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  Chapter 1

Then: Beylynn 


Lying to viewers on the screen was as natural as breathing. I never thought of it that way, though. I never thought about filling my lungs with oxygen, and I never considered telling the whole truth to my fans.  
I took a deep breath and turned on the camera, ready to sell a version of the future I wanted—a version of the life I deserved. My lies went in and out, alongside my breath. This bending of the truth, color-correcting my life, came easily to me. I had been doing it for so long. 
Until I couldn’t anymore. 
I no longer wanted to breathe, and no part of me wanted to keep lying to all those sweet women on the other side of my screen. My hands shook. My mind refused to spin the web of lies another time. The natural ability to feed my lungs and my bank account was gone. 
My thumb hovered over the screen. The fearful part of my brain urged me to press the “Go Live” button. The rest of my gray matter told me to run. My heart sped up. It seemed to be saying, not again. I had to lie one more time. It was now or never, and I wasn’t going to let this opportunity slip through my fingers. They’d taught me all about the art of closing a sale, and now it was time to close the biggest deal of my life. 
I looked around the room. All the lies I’d told again and again felt like they were stacked on top of one another, closing in on me. Those mountains of lies got me here … The Off-Shores Oasis. Rated as one of the most highly rated resorts in the country, it lived up to its reputation. My insidious lies landed me in the Presidential Suite—an overwater tiki hut, straddling the turquoise waters of Key West. 
I lay back on the bed and felt the soft pillows encircle my head. The water lapped under our bungalow. A gentle breeze made the temperature pleasant. I closed my eyes. I willed the blackness of sleep to make this decision for me. It never came. 
What was Keenan really doing? Several hours ago, he took the paddleboard to the resort for dinner. Or so he claimed. The hotel would have motorboated out whatever room service we could have imagined, but that would mean being stuck in this isolated tiki with me, instead of the audience he craved. 
My phone vibrated in my hand. I couldn’t help but look. Some sick Pavlovian part of me thought it might be Keenan, checking in on me. 
Bob Riechart’s name filled the screen instead. Of course. 
I unlocked my phone and read his message: Glad to be here with all of you! 
He’d sent the text to me and a handful of the other top producers who had been invited on this trip. 
The screen came alive with their responses: Me too! And I'm so thankful for this opportunity!
My jaw clenched shut, and my stomach roiled. would have raced to outpace the others’ chorus of thanks only months ago. What changed? I thought back over the last few months and felt an uneasiness in my bones … everything changed. 
I absently scratched my upper arm until my skin was as red as a sunburn. My eyes zoned out on the constant rhythm of the waves. I ran my hand through my hair. A clump knotted in my fingers. Again. 
Another buzz from my phone: How’s the tiki, Bey? I can see it from the beach. Looks incredible! 
I didn’t have it in me to answer Rachel’s message. 
She’s apparently already living the life, Bob texted the group. He added a sleepy emoji, while I gambled with how long I could ignore them before they got suspicious. 
Of course, she is. She’s out there in her little mansion that she earned, Amber sent. I read her words in my head, mocking her fake nice-girl tone. I knew they all envied me, but if they only knew the half of it, none of them would want to trade places with me. 
Amber’s message was met with half a dozen “HaHa” reactions from the people who were supposed to be my friends, my sisters, and my business partners. My body went rigid. Anger and hurt pumped through my veins. The final laugh reaction from Bob made up my mind. 
I clicked the Instagram ad and hit the Live button. While I waited for my phone to queue the feed, I sat up in bed and smoothed my hair down. My face filled the screen. The only things I could focus on were the rings around my eyes, the swollenness in my lips, and the rash blooming across my neck. 
The image of myself made me want to throw the phone into the water that surrounded me. I almost did, but then I saw the notification that Rachel joined the feed. And then Amber. And then Bob. The names started piling up, and soon hundreds of people were watching me. It wouldn’t be long before hundreds more were online as well. 
Hearts started filling the screen. Comments rolled in: “Hey, Bey!” “Beylynn Bestie reporting for duty.”
I kept my face plastic, my smile wide. Just what they wanted. 
“Hey, babes—” I began. Hearts exploded in the corner. People were watching, and I knew it was up to me to show them the life they wanted … to continue the lie. 
“I’m here. I made it!” I squealed. I instantly hated myself for the way I so easily fell back into my role. I cleared my throat. 
“As many of you know, I recently won a huge award from SHL Lifestyle for being the top earner in the company.” 
I stood from the bed and walked to the patio so I could frame my face in the sunlight with the sea behind me. Rash or not, I still instinctively knew my angles. Hearts exploded in the corner of the screen again. 
“My husband Keenan and I are staying at this amazing overwater tiki in Key West at The Off-Shores Oasis. It’s amazing.” I turned the camera and panned the room. I turned it back to show off the gentle, turquoise water. “We’re in the incredible suite off the beach of the resort. Look, the bed has an amazing view, and this bathroom. Oh my God.”
I cringed at how easily I was able to ‘turn on’ the happy. 
I walked into the bathroom and marketed the huge bath and sex-ready shower. I stepped to the front of the villa and out onto the patio, complete with a hot tub, hammock, slide into the water, and outdoor shower. 
Comments and hearts filled the bottom half of my phone. More than ten thousand people had tuned in, getting a front-row seat to my life. I did my best to swallow past a huge lump in my throat. 
“Besties, this place is incredible, and I’m so excited to be here,” I said as I flipped the camera back on me. I sank into one of the chairs on the patio. I pulled the camera to the right, hitting the good side of my face. 
The rash bloomed in the sun. It was all I could see. All the doubts, fears, and anger swelled up in my chest. I had to do it. Now or never. 
“It’s so lovely here, but I must tell you,” I started. “Things haven’t been quite what they may seem from my feeds. I’m under a lot of pressure, and I just need to take some time for myself. What better way to do that than at a place like this?” I flipped the camera back to the ocean. I couldn’t look at my face any longer. 
“I know it seems like things are glamorous—and they are for the most part,” I couldn’t help but say, falling back into my old habits. “But I need a minute, okay? If you don’t hear from me for a few days, I’m fine … Keenan and I just need some space.”
Comments flooded the screen. You okay, babe? We’re here for you, Bey. You’ve got this! And of course, so many said they’d pray for me. 
I didn’t need prayers. I needed strength. I needed courage. I needed to get the hell out of this place. 
I didn’t say any of that, though. I turned the camera back on myself and flashed the smile that everyone wanted to see. 
“I’m okay, I promise. Thanks for all the love. I’ll be back soon!” I smiled again, doing my best to fight back angry, hot tears that threatened in the corner of my eyes. 
“Bey’s besties are best!” I added, another old habit. 
I closed the Live and powered my phone off. The black brick felt hot in my hand. My thumb hovered over the power button. It tempted me to turn it back on. I could call Keenan. I could try to talk to him one more time, make him understand. I could try to call Bob and see if we could reach some kind of civil agreement. 
My mind floated back to my kitchen table just a few weeks ago. Bob had invited himself over for dinner to discuss the launch strategy for another new flavor Belly Blaster, that nasty drink that claimed it made people skinny, but really, it made them sick. These magic little shakes were made with white kidney beans, a GLP1, and other supplements in a proprietary concoction. They were designed to block absorption and reduce hunger cravings, supporting weight management. They tasted like ass, but no one could deny we were all addicted to the way they made us skinny. 
Keenan was all for the promotional shoot with me in a matching pink bikini. They made big plans without ever even asking me a single time if I had any input or reservations. Somewhere along the lines, I’d become their SHL Barbie. Boobs and a flat stomach, that was all I was to them. 
At some point, I clapped my hand on the table. It was barely enough to get their attention. I gave it my all anyway. I laid it all out for them—how I was feeling, what I needed from them. Keenan’s face went white; he buried his eyes in his phone and left me to fight alone. Bob’s face went red, and his hands balled into fists. 
Bob looked me right in the eyes and said, “Don’t you dare speak these things out loud ever again. Your life, your freedom, is all thanks to SHL. Don’t forget it. I have plenty of things to leak across the internet about you if you ever try anything.” 
I knew he was referring to images from one of our early photoshoots, where he coerced me into revealing my whole body in the name of showing people how well the product could cut into the very matter of your being.
Those words were enough to keep me quiet a few weeks ago, but now they added fuel to my fire. I’d never felt more alone, even though I was surrounded by people. I was ready to burn my life down and start over, even if it meant losing the luxury and my decency. 
I turned the phone around in my hand. It wasn’t too late; I could get back in line. I looked out over the ocean one more time. Now or never. The image of Keenan, sitting at the table, silent, letting Bob verbally undress me, was my deciding factor. I’d rather be alone than have people around me who were willing to abuse me in the name of profit for one more second. 
I threw my phone in my shiny black suitcase. It landed on top of a hot pink cocktail dress that I’d packed to wear to one of the events. My eyes locked on the high-end fabric and the piece of technology that had changed my life … for the worse. They were everything that SHL represented, and I never wanted either of them again. 
I could finally see what SHL Lifestyle really was: a cult. Not the kind of cult that locks people away from the world or hates the government. 
SHL had become the kind of cult that locks you in and steals your soul … promises you the world but guts your health and sanity in the process … fakes your identity and changes your ethos. The kind of cult that steals your being, one calorie at a time. 
I could finally admit it. This was a cult of a different kind. 
I wanted out.
I needed out.
My life depended on it. 






