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				Noah’s cries cut into my chest. My eyes well up, and my throat thickens. I run a hand along the back of my six-day-old baby’s silky, perfectly shaped head, fighting back the rush of sadness that threatens to engulf me. His cries turn to whimpers and then silence.
			

			
				I jolt awake.
			

			
				My body breaks out in a cold sweat before I can identify the source of my unease. The first thing that reaches me is the sharp stench of fresh paint, as I struggle through a haze of consciousness, and with it, the feeling that something’s off. I strain my ears in the stillness of the house. No cries from Noah echoing down the hallway, no aroma of French roast brewing, and none of the usual noises from the kitchen.
			

			
				The weak Berkshires sun filters through the sheer curtains, and the nightstand clock displays 1:00 p.m. in neon green.
			

			
				What the hell?
			

			
				Since giving birth, I’ve developed the habit of waking up at 6:00 a.m. to feed Noah. Why have I overslept?
			

			
				I bolt up and recoil from the flare of pain in my head.
			

			
				“Todd?” I call out.
			

			
				My pulse races. My mouth is dry. I raise my head again. Dizziness and nausea hit me. I collapse back on the pillow and wait for the roiling in my stomach to subside.
			

			
				My mind is working overtime. Why did Todd and Connie let me oversleep, knowing how anxious I am about Noah? Since yesterday, he’s had a rash and a high fever. I researched his symptoms online. While rashes don’t indicate a dangerous condition, high temperatures are a cause to see a doctor. I’d wanted to rush him to the hospital last night … What happened?
			

			
				I try again. “Todd! Connie?”
			

			
				I make another effort to get out from under the blanket, but my head spins, and the floor ripples beneath me. I lose my footing, landing with a bang on my knees. The pain is instant. The floor is cold, as I crawl to the bathroom, my scalp damp from the effort. Please, please don’t let me throw up before I get there.
			

			
				I inhale deeply. What the hell is wrong with me?
			

			
				I struggle to remember last night. Todd and I ate dinner in front of the fireplace. He made a salad and broiled chicken. That’s all I recall; the rest is blurred against the fog in my mind. But now, inching forward on my knees, all I want is to get to my baby right away.
			

			
				Where is Connie? In the kitchen preparing Noah’s formula?
			

			
				At last, I manage to make my way to the bathroom before vomiting. Then, still on all fours, I struggle back to get my robe at the foot of the bed. Holding fast to the edge of the mattress, I steady myself, then stumble to the door and jerk it open before I barge into the hallway, ignoring the nausea and fatigue. Odors of paint and bleach get stronger.
			

			
				“Todd!” I scream into the empty hall. “Connie!” My voice echoes lifeless off the walls. Maybe this is just a nightmare?
			

			
				With shaky legs, I slog down the hall, one foot in front of the other.
			

			
				I shove open the door to Noah’s room. A gust of wind blows in through the open window overlooking the backyard.
			

			
				Stunned, I try to make sense of the scene in front of me. I shut my eyes tight, draw a calming breath, and then open them again.
			

			
				A full-blown panic forms in my throat, exploding in a scream.
			

			
				Noah’s crib and dresser are gone. No trace of his little clothes—the closet is open and empty. His room is bare, except for a rocking chair. Even the color of the walls has changed, from blue to white. Despite the newly painted room, the bleach, and the missing furniture, Noah’s scent still lingers in the air. A small part of my mind tells me I can’t smell my baby with the bleach and fresh paint, but I know that I do.
			

			
				I was bedridden most of my pregnancy, so Todd picked out all Noah’s baby things. A comforter adorned with a woodland scene, the stuffed blue bunny with its soft ears, the diaper bag with the teddy bears. Now they’re all gone. And so is Noah.
			

			
				I move my hand to my abdomen, and then to my engorged, leaking breasts. Where are you, my little man?
			

			
				Stumbling out of the empty nursery, I force my legs from room to room, each step growing heavier than the last, each door representing a new hope.
			

			
				I push open Connie’s door, which gives a squeak. The room is spotless, the bed made, complete with tight hospital corners. But her belongings are gone—the room stripped. Even her bathroom is spotless. But her scent lingers, lavender and something sweet, like bubblegum.
			

			
				My heart tightens. I’m accustomed to Todd disappearing for a day or two without explanation, but where’s Connie? She’s always here. She delivered Noah. Then she stayed on. Uncommunicative and hovering, Connie is efficient but not comforting. But now her absence unsettles me.
			

			
				I descend the stairs on rubbery legs. The kitchen and living room appear undisturbed. The heavy silence weighs me down.
			

