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I wrote my first short story about Kimo Kanapa’aka a few months after I had completed the fourth—or maybe the fifth—draft of Mahu, the first novel in what has turned out to be a long series. Kimo wouldn’t let go of my imagination, but I was determined not to spend another year writing a second novel about him without knowing if the first would ever be published.

So I began a short story instead. I had begun to consider that Mahu was the first step in his coming-out process, and I was interested in exploring what would happen next for him. Once he’d come out to his family, and on the job, how would his life change? And how would that affect the cases that he investigated?

While I waited to see if Mahu would sell to a publisher (this was back in the early 2000s, before the advent of e-books and self-publishing) I started to write stories that focused on what I called “the danger of the closet.” Men who were forced into difficult or dangerous situations because they couldn’t, or wouldn’t, admit to their true sexual desires. I also played around with the idea that after his very public coming-out story, lots of gay men in Hawai’i would know who he was.

Eventually, Mahu did sell, to Harrington Park Press, and I plunged into writing a second book in the series. But ideas kept coming to me. Some of them weren’t big enough to merit a whole book, so I continued to write stories.

The first story here, “It’s No Party,” occurs shortly after the events that take place in Mahu Surfer. Kimo’s back on the force, and dealing with the effects of coming out on the job. 

“Accidental Contact” and “Kelly Green,” as well as a whole slew of erotic stories not included here, happen between Mahu Fire and Mahu Vice, during a time when Kimo and his eventual partner, fire investigator Mike Riccardi, are not seeing each other.

SPOILER ALERT!

It’s important (to me, at least) to point out here that soon after Mahu Fire, when Kimo and Mike meet and fall in love, Mike lies to Kimo about something he’s done, and they break up. At the time, I couldn’t see how these two guys could stay together, because it was the first serious relationship for each of them. I even had a new boyfriend in mind for Kimo, a slightly older architect whom Kimo would meet in an investigation of the death of the architect’s lover.

That story never got written, though, because Kimo was still in love with Mike, and he let me know that he wanted a chance to try again. I thought that the break would be a good chance for them both to fool around, see what dating was like, and recognize how much they meant to each other.

END SPOILER

I’m a magpie when it comes to character details and story ideas. A news item, a bumper sticker on a passing car, or a casual comment from a friend can all spark my imagination. The first story in this collection, “Accidental Contact,” arose from an online report of a similar incident at a hospital somewhere. I had the same reaction to the story that Kimo has—that my penis had never “accidentally” come in contact with someone else’s mouth, or vice versa.

Though there’s no such place as the QuickStop in Kahala, there’s a 7-Eleven in my hometown in Pennsylvania, and at least twice I’ve run into men in kelly green pants there, buying ice. I went through my own period of kelly green pants and pink polo shirts with popped collars, so I knew that world and was interested to expose Kimo to it.

For twelve years, I was privileged to share my life with a seventy-plus pound shaggy dog, a golden retriever named Samwise who loved to jump up and hug me around the waist with his big paws. Of course, that put his nose level with my crotch and he did what dogs do; he sniffed. But what if a dog did more than that?

According to the TV Tropes website, a “Shaggy Dog Story is a plot with a high level of build-up and complicating action, only to be resolved with an anti-climax or ironic reversal, usually one that makes the entire story meaningless.” Using that idea as my inspiration, I came up with “A Shaggy Dog Story,” which also offers a bit of homage to the sexy noir novels written by my friend Vicki Hendricks.

One of my favorite stories to write was “Macadamia Nuts to You.” My friend Anthony Bidulka was kind enough to give Kimo a cameo appearance in his novel Aloha Candy Hearts. To return the favor, I wrote this story, with Tony’s input. Both sides of the process were fascinating—to see Kimo through another author’s eyes, and also to take Russell Quant and portray him in a way that would be consistent with Tony’s work. Even the title is a reference to Tony’s practice of including food items in his book titles.

Special thanks goes to Cindy Chow, librarian and book reviewer extraordinaire, who took me to Kailua and showed me the farmer’s market there.

One of the great benefits of belonging to the Florida chapter of Mystery Writers of America is the opportunity to attend monthly luncheons. A couple of years ago, my friend Miriam Auerbach invited her brother-in-law, a funeral director, to tell us some behind-the-scenes stories, and when I learned about the places you could hide something in a hearse, I was inspired to write “Body Removal.”

Living in Florida, I often see people sprawled out on beach chairs sleeping in the sun. But what if one of those people wasn’t sleeping—but was dead? “The Burning Woman” came out of that “what if.”