  
  Chapter 2

Now: Keenan


The sun pooled in the room. I opened my eyes and stretched. My hand felt the empty space next to me. The bitch was gone. The bed, all mine. I pulled the comforter over my head and let the sound of the soft waves below the bamboo floor lull me back to sleep.  
When I woke for the second time hours later, the sun was high above the villa, and the room was still, quiet. I sat up in bed and admired the view. It was an incredible sight. I’d never had such a good night’s sleep. They weren’t lying: this overwater bungalow was magic. 
“Bey?” I called. Only the sound of the water answered me.
I looked at my phone; it was 9:45 a.m. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d slept in that late.
I padded to the bathroom. Peeing while looking out over the ocean was a whole new experience. An experience beyond my groggy, morning brain’s wildest imagination. I smiled. My dick went a little hard. 
I grabbed my phone and looked for a message from Bey. I expected to see an update of some stupid Hot Pilates class or brunch with her besties. My phone had many notifications, but I had nothing from her since her Starbucks order at the airport the day before. 
Out of habit, I looked around the room to make sure she wasn’t about to walk in. The bungalow remained quiet, empty. I clicked the app that looked like a regular old calculator on my home screen. It opened my messages with Amber. She had sent me all kinds of exciting things over the course of the night. I stirred and went hard. Beylynn hadn’t made me feel like this in years. 
Good morning, sexy. 
I replied with a kissing face emoji. I snapped a picture of my bulge and sent it back. God, you make me hot. Can I see you? 
I looked out over the ocean, toward the main resort. It was just far enough away that I couldn’t make out the people milling about on the beach. I imagined Amber was out there somewhere, waiting for me. 
I made myself a cup of something from the fancy coffee machine. While it brewed, I schemed ways to fit in a little action with Amber on the trip. I had a whole line-up of meetings and networking crap I was told to be Bey’s arm candy at, but there would surely be time. It wasn’t like Bey wanted to hang out with me anyway. 
My phone buzzed in my hand. I knew it wasn’t Amber because her messages never notified me, just in case someone—Beylynn Briggs, my wife of seven years too many—happened to walk by and see. 
It was Bob Riechart, of course. That man ran an empire from his phone and never went more than a few seconds without checking in with one or all his top people. 
The message simply said: Where’s Beylynn?
I don’t know. I just woke up. She’s not here … probably doing yoga or something?
I walked out to the patio and sat in the umbrella chair. Something about looking out at the expanse of the ocean in my underwear with a cup of fresh coffee made me feel like I was on top of the world. 
My phone vibrated again. I checked everywhere. She’s supposed to be at this round table. She’s not. 
I walked to the side of the villa. One of the two paddleboards tethered to the side of the tiki was gone. She took the paddleboard. I shot back. She must be there somewhere. 
She’s not. 
I sat back down in the chair. I wanted to enjoy my coffee with a view and worry about anything other than my wife. Bob had always had a hard-on for her from the moment her conventionally pretty, skinny self signed up for the program. He knew she had potential, and she’d lived up to every bit of it. She made him—and us—money, hand over fist. 
He kept close tabs on her for a reason. But I didn’t need to. This view was so much better without her. 
My mind drifted back to the first time I met her. She was shy, meek even. I could see her beauty under her glasses and oversized knit sweater, but I knew most of the guys missed her. She blended right in. From the first time I’d laid eyes on her, I knew she was something special. I just didn’t know how right I was going for the undermarketed girl. 
I leaned back and let the sun warm my face. When I closed my eyes, I smiled. With my help, Beylynn had turned into everything I needed and more. Hot. Smart but not too smart. Successful. My friends used to joke that I’d picked a lame duck, but in the end, I’d been right.
The ding of my phone zapped the thoughts from my mind. Get over here. I’m going to get the hotel staff to search for her. 
I sat down in the chair and sipped my coffee. My eyes darted over the horizon; I saw half a dozen fishing boats, probably returning for the day, a speedboat, and a few people paddleboarding. None of them was skinny enough to be Beylynn. Her long legs, tanned skin, and long blonde hair weren’t easily confused with the middle-aged, sagging people trying to master the art of balancing on water. If it were her on any of the boards, she would be full of grace and self-confidence. She was made for any athletic endeavor, and she’d been on the SHL supplements for long enough that there wasn’t an ounce of extra anything anywhere on her body. 
Beylynn was just the kind of person you saw, really saw. That’s why people loved her. That’s why she’d amassed a following of three million people. People loved to look at her. They wanted to be near her. For most of them, social media was as good as it got. 
I leaned my head back and let the sun warm my face. Other people might miss her, but I sure as hell didn’t. This was the most peaceful morning I’d had in a long time.
My phone buzzed. Get here now. 
“Why are you so obsessed with her?” I asked out loud.