			
				Hyperventilating now, I make my way to the garage. My candy red ‘65 Mustang, complete with silver rally stripes, still sits there, but Todd’s Toyota is gone. And in the middle of the driveway, the only thing left from Connie’s rusted Jeep is an oil stain.
			

			
				I try to convince myself that she must have gone out with Noah and will return soon, and that Todd has gone to work. But I know it’s wishful thinking. They’ve never left me alone. Something is wrong. One of them has always been close by, at times making me feel resentful.
			

			
				Two days earlier, over dinner, I said something to Todd that I’d been repeating since Noah was born. “Still, I don’t feel comfortable having Connie live with us.”
			

			
				“Just a few more days. You can use the help.”
			

			
				“I can easily manage taking care of my own baby.” I tried to keep the sharpness from my voice.
			

			
				He remained quiet; eyes glued to his grilled salmon. We spent the rest of the meal in silence.
			

			
				Now, the late November wind bites into my skin. “Todd.”
			

			
				I wait a moment.
			

			
				“Connie.” My throat burns.
			

			
				Thunder rumbles, as I make my way along the side of the house to the backyard. My breathing is ragged. I hardly have enough oxygen to call Todd’s name again.
			

			
				Pushing the pain in my lower belly out of my mind, I make my way back to the front of the house, where I stand in the middle of the driveway and slowly make a three-hundred-and-sixty-degree turn. And then again. And then again. Emptiness and silence surround me. Just the rasp of my breathing and the trees swaying in the wind.
			

			
				For a moment, I think I hear Noah crying in the distance. An unmistakable sound. A noise encoded in a mother to hear through walls—or through miles of wooded terrain. My breasts leak in response. Ignoring my aching body, I dash into the woods toward what I’m certain is the sound of my baby crying. I’m coming, Noah. I’m coming.
			

			
				A happier picture buds in my imagination. Connie has taken Noah for a walk. I gain strength from it.
			

			
				The cry sounds again. Panting and clawing my way through thick bushes, thorns snagging my robe, I head deeper into the woods, hopping over tree roots and rocks and splashing through patches of mud. Connie and my baby are out here. I trip and fall, scraping my palms and already throbbing knees. Unable to rise, I claw wildly at a vine.
			

			
				Wheezing, I manage to get to my feet, each gasp of air burning my throat.
			

			
				Just then, the baby’s cries stop.
			

			
				A twig snaps. Is someone behind me? A sharp tingle of fear crawls up the back of my neck. I whirl. Nothing but the soggy crush of leaves under my feet—nothing but the distant crack of thunder.
			

			
				The first buds of hope die. No Noah. No Todd. No Connie. Just a chorus of trees rustling in the wind that, to my ears, sounds more like hissing.
			

			
				 
			

			
				.     .     .
			

			
				 
			

			
				Against the wind, I make my way back toward the house. Maybe Todd left a note on the fridge door. A little spark of hope ignites in my heart. As I approach the front door, I see something small and white on the ground.
			

			
				Amidst the wet leaves is one of Noah’s white socks, soiled from the earth. I it and hold it to my nose, inhaling my child’s sweet scent. A vivid image of Noah lying in his crib flashes before my eyes.
			

			
				Collapsing, I fold myself into a tight ball, and let out an animal howl, thinking how cold my sweet little boy will be without his sock.
			

			
				Eventually, the shudders that rack my body subside, and, with Noah’s sock still clutched in my fist, I limp through the front door to the kitchen.
			

			
				There is no note.
			

			
				The world is spinning around me, again, and I take the stairs up to our bedroom on all fours. Bracing myself against the wall, I rise and make my way to Todd’s closet, which only yesterday was filled with neatly hung clothes and precisely lined up shoes on the floor. Now, it is empty. With jerky motions, I yank out bureau drawers, confirming what I already know.
			

			
				I’m running different scenarios through my head. Nothing makes sense. Back downstairs in the laundry room, I dig through a pile of dirty clothes. There is no trace of anyone’s clothes but mine.
			

			
				I fumble my phone from my purse, which hangs in the kitchen by the back door, and punch in Todd’s cell. Pacing five steps to the sink, four to the table, then back to the sink, I listen to a voice message. The number you have dialed is no longer in service.
			

			
				Next, I try Todd’s real-estate office in Albany, but I get the same message. And to top it all off, I can’t reach Connie. Her cell’s disconnected, too.
			

