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			Praise for Haven

			“Haven not only draws a timeless portrait of early motherhood, it unflinchingly examines how much of our humanity we’re willing to sacrifice for comfort. Absorbing and uncanny.”

			—Tracy Sierra, author of Nightwatching

			“Hands down the trippiest book I’ve read all year, Ani Katz’s Haven marries the feverish anxiety of new motherhood with a level of techno-paranoia worthy of Black Mirror. Plotted on shifting sands, and with a cast of inscrutable locals, mystical card games, a teenage coven, and a missing baby, Haven operates as both a futuristic fable as well as a truly unhinged thriller.”

			—Ellie Eaton, author of The Divines

			Praise for A Good Man

			“[An] ingenious slow burn.”

			—Entertainment Weekly

			“Powerful and unsettling…Produces in the reader a sense of foreboding that builds with ever-increasing intensity to the inevitable and brutal climax…[A] masterly first novel.”

			—Publishers Weekly (starred review)

			“As she expertly builds a growing sense of dread, Katz creates an unsettling atmosphere of paranoia, fear, and rage, hinting at the catastrophe to come through ominous comparisons to the tragic operas Thomas loves. This is the sort of relentless novel you can’t put down even when you’re afraid to read what happens next. An unnerving and absorbing exploration of modern masculinity and how the seeds of violence are sown.”

			—Kirkus Reviews

			“Chillingly good…Katz has delivered a whip-smart, beautifully written meditation on marriage, masculinity, and the thin line between happiness and disaster.”

			—BookPage

			“A mature and wicked debut…Evokes Highsmith’s Ripley, or Denise Mina’s The Long Drop, and heralds the entry of a fantastic new voice to the genre.”

			—CrimeReads

			“Simultaneously nightmarish and utterly compelling…A masterful, suspenseful tale told by an ultimate unreliable narrator.”

			—Booklist (starred review)

			“Sordidly gripping.”

			—The Guardian

			“A Good Man’s exploration of masculinity in a world of instability makes it a timely read.”

			—Vanity Fair

			“Highly impressive…A striking modern tale of violence, sexual abuse, and vindictiveness.”

			—The Independent

			“Ani Katz is a brilliant writer. I sat down to read A Good Man and didn’t move until I’d finished it. This is a spellbinding work of psychologically potent art. I can’t wait to read what she does next. I loved this book.”

			—Caroline Kepnes, author of You

			“Katz draws a life in its most delicate lines, then destroys it. And this is a story you won’t forget.”

			—Nico Walker, New York Times bestselling author of Cherry

			“A Good Man slinks into the dark heart of a ripped-from-the-headlines crime fueled by toxic masculinity. As in Leïla Slimani’s The Perfect Nanny, the slow unpeeling—layer by layer—of the conventions of sanity left me breathless, saddened, and spooked.”

			—Miranda Beverly-Whittemore, New York Times bestselling author of Bittersweet

			“A profoundly disturbing and deeply unsettling story of a man struggling to reconcile himself with the horrifying act he has committed. Katz deftly embodies her narrator, giving voice to his self-serving re-creation of the past and presenting him as he sees himself: a provider, a protector, a patriarch. Richly drawn and laced through with dread, this bold novel is an unflinching examination of what it means to be a man, and how easily a man can become a monster.”

			—Kathleen Barber, author of Are You Sleeping

			“Surprising, daring, and thrilling to read.”

			—Flynn Berry, New York Times bestselling author of Northern Spy

			“Gripping, sly, and ferociously intelligent. I couldn’t put it down.”

			—Jennifer duBois, author of Cartwheel

			“A Good Man will hold you in its creeping spell from the first lyrical line to the bitter, bitter end. As the narrator’s tale of selfless, industrious striving on his family’s behalf unravels, you’ll be too caught up to look away from the ugly business of a ‘good man’ bringing himself and the others around him down. Ani Katz’s debut is a gorgeously written, profound examination of contemporary masculinity and its potentially lethal side effects.”