With “Other People’s Children” and “Alpha and Omega” I was inspired by Kimo and Mike’s journey toward fatherhood. I resisted this impulse of theirs for as long as I could—I don’t have kids myself, and didn’t want to get sucked into writing something I knew nothing about. But becoming dads seemed clearly to be the next step for them, so I gave in. Another news article—this one about a young woman who no one knew was pregnant until she gave birth—spurred me to consider how someone could steal that baby. I’d also long had an interest in the Hawaiian tradition of the “aumakua,” or spirit animal, and had been waiting for a way to bring Kimo’s aumakua into a story.

The timing didn’t work out for Kimo and Mike’s twins, Addie and Owen, to be born during a novel. I’ve tried to keep those books happening in close to real time, about a year apart. But I knew that fans would want to see the birth. I cast around for a way to tell that story but wrap a mystery around it. That’s when I realized that though I mentioned Kimo’s white grandmother, who had come to the islands as a missionary, I’d never explored her story. It was fascinating to put myself back in time and consider what had driven her to the islands, and how she had come to marry Kimo’s grandfather.

By the time I wrote “Transmission,” I had already been teaching at Broward College for a while, and I was concerned about the effect of social media and cyber-bullying on my students. 

“Transmission” mixes the death of a teenager with the more standard troubles that Kimo’s nieces and nephews are getting into—issues of sex, relationships, education and independence—and I hope show that by being an uncle he is growing into being a dad as well.

When Kris Jacen, executive editor at MLR Press, asked me to contribute a story to the I Do Two anthology, in support of same-sex marriage rights, I knew I wanted to write something about Kimo and Mike. The story gave me the opportunity to write for the first time from Mike’s point of view, and I enjoyed writing “The Honolulu Hula” a great deal.

“Ask Your Uncle” isn’t really a mystery, but instead reflects my interest in Kimo’s family and in what happens to them between the major cases. When I first began writing about Kimo, I made the mistake (hah!) of giving him a large family, including many nieces and nephews. As the series has progressed, and Kimo has aged, so have all those kids. And now that they are old enough to get into real trouble, I’ve grown intrigued by them.

The final story in the collection, “Mana’olana,” brings Kimo and Mike to a crisis point. However, Kimo recognizes that with his family around him, his heart is full of mana’olana, the Hawaiian word for hope.

​
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Once I moved from Waikiki to the Alapai Headquarters on South Beretania Street, I became a detective in District 1, which covers downtown Honolulu, though as the only openly gay detective at HPD, I also became something of an ombudsman between the force and the gay community. At first my fellow officers were suspicious, but many of them got over it, and now seemed to welcome somebody to take the heat in politically sensitive cases. So I wasn’t surprised that morning when I reached my desk to find a message asking me to contact Lieutenant Kee in Vice.

I decided to go down to Vice, on the B1 level, the first of two levels below ground. The photo lab, narcotics, and the special investigations section, where they do research on evidence, are also down there. It’s my favorite part of the building, and I’m always willing to hang around any of the labs and talk to the techs.

Vice was busy. Two middle-aged men in suits were pacing in the waiting area, and there were way too many cops lingering around for a Friday morning, some in uniforms, others, like me, in civilian clothes. My most comfortable uniform is a pair of khakis and an aloha shirt. I said good morning to Juanita Lum, Kee’s assistant. “Kinda nuts here, isn’t it?”

“I’ll say, Kimo,” she said. She’s a heavyset, no-nonsense Filipina, with lustrous black hair and skin so smooth she could do soap ads. From her wedding picture, which sat in a heart-shaped frame on her desk, you could see she’d been a real looker when she was younger. “You here about Donnie Chapman?”

Donnie Chapman had been a child star at twelve, the lead actor in a sitcom called Bobby and the Boys, about a group of kids in a beach town in Southern California. He was a cute kid who grew up on our television screens into a handsome young man. I’d heard that he was in Hawai’i shooting his first starring role in a feature film, and the newspaper gossip columnists were already wagging about his jump to big-screen stardom. I shrugged. “Don’t know. I had a message from Lieutenant Kee.”

At that moment Kee himself stepped out of his office. He was tall and dour, with a face that seemed to have sagged from everything he’d seen one human being do to another. “I’ll see the gentlemen from the studio in my office,” he said to Juanita. Pointing to me, he added, “And Detective Kanapa’aka as well.”

I dutifully followed the two suits into Kee’s office, bringing in a folding chair for myself. Once inside, Kee introduced me. The shorter of the two guys, who looked like a bodybuilder, his chest muscles struggling to burst out of his suit jacket, was Curt Feldman, handling local public relations for It’s No Party, Donnie Chapman’s movie. The other guy, Darryl Briscoe, was an attorney with a big firm downtown. He wore an immaculately tailored charcoal-gray pinstripe suit with a custom-made shirt underneath, his cuffs shot out from his jacket sleeves so that small gold cufflinks were visible, and he looked uncomfortable and out of his depth in the Vice Squad.