      [image: image-placeholder]“Finally! What took you so long?” Bob yelled as I maneuvered the paddleboard toward the dock. He paced back and forth, waving his hands at me as if that would somehow make me go faster. 
“Chill, man.” I jumped from the board to the landing. It wasn’t as graceful as I’d imagined in my head. 
He grabbed my upper arm, hard. I could feel his intensity pulsing from his fingers through my sleeve and into my skin. 
I yanked my arm backward to break free. 
He stumbled backward, and I hoped, for just a second, he’d fall into the water behind him. 
He didn’t. 
“Let’s go!” Bob said. 
“Hold up. I’ve gotta do the board.” I tethered it into place and told myself to take some deep breaths before I ended up clocking Bob square in that dentured smile. 
“I’m only going to say this once, Kennan. We’ve got to find her. This is bad, and your nonchalant attitude isn’t going to help. You know she was spiraling. Did you even watch her Live last night? What if she’s off doing something stupid? We’ve got to control this situation.” His words barely snuck through his clenched teeth. 
“Control her, you mean?”
“Exactly! You know how she can be, and she’s getting worse. And don’t make me remind you, we’re in this together.”
“You need to chill,” I said again. “She’s been gone for, what, twenty minutes? How much damage could she do in that time? If you push her too hard, she really will do something stupid.”
“She’s been gone a whole lot longer than that. No one has seen her today. When was the last time you saw her?”
“I don’t know … I think we went to bed around ten.”
“So, it’s been twelve hours.”
“She didn’t leave last night. I would have heard her. Not to mention, it’s pitch black out there at night. That’s sort of the point of this place, stars and all. She could have left this morning. The sun’s only been out for a couple of hours.”
“She hasn’t been on social, she didn’t show up to the team yoga at eight. This is bad.” He went back to pacing. 
I ran my hands through my hair, still wet from the amazing outdoor shower. My stomach growled. All I wanted to do was go to the breakfast buffet and kick off the day with an organic omelet and a Bloody Mary. I started to walk toward the lodge to do just that. 
“Where are you going?!” 
“I’m starving. I’m going to go get breakfast.”
“What the hell? Do you know how bad this is going to look as soon as others realize? She’s the it girl. She needs to be here.”
“I’m sure she’s just taking a little break.” I took another step toward the beach. 
“We need to talk to the security team.”
“Give her a minute … damn.”
“You do realize you were the last one to be with her, right? And you do realize they always suspect the husband above anyone else. You’re not exactly in a position for this to go well for you. I’d suggest you take this seriously.”
I sighed and ran my hand through my hair. “Fine.” This wasn’t what I’d hoped for our vacation. 
Bob leads me to the security office, to the side of the open-air lobby. He knocked on the door like he owned the place. 
A portly, middle-aged man jumped as if he’d just seen a ghost. 
I had to stifle a laugh. There was no way this man would be of any help. 
“Hi, I’m Dr. Bob Reichart, and we have a problem.” Bob doesn’t waste any time. 
The man sat up straighter in his chair as color drained from his face. 
“How can I help you, sir?”
“His wife is missing!”






