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Chapter One
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The letter had come in March, when the snow was still serious about itself. Theron read it at the Route 9 Diner, in the booth at the back left corner, the one with the small tear in the vinyl seat that he'd been working around for three years without ever asking anyone to fix it. He'd ordered coffee and read it twice and then ordered more coffee and read it again.

Clover's handwriting got smaller as she went. It always did when she had more to say than she'd planned on.

She wrote about the academy the way you write about something that is changing you before you have language for how. The physical part is harder than I thought, she wrote. Not the running. I knew about the running. The waiting. They make you wait a lot and I'm not built for waiting and apparently I have to become someone who is. She wrote about Boston the way people write about cities when the city is winning — cataloguing it rather than explaining it, as if description might lead eventually to understanding. The apartment in Jamaica Plain. The radiator that clanged at 3 a.m. The Turkish restaurant two blocks over where she'd started going on Sundays because it was warm and no one bothered her and the bread came without asking.

She wrote: I feel like I'm becoming the person I was supposed to be. I know that sounds dramatic. Maybe it is.

It didn't sound dramatic to Theron. It sounded like a thing he'd known about her since she was sixteen, sitting across this same booth with her homework spread out and her father's cruiser idling in the lot because she still had another hour on shift and he was waiting and she was already somewhere else in her head, already moving toward the version of herself that Calder, Vermont could not contain. He'd watched her go somewhere else even then. He'd always thought there was time.

He folded the letter on the third read and put it in his jacket pocket, where it joined the two previous ones, worn soft at the creases. Outside the window the snow was doing what it did in March in Vermont — half-committing, turning the parking lot grey and uncertain. A pickup he recognized sat at the gas station across the road. Everything was recognizable here. That was both the thing he loved about it and the thing that had started, lately, to feel like a hand at his throat.

Lena came by with the coffee pot without being asked. She'd been working Route 9 as long as he could remember, a small woman with an exhausted face that looked exactly as kind as it was. She glanced at the folded letter without glancing at it and refilled his cup and said, "You eating?"

"In a minute."

She left him alone. That was another thing about Calder. People here knew the difference between solitude and loneliness and they generally had the decency to respect the first one.

He'd been doing day work — the Halverson build up on Route 12, framing through the winter for a family that had more ambition than calendar sense. The pay was adequate and the work was honest and it used the part of him that needed to be used, the part that thought in physical terms, weight and load and what a structure required to stand. He was good at it. He was good at most things that had to do with reading a situation and understanding what it needed. His mother had told him once, near the end, that he had a quality she couldn't name — something about the way he entered rooms, the way people settled when he was present. She'd said it in a tired and admiring way, the way she said most things in those last years, and he hadn't known what to do with it and still didn't.

She'd been dead two years. The house was sold. There was nothing in Calder that was his anymore except the booth and the habit of the booth.

He took the letter out and read it a fourth time. Not for information — he had it memorized by now, the particular economy of her sentences, the thing she circled without naming at the end: I'd love to see a familiar face sometime, if you're ever. Well. You know. The sentence she hadn't finished. Clover Maine, who finished everything, who had graduated second in her class and made detective-track before the academy even let them call it that, who had once talked a man with a rifle down off a water tower in forty minutes using nothing but the particular register of her voice — she had not finished that sentence.

Theron put twenty dollars on the table, which was too much for coffee and he knew it and left it anyway.

Outside the air had that specific cold that comes in wet March — not the clean cold of January but something that got into your collar and stayed there. He stood in the parking lot for a moment. The pickup at the gas station was gone. A kid he half-recognized from the Halverson site came out of the diner behind him, nodded, kept moving. A train of salt-grey clouds moved across what was left of the afternoon.

He drove to the bus station on Merchant Street, which was also the post office and also, in a smaller room off the back, a notary public, because Calder was the kind of town where things doubled up or didn't get done. The woman behind the counter had gone to school with his mother. She sold him a ticket to Boston without comment, though her eyes said she had some.

The bus left at six-fifteen. He had four hours. He drove back to the house he was renting — two rooms over a garage on Elm, belonging to an older man named Garrett who asked no questions and kept the heat to a temperature one degree above the legal minimum — and he packed a bag with the efficiency of someone who had thought about this without admitting he was thinking about it. Two hundred and thirty dollars in an envelope in the inside pocket of his jacket. The three letters in the outside pocket. Everything else could stay.

