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To my sweet friend Sophie, who loves all the ones I name James the best.








Chapter 1


I stared down an overconfident Sherlock Holmes, begging him to so much as twitch. He held his weapon in one hand high over his head, the shaft end pointed at the floor between us.


“Ready?” he asked.


I tilted my chin up in a half nod and made a noncommittal noise. “Mhm.”


I held my weapon up as well, one hand at each end, just high enough to glare at him from under it. The perfect height to shield the overhead blow that had been his opening gambit all afternoon. He was sweaty, and his cheeks were rosy, partially from his efforts, but mostly out of pure joy.


“Don’t forget you’re trying to keep me off balance. Use my strength to bolster yours.” He offered me perhaps the most arrogant smile he was capable of delivering and added, “Not that you’ll get the opportunity.”


He was the happiest I’d seen him in weeks, which probably should’ve concerned me a bit. Was it normal that he seemed to enjoy nothing more than our attacking each other with sticks? Not that I expected much normality from Sherlock Holmes. But when we’d sneaked out of school before my last class, I hadn’t expected him to bring me to a sparring gym.


He’d caught me clumsily practicing my aikido katas in my attic space the week prior and decided that I needed to learn Bartitsu, which he claimed was “the ultimate self-defense art.” Evidently, Lock liked to use the word “ultimate” when what he really meant was “antiquated.”


True to form, Lock swished his cane in a semicircle through the air above his head and then sliced down toward me with as much power as he could. I released the crook end of my cane just before the crack of the canes’ collision echoed through the room. He actually grinned at the sound, the arrogant ass, watching the released end fall down toward the ground, thinking he’d already won. His amusement faded quickly, however, when he realized what was about to happen next.


I used the power of his hit to boost mine as I flipped the cane around, smashing it against his hand so that he dropped his weapon with a satisfying grimace of pain. I kicked my foot out as the cane clattered against the floor, sliding his weapon out of reach, then brought the crook of my cane up under his chin, pushing just high enough to make him uncomfortable.


“You’re a quick study,” he said, shaking out his hand. His grin had returned, perhaps in response to my own, perhaps in a vain attempt to seem unaffected by the awkward angle of his neck. I pushed my cane slightly higher, forcing him up on his toes.


“You’re predictable.” I twirled my cane down and used the crook to snag his knee, but I must have moved too slowly. He somehow kept his balance as he hopped toward me. I tried to spin away, but he grasped both of my shoulders, so that my efforts only knocked us off balance, sending us both down into a heap on the practice mats. I should have gotten the worst of it, as he fell on top, but at the last minute, he wrapped his arms around my head to keep me from concussion. Always the gentleman, my Lock—right up until he started shaking with laughter instead of rolling off me apologetically.


I allowed his fun to last exactly ten seconds before I warned, “The very minute you release me, I will kill you.”


“That doesn’t seem like incentive to move.” He pushed up onto his elbows and smiled down at me, so that his cheeks bunched up under his eyes. “Want to go again?”


I focused on his smile rather than the weight of him on me, which set off blaring alarms in my brain. Memories threatened to surface despite my focus, memories of a night two weeks prior, of my father, of me not being able to move, of his cruel eyes staring down. His warm blood on my cheek.


“Must we?” I blurted out with a little too much force. I recovered with a wink.


I saw something like concern flash in Lock’s eyes, but obviously not enough to make him move. Or maybe he was testing me again. We hadn’t spoken about that night or my father—not since it happened. My choice. He said he’d never ask, that he’d wait until I brought it up, if I brought it up. Still, every now and then, it felt like he was deliberately prodding at my brain to see what might spill out.


But I hadn’t only trained to fight with sticks since the night my father almost killed me. I’d sneaked into the back of the gym on the weekend in the middle of a self-defense class—just to observe, or at least that had been my intention. But when the woman running the training saw the bruises on my face, she’d talked me into staying after class. She’d run scenarios with me until after midnight, one of which was almost exactly like my current Sherlock predicament.


I knew how to get out from under him. I wasn’t truly stuck.


Still, none of that removed the alarm, the cold turn of my sweat, or the rising feeling that I should lash out at Lock until he let me go—all symptoms of the victimized. I didn’t have time to dwell on that, however, because Sherlock looked as though he was about to speak, and if he asked me if I was okay one more time, I was definitely going to turn violent.


