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Some of these stories have been previously published:

“Kelly Green” and “The Price of Salt” were previously available through the Amazon Shorts Program. “The Sun God and the Boy He Loved” was also available there, under the title “All The Beautiful Boys.”

 “Christmas in Honolulu” took second place in a “Bad Santa” contest at Mysterical–E, and then was reprinted in By the Chimney With Care.

“Island Ball” was originally printed in Fast Balls.

 

The title of the story “The Price of Salt” is a small homage to Patricia Highsmith, who wrote a lesbian novel by that name.
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Mixing mystery and erotica, the stories collected here take readers into the world of openly gay Honolulu homicide detective Kimo Kanapa’aka. Moving from casual sexual encounters to murders, Kimo surfs the waves of his professional and personal lives in a sensual tropical paradise, where danger and desire lurk behind every palm tree. 

The stories fill the gaps between the Mahu novels, showing Kimo dating as well as solving cases and establishing a relationship with his new detective partner. Mixing the sensuality of erotica with the sharp-edged attitude of mysteries, Mahu Men is a chance for new readers to meet Kimo, and for fans to delve more deeply into his world.

 

Establishing the chronology of the novels is tricky because this collection, as well as Accidental Contact: Mahu Investigations fill in the gaps between novels. As a side note, this collection is primarily focused on mysteries, but does include several pieces of erotica I have written about Kimo. Here’s the way I organize the whole series:

Mahu

Mahu Surfer

A finalist for the 2007 Lambda Literary Award for Best Gay Mystery

Mahu Fire

A finalist for the 2008 Lambda Literary Award for Best Gay Mystery 

Winner of the 2008 Left Coast Crime award for Best Police Procedural

Mahu Vice

Mahu Men: Mysterious and Erotic Stories

Mahu Blood

Zero Break

Natural Predators

Accidental Contact and Other Mahu Investigations

Children of Noah

Ghost Ship

Deadly Labors


Mahu Men: 
Mysterious and Erotic Stories

 

I began writing about Honolulu homicide detective Kimo Kanapa’aka in 1992, after my first visit to Hawai’i. His first appearance, in very different form, was in a failed book called Death in Waikiki –– a generic title for what was shaping up to be a generic book, about a beach boy private eye who was a former cop.

Part of the credit for Kimo’s transformation into the man featured in the Mahu investigations goes to the excellent mystery novelist James W. Hall, who was my MFA thesis advisor at Florida International University. I’d already graduated from FIU and was attending a workshop in Seaside, Florida, where Jim read 40 pages of Death in Waikiki. When we sat down together to go over his comments, his first question was “How much of this have you written?”

When I told him I’d written about 200 pages, his face fell. That’s never a good sign. “Why did Kimo leave the police force?” he asked.

I was stumped. I’d made Kimo a former cop because I thought a lot of private eyes had that background, and I had only the vaguest idea of why he’d left—an inability to work with authority. Jim told me that wasn’t good enough.

Disappointed, I went back home and shelved the project. It wasn’t until a few years later, as I was going through my own coming out process, that I started thinking about a book in which a cop experimenting with being gay found a body outside a gay bar, and that forced him to confront his sexuality.

I realized that my cop could be Kimo, my Hawaiian private eye—but that I’d first have to write the book in which Kimo went through the controversy that arose after he found that body, and had to admit where he’d been.

By the time I finished the revised Death in Waikiki, Kimo told me that the character I’d created wasn’t the kind of guy who’d quit in the face of a challenge, and that as far as he was concerned, he was staying on the force.

There was something about Kimo that continued to fascinate me, even after I’d finished the book. I wanted to know what happened to him. But I wasn’t willing to commit to writing another novel when there was no guarantee that the first book would be published. So I started writing short stories about him.

I’d written three or four by the time I began working with a literary agent, who thought that the book’s title should be changed to something less generic. He suggested Mahu, a derogatory term for gay in Hawaiian, because it was an interesting and unique word, and I went along with him. Since then I’ve had a lot of opportunity to research that term. Its true meaning describes someone who is two-spirited, embodying elements of both male and female. It has also been used as a nasty epithet in Hawai’i, and I hope that by using it in my titles I’m helping to take the sting out of it and reclaim the power behind it.

Once Mahu was represented, I thought it was sure to be published, and that my job was to write the next book, so that a publisher would see that Kimo was the kind of guy who could carry a mystery series. At the time, the big news out of Hawai’i was the movement to legalize gay marriage, so I decided that would be the centerpiece of my new plot.