Kee introduced me, and said that he’d asked me to sit in on the meeting because of the sensitive nature of Chapman’s offense.

“Alleged offense,” Briscoe reminded him.

“Alleged offense,” Kee acknowledged. “Your client is alleged to have visited the area around Diamond Head Lighthouse last night, about sunset. He is alleged to have approached an undercover police officer and offered to perform, in a secluded yet public area, and I’m quoting from the officer’s written statement here, ‘a blow job so hot your nuts are going to explode.’ The officer asked if Mr. Chapman knew that performing sexual acts of any kind in a public park was illegal, and Mr. Chapman allegedly said, and again I’m quoting, ‘Fuck that, man, I want your dick.’ Now I understand the law, Mr. Briscoe, and I understand that Mr. Chapman hasn’t been convicted of this offense yet, but let’s not get tied up in legal language now, OK?”

I could tell Briscoe hadn’t been around criminal prosecution much, because instead of standing up to Kee he nodded his head and looked down at his shiny black loafers, the kind with little tassels on the front.

“Good, now that we’ve gotten that established maybe we can move forward.” 

“We want to solve this problem, Lieutenant,” Feldman said. He looked like a cheap bar bouncer in somebody else’s clothes. “We’ve met with Mr. Chapman and he understands that he broke the law, and he’s very remorseful. Apparently Mr. Chapman had a few drinks with some members of the film crew, and someone suggested that this would be a funny prank.”

Here Feldman shook his head, so that the Lieutenant and I would understand that he didn’t condone this kind of foolishness. “Mr. Chapman has clearly indicated to us that he is not a homosexual,” and here he nodded to me, “but of course he has many friends in the homosexual community and no antagonism toward anyone of a different sexual persuasion from himself.”

Feldman sat back in his chair. “As I’m sure you know, a major film production like this brings a lot of money into the community, and if, for example, there were a lot of salacious publicity surrounding this incident and it forced the studio to suspend production, that could cause a negative economic impact here in Honolulu. And that’s not beneficial to anyone.”

Kee frowned, bringing an even more dour effect to his face than usual. “Nobody wants to get political here,” he said. “This is only a misdemeanor offense. And the department has already been cooperative, in keeping Mr. Chapman’s name from the arrest list sent out to the media.”

“Let me suggest something that might solve all our problems,” Briscoe said. “Since the officer identified himself to Mr. Chapman before any actual crime occurred, there isn’t much legal ground for any kind of a guilty verdict. Mr. Chapman will provide the city with a sincere apology for wasting the time of public employees, and the studio will make a significant contribution to the Police Athletic League. Nothing gets into the papers, and the studio makes a commitment to continue filming in the city.”

He looked at Kee, who nodded slightly. Both Feldman and Briscoe relaxed their body language. “I do whatever the Prosecuting Attorney tells me when it comes to a case like this, but I don’t think you’ll have a problem convincing him. As a matter of fact, there’s an Assistant Prosecuting Attorney on the way over here right now. I think we could have this all wrapped up quickly.”

He turned to me. “What do you think, Detective?”

I didn’t know what he expected of me, and didn’t know why I was there at all, except for appearances. But I knew how easy it was for a big organization to railroad somebody into doing what was required, so I said, “Sounds fine to me. If you don’t mind, though, I’d like to talk to Mr. Chapman myself.”

“I don’t have a problem with that,” Kee said. “Gentlemen?”

Feldman looked uncomfortable, but Briscoe said, “We want to cooperate with the police in any way we can,” and then I knew for certain he had no experience in criminal practice. There was no earthly reason why they should let me talk to Chapman and an attorney wise in the ways of the police would have politely stonewalled me until the deal was signed and there was no harm I could do.

“He’s in the secured holding cell,” Kee said to me.

I excused myself, and walked down the hall past the sally port. When a prisoner is brought into the station in a police car, he’s behind bullet-proof glass and often in leg irons or handcuffs. The car pulls into the sally port on the first basement level and gates close behind it. Then the prisoner is taken out of the car. That’s to prevent any opportunity for escape during those moments of transfer between car and station.

I’d seen hundreds of prisoners brought in and knew it had to be an awful experience. For a privileged guy like Donnie Chapman, accustomed to studio executives and fans fawning over him, it had to seem like a prodigious drop.

The door guard brought Chapman down the hall from his secured cell to the interview room. He was boyishly handsome, even after his stressful night. He was my height, a little over six feet, with straight blonde hair and strong features, though his nose was crooked a little too much to the left. It was what moved him up from good-looking to handsome.

