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1

	A broken jaw of Christmas lights sagged ahead of Emery Hazard, and he stepped gingerly over a fallen strand. Leaves, wet and slimy, made the sidewalk treacherous underfoot. A siren in the distance. A door slamming. The wind a wolf at his heels. Not a night for a private detective to be out in the cold, much less a nineteen-year-old girl.

	Ahead, the dark funnel of the street ran until it dissolved. It was barely half past six, and he was in a city with millions. But it was winter, and on this block, half of the streetlights were dead. Maybe one house in three showed a scrap of yellow where curtains failed to seal a window adequately. It was late for this kind of work, which was better done in the daylight—among other reasons, because people in the camps tended to go to sleep once the sun went down. But he wanted to finish the job and go home, and so he kept walking. Not for the first time, he checked the revolver holstered under his arm.

	The homeless encampment took shape gradually: a jumbled geometry of shadows at first, and then, by degrees, discrete shapes. A pallet leaning at a drunken angle. Plastic tarps rustling when a winter wind moved through them and made them billow. Armchairs lashed together with bungee cords. One improvised wall had been made from a pair of bifold doors. Cardboard, of course, the flattened boxes bending with moisture.

	Encampment was a grandiose word, Emery decided, for a space that couldn’t have held more than a dozen people. The camp was on an empty lot in one of the inner Kansas City neighborhoods. On the next street, strip malls held massage parlors and tattoo artists and payday loan stores. Go a block in the other direction and you’d find tire yards and a Dollar General and a walk-in clinic with security grating over the windows and about a million signs that said WE DO NOT HAVE OPIOIDS. A hundred years ago, the Italianate brick homes here, with their mansard roofs and redbrick walls, had held the city’s well-to-do. Fifty years ago, they’d been less desirable as people with money fled to subdivisions and developments farther out. Thirty years ago, they’d been slated for urban renovation, only the money had mysteriously disappeared. Emery stepped over a used condom and thought maybe they should just clear everyone out and light a match. At least then people would be warm. 

	Huddled amidst the makeshift structures of the camp were a few tents, and at the curb, a Ford E-350, thirty years old minimum, with powder blue stripes and flat tires. Many of the camps Emery had visited over the day had been similar—a mixture of types of shelter. Like everyone else, people who were homeless had a pecking order. He ignored the van for now and turned toward the cluster of tents and shanties.

	Pushing back his coat, he cleared the Blackhawk under his arm. The cold pressed against his chest. He called in a low voice, “Deanna?”

	In some ways, Deanna Vance might have been considered lucky—or, at least, luckier than many people. She was alive, for one reason. For another, she had a family who cared for her. Parents who, until recently, sent her money. The last time, to a Western Union fifteen blocks from here. They’d known about her drug use. They hadn’t known where she was staying. When Emery had asked, her mother had said, With a friend, the way some people talked about Santa Claus.

	As he moved into the encampment, he left the sidewalk behind. Instead of leaves, he now had to navigate a path trampled into the snow, which had melted and frozen again, and he went slowly to keep his balance. The stink of smoke met him—an acrid, unclean smell that suggested whatever they’d been burning had been soaked in chemicals. Pressure-treated lumber, maybe. Or some sort of synthetic. When the breeze bellied the tarps again, plastic rustling, he caught a whiff of soiled bodies, a hint of shit. Among the shanties, the darkness thickened, and he worked a flashlight out of his pocket and turned it on. “Deanna?”

	“Fuck off!” a man’s voice barked back at him from a jumble of fruit crates.

	Emery kept moving. The beam from his flashlight showed him the garbage littering the snow: flattened foam cups, an airplane bottle of Fireball, an empty pack of USA Gold, its cellophane unspooling to catch the light. 

	The wind picked up again. Emery’s ears stung. The tip of his nose. He blinked his eyes clear. How cold was it? The weather had been predicted to be in the 20s for tonight, but when the wind picked up…

	“Deanna,” he called as he stepped over a lone, detached bicycle wheel.

	The sound of a zipper came, and Emery shot his light in that direction. A man poked his head out of a tent. He had to be in his fifties, his face lined and puffy under graying stubble, and unless Emery missed his guess, his glasses were bifocals. He wore a Bass Pro hat, and then a hood pulled up over the hat. He stared at Emery for a long moment. Then he pointed in the direction Emery had been going and said, “She’s at the end.”

	Emery nodded.

	The man stared a little longer. Maybe it was a threat or a warning. Maybe it was simply curiosity. Maybe he’d been hitting his substance of choice. 

	When nothing more came, Emery continued in the direction he’d been walking. He glanced back once and, even in the dark, could make out the man’s head as a silhouette against the dark.

	The tent at the end of the row was striped red and gray, and the beam of the flashlight penetrated the thin shell enough to suggest shadows on the other side. A two-tier shopping cart was tied to one tentpole, the top basket filled with a carry-on roller bag, the lower basket jammed with loose clothing. Plastic totes were stacked next to the cart; the topmost’s lid was broken, and inside lay what appeared to be nothing more than junk: wadded-up newspaper, a clear vinyl toiletry bag, a coaxial cable, more bungee cords. 

	Emery stood to one side of the tent’s flap and asked, “Deanna?”

	No reply.

	He shifted a little farther to the side and called again. After thirty seconds, he gripped one of the poles and jostled the tent. In a louder voice, he said, “I’m looking for Deanna Vance.”

	“Shut up,” the first man called from far off, “or I’m going to shut you up!”

	Emery counted to thirty again. He unzipped the tent, and the sound seemed unnaturally loud in the stillness. He braced himself for sudden movement, for outraged shouts, for drug-fueled confusion and rage. But nothing came. 

	She was too pale, dirty hair spilling over one cloudy eye, blueness at her lips. Then he registered the dirty water bottles piled around her, the improvised pallet of clothing, a sleeping bag twisted around her waist. The smell of loose bowels was stronger here, enough to make him rear back, draw in a lungful of the relatively cleaner air, the sharpness of it catching in his throat.

	Before anything else, he drew on a pair of disposable gloves. Then he checked her pulse. Nothing. She was cold, and rigor had set in. Or perhaps, in this weather, her body was literally frozen. He would leave that to a forensic pathologist. 

