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Saskia

The man at the end of her bar had been staring at her chest for twenty minutes, and she'd decided that if he asked for one more "surprise me," she was going to surprise him with a bottle to the face.

"Another old-fashioned, sweetheart," he said, tapping the wood with a ring that cost more than her rent. "Make it strong."

"Make it strong," she repeated, pulling the Maker's Mark off the shelf. "Wow. You should write that down. Frame it."

Pia, three feet away and pretending to polish a glass, made a noise like a dying kettle.

The man blinked. "Sorry?"

"It's a good line. Very original." She stirred, smiled, and slid the drink across the bar like she was serving him a verdict. "Twelve dollars. And my eyes are up here, but I get it, they're not the interesting part."

For a second she honestly thought he'd tip. Then his face did that thing men's faces do when they realize a woman is laughing at them and it's not the fun kind of laughing. He threw a ten and a two on the bar like he was paying off a hooker, said "Bitch" under his breath, and left.

"Wonderful," Pia said, once he was gone. "That's the third one this week."

"He was a dick."

"They're all dicks, Sas. That's the job. Smile, take the money, spit in the drink if you have to. You're supposed to want tips."

"I want tips and dignity." She wiped the ring of condensation off the wood. "I'm a multitasker."

"You're unemployable," Pia said, but she was grinning, and she bumped her hip against Saskia's on the way past with a tray of empties. "God help whoever has to marry you."

She laughed. It was a good laugh, too, loose and real, the kind you get at one in the morning when your feet hurt and your best friend's mascara has migrated down her cheeks and the jukebox is playing something from 1994 that everyone in the place knows the words to.

It was the last good laugh she had for a very long time. But she didn't know that yet.

The Rusted Heron was a dive in Lawrenceville, the kind of place with a sticky floor and a bathroom door that didn't lock and a regular named Walt who'd been dead for six years according to the plaque over his stool but showed up anyway. She'd been there almost two years. It was the first place she'd ever worked that her father didn't own a piece of, and she'd picked it for that reason, and for that reason alone. Pittsburgh is a small city if your last name is Brozović. You can't get a coffee without someone's cousin knowing about it. But the Heron was three bridges and an entire attitude away from the docks, and nobody in here knew who she was.

Or they didn't until the door opened that night at 1:20.

She felt it before she saw it. That's the thing nobody tells you about growing up in a family like hers. You learn to read a room by the way the air changes. The jukebox kept playing, the drunk girls at the high-top kept shrieking, Walt's seat kept being empty. But the temperature went wrong. Like someone had left a freezer door open.

Two men in dark coats stood in the doorway. Big. Clean-shaven. Shoes too good for the weather. They scanned the room the way you scan a room when you've done it a thousand times and know exactly where the exits are.

She knew one of them. Ivo. He'd taught her to ride a bike when she was seven, in the parking lot behind her father's warehouse, running behind her with one hand on the seat and the other holding a cigarette. He'd been at her mother's funeral. He wouldn't look her in the eye now.

That was how she knew.

"Oh, fuck," she said, quietly.

Pia looked up. "What?"

"Nothing."

"Sas. You went white."

"It's nothing. Cover for me."

"For what?"

She untied her apron. Her hands, she noticed, were perfectly steady. Interesting. She'd have expected shaking. "My dad's here."

"Your dad is here? The dad you don't talk to? The dad who—" She stopped, because Ivo had started walking toward us, and the whole bar had gone quiet in that way that bars do, and Pia, who had grown up in Bloomfield and knew exactly what kind of men wear shoes like that, said very softly, "Sas. What did you do?"

"Nothing. I swear to God, nothing."

"Miss Brozović," Ivo said.

Miss Brozović. Not Sasha. Not zvrk, the little spinning top he used to call her because she never sat still.

"Ivo." She put the apron down on the bar. Folded it, even. Don't ask her why. "You look old."

Something moved in his face, quick and gone. "Your father's in the car."

"Of course he is."

"He'd like you to come."

"He'd like me to come." She laughed again, but this one was a different animal. "It's been fourteen months, Ivo. Fourteen months since I walked out of that house and he told me I was dead to him, and now he's sent two guys in a Cadillac at one in the morning. Whatever this is, it's not a daddy-daughter dinner."

"Please," Ivo said, quietly. "Don't make a scene."

And that, more than anything, scared her. Because Ivo was a man who had once punched a guy through a plate-glass window for looking at her wrong, and now he was asking.

She looked at Pia. She'd gone full mother-hen, clutching a bar rag like a weapon, jaw out. God, she loved Pia.

"I'll text you," she said.

"You'd better. I swear to God, Saskia, if you get murdered I'm going to be so mad."

"Noted."

"And I'm taking your good tips."

"Take them. Take the whole jar." She grabbed her jacket from the hook. "Walt, if I'm not back, you can have my stool."

The empty stool said nothing. Which was fair.

The Cadillac was black, because of course it was, and idling at the curb with its lights off. The back door opened before she reached it. She'd planned a speech on the walk. Something cutting. Something that would make him feel every one of the fourteen months.

Then she saw him, and every word fell out of her head.

Ante Brozović had always been a big man. Big shoulders, big hands, a laugh that rattled the windows on Sunday afternoons when the whole family came over for sarma and arguments. Now he sat in the corner of the back seat like a coat somebody had hung up and forgotten. His beard had gone almost completely gray. There were pouches under his eyes.

"Saskia," he said.

"Dad."

"Get in. It's cold."

"I'm good here."

"Saskia."

It was the voice. The one from when she was nine and had broken the good vase, the one from when she was sixteen and had come home with a boy. The one that said you will do as you are told. And God help her, her feet moved. Twenty-six years old, a degree she'd walked away from, a life she'd built from nothing, and her feet moved. She slid onto the leather, and Ivo shut the door, and the sound was so final that she flinched.

Nobody spoke. The car pulled away from the curb. Streetlights slid across her father's face in long amber bars.

"Okay," she said eventually. "I'll bite. You've got me in a car. Where are we going, and how long until you tell me what you want?"

He looked at his hands. "I need to tell you something before we get there."

"Get where?"

"To the Lazarević house."

She was told later that she laughed. She didn't remember that part. What she remembered was the sound the word made as it came out of his mouth, like a glass breaking in another room.

"Sorry," she said. "I think I misheard. It sounded like you said the Lazarević house. Like the Lazarević house. Like Mihailo Lazarević. The man whose guys burned down our warehouse in October? Whose men put Stipe Marić in the river?"

