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      I couldn’t have been more excited as we boarded the twelve-passenger Mokulele Airlines prop plane from Honolulu to Molokai, Hawaii. I felt refreshed after spending the night in Honolulu following yesterday’s all-day flight.

      I said to Steve, “Poke me so I know I’m not dreaming.”

      He kissed me instead, which I loved, but that didn’t settle it for me. I still felt like it had all been one big dream.

      Kara, my sister-in-law, hit me on the head from her seat behind me. “If you two don’t stop kissing across the aisle, you’re going to make us look bad.”

      I laughed. “Well, with these single-seat rows, we don’t have too many options now, do we?”

      My brother, Michael, piped up. “You’d better take advantage of your alone time now. Remember, you guys picked the short straw, and we got the cabin to ourselves.”

      I groaned. “Okay, this isn’t the normal honeymoon, but it’s going to be amazing. Besides, you needed the second bedroom for Kelly anyway.” Bringing your five-month-old on your honeymoon also struck me as a bit unusual, but there were no rules anymore. They were late additions, and I couldn’t be happier that they came with us.

      My sister, Sabine, kneeled, turned around on the seat in front of me, and smiled. “I can’t wait to arrive at our cabine. Thank you so much for invitant us.” She and Mark had gotten married at a small family ceremony a week after we did, and we delayed our honeymoon a week to accommodate their schedule. They had planned on waiting until their house construction was completed, but when the project completion date was postponed until early fall, they finally gave in and tied the knot. Much to my surprise, at forty-three, Sabine planned to start a family. Who knew?

      So, three couples and a baby were headed to Hawaii’s smallest and most remote island for a week of rest and relaxation. Hawaii had been Steve’s idea, but the thought of vacationing with thousands of suntanned blonde bombshells didn’t appeal to me, so I started researching to find a suitable alternative to Maui and Waikiki.

      When I found out that Molokai touted itself as the “Hawaii of fifty years ago,” I knew this had to be the place for me. But I wasn’t one to sit around, especially while on vacation, and I’d been on the website every day for weeks, searching for things to do. So far, I’d come up with snorkeling, scuba diving, taking a mule ride on the Kalaupapa Sea Cliff Trail, sailing to Lanai, playing golf on the island’s only course, boogie boarding—since I couldn’t imagine learning to surf in the short time we’d be here—visiting the ancient Hawaiian heiau temple, mountain biking, kayaking, and hiking in a rainforest.

      That represented the cheap stuff. If we decided to splurge, airplane or helicopter tours were an option. Either way, it didn’t seem like we would run out of things to do. And if we did, we could always fly back to civilization and visit one or two of the more populated islands for a day.

      We were about to taxi down the runway when I remembered something I’d forgotten to ask Mark. So, I yelled across the aisle and up one seat, over the roar of the engine, “Hey, did Sabine tell me you were planning on passing the bar exam in Hawaii while we were here?”

      He nodded. “I already passed the bar. There’s just a technicality I need to take care of before they admit me to the bar. Then I’ll have California, Oregon, Washington, Nevada, Arizona, New Mexico, Utah, and, of course, Louisiana. I think nine will be enough when I add Hawaii.”

      I joked. “Will it take effect immediately in case we need an attorney while we’re here?”

      He looked hopeful. “I think so. I have to sign a few papers or something. I’ll have to go back to Oahu one day this week, but it’ll be worth it to get it done.” He then realized what I had said. “But, of course, you won’t need an attorney while we’re here, right?”

      Steve took my hand. “Well, she can’t seem to help that now, can she?” He was the only man I’d known who found that quality adorable. I loved him so much.

      I kissed him again across the aisle. “No, I can’t. But thanks for not blaming me.”

      Kelly started fussing in Kara’s arms. Then, finally, she said in a calm voice, “I agree. Auntie Miranda is a little sickening. She’ll get over it soon enough and start acting like the rest of us.”

      I tried to hit her from my seat behind her and said, “Don’t bet on it. I’ll be the first to admit I’ve got it bad, and I don’t want to get over it.”

      As we spoke, the captain’s voice came over the loudspeaker. We could have heard him without the intercom.

      “Welcome to the twenty-six-minute flight from Honolulu, Oahu, to Hoolehau, Molokai. The trade winds are light at five miles per hour, and the temperature is seventy-five degrees. So, sit back, relax, and ready yourself for the vacation of a lifetime. Or if you are returning home, welcome. If you aren’t coming home or vacationing, I’ve got nothing.”