	He found her purse, a glossy black thing that reminded him of patent leather shoes his mother had bought for him when he’d been a child. For church. It was split on one side, and the clasp had broken. No license. No ID of any kind. No cash. A tampon, a clump of dirty tissues, a stub of lipstick that she hadn’t used recently, if she had used it at all. A nearly empty bottle of hand sanitizer. He returned it all to the purse and set it next to her. Scabs marked one side of her face. No bruising that he could see. No visible wounds. No petechiae to indicate strangulation, although again, that would be a decision for the pathologist. No needles, no empty baggies. She was nineteen, and he thought she had died from the cold, alone, in the dark. He noticed distantly that the sirens had stopped.

	The sound of a zipper came from behind Emery, then heavy breathing, footsteps. When he turned, it was the man in the Bass Pro hat. Over the hoodie, he wore a satin Royals jacket, and where his jeans rode up, Emery saw at least two layers of socks. He looked past Emery into the tent and shivered, his shoulders riding up.

	“Did you know her?” Emery asked.

	The man shrugged.

	“Did you hear anything tonight? See anything?”

	The man shook his head.

	Emery nodded and took out his phone to call emergency services.

	“You the friend?” the man asked.

	As Emery raised the phone to his ear, one of the streetlights sparked and went out. “She didn’t have any friends.”
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	“It’s a simple request, Nico.” Emery pushed the pen and paper across the kitchen counter. “Print legibly, please.”

	Nico sighed and looked at John. “Where are Noah and Rebeca? Why isn’t anyone bailing me out?”

	It was the Sunday before Christmas, and in theory, everyone was still buoyed up with holiday cheer. That was probably because most of them hadn’t spent the previous day wading through clusters of human misery. Emery tried to focus on the present. The house was warm and full of light, with holiday decorations and the Christmas tree in pride of place (Colt had taken charge of decorating it), and sweet with the smell of baking cookies. Colt had been determined to frost sugar cookies, and now he stood watching the oven, turning the light on and off in thirty-second intervals, muttering to himself about the color of the Christmas tree-shaped cookies Evie and Lana had helped cut out. He’d set two timers. In between checking the cookies, he also spent a fair amount of time touching his hair, which had gotten long over the last few months, and which he was clearly dying for Nico to comment on. Biscuit waited patiently next to him, clearly under the belief that she would eventually be rewarded, either by accident or design.

	“Out of town,” John said with a laugh. “You’re on your own.”

	“He’s your husband.”

	“Is it Chase again?” Emery asked.

	Nico scowled. He was, in a turn of events that was becoming more and more common, dressed something like an adult: slim chinos, a wine-colored sweater, his shaggy hair longer than Emery remembered and spilling over his collar. “Shouldn’t you have him trained? Shouldn’t he know all his commands by now? Sit, stay, quiet.”

	“We’ve been working on sit,” John-Henry said.

	“Did you know you have to train a dog to speak before you can train it to be quiet?” Colt asked without looking away from the oven.

	Groaning, Nico sank down onto the stool. “God, never mind.”

	“You’re all hilarious,” Emery said, bumping Nico with the pen and paper. “Now write.”

	“Is Nico telling you about his date?” Auggie asked as he came into the kitchen. His dark hair was dusted with snow, and he was shrugging out of a jacket that managed to look both expensive and understated at the same time. It went with the rest of the package: the soft brown of Auggie’s skin, the stunner smile, the fact that, even though he was shorter than average, he was ridiculously good-looking. A few months before, a killer had cut his face with a knife. Although the scar was still red and raised as it healed, thanks to a good plastic surgeon, it was only a fine line that ran straight down his cheek. When it healed completely, Emery guessed, it would barely be visible. Emery didn’t particularly care about that, though; he was looking forward to Auggie’s thirties, particularly to the first time Auggie saw a wrinkle.

	At the words, Nico sat up, horror streaking across his face.

	“It’s a date?” John asked.

	“You said it was coffee,” Emery said.

	This, apparently, was enough to break Colt’s attention—if only for a moment. He looked surprisingly hurt as he glanced at Nico and asked, “How old is he?”

	Emery looked at his son.

	Colt blushed, mumbled, “Hi, Mr. Lopez,” and turned his stare back to the oven.

	“If necessary,” Emery said, “I can find his Social on my own, but I’ll need a first and last name. Date of birth would be ideal.”

	“It’s not a date,” Nico said.

	“I thought you were staying at his—” Admittedly a bit late, Auggie managed to stop. He put a hand to his neck as color rushed into his face, and then he said, “Um.”

	Nico set his glare to murderous.

	“You’re staying at his place?” Emery asked.

	“Thank you, Auggie.”

	“I thought they knew!”

	“Just because he’s staying at his place,” Colt said, darting another big-eyed glance at Nico, “it doesn’t mean anything. Like, he could just sleep on the couch. Nico could sleep on the couch here, and it wouldn’t mean anything.”

	Emery looked at his son a little longer this time. Face on fire, Colt took out his phone, apparently to set a third timer.

	“I appreciate the concern—”

	“It’s not concern. I simply don’t want to have to hire another administrative assistant and teach him how to file.”

	“—but you’re not my boyfriend, and you’re not my brother, and you’re not my dad.”

	“You don’t talk to your brother,” Emery said. “And for someone who’s not your dad, I spent a lot of time figuring out that ridiculous health insurance you have through the college.”

	“Ok, yes, that was really cool of you. And I appreciate it. But Emery—and I mean this with a lot of love—it isn’t any of your business. You’re my—” He stopped, and the unfinished sentence hung in the air.

	“Ex?” Emery said drily.

	“Ree,” John murmured.

	“Boss?”

	“A little help,” Nico said to Auggie.

	“Kind of like a general in an army, only you used to have sex with him. Oh, a sex general.”

	Emery cut his gaze to Auggie.

	A huge smirk spread across Auggie’s face. “I’ll go check on Theo and Lana.”

	“Excellent idea, August.”

	For whatever reason, that only made Auggie’s smile grow as he left the room. He even did a little jump at the end and slapped the top of the opening to the living room. It reminded Emery of something his son would have done. Or, for that matter, his husband.

	“You’re my friend,” Nico said. “And I hope you know how much you mean to me. But I’m an adult, and when I’m ready for you to meet—”

	“The word is interrogate,” John said.