"The warehouse was ours to burn first."

"Dad."

"Listen to me." He still wasn't looking at her. "Three weeks ago, a Lazarević man was shot on Penn Avenue. A boy. Twenty-two years old. Mihailo's godson."

"Okay, and?"

"And it was one of ours who did it."

Her stomach turned over. "Marko."

"Nobody has said that name."

"Nobody has to." Her voice came out thinner than she wanted. Her cousin Marko had been a nasty little shit since he was twelve and pulled the wings off a pigeon at her confirmation party. She'd always known he'd end up somewhere ugly. "So what, they want blood? Fine, they can have him. I'll drive him there myself."

"They don't want Marko."

"Why the hell not?"

"Because I offered him," her father said. "And Mihailo refused."

The car had gone very quiet. She could hear the tires on wet road, the tick of the turn signal.

"Dad. What does Mihailo want?"

He finally looked up. His eyes were wet. She had never, not once in twenty-six years, seen her father cry. Not at her mother's funeral. Not when his brother died. Not even when she left.

"He wants a zalog," he said, so softly that she almost didn't hear. "A pledge. A living one. Somebody to stay in his house until the truce is sealed. A guarantee of good faith."

"A hostage," she said.

"A guest."

"A hostage, Dad."

"A guest, Saskia. Under the protection of the Lazarević name. Nobody will lay a hand on you. Mihailo gave his word before the priest, and his word is good. He is a hard man, but he is an honest one."

"Great. Wonderful. So who's the lucky one?"

He said nothing.

She waited. Her heart had started doing something awful, a slow, heavy thud against her ribs like someone knocking on a door that she didn't want to open.

"Dad."

"He asked for you."

"For—"

"By name."

She sat there. The car turned onto a bridge and the river went by below them, black and wide, with the city lights lying on it like spilled coins. She thought, absurdly, this is the Fortieth Street Bridge, I know this bridge, I used to ride my bike under it. she thought, I should have worn better shoes.

"Why me?" She finally said.

"Because I would give him anything else."

It took a second to land. Then it landed all at once, and it was like being slapped.

"Oh, I see," she said. "He wanted the thing you'd miss."

"He wanted the thing I'd keep my word for."

"And you said yes."

"I said yes."

"Just like that."

"Not just like that." His jaw worked. "I argued for a week. I offered him everything. I offered him my share of the docks. I offered him Marko, I offered him myself. And he said—" He stopped. "He said I had a daughter who would burn down a house before she let it be used against her, and that he'd like to see how long a Brozović could keep her head in a Lazarević home."

"Oh my God, that's a joke."

"He is not a man who jokes."

"Clearly." She realized she was shaking now. Finally. Right on schedule, about ten minutes late. "So that's it. I was dead to you, I was no daughter of mine, and now I'm worth a truce. That's rich. Do I get a say?"

"No," her father said.

The word sat in the car between them.

"No?" She whispered.

"If you refuse, they will take Marko anyway, and then they'll take a few more, and the whole of the docks will be in the river by Christmas. Forty families, Saskia. Forty. The Marić boys. The Petrović kids. Your cousin Danica's husband. Everybody you grew up with." He wiped his face with the heel of his hand, roughly, like it embarrassed him. "I am not asking. I am telling you what I would do if I were any kind of man. I am telling you what I'd like to do. But I don't have a choice, and neither do you."

She looked out the window.

She thought about all the ways she could run. Pull the door handle and throw herself out onto the Parkway. Scream. Call someone, though she couldn't think who. Pia had a cousin in the Allegheny County sheriff's office, but what was he going to do, arrest the Lazarevićs? The city of Pittsburgh had been looking the other way for sixty years.

Then she thought about Stipe Marić, who'd taught her how to gut a fish. And Danica's baby daughter. And all those kids she'd gone to St. Nicholas with.

"One year," her father said, so quietly she barely heard it. "That's all. Mihailo has promised a year. I will get you out in a year."

"A year in the house of the man who wants us dead."

"Under his protection."

"Under his roof."

"Saskia."

"Okay." She heard herself say it, high and strange. "Okay. Fine. Whatever. Sure. Let's all just do this, because it's not like anyone's asked what I want since I was born."

He closed his eyes.

"I'm sorry," he said.

And the stupid thing, the really stupid thing, was that she believed him. He was sorry. He'd always been sorry. Sorry had never once changed a single thing he'd done.

"Don't," she said. "Don't be sorry in my direction. Save it for when I come back and you have to look at me."

Neither of them said another word.

The car turned. The road climbed. Trees closed over the windshield, bare and black, and there was a gate, a long iron one, with two men standing at it holding something that she was pretty sure wasn't an umbrella.

The gate swung open.

The house that waited behind it was enormous, gray stone, three stories of dark windows with a single light on in the entire place. As the Cadillac crunched up the gravel, she caught her reflection in the glass: wild hair, a hoodie with a bleach stain on the cuff, mascara at least half gone. A girl who had worked a double and smelled like bourbon and lime.

This was not how a sacrifice was supposed to look.

"Dad," she said.

"Yes."

"If anything happens to me in there—"

"Nothing will."

"If it does." She turned to look at him, and she made sure he saw her face. "I'm going to haunt every single one of you. I'll start with Marko."

Her father almost smiled.

Then Ivo opened the door, and the cold came in, and somewhere in the dark of that enormous house a man was waiting for her who she had never met and already hated.

She stepped out onto the gravel.

She didn't look back.
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Vuk

"I want it noted," he said, "that I think this is a stupid idea."

"It's noted." His uncle didn't look up from the chess board. "You've noted it eleven times. If you note it again, I will have you carried out."

"By whom?"

"By Rade. He's been waiting all week for an excuse."

From the leather chair by the window, Rade raised one hand without looking up from his phone. "I'd do it gently," he said. "Over the shoulder. Like a bride."

"I'll kill you," he said pleasantly.

"No, you won't. You'd have to do your own paperwork."

Mihailo Lazarević moved a bishop. He was sixty-three, with a head of iron-gray hair and a face like an old church, handsome in the way of things that have survived a great deal of weather. In thirty years he had buried a wife, two brothers, a son, and a decent part of the Allegheny waterfront, and he'd never once raised his voice to do it. He didn't need to. People leaned in to hear him anyway.

He'd been leaning in since he was nine years old.

"Sit down, Vuk."

"I'll stand."

"You'll pace, then. Fine. Pace." He studied the board. "Say it. Whatever it is you're chewing on, I'd rather hear it from you than watch you grind your molars into powder."