I rushed to speak first but kept my voice soft. “You like this Bartitsu stuff a little too much.”


I thought he might still ask the question left unsaid, but he seemed to check himself before offering a simple, “I do.”


“Because it’s ancient?” I know how to get out of this, I repeated to myself, though it was needless. The panic had mostly subsided.


“Because it’s surprising.” He ran his finger down my temple, pushing sweat-plastered hair off my skin and back behind my ear. His expression changed while he did it, and I tried very hard not to let my lips twitch into a grin at how easily he was distracted by me.


“Off.” I pushed against his chest, and still he didn’t move.


“I would, but I don’t want to die.”


“Die quick or die bloody.” I bent one of my legs to rest my knee at his hip and playfully tilted my head to the side to mask the shift of my body in that direction. “It’s up to you.”


His finger traced down my jaw to my chin. “How long do I have to decide?”


I smiled to hide the sudden uptick in my breathing. “Ten seconds. Starting now.”


At ten, I pushed off with my foot just like I’d trained and twisted my body until I could get my feet under his chest to replace my hands. His eyes went wide just before I kicked out, easily tossing him aside. There was no one there to shield his head, though. I might have felt remorse over the hard thudding sound it made against the practice mat, but it wasn’t like I hadn’t warned him.


He held the side of his head as he sat up. “Not quite bloody. I suppose I should show gratitude for your mercy.”


“The very definition of magnanimous, really.” I held out my hand in a peace offering, and he stood so easily that I unintentionally pulled him too close. I had to tilt my head back to see his face, and before I could do more than note his amusement, he leaned closer still. Soon, his lips hovered not more than six inches from mine. I cleared my throat and added, “How will you ever show your thanks?”


“I’m going to make it up to you.”


“With a groveling apology and gifts?”


He seemed amused, but resigned to my suggestion. “Evidently, but first . . .”


I knew he was going to kiss me. He’d been looking for an opportunity since the last of the other sparring couples had left the practice room, leaving us alone with our canes. I also knew how I would respond, and I felt heartache scrub away every happiness I’d felt while being with him that day.


I stepped back. “First what?”


He smiled, moving in sync with me. “You have exactly two more steps before you run out of space to ask stupid questions.”


I stepped back again. “Don’t you think kneeling and begging for forgiveness should come before anything else?”


He didn’t answer and didn’t look anywhere but at my lips, which I pursed subconsciously. I then somehow managed to affect a bored expression as I took my final step away from Sherlock that, as predicted, would be my last. My back hit the wall and my mind scrambled for something to say—anything that might distract him away from what he was about to do. A question. I still had one more question.


He didn’t let me ask it, however. He braced himself against the wall, laying one hand and forearm flat against the concrete by my head. His other arm looped around my waist, pulling me into him. When his lips were almost to mine, my heart sank even further, despite the tease in my voice when I said, “That’s not begging.”


“It’s a form of begging.”


He was right. The way he paused before he kissed me, the pleading look in his eyes for this to be the day that I forgave him—for this kiss to be the one that turned everything back to normal. Lock was begging. And it should have worked. Even without our lips touching, just the closeness of him set my heart fluttering, changed my breathing. He affected me, my Lock, in a way he shouldn’t have been able. Not anymore.


Because it was all so temporary.


That was the reminder I gave myself when I turned my face away so that his lips brushed my cheek. “Temporary.” The word that I’d kept with me whenever I was with Lock. Ever since the night two weeks ago when Lock had brought the police to my house to save me from my father, I knew we were on our way to being done. We were on separate paths, parallel for now, but still separate, our arms stretched across the gap to keep us connected. But the gap was still there, widening every day that I saw the innocent glint in Sherlock’s eyes and felt the black ash of rage staining mine.


I have rescued you, he seemed to say with his every look.


You have only prolonged the inevitable, I countered with mine. Sherlock had stopped my father from killing me. He obviously wasn’t sorry for doing that. But he’d made the call to send police my way, not even knowing if I needed rescue. He’d done it because he didn’t trust me. He didn’t care what would be best for my life or for my brothers’. He just didn’t want me to change. That’s what he’d said. He’d kept me from killing my father in some vain attempt at preserving what little innocence I still possessed.


