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CHAPTER ONE

	JUNE 30

	SUNDAY

	6:12 PM

	 

	EMERY HAZARD WAS LOSING AN ARGUMENT.

	“I did not say dancing was stupid.”

	They were gathered in their neighbors’ kitchen. Nominally, it was a party.

	“No,” his fiancé, John-Henry Somerset, responded. “I believe your exact words were ‘It’s pedestrian.’”

	“And,” their friend Noah put in, “he said it’s just a way of distracting people from serious concerns like the International Monetary Fund’s leadership blunders from 2010 to 2017.”

	Hazard was seriously reconsidering the friend part. “You’re not helping. Look, I know you want a big wedding—”

	“I want it on record,” Somers said, “that I don’t want a big wedding.” 

	“—and I’m fine with a big wedding, but I think dancing would get chaotic.”

	“And he said it was the opiate of the masses,” Gray Dulac said. Somers’s partner elbowed into their conversation around the island in Noah and Rebeca’s kitchen. “That’s from Marx, bitches.”

	Hazard decided Dulac needed some friendly advice, so he said, “Stay the fuck out of this.”

	“Language,” Rebeca said as she walked by, and then a passel of kids shot through the kitchen. “And Emery also said dancing was a frivolous use of calories, and it was particularly unethical in light of all the malnourished people across the world.”

	“Rebeca,” Hazard said, unable to control the wounded tone.

	She shrugged. “You did say that.”

	“My point,” Hazard said, “is that we can do something besides dancing.”

	“It’s a wedding,” Somers said.

	“He probably can’t dance,” Dulac said.

	“He’s Emery Hazard,” Noah said, “of course he can dance.” Then he added, “He’s probably just really bad at it.”

	“Emery can dance,” Nico, Hazard’s ex-boyfriend, put in. “He’s a really, really good dancer.”

	“Suck up,” Mitchell said. The red-headed kid had been crushing hard on Nico, and now he gave him a playful shove. Nico, who was gorgeous and all arms and legs, pretended to tumble into the refrigerator.

	“I’m with Emery,” Wesley said. The pastor nodded and added, “There’s absolutely no reason to have dancing.”

	“See?” Hazard said.

	“It’s godless and immoral.”

	Hazard groaned.

	“And,” Wesley said, grinning as he pulled his girlfriend Susan against him, “even though godless and immoral things can be tremendously fun, Emery’s obviously just a bad dancer.”

	“I’m a fine dancer,” Hazard said. “It’s all about rhythm and rhythm is all about counting. I’m a great dancer.”

	Somers just shook his head.

	“And,” Hazard said, “the only reason I’m against dancing is that to be a good dancer, a really good dancer, you have to have an ass. And some people in this room have absolutely no ass. Zero ass.”

	Total silence; then, from upstairs, a thunderous crash from the kids.

	“Dude,” Dulac whispered.

	“Ok, folks,” Somers said, gesturing with a can of Pepsi, “nothing to see here. Move along.”

	“Maybe you guys should waltz,” Noah said.

	“That,” Rebeca said, “is the whitest thing ever.”

	“What’s wrong with a waltz? It’s easy, and like Emery said, you can just count the steps.”

	“He could manage a waltz,” Dulac said, frowning over his beer. “Probably.”

	“Emery, you should just grind up on him,” Nico said, “you know, like when we’d go to the Pretty Pretty—” Mitchell clapped a hand over Nico’s mouth and both of the younger men giggled as it turned into wrestling.

	“Move along,” Somers said, gesturing with the can again. The gathering in the kitchen broke up, with people drifting into Noah and Rebeca’s living room.

	“It’s only in comparison,” Rebeca said as she passed Hazard, flicking a gaze at him and then at Somers’s backside. “You just can’t live up to Emery’s . . . statuesque build.”

	“A little less commentary, please,” Somers said.

	Hazard held himself rigidly on the stool, his thumb flicking up and down the bottle of Guinness.

	“They’re teasing you,” Somers whispered in his ear.

	“I know.” Flick. Flick.

	“Because they love you.”

	Hazard’s thumb stopped on the side of the beer. He rolled his eyes.

	“And I love you too,” Somers said, kissing his neck. “Although I’m going to make you take back that comment about my flat ass.”

	And then Somers pinched Hazard’s butt and headed for the refrigerator. Hazard’s gut tightened the way it still did, even after a few dry months, but Somers just grabbed another Pepsi. When he turned around, something must have been on Hazard’s face because Somers blushed lightly, and then he shrugged and displayed the can like a The Price is Right showgirl. Then he laughed, and the moment broke, and he moved into the living room.

	Hazard finished his beer and left the empty in the sink; then he moved to the living room and took up a spot along the wall. Mitchell and Nico were doing some more giggling together on the sofa, heads close together, Nico’s hand casually on Mitchell’s leg. Wesley was standing by the door, talking to Susan; her head was down, shaking in a negative, while Wesley said something low and hurried. Dulac had cornered Darnell, a big man in overalls and a Carhartt tee, and was peppering the bigger man’s face with kisses. Darnell was fire-engine red and grinning. Somers stood in a loose triangle with Noah and Rebeca, all three of them laughing. And then another passel of kids stampeded through the living room, and Hazard smiled in spite of himself; his daughter, Evie, three years old, was hot on the tail of Robbie, almost eleven, who was shrieking and pretending to let her catch up.

	“Dee,” Evie screamed as she ran past. “Robbie spank me!”

	“Bet you can’t spank me,” Robbie shouted, and then the chase moved on, with Evie squealing with delight as her chubby little legs carried her after her intended victim.

	“You ask them,” Darnell said, the quiet tone drawing Hazard’s attention.

	“No, you,” Dulac said.

	“You’re their friend.”

	“So are you.” Dulac grinned, shifting his constellations of freckles, and added, “And they like you better.”

	“It was your idea.”

	“Fine,” Dulac said, “but you owe me. Next time we’re—” Darnell got a hand over his mouth, muffling the words; when he pulled away, Dulac was still saying, “—and then I get to—” before Darnell got his hand back into place.

	“Never mind,” Darnell said, pecking Dulac on the cheek once. “I’ll ask them. Hi, um. Excuse me, everyone. Really quick.” The Vandal hordes had moved to the basement, and the adults turned toward Dulac and Darnell. If possible, Darnell got even redder, and he dry washed his hands once before continuing. “The thing is, the really great thing is, well, we’ve been talking a lot, and we’ve been, you know, building a relationship, and I think you’ve all seen how, if you think about it, Gray and I are really making important steps towards the future, and . . .” The words dried up; he wrung his hands again.