			—Laura Sims, author of How Can I Help You
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			For Edwin and Ramona

		

	
		
			
			She would never understand why, when she knew her baby was gone, she had whispered his name into the dark.

			She knew that her son didn’t know his name yet. On a beach towel that morning, she’d babbled at him, sprinkling his name here and there on the foam of language burbling from her lips, and he had stared up at her with an expression of forbearance, refusing to offer any sign of recognition. His name was still just sound to him, an unknown word like any other.

			She had taken a photograph of the moment—his slack mouth, his blank dark eyes, his face the color and shape of her husband’s. She knew immediately that it was a boring picture, that, though she didn’t want to admit it, she was getting bored with her baby as a subject.

			She whispered his name now in the darkness, as if he could respond and tell her where he had gone so late in the night, how she might find him. He would recognize her voice, at least. He would cry out to her if he were close by.

			If he were close by. He had to be close by. But it was so dark in the unfamiliar room. Her panic was a heavy blanket thrown over her head. She pawed and pounded at the wall, feeling for a light switch that she remembered being there but that was not there anymore.

			At first, she whispered. Soon she was screaming.

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			It was Caroline’s fault that they missed their boat.

			She knew that was what Adam was thinking when they emerged from the meat locker of the car and set foot on the roasted dirt of the parking lot. What he said was moments.

			“Moments! Mere moments!”

			Adam shook his head and laughed with his teeth bared. He didn’t say that it was her fault, but he didn’t have to; Caroline knew her husband. She knew the tense jollity of his speech and gestures when he thought she had made a mistake, when his engineer’s mind saw the better way of doing something, and she knew that he was thinking that if she hadn’t made them stop at the Gulf wedged between the east- and westbound lanes of the Grand Central so she could piss out her ill-advised yet desperately needed late-morning iced Americano, they might have made their boat.

			That had been her first mistake. Her fault.

			“Don’t be mad, babe,” she said.

			“I’m not mad!”

			Adam’s eyes were hidden, confidential behind black lenses. It was her fault. He hid his face in the car seat, sputtered a flatulent kiss onto the soft dark head hiding in there.

			“Mere moments!” he groused to Gabriel. “Can you believe it?”

			Not mere moments, Caroline thought. Adam should have known it was impossible to miss anything by mere moments when you were traveling with a baby. Because it hadn’t just been the stop at the Gulf. It had been a chain of delays—the long line at the coffee shop to acquire the Americano, the last-minute packing, the puzzle of loading the car, the frantic and ultimately fruitless search for the package with the swim diapers that had arrived in the mail the day before, the discovery of damp and stinking laundry untransferred to the dryer, and the kitchen still a mess from the night before, when Caroline had passed out immediately once Gabriel finally fell asleep after two bedtime books, three bedtime songs, six minutes of nursing on each side, and an unknown number of minutes of bouncing on the yoga ball in total darkness. It was a chain of delays that stretched all the way back to the five a.m. wake-up when, dazed and nauseated with fatigue, Caroline had failed to do anything but fall asleep again as Gabriel nursed, which she was not supposed to do.

			They were still learning things about this new life, or at least Caroline was—how the hours could be at once harried and interminable, and how many more of them were needed for all the tasks you’d never thought about before.

			“Not mere moments,” Caroline said. Adam ignored her and slobbered on the baby some more. She felt the damp heat of the day suction onto her skin.

			Caroline squinted into the glare of other people’s windshields—new-model sedans, coupes, and hatchbacks packed together in tight rows in the dirt, too many trinkets in a sandbox. She hadn’t seen a parking lot like this since high school, the last time she’d gone to the state fairgrounds. These weren’t the battered Fords and Rams of her adolescence—they were the same cars that lined the curbs of their neighborhood in the city, luxury toys scooped up and carried east. Caroline raised a hand to shield her eyes. Adam had pulled his head out of the car seat and was looking at his phone, sending or receiving data, communication.

			“When’s the next boat?”

			Adam went through the motions of pulling up the schedule on the island’s concierge app, but Caroline could tell he already knew the answer. He turned away from her.