He wore a skin-hugging Lycra t-shirt in a dark green, and looked tired. I wasn’t surprised, since he’d been in custody for nearly twelve hours by then. He’d been processed, strip-searched, and had his personal belongings taken away; he’d been photographed straight on and in profile, and had his fingertips rolled over the ink pad and the information card. I introduced myself. “I’m not with Vice,” I said. “But I am the only openly gay detective on the force, which is why they wanted me to come talk to you.”

It wasn’t exactly the truth, but I thought it would do. I could see the tension in his shoulders release, and he slumped back in the straight-backed wooden chair. “Jesus, I’ve really fucked up, haven’t I?” 

“Not necessarily,” I said. “The studio’s negotiating a deal for you. They’re hoping to get you off with a fine and some community service time.”

“If I lie,” he said.

“I beg your pardon?”

“If I tell the media I’m not a queer, that it was some stupid prank that got me to that beach.” He looked up at me, straight in the eyes. “But I am. Queer. A cocksucker. I was at that beach because I wanted to be.” He looked down at the table and his shoulders slumped again. “But if I tell them that, then my career is over. And I can kiss It’s No Party goodbye.”

I’d read about the film in the Star-Advertiser. Donnie Chapman was to play a college dropout turned drifter who ended up as a busboy at a fancy resort in Honolulu. There he met an older woman, a divorcée who introduced him to adult passion and helped him get a handle on his life. Even though other gay actors had played straight roles—Rupert Everett, Anne Heche and so on—I could see how the studio might worry that the movie wouldn’t work if the audience knew the star was gay.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“I don’t know.” He held out his right hand, palm up. “Here’s my career. It’s at a crucial point now, everybody says so. I could go back to series TV in a heartbeat, playing some grown-up version of Bobby. But I’m tired of that. I want a part that makes me think, that makes other people think. I waited a long time for the right script, and that’s It’s No Party.”

Then he held out his left hand, palm up. “Now here’s my personal life. I’m gay, there’s no question about that. I can go on hiding it, like a lot of guys in Hollywood, and I can keep working. Or I can come out, and get on with my life, and my career goes into some celluloid closet.” He moved his hands up and down, as if weighing each choice. “What do you think?”

“I don’t see how you can make a real decision while you’re in here. Do what the studio wants, take the settlement. Finish the movie. Then give yourself some time to think things over, without the pressure of a movie hanging over you.”

It was as if a weight had lifted from him. “You’re right, you know,” he said. “Sometimes I make a huge deal over little things. I’m going to finish this movie, then I’ll worry about what happens next.”

I gave him my business card with and wrote my personal cell number on the back. “If you need to talk to someone, unofficially, give me a call.” I had the guard take him back to his cell, and then I told Lieutenant Kee Chapman was going to go along with the deal.

“Good,” he said, nodding. “I don’t like running these stings, but the tourism board is on my ass to keep the beaches clean. You know we picked up twenty-two johns last night—gay and straight—and nearly that many working boys and girls?” He shook his head. “Thanks for your help, detective.”

≈≈≈

I spent the next morning, Saturday, surfing, catching the waves I could at Kuhio Beach Park in Waikiki, then paddling back out beyond the breakers to try again, until my arms ached and my legs felt wobbly, and then happily dragged my whipped carcass back up Lili’uokalani Street to my studio apartment. I had just collapsed onto my bed to rest when the phone rang.

It was Donnie Chapman. The studio was putting a lot of pressure on him. Could I come out for a talk? He was staying at the Mandarin Oriental, a fancy hotel along the beach in Kahala, a few miles beyond where he’d been arrested.

I agreed. I pulled on an aloha shirt and a pair of khaki shorts and topsiders, and drove out to the Mandarin Oriental. It was a beautiful property, with lush grounds filled with tiny streams, miniature waterfalls, and flowering gardens, a place where lots of Hollywood types stay because it’s private and removed from the bustle of Waikiki. I left my truck in the parking structure and walked into the big marble and glass lobby, where I called Donnie’s room.

He met me at the pool bar, wearing a tight t-shirt and a pair of cotton slacks that emphasized all his assets. A bulky bodyguard took up position across from us as we sat at a high table under a tiki thatched roof and ordered drinks. “Thanks for coming out,” Donnie said. “The studio’s trying to keep a close eye on me.”

“Hence the gym rat over by the pillar?”

“Yeah, that’s Ernie.” Donnie lifted his glass in toast to Ernie, who nodded back. He reminded me of those Beefeater guards at the Tower of London, the ones who aren’t supposed to smile no matter what you do to make them.

“I’ve been thinking a lot about what I want to do after this movie’s over,” Donnie said. “Do I want to spend the rest of my life in the closet like a good little boy, or do I want to come out to the tabloids and sink my career?”

“You’re sure it’s an either/or situation?”

“I don’t see how it can’t be.”