And it might have worked. Those first hours after my father’s arrest were filled with so many details to recount, detectives to placate, and reporters to dodge, I’d almost forgotten the cold, dark creature I’d become that night. I’d distracted myself with practicalities and left what had happened in a mental drawer to deal with in some distant future, when my world wasn’t falling apart.


But I’d had to relive that night over and over in the past two weeks, making statements to this officer and that, my story checked and double-checked before the police would even consider keeping him away from us. My father locked up wasn’t the freedom Sherlock had thought it would be. Even though the police had finally hidden him away from me, my father was always with me in my memory, filtering into my day-to-day thoughts in unexpected ways.


That day in the sparring gym with Lock wasn’t the first time a memory had exploded from the drawer and taken my composure with it. It wasn’t the first time my anger had crawled back, waiting in the shadows to remind me that I couldn’t trust Sherlock Holmes anymore. That he’d never trusted me in the first place. That he’d betrayed me when he could have helped, leaving my father lingering out there like a blinking red warning light in the distance—a promise of trouble to come.


But even with all the anger and memory pounding in my head, even though I turned away from his kiss, I couldn’t push Sherlock away. I won’t let my father take anything else away from me. That’s how I rationalized it, but I knew better. Things weren’t right between us. They might never be right. But he was still my Lock and I still wanted him. It wasn’t fair of me, but I did.


So when Sherlock’s head bent and I felt his heavy sigh against my neck, I lifted a hand to cup his cheek. It wouldn’t quell his frustration, but maybe, if I could focus only on today, if I could forget his betrayal and my father’s violence, maybe then I could keep Lock by my side—before I fell to pieces, locked away my emotions for good, or did something that would guarantee he’d leave me forever. I pressed my cheek to his and held him close. Temporary, I knew. I just wasn’t ready to let go yet.





Chapter 2


Sherlock was in rare form on the bus back to Baker Street. Though outwardly calm, his hands twitched and fumbled into one position after another—on his lap, under his crossed arms, gripping his knees—like they were looking for a place to rest. Probably a reflection of his thoughts just then. Did that mean my stillness was a reflection of mine? Were we the perfect picture of awkward and gutted?


Weeks ago, his fidgeting would have annoyed me until I reached out to grab one of his hands. Weeks ago, that would have calmed him completely. And that was the thought that brought back the now-familiar ache to my heart. Because weeks-ago Mori no longer existed—not the way Lock needed her to. And as much as I wanted to reach over and stop his fidgeting, I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t make him think that things were all right again. I probably shouldn’t have been around him at all, but I couldn’t stop myself from doing that, either. I was a heap of couldn’ts when it came to Sherlock Holmes.


With his hands draped over the seat backs in front of us, he turned toward me. “I solved it,” he said. “That missing rat case.”


“Well done. Did you end up going to the house?”


Sherlock shook his head. I’d been down in Lock’s lab at school when Martin Banks came in and begged Sherlock to find his girlfriend’s missing pet rat. He’d been pet sitting and hadn’t latched the cage door all the way after a feeding. I’d wandered off just after Lock had made the poor boy draw a house map and before he’d finished his giant list of questions.


“It was in the box spring of his sister’s room, just as I’d predicted.”


I shuddered. There would be a thorough check of my own box spring in my future.


“The rat had stolen stuffing from one of his sister’s plush bears and made a nest.”


I could tell there was more by the rise of Lock’s brow and the way he stared past me out the window by my head. A completely unconvincing attempt at nonchalant.


“Go on. Tell us about the beady-eyed monster and your part in keeping it locked in a cage where it belongs.”


“There were four babies, just as I’d predicted!”


Total guesswork, I was sure, but Lock was awfully proud.


“Martin seemed so impressed I could solve it without leaving the lab, he completely missed that the clues were all obvious, had he taken even a moment to think about the problem for himself.”


I turned slightly toward the window to watch the steady stream of headlights whisking by us. “I’m assuming you still took his money?”


I saw Lock’s scowl in my periphery. “He only left half of what he’d offered when he came in.”


“Maybe you should stop bragging on the obviousness of the clues.” I grinned and flipped through a physics booklet that the teacher had left on my desk in maths class. She was constantly trying to get me interested in the stuff, but I preferred straight maths. Or maybe I just preferred the theoretical over the physical. “How many does that make this month?”


“How many of what?”


