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      JAKE RUBBED his face as he walked out of the OR. He was so tired. His eyes burned, and he felt like he could sleep for two days. He’d just assisted Dr. Huyo on the surgery of a lifetime, an opportunity his mother had set up for him.

      Oliver, a fourth-year resident who was close to completing his residency, was pissed that Jake had been selected to scrub in instead.

      But Jake never let an opportunity go to waste, and he got a few, what with his parents owning P&E.

      He’d learned a lot from Dr. Huyo during the surgery, his barebones knowledge of Mandarin had impressed the doctor. Easy conversation had flowed between them the entire time they spent inside the OR.

      Dr. Huyo was a world-renowned neurologist—one of the best in the field—and had offered Jake a chance to go to Shanghai to study under him.

      But Jake would have to think it through. His entire life was here; Holly and of course Bean, their unborn child. Maybe she’d agree to move to Shanghai with him for a year so he could learn from the best.

      He was exhausted, his feet dragging as he entered the locker room. He opened the locker he used to stash his stuff and pulled out his phone.

      He needed to tell Holly about his mother’s call—she’d phoned him early that morning. He hadn’t wanted to wake her as she’d been dead tired lately, and it didn’t help that she was a light sleeper, either.

      But he regretted not sending her an I love you or a good morning message during the day.

      He smiled. He was the happiest person in the world.

      He hadn’t thought his mother would ever get on board with Holly’s pregnancy, but it seemed she had the previous Sunday when he’d told her that if she didn’t come to terms with it, she shouldn’t even attempt to be a part of his family after the baby was born. He didn’t need her time, or her money. As long as he had Holly, he had everything.

      She’d quickly changed her mind when he voiced his feelings. She must have realized what Holly truly meant to him.

      Holly was his.

      A warm feeling spread over him when his eyes landed on the ring he’d bought a few days ago.

      He would soon ask her to be his forever. He didn’t want anyone else, so he’d ensured he’d pinned her down.

      Though he hadn’t bargained on her pregnancy being so dangerous. Thank God his father was the best there was at his job, and thank goodness for his clinical trial.

      He switched on his phone and notifications of missed calls poured in. There were ten from his mother, and his sister even more than that.

      He phoned Holly, eager to hear her voice, but it went straight to voicemail. He tried again, but once more, it went to voicemail.

      Frowning, he dialed Amelia’s number. The phone barely rang before she answered.

      “Jake!” she cried, panic clear in her voice.

      “Amelia, calm down. What’s going on?” He set the phone on speaker and took off his scrubs.

      “It’s Holly.”

      A shiver ran down his spine and his stomach dropped, but before he could ask anything, Amelia spoke again.

      “She’s gone.”

      “What?” His heart skipped a beat. “What do you mean she’s gone?”

      “She’s just left. I came to pick her up at half past four and Marabella said she hadn’t seen her all day. Said she wasn’t feeling well. My phone was stolen this morning at the gym, and I spent like three hours at the police station trying to sort it out. I had to get a new one, now I don’t have her number. And you’ve been unreachable all day.”

      “Where are you?”

      “I’m at Bernie’s. Her clothes are gone…she’s gone.”

      “I’ll be there shortly.”

      He couldn’t think straight. Why would she leave? She’d been fine last night, happy even.

      Disconnecting the call, he immediately dialed Holly’s number again. To his dismay, it went straight to voicemail.

      He scrolled through the notifications on his phone—there were no messages or missed calls from her.

      What if someone had abducted her?

      Her clothes are missing, idiot!

      He didn’t like this. She needed his father’s shake. She could die without it.

      He climbed into his BMW, not even knowing how he got to it, and sped off, swerving around cars, and when he practically crashed into one, he took a deep breath and tried to calm himself.

      Hoping for a distraction, he turned on the radio, praying that the music would keep him focused.

      He was exhausted, and his eyes still burned—surgeries required the utmost concentration.

      He turned onto Leo’s street and the BMW’s brakes screeched to a halt as he pulled into their driveway.

      Amelia’s Mini Cooper was parked right out front.

      Jake flung open his car door and got out, just as Amelia and Bernie ran out the front door.

      Tears streaked down Amelia’s face as she flung her arms around him.

      “What do you mean Holly’s gone? She must have told you where she was going, Bernie.”

      “She didn’t. She didn’t even leave a note.”

      “You think this has anything to do with Brandon?”