That book began its life with the title Noho Mahu. In the Hawaiian language, the term for marriage has both male and female versions. Noho kane means to marry a man; noho wahine means to marry a woman. So I coined my own phrase, noho mahu. Eventually, though, I decided that was too obscure for a title, and I switched to Mahu Marriage.

By 2002, both books were still unpublished, but it was looking like Haworth Press might buy Mahu, and I was energized to revisit Kimo and his world. Because of a quirk in the calendar for the college where I worked, I had nearly five weeks off at Christmas, between final exam week and the holidays, so I thought I’d write another Kimo story.

I liked the idea that Kimo’s first assignment at his new department would be an undercover operation, where he’d revisit his surfing past on the North Shore. He wouldn’t be able to tell anyone that he’d returned to the force, though, to enable him to penetrate the surfer world there, and that put him in the interesting position of having to lie to friends and family, just as he’d begun telling the truth about his life.

It was such an interesting idea, though, that it grew from a short story into a novel. Along the way, I began to understand more about what makes a story idea versus a novel idea. In a story, the action is confined to the characters involved in the plot—the victim, the suspects, and a bit of Kimo himself. In a novel, the plot begins to expand to involve Kimo’s family and friends, and the action grows too complicated for the short story format.

So I was stuck with a third novel, Mahu Surfer, one which had to come between the two I’d written. Fortunately, the short time frame between Mahu and Mahu Surfer (about two weeks), and the location on the North Shore, meant that there wasn’t much I had to do with the third book to make sure that everything fit.

There isn’t much room for Kimo’s sexual experimentation in the novels; they are primarily mysteries. So I began writing erotica about Kimo, too. I think that sex is an important part of Kimo’s growth as a character and as a gay man, and I enjoyed the chance to show him in a variety of different situations.

I kept on writing these stories, publishing them in a variety of places, as Mahu and Mahu Surfer came out. I started thinking about a collection of these stories around the time that Alyson Books published the third book in the series, renamed Mahu Fire (because my editor didn’t think Mahu Marriage was a dangerous enough title for a mystery. I had a feeling that was because he’d never been married.)

The first of the stories begins shortly after the events of Mahu Surfer, when Kimo has returned to Honolulu to full–time work as a homicide detective in Honolulu’s District One, which encompasses downtown Honolulu and a few of its suburbs. Because of his position as the department’s only openly gay detective, he occasionally gets the chance to range outside those boundaries. 

These early stories take him through about four or five months when he’s beginning to get comfortable with his sexuality—encounters with the general public, as well as some sexual experimentation. Shortly after “The Cane Fields,” in which Kimo investigates the disappearance of a man who has been living with his life partner, he gets the chance for a partner of his own, in Mahu Fire.

“The Sun God and the Boy He Loved” is the first story after Kimo and Mike meet. It grew out of a few days at the Key West Literary Seminar in 1997, which that year focused on “Literature in the Age of AIDS.” It was a fascinating event, and I heard one lecture about gay elements in Greek myth, particularly in the story of Apollo and Hyacinthus, a beautiful boy he loved who was killed by a discus thrown by Apollo.

What an interesting metaphor, I thought, for a character who has been infected with the HIV virus by a lover. I used the names Paul and Hy for the characters—and Paul drives a van for a company called Sun Tours.

Kimo and Mike are still together for the action of “The Whole Ten Million.” But Kimo is so well–known in the gay community that it’s tough for Mike, who prefers to remain closeted. Since this is the first meaningful relationship for both of them, they have intimacy issues, too, and they break up after dating for about six months.

The breakup sends Kimo into a spiral of sexual activity—as represented in the erotica here. During the year that follows, Kimo experiments with different kinds of sex, and solves a bunch of mysteries. The last story here, “Mahu Men” takes place a few months before the novel Mahu Vice, where Mike and Kimo are able to try again for a happy ending.

There are a few more stories between “Mahu Men” and Mahu Vice, as well as some that take place after that novel, including one that explains what happened to Jimmy Ah Wong, the teenaged boy with the blond Mohawk who makes his first appearance in Mahu. They can be found in Accidental Contact: Mahu Investigations, along with other stories I have written about Kimo, as he and Mike, and the friends and family who surround and support them, continue their journey in the Aloha State.

Readers might wonder sometimes about the technology in the books and stories. I’ve tried to remain consistent to the time of each story and book; eventually Kimo gets a cell phone, an iPad and so on. 