“What are you calling them, exactly? Problems? Cases? Have you become the school detective? Shall we hire you a receptionist and find you an office in a seedy part of town?”


Sherlock waved off my mockery, though I didn’t miss the small smile that filtered through his false modesty. “Nothing of the sort. I’m finding baubles and a few missing pets.”


That wasn’t entirely true. Since a reporter had run a piece about the “teen sleuth who saved a girl’s life” last week, Lock had been approached by a steady stream of students at school with troubles of their own. I thought he’d turn them all away to keep up with his own studies, but he hadn’t. And the gravity of his cases seemed to be escalating.


“What about Riva?”


I shouldn’t have brought it up, that case. I’d gone to Lock’s lab after drama to remind him that school was over and had gotten stuck waiting as he’d finished testing eighteen different samples of cigarette ash to see if he could tell the brand by scent alone. Riva had stepped into the lab dressed in street clothes, but she didn’t say a word, and she wouldn’t move her gaze from the worn, industrial linoleum floor. Lock and I had exchanged a look, but neither of us spoke for a bit. After a while, I’d grown tired of the anticipation.


“Do you have something to say?” I had asked. “It doesn’t seem like you enjoy the both of us staring at you.”


Riva nodded and brought the backs of her fingers to her cheeks. “I need help.”


“It’s for you,” I told Lock, and grabbed my bag to leave.


Riva made an odd noise that still managed to convey the message that she didn’t want me to leave her there alone with Lock. I dropped my bag and fell back into my seat.


“My mother is missing,” she said.


“Have you informed the police?” Sherlock asked.


At the mere mention of police, Riva’s eyes had widened and she’d backed up two steps toward the door. I stood and stepped toward her and put a hand up to stop Lock from asking anything else.


“I’m guessing you haven’t,” I said. “You’re worried that your mum might get into trouble if you tell the police?”


She nodded.


“Can I ask your name?”


“Riva Durand.”


“And your age?”


“Fourteen.”


I nodded once and turned to Lock. “A parent leaving her child at home for an extended period of time is what police call ‘child neglect.’ And because Riva is too young to stay by herself, they’ll toss her in a group home, where she’ll stay until they decide whether to charge the mother or not.”


Lock had stared at me for a few seconds.


I lowered my voice. “Or you can help her before anyone else finds out.”


Lock frowned, but he pulled a chair over by mine for Riva and then plopped into his rolling chair and glided over to us. “Tell me everything you remember about the day she left.”


He hadn’t solved this one from the comforts of his lab, but he’d found the girl’s mother pretty readily. She had crashed on the couch of a friend, sleeping off the aftereffects of a too-long weekend, and lost track of the days—or some other excuse that really meant she’d wanted to forget she had a daughter to care for. It was the first time one of Lock’s cases stayed with me well after it was over. I’d even waited outside Riva’s house the next couple of nights to make sure her mother came home, which is when I found out that Riva had younger siblings, just like me, only hers were all under the age of five.


Lock, however, had solved the puzzle, and that was that. And when I found him in his lab the next day at lunch and suggested we do something to make sure it didn’t happen again, Lock’s only suggestion was to report Riva’s mother to the police. Of course it was.


“We already discussed that option and why it is an asinine one.”


“That’s what the police are for.” He’d only realized his mistake after the words had left his mouth, but he couldn’t apologize, because he didn’t think he was wrong—only wrong to suggest it to me, apparently.


“We barely got my brothers placed with Mrs. Hudson. What do you think will happen to Riva and her siblings? What if they don’t have a friend who still keeps in touch with his fifty-year-old nanny?”


“She’s not our nanny,” Lock said. “Not anymore.”


“Yes, that is the important point here.”


Sherlock had frowned and gone back to his study of ash. He’d moved on to pipe tobacco since Riva’s visit. “Suppose they don’t have a way to stay together. Either we are satisfied with doing our part, or we call the police and think they are better off separated and cared for than together and neglected.”


I’d stared at him, begging him to take back what he’d said. But he wouldn’t. Not even if I’d reminded him that if he’d been as flippant with me, my brothers would be in the system at that moment. That if I were Riva’s age, if I were even one year younger, I would have been in a group home instead of free to stay at my own house, because his precious law decided that being sixteen meant I could take care of myself as long as I had a suitable place to live, but being fourteen meant Riva couldn’t.