“I didn’t actually make a choice to come out,” I said. “I was a detective on Waikiki for three years, until last year. One night I was at a gay bar—just testing the waters, you know, nothing more. But as I was leaving, I saw somebody drop a body behind the club. I did make a decision not to lie, though. I wasn’t willing to make up some dumb story, so the word got out that I’m gay. My lieutenant was a homophobic asshole, and he suspended me.”

“Jesus,” Donnie said. “That must have been tough.”

“It was, I won’t lie to you. But eventually the review board acquitted me, and I transferred downtown. Now I’m the department’s gay poster boy. I still have my job—but it’s changed in ways I never could have anticipated.” I paused. “I’m not saying it will be the same for you. But there is a way through these things.”

We ordered another round of drinks. Donnie said, “There’s something else I haven’t told you. Another wrinkle.” He waited until he had another piña colada in his hand, until he’d taken a long drink from it, before continuing. “There’s this guy, see. I had sex with him a couple of times. Crazy stuff, you know, out in parks, on the beach, in men’s rooms, once even in a gay bar in West Hollywood. I got down on my knees off to the side of the dance floor and sucked his dick, right out among hundreds of guys, and nobody even blinked.”

“And?”

“He had somebody take some pictures a couple of the times. I’ve been paying him, the last couple of months, not to go to the tabloids.”

“You know that’s always a bad idea, paying somebody off. It never stops.”

“I know. And now, he’s turned into a stalker. He’s here in Honolulu, he calls me late at night, swears we’re meant to be together, that kind of thing.”

“Were you supposed to meet him out at by the lighthouse?”

He shook his head. “I haven’t had sex with him since he first asked me for money. I’m not that stupid.” He paused, took a long drink from his piña colada. “Do you think you could talk to him? I don’t want to make a big fuss, but if I bring a cop along to tell him to back off, maybe he’ll get the message.”

“I don’t know how much good it would do, but I’ll go along with you.”

He asked me to stay to dinner at the hotel with him, and we had a pleasant evening, sitting out under the stars at the hotel restaurant, talking about our backgrounds. I heard how he’d started out doing print ads and then TV commercials when he was a kid, how he’d grown up on the set of Bobby and the Boys. I told him about my childhood in Honolulu, sneaking away to surf any chance I had.

By dessert we were talking about our first sexual experiences, about our growing realizations that we were different from other boys, that what excited them didn’t seem to have much effect on us. “The other guys in the cast would get together and talk about making out, about getting to first or second base with some girl, and then they’d look at me, and I didn’t have anything to say. They’d get all mad, like I was playing the star. Like I had to be able to get all the pussy I wanted. The problem was I didn’t want any, and I didn’t understand why not.”

He’d been sixteen when the guy who did the costumes for the show gave him his first hand job, and he realized he was probably gay. “But all the gay guys I knew were real flamers,” he said. “The guys in costumes and makeup. I didn’t think I was like that, and I didn’t find them attractive. I had these fantasies about being alone on the set with a carpenter or a grip, one of these real macho guys, and maybe I’d be up on the light grid or something, fooling around, and I’d fall, and this guy would catch me, and hold me, and we’d snuggle up somewhere together. I didn’t even know what guys did together back then. I just wanted somebody to hold me.”

Donnie looked at his watch. “It’s getting late. The guy usually calls after eleven. Will you come up to my room with me while I talk to him?”

“Sure.” We went upstairs, Ernie following. I wondered if anybody would object to my going into his room with him, if there was a guard around him all night long, monitoring who he slept with. But nobody stopped us as we walked into the big, airy living room of his suite, looking out toward the dark ocean. I could see the running lights of a single boat far offshore.

There was a bedroom off to the side, but we stayed in the living room. He pulled a bottle of brandy out of the mini bar and poured us both drinks, and we sat there in silence, listening to the low murmur of the waves outside and waiting for the phone to ring.

It startled us both when it did. He picked up the phone by the window and said, “Listen, we have to talk. I want to see you tonight.”

He paused to listen, then said, “I know. But we’re going to work this thing out. How about we meet up right now? I’ll be behind the building where they store the pool chairs. You know where that is?”

He paused again. “All right.” Donnie hung up the phone, then turned to me. “OK with you?”

“I guess so. I want to go down and look at the place first, though.”

“You go. I’ll square things with Ernie.” I got up, and then Donnie said, “Hey, Kimo, you have a gun, don’t you?”

“Not on me. I keep one in my truck, though.”

“Can you get it? Please? It would make me feel a lot more comfortable.” There was fear in his eyes that seemed very palpable.

“You think this guy’s that dangerous?”

“You’ll see him. He’s really muscular, a gym rat.” He paused. “Please?”

He got increasingly agitated, until I agreed to get the .45 I keep in the glove compartment. I had no intention of drawing it, but I thought knowing I had it might calm him down. I checked it, then snapped it into my shoulder holster. I kept a light cotton windbreaker in the back of the truck in case I got cold while surfing. I put that on, to cover the holster. 