			“Five thirty.”

			“You’re kidding.” She knew that he was not kidding. “Five thirty?”

			It was eight minutes past three. Caroline parted her lips, the complaint ready in her mouth—Why couldn’t he have gotten his shit together for five minutes and reserved them a water taxi before they were all booked up? But she knew that saying as much would only invite criticism of her own disorganization, so she said nothing. Adam shrugged and turned to face her again.

			“So what? It’s perfect, actually.”

			“It’s perfect?”

			“Yes. Everyone else can get the house ready before we get there. They’ll meet us at the ferry dock with drinks. I’ll tell them to chill the Sancerre for you.”

			“And what will we do?”

			“Strap him in. Or on, whatever. We’ll walk around the town.”

			“Walk?”

			“Yes.”

			“What town?”

			“The town we just drove through—”

			“I repeat, what town.”

			Adam laughed, reached out with his middle and index finger to scratch Caroline under her chin.

			“I love when you’re a little bitchy. It suits you.”

			“That’s not nice.”

			“I mean it! It’s sexy.”

			Caroline gave him a look that she hoped could be interpreted as withering, even as a smile tugged at the corner of her mouth. Adam raised his hands and bared his teeth again.

			“Don’t be mad, babe.”

			

			• • •

			Caroline was right about the town—another mistake. After trudging up a block lined with flood-damaged Victorian houses, dead trees in standing water in dead yards, front porches black with mold or shorn away entirely, they reached a depressed main drag marked by other kinds of decay—dueling delis with nothing on their shelves, a shuttered combination spa and specialty food store beside a combination methadone clinic and HEOL (Humane End of Life) office, a sign in the window promising life on your terms. The coffee place promised by Adam’s phone was sealed behind a fortress of plywood boards.

			“Oop,” Adam said. “RIP the Beanery, we hardly knew ye.”

			A small multiracial squadron of teenage boys in basketball shorts and sweatbands brushed past them on a corner as they waited for the light to change. Caroline couldn’t stop herself from envisioning hidden weapons, quick darting hands. The boys burst into raucous laughter as Caroline flinched and grabbed at Gabriel. The baby woke up and began to scream.

			“He’s hungry,” she said, an exhausted, frightened quaver of tears coming into her voice as the little body bucked against her.

			She had no idea if Gabriel was actually hungry. The cries were supposed to sound a certain way, but they all sounded the same to her. He wasn’t a newborn anymore, and they were theoretically supposed to know each other better by now, but Caroline still didn’t believe that you could have instincts and intuitions about your child, that you could know things about them like when they were hungry, when they had a fever, or when they were just unhappy.

			“So?” Adam said. “Feed him.”

			“Here?”

			“There’s a bench right there. I’ll get us a ride back now.”

			The boys had stopped a few yards away and were watching them, whispering and grinning. Gabriel continued to scream, kicking at Caroline with surprising strength. Adam held the black glossy shield of his phone up to the twin black glossy shields of his lenses, the app phrenologizing his features to summon them a ride.

			“Sixteen minutes,” he said, shaking his head again. “Manned, too.”

			“It’s fine,” Caroline said. “I don’t care.”

			“Everyone told me the self-drivers hadn’t made it out to the boondocks yet, but I didn’t believe them, because what did they know? As it turns out, what do I know? Why are you crying, babe?”

			Caroline sat down heavily on the bench, shoved a hand into the neck of her dress, and yanked out one flopping, naked breast, which she pushed into Gabriel’s face before remembering she was supposed to bring him to the breast.

			“Babe, come on. Don’t cry.”

			Their son latched and began to suck. The boys on the corner cheered.

			

			• • •

			“I was right,” she said. “Wasn’t I?”

			“You were right.”

			They were in the car now, sitting on gray velour, their silent driver sealed in his plexiglass pod. Adam was looking out the window, enjoying the poverty safari. Caroline kept her arms wrapped around Gabriel, tensing whenever another vehicle drew close. She couldn’t believe they were driving without a car seat.