	“Uh, Gray,” Somers said. “What’s going on?”

	“You are not getting married,” Hazard said. “You can get married one year after us.”

	“What?” Dulac said. “Dude, no. Gross. We’re not getting married. We’re moving in together. We bought a house.” Then Dulac flushed, just a dusting of pink behind the freckles. “It’s just down the street, actually.”

	“No,” Hazard said.

	“That’s great,” Somers said. “Congratulations.”

	“Sell it,” Hazard said.

	Somers shot him a look.

	“Congratulations,” Noah said, lifting his beer in a toast.

	“Congratulations,” Rebeca echoed.

	“You’re talking about the Martinez’s house,” Hazard said. “It’s got termites. Sell it. Asbestos too. You can’t live there.”

	“Don’t worry, Emery,” Darnell said. “We had it inspected. Termites are taken care of, and the asbestos was actually really easy to remove. It’s totally safe.”

	“Property crime,” Hazard said. “You really have to think about the risk of property crime.”

	Somehow, Somers had worked his way over and now elbowed Hazard. “Enough,” he muttered. Then, to Dulac and Darnell, he said, “Congratulations, guys. That’s really exciting.”

	“And, since you’re all our friends,” Dulac said, slumping against Darnell now, his head on Darnell’s shoulder, “we expect you to show up and help us move.”

	“Please,” Darnell said. “We’d really appreciate it.”

	Hazard was already constructing a plan: somehow he had to make sure the moving truck—fully insured, of course—was destroyed along with all of Dulac and Darnell’s worldly possessions, thus ensuring they didn’t move onto the same street as Hazard and Somers. Maybe gasoline and a match, maybe just driving it into the river. But before he could volunteer to drive the moving truck, a voice broke through his thoughts.

	“This is just perfect.” It was Susan’s voice, and when Hazard glanced back, he saw the tall, plain-faced woman yank open the door. She stormed out, leaving Wesley behind. Wesley stood with his shoulders slumped, hands on his hips, staring at the ground. After a moment, he looked up; his face was almost as red as his ginger quiff.

	“I’m sorry,” he said. “I hope you all have a good night; Rebeca, Noah, thank you again.” He fumbled with the door, added another, “Sorry,” over his shoulder, and slunk out of the house.

	“What happened there?” Somers said.

	“Susan was upset and ran off. Wesley went after her.”

	“Oh, somehow I missed that. Thanks.”

	“Really, John? Because you were looking right at—oh. Don’t do that.”

	Somers smiled at him.

	“It’s not cute.”

	Somers shrugged.

	“Ask better questions.”

	Somers kissed him on the cheek.

	Scrubbing at his cheek, Hazard growled, “Specificity is the key to critical thinking.”

	“You just can’t help spewing poetry, can you?”

	“We’ll help,” Nico said. Mitchell whispered something to him, and both of them giggled. “Mitchell’s really strong,” Nico continued between bursts of giggles. “Look at these biceps.” And then more wrestling ensued, with Nico trying to show off Mitchell’s arms—in Hazard’s opinion, the kid looked like he needed to start with the ten-pound weights.

	“We can help too,” Somers said, squeezing Hazard’s hand.

	“No,” Hazard said. “Why’d you wait so long to ask for help? And why are you moving in together? Isn’t that a little fast?”

	Somers squeezed his hand again.

	Through gritted teeth, Hazard said, “I’ll drive the truck.”

	“Awesome, bro, awesome,” Dulac said. “But we’ve already got somebody to drive the truck. I’m putting you on appliance duty: washer, dryer, refrigerator.”

	“Pass,” Hazard said.

	“We’ll get you a dolly, dude.”

	“John,” Hazard said.

	“You shouldn’t spend so much time working out,” Somers said with a shrug. “Then people wouldn’t ask you to lift heavy things.”

	“Like Mitchell,” Nico put in, and then more wrestling ensued.

	“For fuck’s sake,” Hazard muttered. “Why can’t they just screw each other and get it over with?”

	“See, this is why I tell people you’re a born romantic,” Somers said.

	“Forget I said anything,” Hazard said.

	“It’s those rose-colored glasses; you can’t help seeing all the beauty in the world.”

	“If I have to watch those two get to second base, I need another beer.”

	“You’re like a modern-day Cupid,” Somers called after him. “Spreading love wherever you go.”

	Hazard gave him the finger without looking back, but two steps into the kitchen, he spotted Ricky, who spotted Hazard in turn. Ricky’s eight-year-old eyes got huge as they locked onto the middle finger.

	“Now let’s talk about this,” Hazard said, dropping his hand. “Are you amenable to bribes?”

	“Mom!” Ricky screamed, shooting off into the living room. “Mr. Hazard did something bad!”

	Groaning, Hazard got another beer from the fridge. He drank for a few minutes in the kitchen, leaning up against the counter, listening to the hub of voices from the other room. He ran his hand along the edge of the counter. He made up a new guest list for the wedding, and then he ran through a series of mental checklists. They’d managed to secure a venue not far from Wahredua, and Hazard had already finished background checks on the employees. They had all passed with the exception of a young man with a few convictions for possession. Hazard had spoken to the young man and explained, clearly, how he wanted this wedding to be the best day of his fiancé’s life. At some point, the young man had started crying, at which point Somers had gotten involved, which made Hazard feel the issue might not be fully resolved. He added another box to his mental checklist: find a few minutes to speak privately to that young man again. Just to make sure. But standing there, drinking a Guinness, running his hand along the counter, visualizing how he would corner that little delinquent and really impress upon him the gravity of this situation, the whole time listening to the voices from the living room, the thing Hazard did most was smile.

	A chorus of goodbyes came from the front room, and then a second round, and then Somers poked his head into the kitchen. “They’re gone.”

	“Who?”

	“Nico, Mitchell, Dulac and Darnell.”

	“Did Nico and Mitchell leave together?”

	Somers grinned, and one eyebrow shot up.

	“No,” Hazard said, jabbing the neck of the beer toward him. “I am not jealous.”

	“I know.”

	“I do not care if they’re together.”

	“I know.”

	“I’m asking because it’s important to keep track of romantic associations within a friend group.”

	“Of course it is.”

	“Romantic relationships are potentially destabilizing. If things end badly, it could upset the social order.”

	“Ree. Sweetheart.”