He stopped by the fireplace. The fire was low, and the house was quiet around them, the way it always was after midnight, when the staff had gone and the dogs had been fed and only the old floors talked. Outside the window, rain was coming down in long gray strands.

"There are eleven hundred Brozović girls in this city," he said. "Cousins, nieces, second cousins, I don't care. You could have asked for any of them. You asked for the daughter of the man himself. The one who walked out on him. The one who doesn't speak to him." He turned. "Explain that to me, because from where I'm standing it looks like you're bringing a live grenade into your house and asking me to babysit it."

"Ah," said Mihailo. "So that's the problem."

"One of them."

"The others?"

"I don't want a Brozović under this roof. I don't care if she's seven or seventy. They killed Luka."

At that, the room changed. Rade's phone went down. Dušan, who'd been standing so quietly by the bookshelves with a glass of rakija that he'd forgotten him, lifted his head.

His uncle laid a finger on the white king and pushed it over, very softly, as if the board had said something rude.

"Luka was a boy," he said. "Twenty-two. I stood at his christening. I held his father's shoulders at his funeral." He looked up at last. His eyes were pale gray, flat as river stones. "Do you think I've forgotten?"

"No."

"Do you think I'm soft?"

"No, striko."

"Then sit down and listen. Not as my nephew. As the man I intend to leave this house to."

He sat. It took him a second. Rade and Dušan exchanged a look he pretended not to see.

"If I take blood," his uncle said, "I get one dead Brozović. Marko, perhaps. A satisfying one. Then they bury him, and they come for us, and we come for them, and by spring there's a war. Forty years of peace on the water, gone because I was angry." He leaned back. "I am angry, Vuk. Make no mistake. But I'm not a fool."

"So you take a hostage."

"I take a hostage."

"A girl."

"A woman. She's twenty-six." A small, dry movement of his mouth. "And I took that one because Ante Brozović can survive losing his money and his men and his pride. He cannot survive losing her. He pretends he doesn't care. He's a terrible liar. He's had a little photograph of her in his wallet for fourteen months."

"And that's your leverage."

"That's my leverage." He lifted his glass. "She will sit in our house, and he will do nothing, because if he does, we have his daughter. The truce holds because he can't afford to break it. A year, Vuk. Twelve months of quiet. Time to find out who in his house is in bed with Marko, and who in our house, God forgive them, helped him get to the boy."

He'd thought of that too, in the long hours after Luka's funeral. That the shooter hadn't found Luka at a bar or at his mother's. He'd found him at the car wash on Penn at nine at night, at the one stop on a route nobody should have known.

"You think it's one of ours," he said.

"I think it's both." His uncle set down the glass. "And I think a woman who doesn't want to be there, with every reason to hate us, is the one person in the city who'll see things the rest of you won't. She's a Brozović. She'll know the cousins, the names, the habits. People will talk around her. They'll forget she's listening."

"You want to use her."

"I want to keep her. Safe, fed, quiet, and alive. And I want you to be the one who does it."

He'd known it was coming. It still landed like a stone dropped into cold water.

"Me."

"You. In your wing. Next to your room. You'll be responsible for her. If she's hurt, it's on you. If she runs, it's on you. If she breaks a vase, God help us all, it's on you."

"Striko. I'm your underboss. I run the docks, the clubs, the yards. I don't have time to play warden to some spoiled—"

"She tends bar in Lawrenceville," Mihailo said mildly. "Worked her way through two years of law school and quit. Pays her own rent. Hasn't taken a dime of her father's money since she was nineteen. I'd say she's less spoiled than anyone in this room."

Rade whistled low. Dušan took a sip of his rakija and said nothing, which was how Dušan said most things.

He opened his mouth, and his uncle held up one hand.

"There's another reason," he said, quieter, "and I'll only say it once. You're thirty-four years old. You work eighteen hours a day. You haven't been inside a restaurant that wasn't ours since the spring. When Luka died, you didn't say a word for nine days. Not to me. Not to his mother." The gray eyes didn't blink. "I want somebody in this house who argues back. I'd like to see if you'll still be able to hear her."

That was when he knew he'd lost his mind.

"I hear fine," he said.

"Do you?"

He didn't answer.

A car door slammed outside.

The sound carried up through the quiet house, one clean metal clap, and every man in the study went still. His uncle rose first, all his age gone for a second. He went to the window. Looked down. Then he turned and said, to no one in particular:

"Well. She's here."

"I'll meet her in the hall," he said.

"No," said his uncle. "Meet her in your office. Make it formal. Let her see who you are." A pause. "And Vuk."

"Yes."

"She is not a prisoner, and she's not a toy. She's a guest of this house, by a priest's word, and I'll hold you to every syllable."

"I know what a guest is."

"Do you?" He said again, and went back to his chess.

His office was on the east side of the second floor, a long dark room with a desk like a battleship and a wall of windows that looked out over the river. He'd had it for nine years. It had the smell of leather and old paper and cold, and he had never once been unhappy there.

He stood at the window with his hands behind him and listened to the house.

The front door. Low voices. Ivo's, then Ante Brozović's, rough and tired and, God help him, grieving. he'd met the man twice. Both times he'd been a stone wall in a good suit. Tonight there was a crack in the stone.

Then, over the rest, a woman's voice.

"Oh, you've got to be kidding me. Is that a suit of armor?"

He closed his eyes.

"It's a family piece, miss," said Ilija, our butler, in the stunned tone of a man who has served three generations without ever being addressed in this register.

"It has a feather on it."

"It's a plume."

"It's a feather, Ilija. I'm sorry, it's a chicken's feather. Does it come with a moat?"

Somewhere behind him, Rade had quietly appeared in the doorway. He was grinning like a boy who'd been given a puppy.

"Don't," he said.

"I didn't say anything."

"You're about to."

"I'm saying nothing, boss. Absolutely nothing. I'm just going to stand here and enjoy my evening."

Footsteps on the stairs. Quick, light, angry. Then the door opened, and Ilija said in a voice that shook just slightly, "Miss Brozović, sir," and stepped back.

He turned around.

She was smaller than he'd expected.

That was the first thing, and it irritated him. In his head she'd been Ante's daughter: tall, hard, with a Brozović jaw. What stood in his doorway barely reached his shoulder. Dark, unruly hair, half-escaped from a clip. Black jeans and a hoodie with a bleach stain on the sleeve. A smear of dried lime on her collarbone that he had no business noticing. Big brown eyes, ringed with the wreck of yesterday's eyeliner, and underneath all of it a mouth that looked as if it had been born to say the wrong thing.