  
  Chapter 3

Then: Beylynn 



My mouth gaped. The ornate house the Uber dropped me in front of looked like it fell straight out of a magazine—every hedge was perfect, the grass was clipped much more precisely than any patch on my body, and the cars out front were chic. The whole place reeked of money. 
It took every bit of courage to convince myself to get out of the car. On the sidewalk, the soles of my kitten heels stuck to the stamped concrete walkway. Through the crystal-clear bay windows, I could see that the party was in full effect. 
My mind told me to run for the hills. This place was far too good for me. Making friends as an adult is hard. It’s even harder when you don’t have a designer baby on your hip or a decade-old friendship built on sorority days to fall back on. I had nothing. Not even a nice purse to carry. 
As a new transplant to Atlanta, I was keenly aware of how much I would stick out at a gathering of this caliber. We’d barely been in the city for a month, and with nothing to our names besides a handful of wedding gifts, the promise of a good job for him, and the budding social media following I had begun to curate. 
On paper, the move had felt like a grand adventure with my new husband. In reality, it was lonely. He worked a lot. I’d yet to decide what to do with myself besides post video diaries on TikTok and highly filtered shots on my Instagram as if I really loved this city. The job search had not yielded anything for me; I was nothing more than a wannabe influencer. I had nothing of my own to stand on.
We felt lucky to have secured a tiny studio apartment in the Reynoldstown neighborhood, but it was nothing like this utopia I’d landed in. We didn’t have anything to justify my invite to this Ladies' Night. I had only come because the host happened to find me via Instagram and slipped into my DMs. That’s how desperate I’d become. I said yes without asking any questions. 
I came, low-key hoping for a chance to make a friend or two. Hoping for an in to some group in this city that seemed filled with lifetime best friends. I just need one person to make me feel less alone, thousands of miles from home. 
I gathered my courage and squared my shoulders. I rang the doorbell. The heavy, wrought iron door swung open. I was met with a wave of perfume, flawless make-up, and a million conversations happening at once. The woman, dressed impeccably from head to toe, met me with a big smile and a “Hello!” slathered in southern charm. 
“Hi, I’m Beylynn,” I said. My skin prickled under my shirt. Had I forgotten deodorant? Her face was blank.
“You messaged me yesterday on Instagram and invited me.” The words tumbled out of my mouth. I was incredibly conscious of just how eager I sounded. 
“Oh! That would have probably been my sister-in-law, Sarah! This is her house.”
“Oh, I’m sorry. You two look a lot alike from what I saw of her pictures.”
“I know.” She giggled and brought a flute of something to her mouth. “We get that a lot. I guess my brother went for the familiar! He picked a wife who looks just like his mom, and me by extension.” 
I laughed, but then grimaced when the laugh sounded fake, even to me. 
She probably noted all the changes my face underwent in a matter of seconds. I waited for her to turn and dart. Instead, she stuck out her hand. “I’m Rachel.” 
The gesture surprised me. I worried that my face was doing another round of contortions, but as I slid my hand into hers, all I could focus on was Rachel’s soft, warm. It felt a little bit damp, as if she was nervous, like me. 
“I’m Beylynn. I just moved to Atlanta for my husband’s job. I don’t know anyone here yet, so when she invited me, I decided to come.”
“Ah, well, on behalf of the Jacks family, welcome!”
Rachel swung the door open wider and smiled again. 
This was how every murder mystery I’d ever read began … trusting someone you didn’t know. I walked inside anyway. 
Standing in the foyer, I couldn’t help but notice how the beauty inside outshone the outside. Everything looked like it was straight out of a Martha Stewart advertisement. 
Rachel interrupted my silent admiration. “Let me show you to the kitchen.” 
As she turned and skirted the party, I couldn’t help but stare at the group of women in the living room. They didn’t notice me. 
The kitchen was blindingly white. 
“It’s quieter here, and there’s champagne.” She giggled and grabbed two flutes from a tray on the island, passing one my way. 
I accept and nod my thanks. 
“So, Beylynn. That’s quite the name.”
“Yeah, I’m from New Mexico. It’s a western name, I guess.”
Rachel whistles. “New Mexico, wow. You’re a long way from home.”
“It is. I still can’t get over how big this city is. Driving is so scary here!”
“Ha! I guess that’s probably true. I grew up here, so I don’t know any difference. I’ve never been to New Mexico.”
I sigh. “You aren’t missing much. My husband and I met in high school, but we both wanted out. He took the first job he got, working at a small credit union. Happened to be here in good ‘ole Georgia. I don’t know that we’ll ever move back …”
“Are you homesick?”
“I miss my mom. My dad died a few years ago. My guts twist at the thought of Mom all alone, but she’s lived there her whole life. I don’t miss the state, though. It’s much prettier here, and there’s so much more to do.”
There’s a clink from the other room.
Rachel rolled her eyes. “Oh, that’s probably Sarah.” 
I laughed—and it felt good, like the first hit of a good glass of wine. I hadn’t laughed like that in forever. 