      “No. He’s married now.”

      “Then what? Why would she leave, Bernie?”

      “I don’t know, Jake.” Bernie’s voice was riddled with worry, her tone frantic.

      He felt the same, and a heavy weight had settled on his chest, tightening around his lungs.

      He stormed into the house. He needed to see her room, needed to see if she was really gone.

      He pushed open her bedroom door, his heart sinking when he saw the open drawers and closet—all empty. Resigned to the reality before him, he leaned back against the closet, taking in deep breaths of much needed air. Tears stung his eyes. “Why would she leave?”

      “Did you fight or something? Holly is very fragile when it comes to fights.”

      “No, we didn’t fight. Are you saying she would leave over a simple fight?”

      “She might. She’s a weird one, but you can’t blame her, what with her father and mother leaving her at the most horrible time. I guess I don’t have to say more.”

      Jake didn’t like it. But they hadn’t fought. She’d been happy the night before.

      He tried her phone once more, but again it went straight to voicemail. “Damn it, Holly, pick up!”

      “You looking for this?” Bernie held out the phone Jake had bought Holly. He sighed and dropped the hand that was about to dial her number again.

      “She left it. I’m sorry.”

      “Why would she leave her phone?”

      “I don’t know, Jake. Leo’s gone to the bus station to see if he can find her there.”

      “Where’s her car?”

      “Not here. I think she might have sold it.”

      “Why would she leave me without a fucking explanation?” he growled.

      “I don’t know.”

      When his phone rang, he glanced down at the screen. He sighed when he saw it was his mom.

      He answered with “Mom, I can’t…”

      “Jake, come home, please. There’s something I need to tell you.”

      “Mom, I need to find Holly, she’s gone.”

      “It’s about Holly, Jake. Please, just come home.”

      “Do you know where she is?”

      “No, but I know what happened. Just come home.”

      He ground his teeth together as he disconnected the call.

      “What did she say? Does she know where Holly is?”

      “No, but she knows what happened. I swear, if she had anything to do with this—”

      “Jake,” Amelia said. “Mom said she was fine with the pregnancy. Why would she—”

      “Because she’s psycho when it comes to us stepping out of line, Amelia. I broke her rules.”

      “Fuck her rules! She would never do that.”

      He ignored his sister, walked out of the house, and got into his car. The passenger door opened as he started the car. Bernie climbed in as he swiped at his confused and angry tears.

      “Where’s Sam?”

      “With my mom. When I saw Holly’s clothes were missing, I phoned her and asked if he could sleep over tonight while we try to find her. Jake, do you think your mother might have gotten to her somehow?”

      “I don’t know, but I’ll find out soon enough.”

      “You know, I was only kidding when I said your mother was psycho when it comes to you, right?”

      “Yes, Bern, but…” He took a deep breath. “I don’t know. Please phone Leo, tell him to meet us at my mom’s place.”

      “Okay,” she said and dialed Leo’s number.

      It usually took him about thirty minutes from Leo’s house to his mother. Today, he made it in record time—seventeen minutes.

      He strode toward the house, his footsteps loud as he pushed open the door. The Yorkies yapped like crazy.

      “Shut the fuck up,” he hissed at the dogs. “Mom!”

      “In here, Jake.”

      In mere seconds, he stormed into the kitchen. His father sat on one of the chairs at the kitchen island, his face forlorn. His mother had one hand on his father’s shoulder.

      “Where is she? What happened?”

      “Sit down, Jake.”

      “I don’t want to sit!”

      Mara took a deep breath and stared at him, concern in her eyes.

      “She came by earlier, around nine, and said that your father’s shake wasn’t working. That she felt sick all the time, that she was struggling to sleep, and that she was really trying.”

      “Trying? Mom, where is she?”

      “I begged her to stay and wait for your father to reassess the formula. She said she would. I put her in a cab and drove her car back to her place. She said she’d wait for your father.”

      “Where the fuck is she?”

      “I don’t know, Jake. This morning…she was talking about abortion. I told her not to do that to you, that we could work something out.”

      “What did you say?” A coldness crept up his spine.

      “I told her that if she aborted, you would be beyond angry with her, Jake. I’m sorry. It’s not something I wanted. I know that your father could have assessed her again and found out what was making her feel ill.”

      “It’s the shake. It doesn’t work,” his father said, deflated.

      “She left…because she wants to abort my child?” Jake asked through gritted teeth.