She looked at him. He looked at her.

Five seconds went by. Six.

"Huh," said Saskia Brozović.

"Miss Brozović."

"No, sorry, it's just—" She waved a hand at him, from the polished shoes up. "I'd pictured you with a mustache."

He waited.

"Like, a twirly one," she went on. "And possibly a cat. You know, the bald kind. The kind that sits on your lap while you decide who to feed to the sharks. But no. You're just a guy in a very expensive suit with a face like someone's about to give you bad news." She tilted her head. "Is that your normal face, or is it the occasion?"

Behind her, Ilija made a small strangled sound, and he realized that he was trying not to laugh.

He did not laugh.

"That's my normal face," he said.

"Wow." She nodded slowly. "That's rough. Have you tried not having it?"

Rade, in the doorway, turned and walked away very quickly down the hall. Seconds later he heard something that might have been a man's head hitting a wall.

"Sit," he said.

"I'll stand."

"Sit down."

"Is that an order?"

"It's a courtesy."

"Funny," she said. "It sounded like an order." But she crossed the room. She dropped into the chair opposite his desk, hoodie sleeves tugged over her hands, and crossed her legs the wrong way, one ankle over the knee, like a boy. The pose said I'm not afraid of you. The knuckles on the arm of the chair said something else.

He sat. It took more control than he let her see.

"My name is Vuk Lazarević," he said. "My uncle has given you his protection under the terms agreed before Father Branko. You'll stay in this house for a year. You will not be harmed. You will not be touched. You will not be restrained, unless you give me cause. You'll be fed, and housed, and given whatever you reasonably need."

"Wow. A year. Do I get a punch card?"

"You will not leave the property without my permission or an escort. You will not contact your family except through me. You will not use a phone that I haven't—"

"Wait, wait." She held up a hand. "Back up. You said not harmed. Define harmed."

"I beg your pardon?"

"Harmed. Because I've known a lot of men like you, and your definition tends to be a bit flexible. Is yelling harm? Is locking me in a room? Is making me sit through a dinner with your uncle and eat something that used to have eyes?"

"None of those are harm."

"There it is." She looked genuinely delighted, as if he'd confirmed a long-held theory. "Okay. So that's the loophole. Cool. Great. Just checking."

"There isn't a loophole."

"There's always a loophole. That's literally what my father pays lawyers for." She leaned forward, elbows on her knees. "Look, I'm going to save us both some time. I don't want to be here. You don't want me here. I'm guessing your uncle's got some reason for this that I'm not smart enough to see, and my dad's got some reason for letting him, and between the two of them, nobody asked me a goddamn thing. So how about this? I'll be quiet. I'll stay out of your way. I won't steal the silver or set the curtains on fire. And in return, you stop looking at me like I'm something you found on your shoe."

He did not move. He did not blink. He'd been told, more than once, that he could freeze a room with a look, and he applied that look to her now in its full, practiced force.

She met it. For about three seconds. Then something flickered in her eyes, a quick bright flash, not quite fear, closer to a girl glancing over the edge of a very high place, and she lifted her chin, and held on.

Huh, he thought.

He did not say it aloud.

"You are," he said slowly, "under my uncle's protection. And mine, while you're in my wing of this house. That means you're mine to answer for, which I don't want, and you don't want, and neither of us is going to enjoy. But I will tell you once how this works. I make the rules. You follow them. You don't like them, you tell me. You don't tell the staff, or Zlata, or my men. Me. And if you don't do that, I'll do whatever I have to do to keep you inside these walls and alive, and I won't bother apologizing."

"Is that a threat?"

"It's a fact."

"It's a fact," she said. "God. I haven't met anyone this fun since my last colonoscopy."

Silence.

Somewhere, in the depths of the old house, Rade's laughter finally escaped.

He stood. She looked up, up, up, and he watched her realize for the first time exactly how much room he took up when he wanted to.

"Ilija will show you to your room," he said. "Breakfast is at seven. Don't be late."

"And if I am?"

"You won't be."

"You really like being obeyed, don't you?"

"No," he said. "I like being right."

She stood, too, then, and they were closer than he'd planned. A foot of air. He could smell her: bourbon, lime, a cheap vanilla shampoo that he'd never have chosen for anyone. Her chin tilted up at him, stubborn, and her eyes were so dark they had no bottom.

"Funny," she said softly. "Because I think you've been wrong about me since the second I walked in."

"Have I."

"Mm-hm." She smiled. It was a small smile, a shaky and furious one. "I'm going to be the worst year of your life, Lazarević. I hope you've got a really good therapist."

She turned, and she left, and the door swung shut behind her.

He stood at his desk for a long time.

Then he went to the window, and he put both hands on the cold glass, and he looked down at the rain-slick drive where Ante Brozović stood alone by the Cadillac with his shoulders bowed, not getting in, not leaving, watching the house.

A year, he thought.

It was going to be the longest year of his life.
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Chapter Three
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Saskia

The room was bigger than her entire apartment.

That was the first insult. The second was the bed, which was the size of a small country and had a headboard carved with what she was fairly sure were grapes. The third was the fireplace, which someone had already lit, so that the whole room glowed gold and smelled of cedar and money.

"This is a prison," she told Ilija, "with really good lighting."

"It was Mr. Vuk's mother's sitting room, miss," said Ilija, who was seventy if he was a day, and who looked at her like a man watching a small, loud bird that had flown into the house through a window. "Mr. Mihailo thought you'd be comfortable."

"Mihailo thought wrong. I'd be comfortable in a Motel 6 with a chain on the door and a vending machine."

"I'll let him know."

"Don't. I'm kidding." She wasn't. "Where's the bathroom?"

He crossed the room and opened a door she'd taken for a closet. "Through here."

She looked. It was marble. Of course it was. A big claw-footed tub, a walk-in shower with glass walls, a double sink with gold taps, and on the far side, a second door.

"What's that one?"

"Mr. Vuk's room, miss."

She turned slowly. "I'm sorry. Come again?"

"The bathroom is shared. Between the two suites." Ilija cleared his throat. "There are locks on both doors. Mr. Vuk had the second one installed this evening."

"This evening."

"He was quite particular."

"I bet he was." She stared at the second door like it might bite her. "So let me get this straight. I'm a hostage, I have a bed with grapes on it, and the man who wants me to rot sleeps on the other side of a bathroom wall."

"A guest, miss."

"Do you people practice that? In a mirror?"