When I began writing the series, I tried to be correct when it comes to the use of two pieces of punctuation in Hawaiian—the okina and the kahako. The okina is a backwards apostrophe, read as a glottal stop (a pause between two vowels.) The macron is a line over vowels which indicates more stress. 

The word mahu, for example, is properly written with a kahako over the a and the u. In the book titles, though, I didn’t use them, because my original publishers felt it would make the books harder to find through computerized searches. It’s my understanding that the word would be pronounced maaah–huuu in that way. Kimo’s last name, Kanapa’aka, has an okina in it, indicating a pause between those two a’s, rather than eliding them together.

As the books went through multiple publishers and multiple font choices, I gave up on trying to use the macron and the okina. No macrons, and I’m using a regular apostrophe in place of the okina. I have tried my best to ensure that I’ve spelled Hawaiian words and names correctly, and apologize for any unintentional errors. I’ve learned a great deal about Hawai’i through writing these books, and hope to keep doing so for a long time.

 

Author’s Note: 

These first nine stories, up to “Sex in Salt Lake” take place between Mahu Surfer and Mahu Fire, when Kimo is exploring his sexuality and getting accustomed to being known as “the gay cop.”


I Know What You Did

 

Dark clouds were massing over Tantalus as I responded to the discovery of a murder victim at the Vybe, a gay club on University Avenue in the Mo’ili’ili neighborhood of Honolulu, near the Manoa campus of the University of Hawai’i. But it was sunny on the H1 highway, and I wasn’t worried that rain would damage the crime scene. Our island is composed of microclimates, and if you don’t like the weather where you are, drive a few minutes away. It will change.

What does not change is that people commit murders. I am a homicide detective, and that means there will always be a job for me. A few months before, after six years on the force, I came out of the closet, the first openly gay police detective in Honolulu. I’d been to the Vybe before, for the Sunday afternoon tea dance. My friend Gunter liked the Vybe’s outdoor patio area, which had a good dance floor, a couple of bars and a stage. If I hadn’t been on duty, I might have been at the club myself, dancing and having a good time. 

When I pulled up across from the club, I spoke to the first cop on the scene, a middle–aged Chinese guy named Frank Sit. We shook hands, and then he nodded toward the corpse. “911 got an anonymous call, reporting a man injured in the parking lot here.” 

Sit had already cordoned off the immediate area around the body, and called for backup to help us conduct a search. “Looks like a bashing,” he said. “Poor guy was coming out of the bar, and somebody came along and started whaling on him.”

I kneeled down to examine the body. He was a haole, or white male, in his early thirties, lying face down on the ground. He had been beaten extensively around the head and upper body. Head wounds are often big bleeders, and this case was no exception. Blood had pooled around the man’s head, running in a single stream down toward the curb. His skull had been fractured, but there was no brain matter exposed, a small favor for which I was grateful.

I took a couple of pictures with my digital camera, memorializing the scene and the way the body had been found. Then I stepped aside to let the medical examiner’s guys do their work. 

Four uniforms showed up to help search the immediate area for the weapon. “Look for any kind of blunt object, or anything that looks like blood drippings. We can get the crime scene techs to spray with luminol if we can’t find anything else.”

They walked off, and I looked toward the small crowd of men in short shorts and tank tops who clustered beyond the crime scene tape, speaking in low tones to each other. Most of them were in their early twenties, many of them probably students at UH.

It was a few minutes after six, and the tropical sun was turning the sky orange as it began its descent over Sand Island and the Ke’ehi Lagoon. The air was heavy with humidity, exhaust from the highway, and the faint scent of plumeria blossoms coming from a discarded lei on the ground nearby. 

“My name is Kimo Kanapa’aka, and I’m a homicide detective,” I said, to the crowd at large. “I assure you I’m going to do everything possible to find out what happened here this evening.” I pulled out my pad and pen. “Any of you know the victim?”

A muscular guy in his late thirties, with a brush cut and combat boots, said, “I danced with him but I never got his name.”

A slim Japanese guy said, “His name was Jimmy. He was here every Sunday.”

I worked my way through the crowd, one by one. No one could recall any incidents involving the victim, no one claimed to know him well, and nobody remembered seeing him leave. The crowd had been sparse at the tea dance, and the rest of the businesses in the area were closed on Sunday evening, so no one had seen anything outside.