      “She would never abort,” Bernie’s voice came from behind him.

      He turned around and saw the look of disgust on her face.

      “What did you do?” Bernie shrieked at his mother.

      “I didn’t do anything. She was here this morning, Bernie. She didn’t feel well. The shake wasn’t working for her.”

      “No, Holly would’ve told me if the shake wasn’t working. She would’ve said something.”

      “Well, clearly you don’t know her as well as you thought you did!” Mara snapped.

      “Excuse me? I’ve known her all my life. She would never abort a child, she would rather die than abort.” She looked at Jake. “Please tell me that you don’t believe this. Jake, Holly would never!”

      “Then where is she?” Jake asked.

      “I don’t know.” She rounded her stare on Mara. “But I’ve got a good feeling that you have something to do with this.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “Holly would never come to you for help. She’s not brave enough to face the things she fears the most, and she was terrified of you.”

      “Well, I don’t know why she came. She probably thought Gus was here.”

      “I don’t believe that. No, you did something.”

      “Mom, please.” Jake’s voice broke.

      “I swear, I didn’t do anything. She was here this morning and told me she wasn’t feeling well. That the only way she would survive was if she got an abortion. I swear.”

      Bernie laughed. “Holly would never get an abortion. I don’t know who you are trying to fool, but you can’t fool me. Don’t you dare believe this, Jake. Holly would rather die than abort her baby.” She looked at Mara again. “What did you tell her?”

      “I swear, nothing bad.”

      Bernie flicked her gaze back to Jake. “I take my words back. She is a psycho when it comes to you.”

      “I’m not crazy. I’m not like that,” Mara said through clenched teeth. Tears shone in her eyes. “I don’t know why she didn’t tell you the formula wasn’t working. I don’t know why she didn’t wait, and I don’t know why she left. But she did. Do you really think I would do that to my son? That I’d put him through this kind of hell? You have a child, Bernie. You know that as parents, all we want is to protect them. Telling him this breaks my heart.” A tear escaped and ran down her cheek.

      “Fine. But I will find her, and then we will discover the truth.” She took out her phone.

      “Who are you phoning?”

      “Her mother.”

      She kept a close eye on Mara. Jake did, too.

      Mara closed her eyes and shook her head.

      “Hi, can I please speak to Jane?”

      Jake waited for her to speak again, then saw the frown forming.

      “Scallanger?” She gave a number, which was followed by more silence.

      Everyone stared at Bernie expectantly.

      At that moment, Amelia walked in. “Where is Holly?” she asked, but Jake motioned for her to be silent.

      “I see, thank you.” Bernie disconnected the call and pursed her lips.

      “What is it?” Jake asked.

      “It’s not her number anymore.”

      “Try her dad, then.”

      Bernie laughed. “He is the last person she would ever ask for help.”

      “She’s not asking for any help! If she wanted help, she would’ve stayed,” Mara yelled again.

      “No, I refuse to believe a single word you are saying. Holly would never do that, or even consider it.”

      “Consider what?” Amelia asked.

      “Your mother says your father’s shake isn’t working,” Bernie said.

      “I never said that. I said it might not be working for her. Human DNA is much more complicated than we think. We’re all different.”

      “Oh, spare me your bullshit. I know my friend. She would’ve come to me, would’ve said something to Jake if the shake wasn’t working.”

      “Mara,” Gus said, leveling her with a glare.

      “I’m telling you the truth.”

      “Bernie feels otherwise. She’s known her longer than any of us have.”

      “Damn it, Gus. I bought an entire fucking outfit for the baby today. I was going to give it to her this Sunday as a peace offering.” Her voice cracked and she started to cry.

      Gus pushed out of his chair and pulled Mara into his arms.

      “I might not have wanted this for him, but I would never do this to him, ever. Get out of my house!” she yelled at Bernie. “You are filling my family’s minds with lies. She is not here, and I am not the culprit. I tried to help.”

      Bernie remained quiet, nostrils flaring with anger. Then, she turned around and left.

      “Jake, I would never…”

      “And yet you just ordered Leo’s wife to leave your house.”

      “Because she is filling your mind with doubt. I love you, I would never do anything to hurt you.”

      “Fine.” He sighed.

      He followed Bernie outside and found her sitting on the steps.

      She sniffed as he sat down next to her. “Sorry.” She wiped a tear from her cheek. “I was out of line.”