I walked out by the pool and found the place Donnie was talking about. It was a good choice. The storage shed hid us from the rest of the hotel, and it was dark but there was enough light coming from the gardens so I could see both Donnie and his stalker.

In the lobby by the elevator I met Donnie. “Ernie’s cool, as long as I’m with you,” he said. “Come on, let’s get this over with.” He paused and looked at me. “Why are you wearing a jacket?”

I pulled one side of the jacket open to show the holster. “You asked, I delivered.”

He smiled, and then gave me a quick hug. “Thanks! It’s great to know I can trust someone.”

Out back, I told Donnie to stand where the light hit him and I found myself a place in the shadows where I could watch the path. The first thing I noticed, as I saw the blackmailer approach us, was how handsome he was, and I wondered why a guy so good-looking hadn’t found a legitimate way of getting ahead in life. He was 6’2, broad-shouldered, with dark brown hair that cascaded to his shoulders. He wore a tank top that showcased the impressive musculature of his upper body, and a pair of tight shorts that seemed to have molded themselves to his body.

The handsome guy seemed happy to see Donnie Chapman. He walked right up to Donnie and kissed him on the lips, then hugged him.

I was puzzling this out when suddenly things seemed to have changed. Donnie and the handsome guy had dropped to the ground and Donnie was on top of him. “Kimo, quick! He’s got a gun!” Donnie shouted. “It’s pointed right into my stomach! Shoot him!”

I drew my gun and ran toward them, but something still didn’t see right. There was something about the position of the guy’s arms that didn’t look like he was holding a gun. It looked like Donnie was holding him down.

“God damn it, Kimo, shoot him!” Donnie yelled as I raced up.

I didn’t shoot, and Donnie knocked into me, reaching for my gun. As we wrestled for it the guy scrambled away, rolling, then getting up on all fours. “Jesus, Donnie, what’s going on?” he asked.

I held onto my gun and wrestled Donnie Chapman into a prone position on the concrete path. “Yeah, Donnie, tell us what’s going on?”

“I wanted to dump you, all right, Rick?” Donnie said, his face flat against the concrete. “I didn’t want anybody to know you ever existed. I thought I could get this cop to shoot you.”

I looked up at Rick. “Who are you?”

“Up until now I thought I was Donnie’s boyfriend,” he said. “My name’s Rick Cuadros. I’m an actor, and Donnie and I have been dating for about six months or so. Although lately we’ve been fighting a lot about him having sex with strangers.”

“So what, Donnie?” I asked. “You can’t just break up with somebody? You have to get him killed, too?”

“The director of It’s No Party saw Rick a week or so ago,” he said. I was still kneeling on his back. “He wants to cast Rick in a small part in the movie, and I don’t want the competition.”

“You know anything about this?” I asked Rick.

“I did meet the director last week,” he said. “But I didn’t talk to him, and Donnie never told me the guy wanted to cast me.”

He came over closer to us, and kneeled down to look at Donnie. “You knew that was my big break and you wouldn’t tell me?”

“As soon as you walk on the set people will figure out the relationship between us, and I’ll get outed. It’ll ruin my career, and my career is all I have.”

I looked over to Rick. “You want to press assault charges against him?”

Rick shook his head. “I couldn’t.”

I stood up and let Donnie free. “If I were you, I’d be more careful about who I date in the future,” I said to Rick. “And now, I think I’m done here.”

I wiped my hands free of dirt and concrete dust and started to walk away, then stopped. When I looked back, they were arguing in low voices. “Hey, Rick,” I called. “Watch your back.”

He looked towards me and nodded, and then went back to arguing with Donnie. A couple of days later the Star-Advertiser announced that the studio was not returning to LA to film the interiors for It’s No Party, but instead would be using local facilities. The charges against Donnie Chapman never did make the paper, and they were dropped shortly after the agreement was signed. 

When It’s No Party finally came out, reviewers cited the lack of excitement or sexual tension between Donnie and the woman playing his seductress, and the movie went quickly to video. Within a year Donnie was back on TV, as a grown-up version of the boy he’d become famous playing. He was often seen escorting starlets around Hollywood.

As for Rick Cuadros, he did join the cast of It’s No Party in a small but pivotal role, and that proved to be the boost his career needed, even though the movie itself was a dud. A little later, he snagged a role on a hot new gay soap opera on HBO, coming out in the process. His face was splashed on the cover of various magazines, and he was said to be dating a Hollywood hotshot. 

I spent some time with Lieutenant Kee, trying to come up with a solution to the problem of gay men having sex on public beaches. I didn’t want to see any more guys snared in the trap that had caught Donnie Chapman—because I knew that no one else would be as lucky as he was. 