I would never remind him of any of that, though. It would’ve been a waste of time. No, he wouldn’t even think of anything but those ridiculous piles of ash. So I’d said, “If you’d use your giant brain for something that matters for once.” And then I’d stormed out of the lab, sure I was done with his pathetic law-and-order ideals for good. But he’d shown up outside each of my afternoon classes and followed me onto the bus home, until I no longer had the energy to ignore him.


We’d only just resolved everything two days ago, and I was bringing it up again. For what? To make him see how much what he did could matter to a person?


“It’s not just pets and baubles,” I said. “Finding someone’s guardian hardly equates to a bauble.”


Sherlock scowled out the bus window. “That puzzle barely took me a day to work out.”


“She now knows where her mother is.”


“Wasn’t it you who suggested we needed to do more?”


I sighed and bit back all the things I wanted to say. I wasn’t about to rehash our argument over something so stupid. Instead, I decided to start a new one. “I thought it was all about the puzzle for you.”


Sherlock looked back at me, and I kept my eyes on my booklet. When he spoke, his tone was softer than I expected. “We could still call the police.”


I shouldn’t have been surprised, really. But sometimes that boy was so clueless, I had to wonder whether he had any thoughts in his head at all. “The police.”


“I just mean—”


“After everything you’ve witnessed.” He had nothing to say to that, so we stared at each other while the bus slowed and came to a stop. I stood, rolling my booklet into a tube as I stomped down the steps and off onto the street. He chased after me and fell into rhythm with my stride. Then he reached for my hand, which I let him hold without realizing until it was too late to pull it back without looking like a pouty child.


“Can you really not see past your father’s version of the law to what it is supposed to be?” he asked.


I scowled. “The law is not absolute. Laws are ever wavering, affected by the good and bad of those in position to create and enforce them, which leaves some citizens more subject to the law than others.”


“Are you speaking of wealth?”


“Of course. Wealth, race, gender, disability, orientation—anything that breeds prejudice also breeds injustice.”


“And the law is the only thing that can fight those injustices. Do you really think corruption and prejudice will lessen without the authority of law?”


“Are you so afraid we would all become monsters without the law?”


“Not all.”


“Who then?”


He looked at me, then away. Me? Was he afraid of what I would become? I studied his profile for a few moments, then glanced down at our still-clutched hands. I tried to slide mine free, but he held fast. He was right to be worried for me. He was wrong that the law would stop me, however. It never would.


But I had to know what he really thought. “Are you such a believer in the law? Or are you just afraid of who I might become outside of it?”


“You . . .” Lock paused just long enough to let me think I was right. Then his expression went blank. Was he actually afraid of me? I’d never even considered the idea, but it was possible. Probable, even. He’d seen me at my most vulnerable and most dark—all within the span of a single day. I’d have to wonder if he wasn’t afraid of me, really.


“I don’t know,” he said at last. “Am I afraid of what you might be? Or am I afraid of what I know for certain I would be without the constraints of law?” He looked me straight in the eyes and asked, “Am I more afraid of you or myself?”


I hadn’t expected him to say that, and I could tell by the sudden furrow of his brow that he hadn’t expected to say it either. But he quickly recovered. “So, let us say that you are right, and there is no justice in the world. Then all we have is the law!”


“What is the point of law without justice?”


“It is still the law. It is a contract between the people in a community on how to live together peacefully.”


“But without justice, the law is empty. Why follow something that has no benefit?”


Sherlock tightened his grip on my hand. He didn’t say anything else until we crossed to Baker Street. “It still applies, whether it benefits you or not.”


I shook the hair back from my face and gazed up at the starless sky. “Then should I say that the law does not apply to me, because I choose not to accept it?”


“We are to be anarchists then?”


I sighed. “Anarchy is chaos, as is the law. They belong together. Anything that arbitrary is useless. . . . Do not smile at me, Sherlock Holmes.”


He didn’t even try to heed my words. “I can’t help it.”


“You can. You choose not to.” I bumped his side with my arm and he started to laugh, but the sound of it died away sooner than was natural. We took only one more step before we stopped walking.