      “You know Holly best, Bernice. My mother said she told her I would be angry if she aborted. Could that be why she left?”

      “It might be, but…”

      “But what?”

      “I don’t know. It doesn’t sound like a strong enough reason. She would’ve phoned your father, she would’ve told you, or me, if the shake wasn’t working. Holly isn’t someone who is able to hide her discomfort or pain well. She would’ve said something.”

      “Then why didn’t she?”

      “Because your mother is not telling you the truth. I can feel it.”

      “Bernie, you were in that house. She’s crying, for fuck’s sake. My mother never cries.”

      “Crocodile tears.”

      “No, I refuse to believe that.”

      “So you believe Holly walked two miles in fucking heels against abortion for nothing?”

      “That’s not what I said.”

      “I know her! The abortion is a bullshit story. The only way Holly could have just upped and left is if the story was reversed.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “If your mother told her that you want the abortion, or that you don’t want the baby.”

      Jake grunted, sniffing loudly. “My mother would never do that.”

      “Well, neither would Holly. She would’ve never participated in that walk if she didn’t believe in the cause.”

      Jake sighed, running his hands through his hair. He didn’t know what to believe. According to Bernie, it was possible that she could have run away if his mother said he wouldn’t want her if she had an abortion, but in the same breath, she said Holly would never have an abortion. He’d seen his mother’s tears, and what he’d told Bernie was true—his mother never cried.

      “Would she really just leave without confirming any of this?”

      “No, which is why none of this seems right. She would’ve spoken to you.”

      “Then why? My mother’s story is the only thing that makes sense.”

      “Jake.” She sighed, closing her eyes. “All I know is that Holly would never do what your mother is accusing her of doing. Your phone didn’t ring once?”

      He shook his head. “I was in the OR the entire day, which meant my phone was in my locker. After surgery, the first thing I did was get my phone out, but when I checked it, there were no missed calls or messages from her.”

      “She would’ve called you, or gone to see you. She’s not that gullible.”

      He huffed. “But she would’ve left.”

      “Yeah, the confirmation would’ve been enough.”

      “She would really give up just like that?”

      Bernie sighed and gave him a small smile. “Yes, because that’s the type of person Holly is. She respects everyone’s wishes, and she would have respected yours if you said those words to her. But you didn’t, so it’s not that. Have you checked her phone?”

      “No, it’s dead, I’ll charge it tonight. What did Leo say?”

      “He said he’d be here soon. No one saw her at the bus station. The shift changed at around four, so he’ll go back tomorrow to speak to the early shift.”

      “I’ll go with him.”

      “Maybe she took the Beatle? We should try to track the plates.”

      “I’ll get on it. I know a PI that could do it.”

      “I’m really worried, Jake.”

      “Yeah, me too.”

      “I really don’t know if you should accept what your mother said as true.”

      “Do you honestly believe Holly would rather die than have an abortion?”

      “I do.”

      “Then I need to find her.”

      “Where?” She laughed. “We don’t have the slightest idea where she could have gone.”

      “Then I’ll call every damn hospital I can and ask them to look out for someone with her symptoms.”

      “Sounds like a plan.”
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      OVER THE NEXT FEW DAYS, Bernie, Jake, and his entire family made calls to every hospital in the country. It was a harrowing task, but Jake was adamant that she’d have gone to a hospital. They left the same message at every hospital—if a patient with her name and symptoms showed up, they were to phone Jake.

      The private investigator he’d hired finally managed to track Holly’s car down. She hadn’t sold it, but had left it at a bus station in Atlanta.

      She could have gone anywhere from there, but the bus station was their best bet.

      Leo, Bernie and Jake flew out on the next available flight. The plan was to ask if they could look at the camera footage, and then speak to the cashiers. But they hit another roadblock at the bus station. The camera footage only went back a few days.

      They came up empty with the cashiers; no one could remember anyone that fit Holly’s description. They didn’t recognize her from the photo Jake showed them, either—the one where she was smiling into the camera while petting lion cubs.

      “Where are you selling tickets to?”

      “Almost everywhere,” the manager said.

      “Give me the most popular destinations.”

      The woman gave him a list of the buses that left daily. He would search those destinations first, and then make his way down to the ones that weren’t so popular.

      He would find her. The hospitals would phone him. He had to believe that.

      When they returned to Boston, Jake phoned Derick, the PI, and told him what had gone down in Atlanta. One of them would find her.