“She’s the belle of the ball, always has been, but tonight is extra special because she has a program for us.”
“What do you mean?”
“Oh, sweetie. Sarah didn’t say why she invited you? She probably wanted you to come because she knew you were fresh meat. Her friend, Bob, is coming to tell us about a new business he started.”
My face went hot. I was so stupid. I tried to remember her message, but I could only recall the gist of it: You came up in my Explore tab. I saw you’re new here, so I wanted to invite you to a gal's night I’m having tomorrow. She didn’t mention anything formal.
“Don’t worry, she would have hoodwinked me, too, if my brother hadn’t mentioned it.” 
She grabbed my hand and dragged me to the living room. In the center of a high-quality, plush rug stood a more plastic version of Rachel … Sarah. They really did look a lot alike, same blonde hair, fit bodies, same height. Sarah had an even more stately outfit, complete with feathers around the wrists and several extra layers of makeup caked on her face. She was tanner than the leather couch several women perched on the edge of. 
An older man stood next to her. He was wearing a three-piece navy-blue suit. His hair was slicked back and gelled into place. A gold watch sparkled on his left arm. If I didn’t know better, I would have thought he was a funeral director. 
Rachel pulled us to the side of the room, where we found a spot between a group of women and the wall. “Here we go,” She murmured. I had no idea what we were in for, but I was thankful to not be alone. 
The man cleared his throat, and the room fell quiet as all eyes turned to him. He smiled and the room did, too. It felt like he could start a eulogy at any moment. 
His suit fit him like a glove. His shoes were shinier than the marble floors, which was saying something because they were awfully polished. His face was chiseled, experienced, while his salt and pepper hair was hard to miss. 
The women in the room leaned closer, waiting for him to start. 
“Hi, ladies. I’m Bob, and I’m glad you were able to join me tonight. I have exciting news for you.” His voice was thick and husky. I fell under his spell, along with the rest of them. He sucked me right in. Whatever he was going to try to sell us, I was ready to open my wallet. 
“I’m a doctor first, but I’m also a dad, a husband, and an entrepreneur. I’ve spent my career helping people live skinnier, happier lives.” He paused as his eyes swept the room. I swear he singled me out. 
I sucked in my stomach. 
“But we all know that’s not easy. In fact, losing weight is one of the hardest things people can do. Keeping it off is nearly impossible. That’s where my research comes in. With a team of incredible scientists, we’ve developed a system that allows people to lose weight and improve their lives with an easy daily routine.”
I snuck a glance around the room. It was like he was offering salvation to a group of women who were dying to be skinny. Judging by the big eyes and eager smiles, it was clear that every one of us wanted whatever he had. 
“Women need this product. Hell, men do, too. It will change lives and revolutionize the health of Americans. I’m certain the world is about to change. Along with my team, we have engineered the future. But I can’t usher it in alone. That’s where you come in. I am a nerdy scientist, but you are the catalysts for change in this community, and your friends are the catalysts for change in their communities. Together, we can change the shape of the world.”
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw several big smiles. The crowd seemed to be moving closer to him. 
“Sarah here, who we all know and love, has given you an amazing opportunity. If you decide to become an SHL Lifestyle Ambassador tonight, you’ll be among the first to experience life-changing results, but you can also build the first teams and make life-changing money.”
Bob led us down to the basement of Sarah’s house to their home theater room—a room I didn’t know people could simply have. On the screen was a presentation he used to detail all the science behind the products and how SHL Ambassadors' lives would change. 
When Bob got to the end of his speech, whoops erupted through the room, and I couldn’t help but join in. Some small part of my brain wondered if this was too good to be true, but I was swept up in the moment. The opportunity. The chance at a job. The payment structure he went over in detail. The energy of the room. But mostly, I was swept up in wanting a house like Sarah’s. A life like Sarah’s. 
I didn’t want to be Beylynn from New Mexico anymore. I wanted to be Beylynn with a brand. Beylynn with a business—and Bob stood in front of me, paving the roadway. I couldn’t say no. 
“Scan the QR code on the card,” he said. “All the information I went over is on this website. When you’re ready, sign up to be among the first level of ambassadors. I’m going to give this group one week to make a move. After that, the SHL Ambassador program will open to anyone in the world.”
He walked around the room and shook each woman’s hand, passing his business card with each transaction. When he got to me, he looked me right in the eyes. They twinkled. 
My knees shook a little. I didn’t need to read the website. I didn’t need any more information or convincing. I mentally signed up the moment he looked at me. 
I knew right then and there that we were going to change the shape of the world together. 