My house was surrounded by people, with two cars in front—one dark sedan and one gray police car with blue flashing lights. Officers were coming in and out of the front door. We started running up the street, and when I got a little closer, I saw a blond woman standing at the bottom of the steps, her arms protectively surrounding my younger brothers, Michael and Sean. Freddie, the oldest of my brothers, stood just in front of them, his arms crossed to face down the uniformed officer who was peering at him over his notebook.


“This is a restricted area,” an officer said as I ducked under some police tape that formed a lazy barrier around the cars and our stoop. But his slight smirk told me that he knew exactly who I was.


“This is my house,” I said. I instantly labeled him as one of my father’s. It was a little game I had played in the long hours spent at the police station giving statements. I sorted every officer I came into contact with as “father’s,” “not father’s,” or “worthless regardless of loyalties.”


I started forward and he reached out to block me again, but Lock intervened and I left him behind to explain things. The officer facing Freddie was almost sneering when I finally reached them.


“You say she’s your auntie?” the officer asked. “She’ll have to prove it.”


“Not to you,” the woman said, her American accent bringing a smile to my lips. She turned to wink at me and a flood of relief washed away a few of the knots in my brain that I hadn’t realized were plaguing me. “I’m late, aren’t I?”


Alice.


In the days after my father was jailed, I’d had to fight through an exhausting pile of government forms and rules and protocols to keep my brothers together and out of a facility. Mrs. Hudson immediately filed to take them in herself and was granted interim care of the boys, which would last only eight weeks. I’d had no idea what we’d do beyond that. And apparently I wouldn’t need to know.


“Aunt Alice!” I said. I managed to return Michael’s and Seanie’s questioning stares with a quick nod that seemed to put them somewhat at ease. Michael even reached over to take Alice’s hand, which made me desperate to ruffle his hair. Instead, I placed myself between Fred and Officer Sneery, who seemed to be eyeing everyone’s reactions a little too closely. “I didn’t think you’d make it until next month or I would’ve told the boys their auntie was coming.”


“They were surprised,” she said, smiling at Seanie, who looked immediately at the ground. “But Mrs. Hudson helped introduce me. And Fred here even remembered me from way back.”


Alice, of course, wasn’t our aunt. Our mother’s sister could’ve lived out of the country or around the block for all we heard from her, which was never. Alice had been Mother’s best friend and biggest fan when they were young. She was also the only member of my mother’s con-artist crew to escape death at my father’s hand.


Alice turned back to the officer. “I have my papers in order and filed with Tri-borough Children’s Services. These children are now in my temporary care pending a full care order. So, if you’ll please vacate our house.”


The officer cleared his throat and leaned between us. “I heard these kids’ aunt lives in Australia.”


“You should be careful who you listen to, Officer”—I made a point of tracing his silver nametag with a hovering finger—“Parsons, is it?”


“You must be the liar,” he said, looking rather pleased with himself as he sketched a word across his notebook. “Or, I meant to say, daughter. Slip of the tongue.”


“Clever, our officer Parsons. Isn’t he clever, Aunt Alice?”


“Ever so,” Alice said in her most sardonic American accent.


A flash went off behind us and my heart sank. Someone had called the press. Still, I kept my voice light, even as I shifted my body to keep Freddie out of their view. “So what’s all this? Did you miss us?”


“We got a tip—,” he started, but his words were drowned out by shouting.


“Free Moriarty! Free the innocent! Free Moriarty!”


“Send him to prison where he belongs! Clean up our police force!”


“Free Moriarty!”


Our protesters were back, both sides. One bald man calling for my father’s hanging in the town square and one tiny, curly-haired, red-lipped woman shouting the others down. She was our very own version of Sally Alexander, only instead of throwing paper packets of flour at Miss World candidates, our Sally had been screaming vulgarities at me and my family every day since my father had been incarcerated.


Perhaps she didn’t deserve such a distinguished nickname, but there was something about her I liked. Maybe it was the way she jabbed at the police with her bony elbows to get them off her whenever they tried to take her away for disturbing the public decorum of Baker Street. Or the way she plied them with baked goods and a Thermos of tea the next time she saw them, like she’d known them forever. She was on the side of a monster, but she allowed no one to dampen her efforts to be heard. She would not be silenced. How could I fail to respect that?


“Find the real Regent’s Park killer! Give us back our sergeant! Free Moriarty!”