The end result was an ad campaign, co-sponsored by the Waikiki Hotel Association. I posed for the signature poster, wearing my official uniform and holding a hotel key in my hand. The background was a beautiful photo of Diamond Head Lighthouse after a rainstorm, with a rainbow against the sky. The small print listed the statutes against sex in public, along with the penalties, and the tag line, in big, bold letters, was “Get a room!” 
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The words to the Joni Mitchell song about paradise being paved were running through my mind as I drove my truck from Waikiki into downtown Honolulu on a crisp winter Tuesday morning. The sun shone brightly over the green mass of the Ko’olau mountains and palm trees swayed in a gentle breeze. But everywhere I looked, construction cranes had sprung up, like giant monsters devouring the landscape.

My radio crackled to life when I was still a few blocks away from my office at the Honolulu Police Department, where I was the only openly gay homicide detective. It wasn’t a distinction I aimed for, but rather one that was thrust upon me, one I tried to honor as much as I could.

Dispatch directed me to an alley off Lauhala Street, in the shadow of the H1 highway, where the body of an unidentified male had been found in a construction dumpster. It was a few blocks past police headquarters down South Beretania Street, and as I passed the four-story building, I thought ruefully of all the paperwork on my desk that I still wasn’t going to get finished.

I pulled up behind a patrol car on Lauhala, next to a medical office building under construction by The Queen’s Medical Center. The sun was rising over Mount Tantalus and the central business district was beginning its day. The weatherman had promised us rain later in the day, but the trade winds were blowing off the ocean and there wasn’t a cloud in the sky.

The responding officer was Lidia Portuondo, a no-nonsense patrol officer I had known for years. Her dark hair was coiled in a bun, her uniform neat and crisp. “What have we got?” I asked, as I walked to where she stood talking to a scruffy-looking guy who I guessed was Samoan, about six-four and close to 350 pounds.

To the Samoan man, she said, “This is Detective Kanapa’aka, from homicide.” Then she turned to me. “Morning, Kimo. Mr. Momoa here is a laborer on the site over there.” She motioned toward the half-built building. A four-story steel skeleton had been clad in concrete block, and a flat corrugated steel roof was in place. I could see that they had already begun framing out the office space on the first floor with metal studs and drywall.

“I clean up before the guys get started,” Momoa said. “At night, stuff blows around in the wind, and sometimes kids or bums get in. I took a load of stuff out to the dumpster. I get the lid up, and I’m about to pour the crap in when I see the guy there.”

“A Filipino male, approximately forty years of age, resting on his side,” Lidia said. “Big stab wound to the back. Noted this thing, might be the weapon, next to the body.”

“What do you mean, thing?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know what to call it.”

“Show me.”

She and Momoa walked me over to the dumpster, which had been propped open. The crime scene team arrived, so she went to brief them, and I stepped up to the dumpster and looked inside. The body lay on a bed of drywall debris, the legs curled in a partial fetal position. Next to it was the bloody weapon Lidia had mentioned.

I recognized it immediately. When I was a teenager I spent my summers working for my father, a general contractor. I did everything from cleaning up, like Momoa, to hanging drywall, and I could still recognize the sharp-pointed rigid blade of a wallboard saw. It was used for things like cutting out a hole in drywall for an electrical outlet or phone jack.

I stepped back from the dumpster and let the crime scene techs do their work. I called the ME’s office and asked them to send out a wagon, then took a detailed statement from Momoa, finding out that a number of carpenters had still been working when he left the site the day before at three-thirty. 

Then I joined Lidia in taking statements from each of the other workers—what time they had left the day before, had they seen anyone around the site, and so on. It was tedious work, and the cool morning air burned off quickly. Even in a blue-and-white aloha shirt, khakis, and deck shoes without socks, I was roasting. I moved the interviews to the shade of a big kukui tree, but that didn’t help much.

When the ME’s van arrived, Doc Takayama was with them. “Slow day today?” I asked. It was rare that our ME came out for anything less than a high-profile homicide. Then I saw the way he was looking at Lidia and it clicked. I’d had a feeling the two had a relationship that was more than professional.

“Just wanted to get out in the sunshine for a few minutes,” Doc said. He was carrying a short yellow plastic stool that I wondered about. Was it part of some new forensic technique?

I watched as he walked over to the dumpster, where he met and talked to Lidia. Then she gave him a leg up and he climbed into the dumpster with his plastic stool. I stood in the shade of the kukui and waited until his head popped up again. I realized he’d carried the stool into the dumpster with him so he’d have a way to get out. The things you learn working with a pathologist.

I walked over to him as he was peeling off his blue rubber gloves. “You have anything for me yet?”