			
				Where are they? Noah needs to see a doctor. What if his condition has worsened? I can’t bear the thought. Then I realize something: stripped of Todd’s and Connie’s and Noah’s things, the house looks as if no one else lives here but me. And it finally dawns on me that Todd is not going to call, explaining he took Noah for a ride, and that he’s sorry he caused me grief.
			

			
				And with that understanding, I dial the Becket Police Department.
			

			
				“My baby has disappeared.” I fight to keep my voice calm. Tears burn. The words rush from my mouth as I tell the officer what’s happened.
			

			
				“Can you repeat that? I’m having a difficult time understanding you.” The police officer sounds bored, as if disappearing babies are something of a daily occurrence.
			

			
				Between sobs, I do my best to explain. I give him mine and Todd’s name.
			

			
				“An officer will be there shortly,” he informs me.
			

			
				“How fast? This is an emergency.”
			

			
				“About twenty minutes.”
			

			
				My shoulders sag with the tiniest bit of relief. Help is coming.
			

			
				I begin counting the minutes.
			

			
				 
			

		


			
				CHAPTER 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				The house is quiet, a hollow echo of how I feel. But other sounds magnify—the creak of the old building settling, the wind slapping the clapboard. After several minutes of pacing, I go outside to wait. Lightning crackles across the sky. I glance at my watch. Seven minutes. Ten minutes. Fifteen minutes. With each passing moment, my panic rises higher and higher.
			

			
				My arms ache to hold Noah, my little bundle of joy and happiness.
			

			
				He started coughing and sounded congested. I wanted to rush him to the hospital last night … Todd said we would. Then everything dissolved into a fog. What happened last night?
			

			
				From the first moment I saw Noah, I was completely smitten. He was perfectly formed, a cherub straight from heaven. You always hear that babies are ugly at birth, wrinkled and red and resembling little apes. Not my baby. Noah is beautiful. His resemblance to Todd is striking. Noah has his father’s large eyes and beautifully shaped head.
			

			
				I had a difficult pregnancy. I was bedridden for eight months. Level three. That’s how the doctor described it to me. This meant I couldn’t stand for more than five minutes. My activities limited to taking showers, puttering around, and resting. Not until I held my squirming newborn son in my arms did I finally relax. I knew then that if anything happened to him, I wouldn’t survive.
			

			
				It’s funny. As soon as I met Todd, I began to see myself as the mother of a brood of children, picturing my offspring lined up by age, Todd and I standing proudly in their midst. And Noah, our first, gave me so much pleasure, I didn’t even mind rushing to him in the middle of the night whenever he cried. I welcomed the warmth of his soft little body, loved nursing him and then rocking him gently back to sleep.
			

			
				A year ago, my best friend, Luanne, suggested I try Dating.com. I was burned out from a recently ended relationship and not at all sure I was ready for another battle with love. But I opened an account and scanned the profiles of men I might be interested in meeting, telling myself I would just check it out. But Todd’s ad caused me to take notice.
			

			
				In his photo, he was looking straight into the camera with a wide smile and a twinkle in his eyes. But it was what he’d written that really caught my attention. He said that he was marriage minded and wanted to have a baby right away. I remember thinking, This guy’s going to save my life.
			

			
				I don’t like to think of myself as a wimp, but I met Todd at the most vulnerable time of my life. I was hounded by uncertainty after breaking up with George—uncertainty and, as much as I hated to admit it, burgeoning anxiety that took the form of debilitating anxiety attacks and a reluctance to leave the house wherever possible. And, tragically, for someone who loved cars as much as I do, a fear of driving, too.
			

			
				Our first telephone conversation lasted half an hour. Todd brought up babies right away. He was charming and interested in me. That was eleven months ago. I got pregnant two months later. I was grateful for the stability and security Todd was offering. I thought I loved him. And I was sure that having a baby would fix everything that was wrong in my life.
			

			
				Now, as I plod up and down the driveway waiting for the officer, I play back the months Todd and I spent together. He never told me much about himself, turning stiff when I wanted to know more about his past, his family. His memories, he had said, were vague. His parents drowned when he was young. His grandmother raised him. I hadn’t pushed the point. I knew what loss felt like.
			

			
				Still awaiting the officer, I recall the day Todd and I decided to stop at a diner after I’d had a checkup to confirm my pregnancy—although I knew already. I experienced all the signs: sore breasts, fatigue, a late period. We’d gone to the office of a doctor a friend of Todd’s recommended, a Dr. Bryson in Albany, who gave us the good news. But my happiness was somewhat marred by Dr. Bryson’s diagnosis of gestational hypertension, a condition characterized by high blood pressure during pregnancy. He stressed that the earlier in pregnancy hypertension appears, the greater the risk of problems developing, restricting me to bed rest for the duration of the pregnancy.
			