	Hazard took a vicious drink of the Guinness and then said, “What?” He punctuated the question with another wild jab of the bottle.

	“Come watch a movie.”

	Somers waited for Hazard to join him, and then he squeezed Hazard’s hand as they went back into the living room.

	“Ok,” Noah said, scrolling through the cable TV menu; the channel preview in the corner showed a young woman working diligently at an office job while dollar signs and question marks danced over her head. Hazard predicted some sort of credit card or payday loan commercial. “Now, listen, we have to make a serious choice. Really serious. There’s a lot on the line.” He paused, remote still extended toward the TV, and looked at them: “Die Hard one or two?”

	“Goodnight, boys,” Rebeca said, moving toward the hall.

	“Don’t even think about it,” Hazard snapped, pointing at her with the beer.

	“Have a great time,” she said with huge smile.

	“Rebeca, don’t you dare leave me alone with these two.”

	She was already out of sight; from the hallway came a singsong, “Goodnight.”

	“Die Hard,” Somers said. “The original.”

	Hazard groaned.

	“It’s the best one,” Somers said. “Two is awesome, but you can’t beat the original.”

	“Thank God,” Noah said, dropping back onto the sofa, his goofy grin breaking out. “I thought we were going to have to fight.”

	“What about you, Ree?”

	“Abstain.”

	“You can’t abstain. What do you want to watch?”

	“The original.”

	“He’s just saying that,” Somers said. “For real, what do you want to watch?”

	“Hey, I thought we agreed we were going to watch one of the Die Hards. That was the whole point.”

	“Yeah, but I want to let Ree have a say.”

	“Die Hard is fine,” Hazard said.

	“Great,” Noah said.

	“Wait for it,” Somers said.

	“If,” Hazard said, “you enjoy poorly conceived, poorly written, poorly acted, and poorly directed movies that are completely nonsensical and that are embarrassingly unrealistic.”

	“There it is,” Somers murmured.

	“But,” Noah said, glancing from Hazard to Somers and back to Hazard. “But . . . but it’s Die Hard.”

	“Have you seen it?” Somers asked Hazard.

	“I tried to watch it. Once. I got through about five minutes.”

	“Emery,” Noah said, squirming to the edge of the sofa cushion. “It’s one of the best action movies ever. It totally revolutionized the genre. It’s got Bruce Willis, and it’s got Alan Rickman. It’s got evil Germans. It’s got explosions and that kick-ass scene with the broken glass. You’ve got to give it a try.”

	“I already gave it a try. You guys go ahead; I think I’ll call it a night.”

	“Are you sure?” Somers said.

	“No,” Noah said, wriggling on the cushion so that he looked like he was in danger of falling off. “No way, this is a matter of principle now. This is one of the best action movies ever. Emery, everybody loves this movie.”

	“Not everybody,” Hazard said.

	“Pretty much everybody. I mean, look, you’ll be in really good company. Lots of smart people like Die Hard. Lots of really smart filmmakers and screenwriters and directors. Those are the kind of people who like this movie.”

	Dropping into an armchair, Somers kicked up his legs and said to no one in particular, “That was probably not the tack I would have chosen, but I’m interested to see how this plays out.”

	“Don’t be smart,” Hazard said to him. Then, to Noah, “Judging by the commercial,” he pointed to the screen, “and the way TV marketing groups target advertisements to audiences based on statistically likely demographics, it would also put me in the same group as people who need yogurt to complete a bowel movement.”

	Noah’s jaw dropped.

	“More or less what I expected,” Somers said, “although the poop angle was a nice twist. I was anticipating something along the lines of ‘moral and intellectual degeneracy.’”

	“I told you not to be smart.”

	Somers beamed up at him.

	“Emery,” Noah said like a man who’d received a blow to the head. He turned to Somers and said, “I can’t. I just can’t.”

	“Ree,” Somers said, “it really is a pretty good movie. Will you stay and watch it with us?”

	“No.”

	“You can appreciate it as a historical artifact.”

	“No. It has cheesy dialogue. ‘Yippee ki-yay.’ I mean, come on, John.”

	“You can acknowledge it as a cultural marker, a shift in a film genre’s trajectory.”

	“No. The lone-hero trope is ridiculous bullshit, John. People need to recognize and value cooperative heroism, the teams of people like police who work together to keep us safe.” Hazard tried to stop there, but words spilled out of him. “And besides, it has an unnecessarily complicated plot. The bad guys have to pretend to be terrorists to get the power cut to get into a bank vault, so they’re really just thieves, but they draw all this unnecessary attention, when they could have completed most of the robbery without drawing any attention and then shut off the power independently. And John McClane makes bad decision after bad decision. I’m not just talking about walking on broken glass. I mean, all he had to do was sneak down to the garage and call for help, but instead, he fights a guy with a gun, barehanded, and somehow he wins. I mean, that’s really teaching people some terrible lessons about combat strategy and survival.”

	Somers’s eyes glittered, tropically blue.

	“I, uh,” Hazard said. “I mean, that’s what I’ve heard.”

	“You watched the whole thing.”

	“Don’t be ridiculous.”

	“You read the Wikipedia summary.”

	“I did no such thing.”

	Somers leaned back in the armchair; the house settled with a creak, and kids’ laughter came from downstairs.

	“I might have read a few synopses,” Hazard said. “It was a long time ago. It’s hard to remember.”

	“This is a travesty,” Noah said.

	Hazard squared his shoulders, chin up. “I should probably get Evie home. It’s almost her bedtime.”

	“Dang it,” Somers said, checking the clock. He rolled out of the chair, clapped Noah on the shoulder, and said, “Another time.”

	“Are you sure?”

	“Thanks for having us over.”

	“You can stay, John,” Hazard said.

	But Somers just smiled and helped him collect Evie, and then a swarm of children was trying to hug Evie and hug Somers and hug Hazard. Hazard decided the best policy was to do what you were supposed to do with most wild animals: stay still and wait for them to go away. The barrage of hugs finally ended, and Somers had a crazy-ass grin as he led Hazard out of the house.

	“What?” Hazard said.

	“I just love you sometimes.”

	“Sometimes?” Hazard grumbled.

	They got Evie through her bath and into bed, and then Hazard read in bed while Somers played on his phone.

	“You could have stayed, John. If you wanted to watch the movie, I could have gotten Evie to bed.”

	“I know,” Somers said. And then he tossed the phone on the bed and rolled, straddling Hazard. He looked down. He carefully closed the book and lifted it from Hazard’s hands.