	“—someone I’m interested in, I’ll introduce you. Like an adult. Not because you were skulking outside his window and when he got a little aggressive, you started tapping on the window and saying, ‘Hey, you!’”

	“Oh my God,” Colt muttered.

	“He peed himself.”

	John gaped at Emery.

	“Don’t act so shocked.” Emery settled himself at the counter again. “Very well, Nico. If you refuse to tell me, I can’t force you.”

	“And I don’t want you following me.”

	Emery snorted.

	“Promise.”

	“Why would I follow you?”

	“Emery Hazard.”

	For a moment, Emery considered a lie. Then outrage won out. “For heaven’s sake, Nico, it’s for your own good. The one in July was running a meth lab and had three restraining orders filed against him!”

	Nico shoved the pen and paper across the counter. A blush swam under his coppery skin, but his jaw was set. “Promise.”

	“Fine. If you’re going to be a fool, I can’t stop you.”

	“I want to hear the words.”

	“I. Promise.”

	The kitchen seemed hotter than it had a few minutes ago, and Emery threw the blank sheet of paper in the recycling and tossed the pen back into the junk drawer.

	“I appreciate it, Em,” Nico said in a quieter voice. “Really.”

	Emery made a noncommittal noise.

	“What are you guys doing?” John asked, breaking the quiet that followed. “Dinner?”

	The look of strain on Nico’s face almost made Emery take pity on him. When he spoke, he directed the words toward the floor. “He said it’s a surprise.”

	John gave Emery a warning look, and he put his hands up in surrender.

	Another silence stretched out between them. Then Nico said, with a little too much enthusiasm, “What about you, Colt? How are things with Ashley?”

	Colt shrugged and turned on the light in the oven.

	“Is that a good shrug or a bad shrug?”

	Nico got another shrug in reply, but then Colt said, “Good, I guess.”

	“It seems like they’re going really good,” John said. “They exchanged their gifts early, and Ash got Colt a necklace for Christmas.”

	A smile transfigured Colt’s face, and he forgot about the oven. “It’s real gold,” he said, fishing it out from under his shirt. “And it’s exactly like the one I wanted, and he didn’t even ask me or anything.”

	Nico inspected the chain, smiling. “These are really in right now. Ash did a good job.”

	Colt was blushing now—and some of that, Emery had to admit, was the proximity to Nico, the undiluted attention—and he nodded. When Nico released the chain, he tucked it back under the borrowed (stolen) Blues sweatshirt that had once been John’s.

	“And what did you get Ashley?”

	“This stupid fishing reel. He’d been talking about it for months, and I thought that’s what he wanted.”

	“He did want it,” John said. “He loved it.”

	“I should have gotten him something else.”

	“I caught Ashley practicing casts in the backyard,” Emery said. “In the snow. For the love of God, he didn’t even have any line on it. I’d say he was pleased with your gift.”

	Colt shrugged.

	“It sounds like it was a perfect gift,” Nico said. “Not everyone wants jewelry, Colt. What matters in a gift is that it shows you know that person, that you care about them.”

	It took Emery a moment to realize that the strange way Colt was holding his head was an attempt to keep both of his dads out of his line of sight as he said, “But it’s not, like, romantic.”

	“That’s why you’ve got Valentine’s,” Nico said, the crook of a smile forming.

	“Holy shit.”

	“Language,” Emery said.

	But Colt was smiling to himself as he checked the cookies again.

	“You two looked very cute together at GLAM the other day,” Nico added.

	Colt’s smile grew, and his blush deepened. The Gay and Lesbian Alliance of Mid-Missouri had opened recently, occupying a glorified storefront in a strip mall on the northeast side of town, and once football had ended, Colt and Ashley had started going one or two afternoons every week.

	“Are you volunteering there too?” John asked.

	“Just dropping off a donation. I thought I saw you guys carrying chairs.”

	“They help run the afternoon programming,” Emery said.

	“We just put out chairs, snacks, that kind of thing.” Colt chewed on the sweatshirt’s cuff for a moment, and then he blurted. “Did you know almost a third of LGBTQ kids experience homelessness or housing instability at some point?”

	Nobody said what they were thinking: that not too long ago, Colt had been one of those kids.

	“I didn’t know that,” Nico said, which Emery assumed was a lie.

	“And over forty percent of them seriously consider attempting suicide every year?”

	Nico shook his head. “Is it really that high?”

	“It’s even higher for trans kids.”

	“Colt’s really passionate about helping other LGBTQ kids,” John said, scruffing their son’s hair. “He raised donations at school for GLAM.”

	“Ash is the one who’s really good at it. Everybody likes Ash.”

	Emery couldn’t help the noise that escaped him, but when his husband shot him a look, he did manage to tamp down the volume.

	“And they all talk to him. They tell him everything, even kids who won’t talk to anyone else. He can just, like, smile at someone, you know? And he gets really quiet and listens. And even though he’s super funny, he doesn’t clown around or anything, so kids feel safe with him. Like, you know, they can relax with him. Be themselves.” Colt bit savagely at the cuff again and mumbled, “Or whatever.”

	“That sounds very nice,” Nico said. “I bet Ash feels that way about you too.”

	Colt shrugged, but happiness radiated from him so intensely that, for a moment, Emery found it almost painful. He was surprised to feel John bump against him, slide an arm around his waist, and lean his head into Emery’s. Emery tightened his arm around John in answer.

	“I never see you post about GLAM. How long have you been doing that?”

	The fact that Nico followed him on social media clearly wasn’t news to Colt, but by the way his face lit up, the possibility that Nico actually paid attention to his posts was life changing. “Oh, um, Koby won’t let us. That’s the rule at GLAM. No phones. He says he has enough trouble keeping us from—” He stopped, his face coloring as he actively did not look at his dads again. “—getting in trouble,” he finished lamely. “Jessica says it’s a privacy thing, like, what if a kid isn’t out?”

	“For those playing along at home,” Emery said, “Koby is the head of GLAM, and Jessica is a girl Colt made friends with there.”