			
				“Salad with grilled chicken on top and a glass of milk for the lady,” Todd told the waitress when she came to take our order.
			

			
				When I started to disagree, because I resented him ordering for me, Todd reached over and grabbed my hand, silencing me.
			

			
				“And a hamburger for me. Well done, please.”
			

			
				“Why did you do that?” I said after the waitress was gone, massaging the place where his nails had dug into my palm.
			

			
				“Bree, you’re eating for two people now. What did you have for breakfast?”
			

			
				“Eggs and toast.”
			

			
				He shook his head, disappointed. “Not enough. You need to eat more. What fruit did you have today?”
			

			
				“Uh. An apple.”
			

			
				“Not enough.” He pushed the glass of water I hadn’t touched yet toward me. “You need to hydrate yourself and our baby.”
			

			
				Though I appreciated Todd’s concern, I was also wary of having him take such command. Not wanting to argue, though, I let my gaze drift through the window to the parking lot. My heart hammered when I saw George, illuminated by a streetlamp, leaning on the hood of a 1970 burgundy Corvette across the street. It was twilight, but he still wore his aviator sunglasses. This was the first time I’d spotted him lurking in my vicinity in a week. My neck tensed as I glared at the car. It was the same Corvette I’d overhauled for him when I still worked as a mechanic at Gene’s restoration shop.
			

			
				“Bree, are you okay?” Todd asked.
			

			
				I swallow hard. Our relationship ended three months before I met Todd. George took our breakup badly and had taken to stalking me. His possessiveness and short temper were something he’d hidden well at first—early on, his abuses were subtle, so small, they spread over me like microscopic parasites. But they grew. And by the time I woke up to his meanness, I’d lost my job and lived in fear, constantly looking over my shoulder.
			

			
				I’m not sure why, but I never told Todd about George. Maybe I was ashamed for making such a bad choice.
			

			
				Todd’s eyes shifted from me to George. “Bree, what’s going on here? Who is this guy?”
			

			
				At first, I shrugged it off, telling him I didn’t know the man watching us. But he pressed harder. Finally, I broke down and told Todd about the endless phone calls, the threatening notes. The restraining order that hadn’t worked. The phone calls to the police that hadn’t helped.
			

			
				When I was done, three creases I’d never seen before appeared across Todd’s forehead. He stared out at George. I grabbed his arm. “Please don’t.”
			

			
				Todd took a deep breath and released George from his stare. He gave me a small smile, and patted my hand. I turned my attention to my meal. The next time I looked, George and his showy car were gone.
			

			
				And that’s when Todd reached into his coat pocket and pulled out a small black box. Inside, nestled in velvet, was a diamond ring, with tiny sapphires surrounding the diamond. He held it out to me like a sacred offering. ”What do you say?”
			

			
				I found myself speechless, but nodding, nonetheless. Todd slipped the ring on my finger. All at once, the tension inside me melted away. The world seemed brighter. Even so, a small voice inside my head cautioned that this was moving too fast. But that didn’t stop me.
			

			
				When Todd insisted I move in with him immediately, I agreed without hesitation. It made sense, after all. Todd said he would take care of everything. He filed for a marriage license in Berkshire County. I moved into his rambling 1790s farmhouse in Becket, Massachusetts, in the middle of the woods. Twenty miles from town, the house stands high on top of the mountain. Its wraparound porch overlooks treetops and mountain peaks—but there are no other houses in sight.
			

			
				A week later, we were married by the same Dr. Bryson that had declared my pregnancy dangerous, Todd assuring me the man was ordained. Everything seemed to be falling into place. Todd and I will have a good life. We’ll be happy together, I thought.
			

			
				A few days later, before Todd changed my phone number, Luanne called to tell me that George had been found outside of his apartment beaten and bloodied and had ended up in the hospital.
			

			
				And now, here I am. My lips tremble as I continue to pace the driveway. Every minute is unbearable. Swiping at the seemingly constant flow of tears, I glance at my cell. Twenty-five minutes have passed since I called the police. So, I call again.
			

			
				“Someone will be there shortly,” the bored-sounding dispatch officer assures me.
			

			
				I take a deep breath, let it out slowly, and make another call. Aunt Rachelle took over the parenting role after our parents died. I was fourteen. My sister was eighteen. Rachelle’s been there for us whenever we’ve needed her, a clear and calming influence. But under Todd’s sway, I haven’t talked with her since I discovered I was pregnant.
			

			
				I try to contain my tears, but the sobbing starts before I can say anything.
			