Her counterpart looked like nobody, and even though his message was the more righteous of the two, something about him was entirely off-putting. He always lifted his nose a bit when he looked at us, like he could smell our father’s genetic code wafting off our skin. He was a bit of a git, really.


“Toss away the key! No tolerance for police corruption!”


Still, he said all the right things.


A heavy hand landed on my shoulder from behind. “Inspector wants to see you.”


The hand was gone before I could see who’d touched me, but when I turned, Sherlock stood pointed nose to bulbous nose with what had to be London’s tallest, widest constable.


With a smile in his voice, but not at his lips, Lock said, “I must insist that you do not touch her. But do lead the way to the inspector. I’m fascinated to hear what he has to say.”


The giant constable’s shoulders rolled back to better puff out his massive chest, but he didn’t retaliate further than that. With his eyes still on Lock, he lifted one sausage-like finger toward me and said, “Not you. Just that one there.”


“Oh, what to do?” Lock lamented, not backing down one inch himself. “She’s a minor, so I’m afraid she must be accompanied by her guardian”—he gestured toward Alice—“who is rather busy at the moment caring for three young boys kept out of their house for reasons no one has shared with us yet.”


The constable huffed and then started toward the house without another word. Sherlock shrugged at me and took my hand, and then we both followed along behind him.





Chapter 3


Detective Inspector Mallory sat at the head of our kitchen table, one long, slim leg draped over the other like he’d been invited for tea. As we approached, he took a gulp from a tiny cup without acknowledging Sherlock and me, then shuffled through the papers within the manila folder splayed open in front of him. Mallory cleared his throat and the two officers who had been snooping through our kitchen drawers and cabinets filed out of the room, leaving us alone with him—the DI who had pulled me out from under my father’s strangling hands.


I should, perhaps, have been grateful for that at least, but I couldn’t seem to rid myself of past images of him and Detective Sergeant Day standing on our stoop and doing nothing to rescue us from the drunken monster inside the house, of their overly cheerful waves as they abandoned me and my brothers to deal with the monster on our own, of the way their eyes couldn’t seem to find the welts and bruises on my brothers’ faces. And if those weren’t enough reasons to despise the man, I could still clearly remember the dismissal in his eyes when I’d sat up in my hospital bed and accused my father of killing all those people in Regent’s Park, including my best friend, Sadie. I remembered each word he spoke, when the inspector looked me straight in my battered face, just hours after he’d stopped my father from killing me, and said, “Being an angry drunk does not make one a killer, Miss Moriarty.”


Mallory kept us standing there in the silence for what felt like minutes, and when he did speak, his voice was quiet and calm. “Miss Moriarty.”


My tone wasn’t as gentle. “Mallory.” I wanted to add a few dozen questions about who the hell he thought he was and why the hell he was in my house, but his continued silence could only mean that he wanted me to explode. I wasn’t about to do anything to fulfill that man’s wants.


Mallory sighed and flipped over a page from one half of the folder to the other. “Do you have the sword that killed those people in the park?”


“That’s what all this is about? You’re looking for my father’s weapon?”


When Mallory didn’t answer, Sherlock spoke up. “The officer outside said you’d received a tip. Is that why you’re here? Someone said the missing weapon is here in the house?”


I’d made several stupid mistakes in my dealings with my father and his crimes, but none were as dumb as throwing the weapon he used to kill all those people into the lake in Regent’s Park. I’d thought at the time I was breaking his serial killer ritual, stealing his weapon away to make everyone safer. But it didn’t stop him at all, and only aided his fight against the charges in the end. My father had kept what could have become the figurative smoking gun in his closet, and I had no one but myself to blame that it was no longer there as proof of his guilt.


“A tip,” I said, suddenly very sure who had instigated our night’s chaos. “Was it an actual call? Or did one of my father’s loyal officers suddenly get a hunch?”


Mallory flipped another page but did not look up. It was almost as if he thought I wasn’t worth the effort. “Your answer, please.”


“Don’t you think I have the right to know why there are strangers snooping through all my private things before I subject myself to your questions?”


“No.” He hit his fist against the table hard enough to make his teacup rattle in the saucer. Then he cleared his throat and softened his tone again. “You gave up those rights when you accused a police detective of being a serial murderer and then chose to remain living in his house.”


“I am sixteen, which you know gives me every right to choose to live on my own, and this is my house.”


“This is still a crime scene, if you told the truth—”


“I did.”