	“She’s so nice. The one time I saw her get mad was when Ty kept trying to livestream even after Koby told him to put away his phone.” Colt shook his head. “Jessica helps with everything; she’s really passionate. Koby couldn’t do half the stuff he does if he didn’t have people like Jessica and Farah and Jamir.”

	“And people like Ash and Colt,” John said with a smile.

	Colt shrugged. “Plus,” he said with the tone of someone casually passing along important information, “Ash and I both play football, so we’re in charge of making sure nobody causes trouble. Jessica tries to keep them in line, but, like, some of these kids don’t know how to act, you know?”

	Nico did an adequate job of hiding his amusement as he nodded and said, “Good thing they’ve got you guys. And I bet your dads have taught you some self-defense.”

	“Oh yeah,” Colt said, and in that instant, he sounded like every teenage boy everywhere experiencing a surge of testosterone. “I showed Ash some moves.”

	“Some moves,” Emery said under his breath.

	John elbowed him.

	“Speaking of which,” Emery said, “how are your self-defense classes going, Nico?”

	“Nope. This topic is off-limits.”

	“Don’t be ridiculous. You told me you were going to enroll because, quote, ‘I’ll do better if my instructor isn’t my ex-boyfriend shouting at me to make my fist better, whatever that means,’ end quote. Which, by the way, I showed you what I meant—”

	“And that’s a wrap,” Nico said.

	“Let it go, love,” John said.

	“Hypothetical scenario: he becomes physical when you attempt to leave after dinner, because you’ve realized the foolishness of spending the night in another city with a complete stranger and no weapons in your possession—”

	Nico made a buzzing noise.

	Emery tried a different tack. “As your evening progresses, he refuses to take no for an answer—”

	Another buzz.

	“You find yourself in some sort of sexual encounter in which an imbalance of power exists. For the sake of this example, let’s say a bondage scenario with some degree of consent—”

	This time, Colt’s three timers went off simultaneously.

	“That’s a no,” Nico said.

	“No, there was no consent, or no—”

	“Colt?” John asked.

	Colt was staring at Nico, his cheeks aflame, as three timers chirped and chimed and flashed. Then he must have heard John because he started, his eyes widening as he took in the three adults staring at him, and the color in his cheeks deepened until it was almost purple. He sprinted to the oven, yanked the door open, and at the last moment remembered the oven mitts.

	“Good Christ,” Emery said.

	“Be nice,” John said. “It’s cute.”

	“It’ll be less cute when a set of handcuffs goes missing.”

	John shushed him.

	“I swear to God, if I find Ashley trussed up like a summer ham, I’ll shoot myself.”

	John shushed him again.

	Colt was making a production out of inspecting the cookies, doubtless buying himself time before he had to face the other men in the room. Nico, of all people, gave Emery a dirty look and grabbed a bowl and hand mixer. “Come on, Colt. We’ll make the frosting in the dining room and get everything set up for the girls.”

	Theo and Auggie came into the room as Colt bolted after Nico, and Auggie made a soft aww-ing sound.

	“He was practically riding his ass,” Emery said. “What’s cute about that?”

	“He’s got a crush,” Auggie said. “I mean, it’s not in the same league as his crush on No—” 

	Theo’s discreet nudge had not been quite discreet enough.

	“Boy,” John said, “you’re really having a night, aren’t you?”

	“It’s not my fault!”

	“As his crush on whom?” Emery asked.

	“On nobody,” Theo said. Emery opened his mouth to press the question, but Theo was saved by his daughter rushing into the room to grab his hand. Lana was ten, small for her age, and her voice had an affectless quality that had to do with the lingering effects of the car accident she’d been in as a child.

	“Evie needs a cookie,” she said.

	“Evie does, huh?” Theo asked.

	Lana turned big, dark eyes on Auggie.

	“Maybe they could split one—” Auggie began.

	“Oh no,” Theo said with a laugh. He turned Lana back toward the living room. “You and Evie can play for a while. When the cookies are ready to frost, Colt’s going to help you. Then you can eat the cookies.”

	That seemed to satisfy Lana, and she took off at a wild run, apparently completely oblivious to the brace on her leg.

	Theo pushed back his bro flow of strawberry-blond hair as he sat at the counter. He wore a sweater that Auggie had obviously picked for him—a Christmas green, with reindeer stitched across the front. One of the reasons Auggie had clearly been the one to buy it was the fact that it accented Theo’s broad shoulders and solid physique. Another reason was that the reindeer were made of sequins.

	They made small talk for a few minutes, catching up. Theo and Auggie had been part of Emery and John’s lives for a long time now. John had known them first, from his time as a detective, when Theo and Auggie had become involved in a series of strange disappearances and deaths connected to the college. Emery had met them later, but he hadn’t really known them until Theo had been Colt’s teacher the year before.

	What had really brought them together, though, was what had happened over the summer. An escalating series of events had forced them to work together as they tried to uncover a criminal organization operating out of a place called the Cottonmouth Club. That investigation had collapsed after the deaths—murders—of two key witnesses and, in the process, Sheriff Engels. 

	Auggie, of course, was the one to break the flow of easy chatter. “Any luck?”

	Emery shook his head.

	Theo’s expression tightened. Auggie said, “God damn it. For real?”

	Since August, Emery and John had been doing their best to continue the investigation into the people operating in—or through—the Cottonmouth Club. The reality, though, was that they had few avenues to pursue. They had sussed out a connection between a local politician, Eric Brey, and the Cottonmouth Club, although the extent and nature of that connection wasn’t clear, and Brey wasn’t cooperating. The opposite, in fact; he’d lawyered up and refused to talk, and after Emery had tried to press him for answers, Brey had threatened him with a restraining order, a harassment lawsuit, and a complaint with the state board.

	“I finally thought we were on to something,” Auggie said. “I can’t believe this.”

	“What happened?” Theo asked.

	The break in the case had come a few weeks ago, when John had made an important connection. Earlier that year, Gray Dulac—one of John’s detectives with the Wahredua PD and, Emery was forced to admit grudgingly, one of their friends—had stumbled upon a van full of people being trafficked. Women and children, fourteen of them. And Dulac’s bust had come only because he’d spotted the van’s expired tags. It had been proof that, his personality aside, Dulac was a good cop. It had also been his last big case before he had been injured while trying to rescue Ashley from a killer. Those injuries had removed him from active duty until recently. And, in many ways, had also removed him from Emery and John’s life, with the rare exception of when they bumped into him.