      I felt as relaxed as I had in as long as I could remember. Of course, I’d recently been cleared of my most recent murder charge, but I couldn’t think about that right now. As far as I knew, now that I had landed in Hawaii, my Princess of Death days were behind me, at least temporarily. And that felt really good.

      I closed my eyes as we taxied down the runway. There weren’t many days in my life when I felt perfect. But right now, I felt perfect. I smiled to myself, wondering how I could be this lucky.

      Twenty-six minutes later, after we crossed a stretch of beautiful turquoise ocean, we taxied down the small Molokai Airport runway to the smallest airport terminal we had ever seen, nestled among lush green hills, black lava fields, and gorgeous black sand beaches. I felt like we’d landed in heaven.

      We had opted to share a seven-passenger SUV, which may not have been the smartest move. That meant that we all would have to want to do the same thing at the same time or stay home, but the majority ruled, and I’d been outvoted. I had fifty bucks on someone picking up a second vehicle by midweek.

      My preference would have been to rent a motorcycle, but no crowds evidently meant not enough motorcycle customers to support a rental agency. I had read that they rented scooters here fifteen years ago, but too many people had run them off the road, creating a liability nightmare. That made no sense to me since that is the major mode of transportation in Bermuda. But perhaps people on vacation here were so laid back they couldn’t be bothered to pay attention to the road.

      As we approached the Alamo rental counter, having retrieved our luggage from the belly of the plane, I nearly begged Steve. “Can’t we reconsider the second vehicle? I think we’d all be a lot happier.”

      He spoke slightly above a whisper. “You remember how excited Kara and Sabine had been about everyone riding together. Let’s give it a try for a couple of days. Worst case, we pick one up on Monday or Tuesday after everyone has figured out that you can never get seven people to agree on the same activities on vacation.”

      I bit my lip. “Okay. I’ll go with you on this one, but even you know you’re wrong.”

      He smiled and nodded. “Yeah, I do. I’m doing it for family relations.”

      I nudged him. “You’re going to have to let them know that you’re human like the rest of us eventually.”

      He chuckled. “That’s kind of what this week is all about. You can’t spend a whole week with someone without finding out something you hate about them.”

      We all crowded around the Chevy Suburban as we packed our luggage in. I couldn’t resist addressing the group before we embarked. “Okay, I’ve been outvoted on the number of vehicles we should rent, so I’m going to bring it up one more time. With one vehicle, we have no option but to go everywhere together or stay home. I’m not saying that’s necessarily a bad thing, but a couple of you might not want to be attached at the hip all week. So, I’m bringing it up now before it becomes an issue.”

      Sabine spoke up. “Oh, Miranda, you always worry about such things. I thought it would be so wonderful for us all to be together. Let’s not create a problem where there isn’t one.”

      I knew when I had been beaten. “Okay. I wanted to give people an option, but if I’m the only crazy one, I’ll go sit in the corner.”

      No one appeared to support my paranoia, so I seemed to be on my own.

      Steve whispered, “I’ll help you through it.”

      Like parents, Mark and Sabine took the driver’s and front passenger’s seats. Michael and Kara settled in the middle seat, leaving the far back seat for Steve and me. Feeling like we were in the backseat of the school bus, I felt immediately tempted to make out with him. But within thirty seconds, Sabine yelled, “Could you two take in the sights with the rest of us?”

      Michael said, “What? I am.”

      She replied, “I’m not talking to you.”

      He grumbled to himself.

      I whined, “Oh, come on. This is vacation.”

      Kara settled Kelly into the car seat, and she almost immediately fell asleep as we left the airport’s parking lot. She studied her phone and turned to say, “Hey, Miranda, look at this. I found a page, ‘Five Days in Molokai,’ that literally has an itinerary for what to do every day for five days while you are here.”

      That impressed me. “I searched for days at home and never found that.”

      She pointed to her screen. “It’s got it divided into five days: Day One, South Coast Beaches; Day Two, Kalaupapa Peninsula and Leper Colony—” She nearly dropped her phone. “Wow, I wonder if there’s really a leper colony there.”

      I laughed. “That would be just our luck.”

      She rolled her eyes. “Day Three, Wild West Coast Beach; Day Four, Molokai Forest and Kamakau Preserve; and Day Five, Halawa Valley and Beach.” She addressed everyone in the Suburban. “Hey, I think this solves our one-vehicle problem. Why don’t we do this five-day tour together? Then, we won’t have to worry about anyone going rogue. And we get the bonus of making Miranda look completely wrong and paranoid.”

