

      “Do I look like a serial killer?” The guy had a dimple, perfect teeth, and nice muscles. He laughed. “C’mon. I’m just trying to do a good deed here.” He told her his name. “What’s yours?”

      “Stacey,” she stammered.

      “See? Easy. We’re not strangers anymore.” The guy pulled the beautiful car into the grass ahead of her, jumped out, and opened the passenger door. “Your chariot awaits, Stacey.”

      She got in, hugging her heavy backpack. “Thanks.”

      He ran back around to his side, got in, and pulled the car onto the road. “I just went by the store and bought some cold sodas.” He dug in a small cooler at her feet and pulled out a bottled Coke. “Can you open mine since I’m driving? You’re welcome to one, too.”

      “Sure.” Stacey unscrewed the bottle and handed it to him, then took one herself. She drank thirstily, draining it halfway, then hid a burp behind her hand. “You’re so nice.”

      “That’s what all the girls say.” Hot Guy winked.

      Five minutes later, Stacey Emmitt had passed out, her head slumped forward to rest on her backpack. The red Mustang drove out of her neighborhood, heading in another direction entirely.

      Something interesting had finally happened to Stacey Emmitt, and she would never be the same.
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      Twenty-four hours later:

      Teen girls were disappearing on Maui. The broad daylight abduction of fifteen-year-old Stacey Emmitt was the latest in a case that had been going on for months.

      “I have to find whoever is doing this,” Sergeant Leilani Texeira muttered aloud to her partner, Pono Kaihale, frustration tightening her jaw as she pushed through glass doors into the urban ugly rectangle of the Kahului Police Department building. “We have to get a handle on where these girls are going!”

      “We’re doing all we can,” Pono said. “It’s not all on you.”

      “I know.” Lei blew a curl off her forehead. “I have to drop this info off to Gerry and Abe.”

      Usually, Lei headed straight for the elevator to the third level, where she and her partner were lucky enough to have an office on the same quiet floor as her husband, Lt. Michael Stevens—but today, she had to stop by her teammates’ cubicle.

      “I’ll get your computer started,” Pono said. Lei’s aged desktop was the butt of continual jokes.

      “Thanks, bro.” Lei peeled off from Pono and headed onto the open ‘bullpen’ area, where Maui’s detectives worked on everything from vice to homicide in a maze of modular units.

      Gerry Bunuelos was in his unit with Abe Torufu, and Lei paused in the doorway to smile; she always enjoyed the sight of her mismatched friends together.

      Bunuelos was a little over five and a half feet and a hundred and fifty pounds of wiry Filipino; he couldn’t have been more different physically than massive Tongan Abe Torufu, who topped six and a half feet and two hundred fifty pounds of solid muscle. The two were engaged in animated conversation with a tall, slender, dark-haired woman wearing a detective’s badge on her belt.

      A visceral sense of recognition hit Lei as she gazed at the unknown detective, but when the woman turned to her, Lei couldn’t place her face. “Sorry for interrupting,” Lei said. “I can come back if this is a bad time.”

      Bunuelos stood up. “No, we were just finishing up. Lei, have you met our newest detective, Harry Clark?”

      “You look familiar, but I don’t believe so.” Lei advanced, her hand out. “Sergeant Lei Texeira, Homicide.” Clark’s grip was cool and strong; her honey-brown eyes and angular face still seemed familiar. “Have we worked a case together?”

      Clark winked and smiled. “As a matter of fact, we have, Lei. About sixteen years ago.”

      Lei stepped back, her brows snapping together. “Harriet Vierra? That Harry?”

      “The very same.”

      Lei swallowed as her throat went dry. She had a history with this woman—a history that came back in traumatic flashes of memory now and again, the stuff of nightmares and bogeymen under the bed. Her mind buzzed with questions, none of which she could ask in front of their eager audience.

      Torufu was the first to break the awkward silence. “Sixteen years ago . . . that would put you both at about legal drinking age. I wouldn’t have minded meeting you girls back then.”

      “I’d love to hear that story!” Bunuelos chimed in.