The ghost of something crossed Ilija's face. "Good night, miss Brozović. Breakfast is at seven."

"Yeah, I heard. I'll be there at six fifty-nine, in full armor." She flopped down on the bed. It swallowed her like a cloud. "Ilija?"

He paused at the door.

"Does he always look like that?"

"Like what, miss?"

"Like someone took the fun out of him with a spoon."

Ilija considered the question with the gravity of a man asked to give legal testimony. "He wasn't always," he said finally. "But he's a good man, miss. He's had a hard year."

"Everyone's had a hard year. I've had a hard fourteen months." But the words came out smaller than she meant, and Ilija only inclined his head, very kindly, and closed the door behind him.

She lay there.

The fire popped. The clock on the mantel ticked, and the house settled around her with long, old creaks, the way big houses do when they're thinking. She lay with her arms flung out and stared at the painted ceiling, where somebody a hundred years ago had put a whole sky of fat gold cherubs.

She did not cry.

She wanted that on the record. She thought about it. She came close, once, around the second cherub. But then she thought of Vuk Lazarević sitting behind that big desk, face like a closed door, saying I'll do whatever I have to do to keep you inside these walls and alive, and I won't bother apologizing, and the part of her that wanted to cry got shoved right over by the part of her that wanted to kick him in the shins.

Better. Much better.

A knock sounded on the door.

"Go away," she said.

"Nope." The door opened anyway. "I brought contraband."

A girl slid in sideways, pushing the door shut with her butt. She was maybe twenty-two, with a wild mane of black curls, bare feet, an oversized Pirates sweatshirt, and, balanced on her forearms like a waitress, two glasses and a bottle of something clear.

"You're Saskia," she said. "I'm Zlata. I've been told to stay away from you."

"By who?"

"By everyone. So obviously I came straight up." She kicked the door the rest of the way shut, crossed the room, and set the bottle on the nightstand with the air of a woman laying down a royal treaty. "It's rakija. Plum. My grandmother made it in the basement in 1998. It tastes like a car battery, and it'll fix everything."

She stared at her. "Are you a Lazarević?"

"Unfortunately." She poured two glasses, which were too big and had clearly come from the good crystal cabinet. "Vuk's my brother. Not by blood. Our mothers were sisters, my mom died when I was nine, and his mom took me in. But in every way that matters, he's my brother. And before you ask, yes, he's like that all the time."

"Like what?"

"A glacier with a mortgage."

She snorted. She couldn't help it. Zlata's whole face lit up.

"There you go. See, I knew you'd be fun." She held a glass out to her. "Drink."

"I don't know you."

"You know I'm not trying to poison you, because if I were, I'd have done it a lot more elegantly, and I'd have brought snacks." She waved the glass. "Come on. First night in a strange house. Everyone's allowed one. I'll even go first."

She knocked hers back in one go, shuddered like a wet dog, and wheezed, "Oh, Christ, that's foul."

She laughed. Properly, like she had in the bar, a hundred years ago, before the Cadillac. And before she could think better of it, she took the glass and drank.

It was awful. It burned her nose and her throat and the back of her eyes, and for one dazzling second her whole body lit up like a fuse, and she coughed so hard she almost fell off the bed.

"Jesus," she managed. "Jesus. What is that, jet fuel?"

"Plums." Zlata was beaming. "Mostly."

"That's disgusting."

"I know. Want another?"

"God, yes."

They sat on the floor in front of the fire, passing the bottle back and forth like teenagers, and Zlata told her things.

She told Saskia the house had forty-one rooms and six ghosts, though she'd personally only met two. Ilija, she said, had been with the family since before Vuk was born and could "make a guy confess to a murder just by stirring a coffee." Rade, Vuk's right hand, was "a golden retriever in a very expensive coat," and Saskia should never, under any circumstances, play poker against Dušan. And then, with her eyes on the fire, she said that Luka, the boy who'd died, had been her best friend.

"He was twenty-two," Zlata said. "We had the same birthday week. He was supposed to teach me to drive stick, and I said no, I'd only ever drive automatic, because I'm not a psychopath. He said that was the most un-Serbian thing he'd ever heard." Her mouth twisted. "He used to sneak me into clubs by pretending to be my uncle. He was such a dork."

Saskia's chest hurt. "I'm sorry."

"It wasn't you."

"Doesn't matter. It was my family."

Zlata looked at her properly then. It was a shrewd look, dark-eyed, older than her face. "Do you know what Vuk said, when Uncle Mihailo told us he was taking a Brozović in?"

"I'm guessing it wasn't congratulations."

"He said he'd rather take a bullet. Then he left the room and didn't come out for six hours." She tilted her glass. "I think that's the loudest he's been since Luka."

Saskia didn't know what to do with that. It sat in her chest like a swallowed stone. She was still turning it over when Zlata nudged her with an elbow and said, brightly, "So. Tell me everything about the bar."

"The bar?"

"The Heron. The one in Lawrenceville. It's all Ilija could talk about when they came back with your file."

"I have a file?"

"Oh, honey," said Zlata, and the grin she gave Saskia was pure evil. "You have a dossier."

By the time the bottle was a third gone, Saskia was telling her about Walt's stool and the man with the ring and the surprise me line, and Zlata was laughing so hard she had to put her head down on Saskia's shoulder. Saskia let her. It had been a long time since someone had leaned on her like that, warm and easy, with no strings.

It was after two when Zlata stumbled to her feet.

"I should go," Zlata said, and swayed. "If Vuk finds me in here, he'll skin me."

"Would he?"

"Nah. He'd just give me the look."

"The look?"

"The look." Zlata dropped her voice into a ridiculous bass and furrowed her brows to meet in the middle. "'Zlata. This is unacceptable.'"

Saskia was crying with laughter by then, and she wasn't sure if it was the booze or the night or the whole absurd mess of it. Zlata was good at the voice. Too good. It was exactly the way he'd said I like being right.

"Okay," she gasped. "Okay, that's really good."

"I know. I'm a gift." Zlata pulled the door open and paused with one hand on the frame. Her face had gone a bit more serious. "He's not a bad guy, you know. He's just sad. It makes him mean."

"That's not an excuse."

"No," Zlata agreed. "But it's a reason."

Zlata slipped out. The door clicked behind her.

Saskia sat for a minute in the quiet, the empty glass in her hand and the fire burning low. Her head was buzzing pleasantly. The house had gone still again.

She remembered that she didn't have her phone.