By then, the medical examiner was finished with the body, and I pulled on a pair of plastic gloves and knelt down. I carefully turned the body over. The victim was wearing a silver chain with a St. Christopher’s medal on it, and a couple of silver rings. One of them was in the shape of a snake, wrapping around his right index finger. I found his wallet in his front pocket and extracted it.

There was $18 still in it, along with his identification: James Fremantle, 31, a Waikiki resident. So his assault wasn’t a robbery, which lent more credence to the idea of a gay bashing. Since I had come out, I’d started paying closer attention to crimes against gay men and lesbians, and I’d noted that gay bashings were on the rise—a few days before, a couple of teenagers from Aiea had been caught in Waikiki, punching a gay man who they said had made advances toward them, and that was by no means an isolated incident.

I stood up and told the ME’s team that they could take the body away. Then I walked inside the Vybe. It was decorated in Pan–Asian neon, all paper umbrellas, earthenware ashtrays embossed with ideographs, and electric signs like those in Tokyo’s Ginza. 

The bartender, a blonde with a bouffant, told me Fremantle was a regular, and that afternoon she had served him a couple of Cosmopolitans. Her name was Peg, and she’d been working at the tea dance since opening. Fremantle wasn’t one of the first to arrive, but she knew he’d been there at least two hours.

Within about fifteen minutes, I’d spoken to anyone who had anything to contribute, and I walked back outside. Sit called me over; he had found a bloody baseball bat in a dumpster down the alley from the club.

The bat was brand–new, and though I couldn’t see any fingerprints, there were several smudges in the blood consistent with a perpetrator who used plastic gloves. “Something here doesn’t seem right,” I said to Frank. “The new bat, the gloves. That sounds like premeditation.”

“Bashing’s an impulse crime, in my experience,” he said.

“Mine, too.” Usually a bunch of guys got liquored up and went out looking for trouble. Sometimes they found prostitutes, and sometimes they got into traffic accidents or other minor scrapes. And sometimes they found some innocent gay guy, by himself or with a friend, and they used their fists and whatever debris they found handy. Buying a new baseball bat and a pair of gloves didn’t fit.

I spread some newspapers on the floor of my truck and gingerly placed the bat there. The last thing you want to do with something that’s wet and bloody is put it into a plastic bag and seal it up, particularly in a hot, humid climate like ours. You do that, and very soon you get bacterial growth that wipes out any DNA evidence.

Then Sit and I walked the parking lot, looking at the position of the building, the cars, the streetlight. “At this point, I don’t want to assume that Fremantle was the victim,” I said. “We don’t know if the killer targeted him, or he was at the wrong place at the wrong time.” 

I looked around. “If Fremantle was a target, then the killer needed a place he could stay out of sight, but with a good view to who came out of the club.”

The Vybe fronted on University, with an alley on one side. Across the alley was the back door of a photocopy place where no one would notice you, and yet you’d have a clear line of sight. Sit and I searched the immediate area around the back door, finding a couple of fresh Juicy Fruit gum wrappers, which I placed in an evidence bag.

It was dark by then. I pulled out my cell phone and got Fremantle’s number from directory assistance. When I called, I discovered he had a roommate, who said he’d be home for the next hour.

Waikiki was gay headquarters for Honolulu and the island of O’ahu. Most of the gay bars were there, and the hotels and stores catered to gay tourists. I lived there, along with lots of other gay men, particularly those who have been in the islands only a few years, and who work in the service industry. Waiters, store clerks, personal trainers and hotel employees lived two, three or four to an apartment in the towers and rundown low–rises between Ala Moana and the Ala Wai canal. More affluent or educated gay people, businessmen, teachers and so on, tended to live farther out in the suburbs, but they still came to Waikiki for a social life. 

Fremantle had lived in a high rise on Kalakaua, about two blocks from its intersection with Ala Moana. From my days as a detective in Waikiki, I knew that the area was busy, noisy, and moderately unsafe. There were drug deals regularly at the convenience store, and the tricky confluence of streets made for a lot of minor traffic accidents. I had trouble finding a parking spot and ended up walking four blocks.

When he answered the door, Fremantle’s roommate wore only a pair of white Calvin Klein briefs. He was a queeny boy in his early twenties, with pouffed up blonde hair that came to a stylized point above his forehead. He was waifishly thin, but his arms and legs were muscular.