			“Doesn’t some part of you like it, though?” Adam asked.

			“Like what? Being right?”

			“No. Seeing places like this. Seeing they still exist.”

			“I know they exist. I don’t need to walk around them with my baby or take my boob out on a street corner to know they exist. Those guys—”

			“Those kids. Once upon a time you would have been desperate to take their photo. You would have followed them down the block, telling them how amazing they looked.”

			Caroline rolled her eyes.

			“And if some woman with a baby had her boob out on the street corner, you would’ve wanted to take a picture of that, too. You would’ve told her she looked like a Madonna and Child.”

			“You think you’re funny.”

			“I am funny.”

			They were quiet.

			“It won’t stay like this,” Adam said finally, still looking out the window.

			“What?”

			“The town. Not with the ferry terminal. It’ll be bought.”

			“By Corridor?”

			He shrugged.

			“Real estate isn’t part of the plan this year. Not essential to any current research and development projects. Someone else will swoop in and get the town before we would get around to making an offer.”

			“Mosaic?”

			“Maybe.”

			It had become more and more common in the last ten years, tech companies buying up whole towns. The town where Caroline had grown up had been taken in the first wave, when now-defunct Erestor purchased all the land in North Dakota above I-94, including the acreage that had belonged to Caroline’s family for three generations. She didn’t know who owned the land now that Erestor had been liquidated.

			“You don’t mind,” Caroline said.

			“About Mosaic? Not really.”

			“You have more important things to worry about, of course.”

			“Always,” Adam said, either not catching or ignoring the sarcasm in her voice. He turned from the window to look at her. He probably winked, but she couldn’t say for sure with his sunglasses on.

			

			• • •

			Back at the ferry terminal, Caroline had a lobster roll, and Adam ate shrimp cocktail out of a large fountain-drink cup with his fingers. Glutted, Gabriel slept again, wrapped against Caroline’s body.

			The terminal was crowded with travelers. There were bird-faced women with small, angry dogs. There were teenage boys in neon visors and bucket hats exchanging soft bricks of dollar bills. There were children everywhere, and they were either buttoned into blue-and-white Peter Pan–collared rompers or dressed like little Lolitas. There were senior citizens covered up like burn victims, their faces hidden by floppy hats, sunglasses, and surgical masks, their windbreakers billowing on their shoulders. These disparate types of people were grouped together in surprising alliances—a woman linked her pretzel-stick arm around a chubby girl wearing a bandanna for a shirt, a teenage boy with eggplant-purple nails nodded soberly as an elderly man dressed in an ivory caftan signed to him, hands chopping the air with each emphatic word. Caroline could just make out the delicate chain of the titanium bioharness under the man’s caftan—it was the new lightweight, full-body kind with improved infusion capabilities, the one that wasn’t supposed to be on the market until the following spring.

			Caroline’s mother could use one of those. Maybe they could send her one next year—the DNA recognition technology would prevent the staff at the Golden Sunset Homes from “accidentally” giving the bioharness to someone else, which was what had happened when they tried to have one delivered to the facility the month before.

			Many of the ferry passengers were towing wagons towering with goods, as if stockpiling for a snowstorm or pandemic. It all had the feeling of a carnival, or a refugee camp—people straining, yearning, their eagerness tipping over into impatience. They were all watching the teenager in the cargo shorts and ferry company T-shirt, waiting for the moment he would part the wooden picket gates to the dock and call out Haven, the name of the town across the bay.

			Caroline knew she was lucky. Aside from the diaper bag, the lightweight portable bassinet, and the super-compact fold-up stroller, they had only a single carry-on, one hard-shelled suitcase, and her camera equipment bag. The rest would be sent over as freight. If she were anyone else at the terminal, any of these overburdened, exasperated mothers, she would hate the ash blonde with the baby and husband, a family with the minimal, business-class luggage and glowing skin of money and ease. She would stare, too.

			Why had that thought occurred to her? Were people looking at them? Watching her?