			
				“Bree, is that you? Honey, what’s wrong?”
			

			
				“Noah …” I say, before breaking down again.
			

			
				“Noah?”
			

			
				“Yes. My son.”
			

			
				“Your son? You have a son?”
			

			
				“Yes, yes, Auntie, I have a son!” Events are spinning around me. Too much to explain all at once.
			

			
				“Honey, calm down,” my aunt says after a long silence filled with my choking sobs. “It’s just that I haven’t seen or spoken with you for almost a year. You changed your phone number and seemed to disappear. And you certainly never let me know you were pregnant. And now … What’s going on? Are you okay?”
			

			
				“Noah is gone, and so is Todd. They’re both gone.”
			

			
				The silence lasts longer than it should. I imagine Aunt Rachelle’s lips pressed together. I know what she’s thinking.
			

			
				Finally, she says, “Bree—”
			

			
				“You have to believe me.” For months, I stroked my growing belly in amazement as little Noah poked and stirred, pushing an elbow, or his little feet—a concealed force that rearranged the landscape of my flesh.
			

			
				She sighs. “Honey? Um, are you still seeing Dr. Palmer?”
			

			
				“No.”
			

			
				“I’m sorry,” my aunt says. And nothing more. No questions about Noah. Or Todd. Or how I feel. Instead, her silence expands, filling the space between us with the unspoken: Are you sure this is happening to you?
			

			
				Maybe it was a mistake calling her, knowing she wouldn’t believe me.
			

			
				“I’ll get back to you after I’ve spoken to the police,” I tell her.
			

			
				“I love you, honey,” she says before hanging up.
			

			
				I go back into the house, restless, moving from room to room, opening drawers and closets, the fridge. Only yesterday—was it just yesterday? —our refrigerator was stocked with leftovers, fruit, and vegetables. Now the shelves are nearly bare.
			

			
				It’s been forty minutes since I first called the police.
			

			
				Eventually, I find myself in the garage. Five wooden shelves cluttered with tools and garden implements run along one wall. I scan the space, but I don’t know what I’m looking for.
			

			
				Again, I speed-dial Todd’s cell, and again I get the same impersonal disconnection message. I glance at the time. Forty-five minutes.
			

			
				Something niggles at the back of my brain. I press my palms against my eyes until dark pinwheels spear my vision. Memories rush in, unbidden, small fragments that make me cringe. Most of the time Todd was impatient and irritable. He complained about Noah’s nighttime waking, his crying at two-hour intervals and not falling back to sleep until I nursed him, rocked him, sang to him.
			

			
				Noah disturbed him whenever he wanted quiet, Todd said. And on Noah’s fifth day, I caught him shaking our baby. But when he spotted me, Todd immediately plastered a smile on his face and kissed Noah, making me question if I’d even seen it after all.
			

			
				As much as I’ve tried to push these facts about Todd out of my head, now I’m forced to admit that his behavior to me was never quite right—and that Noah’s arrival made it worse.
			

			
				Leaving the garage, I head through the kitchen and up the stairs to Noah’s room. From the threshold, I gaze into the now unfamiliar space, Noah’s sock pressed to my nose. I breathe in the smell of my son’s skin, and the pain of his absence contracts my heart more powerfully than the contractions that heralded his birth just seven days ago.
			

			
				 
			

		


			
				CHAPTER 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				The cruiser rolls to a stop, and an officer slides out at a leisurely pace. I rush to the front door.
			

			
				“Thank goodness you’re here.” Hysteria starts to rise again.
			

			
				Big and hulking, the officer peers down at me through dark, wrap-around glasses. I see him taking in my messy hair, the scratches on my skin, my muddy, bare feet. I follow his eyes to where my robe has a tear at the bottom, a piece of twig still stuck there. I tighten my dirty robe and fold my arms across my swollen breasts.
			

			
				“I’m Officer Gordon,” he says. “May I come in?”
			

			
				I stand aside, and he steps into the foyer. He removes his glasses, stops in the middle of the living room—his black eyes, set close together, dart from side to side. He takes a small, spiral notebook from the breast pocket of his uniform jacket.
			

			
				“What is your full name?” he asks.
			

			
				“Bree Jane Michaelson.”
			

			
				“You say your baby and husband are missing?” He pushes his hat back on his head, assumes an authoritative stance, and regards me with raised eyebrows.
			

			
				As I tell him about Todd and Noah, it sounds unbelievable, even to me. Suddenly, I’m choking with grief that wants to escape. And escape it does, erupting into a howling I can’t seem to stop.
			