He left the key on the kitchen table. He did not write a note because there was no one to write one to.



The bus was half-full, which felt generous. A woman with two small children occupied the row behind him for forty minutes and then moved, not unfriendly, just managing. An older man slept with his chin on his chest and did not move for the entire four hours and was either profoundly peaceful or dead, and the distinction seemed not to matter much to anyone. Theron sat by the window and watched Vermont give way to itself — the towns that looked like Calder and then the towns that looked like smaller versions of towns that looked like Calder, and then the highway, and then Massachusetts arriving without ceremony.

He took out the letter once. He didn't read it. He held it folded in his hand and looked out the window at the dark. The highway had that quality highways have at night — motion without landmarks, the particular anonymity of going somewhere you can't yet see. He had not told Clover he was coming. He had not exactly decided he was going to until he was on the bus and then it had seemed less like a decision than a recognition of something that had already happened.

I'd love to see a familiar face sometime, if you're ever.

She hadn't finished the sentence. He'd finished it for her, probably wrong, probably in his own handwriting rather than hers. That was the risk you ran, filling in what people left open. You were always writing yourself in.

The bus pulled into South Station at ten forty-seven. Theron stood with his bag on the platform and let the city come at him.

Boston at eleven on a Tuesday was not the city he'd imagined, though he wasn't sure what he'd imagined. Something more legible. What he got instead was scale — the particular scale of a place that has been accumulating itself for four hundred years and does not feel the need to explain. The terminal was high-ceilinged and indifferent. Outside, the streets were wet from something that had rained while he was on the bus, and the lights caught the wet pavement and made it look expensive. He could hear the harbor, or thought he could — something cold and salt-adjacent at the bottom of the wind.

He found a bench on Summer Street and sat with his bag between his feet and watched the city move. Not many people at this hour but the ones who were out moved with the particular purposefulness of a place that does not accommodate hesitation. He watched a cab driver argue with someone in another cab — a brief, vehement exchange in two different languages that resolved itself in the way these things apparently resolved themselves here, which was to say it simply stopped. He watched a woman in a coat that cost more than his rent walk a small dog that picked its way across the wet sidewalk with immense displeasure. He watched a group of young men outside a bar disperse gradually into the night, the group becoming pairs becoming individuals becoming just the street.

He had Clover's address in Jamaica Plain, memorized from the return on the envelope. He did not go there tonight. He didn't know what he would have said — I got your letter, I quit my job, I took the bus, here I am, that sentence you didn't finish — and arriving at eleven at night was a statement he wasn't ready to make out loud. He found a motel six blocks from the station that charged sixty-three dollars for the night and had the specific smell of industrial cleaning products applied to something that hadn't wanted to be clean. He slept in his clothes. He slept fine.



In the morning the city was different. Not better, not worse — different in the way cities are different when you can see them. He walked to a diner on Kneeland Street and ate eggs and toast and drank coffee that was not as good as Lena's and was pleased to notice this, pleased that he had a thing to compare. Outside the window Boston was going about its business, which seemed to be mostly the business of moving — the particular urgency of a city that believes everyone else is already where they're going.

He had two hundred and thirty dollars.

He had the three letters in his pocket, folded to the dimensions of a habit.

He had, somewhere in this city, in an apartment he had not yet seen, a woman who had written I'd love to see a familiar face and then left it at that.

He ordered more coffee and looked at the street. A man on the corner was selling something from a cart — a smell of grease and sugar reached him even through the glass. A police cruiser moved through the intersection without hurrying. The sky over the buildings was the white of thin cloud cover, the same sky as Vermont but rearranged around different shapes.

He was not afraid. He would be surprised later at this — at how little the city had frightened him at the start, how it had felt instead like something he was supposed to be inside of, a place that matched a scale he had not known he had. But that was later. That morning on Kneeland Street he was just a man with coffee and two hundred and thirty dollars and no plan beyond the next hour.

He left a good tip and went out to find work.
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Chapter Two
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He found work on a Wednesday, which meant he'd spent two days not finding it.