			No. Caroline always had that feeling. When you stare at everyone, odds are someone will stare back.

			And yet, she couldn’t shake a feeling of angst. After Gabriel was born, her psychiatrist had increased the dosage of Caroline’s anti-anxiety medication. Two small white pills, two times a day. She couldn’t remember if she had taken her morning dose.

			She reminded herself she was lucky. What a treat to enjoy a lobster roll as her baby slept. What a treat to have a husband who’d arranged an entire month at a beach house for them to get away.

			And not just any beach house—a house in Haven. The island was a playground for the ultra-rich, and Haven was its most exclusive community, frequented by elites from the worlds of politics, business, and entertainment. According to Adam, the Corridor CEO had a house just outside the town, on the ocean but really mostly underground, a compound with state-of-the-art everything that had to be seen to be believed, though almost no one had ever seen it.

			If they were lucky and played their cards right, Adam intimated, they might get invited over for drinks.

			Caroline, Adam, and Gabriel would not be staying in a compound—just a shared house. The group rental had come through Corridor connections, though Adam had been vague about the details. He had been especially vague about the cost, which Caroline understood was at once significant yet also well within what Adam had taken to calling their “fun budget.”

			That was another thing she was learning about this new life—that money, even very large sums of it, could be meaningless.

			Even if it was a shared house, at least no one’s parents would be there. Caroline remembered a trip to the family summer home of her college roommate. At the cottage overlooking a rocky beach, Caroline had learned about rigging a sailboat and dressing for dinner, shelling lobster and stirring a perfect martini. One night, after drinking most of a pitcher of perfect martinis on the deck, her roommate’s father had leaned in close to Caroline and whispered that he’d always wanted to fuck a farm girl like her.

			She had tried and failed to imagine her own father doing something like that. He’d been so gentle, so mild, that people used to think he was slow. Touched. He’d kept it to himself when he started pissing blood, didn’t mention anything to anyone until it was much too late.

			They were good at keeping secrets in her family.

			Caroline followed the line of Adam’s gaze. He was looking at a dark-haired woman who was talking into her cell phone, and he was eyeing the dangle of her pendant breasts in copper crochet nets. Caught, Adam turned to Caroline and gave her another grin.

			Did it bother her? Not really. Not this woman. Why would Caroline object when she was always looking, too?

			These things weren’t serious. She leaned into Adam and squeezed his shrimp-moistened hand. It was almost time to board.
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			Caroline would hardly remember the ferry ride over, even though it took almost an hour and at the time seemed so much more memorable than missing the three o’clock boat, the abortive walk through the depressed town, and the crowd at the terminal. Eventually, to remember the ride at all, she would have to watch the video, which Adam recorded on her phone for her.

			The video begins with a sweep of the vast blue bay and the island strung across the horizon for miles in each direction. The camera takes it all in, tracing the length of the land, moving too quickly to linger on the tidy teak-and-white cluster of each town, the wild green of a national park, and the blackened ruins of a few collapsed buildings at the far east end of the island. The vista goes by in a blink, and the camera switches focus from the far to the near, landing on Caroline.

			Caroline doesn’t notice the ruins. She’s standing at the railing with Gabriel and looking the other way, toward the prosperous village of Haven, where their boat will dock. She holds the baby while trying to hold her straw hat to her head. Adam, behind the camera, is trying to make her laugh.

			“Look at me! Look at me!”

			She turns to look at him and smiles.

			“You look like one of those—tell me what I’m thinking.”

			“Movie star?”

			“No. It’s the hat, the baby.”

			“A saint. Madonna and Child.”

			“Not that. No Saint Caroline on this trip. Nothing but ayahuasca, meditation, and naked tantric crystal yoga—it’s the new thing. Clears out the sinuses.”

			“I thought it cleared out the colon.”