			
				Officer Gordon moves swiftly to the kitchen and returns with a glass of water. I try to sip it, but my hands are shaking so badly I spill most of it down the front of my robe. Still, I get hold of myself.
			

			
				“Are you okay to talk, now?” the officer asks.
			

			
				I nod.
			

			
				His pen hovers over the small notebook. “Had the two of you quarreled?”
			

			
				“No. Everything seemed just fine last night.”
			

			
				He scrapes a hand across his square jaw. “May I look around?”
			

			
				I nod and lead him up the stairs. We are accompanied by the squeaking of his gun as it rubs against the holster.
			

			
				At the entry to Noah’s room, I point. “See? The furniture is gone. The crib stood under the window there, and the chest of drawers, there.” I gesture to the opposite wall. “And you can still smell the fresh paint. The room was blue, yesterday. Someone painted it last night while I was asleep.”
			

			
				“Hmm,” Officer Gordon says. He jots something in his notebook. “And you say you don’t live here alone?”
			

			
				“Our midwife, Connie, she lives with us. But she’s gone, too.”
			

			
				His right eyebrow raises a fraction. “Too bad, ma’am, that you had to wake up to such a horrible discovery. The fact that you managed to sleep through the commotion of moving furniture, and the painting of the baby’s room …”
			

			
				Heat spreads over my body. The officer clearly thinks I’m crazy. I suck in air and let it out slowly. But the tightness in my chest remains.
			

			
				“I woke up disoriented, and then I vomited. I was drugged.”
			

			
				“What makes you think that?” he raises a suspicious brow.
			

			
				“I know from experience,” I tell him about the date rape in college. The disorientation, the weakness, the dry mouth. A friend found me naked and unconscious in the back of my dorm. The school psychiatrist explained I’d suffered a state of dissociation from ingesting Rohypnol.
			

			
				A look of sympathy flashes across Officer Gordon’s face, then recedes.
			

			
				After checking all the upstairs rooms, he follows me down to the kitchen.
			

			
				“What time did you say you woke up?” His pen is poised over the spiral notebook.
			

			
				“One o’clock this afternoon.”
			

			
				He doesn’t answer. His silence seems like a rebuke.
			

			
				“Just because you can’t find evidence doesn’t mean I’m lying.”
			

			
				“I’m not suggesting anything, ma’am. What is your husband’s full name?”
			

			
				“Todd Robert Armstrong.” A thought strikes me that “tod” is Middle English for “fox.” That seems so appropriate given the man’s sneaky behavior.
			

			
				“What make of car does he drive?”
			

			
				“A silver 2015 Toyota Corolla.”
			

			
				“When was the last time you saw him?”
			

			
				I take a deep breath to relieve the pressure I feel building. “Last night.”
			

			
				“What was he wearing?”
			

			
				“Black jeans and a hooded sweatshirt,” I say. “He has blond hair, streaked with gray, and gold eyes.”
			

			
				Officer Gordon rubs his jaw. “May I see pictures of your baby and your husband?”
			

			
				“I have pictures of Noah but not of Todd. He didn’t like to pose.”
			

			
				The officer follows me to the living room, but I’d forgotten. The shrine-like arrangement of baby photos disappeared with everything else. In its place is a single picture of my sister, Margaret, and me. We are standing in front of our childhood home. Margaret’s blond hair was uncharacteristically curly that day from the humidity, and she stood straight-backed, chin lifted, as though facing off with the future. Next to her, in my tennis whites, I stand a head shorter, and wear a forced smile. That’s because Margaret pushed me away when I tried to hug her, just before my father snapped the picture.
			

			
				In the picture, Margaret’s blue eyes mock me.
			

			
				I have the sudden urge to swipe the picture off the shelf and send it crashing to the floor. But what would Officer Gordon think of me?
			

			
				“I’m sorry,” I say. “The photos were here, there were a half-dozen, but he took them, too, I guess.”
			

			
				The officer’s gaze, full of doubt, zeroes in on mine for a long moment, trying to read the truth behind them. I glance down at my tattered robe, at the network of scratches, purple with bruising and caked with dried blood and mud that crisscross my legs.
			

			
				I consider how I look to him: swollen feet, my long black hair a massive mess. A demented woman, that’s what I look like. Someone he’d have a hard time believing. And why would he believe me without a single photo of either Todd or Noah? I have nothing to prove that I’ve ever had a baby or a husband.
			

			
				“Wait!” Remembering the sock, I pull it from my pocket and hold it out to him. “Look, my baby’s sock. I found it on the ground, outside.”
			