The two days had their own education. He'd walked the neighborhoods with the systematic patience of someone who'd grown up in a place where you fixed things yourself or they stayed broken — South Boston first, because the bus from the station had taken him through it and something about the scale had felt navigable, the streets residential and grid-like, the harbor visible at the ends of certain blocks like a rumor of elsewhere. Then Dorchester, following the Red Line south and getting off at random stops and walking until the neighborhoods told him what they were. They told him plainly. Triple-deckers and chain-link and corner stores with hand-lettered signs, the specific texture of a place where money had never quite arrived and had long since stopped being expected. He knew that texture. He'd grown up in a version of it. What was different here was the density — the way poverty in the city was layered, building on building, block on block, the whole weight of it compressed into geography in a way that Calder's particular hardship never had been.

He'd asked at four job sites and been told no at three of them in the particular way that meant we have our people and you're not one of them yet. The fourth had taken his number. He ate cheaply and slept two more nights at the motel on Kneeland and in the mornings walked until he knew the streets well enough to stop looking at them.

On Wednesday a foreman named Castellan at a site on Old Colony Avenue looked him over and said, "You frame?"

"Some. I'm better with concrete."

Castellan had the build of a man who had done the work himself for twenty years before moving to a clipboard. He looked at Theron's hands, which was the correct thing to look at. "Six in the morning. Don't be late."

"I won't be."

He wasn't. He was there at five-fifty and Castellan noted it without saying anything, which was its own kind of acknowledgment. The work was foundation — a mixed-use building going up on a lot that had been a parking structure until someone with capital and a vision had decided it should be something else. The crew was eight men, mostly Portuguese, and they communicated through the shared language of the work itself, the shorthand of men who know what needs doing and do it. Theron slotted in without announcement. By noon he was trusted with the anchor bolt layout, which was not a thing you handed to someone you didn't trust.

The pay was nineteen dollars an hour in cash, which Castellan made clear without ceremony.

"Fine," Theron said.

"Fine," Castellan agreed, and went back to his clipboard.



He called Clover on a Thursday. He'd been in the city nine days.

He'd thought about it each of those nine days, turned the conversation over in his head in the mornings before the site and in the evenings in the room he'd moved into in Dorchester — a boarding house on Adams Street run by a woman named Mrs. Carew who had a dog of indeterminate breed and a rule about shoes in the hallway and no other rules that she'd communicated. The room was small and the window faced the alley and the radiator did the same thing Clover's radiator apparently did at 3 a.m., though he'd decided not to mention this.

He called from the street because the boarding house had no reliable signal inside.

She picked up on the third ring. "Hello?"

"It's Theron."

A pause that had several things in it. "Theron."

"Yeah."

"Where are you calling from? The area code is—"

"Six-one-seven." He waited a beat. "I'm in Boston."

Another pause, different quality. "Since when?"

"Nine days."

"Nine days." He could hear her working through what to do with this. Clover processed things in real time — she didn't hide the processing, she just did it faster than most people. "You didn't say anything."

"I didn't know what to say."

"You could have said I'm moving to Boston."

"I'm not sure I knew that's what I was doing until I'd done it."

She was quiet for a moment. In the background he could hear something urban — traffic, or a door, the city she was somewhere inside of. "Are you okay?"

"I'm fine. I found work. I have a room."

"Okay." She seemed to be deciding something. "Do you want to—" She stopped. Started again. "I have Saturday off."

"I know you don't owe me Saturday."

"I'm not offering you Saturday because I owe you anything. I'm offering you Saturday because you're in my city and I want to see you." A beat. "You're allowed to just say yes, Theron."

"Yes," he said. "Saturday."

"There's a place in JP, on South Street. Eleven. I'll text you."

She hung up without saying goodbye, which was a Clover thing — not rudeness, just an economy of ending. She'd always been the one to leave first. He stood on Adams Street with the phone in his hand and the evening coming down around him and felt something he didn't have a name for, something that sat between relief and dread in the way that most of the feelings he had about Clover Maine sat between two other feelings.



The diner on South Street was smaller than he'd expected — maybe twelve tables, the kind of place that had been the same place for thirty years and was honest about it. Checkered floor, coffee mugs that were almost the right size, a chalkboard menu that assumed you already knew what you wanted.

Clover was there before him. She was always there before him. She had a coffee and was reading something on her phone with the focused, slightly impatient expression she had when she was actually interested in something, not the polite-attention expression she used when she wasn't. She'd cut her hair since Vermont — shorter now, practical, the concession to a life where your hair could not require you. She looked up when he came in and the expression shifted into something that wasn't quite a smile but lived in the same neighborhood.