      I laughed sarcastically. “Ha-ha. Thanks for your support, business partner.”

      She touched my hand. “Oh, you know I love you, Miranda. It just seems like we could solve two problems at one time. Then, if we can somehow figure out how to get Mark to Honolulu to get his papers signed, we’ll be done.”

      I smiled, knowing she had meant nothing by it. “It actually sounds interesting. I’m in. The last thing I want to do is sit around on vacation. And since it’s designed for five days, we’ll still have a couple of days to look at other things or go back to things that we think might be fun to revisit.”

      We settled into our own thoughts until, twenty minutes later, we arrived at the cottages.
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      Within twenty minutes, we arrived at our two adorable two-bedroom cabins. They each overlooked their own private beach and had their own very Hawaiian name: Pu’unana and Pauwalu. They stood just off Kamehameha V Highway, about two hundred feet apart. Depending on one’s mood, it would be an easy walk, either up the highway or the beach, to travel between cabins.

      When we pulled up to Pu’unana, Kip and Leslie, the owners, stood in the gravel driveway just outside the front door. I suspected that Mark had been texting them to let them know our location and our expected arrival time. He wasn’t one to leave anything to chance.

      They were a very nice, retired couple who bragged about their four grandchildren incessantly as they showed us the cabin. It was an adorable Kelly Green with white trim, nicely appointed with a deck overlooking the private beach. It wasn’t big but cozy and warm-feeling. We didn’t expect to spend much time hanging out inside, so it would be perfect.

      Since they happened to be here, they gave Kara, Michael, and Kelly a lift up the road to Pauwalu. I felt sure I’d run up there later to make sure theirs wasn’t any nicer than ours. Kip and Leslie lived up the hill, between the cabins and across the street, and they let us know to just pop over to their place if we needed anything.

      On the way from the airport, Kaunakakai was the closest thing to a town we passed through. There were several restaurants, stores, coffee shops, and one gas station. If we needed anything, this would be the place to stop, but we’d been so excited to get to our destination, we’d neglected to stop. Now we were home, but we had no food or drink except for a few snacks we’d smuggled onto the plane.

      I grabbed my suitcase and nearly ran into the house. I figured I’d better claim the better room before Mark and Sabine did. Much to my chagrin, Sabine had already camped out on the queen bed in the master. I knew from the photos that the other room had twin beds. We could always push them together, but that wasn’t quite the same.

      I checked out the couch in the living room. No luck there either. It wasn’t a sleeper. I decided to appeal to Sabine’s sense of fair play. I went back out the front door, where I found her with a smug look on her face.

      She said, “You thought you would beat me to the lit queen. But I am fast as a gazelle.”

      I smiled. “Okay, you got me. How about this? We split the week. You get the queen bed until Tuesday, and we get it until Saturday.”

      She bit her lip and thought for a second. “Okay, Miranda. I guess it is only juste.”

      I hugged her. “Thank you so much.”

      I walked into our bedroom. Steve was already working on making it livable, pushing the beds together and turning the mattresses sideways so there wasn’t a gap between us. He reviewed his masterpiece of sleep science. “Well, this will either work, or it won’t. I guess we can always sleep on the floor or at the one hotel on the island.” He cringed.

      I smiled. “I think there might be two, but we’ll be fine. Besides, Sabine agreed to switch rooms midweek.”

      He hugged me. “Well, maybe we can slip off to places unknown between now and then.”

      I bit my lip. “Not likely since we only have one vehicle. I knew this would happen.”

      He smiled reassuringly. “Don’t worry about it. This is going to be the best trip ever, no matter what we do. It’ll always be our first.”

      I thought for a second. “Hey, I was going to run Kara, Michael, and Kelly to the other cabin and then run back to town and pick up a few things. But, since the owners already dropped them off, I can go directly to the store. Is there anything you want?”

      He started to unpack his suitcase. “Oh, I see how it is. We get to Hawaii, and the first thing you do is strand me with your sister and brother-in-law.”

      I said, “Shh. They’ll hear you. But yes, you need some time to bond. So, I figured this would be perfect.”

      He smiled. “That’s fine. Sometimes I think Sabine likes me better than you anyway.”

      I smirked. “Oh, that’s just because she doesn’t feel the need to parent you.”