      Clark grinned. “A girl’s got to keep some secrets, right, Lei?”

      “Right.” Lei felt wobbly, ambushed, and a little bit terrified. “We’ll have to catch up sometime.”

      “Yep, but now is not the time or place. See you around the office!” Clark sashayed off.

      Lei turned to stare after her, watching the brunette enter one of the cubicles on the other side of the room. “She’s working in Vice?” Lei’s voice cracked on a high note.

      “Harry and her partner, Pai Opunui, just got promoted to Homicide; she came over to pick our brains about it. She transferred here from Oahu about a year ago. She’s got a good reputation.” One of Bunuelos’s eyebrows quirked up in question. “Spill, Texeira. Did you party together back in the day?”

      Best to fend off more questions with a version of the truth, rather than stoke her friends’ curiosity with secretiveness.

      “As a matter of fact, we did,” Lei said. “One crazy, unforgettable week down in Mexico. But I haven’t seen Harry since. I’m just surprised to see her again, especially as a detective—and no, I’m not telling you why.” She waggled a finger at their loud groans. “On a bummer note, I came to bring you an updated file on the latest missing girl.” Lei removed a folder from under her arm and handed it to Bunuelos. “I just interviewed Stacey Emmitt’s parents and searched her room—they don’t have a clue what might have happened to her on her way home from school. I’m not happy there’s another girl gone, when we hadn’t made any progress on the one before. Stacey’s details are in the folder.”

      “I hate this case.” Bunuelos’s mouth tightened; he was a proud and protective father of five. “Who knows what’s happening to these poor kids.”

      “Those ‘kids’ have reached the age of being totally freakin’ annoying to their parents and the community in general.” Torufu swiveled his chair back and forth, beefy fingertips forming a triangle that echoed the tattoos running down his ripped forearms. “Every time I haul in some brat for tagging walls, ripping off cars, or panhandling, I remember why CJ and I decided not to have kids.” The thick gold wedding band on Torufu’s finger was still shiny; he and their station’s chief, Captain CJ Omura, had recently married.

      Lei shook her head, smiling. She had two children at home and, like Bunuelos, loved her rich family life. “Thankfully, we haven’t had to cross the teenage hormone bridge yet, though our son is not far from that milestone.” She sobered. “I’ll be in touch after you read Emmitt’s file and we can set up a case review to make sure we’ve got everything covered and divided up.”

      “Got it. I’ll pass this on to Abe after I read your notes.” Bunuelos was already studying the folder, topped by a school photo of fifteen-year-old Stacey that the parents had provided.

      Lei waved to the guys and headed for the elevator. Her gaze flicked over to Harry Clark’s office in the corner of the room. Whatever had happened to the woman’s adopted daughter, Malia?

      The baby they’d found in Mexico during that “crazy week” they’d spent together would be about the same age of the missing victims—maybe now was a good time to warn Clark about the disappearances.

      Lei changed direction and headed for Clark’s cubicle. She rapped on the thin, hollow-core wooden door that gave an illusion of privacy in a network of open-ceilinged modules. “Come in!” a woman’s voice called.

      Lei opened the door and peered around it. Pai Opunui, a lean, shaggy-haired Hawaiian man she knew from a few cases, sat across from Clark. “Hey, Pai! Can I get a private word with Harry?”

      Opunui stood up. “Perfect timing. I needed to refresh my coffee anyway.” He picked up his MPD mug and left, brushing past Lei.

      Lei slipped inside and shut the door, sitting on Opunui’s still-warm seat. She met the brunette woman’s light brown eyes. “I want to tell you about the case I’m working on.”

      “I thought you might want to talk about our original case.” Harry reached for a silver-framed photo set near her computer monitor, turning it toward Lei. Inside the frame, two young girls smiled. The older one was dark-haired, brown-eyed, with tawny skin and a curvy build. The younger, almost the same height, had rippling light brown hair, hazel eyes and a freckled nose. “Malia, who you met as a baby, is on the right. The one on the left is my biological daughter, Kylie.”