  
  Chapter 4

Now: Keenan 



The security center might as well have been a tiki bar with bamboo stalks glued to the wall and a mural of the beach behind it. The Reggae music beating in the background and the security officer with his feet up on the desk did nothing to instill confidence in me that this rent-a-cop was going to help us find Beylynn. 
I took a deep breath and remembered who we were dealing with. Since the day we met in school, Beylynn had been high maintenance. She thought she was too good for the Land of Enchantment, and acted like it, too. The bigger her following grew over the years, the more drama she seemed to create. This was nothing more than a stunt. 
Just one of her ploys to get more attention, I assured myself. It had to be. A thin line of sweat broke out on my brow. This couldn’t turn into anything more than a sob story she’d share with her followers. They’d eat this bullshit up by the spoonful. 
Time was passing, and there still was no sign of her. Part of me wondered if I should start to worry. If it were anything more, this would inevitably all come back on me somehow. The whole thing with Amber would probably come out, and so would the fact that Bey and I fought. A lot. It wouldn’t look good for me. 
I fingered the black and gold TAG Heuer watch on my wrist. Beylynn had given it to me for my last birthday. I still couldn’t believe she’d dropped nearly $10,000 on it. It was even harder for me to accept that she made more in a month than I made all year. Another round of annoyance flared. I hated admitting that she had become more than the breadwinner in our family, but I hated the idea of losing her income even more. She better turn up soon. 
“Sir, I don’t understand. Please sit,” the security guard said. 
I blinked and refocused on the conversation in front of me. I needed to look every bit the worried husband. I noticed a name badge engraved with the name Dave in gold letters. I said a little prayer that Dave would mop this up quickly. 
Bob didn’t sit. I didn’t, either. 
“I’m Dr. Bob Reichart. Founder and CEO of SHL Lifestyle. Our team is staying at the resort this week.” 
“Yes, sir. I’m aware of who you are. We appreciate your trust in our property, and we are here to serve you. How can I help you?”
“As I said—his wife, Beylynn Briggs, is missing!” Bob jabbed a finger my way. 
“Can you tell me what happened?” Dave coaxed. He sat up straighter in his chair. The lines in his forehead deepened, and I could have sworn I saw his whole career flash before his eyes. 
“These two were staying in one of the overwater tikis. Number two, right? Right, Keenan?”
I cleared my throat. “Yes, we’re in number two. We went to bed last night as usual, and when I woke up, she was gone. One of the two paddle boards wasn’t there, so I assume she had gone back over to the resort on it at some point this morning.”
Dave put his hands together and looked around the space. “As you know, this is a big facility. We have three overwater tiki huts and nearly two acres of onshore accommodations, restaurants, and lounge areas. It is just very likely she is somewhere at the resort. Have you tried calling her?”
“What do you think, we’re idiots?!” Bob got right in the man’s face and yelled. Dave instinctively leaned back in his chair. “She’s not answering.”
“I understand. I’m going to walkie my team now and have them look for her all around the property, okay? Please sit.”
I took stock and rearranged my face to that of pure worry. I perched on the chair and waited for the security team to find her. Dave pulled an industrial-looking walkie-talkie from his belt. He twisted a knob and then said into the box, “Orange Alert. I repeat, Orange Alert.”
The machine cackled with static, but no one responded. 
“We are looking for a female guest, blonde hair, around age thirty. Name is Beylynn. Please check all your mandated areas and report back,” he barked into the walkie. How did he know so much about her? Then again, a lot of people know a great deal about my wife. 
Dave twisted the knob and set the walkie in front of him. 
Soon, the room filled with reports coming over the air. “South pool, clear.” 
“Catamaran Bar, clear.” 
“North adult-only pool, clear.” 
“Building C pool, clear.”
On a clipboard, he checked off each area one by one as the all-clear signals came in. The list dwindled with nothing to show for their efforts. The small seed of worry began to grow in my gut. It began to seem that Beylynn was pulling a bigger prank than I thought. That’s all this is, I reminded myself. 
Bob rubbed his forehead. He looked as though he’d aged ten years in the last ten minutes. 
When the last all-clear message came in, Dave clipped his walkie-talkie back to his belt loop. He looked over the paper and twisted his pen. A line of sweat clung to his hairline. He chewed on his lip. “Well, sirs. I don’t want to worry you, but we’re almost always able to locate someone with the Orange Alert process we just used. The cops don’t typically like to come unless the person has been missing for more than twelve, sometimes twenty-four hours, but in this case—I think we can persuade them to come sooner.”
“I’ll call them now,” Bob said. He pulled out his phone and dialed 911. It only rang once before an operator got a quick run-down in Bob’s terse and demanding way. His delivery worked. The dispatcher promised police would arrive soon. 
The three of us waited for officers in the covered reception area. I looked over the pools and the clear ocean beyond. My emotions swung from a little nagging fear to sheer annoyance. All I wanted was to lie next to the water and enjoy cocktail after cocktail. I didn’t want to deal with Beylynn’s bullshit for another second. I didn’t want to have to mask for much longer. 