“You’re the gay cop!” he said, when he saw me. “Oh, darling, I’m so excited.” Before I could react, he leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. His breath tasted sweet and somehow familiar. “Oh, now I can say I kissed the gay cop!” He danced backwards, leading me into a living room furnished with Salvation Army castoffs. Dirty clothes littered the tattered sofa, and were strewn over the no–color carpet and a couple of dubious–looking chairs. A big old TV squatted in one corner, one of the talk show hosts encouraging some poor soul to bare his problems.

The boy, whose name was Larry Wollinsky, stopped. “Wait, you’re the one who called about Jimmy. Did something happen to him?”

I told him as gently as I could.

He sprawled on the sofa, knocking a jumble of shorts and T–shirts to the floor. “Come sit by me,” he said, patting a place on the sofa next to him. “I’m crushed by all this, you know.”

I sat in an armchair across from him, and he pouted. “Tell me about James Fremantle,” I said. “Was he your lover?”

Larry laughed. “Jimmy? My God, no. Although,” he leaned forward, “there was this one time, after a volleyball game at Queen’s Surf, when we were both so horny. I mean, you know what that’s like, you have to do something about it. But no, we were just roommates.”

Queen’s Surf was the gay beach; I’d been there myself a few times, but had not yet joined in a volleyball game. “Not friends?”

“Not really. Jimmy was kind of a loser. He didn’t have a lot of friends.”

I learned that Jimmy Fremantle was from Nebraska, employed in store merchandising, what I’d be tempted to call window dressing. He’d worked his way west doing that: Lincoln, then Denver, then San Francisco. He’d come to Honolulu about two years before, working first as a clerk at Liberty House, then moving up to merchandising again once the chain was bought out by Macy’s. Wollinsky gave me Fremantle’s boss’s name and the store phone number.

“So he kept to himself?” I asked. “You said before he didn’t have many friends.”

“Not for want of trying,” Larry said. “You’ve got to give the boy credit, though. He was out there all the time. He caught every strip night at every club. He’d be at Fusion one night, then Trixx, then the Rod and Reel Club, then Windows, then Michelangelo.” He leaned forward like he was confiding a secret to me. “He even started country and western line dancing. I mean, really!”

“Can you tell me some other people he knew?”

He gave me a couple of names and phone numbers. “I swear, it’s not safe to go out anywhere without a police escort.” He leaned back on the sofa and casually moved his three–piece set from one side to the other through his Calvins. “How about you, detective? Would you like to escort me to a club some night?”

I ignored the overture. “You have any problems with him?” I asked. “Any reason why you might want to see him dead?”

Wollinsky shook his head. “Like I said, I wasn’t exactly his best friend, but I didn’t hate him.”

“Know anybody who did?”

“I’m sure people got annoyed with him—he was an annoying kind of guy.”

“Where were you this afternoon?”

“Here. Asleep. A boy’s got to get his beauty rest, you know.”

“I appreciate your help,” I said, standing up. “If we need any more information, an officer will be in touch with you.”

Larry Wollinsky stood up and trailed me to the door. “At least he had his fifteen minutes in the spotlight.”

“You mean getting killed?”

“No, silly, being on TV. He was on The Shirley Ku Show last week.”

I turned around and nodded him back toward the sofa. “Tell me about The Shirley Ku Show.”

“Only if you sit next to me.” 

I sat. He looked at me and I scooted over a bit, so my left leg was next to his right one, close enough that I could feel heat rising from it. His skin was as smooth as a baby’s. “Talk,” I said.

Shirley Ku was a Chinese–American woman with a trash talk show in the middle of the afternoon on KVOL, the island–based station my older brother Lui managed.

“You never know what she’s going to do,” Larry said. “I’m like a total Shirley Ku addict. I work nights, I’m a dancer, so I watch her every day. Jimmy was sick one week, a cold or something, and he was home with me, watching. They announce ideas they have for future shows, and they ask you to write in if you want to be on. One day she said they were going to do a show on “I know what you did.” They wanted people who had secrets about other people to come on and tell them. On TV. Can you believe it?”

I believed it, and I had a sinking feeling that I knew what was coming. Larry shifted next to me, resting one pale hand on my thigh. Through the khaki I felt my skin tingle. 

Gently, I lifted his hand off. “What did Jimmy know?”

“There’s this guy he used to work with at Liberty House,” Larry said. “The guy was like, totally homophobic. He used to make jokes about fags, Jimmy said. He was mean.” His gaze drifted for a minute. “Poor Jimmy. I guess nobody was really as nice to him as he deserved.”