That had been the last thing. Right before Ilija brought her up, one of the guards had held out his hand with a flat, apologetic expression and said, Mr. Vuk's orders, miss. You'll get it back after he's cleared it. She'd told him to go to hell. He'd said yes, miss, and taken it anyway.

Pia would be losing her mind.

She got up. The room tilted sweetly. She'd had maybe four glasses of that plum paint-stripper, which on top of a double and no dinner was plenty, and she realized, in a dim way, that she should probably drink some water and go to bed.

She went into the bathroom.

It was cold in there after the fire, all that marble. She turned on the tap and splashed her face. In the mirror a pale, tired girl looked back at her, mascara in streaks, a bit wild around the eyes. Hair like a bird's nest. She looked like someone who'd been dropped in the wrong life.

Then she heard it.

On the other side of the second door, faint but unmistakable, the sound of water running.

A shower. Somebody was in there. Not in here. There. Through the wall.

She stood very still.

The pipes knocked softly. The water drummed, steady and low. She could picture it, God help her, she could picture the whole thing: the glass walls, the steam, the broad, bare line of a man's back with the water sluicing down it. The shower sounds went on, long and hot and unhurried, the kind of shower a person takes at two in the morning when he can't sleep.

It was Vuk. Of course it was Vuk. Who else would it be?

Don't, she told herself.

She'd had enough rakija to know that thinking about it wasn't a good idea. She'd had enough to know what a bad idea looked like, and this one had a ridiculous suit and an unsmiling mouth and a voice like gravel wrapped in silk. She did not want to picture him with his shirt off. She did not want to wonder whether the stuff under that suit was as hard as the rest of him.

She turned off the tap. Went back into her room. Shut the bathroom door with a firm click and turned the lock, the little brass one that he'd put in for exactly this reason, and pressed her forehead against the wood and breathed.

"Fuck," she whispered.

On the other side, the water went off.

She held her breath.

There was a moment of silence. Then, so soft that she might have imagined it, the sound of a man's footsteps on marble, crossing to the door. Stopping.

A very slow, very deliberate click.

He'd locked his side.

She let out the breath she'd been holding, and then she started to laugh again, silently, helplessly, with her forehead still on the wood. We were two grown adults, one hostage and one jailer, locking the same bathroom against each other like kids at a sleepover.

A year, she thought. You can do a year.

She crawled into the giant bed and pulled the covers over her head. Outside the window the rain had stopped. The house creaked and hushed. And somewhere on the other side of the wall, a man she'd known for three hours lay awake in the dark, and so did she.
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Chapter Four
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Vuk

He didn't sleep.

That was not unusual. He'd averaged four hours a night since the funeral, and he had stopped treating it as a problem and started treating it as a schedule. At two in the morning he'd given up, gone into the bathroom, and stood under a scalding shower until his skin turned red, going over the week's numbers in his head: the yard on Second Avenue, the two clubs, the shipment due Thursday that Bogdan Stojanović kept moving.

It worked until he heard the other tap.

Her tap. The one on the far side of the wall. Water rushing into a basin, then off. Then footsteps, quick and a little unsteady, and a long silence on the other side of the door.

He'd stood there with water running down his back and listened to a woman he'd known for three hours breathe against a piece of wood.

He turned the water off. He crossed the floor, and he locked the door. And then he stood there like an idiot, a grown man dripping on a marble floor, until he heard her laugh.

It was a small, helpless sound, half-muffled, the kind of laugh you let out when you can't afford to make noise. It went through him like a hand under the ribs.

He hadn't heard anyone laugh like that in his house since Luka.

So he didn't sleep.

At six fifty-five, he was at the head of the breakfast table with a coffee, a newspaper he wasn't reading, and an unpleasant sense that his own house had been rearranged in the night while he wasn't looking.

His uncle sat at the far end with his tea and his toast, serene as a bishop. Rade was across from him, working through a plate of eggs the size of a hubcap. Dušan was beside him, one elbow on the table, flipping a coin over his knuckles with that dead-eyed patience he had. And at the foot of the table, where she'd no business being at seven on a Wednesday, sat Zlata, in pajama pants and a sweatshirt, hair in a scarf, with the beatific smile of the guilty.

"You're up early," he said.

"I'm a morning person."

"You are not."

"I'm evolving."

"You're hungover."

"I'm evolving while hungover. It's a process." She buttered a roll with enormous concentration. "Is she coming down?"

"If she's smart."

"Oh, she's smart," said Zlata. "And hilarious. I like her. I'm keeping her."

"She's not a dog."

"She's a bit of a dog."

"Zlata."

"What? She is. In the good way. She'd bite you if you stepped on her tail. It's very attractive in a woman."

"Is it," said Rade, with deep interest.

"Shut up, Rade."

He checked his watch. Six fifty-eight. He'd told her seven. If she was late, he had a speech prepared, and it was a cold one.

At six fifty-nine, he heard the click of the library door.

At six fifty-nine and thirty seconds, Saskia Brozović walked into his dining room, and every man at the table stopped eating.

She'd clearly done something to prepare. Nobody had told her what, because it didn't match anything: black jeans, a faded Pittsburgh Penguins tee two sizes too large, a man's leather jacket that he'd have bet money she'd found in the front closet, and on her feet, God help him, a pair of enormous plush slippers shaped like bunnies.

"I come in peace," she said.

"Are those bunnies?" said Rade.

"They're slippers."

"They have ears."

"They're sentient slippers, Rade, and they've seen things." She marched to the empty chair across from him and dropped into it. "Morning, everybody. Good morning, Mihailo. Great house. Terrific suit of armor. Don't ever change."

His uncle, God forgive him, smiled.

It was a small, private smile, but he'd known him for thirty-four years, and he had seen it perhaps six times. He felt something tighten in his jaw.

"Good morning, Saskia," said Mihailo. "I trust you slept?"

"Like the dead. It was a beautiful bed. Very grape."

"It was my wife's."

The color went out of her face and then came flooding back, hot and mortified. "Oh. Jesus. I'm sorry, I didn't mean—"

"It's quite all right." His uncle sipped his tea. "She'd have liked you. She was a terrible snob about the grapes."

And just like that, he'd done it, in four sentences: opened a door, let her through it, and made her laugh. He watched her shoulders drop an inch. He watched her glance at him with a flicker of surprise, wary and a little unwilling, like she'd expected a monster and found a tired old man in a cardigan.

That's what he's doing, he thought. He's disarming her.

He disliked how well it worked.

"Coffee?" said Ilija, appearing at her elbow.