Bob and I sat in the security office and waited for the police to arrive. For a minute, I toyed with walking away and going to find said cocktail, but before I got brave enough, a police cruiser pulled up. Two cops walked up the steps with a cool, in-charge demeanor. I pushed my cravings away and plastered on a smile. I didn’t need to be sipping a Mai-Thai while they looked for my wife. 
“Officers, hi. I’m Dave Rodriguez. Head of security. Thanks for coming.” 
The officers nodded and introduced themselves. I couldn’t focus on their names. I told myself that this would all be over soon enough. I would have a drink in hand, poolside, in minutes. Ideally, with Amber in a bikini nearby. 
“There seems to be just a little mix-up,” Dave said. He added a nervous little chuckle, clear that he, too, wanted this to be over sooner rather than later. 
One of the cops pulled a little notebook out of his breast pocket. It felt like I had been cast in some movie that I didn’t sign up for. 
“His wife, Beylynn, is missing. We’ve searched the property, but we can’t seem to locate her.” Dave shifted his weight. A bead of sweat ran down his temple. 
One of the police officers asked if there was a room we could talk in, as a group of scantily clad women walked by. I forced myself to keep my eyes off them. 
“Yes, yes, right this way.” Dave led them back to his office. It was far too small and hot for all of us. The air was hot, stale. Sweat began to gather on my temples, too. 
An officer turned to me. “Tell me what you know.” 
I repeated the same story I had all morning. 
“When did you see her last?” 
“Last night. I fell asleep. I must have slept hard because I didn’t wake up until after nine, which is unlike me. I didn’t hear a thing.”
“So, the last time anyone saw her for sure was last night? About what time?” The cop pushed his hair out of his eyes with his pen.
Bob and I looked at each other. He nodded, encouraging me to go on. “I think I went to bed around ten. She was still up, looking at her phone.” 
“What was her mood like yesterday and last night?”
“I don’t know. Fine?” 
“We looked her up on the way over here,” the other cop said. She took a step closer to me. I could see anger building in her eyes. 
I forced myself to keep my face still. I didn’t know if Beylynn’s constant online presence would help or hurt in this situation. 
The cop raised one of her eyebrows. “Were you aware of the Instagram Live she did last night?” She was too close for comfort. 
“I don’t know. Maybe. She does them all the time. I don’t always watch them.”
“She said she was going through some stuff and needed to take some time away. From what we know of her so far, that doesn’t seem like something she would normally share.”
“I don’t know. She shares everything. She could have just been talking about the fact that we’re on vacation and she wanted to enjoy it.” I silently cursed Beylynn for cataloging her drama in a way that made me look like the bad guy. 
“It sounded darker than that,” the cop pushed. I leaned back in my chair and told myself to stop fidgeting, but it was an itch I couldn’t help but scratch. Her stare bored into my head. I averted my eyes. 
“I don’t know. Hell, she could have just been doing it for sympathy for all I know. She’s a master at getting her followers to feel bad for her. It’s good for business, ya know.”
“Huh. So, she didn’t mention anything to you?”
“Listen, she wanted to stay in the room yesterday afternoon and rest. I went to the pool. We didn’t talk about anything.”
“And her stuff?”
“She left it all in the room. She didn’t take anything with her from what I can tell.”
“Did you try looking at her phone?”
I rubbed my forehead, mad at myself for not even considering her phone. I hated the way they were looking at me. They already had it out for me. I could tell. 
“I didn’t. I think it’s in the room.”
“Isn’t it weird that she left her phone? Didn’t you just say that she uses social media a lot? Wouldn’t she be the kind of person who would take her phone with her?”
“Maybe? Maybe not. We’re on vacation. I think she probably just went for a little bit of exercise. She’s always working out and stuff.”
“Okay, but when did you first notice her gone this morning?”
“I think I woke up around nine. Bob texted me shortly after that.”
The other cop flipped his wrist to look at his watch. I could see the numbers flash on the screen. It was already 11:34 a.m. My stomach growled. 
“Would she really paddleboard for over an hour? That would be exhausting in the ocean. We would have some concerns that she is stranded somewhere or worse.”
I didn’t reply. 
“Was she wearing a life vest?” the woman asked. 
“I don’t know. I didn’t look to see if they were both still on the hook.”
The other cop stood and took a couple of steps toward my chair. He was much more intimidating when he stood over me like that. “I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know … ” He sneered. “What do you know? Your wife is missing, and you don’t have a single shred of information for us. Do you know how this looks?”
I swallowed. Sweat made the back of my shirt stick to my hot skin. “I need your help,” My voice cracked on the word help. I hated how stupid I sounded. Get it together! I screamed at myself. 
The man’s fist collided with the table.  
I jumped. 
“Give us something!” he shouted. 
I had nothing. I was as small as the gum stuck to the bottom of his shoe. 
Bob cleared his throat. “Let’s go to the tiki. Maybe you guys will see something that Keenan didn’t?” 