      He continued. “Well, whatever works. Besides, I like spending time with Mark. He’s the attorney that I always imagined I’d be when I was in college.”

      I headed out the door. “Hey, worst case, you can spend an hour out on the deck overlooking the ocean and taking in the sights. I can think of a worse way to start a vacation. Besides, we all agreed to try something new while we were here. So, you need to think about what that’s going to be for you. Are you going to take up surfing, deep-sea fishing, or maybe playing the ukulele? The possibilities are endless.”

      Mark appeared to be grabbing the last suitcase as I went out the door. I seized the opportunity. “Hey, Mark. Throw me the keys. I’m running downtown for some groceries and alcohol. Do you guys want anything?”

      He set down the suitcase. “Well, I don’t know if you’ll be buying beer, but if not, pick up a twelve-pack of something.”

      I thought back. “Let me see; you’re a Sam Adams guy. I can’t guarantee anything, but I’ll see what I can do. Do you think Sabine wants some wine?”

      He smiled. “What do you think?”

      I opened the driver’s side door. “I’ll get a case.” I laughed. “Well, not just for her, but I’m sure it won’t go to waste.”

      I took a left onto Kamehameha V Highway and headed toward Kaunakakai. According to the general opinion on Yelp, I’d decided to shop at Misaki’s Market because they allegedly had a better alcohol selection than their competitor down the street.

      It was a market reminiscent of what you might find in many neighborhoods in the forties and fifties before the supermarket era began. Business was brisk, and I felt like I had been put into a time machine and landed sixty years earlier. Near the entrance, on the wall, was a corkboard about ten by twelve feet in size. It was laced with business cards, handwritten for-sale flyers with rip-off phone number tabs, and yard sale ads. Near the lower-left corner, there was an 8 ½ by 11 photo of a woman around my age. It read:

      “Missing: Margaret ‘Maggie’ Morrison, 36, Blonde, Blue Eyes, 5’4”. Last Seen May 4th. If you have any information about Maggie, please contact Liam and Cassidy Morrison at (Dublin international call) 011-353-81-221-5646.”

      I said to no one in particular, “How horrible.”

      There appeared a woman next to me reading the board also. She was clearly a native Hawaiian and probably in her late fifties. She shook her head and said, “It’s a shame. I thought the Dunbar luck had turned around.”

      I did a double take and looked directly at the woman standing next to me, even though she stood nearly a foot shorter than me. “Are you talking about the Dunbar Cabins? We’re staying there this week.”

      She pointed to the poster of Maggie Morrison. “So was she.”

      I couldn’t believe my ears. “Which cabin was she in?”

      She thought for a second. “She was in Pauwaulu, I think, but it doesn’t matter. Young women went missing from there for years, but then it stopped. We thought it was over and breathed a sigh of relief.”

      I stuck my hand out. “I’m sorry for being so rude. I’m Miranda Marquette. I don’t think I caught your name.”

      She shook my hand and smiled. “I’m Manee Manilohi. I’d introduce you to my husband, but he seems to have disappeared around here somewhere. He’s probably buying beer if I know him.”

      I lit up. “That’s great. It was just where I was headed.” But then I remembered our conversation. “So, what changed, do you think, to make the disappearances start happening again?”

      She chewed on her lower lip. “Well, we don’t know much about the new owners. After the last disappearance, five years ago, the cabins sat idle but were finally sold to a retired couple from the mainland. We don’t know them well, but they seemed nice enough.”

      I asked, “So, did they ever figure out why the other women were disappearing?”

      She looked around as if she didn’t want to be overheard and spoke quietly. “Well, the police never figured it out, but we have a pretty good idea. The previous owner just picked up and left one day, and suddenly the disappearances stopped. So, you put two and two together.”

      Just then, a mountain of a man came to join her, carrying a twelve-pack of Kona Longboard. He stuck out his hand to shake mine. His eyes were blue and kind, and his smile was broad and inviting. “Hi, I’m Paavo. Evidently, my parents had a good sense of humor. It means ‘tiny’ in our language.” He put his arm around his wife. “Now, what conspiracy theory is Manee expounding on today? Don’t believe everything you hear.”

      She punched him playfully. “Very funny. You know as well as I do there’s something fishy going on out at Dunbar Cabins. And Miranda here is staying there. I figure I should at least warn her to keep her eyes open.”

      He winked at me. “Well, yes, there was some suspicious activity, I guess, but Jack never got his day in court when he disappeared, so how do we know that he wasn’t a victim himself?”