      It seemed an impossible feat, since the United States was an extremely large country, but miracles did happen.

      He would find out the truth, eventually. He just hoped it would be sooner rather than later.

      If she died, he would never forgive himself, or the circumstances that led to whatever had happened that she’d felt leaving him was the only option.

      He was still struggling to believe that his mother could be behind her disappearance, and with every passing day, he doubted Bernie’s faith in Holly.

      

      “IT’S CRAZY, you’re a first year resident, Jake.”

      “Mom, my mind is made up,” Jake stated, getting up from the chair in her office. “Dad would’ve done the same for you.”

      “Jake, please. We phoned practically every damn hospital in existence.”

      “Yeah, I know, but I can’t sit and wait. I have to find her.” He felt as if his entire world was caving in.

      “No, you don’t. Just go back to the hospital, keep yourself busy. You can’t throw all your hard work away for someone who left you like this.”

      “Mom! Don’t talk about her in that tone. Holly is my life. That baby is my life. As much as you don’t like what Bernie said to you, she knows Holly. She wouldn’t lie to me. I’ve made up my mind. I’ll catch up once I’ve found her.”

      “She didn’t want the baby, Jake.”

      “But I do. Just let me find her and talk to her. I love you, Mom, and I promise to phone regularly.”

      “Jake, please, don’t do this.”

      He ignored his mother’s crying and slammed the door shut behind him. He wouldn’t let her stop him. This was Holly, for crying out loud. He would never love another. He knew that. It was time that his mother realized it, too.

      Once he’d parked at the airport, he went over his plan. He’d stay at his first destination for three days, go to every hospital, and hope he’d find her.

      It was a plan, if not a solid one, but he was desperate to find her. If Bernie was right, she would be at one of the hospitals. She would have to go for check-ups, she would need to see a gynecologist.

      Luckily, his father was renowned in the gynecology world, so he knew people would listen to him, and hopefully they’d be honest and tell him whether Holly was their patient.

      He took out Holly’s phone and went through all her messages with hawk eyes, trying to see if he’d missed anything.

      But he hadn’t.

      All the texts they’d exchanged in the five days before she’d disappeared had been erased.

      The phone must have wiped them when she’d taken the SIM card out.

      Derick had tried to track it, but she’d either thrown it away, or hadn’t put it into a new phone yet.

      Jake had a feeling Holly didn’t want him to find her.

      His mind had played over both his mother’s and Bernie’s version of what had, and what could have happened. He didn’t know what to think anymore. He could perfectly envision his mother taking Holly’s car home and making sure she was okay, but what Bernie had said made sense. Holly had walked against abortion, so why would she even consider it?

      Where the hell was she? What was she going through? Was she still carrying his child?

      Would his mother really lie and hurt him like that just because he messed up? Was it a Mara Peters lesson she wanted him to learn? Or was she speaking the truth?

      He knew Holly wasn’t excited about the pregnancy, she’d made that clear. She was worried about so many things, but mainly about his mother.

      He regretted not telling her that he had gone to speak to his mother that Sunday, that he’d sorted everything out, but he hadn’t wanted her to worry even more. He’d been afraid she’d want to know every little detail, and that it wouldn’t have appeased her doubts and fears. She would have seen right through him, because he sucked at lying.

      He should’ve texted her that he’d be in the OR the whole day after that.

      Perhaps she’d tried to phone Amelia that day, but with Amelia’s phone being stolen, it was impossible to know if she had. With every passing day, he could see Amelia starting to believe their mother more and more.

      Amelia struggled to reconcile with the fact that Holly had walked against abortion, but then hadn’t stayed to get help from their father.

      It didn’t sound like Holly at all.

      He was in such turmoil.

      He had no idea what to believe. But he had to find her.

      Please, let me find her, he thought, and looked at the ceiling of the first-class lounge.

      When his flight was announced over the loudspeaker, he got up and moved toward the boarding area.

      

      THE FIRST MONTH of searching for her—eight flights, and numerous hospitals—rushed by in a flash. It was mid-October, and his mother had been nagging at him to return home for his birthday.

      Whenever she pushed at him like this, it felt like she didn’t want him to find Holly, which only pissed him off even more. It always led to an argument between them, and he’d nitpick at her to relay the details of that day over and over again.

      Liars tended to forget details and slip up. But after the third time she recounted that day, she refused to do it
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redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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