      Lei took the frame into her hands to look at the picture more closely. “They’re beautiful!”

      Harry leaned back in her chair, smiling. “They’re my reason to get up in the morning.”

      Lei glanced at Harry’s left hand—no ring. “Not married? Your last name didn’t used to be Clark.”

      Raw pain showed on Harry’s face for a moment as her full mouth turned down. She shrugged, a fake-casual movement. “My husband left us about a year ago. He’s a lawyer and lives in California now.”

      “Oh, that must be hard.”

      Harry nodded. “The girls have taken it badly. Particularly Kylie—she adored her dad. Malia and I . . . we’re still close.”

      Lei set the photo frame down. “I thought I should tell you that Malia is the prime age for a ring of human traffickers that we think are operating in Hawaii. We’re coordinating efforts with the FBI on all four of the major islands since every county is experiencing the disappearance of teen girls, mostly runaways. Yesterday, a girl was snatched on her way home from school.”

      Harry’s eyes widened. “Yeah, I heard about the runaways. How is it a homicide case, though?”

      “We found a body—one of the runaways who disappeared washed up in Kahului harbor with restraint marks on her wrists a few months ago. Like I said, we suspect these girls are being trafficked. I just wanted to warn you—now’s a good time to keep a close eye on Malia, as well as Kylie.”

      Harry frowned. “Why isn’t the case in the news?”

      “We didn’t realize this was such a big problem until recently, but with this latest disappearance, a 15-year-old on her way home from school . . . the time’s come to go public. I’m bringing it up to Captain Omura in our next team meeting.”

      The color had drained from Harry’s cheeks. “I guess human trafficking isn’t just happening in Mexico.” The experience they’d shared in Mexico lay between them—a dark secret Lei had done a good job of trying to forget.

      Lei shook her head. “No. Unfortunately.”

      “Well, my girls go to a private school, Paradise Preparatory Academy, and it has pretty good security. They take a bus to and from campus. Neither of them goes anywhere alone in the community, and their father and I have drilled stranger danger into their heads as well as self-defense techniques. I’m sure they’re as safe here as they would be anywhere.”

      Lei stood up. “I just thought I should mention it, considering Malia is close to the age of the victims.”

      “Thank you,” Harry said. “Hey, any chance you want to come by our house after work? You can meet the baby you first saw sixteen years ago and see how she’s grown up.”

      Lei took her phone out of her pocket and checked it. “As a matter of fact, I can stop by. My husband is picking our daughter up from preschool, and our son has a ride home from his soccer game with another mom. I can come by for a few minutes, sure, provided you don’t live too far away.”

      “No. We are right up near Wailuku. Not far at all.”

      “Then it’s a date. Give me your contact info.” Harry’s address and phone number were soon added to her contacts. “I’m looking forward to meeting both of your daughters.”
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      Malia hung her backpack on the hook on the wall, toed out of her shoes, and lined them up beneath it. She shrugged out of her favorite giant black hoodie, hanging it over the backpack. She still had some homework, but she’d get to it later after she checked the Wallflower texts and put some new things up on her secret gossip site.

      Her sister Kylie had been dropped off earlier by a friend rather than riding the bus, and Malia spotted her backpack, thrown behind the couch. Muttering, she picked it up and hung it on the hook, then retrieved the eleven-year-old’s shoes, kicked across the room, and set them next to hers. If she didn’t, tomorrow morning would be awful with Kylie running around looking for missing items.

      It wasn’t just that her little sister was messy—it was as if she shed everything when she reached home, peeling herself like a banana and leaving the skin for Malia to slip on.

      “Kylie!” Malia hollered. No answer.

      She found Kylie upstairs, lying in the middle of Mom’s bed, eating a bag of popcorn as the sixth grader watched a teen reality show.

      “Did you hear me call you?”

      “No.” Kylie shoved in another handful of popcorn, chewing, her cheeks bulging like a hamster’s—and she still looked way cuter than Malia would ever be.