      I could tell they’d had this argument several times. She nodded. “Yes, I know nothing was proven, but several young women are missing and presumed dead on his watch.”

      He agreed. “Yes, but now that this Maggie woman has disappeared, perhaps it takes the focus off Jack since he’s no longer in the picture.”

      Manee rolled her eyes. “Miranda, there’s one thing I think we all can agree on. You need to be careful while you are staying in the cabins. Do you have anyone staying with you?”

      I nodded. “Yes, there are three couples and a baby. My brother, sister, and I are all on our honeymoons. So, Molokai seemed like the perfect place to get away from it all.”

      Paavo laughed. “Isn’t it traditional on the mainland for you to want to get away from one another also?”

      I agreed. “Yes. We are an unusual group. This was the chance of a lifetime to get a week in Hawaii, so we figured we could sacrifice some intimacy in the process. We’ll have plenty of time for that.” I figured I’d better do some shopping, or I’d never get back to the family, and said, “Hey, it was so nice meeting you two. Are you on social media so that I can keep in touch with you?”

      Manee nodded. “Oh yes. I am, anyway. Paavo here can’t be bothered, says it’s a passing fad.” She hugged me. “Now be safe, Miranda. I don’t want to see one of these posters with your picture on it in a few weeks.”

      I laughed it off. “Oh, I don’t think that will happen.” But I had an odd sinking feeling that wasn’t supposed to be associated with vacation. So, I decided I needed to shop and get out of my funk.
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      Within an hour, I was back at the cabin and feeling mostly better, but I couldn’t shake the feeling about Maggie that I had to talk about.

      Mark and Steve were on the rear deck, admiring the view and talking about what men talk about. Finally, Mark asked, “How’d the shopping go?”

      I half-smiled. “Not bad. I did find out something interesting and a little bit disturbing.”

      Steve said to Mark, “Pay up. I knew she’d find a body of some sort while she was out.”

      I hit him on the arm. “I can’t believe you are participating in Princess of Death betting.”

      Sabine came out onto the deck to join the fun. Mark was getting a twenty out of his wallet. She said to me, “You found a body already? I bet it wouldn’t be until Wednesday.”

      I put up my hands. “Okay now. Before any money changes hands on this rather disturbing—I might add—bet, I didn’t find a body. I found a poster of a woman who recently stayed in this cabin and has gone missing. I met a couple who told me she wasn’t the first to go missing among people staying in these cabins, but she was the first since these new owners bought the place.”

      Steve wasn’t beyond making fun of me despite how much he adored me. “Now, let’s see, who found this place and insisted we make reservations here?”

      I started to feel picked on. “Guys, come on now. This could happen to anyone.”

      Steve walked over and put his arms around me, picking up on the fact that they were having a bit too much fun at my expense. His voice softened. “You’re right, sweetheart. I’m very sorry. I admit I got caught up in being one of the guys. I admit it feels good occasionally, but it was all in fun, and I should have picked up on your feelings sooner. Now, tell us, what’s this all about?”

      That was all it took for me to feel loved again. His level of perception sometimes amazed me—or even when he slipped up, his ability and willingness to admit he was wrong. When most guys would say, ‘Oh come on, Miranda, can’t you take a joke?’ he took my feelings seriously and to heart. I loved this man.

      I handed him an ice-cold beer. “I was just enjoying the ambiance of the local grocery store when a handmade poster on the bulletin board caught my eye. When I commented on it, a woman standing next to me started talking to me. She filled me in that this wasn’t the first disappearance, and they were disappointed because the rash of disappearances had stopped when the prior owner had sold. Now they didn’t know what to think. They were a couple, probably in their fifties. Natives. They seemed very nice—not crazy or reactionary.”

      Mark returned from the kitchenette with his own cold one. “You didn’t tell them about your notoriety, right?”

      I stuck my tongue out at him. “Believe it or not, Mark, I don’t just go blabbing to just anyone that I’m the Princess of Death. I usually only admit it after I’ve found a dead body and they’ve found me online. Otherwise, I prefer anonymity.”

      Sabine had a glass of wine. She took a swig. “Why do I feel like this poster is going to blossom into something much more than we will be able to predict or control?”

      I chewed on my lip. “Because you love me?”

      She took my hand. “Let’s try not to take this too sérieusement. We’re here to relax. I’m sorry that woman went missing, but there isn’t much we can do about it now.”