	“I was reading that.”

	“I noticed.”

	“If you want to watch those movies, I don’t care. I want you to watch what you want to watch.”

	“I’ve seen it before,” Somers said, shucking his shirt, exposing the hard lines of muscle and ink. “Besides, I think I liked your version better.”

	“Yeah?” Hazard said.

	Somers took his hands and moved them up to his chest, leaning into the touch. “Yeah,” Somers whispered.

	 


CHAPTER TWO

	JULY 1

	MONDAY

	8:07 AM

	 

	SOMERS WAS AT HIS DESK, clicking through emails that had arrived overnight. The bullpen inside the Wahredua Police Department was busy; uniformed officers had just completed the morning briefing, and now they milled around, talking and drinking bad coffee and putting off patrol for a few minutes. The city’s four detectives were all at their desks: Carmichael and Moraes worked all the drug-related cases in the city—despite their best efforts, central Missouri still produced and distributed a great deal of meth—and Somers and Dulac worked everything else. 

	At the moment, thankfully, everything else made a pretty small pile: Somers was currently examining expert testimony in a case of destroyed mailboxes. The self-appointed expert, Mrs. Bruce Campbell, had been Somers’s 7th-grade science teacher, and she insisted that the mailboxes had been destroyed with what she continuously referred to as an IED. For the sake of John-Henry Somerset, who had taken a B- in 7th-grade science (she included the grade when she reminded him of how they knew each other), she explained the acronym at the beginning of the email: improvised explosive device. 

	Somers didn’t doubt her opinion, but his annoyance at her tone had made the case a frequent topic of conversation with Hazard over dinner. He made a note to arrange an interview. As he moved on to the next email, though, Chief Cravens opened the door to her office and called his name. When Somers looked up, she beckoned.

	Dulac silently held out his fist, and Somers bumped knuckles with him as he made his way out of the bullpen. He let himself into the office and found Cravens behind her desk; an older man with a crew cut and police blues stood to one side. On the desk, a cardboard box was folded shut, and the pictures of Cravens’s nieces and nephews were gone.

	“Go ahead, John-Henry,” Cravens said, gesturing to a chair. “This isn’t exactly an official conversation.”

	Somers took in the cardboard box again; when his eyes moved to Cravens’s face, he saw the exhaustion there, the deep lines that had formed over the last year, the dark smudges under her eyes.

	“Should I say congratulations or I’m sorry?” he asked quietly.

	“Ask me in six months,” Cravens said.

	Somers thought about his father, who had recently won the mayoral election, and about the chief of police, who served at the mayor’s discretion. “If my father—”

	“No,” Cravens said, and she smiled and waved a hand. “I’m past all that.”

	Outside, the fax machine screeched on and on, the note rising higher and higher until it cut off with a short series of sputters. It reminded Somers of a 1980s TV robot screaming, Malfunction, malfunction. The noise seemed to serve as some sort of signal, because the uniformed officers began to drift toward the exits, heading out for another day’s work. In a matter of minutes, the station had emptied to its usual daytime levels.

	“This is Chief Riggle,” Cravens said. “And since I feel quite a bit freer than I have in a long time, I’m going to add that I didn’t request this meeting. He did.” She looked from Riggle to Somers, and then she nodded and picked up the box. “All right, then. Best of luck, John-Henry.”

	“Chief—” Somers rose, holding out a hand. “Everybody’s going to want to say goodbye. Leaving like this, not even introducing—”

	“I did introduce him, John-Henry. To you. Only a moment ago, in fact.” Cravens took a breath. “A lot of things aren’t in my control anymore; this is. I’m leaving this way because I want to. It’s easier, I guess.”

	And then she left, and she was out the door before Somers could think of anything to say.

	Riggle moved with a rigidity that made Somers think of kids playing with toy soldiers. He sat in the seat, back straight, chest out, and studied Somers. Somers studied him right back. Thin, with the skin of his face so tight he almost looked ill, Riggle might have passed on first glance for the kind of guy you’d choose to be chief. He had the iron-gray hair, the hard eyes, the air of authority. But a spot of stubble under his chin, the same color as his hair, pulled at Somers’s eyes; electric razor, Somers thought. A quick shave, but not a good one.

	“Detective Somerset, I’ll get the pleasantries out of the way. I’m coming here out of St. Joseph; I was assistant chief for five years, and before that, I was a patrol sergeant for ten years. I expect one thing from the men and women under my command: loyalty. Is that clear?”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Your father brought me in to clean house. This department has been a snake pit, and Cravens ran a dirty shop. The city deserves better. We’re going to turn the force upside down, give it a shake, and see what kind of shit falls out. Is that clear?”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“I asked Cravens to have you speak with me because I understand you hold a great deal of influence in this department.”

	“That’s high praise, sir. I don’t know if it’s true.”

	“You close cases, hard ones. You’ve got a commendation from the FBI. You’ve got history with these people; you came up through patrol here, is that right?”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Well, don’t bullshit me, then. You’ve got juice with the men and women here. I expect you to use it on my behalf.”

	Somers raised an eyebrow. “Sir?”

	“People are going to grumble. Nobody likes change, and I run a tight operation. They’ll have plenty to say about that, I’m sure, and you’re going to be right there when they do it. I want to know who’s talking. I want to know what they’re saying. And I want you to be a little birdie on their shoulders, smoothing things out.”

	“So, I’m your . . . public relations guy?” Somers thought the words sounded a tad like Emery Hazard, and he barely remembered to add, “Sir?”

	“Your father is the mayor. I’m his choice for chief. Anything that happens to me, that reflects on the mayor. Am I making myself clear?”

	Somers had to bite the inside of his cheek for a moment. He tasted blood when he smiled and said, “Clear, sir.”

	“Good; your father told me you’d be an asset. I’m going to be hiring several new officers this week, today if possible; I understand the force has taken some blows over the last year. It’s time to start turning things around. You can send the first candidate in when he gets here.” He swiveled in his chair toward the monitor and said, “Dismissed, Somerset.”

	Somers let himself out of the office. He made his way back to his desk in the bullpen; Moraes and Carmichael had cleared out, and Dulac was busily flipping through documents, which Somers recognized as paperwork from a case they’d closed a month before. Dulac didn’t look up from pretending to focus on the document, but he whispered, “Dude, what happened? The chief came out with a box, and I swear to God she was about to cry. Where’s she going? Who’s that senior stud in there?”

	“Gross,” Somers said.

	“He’s got a nice ass.”