      Harry had adopted Malia in Mexico and married Peter Clark a year later. They’d thought their family complete until Kylie had come along, a total surprise. It had always given Malia a secret comfort that Kylie didn’t look like Harry; their mom had Hawaiian blood that showed up in olive skin, brown hair and bold features, and Malia looked more related to her than Kylie did.

      What had Malia’s birth parents looked like? Who had she inherited her short stature and curvy build from? There was no one to ask; according to her mom, she’d been abandoned at an orphanage as an infant. Meanwhile, looking related to Harry saved a lot of the “I’m adopted” questions, while Kylie was the image of their good-looking dad.

      “Homework before screens.” Malia turned the TV off. Kylie threw a handful of popcorn at her, scowling. “Have fun picking that up.” Malia turned and headed back downstairs.

      Annoyed guilt, the usual feeling Kylie brought out in her, dogged her steps. It sucked to be saddled with babysitting a sister who’d been mopey and sassy ever since Dad left. No secret that Kylie was his favorite; she’d been devastated by his departure, and Malia shouldn’t have to pick up the pieces he’d left behind when her own heart was bruised.

      Malia had caught her parents kissing or snuggling numerous times when she was younger—but after Harry was promoted to detective and often worked twelve or more hours a day, their parents had cooled down to roommate status. Dad got more and more into his spirituality, going on “juice cleanses” and “silence retreats” and practicing meditation on the deck outside their former house on Oahu, until finally, in the kind of well-planned lawyer move Peter Clark was known for, he’d filled two suitcases and left. Just weeks later, a packet of divorce papers had arrived in the mail.

      Harry had been blindsided by the whole thing. She had refused to sign the papers. They’d fought bitterly on the phone. Malia still remembered overhearing her mom imploring. “I can’t raise the girls without you! Give me another chance. I’ll change my job if that’s what you want!”

      But he hadn’t believed her, and in her heart of hearts, Malia didn’t either.

      Harry loved her job. She ate, slept, and breathed law enforcement. Home and family were her retreat, her nest, her recharge station; she’d just taken them for granted a little too long.

      “Damn you, Dad,” she said aloud, taking a baggie of chicken thighs out of the freezer. Mom bought them in bulk at Costco and then separated them, just enough for each meal. Malia put the meat in the sink and glanced at the clock—4:00 p.m. Hopefully her best and only friend, Camille, would be able to talk soon.

      Peter Clark used to come home from his law practice right around now, and “keep his girls company” until Mom arrived, whenever she came home.

      Now it was just Malia, covering for both parents and getting popcorn thrown at her for thanks.

      Kylie came schlumping down and dribbled into her chair, reluctance oozing from every pore as she opened her homework. Malia ignored this, already deep in burner phone text messages sent to the number for posting on Wallflower Diaries, her anonymous gossip blog. According to sources, Blake Lee, the homecoming king, was seeing at least three different girls. That had been three too many for the Homecoming Princess, who’d canceled their date to prom—and their confrontation made a juicy post.

      Her fingers flew on her laptop’s keys as Malia entered first names in conversation balloons that she pasted onto cutout yearbook photos of the girls in question and loaded into a meme maker video template. She finished the update: “Blake L man-slut status confirmed!”

      Malia squashed the dying quiver of her own crush on Blake as she posted the graphic. Making posts into GIFs and cartoons was part of the site’s appeal. To keep the material from circulating and getting her in worse trouble if she were ever tracked, Malia encrypted the posts so the address was concealed; people could see the content and leave comments, but nothing more.

      Epithets began appearing right away from Blake supporters, along with angry denials from friends of the girls. Good. This was a hot post. She rubbed her hands together with glee.

      “What are you doing over there? Watching porn?” Kylie’s eyes narrowed and her chin thrust out as she glared at Malia over her math book.

      Malia snorted. “Very funny.”

      She shut the laptop and filled a pan and set the chicken thighs in it, adding teriyaki sauce. She took out frozen broccoli and a rice cooker, glancing at the clock. Maybe Camille would be done by now. She called her friend’s cell, but it went immediately to voice mail.

      An hour later, Malia turned all the food off, waiting for Mom to get home. Kylie had finished her homework and gone back upstairs by then.

