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    First Edition


Prologue

	My husband kept me locked in our house for three years. Everyone said I was insane.

	I refused to believe them. I went looking for the truth.

	When I finally found it, it broke me a second time.

	


Chapter 3

	He left without answering.

	I stood barefoot in front of the full-length mirror.

	Under the hem of my dress, my ankles were thin, pale as the underside of a lily. Around the left ankle, there was a thick white ring of raised scar tissue — about the width of a thumb.

	Hypertrophic scarring. The body's overgrowth where the skin had been broken and refused to heal cleanly.

	Like a pale snake coiled around my ankle.

	It was where the iron cuff had bitten into me last year. Daniel had been afraid I would run after the miscarriage. So he had chained me in the basement.

	I picked up the water glass on the nightstand and threw it at the mirror.

	The mirror cracked into a hundred pieces and slid down the wall.

	I saw myself in every shard. Grieving. Crazed. Lost. Exhausted.

	The crash brought the housekeepers up.

	They didn't speak. They had cleaned up this kind of mess before. They just got to work.

	I could hear what they whispered as they walked away.

	That woman is insane.

	…

	Daniel Westbrook had been my whole world when I was young.

	We had dated for seven years. Through high school, through college, into our twenties.

	I had thought we would grow old together.

	Love had died in the second year of our marriage.

	When I had told him I was pregnant, the conflict in his face was something I would never forget.

	He had pulled me against his chest and explained, gently

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	


Chapter 4

	The house had a small garden. It was one of the few places I was allowed to walk by myself.

	The girl assigned to watch me had been replaced recently with someone new — a quiet, plain-faced young woman who carried herself like someone who had grown up in a kitchen. Hannah.

	I was kneeling in the rose bed, pruning back overgrowth, and Hannah was handing me tools as I needed them.

	Biscuit came pounding across the lawn and tried, badly, to sneak up and lick the back of my heel. I felt his hot breath give him away before he made contact.

	I picked a yellow petal off the ground and laid it on his wet nose.

	He went cross-eyed staring at it. I laughed.

	Biscuit was a golden retriever, three years old. Daniel had given him to me as a wedding present.

	He was sweet. He was clingy. He was always at my heel.

	Biscuit was unusually wired today. He kept lifting his head and listening.

	It was probably the wedding party next door. The neighbors had a daughter being married off this afternoon. The brass band had been warming up since noon.

	I asked Hannah if I could take Biscuit over to watch.

	She started shaking her head. She had her instructions: I wasn't to leave the property alone.

	I picked Biscuit up and showed her his huge wet brown eyes.

	She gave in. But she was coming with me.

	This was the first time I had walked through the front gate without Daniel Westbrook at my elbow.

	Biscuit was leash-trained. If I signaled him, he would bolt and pull me with him. The girl beside me was clearly soft and easy to lose in a crowd.

	I tightened my hand on the leash. Then I let go of the impulse.

	If I ran, Daniel would make Hannah's life hell. She would lose her job. Maybe worse.

	Both my parents were dead. I had grown up in foster care. Where would I even go?

	I stood frozen with the leash slack in my hand. Biscuit slipped his collar and disappeared into the crowd.

	The bride was being lifted into a white limousine. The brass band was playing. The drums were going. Cymbals were crashing in time at the front of the procession.

	A drum hit close to my ear. Then another. Then another.

	Something cold climbed up my back. The hair on the back of my neck rose. My fingers curled into themselves. My palms were soaked.

	Hannah was saying my name. She sounded like she was speaking from the other end of a long tunnel. The drums drowned her out.

	My breathing started coming in fast shallow gulps. My teeth were clattering against each other.

	My hand was reaching for something. There was nothing to hold.

	My knees buckled. The asphalt rose toward me.

	Just before the world went black, I felt hands catch me from behind.

	Through the gathering dark, I thought — for one fragment of a second — I saw Daniel's face.

	


Chapter 20

	After I failed to kill myself enough times, I got pregnant.

	He chained me in the barn. He used an iron cuff on my ankle.

	I scratched the word RUN onto the wooden wall with the shard of a broken bowl, over and over.

	Each time I dragged the shard through the wood, it was a release of something I could not let out any other way.

	The pile-up of days lost track of time. Only my widening belly, and the carvings on the wall, reminded me I was still alive.

	One day, the hollow was bustling.

	His mother — a woman with old burn scars across her own face — pulled me out of the barn.

	The community had bought another woman. Pretty. Pale. Frightened.

	She was being given to an older man whose previous bride had been beaten to death in an attempted escape.

	The mother kept whispering in my ear.

	"Be good and you'll suffer less."

	"Look at this girl. Quiet as a mouse. Old Smith will treat her like a queen. He'll never beat her if she behaves."

	The man buying me poked his finger into my temple. He said something obscene.

	I stood there in a torn coat with a belly several months along. My soul had gone somewhere else.

	Then — in the crowd — I met Daniel's eyes.

	The winter wind cut into my face. There was a sound like a freight train in my ears.

	He was so thin. There was exhaustion in every line of him.

	His eyes were the only thing I recognized. They were full of held-back grief and shame and rage.

	Daniel had come for me.

	It was over.

	But my body was destroyed. My soul was rotted. The memory was permanent.

	The police vehicles and the press came in just as Wade Renner was bringing the village elders over to bet on the gender of the baby.

	The cuffs went on him. He lunged at me and tore the sleeve of my coat.

	He locked eyes with the man who was holding me — with Daniel — and his face went wild.

	"You're my wife. That's my child. You'll never get out from under me."

	"You think he still wants you? Do you have any idea how many times I've had you?"

	"Damaged goods. You wouldn't get four thousand dollars now."

	Daniel beat him.

	Daniel beat him so badly that one of his fingers had to be amputated.

	The man was sentenced. He went to prison.

	I went off the second floor of a hospital that night.

	The baby died. My leg broke. I lived.

	


Chapter 21

	My mind was no longer the mind I had had.

	The doctors had a name for what was wrong with me. Severe PTSD with dissociative features. High suicide risk.

	Daniel brought me home. Over a year, the worst of the episodes came under control.

	I started, sometimes, to forget that I had been trafficked.

	The mind, in self-defense, will eat the memory of what it cannot survive.

	What I built in its place was a different story. In that story, the man who had hurt me was my husband.

	In that story, my baby had been killed because he had wanted her killed.

	In that story, every restriction, every locked door, every glass of milk, every needle, was an act of cruelty by the man I had married.

	The drugs in the milk had been antipsychotics. They had been keeping me from sliding back into another episode.

	The needle marks on my arm had been sedatives — administered while I was, in the middle of a dissociative break, trying to kill myself.

	The scars on my wrist had been put there by me. Repeatedly. Without my knowing it.

	I had cast the man who had saved me as the man who had ruined me.

	…

	Daniel.

	I am your burden.

	Why didn't you let me go?

	You could have had a real life.

	You shouldn't have given everything up for someone like me, with a body and a mind this damaged.

	


Chapter 22

	I ran out of the motel after midnight.

	The street was empty. There was no moon.

	The tears were unstoppable. The pain in my chest reminded me what kind of fool I had been.

	I needed to get back to him. I needed to put my face against his back and ask him —

	"Daniel. Even like this. Will you still have me."

	Past the end of the alley was a wide street. Cars came down it fast.
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