	“What happened is,” Emery said, “she was dead.”

	Auggie let out a breath and rubbed his eyes.

	“How?” Theo asked.

	“Exposure. I heard from my contact today. Death by accident is the medical examiner’s ruling.”

	“Are they sure?” Auggie asked.

	“I don’t know, Auggie,” Emery said, “would you like to talk to my contact yourself?”

	Theo shot Emery a warning look, but all he said was “That’s awful.”

	“It is awful,” John agreed. “She’d been through a lot, and she was young, and it shouldn’t have happened to her.”

	Emery didn’t say what he suspected most of them were thinking: it shouldn’t have happened, but it wasn’t uncommon either. John’s idea had been a good one—to track down the women and children Dulac had rescued and see if they could provide some sort of information that might lead back to the Cottonmouth Club or to the organization hiding behind it. It seemed unlikely, to say the least, that multiple trafficking organizations would be operating in the same rural area, and when John had made the connection and suggested the course of action, Emery had been optimistic. Hell, he’d been excited.

	But the reality was that many of the victims of human trafficking—most, in fact—were marginalized people with weak social networks and very little in the way of safety nets. That was the whole point, of course. People who were unhoused, people abusing drugs, teenagers and children in foster care or group homes, and, of course, LGBTQ youth. Anyone, in other words, who was vulnerable. Anyone who could go missing without anyone noticing. Or, if they noticed, without caring. 

	Those same people, even after they were rescued, didn’t seem to be doing any better. Although the women and children rescued by Dulac had been offered some support and assistance, the reality was that the children had ended up in foster care, and the adults, after a short period, had disappeared again. To a degree, that was to be expected. They hadn’t come to Wahredua by choice, after all. But the problem was that these were still the same people they’d been before they’d been taken—and the same problems had hounded them.

	The children in foster care, when John and Emery approached them under the umbrella of the Wahredua PD, had refused to disclose anything helpful. Perhaps they hadn’t known anything helpful. But more than one had seemed terrified by the questions, and it didn’t matter what promises Emery and John had made—the children refused to talk, and that seemed to be the end of it.

	The adults—well, Deanna Vance had been the first one Emery had actually managed to find. And look how that had turned out.

	“This is ridiculous,” Auggie said. “One of those women has got to be around here still. They can’t all have moved away.”

	Theo nodded and settled one hand on the back of Auggie’s neck.

	“Maybe,” John-Henry said. “In the meantime, we’ll keep doing what we’ve been doing: we’ll check every massage parlor, every motel, every strip joint. In the state, if we have to. Eventually, somebody’s going to slip up.”

	Frustration twisted Auggie’s face, but he nodded. Theo said, “They can’t get away with this forever.”

	“People do,” Emery said. “All the time.”

	An outraged “What?” came from the dining room, and a moment later, Nico appeared in the opening. A smudge of green frosting ran across one cheekbone, and to judge from the giggling, Evie and Lana had, at some point, become fully invested in the frosting creation process.

	“It’s cute,” Auggie said, “but it’s not really your color.”

	“Huh?” Nico thumbed away the frosting and wrinkled his nose. Then he pointed at Emery. “What are you thinking? This is an awesome opportunity for Colt.”

	Behind him, Colt hovered, defiance and pleading mingling in his features.

	“Jesus Christ,” Emery said.

	“No, no, no,” Nico said. “This is an all-expenses paid trip.”

	“It’s not a vacation,” Emery said.

	“No,” Colt shot back, but his voice was low. “It’s just something that would look amazing on a college application.”

	“Excuse me?” Emery asked. “Do you have something to say?”

	Colt shrank back, glowering, and Nico said, “He’s right. This would be fantastic on a college application. On top of that, it’s a service opportunity, and it’s a really good one.”

	“It’s a day in St. Louis, Nico. Working in a shelter. He’s not curing cancer.”

	“You never cured cancer,” came Colt’s quiet volley.

	When Emery looked past Nico, Colt took another step back.

	“This is exactly what I was talking about. I understand that you’re protective, but—”

	“It’s not exactly the same, Nico. It’s quite different, as a matter of fact. I’m Colt’s father. It’s my opinion that this trip isn’t a good idea. What if they get stranded? They’re coming back Christmas Eve; he’d miss Christmas.”

	“And it’s my opinion that it is a good idea,” Colt muttered. “And we’re not going to get stranded.”

	“We’ve already had this conversation, Colt. Nico’s not going to change my mind.”

	“Ash’s parents said he could go!”

	“It’s a great opportunity, Emery—”

	“Ash’s parents are not your parents. Nico, you are not his parent. John and I have discussed this, and the matter is closed.”

	“I don’t care!” But the pitchiness of his voice, and the thickness of the words gave him away. “I’m not even going to college anyway!”

	Colt’s heavy steps carried him out of sight, and a moment later, treads groaned, and his bedroom door slammed shut upstairs.

	Nico lips were parted, his arms folded, his gaze not quite meeting Emery’s.

	“Thank you so much.”

	“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

	The doorbell rang, and John said, “Do you want to get that?”

	“I do not.”

	John sighed and headed toward the front of the house. Nico was still standing there, shifting his weight, not looking at anyone.

	“I think the cookies are cool enough to frost,” Theo said quietly.

	“I can help.” Auggie slipped past Emery to grab the tray, and on his way to the dining room, he chivvied Nico ahead of him. As they left the kitchen, he said in a low voice, “He’s not mad at you, not really. Everyone knows you’re just trying to help.”

	Whatever Nico said back, it sounded broken and small.

	“I suppose you have some brilliant advice for dealing with teenagers?” Emery said to Theo.

	Theo’s laughter was rich and full, and Emery’s first spike of outrage at the reaction melted into a kind of resigned amusement. He rolled his shoulders and took a deep breath.

	“I guess I should go fix this.”

	Theo nodded. “You’re a great dad, Emery. The problem is it’s an impossible job.”

	“Somehow, that doesn’t make me feel any better.”

	“But you still need to hear it every once in a while.”