	Then Somers told him what had happened.

	When Somers had finished, Dulac had stopped pretending to be busy with the paperwork, and he watched Somers with his head cocked. Then he said, “Bro, was he wearing a ring?”

	“What?”

	Dulac tapped his third finger. “Married, dude.”

	“He’s our chief.”

	“He can be our chief and still be a silver-fox hottie. That’s, like, empowering, you know.”

	“You have a boyfriend.”

	“Uh, yeah. But I still have eyes.”

	“And he’s straight.”

	“Really?” Dulac said. “He said that?”

	“No, but—”

	“Then there’s still a chance, bro.”

	Somers just shook his head. From the front of the building came a surge of loud voices, moving deeper into the building. Orear, the officer at the front desk, was shouting something, but it didn’t seem to make any difference. A moment later, a group of men came into view, at least ten of them, all white, all of them under twenty-five, all of them looking like they hit the gym regularly, and all of them with the unmistakable air of assholes. A few of them carried papers in their hands, and Somers groaned.

	“What’s with the douche brigade?” Dulac asked.

	“Hey everybody,” one of the guys shouted, a short guy with a high-and-tight cut of carrot-colored hair. “Settle your asses down. We’ll take things from here.”

	Orear, puffing, came after the men.

	“I think,” Somers said, “those are the new recruits.”

	 


CHAPTER THREE

	JULY 1

	MONDAY

	9:02 AM

	 

	HAZARD HAD A SLOW START to his morning. He kept an office for his private investigation agency, Astraea, in a set of second-story rooms on Market Street, and he started the day by making sure everything was in order, the way he always did: he straightened the secondhand furniture, brewed a pot of coffee, adjusted the recently repaired painting that, by the end of the day, would somehow be crooked again, and watered the fern. The cracked front window let in a hot, humid draft, and the fern was thriving. Then Hazard moved into his private office, sat behind the beautiful desk that Somers had stolen, literally, from his father, and got to work.

	Astraea was doing better than Hazard could have hoped. In fact, it was doing better than was reasonable. For an agency with only a single employee, operating out of a small town in the middle of Missouri, Astraea was doing astronomically well; Hazard allowed himself a little smile at the pun. He was getting work from Columbia, Jeff City, some of the resort towns scattered around Lake of the Ozarks, even once from Rolla. Most of it was simple stuff, background checks, adultery, nothing particularly challenging. But it was work. And it was work Hazard was good at. And he was proud of what he’d built.

	Still, though. There was that itch, wasn’t there? The thought that, not so long ago, he’d done things that felt much more important.

	He was typing up a summary of a recent investigation—a man skipping alimony payments, whom Hazard had trailed to an Oklahoma casino—when he heard the outer door open, and footsteps moving through the office. He glanced up.

	Mitchell Martin was a wreck today; Hazard barely recognized him as the same kid who’d been flirting, albeit badly, with Nico at the party last night. His fiery hair was flattened and greasy; his watery eyes were sunken and slightly bruised from lack of sleep. He walked with his arms folded, hands tucked into his armpits, and halfway across the room he stopped the way wild animals will sometimes freeze at an unusual sound. He shot a look over his shoulder, and then he hurried into Hazard’s private office.

	Hazard saved his report and closed the laptop screen. “Are you wearing makeup?”

	Mitchell started to cry.

	“Ok,” Hazard said. “What’s going on?”

	Mitchell cried harder.

	Hazard grabbed a pen and used the tip of it to nudge a box of tissues across the desk.

	Dropping his head into his hands, Mitchell dissolved into sobs.

	“If you, uh,” Hazard gave the box another nudge, “want, you know, a tissue.”

	“I—I—I—” More sobs. “I’m ok,” Mitchell finally managed in a wail.

	Sighing, Hazard stood and came around the desk. He put his hand on Mitchell’s shoulder. He wouldn’t have done this for a normal client; he wouldn’t have done it for a lot of people, in fact. But he owed Mitchell. Mitchell Martin had been his first paying client, and because of that, a psychopath calling himself the Keeper of Bees, who was obsessed with Hazard, had abducted Mitchell, tortured him, and left him to die. It was only luck that Hazard had found him in time.

	“I’m ok,” Mitchell said through thick sobs. “I’m ok.”

	“Do you want some coffee?”

	Mitchell’s thin shoulders shook; he was still just a kid, really. Nineteen, almost twenty. A kid who had been so smart he’d gotten bored in school, graduated early, and gone to college at fourteen.

	“How about water?”

	More sobbing.

	Hazard stepped out of the inner office, hurried into the bathroom with its ancient porcelain fixtures, and filled a paper cup at the tap. He went back to his office and found Mitchell behind the desk, going through drawers.

	“Where—” Mitchell was trying to say through his tears, pawing at papers and staplers and bottles of Wite-Out. “Where—where—” He kept trying to talk through the tears, but the only word Hazard could make out was where. And then he caught one other word: gun.

	“No,” Hazard said, setting down the water. He took Mitchell by the shoulders and walked him back around the desk. “No guns. Sit down. Here’s what I tell Evie when she gets worked up like this: you take one big breath, and then you take one tiny sip of water. Ready?”

	Mitchell was trying to say something through his sobs.

	“Great,” Hazard said. “One big breath. Right now, Mitchell.”

	To his credit, Mitchell tried.

	“Now, water.”

	Mitchell sipped and sputtered and coughed.

	“Big breath,” Hazard said, slapping Mitchell on the back. “And now, water.”

	They did it a few more times before Mitchell was finally breathing normally, and then he took a few longer sips of the water and wiped his face and sat back.

	Hazard nudged the tissues toward him. Then, when Mitchell didn’t move, Hazard gathered a wad of them and held them out. “Am I going to have to blow your nose for you too?”

	Something cracked then, and a weak smile worked its way across Mitchell’s tear-stained face. He took the tissues, blew his nose, and then leaned forward, resting his forehead on the desk. Hazard hesitated; then he set his hand in the center of Mitchell’s back and felt the tremors still working their way through him.

	“So,” Hazard said. “Is that a no about the makeup?”

	Mitchell giggled; it was a weak, watery noise, but it was still the best thing Hazard had heard from him all day.

	“No,” he finally said in a soft voice. “I’m wearing makeup. Isn’t that ridiculous? It’s so fucking femme, and I’m not femme, not really, but, oh my God, I’ve been crying all night and I look like shit, and I don’t know. I thought it’d make me feel better.”