      She tried Camille again—no answer.

      Maybe Camille’s mom had taken her phone away. That had sometimes happened, like when Camille wouldn’t submit to the chemical peel her mom, Regina William, had scheduled for both of them—never mind that you weren’t supposed to do things to a sixteen-year-old face that you did to a fifty-year-old one.

      Malia tried Camille’s house phone, which rang with a sound like celestial chimes. That device was a piece of polished sculpture, a shape that didn’t even look like a communication appliance. Malia could picture it there on the shiny dining room sideboard, the light of a crystal chandelier falling around it like frozen rain.

      “Hello?” Regina William’s breathless voice.

      “Hi, Ms. William. This is Malia.” Camille’s mom didn’t like her, so Malia was surprised when she cried, “Oh, thank God! Do you know where she is?”

      “Where who is?”

      “Camille! Camille’s gone!” The woman’s breathy voice had climbed to a screech. “She wasn’t home when I got here with Pierre to do electrolysis. She’s with you, right?”

      “No.” Malia’s heart thumped with alarm. Camille was well-liked, but she was a homebody and didn’t have a lot of friends she saw outside of school. Generally, she was either at her own house or Malia’s. “I called this phone because she wasn’t answering hers.”

      “But she must be with you!” Ms. William was pacing; she’d seen the elegant blonde woman do it often enough before, striding back and forth on the deep carpet of the dining room, or multitasking around the big showy house with a phone to her ear. “I can’t believe this. Camille packed a bag and left a note saying she’d had it with me and the beauty treatments. She’s run away!”

      “What? Camille would never do that.” Camille loved her mom; she might someday refuse to let her force her into a beauty queen mold, but run away? Never. Camille didn’t like adventures. Where would she go, if not to Malia’s house?

      Malia felt a terrible feeling: a sock to the gut, actual nausea. What if Camille really had run away, and run away from her best friend, too?
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      Malia was assembling the teriyaki chicken, rice and broccoli for dinner when she heard the sound of a key in the lock. “Hey, Mom,” she called.

      “Hey, Malia,” Mom called back. “Where’s Kylie?”

      “On your bed. Eating popcorn.” She heard her mother hang her purse on the hook beside their backpacks next to the stairs. She’d usually go upstairs next and lock up her gun and badge in the safe in the nightstand by her bed, but instead, Harry said, “I’ve brought someone home to meet you.”

      Malia frowned as she set the casserole dish of chicken down on the table. No one ever came over to their house!

      Mom walked into the dining area, a bump-out off the kitchen, as Malia glanced worriedly at the table set for three—there wasn’t enough food for a fourth. “Malia, this is an old friend of mine. Lei Texeira. She’s a homicide detective.”

      Malia wiped her hands on a dish towel, stepping forward with a hand extended. “Hi.” Lei was a pretty mixed Hawaiian/Asian woman with curly brown hair, large tilted brown eyes, and an athletic build. “Nice to meet you.”

      “You’re lovely, Malia.” The detective smiled, holding Malia’s hand in both of hers for a brief squeeze. “I knew when I met you as a baby that you’d be a beauty.”

      Malia started. “What?” She glanced at her mother. “You knew her back then?” Malia’d never met anyone who’d known her as a baby.

      “Lei and I were crazy college girls back then.” Harry smiled, but Malia read worry around her eyes and in the lines bracketing her mouth. “We met in Mexico when I adopted you.”

      “You were such a sweet baby,” Lei said. “I totally understand why Harry had to keep you for her own.”

      Malia and Harry snorted in unison. “Not sweet anymore,” they said, in perfect sync.

      Lei laughed. “If I didn’t know better, I’d swear you were related.”

      “We absolutely are related.” Harry slid an arm around Malia, pulling her close, and kissed her forehead.

      Malia’s heart swelled with love, but she scowled for form’s sake. “Quit it, Mom.”

      A clatter of footsteps came from the stairs—Kylie must have heard their voices. “And right on cue, Lei, this is my other daughter, Kylie.”