"You look like yourself," she said.

He slid into the seat across from her. "Did you think I wouldn't?"

"I didn't know what to think. Nine days, Theron."

"I know."

"What were you doing for nine days?"

"Finding work. Learning the streets."

"Learning the streets," she repeated, like she was filing it. The server came and Theron ordered coffee and whatever the eggs came with and Clover waited until the server left and then looked at him with the direct attention that had always been one of the more difficult things about her. Clover did not look around what she wanted to look at. "Why Boston?"

He held her gaze. "You know why."

She picked up her coffee mug. "I want to hear you say it."

"Because you're here."

She nodded once, slowly, the way she nodded when a thing confirmed something she'd already thought and wasn't sure how to feel about. "That's—" She stopped. "Okay. That's honest."

"I'm not asking you for anything."

"Yes you are." Not unkind. Just accurate. "Not in so many words, but you are. You came here because of me. That's—that's a thing I'm supposed to do something with."

"You don't have to do anything with it."

"Theron." She said his name the way she sometimes said it — quietly, with a precision that made it feel like it meant something larger than a name. "I'm glad you're here. I want to be honest with you about that. But I don't know what I'm able to—I'm in the academy. I'm building something and it takes all of me, what I'm building, and I can't also—" She stopped again. Set the mug down. "I don't want to hurt you."

"You're not hurting me."

"I might."

He was quiet for a moment. The coffee came and he wrapped his hands around the mug, and outside the window South Street was going about its Saturday morning, unhurried. "I'm not asking to be part of what you're building," he said. "I understand what you're building. I just wanted to be in the same city as it."

She looked at him for a long time. In his experience, Clover Maine's long looks were not comfortable, but they were honest — she was actually looking, actually trying to understand what she was seeing, and you could feel the effort of it, the seriousness.

"Okay," she said. "Then that's what we are. We're in the same city."

"That's enough."

She picked up her coffee. "Don't say that if you don't mean it."

He meant it. He also knew, in the particular way you know things you're not ready to know, that he was lying, that being in the same city would not be enough, that the distance between two hundred and thirty dollars in an envelope and a woman building herself into something he admired at a level that frightened him was not a distance that proximity would close. He knew this and he said nothing about it and they ate breakfast in the particular warmth of two people who have known each other long enough to share a silence without having to explain it.

Afterward she walked with him to the end of the block. The morning was cold and clear, the sky over Jamaica Plain the particular blue that only arrives after the clouds have been serious for several days and then relented. She had her hands in her jacket pockets.

"I'm glad you're not dead in a ditch somewhere," she said.

"I'll try to maintain that."

She almost smiled. The almost was the thing he held onto — not the full smile, which he could have read as politeness, but the almost, which was hers. She turned and went back toward the diner, back toward whatever the rest of her Saturday held, and he watched her go with the disciplined patience of a man choosing not to watch someone go.

He walked back to the Red Line. He had nineteen dollars an hour and a room on Adams Street and a Saturday eleven-o'-clock that was not a relationship and not nothing. He had the harbor smell at the bottom of the wind, the city pressing against him on all sides, indifferent and enormous.

He had, for the first time in his memory, no idea what came next.

He was not, he realized, afraid of that. He turned his collar up and walked toward the station and the city received him the way it received everyone — without ceremony, without judgment, without the faintest suggestion that it had been waiting.
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Chapter Three
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The site on Old Colony ran six weeks before the pour was done and Castellan shook his hand and said there might be something else in May and might was the word that meant don't count on it. Theron found two days at a demo job in Roxbury and then a week helping a plumber named Souza rough in pipe for a renovation in South Boston proper, a narrow Victorian on East Third that someone was turning into condominiums, which was what someone was turning everything into. Souza was a compact man in his fifties who communicated primarily through silences of varying length and quality, and Theron found this restful. He learned the pipe work quickly enough that Souza let him run sections unsupervised by the third day, which was also its own kind of communication.

The money was not enough and not nothing. He was learning the difference between those two conditions.

He saw Clover on alternate Saturdays, when her schedule allowed. They had breakfast twice more at the diner on South Street. They walked the Arnold Arboretum on a Sunday in April when the ground was still soft from the winter and the trees hadn't committed to anything yet. She told him about the academy, about the structured relentlessness of it, the way they were building you into something and the building felt, some days, like being taken apart first. He told her about the sites, about Souza and his silences, about the city as he was learning it — street by street, neighborhood by neighborhood, the invisible borders that everyone who lived here understood and that he was slowly mapping. She listened to all of it with the focused attention she gave to things worth her time.