			
				The officer examines the sock, then hands it back to me.
			

			
				“Ma’am, it’s not enough evidence to go by.”
			

			
				I clasp my trembling hands together to keep them from shaking. “I gave birth a week ago.”
			

			
				“Where did you give birth?”
			

			
				“At home.”
			

			
				His gaze sweeps the room. “Here?”
			

			
				“Yes, look at me. I still look pregnant.”
			

			
				And I do, but Officer Gordon doesn’t seem to notice. Instead, he asks, “Do you take any medications? For instance, sleeping pills? Did you have a drink before you went to sleep?”
			

			
				Is he blaming me? “No. I’m nursing.” Then I remember Noah’s little leg. “You also need to know that Noah has a birthmark on his thigh, the size of a quarter. It’s brown and shaped like a heart.”
			

			
				He scribbles in his notebook.
			

			
				“And he has a fever and a rash.” My lips tremble. “I need to find him and take him to the hospital right away.”
			

			
				“I’m doing the best that I can, ma’am.”
			

			
				I desperately want to sit down, to stop shaking.
			

			
				“About your husband. Can you tell me a bit more about his background?”
			

			
				“He was raised in Ottawa, Canada. He lived there until two years ago, then moved here.” At least that’s what Todd told me. The way things stand now, I’m not sure I whether I know anything at all.
			

			
				“And the woman who lived here with you? What’s her name and phone number?”
			

			
				I give him Connie’s cell number. “I think her last name is Bridgestone.” I realize how lame this must sound. What mother turns her baby’s care over to a woman whose last name she’s not even sure about? Right now, I don’t know how to explain that, even to myself.
			

			
				“Have you seen any suspicious looking characters in the area?”
			

			
				“No.”
			

			
				“Any hunters? People like to hunt in these woods.”
			

			
				He’s right. Landowners in rural areas of the Berkshires sometimes spot hunters and fishermen on their property. Many times, I’ve awakened to the sound of early-morning gunfire.
			

			
				“No. I’ve never seen them here, though I’ve heard shots in the distance. It’s been a while, though.”
			

			
				“Okay, then. I’ll go inspect outside, around the house,” Officer Gordon says. “But my advice to you is to stay by the cell phone and wait for your husband to call.”
			

			
				I follow him to the doorway, feeling defeated. I know he’s thinking the whole abduction is an invention of a disturbed mind. He might even think I’m experiencing the aftereffects of pseudocyesis—false pregnancy.
			

			
				Even so, part of me wants to beg him to stay and search the house again.
			

			
				But it’s pointless.
			

			
				Before leaving, Officer Gordon reaches into his pocket and pulls out a dog-eared business card. “Once the report is filed, we’ll do an investigation,” he says.
			

			
				My shoulders slump as soon as the door closes behind him. His lack of urgency and what I suspect is a lack of belief in my story have gutted me.
			

			
				From the window, I watch him walk towards the back of the house, then return and head toward his cruiser. Before getting in, he takes a long look at the house. When his eyes meet mine, he holds my gaze for a moment, then touches his hat and, tugging open the car door, slides into the driver’s seat.
			

			
				 
			

		

			
				CHAPTER 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				Every act becomes an effort. An effort to make the bed. An effort to cook. An effort to shower. How long has it been since Todd and the baby disappeared? It takes me a minute to work it out. Just a day? Scenario after worst-case scenario spirals through my brain.
			

			
				I’m dazed and groggy and barely upright, cell phone clutched in my hand, waiting for Officer Gordon to call with new information.
			

			
				Last night, I expected to fall into an exhausted sleep the moment my head hit the pillow. Instead, I tossed and turned for hours, the sound of my baby’s cries ringing in my ears. My breasts leak. Who is feeding Noah? If it’s Todd, is he smart enough to test the temperature of the formula before giving him the bottle? His lack of interest in our son gives me little confidence he would do the right thing.
			

			
				I find myself combing over everything I can remember from the moment I met Todd. What did I miss? How did I miss it? And when exactly is the last time I saw Noah?
			

			
				Right. Just two nights ago. Again, I think about his fever, wondering if Todd took him to the pediatrician.
			

			
				I keep going over everything that happened that night. Did I do or say anything to provoke Todd? Nothing I come up with makes sense. And how could he, even with Connie’s help, make such a clean sweep of any evidence of their or Noah’s existence?
			

			
				Two days ago, I lived quiet and content. Two days ago, I changed Noah’s diaper, kissed the tender skin of his thighs, and watched him sleep. Then, just like that, my world was turned upside down. The little things I worried over—Todd’s lack of interest in me, in Noah, the annoyance of Connie’s constant lurking presence—seem insignificant now. I’d accept all these, just to have my son back in my arms where he belongs.
			