      “Hello.” Kylie put her dimples on display. “I’m not adopted, though. Mom’s my real mom.” Why did she have to brag like that? Malia’s smile died. “You knew Malia when she was a baby?” Kylie asked.

      “You heard right. Your mom and I met in Mexico when she adopted Malia. Great to meet you, too, Kylie.” Lei’s phone beeped, and she glanced at it. “Oh, shoot, I can’t stay after all. I’ve got to go pick my son up from soccer practice; his ride fell through. He’s a few years younger than you, Kylie, and plays for the Haiku Chargers.”

      “I’m not into sports,” Kylie said in her sassy way. Malia wanted to slap her.

      Harry drew Kylie in for a kiss, anyway. “And that’s an eleven-year-old for you. Sure you can’t stay for dinner, Lei?”

      “I thought I could, but parenthood calls.” Lei gave Harry a direct look. “Be sure to tell your girls what I told you at the station. It’s important.”

      “I will,” Harry said. “I’ll walk you out.”

      Mom followed Lei to the front door. Malia heard their murmuring voices on the front porch as she turned back to the stove to drain the pot of broccoli.

      A moment later, Harry returned.

      “Can I talk to you a minute, alone? It’s important,” Malia was dying to tell her mother about Camille’s disappearance.

      “Oh, honey. Can’t I eat first? This looks so good.” Harry pulled Malia into her arms, rested her cheek on Malia’s head. “What would I do without you?”

      Malia shut her eyes for a second, feeling her mom’s strong arms around her, the tiredness in her lanky body. She savored being needed, belonging. Only Harry really made her feel that way. And Camille.

      “Group hug!” Kylie yelled, clearly feeling jealous. She body-slammed the two of them, embracing from the outside.

      Laughing, Harry pulled them both into her arms for a big squeeze. “Okay, let’s eat. Thanks for making dinner, Malia.”

      They sat. Malia dished up the food, noticing dark circles under Harry’s eyes. Harry was still a good-looking woman, and she had a way that put people at ease and made her well-liked on the job. Still, their father’s desertion had left scars that weren’t healing quickly. Her mother was smoking again; Malia could tell by the tiny tremble in her hands and the way her mouth pinched when she chewed, as if longing for the shape of a cigarette.

      “Now can I talk to you?” Malia asked when they were mostly done.

      Kylie looked up. “So, talk.”

      “Not in front of you,” Malia snapped.

      Kylie looked at Harry. “Mom! Malia’s being mean.”

      “Only because you make me have to boss you around by not doing what you know perfectly well you need to do.”

      “Girls, please.” Harry set down her fork. “Are you going to make me handcuff you again?” She’d handcuffed the two to each other for an entire day to curb their bickering—and it had worked for a while.

      Malia looked down at the remains of her meal. “I wanted to talk to you alone because it’s none of Kylie’s business, but I guess it doesn’t matter if she knows.” Malia took a fortifying sip of water. “I called Camille this evening and her mom says she’s missing. She was super freaked-out and thought Camille was with me. Said she packed a bag and left a note, and if she wasn’t with me, she must have run away.”

      “Hmm. That doesn’t sound like Camille.” Harry finished her meal. “That was delicious. Tomorrow night, Kylie, you get to fix dinner since you ate popcorn on my bed and gave Malia a hard time.”

      “I don’t know how!” Kylie folded her arms and pushed her lip out.

      “Well, it’s time you learned. We’ll pick a recipe and make a plan tonight.”

      “I don’t want to!” Kylie flounced out of her chair and ran upstairs.

      “Alone at last.” Harry winked at Malia.

      Malia wanted to smile but couldn’t. “Mom. This is serious. Camille would never run away.”

      “You think that, but that mother of hers pretty much tortures her daily. I’d have run away long ago.” Harry helped herself to seconds.

      “Mom, really. If she was going to run away, she’d have told me.” Malia touched her mother’s arm to make sure she had Harry’s attention. “She was irritated with her mother and all the beauty treatments, but she would never run away. She’s not the angry rebel type. She loves her mom, even if Ms. William is a psycho bitch.”