They did not talk about what they were. He did not bring it up and she did not bring it up and the not-bringing-it-up had become its own structure, something they were both careful around the way you're careful around a load-bearing thing you're not sure about.

He was fine with this. He told himself he was fine with this.

In the third week of April the day labor dried up the way it dried up sometimes — not all at once, just each thing finishing and the next thing not appearing. He had eighty dollars and a week's rent already paid. He ate less and walked more and applied at three more sites and got the same answer he'd gotten in the first week, which was that the crews were full or the work was seasonal or both.

He was not afraid. He was something more practical than afraid — he was calculating, measuring the distance between where he was and where things stopped being manageable, counting the days.



The site where he met Niall Greer was on Dot Ave — a parking structure going up for a hospital expansion, the kind of large institutional project that employed forty men across multiple trades and where the day labor guys were at the bottom of everything, which was fine because the bottom was where the work was. He showed up at six, got on a crew doing formwork, and by ten he'd established himself well enough that the crew's de facto leader, a large man named Paulie who organized the other men through a mixture of insult and obscure personal loyalty, had stopped looking at him like a problem.

Niall Greer was on the crew as well, though Theron didn't know his name for the first four days. He was wiry, thirties, with the kind of face that was always slightly more alert than the situation required — not nervous, just ahead of things, reading the room before the room had finished presenting itself. He worked efficiently and made the other men laugh without appearing to try, a casual accuracy to his observations that defused tensions before they arrived. Theron noticed him the way you notice someone competent — not with particular attention, just with the background awareness that here was someone who knew what they were doing.

They didn't speak until the fifth day.

The foreman was a man named Dryden, a city contractor with the specific energy of a man who had authority he hadn't earned and knew it and compensated through volume. He was shorting the hourly rates on the day labor side — not dramatically, enough to keep below whatever threshold he'd calculated people would accept. Theron had been watching it for three days. He watched the way Dryden handed out the envelopes on Friday afternoons, the way the men counted their money away from him, the small recalibrations that happened in their faces and then disappeared because what were you going to do.

On the fifth day Theron counted his envelope and walked back to where Dryden was standing by the foreman's trailer.

"You're twelve dollars short," he said.

Dryden looked at him. He had a particular look for situations where his authority was being questioned — a look that had probably worked for a long time. "Excuse me?"

"Twelve dollars short. Six hours Tuesday plus the full day Wednesday and Thursday, at the rate we agreed." He said it the way he said most things — without volume, without aggression, with the quality of a man who is describing a fact rather than initiating a confrontation. "I've got it written down if you need to see it."

"What I need is for you to take your envelope and—"

"Twelve dollars."

There was a pause. The crew had gone quiet in the specific way crews go quiet when something is happening that everyone knows is happening. Dryden was the kind of man who needed an audience to perform for and he had one now, which could have gone either way. He looked at Theron for a long moment, reading him with the expertise of a man who had been reading men in these specific situations for years.

What he found, apparently, was something that recalibrated his read of the situation.

He took twelve dollars from his shirt pocket and held it out. Theron took it, thanked him, and went back to collecting his tools.

Afterward, waiting for the shuttle van, Niall appeared at his shoulder. "That was a thing," he said.

"He was shorting everyone."

"He was. Nobody said anything."

"Someone should have said something three weeks ago." Theron zipped his bag. "He'll stop now."

"You think?"

"He'll short someone else somewhere else. He won't do it here." He looked at Niall, who was regarding him with the alert, slightly amused expression that seemed to be his resting state. "Theron Vast."

"Niall Greer." They shook hands. "You from here?"

"Vermont."

"Vermont." Like he was locating it. "Long way to come for formwork on Dot Ave."

"It's work."

"It is." Niall looked out at the street. The van was late. "I know some people who'd pay for what you just did in there."

"Collection work?"

"Related."

"I'm not interested."

Niall shrugged easily. "Fair enough." The van appeared at the end of the block. "You working here next week?"

"If Dryden puts me on."

"He will. He's an idiot but he's not stupid enough to cut the guy who just made him back down."