I spoke gently. “What did Jimmy know about him?”

“Jimmy was at the store late one night, changing a display, and he went back to a storeroom to get something. He saw this guy, Vince, giving a blow job to another guy.” He smiled. “Vince quit the next day and Jimmy didn’t know what happened to him. But a few weeks before he caught that cold, he saw Vince working at a store somewhere.”

I shifted my leg from Larry’s. “And that’s what he did? He went on this Shirley Ku show and said he’d seen Vince giving this guy a blow job?”

Larry nodded. “But it was more than that. They’d tricked Vince into coming on the show, too, and they kept him in a soundproof booth while Jimmy told his story. Then they brought Vince out, and when they told him what happened, he looked like his world had fallen apart.”

I knew what that felt like; I’d been outed in the press while investigating a murder case. I sympathized with Vince, but at the same time I could see a motive for murder forming.

“You know where I can reach Vince?”

Larry shook his head. “But The Shirley Ku Show, I’m sure they know where to find him.”

I stood up, and Larry stood with me. “You think Vince killed him?”

“I’m going to find out.” I stopped at a framed picture of Jimmy and Larry. They both looked happy. “Can I borrow this? I might need to show Jimmy’s face around.”

“Sure.” He picked it up and handed it to me, and then walked me to the door. “Jimmy was just my roommate. Like I said, we weren’t really friends. But I miss him already.”

“You’ll find another roommate.” I took his hand in both of mine. “Think good thoughts about Jimmy.”

Since I was already in Waikiki and it was the end of my shift, I called in a brief report and went home. The next afternoon when I got to my desk I found the autopsy report on Jimmy Fremantle. He was dead by the second or third blow to his head. The rest had been insurance. It was sounding like somebody had a real beef with him.

I called Fremantle’s boss, and the couple of friends whose names Larry Wollinsky had given me. No one knew anyone who had a grudge against Jimmy, or any reason to dislike him. I started to get a picture of Jimmy and the lonely life he must have led.

A production assistant on The Shirley Ku Show told me that the show was about to go on, for its daily four p.m. live broadcast. “But I can get you in with Shirley at five, when she comes off,” he said. The studio was a couple of blocks down from headquarters on South Beretania and it was a gorgeous fall afternoon, sunny and crisp, so I walked over there.

I showed my badge at the door and was allowed to slip into the back of the audience, where I caught the last half hour of The Shirley Ku Show. The guests were caregivers who had sex with their elderly patients. The audience laughed loudest when an elderly lady commented on the size of her beefy male nurse’s member. She was a frail little thing with white hair pulled up like Pebbles and tied with a pink bow. “I been around the block a few times, and let me tell you, he’s got a big one,” she said. I was afraid for a minute that Shirley was going to ask him to prove it.

The other two patients were both elderly men cared for by young, attractive women. One said she had to use a vacuum pump to help her patient perform, and the other said she sat on her patient’s face so that he could lick her. The audience roared and Shirley Ku made a few funny comments.

Shirley was a tiny woman, barely five feet tall, with a thousand–megawatt smile. There was a small step that the camera never showed that helped her get up onto the barstool where she sat, her legs demurely crossed, while her guests revealed their innermost secrets.

When the show was over, the retirees, middle–aged women and teenagers in the audience filed out and I went backstage. A grip pointed me down the hall to a door that had Shirley Ku’s picture in the center of a big red star.

She was sitting at a counter taking off her makeup when I walked in. Behind her was what I could only call a shrine to Connie Chung–– a life–sized cutout, and dozens of candid and posed photos of the former network newswoman. “You like Connie?” Shirley asked when she saw where I was looking. “Shirley Ku is her biggest fan. Someday, Shirley is going to be a big star, just like Connie.” 

“I wanted to talk to you about a show you did recently,” I said. “It was called I know what you did.”

“Good show. What about it?”

I explained that Jimmy Fremantle had been killed, and that I wanted to know more about his appearance. “It may be related to his death.”

Shirley looked stunned. “We had four guests on that day. A mother confronted her teenaged daughter about having sex. A clerk at a lingerie store downtown identified a man who admitted to shoplifting lace panties there. Jimmy Fremantle was the third guest. The last was a woman who revealed that her sister had an abortion when she was a teenager.” She continued taking off her makeup. “The sister is married to Councilman Yamanaka,” she continued. “You know, the one who makes such a fuss about Christian values.”