	“What’s going on?” Hazard asked.

	“He tried to get me last night.”

	“The Keeper?”

	Mitchell nodded. “I was asleep. I heard something; I guess that’s what woke me up. I wasn’t thinking too clearly because I’ve been taking these sleeping pills. If I don’t, I just lie there with the lights on, staring at the ceiling, or I have these terrible nightmares. So I got out of bed, and I went out to the front room, and he was working on the deadbolt. Picking the lock, I mean. I could hear this clicking noise.”

	“And?”

	“And I started shouting like crazy. I told him to go the fuck away; I said I had a gun and I’d blow his head off if he came inside.”

	“Did you have a gun?”

	“God, no. I didn’t call the police. I didn’t even grab a knife. I was scared stupid, Emery. I just stood there and shouted until my neighbor started hammering on the wall, and then I—I kind of snapped out of it. When I stopped yelling, I didn’t hear anything else, so I figured maybe he’d gone away. I stayed awake the rest of the night, just sitting there against the door, listening. When I heard some of my neighbors leave for work, I risked a look, and the hallway was empty. It took me a couple more hours to work up the courage to leave.” He dabbed at his face with the tissues. “I look like a clown, huh?”

	“More like a cheap rentboy.”

	With another wet little laugh, Mitchell continued working the tissues against his face. “I want to hire you, Emery. Personal protection. I don’t care what it costs. I called my mom and told her what I was doing, and she said they’ll pay whatever you want.” He dropped the tissues on the desk and got a wrinkled check out of one pocket. “Was it a thousand dollars last time? I can’t remember what you said.”

	“Hold on,” Hazard said. “I want to talk about this a little bit first.”

	“Oh my God, did you hear me? He tried to get me last night. I’m . . . I’m unfinished business, Emery. You said so yourself, remember? At the coffee shop? You told me he’d come back for me, and he did. He’s active again or whatever they say about serial killers. And he’s going to—” A sob choked Mitchell. “Like he did with Phil, blow my brains out, and the bees, and—”

	“Pull it together, Mitchell. Working yourself into hysterics isn’t helping.”

	Ugly red blotches worked their way across Mitchell’s face. “Fuck you, you fucking prick. You weren’t any fucking help last time. You let him get me. This is your fault, all your fucking fault, and if I want to be hysterical, I’m going to be out-of-this-fucking-world hysterical.”

	Hazard stayed where he was a moment longer; then he stood, moved back around the desk, and dropped into his chair. He worried the drawers that Mitchell had opened back into place, and then he lined up the laptop, running his finger across the trackpad in an invisible doodle. Mitchell cried for a while, but he wore himself out faster this time.

	“I’m sorry,” Mitchell said.

	“Nothing to apologize for.”

	“I know it’s not your fault.”

	Hazard nodded; his finger slid to a stop.

	“It’s just,” Mitchell said, “I get so angry sometimes. And I’m angry because it’s easier to be angry than to be scared.”

	Hazard nodded again.

	“Emery, I didn’t mean it.”

	Hazard cleared his throat and said, “Here’s what I don’t understand: this psychopath is methodical. He plans. When he abducted you, Phil, and Rory, it was flawless, and then he managed to erase every trace of himself from the sub-basement at the college where he held you. Everything he’s done, it’s been engineered with incredible attention to detail. So why would he show up at your door last night, bumble around, wake you up with a shoddy lockpick job, and then run away when you shouted at him?”

	Mitchell shook his head. “He’s human. He makes mistakes.”

	“But this? This isn’t a mistake, Mitchell. This is sloppy. It’s . . . it’s amateur. If he wanted to get you, he’d have the whole thing mapped out. Hell, he’s waited this long; why choose last night to try to break into your place without any apparent planning?”

	“I don’t know. I don’t know, but I know it was him. I know it. He’s back, and he’s going to get me, and he’s . . . he’s going to do it, I know he is.”

	“Not a fucking chance.”

	“Who am I kidding?” Mitchell flicked the wadded tissues across the desk. “Of course he will. Because he just has to wait. I can’t pay you to guard me forever. And I can’t . . . I can’t live inside a bunker. I mean, I have to go to work, I have to go to the grocery store. And one day he’s going to be there, and you’ll be living your own life, and he’ll get me.” Mitchell rested his face in his hands for a moment. Then he stood. “Christ, what am I doing?”

	“Let’s go take a look at your apartment.”

	“No, this is stupid.”

	“It’s not stupid; we can do a lot to make this asshole’s life difficult, Mitchell. We’re going to make sure you’re safe at home, and I’m going to be with you whenever you’re out of the house. And I’m going to find this psycho. And that’s going to be the end of it.”

	Mitchell hesitated. Then he wiped his eyes and nodded. He flattened the wrinkled check on the desk, looked around for a pen, and said, “How much do you—”

	“For fuck’s sake,” Hazard growled, snatching the check and shredding it. Then he grabbed Mitchell’s arm and steered him toward the door. “And ask Nico to teach you how to put on your fucking foundation next time.”

	 


CHAPTER FOUR

	JULY 1

	MONDAY

	9:57 AM

	 

	HAZARD HAD FOLLOWED MITCHELL back to his apartment; it was a unit on the top floor of a shiny new eight-story building, close to campus. As they rode up in the elevator together, Hazard said, “You didn’t move?”

	“It’s hard to find an apartment.”

	“It’s Wahredua. It’s not Manhattan.”

	“I like this place.”

	“I thought I told you to move.”

	“No, you told me not to move.”

	Hazard grunted.

	“Should I buy a gun?” Mitchell said.

	“That’s a definite no.”

	“Can I borrow one of yours?”

	“No more talking.”

	When they got off the elevator, Mitchell led Hazard to his apartment. He checked his phone, tapped something, and whispered, “Ok.” 

	Hazard stopped him before he could open the door. Dropping into a squat, Hazard inspected the locks: a deadbolt, and then a lock set into the handle. Both had a few faint scratches, but nothing out of the ordinary; those scratches could easily have come from fumbling the key.

	Hazard stood, held out an open hand, and accepted the keys from Mitchell. Then he pointed down the hall. Mitchell took a few springy steps back, hugging himself as Hazard slid the key home. Hazard drew the Ruger Blackhawk from its holster, stood to one side, and threw the door open; he heard it catch on the carpet, slow, and then stop. From inside the apartment came silence.

	“Just a heads up,” Hazard said, keeping his voice conversational, although his heart was hammering in his chest. “If anybody’s hiding in there, now would be a good time to say something. I’m armed.”

