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Prologue: Missing


From The Palisades Post, August 12th

LOCAL TEEN STILL MISSING
Seventeen-year-old Sofia Calderón has not been seen since Friday night. The Palisades High student was last spotted leaving a gathering at a friend’s home near the Bluffs. Authorities are treating this as a possible runaway, though friends describe her disappearance as “completely out of character.”

A candlelight vigil will be held Tuesday evening. The family asks for privacy.

—

From The Palisades Post, August 16th

COMMUNITY IN PRAYER
Residents gathered at St. Monica’s for a vigil honoring missing teen Sofia Calderón. The Archdiocese released a statement offering “continued prayers and support for the family.”

—

The clippings yellowed on the fridge in Rosa’s kitchen. She brushed crumbs off the counter, stared at them, then shoved her phone deeper into her pocket before Carter could grab it again.

Up the hill, in a convent cell that smelled of mildew, Sister Thomas said her morning prayers. The fan rattled in her window. A football thumped on the seminary lawn below, young priests shouting like boys at recess. She kept her eyes on the cross.




Chapter One: Daughters


Rosa hated CVS runs. Carter made her go with him, claiming she “forgot things,” but it was his way of keeping track of her. She walked the aisles under the fluorescent hum, texting her cousin about cotillion dresses, when his hand brushed her phone away.

“Be here with me,” he murmured. It wasn’t a request.

She glanced toward the makeup aisle — two girls from school giggling, whispering about the Loop. Everyone had heard of it. No one said they had. Rosa shoved her phone into her bag.



Across town, Ava stepped into the convent for the first time.

Sister Thomas, Irish, opened the door. She was thin, face lined but striking, eyes pale as sea glass.

“You’re early,” Sister Thomas said, her brogue softened by years but still sharp. “Come.”

No handshake. No warmth. Just the smell of must and corridors lined with bishops’ photographs. Ava’s heels clicked against the tiles as they walked.

“They call these rooms ‘cells,’” Sister Thomas said abruptly. “The men retire to villas. We’re given poetry.”

Not bitter — not sweet either. Just fact.

Ava glanced into a narrow doorway: crucifix, single bed, no desk. The air was thick. Suffocating.

Back at CVS, Rosa bought toothpaste she didn’t need. Carter carried the bag, as if it meant she belonged to him.

And up in the convent, Ava asked Sister Thomas: “What does the Church demand of you?”

“Everything,” she answered.