			“No, not the colon! Where’s the chakra—your gallbladder, right? Anyway, everyone’s doing it. The crystals prevent kidney stones. You do some special breathing while you stick them up your—”

			He goes on and on, trying to be funny, which he does when he is trying to please her, when he wants her to be pleased—chattering as they’re seated in business class, as they’re led to restaurant tables, as they’re whispered to in private tours of galleries in upper Manhattan and northern Italy. Eager to show off, eager to impress, forever afraid that he was missing the mark somehow, that she would find him and his toys lacking.

			How could she find him lacking? He made her feel safe, and he made her laugh. It all stretched before them—the promise of a life of ferry rides, of beach houses, of children building sandcastles as the backdrop to a New Year’s card. A summer house with his friends. Their friends. Caroline had lost touch with her own friends over the years—first it was her work, then it was her marriage, and now it was her baby—but Adam’s friends are her friends now, and they love her. Adam is always saying that they love her, even though she can count on one hand the number of times they’ve been in each other’s presence, and she isn’t sure if she’s really spoken to any of them for more than a few minutes, or what they talked about. She tries to convince herself of their fondness, assuring herself that they’re her friends, too, that they love her, that they will love Gabriel, that she will love them.

			She’s still standing at the railing as the boat begins to slow, baby bandaged to her body, bay and sky unfurling beside them in twin bands of blue. One hand is still holding her hat to her head, the other the small black compact of her camera, but she’s not photographing anything. Another mistake. She’s too distracted, too charmed by her husband, too caught up in the moment. She did not capture the ruffled bridal train of the boat’s wake; her husband’s face as he grinned into the wind, sun, and spray; the shaded crown of her sleeping son’s head.

			Now the camera swoops away from Caroline and Gabriel to the scene below. The dock is crowded with half-naked people holding up cocktails and squinting into the light. The camera finds the three men waiting for them and zooms in. The men shield their eyes and hold up arms bent at the elbows, as if fending off blows. They are waving.

			Caroline waves back, takes her hand off her hat for just a moment—a mere moment—but a moment is all it takes for the breeze to lift the hat and carry it off her head and out of her grasp. The hat flies briefly, hovers on the breath of the air, then silently falls. The video ends with a zoom in on the hat, a pale circle on the dark water, Adam whinnying with helpless laughter.

			Much later, Caroline would rub her index finger rightward and leftward along the slivered panorama on the bottom of the screen to see it all again, controlling the passage of each cross section of a second, time turning forward and backward at her will—her touch making the wind lift her hair and drop it again, making her neck bend and straighten, head dip and rise, to gaze at the baby and then at the blue of the bay, her touch making her turn to face the camera and away, making her lost hat rise and fall on her head, up and down, up and down, turning to face the camera and away again, forward and back, forward and back, forward and back, until she could pretend there were no mistakes, that nothing was anyone’s fault, that forward and back were one and the same, that she didn’t know the difference.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			On the Haven ferry dock it was a carnival all over again, but less frenetic, everyone pacified by the relief of arrival. The same people who had been at the mainland terminal loaded their belongings onto yet more wagons, forming a caravan that dispersed as they made their way out of the town promenade. One by one they disappeared down pine-shaded raised boardwalks, up ramps and into hidden houses, their voices becoming distant murmurs on the breeze before falling away.

			As promised, Blaise and Perry had brought their drinks—wineglass stems threaded through their fingers, bright bowls of rosé cupped in their palms. Wynn had brought the wagon. The lowering sun shot gold through the wine, streaked faces and bare biceps, yellowed white teeth and highlighted grease on black lenses. There was a suspended, tentative moment as they all stood facing each other on the dock, grins held just a beat too long as everyone seemed to wait for someone else to make the first move.

			Then, all at once, the men were on Adam with happy shouts of welcome. They passed the pink wine from hand to hand and took turns slapping each other’s backs with a hard, percussive sound, as if trying to save each other from choking.

			No one hugged Caroline. She was still wearing the baby.

			“At last!”

			“He finally decides to join us!”

			Adam withdrew himself from Wynn’s damp embrace. In the choreography of four men’s armpits opening and closing around broad shoulders there was a smell of bergamot and grass, something fetid underneath.