	The refrigerator clicked on; Hazard’s pulse roared into his ears, and he could barely hear the motor’s hum. Black spots swam at the edges of his vision. He was aware of his breathing, the shallow gulps for air, and he forced himself to draw in a full breath, and then another. It helped, but not much.

	“Emery?”

	He shook his head. He counted to three. He remembered running to the end of the high dive as a kid, one-two-three, and then he spun into the doorway, the Blackhawk low and ready. The black dots whirled in his vision.

	He moved through the apartment, room by room, throwing open doors, yanking back the shower curtain. His breathing sounded like a whistle. When he cleared the last room, which was Mitchell’s bedroom, he slumped against the wall. Sweat soaked his back, and the black dots narrowed his vision to a tunnel. After ten breaths, he managed to holster the Blackhawk. After another ten, he pinched the bridge of his nose and squeezed his eyes shut as tightly as he could. He pictured a day on the beach. He pictured rolling onto his side and seeing Somers. He pictured that smile. After another ten breaths, he wiped his face and called, “It’s clear, Mitchell.”

	Soft footsteps moved through the apartment. Then a series of beeps. Hazard poked his head out into the hallway and saw Mitchell tapping his phone. Mitchell glanced up.

	“Are you ok? Jesus, you’re green. Are you going to puke?”

	“I’m fine. What are you doing?”

	“Checking the alarm system.”

	“You have an alarm system? Why didn’t it go off?”

	“Well, yeah. I bought it after, you know, everything that happened. I turned it off when we got off the elevator.”

	“For fuck’s sake, Mitchell. That would have been nice to know.” Hazard wiped his face again, and then he grimaced and squirmed, trying to peel the t-shirt away from his sweaty back. “Let’s see it.”

	It was one of the do-it-yourself kinds, a premium brand that Hazard recognized because he had considered buying one himself. It had motion sensors, door and window sensors, interior cameras, and a hub that emitted an alarm and notified an off-site monitoring company.

	“But it didn’t activate last night?” Hazard said.

	“Well, everything is inside the apartment; I guess it would have gone off if he’d actually gotten the door open, but . . .”

	“And you didn’t think of activating it yourself?”

	“I told you,” Mitchell said, blushing. “I just froze.”

	Hazard grunted.

	“You know the problem with these things?” Hazard said. “False alarms.”

	“I know, but I talked to the offsite monitoring company when I bought this one. They have access to the camera feed, so they can check and see if they really need to call the police.”

	“No, I mean, home security systems in general. They generate so many false alarms that police are typically slow to respond. And you have to consider human error; maybe the person at the offsite monitoring company is slow that day. Maybe the dispatcher is in a shitty mood. Maybe the responding cop hates calls like this.”

	“That’s . . . that’s crazy. It’s a 911 call. They have to respond. It’s an emergency.”

	Hazard shrugged. “That’s life. Let me check the strike plate, and then we’ll go to the hardware store. Turn this stuff back on; we’ll be right back, but better safe than sorry.”

	The strike plate didn’t show any signs of an attempt at forced entry, so they locked up, and Mitchell activated the security system on his phone again. They drove to the closest hardware store. Hazard picked up a few things, ignoring Mitchell’s winces at the price tags, and when they got to the register, Hazard ran his own card and ignored Mitchell all over again as the kid objected and tried to pay. When they got back to the apartment, Hazard was almost feeling normal again; Mitchell deactivated the alarm, and they moved through the unit as a team, clearing the rooms once again.

	“This is security film,” Hazard said, passing the roll to Mitchell. “Start putting it in every window. If somebody tried to shatter the glass, the film holds it together. Those window sensors aren’t going to be worth shit if somebody breaks the glass and climbs inside.”

	“I’m on the eighth floor.”

	“You still installed window sensors, didn’t you?”

	Mitchell swallowed and nodded.

	“Go,” Hazard said.

	So Mitchell tottered away, clutching the film to his chest. While Mitchell worked on the windows, Hazard installed a security bar on the apartment’s front door. Then he went into the bedroom and bolted down a floor-mounted door lock. By the time he’d finished, Mitchell was done with the windows.

	“This,” Hazard said, demonstrating how the security bar worked, “you set every time you come into the apartment. Understand? The first thing it does is fix the deadbolt in place; the asshole won’t be able to pick the lock. Even if he somehow cuts through the bolt or knocks the door free from the strike plate, the bar will keep the door shut. There’s no way he can get through this before the police get here.”

	Mitchell nodded.

	“This floor-mounted lock,” Hazard said, leading him into the bedroom, “reinforces the bedroom door at the base, which is where it’s weakest. This is the second line of defense. If you hear anything—anything, Mitchell—that sounds like somebody’s trying to get inside, you get your ass back here, you close the door, and you step down here. Watch what I’m doing. That’s it. Nobody can kick down this door, not with this thing in the way. As soon as you’re in the bedroom, you call the police. When you’re sleeping, you make sure this is engaged. No exceptions. No variations. And no hookups, Mitchell. If you and Nico are fucking, that’s one thing.”

	“We’re not—we aren’t even—”

	“But no randoms, no strangers, no guys you pick up at the Pretty Pretty. Not until this is over.”

	Mitchell nodded again; he looked a little pasty.

	“Questions?”

	He shook his head.

	“Let’s get you to work,” Hazard said. “You’re on a strict routine until this is settled: either you’re at work or you’re with me.”

	“That’s going to make cuddle time with Nico awkward.” Mitchell grinned and held up both hands. “I’m totally kidding. Don’t kill me.”

	Rolling his eyes, Hazard headed toward the door.

	 


CHAPTER FIVE

	JULY 1

	MONDAY

	6:13 PM

	 

	SOMERS TOSSED A SALAD: romaine, cucumbers, grape tomatoes, feta, and big, fat kalamata olives. Then he seared chicken breasts. His eyes went to the clock. At first, every five minutes or so. And then, after the chicken breasts were cooled and sliced on a cutting board, every two minutes. After that, he started checking his phone. The digital clock on the lock screen stared back at him.

	When the garage door rattled up, Somers blew out a breath, gave himself a mental shake, and took plates out of the cabinet. He gave the salad another toss as the door between the house and the garage opened. Look at me, happy and domestic. Could he paint a sign on his back?

	“Hey,” he said, turning to grab the first plate, “did you get held up? I thought you were going to be home early.”