      I reluctantly agreed. “Okay. I get it.” I figured I’d drop it for now. We were supposed to be doing fun stuff, and, for most people, investigating a disappearance wasn’t that much fun. But, against my better judgment, I decided to go along with the crowd and have fun. So, I pulled out my phone. “Okay, so today is day one of our exploration of Malakai. Let me see what’s on the list.”

      Sabine patted me on the back. “That’s my girl. You can always go back to being the sister of death when we return to California. You are wound so serré lately, you need at least a week to get yourself back.”

      I felt like I should defend myself, but Rachel, my therapist, had worked with me to identify and fight that feeling. If I wanted to fight back, there probably was at least a hint of truth in what she was saying. I also wondered why she insisted on keeping her French accent and periodically slipping in words from her native tongue. Now that she had been in this country for twenty-seven years, I was pretty sure she could speak English better than I could. Rachel would say I was looking for reasons to fault Sabine for something rather than addressing my own issues. I left Rachel back in California for a reason.

      I had downloaded the list of daily activities to my phone and started reading. “Today’s focus is Kaunakakai, South Coast Beaches, and snorkeling. Our goals for the day are to visit the Kaunakakai Saturday Market, Molokai Public Library, Kaunakakai Pier, Kapuaiwa Coconut Grove, Church Row, Scenic Drive, St. Joseph’s Catholic Church, Ualapue Fishpond, Manae Goods and Grindz, George Murphy Beach Park, Snorkeling Spot, Sandy Beach, Mokuhi’iniki Islet, and Kanemitsu’s Bakery & Coffee Shop. And I’ve got these all located on a map with a description on the website Kara found. So, I can’t take any credit except for following directions.”

      Sabine seemed excited about the day. “Miranda, contact Kara to see if they want to come with us today. I know things can be a little more challenging with a little one in tow.”

      I looked at my phone. “I just texted her, and they are ready to roll. In fact, she wants to hit the road before Kelly falls asleep.”

      Mark grabbed the keys from the table and said, “Okay, let’s roll.”

      I rolled my eyes and complained. “Hey, if you think you are going to be the designated driver this whole week, you’ve got⁠—”

      Steve interrupted me and continued my sentence, “—a lot of miles to drive because we’re going to be spending a lot of time in this baby. You should see the hours Miranda has planned for us.”

      I took him by the hand, led him back to the deck we had just left, and lit into him. “Are you crazy? I can’t possibly sit in the back seat with Mark as the chauffeur for a whole week. I’ll go nuts, not to mention get carsick.”

      He put his arms around me and spoke softly. “Let’s just see how it goes. You might even have fun not having to be in control every second. I mean, you’ve already decided where we’re going to go every second of every day that we’re here. Do you have to drive there too?”

      I started to defend myself. “Hey, if it weren’t for me, these slugs would sit around this whole week.”

      He smiled. “I know, Sweetheart, and I can see everyone appreciates the work you have put in. But now, just sit back and enjoy it. I promise you’ll have a good time. I’ll make sure of it.” He kissed me tenderly.

      My heart started to melt. “Okay. I’ll give it a try.” I kissed him again.

      We headed back into the house. Mark asked, “You two lovebirds ready to go?”

      Steve responded before I could. “You know it. Lead the way.”

      I bit my lip and whispered to Steve, “You’ll get yours later, mister.”

      He chuckled. “I can only hope so. You brought the handcuffs, right?”

      I shushed him. “Sabine will hear.”

      He smiled. “Well, someone needs to loosen her up a bit, don’t you think?”

      Mark turned around and said, “I’m right here, you know. And she’s not as straight as you think.”

      I leaned in. “Oh, do tell.”

      Sabine followed us out the door and said, “What are you guys all whispering about out here?”

      I thought quickly. “I was just surprised Michael and Kara were coming with us. I thought they might relish a few moments alone if Kelly fell asleep.”

      We all piled in the Suburban and headed for the other cabin just up the road.

      Sabine turned around in her seat and asked, “Miranda, you have the map. Are you going to head back toward Kaunakakai and work our way back in this direction, or start with the sites closest to where we are and head back in that direction as we go?”

      I hadn’t really thought much about it, but Sabine had also been on the website and knew what she was talking about. So, I made a split-second decision. “Let’s go back to Kaunakakai and work our way back in this direction. That way, if we’re exhausted by the end of the day, we’ll have a shorter drive to get back to the cabins.”

      She agreed, “We could also have a screaming baby.”

      I nodded. “So true. I honestly hadn’t even considered that.”