"God, yes. Please. Thank you. Black."

"Of course."

"You're very polite," she told him, reaching for the cup. "It's weirdly unsettling."

"I'll endeavor to improve, miss."

Zlata choked into her napkin. Dušan's coin stopped moving. Rade took a very long drink of orange juice and said, into the glass, "Oh, this is going to be great."

"Eat," he said.

Saskia turned her head.

It was the first time she'd looked at him since she'd walked in. Her eyes were red-rimmed, and the shadows under them were the color of old bruises. She'd put her hair up, and a couple of damp strands had come loose against the curve of her neck. He looked at those strands for a fraction of a second longer than he should have, and then he looked at his plate.

"Is that an order?" She said.

"It's a suggestion."

"It had a very orderly shape."

"Eat, Miss Brozović."

"Miss Brozović." She tried it out, tilting her head. "Wow. That's cold. Zlata, do you hear how cold that was?"

"Arctic," Zlata said, solemnly.

"Like I stole the last roll."

"It was the way he held the roll."

"Enough," he said.

"See?" Saskia said to the table. "It's a tone. That's what they sell you when you pay for a Lazarević. Different options. 'Disappointed.' 'Disapproving.' 'Disgusted by the way you've chewed.' Does yours come with a drumroll?"

Dušan made a sound that might have been a cough.

"The rules," he said, over her.

She stopped. Slowly lowered her cup. Behind her, the long windows were gray with early light, and the river beyond them was the color of pewter.

"You'll stay on the property," he said. "The grounds are yours. The east garden, the pool house, the library, the gym. The wine cellar is not. The north wing is not. My uncle's study is not, unless he invites you."

"Got it. No wine cellar, no north wing, no creepy old man's study."

"Ilija will give you a key to your room."

"Is that supposed to make me feel safe?"

"It's supposed to make you feel private. Anyone enters your room without your leave, I want to hear about it. Anyone."

She'd opened her mouth, and now she shut it. Her eyes moved over his face, sharp and sudden, searching for the catch.

"That includes you," he said.

"Oh," said Saskia. "I thought you'd just come in whenever."

"I don't enter rooms without knocking."

"The bathroom has two doors."

"I have a lock on mine."

"So you do. I heard it." Her gaze didn't waver. A tiny, dangerous curl lifted the corner of her mouth. "Very emphatic click. I'd say it expressed a lot."

The silence that followed was the kind in which people suddenly find their eggs fascinating.

He didn't smile. He did not smile, in front of four of the most observant people he knew. He picked up his coffee, and he said, in a tone he'd have been proud to use on a judge, "You'll have your phone back this afternoon."

That got her attention.

"Seriously?"

"It will be monitored. Texts and calls will be reviewed. You can call your friend Pia. Once a day, ten minutes, with Rade in the room."

"Rade."

"Hello," said Rade, cheerfully, waving his fork.

"You want a chaperone on a phone call with my friend?"

"I want to know what is said."

"Why? What are you afraid I'll say? 'Help, they're holding me prisoner in a mansion with a fireplace?'"

"Yes," he said.

She stared at him.

"I'm afraid you'll tell her where you are," he said. "And I'm afraid she'll tell someone. And that someone will tell someone else, and by Friday every Brozović cousin with a gun and a grudge will know exactly which gate to knock on. It isn't about you. It's about the people in this house."

"That's—" She stopped.

He watched her think it through. He watched her get there, quickly, ahead of where he expected, and he watched her not like it.

"That's actually fair," she said.

"I'm aware."

"I hate that it's fair."

"People often do."

"And my job?"

"You'll be leaving it."

The table went very, very quiet.

"Excuse me?" said Saskia.

"You won't be going back to the Heron. It's a risk. You'd be alone in a place with exits you can't control, in a part of town my men can't watch properly, and your family's enemies know your face. Ilija will contact the owner. You'll be paid out your last two weeks."

"I'll be paid out."

"Yes."

"You're firing me from my own job."

"I'm arranging a leave of absence."

"For a year. That's not a leave. That's a funeral." She'd gone very still. The easy mockery had burned out of her face, and what was left underneath was something raw and furious that he hadn't been braced for. "It's my job. I've worked there two years. It's the only thing I've got that's mine. Do you understand that? You can have my phone, you can have my address book, you can have the whole damn truce. But I walked out of one house to keep that, and you're not taking it with a phone call."

"The matter isn't—"

"It's rent. It's my rent, Lazarević. It's Pia, and Walt's stool, and the guy who tips in quarters because he thinks it's funny. I don't care if it's a dive. It was mine."

Out of the corner of his eye he saw Zlata look down. He saw Rade's hand go still on his fork.

"Your rent is taken care of," he said.

"By who? By you?"

"By my uncle."

"I don't want his money!"

"Then take it as the cost of keeping you here."

"That's even worse!" Her voice broke on the last word, then recovered. Her hands, he noticed, had curled into fists in her lap, and she was holding them there like she was trying not to throw something. "Do you hear yourself? 'Take it as the cost.' Like I'm a parking meter."

"Saskia," said Mihailo, mildly.

"No. I'm sorry, Mr. Lazarević, with respect, I don't care how nice your toast is. I didn't ask for any of this."

"I know you didn't," his uncle said.

"So I'd like to keep one thing."

It was a long second. The kind of second that takes up a whole room.

He should have said no. That was the rule. It was a good rule, a sound rule, built on the oldest principles of keeping a hostage alive: you don't let her go back to a place where anyone can reach her. He'd made that call at four in the morning, and he'd stand by it.

But she was looking at him. And she'd said the only thing I've got that's mine, and for the first time since she'd walked through his door, she wasn't performing anything.

I want somebody in this house who argues back, his uncle had said.

He put down his cup.

"You can work at the club," he said.

Rade, bless him, dropped his fork.

"What club?"

"Mine. The Anvil, on Smallman Street. It has a bar. It has two exits I control, a security team I trained, and a manager who will report to me twice a night. You'll work Thursday through Saturday. You'll be driven. You'll be watched." He met her eyes. "It's not the Heron. It's the best I can do."

For a moment she just stared, her lips parted, an expression on her face that he couldn't read and didn't like not being able to.

"Why," she said finally.

"Because you asked."

"That's not a reason."

"It's the only one I'm giving."

Something moved behind her eyes. A thin wariness, like a cat that's been offered milk by a hand that has hit it before.

"Okay," she said, finally, in a smaller voice than he'd have liked. "Fine. Thank you."

"Don't thank me."