      “Language.” Harry sat back, crossing long legs in their worn black jeans, kicking a foot thoughtfully. Even at the end of a long day, her thick hair in a simple braid, makeup worn off—Harry had a style that made striding around with a gun taking down bad guys easy to imagine. Malia glanced down at her own full chest and rounded thighs. She looked like the Pillsbury Dough Girl next to her mom. Obviously, they weren’t biologically related.

      Harry got up and looked around to make sure Kylie had gone upstairs; Kylie hated Mom’s smoking and got dramatic when she caught Mom with a cig. Mom cracked the window and fetched a battered pack of Virginia Slims and worn gold lighter from her purse. Dad had given Mom that lighter when she got her detective rank, and it always made Malia a little sad to see it. “I have to talk to you about something serious,” she said.

      “Nothing is more serious to me than Camille disappearing.” Malia watched her mother tap the cigarette on the table, light it, inhale, then let the smoke trickle out of her nostrils as she gazed at the ceiling. Harry’d often said she did her best thinking when she was smoking; it was part of why she had a hard time giving it up.

      Mom took another drag, blew the smoke in a concentrated stream in the direction of the open window. “Lei told me about a case she’s working on at the office. Someone’s abducting teen girls here on Maui. She wanted me to caution you; you’re right in the age bracket that’s getting kidnapped. Kylie’s a little young, but I want both of you to be on alert.”

      Malia clapped her hands to her cheeks. “Maybe someone took Camille!”

      “Not likely if she packed a bag and left a note. These missing girls have been street kids— and just recently, a girl who was walking home alone. Doesn’t fit the situation you described with Camille.”

      “There’s something wrong, Mom. Camille would tell me if she was leaving.” Malia’s eyes teared up.

      “Maybe there’s a boy involved.” Harry narrowed her eyes to squint at Malia through a curl of smoke. “Yeah. My vote is a boy, or the dad. Isn’t he some shipping magnate? And who was she going out with?”

      “Camille had someone she liked, but I don’t think she was actually going out with him, yet,” Malia said. Blake Lee, the man-slut homecoming king, was the guy Camille liked; good thing Malia had exposed him for the jerk he was, never mind that she was secretly crushing on him herself. “Run off with a boy?” Malia shook her head. “That’s just not Camille.”

      “What about the dad, then? Doesn’t Leonard William live on a yacht?”

      Malia paused, thinking about her friend’s relationship with her father. Camille hadn’t talked much about William since he left, roughly at the same time as her own father had. “Camille complained about her mom’s beauty fetish, but I never heard her say she’d rather be with her dad. From what I can tell, she’s a little afraid of him.”

      “I’m not surprised. Leonard William has a reputation for having a bad temper as well as some shady business dealings.” Harry got up and went to the sink, where she crushed out the last of her cigarette, then dropped it in the garbage disposal and ground it up. “I better go shower before I deal with your sister.” She kissed the top of Malia’s head and squeezed her hunched shoulders. “Hang in there. Camille will probably turn up tomorrow and have a story to tell you about how she’d had it with her mom.”

      “I hope so.” Malia watched Harry walk away, then opened the window wider, turned on the overhead fan, and cleaned up the rest of the dinner mess, phoning Camille’s cell one more time.

      Still no answer.

      Later that night, Malia stared at the ceiling. She’d texted a few kids she thought might have heard from Camille, fishing to find out if her friend was with them—but no one had seen her since that afternoon.

      She tossed and turned.

      Had Camille decided she couldn’t trust Malia because of the Wallflower website? Because she’d posted about Blake? Had she been dumped as a friend?

      The door squeaked as it opened. Malia sat up in bed, recognizing Kylie’s shape, ghostly in a white sleep tee. “What do you want?”

      “I can’t sleep.” Kylie came to stand next to the bed, her shoulders slumped and eyes dark shadows in the glow from a nightlight, her old bear Doodlebug clasped in her arms. “Can I stay with you?”