	On his way through the living room toward the stairs, Emery stopped. John had stepped out onto the porch. His hands were open at his sides, almost like he was displaying them. And facing him, still in uniform, were Neecie Weiss and Roy Peterson. Weiss was a sheriff’s deputy, and acting sheriff at least until the special election in April. Peterson was the day watch lieutenant and, as things went in a department as small as the Wahredua PD, John’s second-in-command.

	Emery rerouted to the front door. As he opened it, Peterson was saying, “—nothing personal.”

	“I know,” John said. Something was wrong with his voice. It was flat, almost affectless, a parody of his usual good humor. And there was a burr in it that, on someone else, Emery might have called anger.

	Weiss’s gaze snapped to Emery as the door opened, and she said, “Mr. Hazard, please step outside slowly and show me your hands.”

	“What’s going on?” Weiss looked tired, the weariness bone-deep and seeping through her mask of resolve. Peterson met Emery’s gaze, but only for a heartbeat, and then his eyes slid away. “What is this? John, what’s happening?”

	“I’m under arrest,” John said, and the way he said it, it sounded like he was trying to make a joke.

	“What are you talking about?” The wind sent old snow skittering. “Somebody give me some fucking answers.”

	“Em, is everything ok?” Nico asked from the entry hall.

	“Girls, why don’t we take some of these cookies to Theo?” Auggie said.

	Still no one had answered Emery’s question. Facts, he thought. Focus on facts. “Under arrest? On what charge?”

	Weiss dropped her eyes to the ground. Peterson blew out a long, white breath.

	“Child pornography,” John said, turning to face Emery. He looked sallow in the porch light, his eyes wide and unseeing. “They’re arresting me for possession of child porn.”

	 


3

	In the interview room at the county jail, after being booked, John-Henry waited for his lawyer, and he tried not to think the thing he wanted to think.

	He sat in one of the metal chairs, his hands hanging between his legs below the battered steel table. He wasn’t cuffed anymore, and that was something. He used his knees to brace his hands. He was still trembling a little.

	The handcuffs on his front porch. The frisk as he stood there, where his neighbors could see the whole thing taking place. The Miranda warning. Peterson had stopped once to clear his throat, and Weiss had suggested he start over, so John had heard it again. The drive in the back of Weiss’s cruiser, the cage separating them, looking out the window and waiting to see a familiar face, for someone to spot him in the back. That had been bad enough. 

	The booking process had been worse. The casual indignities of being printed, of the mug shots, of men and women he’d known and worked with for most of his life—some of them, all his life—staring at him, disgust contorting their expressions. And then worse yet. Being forced to strip. His pubic hair combed for lice. The full-body search, fingers pressing inside him. A part of him tried to remain detached, to be a professional, to think about the sheriff’s department’s process, about its effect, to consider everything in that clinical light because it would give him useful insight into the procedures of his own department. But his mind wandered. I’m done was the numb thought that kept coming back to him. I’m done. I can never work in this town again.

	And now, in jailhouse slides and jailhouse scrubs, his hands locked between his knees to keep them steady, he focused on controlling his breathing, building a wall between himself and the tempest of emotions: rage, humiliation, and simplest of all, the childlike desire to burst into tears.

	One trick was to focus on sensory details. The cinderblock room smelled tomatoey, vinegary, with a processed-fat smell like margarine. He’d reviewed enough institutional meals to guess sloppy joes, instant mashed potatoes, some sort of vegetable boiled until it was about to dissolve. The same kind of thing he’d be eating tomorrow. And the day after that. And the day after that. A door slammed somewhere, and John-Henry startled in the seat before catching himself. The silence that came after was worse. The fluorescents buzzed. His head throbbed. He had to be careful not to look around the room, to see the figure in the mirror connected to the observation room. Cameras watched him, and he knew that, no matter what Weiss tried, the footage would be in a hundred different hands by the morning. The chief of police in custody. Be cool, he told himself. Be cool.

	Emery would fix this. That was his hope to cling to. Emery wouldn’t stand for this. On the porch, in the aftermath of saying those words, of being forced to say those words about himself, John had watched the fury rise in Emery’s face, and then the iron control as he took hold again. Emery had asked to see the arrest warrant, but Weiss and Peterson had refused. John-Henry couldn’t blame them; if he’d been in their position, he would have refused as well. Emery had simply grown colder. He would drive separately, he’d told John. He’d call a lawyer. And John, who should have been saying something, doing something, figuring out how this terrible mistake had been made, had simply stood there and nodded. Emery would fix this.

	How?

	That was the question he didn’t want to look in the eyes. The part of him that had been a police officer for close to twenty years, the part of him that knew how the system worked—that part of him knew this kind of thing, the arrest of any law enforcement officer, much less the chief of police, wasn’t something that happened quickly. Someone had been working on this for a long time. Someone had been laying the groundwork. A grand jury had been empaneled. Witnesses had been called. Evidence produced. An indictment had been handed down, and the presiding judge had issued an arrest warrant.

	For child pornography. John-Henry felt a moment of dissociation, like his head had separated from his body. And then the need to vomit gripped him, cold sweat breaking out across his body as he rode it out.

	A buzzer sounded, and the door opposite John-Henry opened. He glimpsed the hallway beyond, the deputy standing guard—a self-important dud named Glover, who was probably loving this—and then Aniya Thompson stepped into the room.

	She was Black, her hair in short, beaded braids, and wearing a neat gray suit. Over the years, Aniya had helped John-Henry and Emery with the occasional legal trouble, and seeing her now—a familiar face, someone who was here to help—John-Henry felt a rush of affection and gratitude disproportionate to his actual relationship with Aniya. He smiled as he stood, almost grinning.

	“Aniya, thank God. I mean, thank you. Thank you for coming.”

	She nodded. A reflexive smile appeared and then was tucked out of sight again, never touching her eyes. Motioning for John-Henry to sit, she took the chair opposite him. “How are you doing?” she asked.

	“Fine. I mean—” He laughed and heard the unhinged sound of it. “—horrible. This is a nightmare. But I’ll survive.”

	“Yes, you will. And you’re going to need to keep telling yourself that because this is going to be long and ugly, and I want you to know that from the start.” She watched him, her braids clicking as she moved her head. “If it’s not the worst thing you’ll ever go through, it might be close. But we’re going to beat it, and you’re going to come out the other side.”