			
				I push off the bed like a woman twice my age, limbs aching under my weight, and find myself, once again, standing in Noah’s room, his sock pressed to my face, breathing in his fading scent.
			

			
				In the kitchen, I stare at the phone, feeling the burden of wasted time, an urgency that drives me to call Officer Gordon.
			

			
				“Do you have an update on the investigation?” I ask.
			

			
				“It takes time.” Officer Gordon’s voice, a gruff tenor, gives the impression of paternal disapproval. “I only filed the report late yesterday afternoon.”
			

			
				“But we’re losing valuable time. Shouldn’t you be putting out an AMBER Alert?”
			

			
				“Under normal circumstances, I would. But in your case, we have no leads. We need to have a photo ID, and a birth certificate would help.”
			

			
				Again, I have the feeling that Officer Gordon thinks I’m delusional. At this thought, my breathing becomes labored, and I can sense the onset of a panic attack.
			

			
				“But, please, you have to do something!” I cry.
			

			
				“I assure you I’m on top of it. I’ve scouted the area and spoken with a few of your neighbors. But they live pretty far away from you, and those inquiries haven’t revealed anything suspicious.”
			

			
				After hanging up with Officer Gordon, I move like a zombie from room to room. The walls close in on me. The big house feels so empty; it makes me so feel small.
			

			
				The only thing I can think of doing right now is driving to the police station and confronting Officer Gordon in person. That might make a difference. At least it’s better than staying put and just pacing around the house with wild imaginings circling my mind.
			

			
				While I shower and dress, I realize I want to call Luanne—she’s the closest friend I have. I know she’s wondering what happened to me. The last time we spoke was when she told me of George’s attack. Then Todd changed my phone number, and we haven’t talked since. Of all my friends, Luanne is the only one who knew my parents. We grew up in Albany, went to Logan High, and ran track together. Freckled, round-faced, Luanne is vivacious and daring enough to take on anything she sets her heart on. After college, Luanne moved to Manhattan to pursue acting. I miss her.
			

			
				But, I think, it will take too much time to explain everything to her. I’ll call Luanne after I return from the police station, I decide. Maybe by then, I’ll have more answers.
			

			
				I open the garage door to see the sun peeking through the trees. I zip my leather jacket up to my throat and shiver.
			

			
				I haven’t driven my Mustang for eight months, not since Dr. Bryson ordered me to bed.
			

			
				I yank hard on the door several times. It finally opens with a metallic squeal. I make a mental note to buy grease to lubricate the hinges. But that will have to wait.
			

			
				Settled in the driver’s seat, I take a deep breath, relishing the scent of gasoline and motor oil. It reminds me of all the hours my father, a physicist turned mechanic, and I spent bent over this very engine. The Mustang was his, purchased when he was in college and maintained with his own hands until the day he died.
			

			
				Growing up, I spent any time I could following him around the shop. I liked fixing cars just to be around him and cherished the moments I saw praise in his eyes. Eventually, I grew to love tinkering with engines, whether he was there or not. It’s not that I wasn’t a good student. I was. But like my dad, ultimately, I preferred concrete solutions to theoretical ones.
			

			
				I place my hands on the wheel and try to swallow, but my throat is dry. I’d fooled myself into believing the anxiety would magically vanish once I moved in with Todd. On the contrary. It became worse than ever. Despite making me feel protected, his quick impatience and irritation often made me feel like I was teetering on the edge of a high cliff.
			

			
				He told me a few times that he loved me, but that was obviously a big, fat lie. A husband who loves his wife doesn’t disappear in the middle of the night. With their baby.
			

			
				Shaking a bit, I turn the key in the ignition. I almost feel relieved when the engine refuses to roll over. My driving anxiety makes me worry I’ll lose control of the wheel and cause an accident. And traffic jams make me feel trapped. The fact that Becket is a small town of only about two thousand people, and is nearly devoid of traffic, doesn’t help at all.
			

			
				I take another big breath to calm myself. That’s when I notice it: the smell of Connie’s sweet, candy-like perfume. I remember, now. She used my car a month or so ago, when the battery in her Jeep died.
			

			
				I feel myself tensing again, but another deep breath gets me out of the Mustang. I walk to the front of the car and smooth my hands over my stomach, feeling the softness there. Connie said it would take weeks before my belly snaps back to the general shape it was before I got pregnant. A flush of longing for Noah rushes through
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