She looked back at me. “Great ratings for that one. And you know something, the next day Councilman Yamanaka resigned from the anti–abortion group he chaired and it fell apart.” She stood up and walked to a Japanese screen painted with a silver egret standing amidst green reeds. At the edge she stopped and said, “So you see, Shirley Ku does some good things, too.”

She stepped behind the screen and began changing her clothes. “Tell me about Jimmy Fremantle,” I said.

“I guess you know the basic story,” she said from behind the screen. “We brought the other guy in saying someone had a secret crush on him.” She stuck her head around the screen. “I think that was a little true.” She disappeared again. “We kept him in a soundproof room while the audience heard Jimmy’s story. We got hold of his personnel record from Liberty House, which showed he quit the day after Jimmy saw him. Then we brought him out.”

She emerged from behind the screen wearing a sleeveless white blouse and a pair of pink shorts. “He wasn’t happy, but he didn’t go crazy either. He admitted he’d done it–– you know, had sex with that other guy in the storage room. He said, “So I did it. So what?” And then we cut to commercial. We came back to Councilman Yamanaka’s sister–in–law.”

“Do you have a last name and an address for Vince?” I asked.

“My assistant will get it for you. I’m sure we had him sign a waiver before he went on the air.” She paused. “Anything else?”

“How about a copy of the tape? I’d like to see it for myself.”

“You never saw it? How’d you know to ask about it?”

“Fremantle’s roommate, Larry Wollinsky. He told me about it.”

“Wollinsky? He was Jimmy Fremantle’s roommate?” She looked like she was ready to spit.

“You know him?”

“He submits ideas for the show every week. Dozens. Stupid ideas. He’s a drag queen, you know? He does Edith Piaf. Who wants to see Edith Piaf in Hawai’i? He’s not even very good. We finally had him audition for one of our makeup tips shows. He was terrible!”

I thanked her, and she found her assistant, who copied the episode onto a DVD and gave me an address for Vince Gaudenzi in Mo’ili’ili. “I think he works at that big bookstore in the Ward Warehouse,” she said. “You might be able to catch him there.”

“Thanks.” I walked back to headquarters and retrieved my truck from the garage. I drove over to the Ward Warehouse, fighting the rush hour snarl, and found Vince Gaudenzi behind the bookstore’s information counter. I showed him my badge and asked if there was somewhere private we could talk.

He wasn’t a very imposing figure. Mousy brown hair, a thin mustache and traces of five o’clock shadow. He didn’t look like he got to the gym much, though it was hard to tell through his baggy clothes.

He found someone to cover for him and led me outside, to a stone table and bench overlooking the highway. I’d stopped at the candy store in the mall first and bought a pack of Juicy Fruit gum. I offered him a stick before I took one for myself. “No, thanks,” he said. He opened his mouth wide and showed me a set of silver braces. “I can’t chew gum. It gets caught.”

I told him about Jimmy Fremantle, watching his face as I did. If he was faking, he did a good job. “How’d you feel about him getting you on The Shirley Ku Show?” I asked. “That piss you off?”

“At first,” he said, nodding. “Then I thought, you know, I might as well get over it and get on with my life.” He looked at me. “I read about you in the paper. You know what it’s like. I mean, it’s no use denying it any more, is it?”

“Guess not.” I asked him where he had been on Sunday afternoon.

“At the Rod and Reel Club,” he said. “The bartender, Fred, he knows me. And there’s a guy, I went home with him, oh, around four o’clock. His name’s Gunter.”

“Tall guy? Blonde hair shaved down to a stubble?”

“You know him?”

I’d first met Gunter myself at the Rod and Reel Club. “How long were you with Gunter?”

He thought for a minute. “I got to the club around three, I think, and I saw Gunter. I don’t know, something kind of attracted us to each other. We kept cruising around the bar, looking, and finally he came up to me and whispered in my ear.”

I knew that routine; that was how Gunter and I had first connected. 

“Like I said, I think we went back to his place around four. We went to bed, then we dozed off for a while. I left him to go home as it was getting dark, around seven, I think. Gunter can tell you that.”

That pretty much cleared Vince for the time of the murder, as long as Gunter agreed with his time line. “I’ll talk to him.” 

I picked up some takeout chicken, and drove back to the station, considering. From what I’d seen, I didn’t think Vince Gaudenzi had killed Jimmy Fremantle. He didn’t seem to be holding a grudge, he didn’t look strong enough to wield a baseball bat, and he couldn’t chew gum. But if he didn’t do it, that left me back at square one.