	She waited long enough that John-Henry realized a response was required so he nodded. “These charges are bullshit. I’ve never—and I mean never, Aniya—come anywhere near—” He stopped, fighting another of those fraying laughs. “I can’t even say it. Jesus, I’m going to throw up.”

	Raising an eyebrow, she made like she might get the guard, but John-Henry waved her back into her seat.

	“Never,” he said. “Not a video. Not a picture. I would never touch that stuff. I would never go anywhere near it. For fuck’s sake, I know how bad it is, what they do to those kids. I have a son and a daughter. I would never—” He’d heard this all from the other side of the table: the repetition, the cycling, someone stuck in a loop. He forced himself to corral his thoughts. “I would never look at that stuff.” He firmed up his voice. “Much less have it.”

	Aniya nodded. John-Henry wasn’t sure what he’d been expecting—assurances, conviction, a passionate declaration of her belief in him—but in the wake of that single nod, all he could do was sit back as confusion and disappointment bled together.

	“You’ll be arraigned tomorrow,” Aniya said, the words clipped and professional. “I imagine Diana will ask for you to be held without bail, but that’s not going to happen. She’ll talk about your pattern of avoiding arrest, and that’s not going to help you, but we’ll focus on your long service to this community, your roots here, your family.”

	“My father,” John-Henry said. The grin on his face felt dead. A rictus. That was the word.

	“That might hurt us, actually. We’ll see what Diana does and play it by ear.”

	That sense of disorientation came again at hearing Diana referred to so casually, at understanding—in a way his brain had avoided until now—that the county attorney he’d worked with on hundreds of cases was now actively involved in prosecuting him. Another realization came on the heels of that one.

	“My father,” he said again. “He’s got to be furious.”

	“That’s one way of putting it. I passed him in the lobby; he was tearing strips off Neecie Weiss, and I bet he was about five minutes away from getting himself arrested.”

	“Did Emery—” John-Henry didn’t know how to finish that question.

	“Believe it or not, he was being the reasonable one.”

	A laugh escaped John-Henry. Then his eyes stung, and he rubbed them and blinked, trying to rein himself in.

	“You’ll be out on bail by the end of the day tomorrow. You’ll be suspended, of course, so you’ll need to find a way to occupy yourself. I wasn’t exaggerating when I said this is going to be long and hard, and you’re going to need to find a way to keep yourself healthy and stable throughout the process. In a couple of weeks, we’ll have the first set of discovery materials, and we can start figuring out our defense.”

	“In a couple of weeks?”

	Aniya hesitated a beat too long.

	“You know something,” John said. “You know what they’ve got on me.”

	“Right now, you need to be thinking about tonight and tomorrow. You need to sleep if you can—they’ll put you in the isolation unit to keep you safe—”

	“And look how well that worked for Dalton Weber.”

	He hadn’t meant the words to be loud, but they bounced back from the cinderblock walls. The dead man’s name echoed between them.

	“You need to sleep if you can. Because tomorrow, you need to look like a solid citizen who’s been wrongly accused, and you can’t do that if you’re a wreck.”

	She wasn’t meeting his eyes. And John-Henry thought about how long it had taken her to arrive. Even after he’d spent all that time being booked and processed into jail, he’d still waited—how long? An hour? Longer? And it wasn’t like Wahredua was busy on a Sunday night.

	“What is it?” John-Henry asked.

	Aniya opened her mouth and shut it again.

	“I don’t care how bad it is. And I don’t particularly care how you got it. I want to know what they’ve got on me.” She opened her mouth again, and he said, “Even if you’re not sure, I want to know what someone told you. I’m your client. I’m telling you to tell me.”

	Her shoulders sagged. “It’s important that you understand that my information might not be correct.”

	“What do they have?”

	The only sound was her breathing, the soft whisper of wool as she shifted in her suit and her jacket rubbed against her. “They have a man who claims you tried to buy child pornography from him.”

	“That’s a lie.” He held up a hand. “Sorry. I—sorry.”

	“He seems like a solid witness. He’s ex-military, a few medals.” She brushed at her skirt. “He works with an anti-trafficking organization.”

	John-Henry shook his head, but he managed to clamp down on the words.

	“He played a recording for the grand jury. It was…convincing.”

	“And a bunch of people sitting in a room thought it sounded like me? You’ve got to be kidding me. That’s their case? If I’d taken something like that to Diana, she would have served me my ass.”

	Aniya drew a deep breath. “No, that’s not all. The Wahredua PD’s IT department conducted a search of your computer. And yes, a warrant was served, John-Henry.”

	He grappled with what that meant. With the people who had known about this and said nothing. With the fury that no one had told him, no one had even hinted, and, at the same time, his awareness that they had been doing their job, doing what they thought was right, doing what the court had ordered.

	“They found images and videos, John-Henry. Over ten thousand of them.” She sounded weary as she said, “I’m so sorry.”

	Somewhere far off in the jail, a door slammed again, and a man screamed. Jailhouse sounds. Inmates screamed all the time. Shouted. Cried out. At times, John-Henry knew, it sounded like a madhouse. “They aren’t mine.”

	Aniya nodded.

	“I didn’t—those aren’t mine.”

	She nodded again. “Let’s wait for discovery and see what they have.”

	He couldn’t bring himself to answer. She said something else, another reminder about trying to sleep, but he barely heard her. She said something after that, and something else, and he knew he was responding, knew he was keeping up his part. And then it was over, and she left, and he was still sitting there, alone. He noticed now, like someone waking up, the blue-ink graffiti on the steel table: Bart Simpson strapped into an electric chair.

	He had grown up with parents who had bulldozed his every wrongdoing. He had paid a steep price to learn he wasn’t perfect, that perhaps he wasn’t even a particularly good person. And since then, he had struggled not to be the boy his parents had raised. He knew that he was being framed. He knew it had something to do with the Cottonmouth Club, with his search for whoever was hiding in the shadows. He knew that someone was doing this because he was a threat, and because he had to be neutralized, and in one stroke, they had removed him from the game completely. He knew all of that.

	But in the silence of that cinderblock room, his willpower faltered, and for one hot, vicious moment, he thought the thing he had trained himself not to think: How fucking dare they?
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	Emery did another lap of the house.