	His fingers closed over the plate; his hand lifted. And then he saw Hazard’s face: washed out, dark spots under his eyes, like he was sick or exhausted. Somers tried to set the plate back down, but his fingers released too early.

	“Ree, are you—”

	The plate wobbled on the edge of the counter. Somers saw it out of the corner of his eye and reached for it, but he was too slow. The plate tilted, slid, and crashed onto the tile.

	Hazard went rigid. His body tightened, while his face seemed to slacken, as though the fine muscles there had stopped responding. Then he surged into motion, charging into the kitchen.

	“Jesus fucking Christ, John. What the fuck is wrong with you?”

	“I’m sorry, I—”

	One of Hazard’s big hands came out, caught a stack of envelopes on the counter, and smacked them into the air. “Is that what we’re doing now? Just throwing shit whenever we want? For the fucking love of God, John, you’re a fucking adult. Pick up those fucking pieces, will you? Do you want Evie to cut herself?”

	Somers took a step across the ceramic shards. He wasn’t even sure if Hazard realized it, but the big man veered away, yanking at the collar of his t-shirt.

	“Evie’s at Cora’s tonight,” Somers said. “Will you take a breath please?”

	“I am taking a breath, I’m taking a really deep breath, ok? I just want to know why you don’t seem to care that those fucking plates cost fucking money, John. We’re fucking strapped as it is, and I have to come home to you breaking the little shit that we do have.”

	“All right. That’s enough.”

	“For fuck’s sake,” Hazard shouted, and then he kicked one of the kitchen chairs. It toppled, sliding across the tile until it came up against the wall, and then Hazard had to kick it out of his way so he could leave the kitchen.

	Somers took two steps after him before he stopped. Then he ran shaking hands down his thighs, turned, and leaned into the refrigerator. In his mind’s eye, he saw the extra-cold drawer, where—months before—they had kept bottle after bottle of Bud Lite. And now, Pepsi and sparkling water and fruit juice. But he could walk to St. Taffy’s and get a beer. He could even get a shot, maybe two. Maybe a line of them, like dominoes—knock the first one down, and it took the rest with it. And Somers at the end, the final domino, when the last shot kicked so hard it knocked him right out of his fucking head. He ran his hands across his shirt. He didn’t even need to go to St. Taffy’s. Spud’s Liquor was within walking distance too; he could pour his own line of shots.

	Upstairs, a door slammed. Their bedroom. And then, muffled, another door slammed. Their bathroom.

	Somers got the broom and swept up the broken plate. Then he got a Pepsi. He got through half the can before it was too sweet, his teeth starting to ache, and he left it on the counter. Climbing the stairs, he talked himself through all the reasons he loved Emery Hazard: he was kind, smart, strong, passionate. He was good. The list seemed short tonight. The bedroom door was locked, and Somers backtracked to the key they’d hidden on the frame for Evie’s door. It was just a flat piece of metal, designed for the generic privacy locks that weren’t really meant for any serious kind of security. He went into their bedroom and found it dark.

	Something warned Somers to leave the lights off, so he picked his way through the darkness. They’d lived here almost a year, and even after a year, Somers couldn’t find his way through the room without a light. He bumped into the dresser. He hit the bed. He stubbed his toe on something—he had no idea what; maybe Hazard had been ordering enormous bronze urns for their bedroom, because it sure fucking felt like it—and when he swore and hopped up and down, the ragged breathing inside the bathroom cut off. When Somers finally reached the door, he knocked.

	“Go away,” Hazard said, his voice thick. “Please, John.”

	Somers settled down, bracing himself in the doorway, his back against one jamb while he planted his feet against the other. He rested his head against the door. Through the thin paneling, he could feel the vibrations of Hazard’s body where the big man slumped against the other side of the door.

	“I’m sorry,” Hazard said. “I’m really sorry for how I acted. I’ll be down in a few minutes, and I’ll clean everything up.”

	It wasn’t exactly a comfortable spot, but Somers settled in to wait as best he could. He leaned his head back. As his eyes adjusted to the darkness, he could make out the shape of the walls, the ceiling, their bed. The dust ruffle was snagged from the last time they’d changed the sheets, and Somers tugged it free. He wondered when the last time was that they’d washed that dust ruffle.

	“John, I’m trying to be really clear about what I need right now. I need you to go back downstairs and let me have a few minutes to myself.”

	“When was the last time we washed the dust ruffle?”

	“Five minutes, John. That’s what I’m asking for.”

	“We change the sheets every week, sometimes more if you’re feeling frisky, but I don’t know if we’ve ever washed the dust ruffle.”

	“This isn’t helpful. Madeleine says I’m supposed to communicate what I’m feeling, communicate with words, I mean, and I’m really trying to communicate that right now, and you’re not listening to me.”

	“Is that a thing? Are you even supposed to wash a dust ruffle?” Somers raised his head and let it thunk back against the jamb. “I’ll ask Cora.”

	The door shifted in its frame as Hazard moved away from it, and Somers heard heavy steps and then running water. For what felt like a long time, but was probably just a minute, splashes interrupted the water’s flow. And then the water shut off. Steps came back. The door opened.

	Arching his back, Somers twisted so he could look up at his boyfriend. “Fancy meeting you here.”

	Hazard tried to step over him, but Somers caught him at the ankle. A very big ankle. A very well-developed ankle. A thick fucker of an ankle. Hazard almost dragged him out of the doorway before Somers could stop him.

	“Will you let go?” Hazard kicked once, nothing serious, trying to shake Somers loose. “This is ridiculous.”

	In the shadows, it was hard to make out details, but Somers thought the eyes were puffy, although Hazard had obviously tried to wash away the signs of crying.

	“Let go,” Hazard said again, giving another half-hearted kick.

	“Maybe you’ll be my new means of transportation. I just hold on, and you drag me around.”

	“John.”

	“Please sit down. Just for a minute.”

	For a moment, it looked like Hazard would refuse; he even gave another of those pathetic kicks. Then he slid down, his back against the bed, knees pulled to his chest. Somers crawled toward him, pulling apart Hazard’s legs, squirming between them, twisting around until he sat in the vee of Hazard’s body, his back against Hazard’s chest. He could smell the flop sweat, not particularly pleasant, but he could also smell the coconut hair product that Hazard liked, and he could smell his long, tangled dark hair. He took Hazard’s arms and wrapped them around himself, and after a moment Hazard seemed to realize what he wanted and tightened his hold, hugging Somers against him. Another moment passed, and Hazard’s head lowered, his chin
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