      Malia tried to hold on to being annoyed with her sister, but couldn’t. She slid over without a word. Kylie climbed into bed beside her, settling herself like a chick fluffing its feathers in the nest, plumping a second pillow and snuggling close against Malia’s back with the bear in her arms. Malia smiled in the darkness, and finally her own eyes grew heavy.
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      The next morning, Lei poured a cup of the station’s inky black coffee into her favorite, only slightly chipped MPD mug. She stirred in powdered creamer with a red plastic stick as she headed for the conference room.

      Captain CJ Omura was seated at the head of their table, early as usual. Her sleek laptop was open, her pretty, manicured fingers flying across the keys. The captain’s sharp dark eyes flicked up from typing to take in Lei’s appearance.

      Even after all their years working together, Lei’s stomach tightened reflexively under the Captain’s laser like gaze. Had her hair escaped its ponytail? Was her polo shirt tucked into her jeans?

      “Looks like your daughter shared some of her breakfast with you, Texeira,” Omura said.

      Lei glanced down. Sure enough, a large blob of oatmeal clung to Lei’s right breast.

      Lei grabbed a paper napkin off the table and scrubbed at her shirt. “Thanks. I’ll have to change at some point.” Lei eyed a platter of beautifully arranged vegetables and cut tropical fruit on bamboo skewers that pierced a small, upside-down watermelon half to make a porcupine shape. “Love the food, Captain.”

      Omura rolled her eyes. “You know my mom and her healthy snacks.”

      “And I’m grateful. She’s so sweet to do this for us every week.” Lei picked up an artistically cut radish and crunched on it. “The kids got fed and off to school on time, and I reached the station before the meeting. Did I get breakfast? You know the answer to that.”

      Omura sniffed. “That’s what you get for being a parent.”

      “Abe tells me you guys aren’t having kids.”

      Before that thorny topic could go any further, Lei’s partner Pono entered, carrying a mug of coffee and his laptop, talking over his shoulder to Torufu. Other than Torufu’s greater height, the two men could have been cousins with their brown skin, shoulder and arm tats, and thick black hair buzzed into order.

      Bunuelos followed them, carrying a pink bakery box. He plopped the box down next to the beautifully arranged platter. “In case anyone needs a sugar dose. I know I do, before we tackle the specifics of this case.”

      “All right, everyone. Five-minute break for food, then we need to get moving on this.” CJ Omura might be married to Abe Torufu, but in any given meeting, there was never any question of who the boss was.

      Once the team had talked story and filled their paper plates with a combination of tasty upcountry malasadas from Komoda Bakery along with fruit and vegetables, Omura got the meeting underway. “Texeira, why don’t you keep us organized on the whiteboard.”

      Lei got up, advancing to the board holding copies of case notes that she had made for convenience. She’d carried in the coordinated case jacket holding paperwork related to the matters at hand; it rested in the middle of the table for all to refer to.

      Pono, Torufu and Bunuelos all opened their laptops to look at the online version of the case record, along with Captain Omura, who made a call to the Coast Guard Investigative Service (CGIS) agent helping with the case, putting him on video via her laptop. “Glad you could tune in, Agent Thomas.”

      Special Agent Aina Thomas, who had become friends with Lei when assisting on past cases, nodded. “Wish I had some of your snacks, people.”

      “Make it down here to our station and you’d be welcome,” Lei said. She cleared her throat, shifting gears. “We have a new disappearance as of yesterday: Stacey Emmitt, age fifteen. She usually walks home from Maui High School, and she never made it to the family house. Not a runaway, according to the parents, and friends who knew her.” Lei wrote the girl’s name on the whiteboard along with her physical statistics: five foot six in height, blonde hair, blue eyes, weight one-twenty. “Stacey has no history of at-risk type behavior, such as drug experimentation or being out past curfew.” Lei turned to face the team. “Up until now, our other victims were runaways or living on the streets, so verifying who their associates were, and when exactly they disappeared, has been more difficult. Stacey Emmitt’s disappearance has a clear timeline.”

      Pono tapped the folder. “I’ll talk about the others so we can look for any patterns.”

      He reviewed stats on the five other missing
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