	Monday evening, dark came early, shuttering the house in the cold glitter of snow and stars. The house itself was full of light and warmth and bodies, but Emery was only distantly aware of it all. His mind was out there, in the darkness beyond the ice, and his body moved mechanically: entry hall to living room, living room to kitchen, kitchen to dining room, dining room to entry hall.

	“Don’t you want a slice of pizza?” Auggie tried.

	Theo murmured something that made Auggie drop his head.

	“We’re having pizza, Dee,” Evie told him as he moved through the kitchen again.

	“He’s busy,” Colt said, stroking her hair. His amber eyes followed Emery, though, and Emery was grateful when he passed into the dining room again.

	Pacing was a waste of time and energy; Emery knew that. But in the last twenty-four hours since John’s arrest, he’d managed to accomplish absolutely nothing, so it wasn’t much of a change. Even the initial, panicked calls—first to John’s father, and then to Aniya Thompson—were things someone else could have done. Things John could have done for himself, as a matter of fact. After that, Emery had been useless. No one would talk to him at the sheriff’s station. Nobody in the police department would answer his calls except Dulac, John’s former partner, and the detective knew less than Emery. All the contacts he had made, all the inroads, the entire network he’d crafted both as a detective with the Wahredua PD and as a private investigator—it had all been worth nothing.

	That night had been worse. Theo and Auggie had offered to stay over and keep an eye on Colt and Evie, but Emery had sent them home. He was aware that it had been an old response, instinctual, his desire for solitude the way injured animals holed up in their dens. He had seen the need in Colt’s eyes, the silent plea for reassurance, and the best Emery had been able to give him had been a hug, stiff and unfamiliar, as though they were strangers, before asking him to go to bed.

	Then he had lain in bed, and the room had seemed unfairly bright. He had made the mistake of looking at his phone, at the notifications piling up on different social media platforms. Then he had deleted the apps and lain there, staring up into that too bright room. Ambient light reflecting off the snow on the ground, perhaps. More likely, nothing but his imagination. So much light that it was impossible not to see the emptiness of the bed.

	He had not cried. He had lain there, and thought, and planned, a cat’s cradle game he was trying to play one-handed. Over and over again, the same phrase breaking through the storm: They’re doing it again.

	Then, the madness of the arraignment, the farce of Judge Platter reading out the charges, the nightmare unreality of John in cuffs as he entered his plea, the courtroom packed with people who wanted to see John-Henry Somerset brought low after a lifetime as the town’s golden child. And coming home to find the empty cans of spray paint—

	Now, the sound of steps on the porch made him stop his pacing, and a moment later, the door swung open. John stood there, dressed in jeans and a sweater, eyes smudged with fatigue. He smiled when he saw Emery and said, “Thank God.”

	It was John’s smile. It was John’s voice.

	Emery reached him in two steps and wrapped him in his arms. John hugged him back. He smelled like cheap soap and day-old clothes, but also like John. His body was John’s, fitting to Emery’s the way it was supposed to. He was breathing slowly and deeply, pressing his head hard against Emery’s, his fingers knotting Emery’s shirt.

	Movement came again, and John stepped aside as his parents came through the door. Glennworth Somerset had opted for a sweater and loafers under his winter coat, instead of the suit he usually wore as part of his mayoral image. Grace Elaine wore a button-up and black pumps. If seeing their only son arrested and charged with one of the most disgusting crimes imaginable had affected them, it showed in different ways. Glenn looked hollow with exhaustion. Grace Elaine, on the other hand—Grace Elaine looked like Grace Elaine, and Emery wished he knew what that meant.

	“I thought you’d be home hours ago,” Emery said.

	“We met with Ms. Thompson,” Glenn said.

	Grace Elaine smiled as she shrugged out of her coat. “We didn’t want to bother you, Emery.”

	Emery opened his mouth to reply, but John shook his head, mouth twisting. “I’m sorry,” he said in a low voice. “I tried.”

	It was harder than Emery expected to let that go, but finally he nodded. “Have you eaten? There’s pizza—”

	“J-H?” Colt appeared in the entry hall, glanced around, and then charged. His feet slapped the floor, and then he crashed into John. John hugged him, and almost as quickly as it had happened, Colt disentangled himself, pulling up his shirt to wipe his face. Biscuit came after him, but her pace slowed when she saw Glenn and Grace Elaine, and she slunk across the remaining distance to greet John—clearly reluctant to get too close to his parents. One of them, Emery suspected, in particular, even if fur coats weren’t in style any longer.

	“Look who’s home!” That was Cora, John’s ex-wife and Evie’s mother. She smiled at them and pushed back dark curls as she nudged Evie into the entry hall.

	“Daddy,” Evie informed him, “Mommy says we’re having pizza, and all my friends are here!”

	She raced back toward the kitchen, and Cora gave a small laugh. “I tried.” Her face changed, and she asked, “Are you ok?”

	“I’m here,” John said, bussing her cheek. “That’s better than ok. Thank you for coming.”

	“I’m totally useless, it turns out. Evie’s obsessed with—”

	“John-Henry?” Shaw passed through the opening from the living room. His auburn hair was up in its bun, and he wore a snowsuit (blue, with cartoon flames crawling up the arms and legs) that rustled as he ran toward them. His crash sounded only slightly less enthusiastic than Colt’s, and the hug went on significantly longer. When Shaw finally stepped back, he whispered, “We were so worried.”

	“Hey,” John said in that tone so many people used with Shaw. “You’re here.”

	“We’re all here,” North said, one arm braced across the opening. He held a can of Four Hands, and his blond brows were knitted together as he assessed John. Whatever he saw must have reassured him—to a degree, anyway—because the look on his face passed and he said, “It’s a fucking nightmare.”

	“What do you mean—”

	“Yo,” Jem said as he squirmed under North’s outstretched arm. “You’re alive!”

	John gave a laugh and cut his eyes toward Emery. “Am I awake?”

	“Auggie called them,” Emery said. “They flew out on a red-eye.”

	“Not us,” Shaw said. “We drove. Well, North drove. I offered to drive, but North said he’d rather have a—” He glanced around, spotted Grace Elaine, and mouthed—directly

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
cover.jpeg
IRON'ON IRON BOOK FOUR