      When we pulled into the pull-off for the other cabin—you really couldn’t call it a driveway—Kara, Kelly, and Michael were ready and waiting with a diaper bag and an assortment of binkies, blankets, and other various and sundry baby amusement items. I hoped that by the time I had a baby, I’d be able to figure out everything I’d need to bring to survive the day. I guessed it all came together with practice. At this point, I felt extremely incapable, so I figured I should pay attention to everything Kara did.

      So far on the trip, she had made mothering a five-month-old seem like a breeze. Neither Kelly nor Kara had had a meltdown on the nearly five-hour flight from San Francisco to Honolulu, so I was duly impressed. However, today would potentially be an even more challenging test.
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      As we rode down the beautiful Kamehameha V Highway, it would have been hard not to admire the views of Kapalua and Lanai off to our left. I wondered if the natives ever got used to the beauty here and just took it for granted as we all seemed to do no matter where we lived. However, native Hawaiians seemed to be far more grounded and Zen than most of us. I wondered if I could even make the transition if I moved here permanently. I was afraid I was wound a little too tight to live here full-time.

      Within twenty minutes, as we had ridden mostly in silence, taking in the beauty outside our windows, I suggested, “Hey, want to go into the market and pick up some snacks before we set out for the day? Kaunakakai is about the only place to stop. Besides, if any of you want to look at the ‘Missing’ poster I was talking about, here’s your chance to determine that I wasn’t making it all up.”

      Kara chuckled. “Oh, Miranda, you are so dramatic. But what ‘Missing’ poster? I knew we would miss all the action being in our own cabin.”

      Finally, I’d found someone who would take me seriously. “Kara, you wouldn’t believe it, but there have been several young women who have stayed in these cabins and gone missing over the years. The most recent one stayed in the cabin we are in just before we did.”

      Kara responded, “Hey, does your cabin have one of those guest books that people sign and say how their vacation is going, or whatever they feel like saying? Maybe she wrote something before she disappeared.”

      I was so happy to have someone on my team. I poked Steve to make my point. “That’s a great question. I wonder if we could get some clues about the other missing women also. I’ll bet this island doesn’t even have a police department. I can’t imagine much of an investigation was done regarding any of these missing women. Then when you add the fact that none of them were locals, that would also decrease the chances of an intense investigation. When Tara was killed in Switzerland, it was almost more trouble than it was worth for the local police to put together much of an investigation. As it turned out, the suspect and, eventually, the convicted killer would have been pretty much obvious had it really been investigated. Quite frankly, had there not potentially been a negative impact on local tourism, I think they would have just swept that case under the rug completely.”

      Sabine spoke up. “That’s an interesting point, Miranda. I read a couple of articles about a faction of residents concerned that tourism is increasing, and they don’t welcome it. A string of missing persons could easily play into their plan—preventing people from coming here.”

      I chewed on my thumbnail. “Wow. I hadn’t thought about that angle. It makes me wonder if these women are missing at all or if someone is just trying to make people think they are to scare people out of coming here.”

      Sabine thought about that. “Well, that may be a little extreme.”

      Kara said, “Well, not as extreme as killing people to prevent tourists from flocking here.”

      We all agreed. I pondered my conversation with Manee and Paavo. “I wonder what the couple I met in the market would think about that theory. Manee seemed far more convinced that there was something truly evil going on. Paavo was the typical laid-back Hawaiian who wouldn’t know a conspiracy if it knocked him on the head. At least, that was the way I read them.”

      Sabine asked, “Did you get any feedback from them about how the locals feel about tourists?”

      I shook my head. “No. They were very friendly, though. I didn’t get the idea that they were hostile toward outsiders. That certainly doesn’t mean everyone feels that way, though. We’ll have to pay attention as we sightsee to how people react to us. We couldn’t look more like tourists if we had it tattooed across our foreheads.”

      Steve laughed. “I have to agree with that one. I hoped this Hawaiian shirt would help me fit in, but it just makes me look like I’m trying too hard.”

      Mark agreed. “I almost went that route but figured you could never go wrong with a navy golf shirt. It’s the international shirt of a cross between relaxation and business casual. If I suddenly had to do some lawyering, I could get away with this outfit.”

      Michael piped up from the rear of the vehicle. “How about these cargo shorts and the Harley T-shirt? What does this say about me?”

      Kara giggled. “It says that your wife didn’t dress you today.” Then she kissed him to make sure he knew it was all in fun.