  
  Chapter 5

Then: Beylynn 


The room buzzed. Bob had given us all an opportunity that could radically change our lives. How could we not be excited? And for the first time in a long time, I had a purpose. Promise of the future I’d always dreamed of swam through my veins. 
I wanted to help people, sure. But what I wanted was to help myself. I wanted to do something; I wanted to be like these women. I wanted to fit in a room like this, and the card in my hand felt like my ticket out of the mediocrity of my life. 
“Okay, ladies—I know when I’ve overstayed my welcome at a ladies’ night,” Bob said. 
Laughs bounced across the group. 
“Keep my card, think about it. Talk to your husbands. When you’re ready to change the shape of the world with me, scan that QR code, okay? Have questions? Call me. That’s my personal number on the card.” 
I looked around the room. Everyone was nodding. I didn’t see a single look of suspicion. That cemented my plans even more. 
“Final thought, then I’m leaving. By getting into this program at the ground floor, you will be a leader in this company. You will be among the first ambassadors. Don’t wait years and wish you had acted sooner. You only get this chance because you know Sarah.” 
A stab of anxiety cut through my center. I didn’t really know Sarah. I hadn’t even met her yet. She just happened to find my influencer-wannabe Instagram account and invited me here. Did it matter? I feared she wouldn’t accept me into this circle. 
“Cheers, ladies! Let’s change the shape of the world, okay?”
He raised his flute, and groups of women began clinking all around us. I held my glass up to Rachel. A look of confusion crossed her face; she didn’t pull her glass up. I pushed my glass higher up into the air. She finally met my glass with a half-hearted toast. 
“To changing the world,” I said. 
She didn’t respond. She clearly wasn’t as invested as the rest of us. A small part of me wanted to know what her deal was. The rest of me didn’t care. I was drunk on visions of wealth, planes, beaches, and friends. 
The women went back to their cliques. Conversations blurred together. I looked for a group I could join, but they all had their backs to me. Everyone seemed to know each other, I didn’t have a good way to break into one of the groups. 
I turned and saw Rachel heading back toward the kitchen. 
I followed her. 
She picked up a plate and began to make herself a spread from the carefully crafted charcuterie boards in front of us. I wasn’t hungry, but I did the same. 
“So, are you going to join?” I couldn’t hold it in any longer.
“No … ” She grabbed a stack of crackers and leaned back against the counter. 
“Why not? You can’t pass this up … ”
“You know that saying, ‘When something seems too good to be true?’”
“Yeah … ” I looked at my shoes, suddenly feeling very self-conscious. 
“Well, this is probably too good to be true.” She took a big gulp of her wine. 
“No way, did we watch the same presentation? He has the data to prove it. The products work and being among the first to sell these supplements will be a huge deal.”
“Maybe.” She took another drink. 
“I don’t understand how you don’t see it, Rachel. I don’t even know you, but I don’t want you to miss this chance.” I took a step closer to her, searching her face. I wanted nothing more than for her to see things from my perspective. 
“Selling things is just not my thing. I’m not great at it. And I have a good job at a bank, Client Services Manager, in case you’re wondering.”
Something clicked in my mind. 
“Wait, really? This was meant to be! We were meant to meet.” I nearly dropped my plate in my excitement. 
“What?” She looked up from her glass.
“I’m not great at the numbers side of things—accounting, what have you. But I’m good at sales. I used to work at David’s Bridal, and I’m already working on building my online following. Let’s partner. I’ll do sales, you do the business admin type stuff.”
“Do you think wedding dresses and this stuff are the same?” She laughed. 
I popped an olive into my mouth. I focused on the saltiness of the olive instead of the shame coloring my cheeks. 
“Yeah, I do. Same audiences, right? Women. Women who want to look their best. If I can help people decide what to wear for the biggest day of their lives, why couldn’t I do this? And my online following is already skewed to women. I already have a solid foundation.”
Rachel swirled what was left of her wine around the glass. “Okay, maybe … ” 
“Okay, what?”
“Let’s be a team. We’ll see how it goes.”
“Are you serious?” I clapped my hands together. 
“Why not. You’re already in, and I saw the way Sarah was looking; she’s in. All I care about is beating her.”
“What’s that about?”
She waved a hand at the kitchen. “I mean, look at this place. She and my brother have it made. I just want to beat her at one thing.”
I ate another olive. “Let’s do it! I can’t wait. I think we’ll make a great team. Our skills complement each other. And getting in at the ground floor will make such a difference.”
“What did you say your name was?” she asked. 
I tried to hide the annoyance that threatened to paint my face. “Beylynn.”
“That’s right. It’s
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