"Why not?"

"Because I'll have to be cruel to you again by lunch, and I'd rather not keep score."

She blinked. And then, to his utter astonishment, she laughed, a short surprised snort that she tried to catch behind her fist and didn't quite manage.

"Oh my God," she said. "Is that a joke? Did you make a joke?"

"No."

"You did. Rade, did he just make a joke?"

"I'm not allowed to confirm that," said Rade, with his mouth full.

"Zlata?"

"I'm taking the fifth."

"I'm leaving," said Dušan, and he stood, pocketed his coin, and walked out of the room with his coffee. But he saw his face as he turned, and he was almost sure the corner of his mouth had moved.

Across the table, his uncle was smiling into his tea.

"Eat your toast, Saskia," he said.

"Yes, sir." She picked it up. Then she looked at him, one eyebrow up, wicked and wet-eyed and just a little breathless. "He's a grump, but he's a generous grump. I'll give him that."

"Don't give me anything," he said.

"Oh, I won't. Don't worry." She bit into the toast, chewed, swallowed, and added, without even looking up, "I'll just take it."

He could feel the whole table watching him.

He stood. He picked up his cup. He said, in the coolest voice he owned, "I have a meeting at eight."

And he walked out of the room, down the long gallery, past the suit of armor with its absurd feather, all the way to his office. He shut the door.

He stood with his back against it. His heart was going hard, for no reason that he could name, and his face was warm, and it took him a full minute to realize that he was almost smiling.

He stopped.

He sat down at his desk, and he opened the Stojanović file, and he did not think about the sound of a woman laughing against a bathroom door. Not once.

It took him forty minutes to read the first page.
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Chapter Five
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Saskia

"So he's hot," said Pia.

"Pia."

"I'm just saying, if you're going to be kidnapped by the mafia, it's nice when they're hot. I read about it. It's a whole genre."

"I wasn't kidnapped, I was pledged."

"Oh, excuse me, that's much better."

She pressed her forehead against the cool glass of the library window and shut her eyes. Behind her, in a leather armchair the size of a Fiat, Rade sat with his boots up on an ottoman and a newspaper held in front of his face, not even pretending not to listen. Every few seconds the paper rustled.

"I can hear you breathing, Rade," she said.

"I'm not breathing. I'm just here."

"Who's that?" said Pia, in her ear. "Is that him? Is that Vuk? Put him on."

"It's not him. It's the guy who wants to die before Christmas."

"Rude," said Rade, from behind the paper. "I'm a delight."

"He's the babysitter," she told Pia. "He's here to make sure I don't say anything incriminating, like help or send a SWAT team or where do they keep the good wine."

"Oh, babe." Pia's voice dropped, tender and fierce at once. "Are you really okay?"

She opened her eyes. The library was huge, two stories of dark wood and leather spines, with a ladder on a brass rail and a window seat in every alcove. Outside, the east garden stretched away in long bare beds, dusted with last night's rain, to a stone wall and a line of black trees. She could see Zlata down there on the lawn, wrapped in a coat, doing something violent to a croquet ball.

"I'm okay," she said, and was a little surprised to find it was close to true. "It's weird. It's like being in a really expensive hostage movie where everyone's weirdly nice to you. Mihailo is this scary-ass old guy who asks if I slept. His sister-slash-cousin-slash-whatever got me drunk on plum brandy. The butler's a saint. Nobody's hit me, nobody's threatened me, nobody's even raised their voice."

"Except him."

"Except—" She hesitated. "No. Not even him, really. He's just cold. Like talking to a very polite refrigerator."

"A hot refrigerator."

"Pia."

"Did you look at his hands? I bet he has great hands. Men like that always have great hands."

She did not tell her that she'd looked at his hands. That she had spent a decent part of breakfast looking at them, long fingers and a small old scar across one knuckle, curled around a coffee cup with such careful control that it made her stomach do something stupid. She did not tell her that she'd looked at his mouth, either, and thought about it saying something else.

"Gotta go," she said. "Time's up."

"Wait, I've got ten minutes."

"You've got seven, miss," Rade said, helpfully.

"Ugh. Okay. Okay. Walt's stool says hi. Promise me you'll eat."

"I'll eat."

"And call tomorrow."

"I will."

"And Sas?"

"Yeah?"

"If he's mean to you, I'll come over there and hit him with a chair. I don't care if he has a gun."

Something thick rose up in her throat. "I know you would."

"I'd love it. I've been waiting my whole life for a reason."

She hung up. She held the phone for a moment in both hands, over her heart, like an idiot. Then she turned and tossed it to Rade, who caught it without looking.

"She sounds nice," he said.

"She's the best person I know."

"I figured." He folded the newspaper, and for the first time she noticed that his face, under the easy grin, was a good deal sharper than he made it look. "She'll be all right, you know. We'd never touch her. That's not what this is."

"What is this?"

"A mess." He swung his boots down. "But a clean one, if everybody behaves."

"Does everybody ever?"

His grin came back. "God, no."

He left her alone with the books.

She spent the next three hours doing things she'd been told she could do. She walked the east garden in the borrowed leather jacket and a pair of Zlata's rain boots. She explored the pool house, which was heated, glassed in, and absolutely ridiculous. She found the gym, where a wall of mirrors showed her a very pale, very cranky woman in a Penguins shirt. She sat on a stone bench by the wall and watched a pair of crows fight over a crust.

She thought about the Heron. About the sound of the till, and the way the light came through the beer signs at night and turned everything the color of old brass. She'd miss it. She'd miss Walt's stool. And she didn't want to admit that for about four seconds that morning, when Vuk Lazarević had looked across a table and said because you asked, she'd forgotten she was angry at him.

Don't, she thought. Don't you dare.

It was the sort of thing a person gets taken in by. She knew that. She'd watched her father do it for years: a small kindness, offered at just the right time, that made you forget the hand it came with. Men like that gave you one thing so they could take ten.

She went back inside at four, when the light was going and she couldn't feel her toes.

Somebody had been in her room. She stiffened in the doorway. Then she saw them, two worn duffel bags on the end of the bed, and her own ratty gray hoodie draped over the arm of the chair, and relief washed over her so hard that she nearly laughed.

Her things. Ivo must have fetched them. She dropped to her knees and unzipped the first bag, and there it was: her jeans, her dumb band tees, the cardigan Pia had given her for her birthday, the box of tampons that she'd forgotten to hide, a half-eaten bag of pretzels, her mother's little silver crucifix in its Ziploc. Someone had even packed
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