      Mark asked, “Which market did you want to go to?”

      I checked my map. “Misaki’s. Just take a right on Mohala Street. It’s on the left at Maluola Street. It’s a little smaller than Friendly Market Center, but I felt very much at home there. We had a neighborhood market in Meraux when I was growing up, and we would walk there to get candy and ice cream.”

      Within thirty seconds, we were there. Sabine instructed, “You men stay here, and we will do what we were born for. Is there anything that you will die if we don’t have with us today?”

      Mark whined. “It depends on what we are doing for lunch. I’m getting hungry.”

      I assured him, “Oh, there are multiple take-outs within walking distance of here: Big Daddy’s, Ono Fish and Shrimp Truck, A Taste of Molokai, and Maka’s Corner, just to name a few, so don’t worry. We’ll walk around the block, and we can all get whatever we want.”

      He smiled. “I’m good then.”

      Steve gasped with a twinkle in his eye. “You’re leaving three men here with a baby? I’m sure you saw the movie. And it didn’t go all that great.”

      Michael said confidently, “I can do a great Tom Selleck imitation.”

      Mark interrupted, “Okay, I’ll be Ted Danson then.”

      Steve laughed. “All right. I’ve got the name to be Steve Guttenberg, but I’m not sure I can pull off the boyish charm.”

      I kissed him. “Oh yes, you’ve got that down. Believe me.”

      We headed for the store, feeling like Kelly was in good hands, or at least with the illusion that she was.

      As we entered the store, I pointed out the Missing poster on the bulletin board on the way in.

      Kara said, “Remember when every store had one of these? Those were the days. You could buy or sell almost anything, get a job, provide a service, match someone up with a lost item or pet—you name it. Who needed the internet back then?”

      Sabine and I agreed. Sabine laughed. “Remember that ragtag cat your folks had that would wander off every other week? I swear they kept that lost cat sign up in Henry’s Market year-round.”

      I thought back. “Oh yeah, Jefferson. He was a strange cat. I guess, finally, one of those times, he didn’t come back, or someone took him in. I was so self-absorbed at the time, I barely noticed.”

      Sabine and Kara read the poster. Kara reacted first. “How horrible. She came all the way from Ireland, and her parents are trying to figure out what happened to her. I can’t even imagine if that were Kelly. I would lose my mind. It really drives it home when it’s parents looking for a lost daughter. I don’t think there’s anything sadder than that.”

      Sabine nodded. “I wonder if they’ve traveled here or if they’re trying to do their investigation from halfway around the world. Maybe we should contact them at that number on the off chance that they’re here. We could at least meet with them and let them know that we’ve taken an interest. That might give them some hope.”

      I started to tear up. “I love you two so much. I felt like I needed to get involved when I saw the poster, but I didn’t want to ruin everyone’s vacation.”

      Kara took my hand. “Never underestimate your sisters.”

      I took a picture of the poster so that I could get Maggie’s parents’ number. I’d been drawn back to this store, and now I felt like that had been the reason. And now that I had Kara and Sabine on board, I couldn’t imagine Mark, Michael, and Steve being left in the dust. We had a dream investigative team here: a government agent, a spy—or whatever Michael was—and a defense attorney.

      For the first time since I’d first seen the poster of Maggie Morrison, I felt like we were moving in the right direction to find her. For all we knew, she was still alive, and that would be a major victory for her parents—and a welcome change for me, the Princess of Death. But it was critical to speak to her parents to find out the circumstances surrounding her disappearance.

      Perhaps she’d just had a bad breakup and had chosen to go to Hawaii to get over it. Maybe she’d met someone while on vacation but didn’t want her parents to know yet, thinking they wouldn’t approve of her hooking up with someone new so soon. There were endless possibilities.

      Sabine and Kara had settled in the snack aisle. Sabine grabbed cookies, crackers, and chips, talking as she went. “I know that Mark can get cranky late in the afternoon, especially if we haven’t nailed down dinner plans. So, something to tide him over can work miracles.”

      Kara chuckled. “Mikey’s the same way. He’s like a two-year-old. I can ply him with tasty treats for hours. And, Miranda, based on your list, I get the feeling it’s going to be a long day.”

      I reminded them, “Don’t forget we need to work in calling the Morrisons at some point. I don’t think another day should go by.”

      Sabine assured me. “We’ll find a quiet place, and we’ll know it when we find it, Mon amour. We made a Promettre, and we will keep it.”
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