This turned out to be correct. Dryden put him on the following Monday without acknowledgment, without warmth, with the aggrieved compliance of a man accepting a reality he didn't choose. Theron showed up and did the work. The envelopes were correct.



They fell into a loose pattern, he and Niall — not friendship exactly, in the first weeks, more the functional companionship of two men who worked near each other and had similar habits of observation and similar tolerances for quiet. Niall bought coffee from the cart on Thursdays. Theron was on time in ways that Niall respected and Niall knew the crew dynamics in ways that Theron found useful. They ate lunch at the same spot most days, a low wall behind the site with a decent sightline over the parking structure's progress, and talked or didn't talk in proportions that varied and were never awkward.

He learned Niall in pieces, the way you learn anyone who doesn't lead with their whole life. The daughter came up at the end of the second week — mentioned in passing, the way men mention the things that are actually central, with a casualness that is not casual at all.

"She's eight," Niall said. "Willa. She stays with my sister on site days. My sister lives three blocks from the school, which is the whole reason I took the Adams Street room and not the one in Roxbury."

"Adams Street," Theron said. "I'm on Adams Street."

Niall looked at him. "What block?"

He told him. Niall was two blocks north, in a building that backed onto the community garden, which in April was just mud and ambition. They walked home on the same route after that, most days, and the walks filled in more of the picture. The daughter's mother had not stayed. Niall had his people and his neighborhood and his sister's three blocks and the complicated math of raising a child on day labor wages in a city that treated that math with frank indifference.

"She's smarter than me," Niall said about Willa, without self-pity, with actual admiration. "I'm not being a modest parent. She's genuinely smarter than me. I'm trying to figure out what you do with that, how you build a life around it."

"You build the life around the kid, not the smart."

"The smart is part of the kid."

"Sure. But the smart doesn't need you to understand it. It needs you to protect it while it figures itself out."

Niall was quiet for half a block. "Yeah," he said. "Yeah, that's right."

They had reached his building. He stopped at the door. He had the expression he sometimes had — the one that was slightly ahead of where the conversation was, already somewhere else.

"I mentioned I know some people," he said.

"You mentioned it."

"I'm going to mention it one more time and then I won't mention it again." He said it easily, with a frankness that Theron found he respected — no pressure, no performance, just information being offered and the offer acknowledged on both sides. "The work is real and it pays real money and it's not what you're thinking, most of it. It's mostly about what happened with Dryden. People who need someone who can walk into a situation and make it resolve." He paused. "You could keep doing formwork."

"I know I can."

"The formwork's going to dry up again in six weeks. It always does."

Theron looked at the street. A woman walked past with a stroller, her head down against the wind. The harbor smell was there at the bottom of the evening again — he'd stopped noticing it except when he looked for it, which meant the city was starting to be something he was inside rather than observing.

"I'll think about it," he said.

Niall nodded like he'd expected this, like he was satisfied with it. "Monday," he said, which meant the offer would still be there on Monday, and went inside.

Theron walked the two blocks home. He had thirty-one dollars, a room whose window faced an alley, and a situation he was thinking about without admitting he was thinking about it. He sat on the edge of the bed in his work clothes and did the math he'd been doing for weeks — what he had, what he needed, the rate at which one became less than the other.

He thought about the Dryden situation. About the way it had resolved. About Potts saying — though he didn't know Potts yet, that would come later — you have a feel for what people will accept. He would think of it that way later, as if the insight had always been attributed to the right person. In the room on Adams Street he just thought: I knew what Dryden would do. I knew before I walked over there. I knew what tone and what words and what silence afterward, and it worked because I knew it would.

He'd always known things like that. He hadn't known it was a thing.

He lay back on the bed and looked at the ceiling. Thirty-one dollars. Six weeks until the work dried up. Clover, somewhere in the city, building herself into something. The letter in his jacket pocket, worn soft at the folds, its last sentence still unfinished, still waiting for a word that hadn't arrived.

On Monday he found Niall at the coffee cart before the crew assembled.

"Okay," he said.

Niall handed him a coffee. He didn't say anything.

"Tell me about these people," Theron said.

Niall told him. He listened the way he listened to most things — with his full attention and without questions until the questions were actually necessary. When Niall finished, Theron drank his coffee and thought about it and said, "One job."

"One job," Niall agreed.

It was the first of many things that were supposed to be one thing.
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