I ate as I played the recording of The Shirley Ku Show. The segment came off pretty much the way it had been described to me. Vince didn’t seem angry, just confused. I knew how he felt.

When my shift ended, I checked myself out in the mirror in the men’s locker room. I combed my hair, tucked in my aloha shirt, did a quick spit–shine on my leather deck shoes, and drove home. I parked and walked down Kuhio Avenue toward the Rod and Reel Club. If Gunter was running true to form, he’d be there, having finished his security shift at a fancy condo tower.

Sure enough, he was sitting at the bar, making conversation with Fred. I came up behind him and ran my hand over the fuzzy stubble on the top of his head. It seemed longer than usual. “Letting your hair down, Gunter?” I sat next to him, smiled at Fred and said, “I’ll take a Longboard Lager, if you please.”

“Well, well, well, Detective Kimo,” Gunter said. “What brings you to this fine establishment this evening?”

Fred pulled my beer from the cooler with a couple of theatrical moves and handed it to me. I tilted it in Gunter’s direction and said, “You.” I took a sip.

“I’m flattered.” Gunter turned to Fred and said, “Maybe this’ll be an early night after all.”

“Tell me about Vince Gaudenzi,” I said. “You know him?”

He looked startled. “Vince? You mean yesterday’s Vince? What’s the matter? He was over twenty–one, wasn’t he?”

“I didn’t ask his age. How long were you with him?”

He told me the story. He’d slept late, after a busy Saturday night, and ended up at the Rod and Reel around two. He estimated he was there around an hour before Vince walked in.

“You know how Gunter’s standards go down after the first hour,” Fred said, wiping down the bar in front of us.

Gunter pursed his lips and blew Fred a kiss. “Love you, baby.” He told me he and Vince had made out for a while at the bar, and then they’d gone back to Gunter’s place. He started to give me explicit details but I stopped him. 

“How long were you together?”

“A couple of hours. We had a mini–sleepover. He left as it was getting dark. I could barely rouse myself to come back here.” Gunter suddenly put it together—I wasn’t his friend asking about a guy, I was a cop. “He’s all right, isn’t he? He’s kind of a doll. I wouldn’t mind seeing him again.”

I told Gunter about Jimmy Fremantle. He didn’t know him, but knew about Vince’s guest appearance on The Shirley Ku Show. “So that means Vince didn’t do it, right?” he asked. “Because he was with me.”

“I guess that’s what it means.” 

Gunter ordered himself another green apple martini, and another beer for me. “So how are things?” he asked. “The boys down at the station treating you all right?”

He had a lot of charm, and he was a good listener. We talked for a few hours, and eventually he leaned over and kissed me, and I kissed him back. He put his hand on my crotch, and I reached up under his shirt to feel his hard chest, and then we faded into one of the darker corners of the Rod and Reel Club.

I didn’t want to go home with him, though. After we’d made out for a long time, I pulled away. “I like you, Gunter,” I said. “And if I went off with you tonight I wouldn’t be able to hang out with you anymore. And I’d miss that.”

“You’re a sweet boy,” Gunter said. “But just so you know, we can have sex sometimes and still be friends.”

“I’ll take your word on that.”

We walked together for a couple of blocks under starry skies and neon signs, then parted with a long, intense kiss. As I walked the last blocks to my apartment, I thought about kissing. I had kissed two men in two days, and walked away from both of them. Something was nagging me about one of those kisses. Maybe if I hadn’t had that third beer I’d have thought of it then.

I slept until dawn and then rolled out of bed and into my board shorts. I grabbed my surfboard and walked down to Kuhio Beach Park as the sun was peeking over the Ko’olau Mountains. I wasn’t really awake, just focusing enough of my conscious mind on the waves so that I didn’t fall. I swam, and surfed, and sat on my board treading water, while my mind woke up. And when it did, I knew what I had to do at the station that afternoon.

I removed the picture of Jimmy Fremantle and Larry Wollinsky from its frame, and sent the frame downstairs for fingerprint analysis. I found out Wollinsky had an old conviction for petty larceny, stealing a bunch of wigs from a discount store, and requested his prints. Then I spent the rest of the afternoon going to every place that sold baseball bats.

The prints on the Juicy Fruit wrappers and the picture frame matched the file prints for Wollinsky, and I had a photo ID from the clerk who sold him the baseball bat. I presented it all to my boss. 
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