Mallory continued on as if I hadn’t spoken. “—so, no, Miss Moriarty, you have no rights here. And I will ask my question once more. Do you or do you not have the sword that was used to kill citizens in Regent’s Park?”


I stared at the top of his head until he finally looked up at me, then I said, “I do not.”


Mallory nodded. “I see. Well, it has yet to be found. I suppose it will be a key piece of evidence in determining who actually committed those crimes.”


I crossed my arms. “As if you don’t know.”


Mallory stared at me silently.


“So, we’re pretending now that you didn’t stop him from killing his own daughter?”


“He was slashed across the face and chest. Some might think he had no choice but to protect himself.”


Lock’s hand came to rest on my shoulder, which was the only thing that kept me from screaming my next words. “I told you he did that to himself.”


“Yes. Using a knife that had your prints on it.” Mallory turned away from my glare and back to his papers. “You seem to think that it’s a small thing to make such giant accusations against a policeman. It is not. The Westminster Police Borough is a brotherhood, Miss Moriarty. When one of our own succeeds, we all triumph. When a brother falls, we all mourn. When one of our own sins”—he looked up to meet my eyes again—“we are all stained.”


“Then your hands are bloody, Detective Inspector Mallory, first with the blood and bruises of three innocent boys you failed to protect from the fists of your brother-in-arms.”


Mallory flinched, and I slammed my hand down on the table, drawing his eyes back to mine, and Lock’s hand back to my shoulder.


“Second, with the blood of the five from the park.” I lowered my voice and held out my hand to show him my clean palm. “You and I can share the stain of a girl who was strangled for bringing my brothers a pie. But, make no mistake, if you claim that man as your brother, your hands are stained, Inspector. They may never come clean.”


Mallory opened his mouth to speak, but I turned and stormed from the kitchen before he could, shouting behind me, “You won’t find what you’re looking for here, so get the hell out of my house.”


But my words were overrun by a bright-eyed uniformed officer who dashed through the front door and into the kitchen shouting, “Guv! We found something!”


A herd of officers converged on the entry and followed Mallory out the front door, leaving Lock and me to stare after them.


“What could they find?” he asked.


I shrugged. “Nothing out there but the rubbish bins.”


“Bins that have been on the street for how many hours?”


I didn’t know, but everything was too quiet for a beat, and then I heard Alice shout, “Kid, stay behind me!”


I was out the door before Sherlock and almost ran into the backs of two officers who stood guard on the bottom step. And while they wouldn’t let me pass, there was just enough space between them to see what an officer had dug from our trash.


It was a hand. A severed hand, mottled gray and slightly puffy with rot, stuffed into a large, clear zipper bag.


Someone from the crowd screamed, and Alice tried her best to hide my brothers out of view as a wave of flashes and camera lights overtook the front of our house. The world around us went to chaos, but still all the officers turned to look at me—the girl with a severed hand in her rubbish.


Sherlock moved faster than the officers, grabbing me around my middle and practically carrying me into the house. When we reached the kitchen, he was full of assurances that what they found had nothing to do with me, that it was probably all a mistake, but I knew he couldn’t protect me from what came next. I still ended up sitting in my kitchen, with Lock and Alice on either side of me while the inspector retook his seat at the head of the table.


After a very long pause, Mallory closed the manila file folder, looked up at me, and said, “You’re going to have to come to the station.”


Sherlock stood in protest, but I kept my eyes fixed on Mallory. I couldn’t tell what he was thinking, whether he was feeling triumphant or skeptical or bored, for that matter. I didn’t know what to think or feel myself. I could think of only one person who might try to call in a tip and give the police something to find when they got here, but he’d been in a jail cell for two weeks.  And while my mind traced every possible way my father could have tossed this mess in my lap, my silence was making it look as though I were acquiescing to Mallory’s request.


“For what possible reason?” Alice, bless her, spoke up in my stead. “There’s n—”


“A body part was found when searching the house.”


“Outside the house,” Alice countered.


“In her rubbish bags.”


Sherlock slammed shut the lower cabinet door beneath the sink. “Not her bags.” He stared at the white bag in his hand and then set it on top of Mallory’s folder. “You of course noted that the bag the hand came out of was green, like those found in the park bins, not the white with red stripe provided by the City of London.”
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