“From the angle of entry, the victim was most likely kneeling on the floor, the knife thrust into his back from above,” he said. He still looked incongruously young to me, though at thirty-two we were the same age. Doc, however, had already gone through medical school, a residency, and internship, as well as a fellowship in pathology at Claremont. He joked that he had chosen to be an ME because his patients couldn’t complain about how young he looked.

“Consistent with someone begging for his life?” I asked.

“That would be a reasonable interpretation,” Doc said.

“And any idea about time of death?”

“Without opening him up, I can only say sometime in the last twelve to eighteen hours. I’ll narrow that gap once I see what’s what.”

His techs lifted the body out of the dumpster and waited while I took a bunch of digital photos of the victim’s face. He was neatly dressed, in lightweight scrubs and an orange t-shirt that read “Hug a Pineapple.” No wallet or other identification. His shoes were interesting; white, rubber-soled clogs, which made me think he was a nurse at Queen’s, that perhaps he’d been mugged leaving work the night before.

Once the techs were gone and the carpenters had all returned to work, I headed for the cool, air-conditioned interior of the medical center. I started at the security office, but no one on duty recognized the victim’s photo. After trying a couple of floors, I found a haole, or white, woman in the medical-surgical unit who said, “Oh, my God, that’s Miguel,” covering her mouth with her hand.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “Do you know Miguel’s last name?”

“Bohulano. Oh my God, he’s dead, isn’t he?”

I asked her to spell the name. “We worked together sometimes, but not recently,” she said. “Let me check the computer.” She leaned toward the monitor and hit a couple of keys. “He was on yesterday from seven a.m. to three-thirty p.m. Marta was here, too.”

She introduced me to Marta, a young Filipina nurse. “He say anything about where he was going after work?” I asked.

She shook her head. Miguel was a sweet guy, she said, always cracking jokes and singing funny songs in Tagalog. Patients liked him. He was neat and his case notes were clear. No one else I spoke to on the floor had much else to contribute.

I went to the personnel office and spoke with a middle-aged Chinese woman named Helen Lau. She looked up his records on her computer. “He’s originally from the Philippines,” she said. “He went to nursing school there, and he had a current nursing license.”

“Next of kin?”

She gave me an address for his mother in Quezon City.

“How long had he worked here?”

“According to this, just under a year,” she said.

I asked what kind of employee he had been. She was apologetic; it was hospital policy not to divulge anything from an employee’s personnel file without a court order, even in a case like this, where the records might help lead to his murderer.

“There is one thing I can tell you,” she said. “Good nurses are hard to find, and hospitals work hard to hold on to them. Mr. Bohulano’s record indicates he moved around a lot more frequently than a good nurse would. When you get the subpoena for our records, get one for each of the places he worked before, too.”

I wrote down the information I needed, thanked her, and said I’d be back when I had the paperwork. By the time I got downstairs, the rain the weatherman had predicted had arrived, a heavy shower that lasted only long enough to drench me as I ran to my truck.

It was already past lunchtime, so I grabbed some takeout to eat at my desk while I put together the information the Prosecuting Attorney’s office would need for the subpoenas. While I waited for them, I finished the paperwork on a couple of outstanding cases—a college girl shot by a jealous boyfriend as she came out of the downtown office building where she had a part-time job, and a tourist knifed in a late-night mugging a few blocks from the Aloha Tower.

By the end of my shift I didn’t have anything new—the ME’s report wouldn’t come through ‘til the next day, and the Prosecuting Attorney’s office was still processing all those subpoenas. The weather had cleared up, so after I drove back to my apartment in Waikiki, I pulled out my surfboard and walked down to Kuhio Beach Park.

The longer I remained a homicide detective, the harder it got to contemplate the parade of victims, and surfing was the only way I could stay sane. Outside the breakers, I focused on watching the waves, choosing the one that would carry me to shore. I could forget the senseless deaths, the innocent and guilty victims, the pain of those left behind.

The beach was crowded and it was hard to catch a good wave, and as the sunset cruises began to leave with their colorful sails unfurled, I rode one last wave to the shore. I walked up the sand and like a homing beacon, I felt the Rod and Reel Club signaling to me.

You’d think I would stay away from the place, after the trouble I had run into there in the past, but it was the closest gay bar to my apartment, and the bartender let me run a tab. It was a friendly place, and the mix of gay and straight patrons made it easier for me as I took my first steps out of the closet. I’d met other guys there who felt the same way.

I left my board in a lineup beside the bar. Still damp, I pulled up a stool and ordered a Longboard Lager. It was the tail end of happy hour, and the patio wasn’t too crowded. A couple of tourist clusters filled the round tables, and a smattering of gay men sat at the bar or lounged in small groups under the big kukui tree. I didn’t see anyone I knew, or anyone I wanted to know, so I finished my beer and went home.
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