			“Hey man, I already told you—”

			“Oh, come on,” said Perry. “You’re not going to blame your beautiful, faultless wife for your fuckup again, are you?”

			Again? Perry winked at Caroline. He was a bit taller than Adam, and willowy. There was something delicate, almost girlish about him. His dark hair was longer, his eyes were larger, and his skin was a deeper shade of tan.

			“Of course not!” Adam said. “I’m not blaming her. The fucking traffic—”

			“Oh sure, sure.”

			“Tell us, Caroline,” said Wynn, brushing sandy hair out of his face. “Did he tell you it was time to go, and then ‘hopped’ in the shower for forty-five minutes?”

			“Fuck off,” said Adam. Wynn clapped him on the back again.

			“Better late than never.”

			“We’re hardly late.”

			“Exactly,” Blaise said, hoisting their bags onto the wagon one at a time, one-handed. His long, curly brown hair was restrained by one of his signature man-buns, and his Olympic swimmer’s physique made the luggage hauling look easy. “The party’s just getting started.”

			The glasses of wine found their way into Adam’s and Caroline’s hands, and the group began their own trek east along the boardwalk bayfront, heading toward the private cove half a mile away, where the house was. Their walk took them past a gray-shingled Victorian mansion that had been converted into a grocery store, and, a bit farther on, a teak gazebo and wraparound deck suspended over the bay, apparently a yacht club. Tables spaced careful yards apart were arranged around a central turquoise kidney pool. Graying couples dressed in flowing, gauzy whites picked idly at nests of crab legs, unbothered by the screams and splish-splashes of the topless twentysomethings swimming not far from their sandaled feet. Seagulls circled, screaming—to Caroline they seemed unusually large, their bills heavy and deep red at the tips, as if they’d been dipped in blood.

			“Where are the girls?” Adam asked.

			“Jane stayed back to finish the ceviche,” said Perry. “She wanted everything to be ready when you guys got to the house.”

			“Noa and Taryn went for a swim in the ocean, but I think Noa is in the shower by now,” said Wynn. He was smirking. “I can’t speak for Taryn, though. Blaise?”

			“She stripped off everything as soon as we got to the house,” said Blaise. “She’s been working on her tan.”

			“Bard girls.” Wynn sighed. “They teach them well. Remember the intern who—”

			“Fellas, please,” said Perry. “We have a lady and child present.”

			“Come on, I don’t believe that’s a real baby,” said Blaise. “Haven’t heard a peep.”

			Caroline tried to smile. Gabriel was awake again but quiet, his lips puckering weakly against her sternum, leaving flowers of drool on her skin.

			“He must take after you,” Perry said to Caroline. “We all know his dad never shuts up.”

			“We’ll see how you feel at four in the morning,” said Adam. “When Little Man wants to rage.”

			“What?” Caroline countered. “As if you ever get up with him and do the night feeding?”

			The others oohed. Adam put his arm around Caroline.

			“My beautiful, faultless wife.” He sighed. “She neglects to mention I’m usually up already. Or still up.”

			“Trawling the Lonely MILF message boards for tasteful nudes,” said Blaise.

			“Working.”

			“At four in the morning?” said Wynn. “Please.”

			“As you may recall, I pulled, like, ten all-nighters last month getting ready for you-know-what.”

			“Well, no wonder you-know-what is still you-know-what and not everyone-knows-what.”

			“No, it’s because their offers have all been shit, that’s why.”

			They were talking about the acquisition. This was Caroline’s signal to tune out. She’d been hearing about the forever-promised acquisition since fetal viability, and months later it was still coming any day now.

			Caroline tried to maintain an interest in the world of Adam’s work. It had been interesting once, especially when he’d been a disrupter, working at his own boutique virtual reality start-up, Pantheon. Back then, he would tell her about such-and-such company developing such-and-such world-dominating technology, the links between such-and-such repressive government and such-and-such angel investor.

			According to Adam, Pantheon were the good guys, of course—they refused to sell out to shady funders, and they were offering a truly human-focused product that touched—no, not touched, healed—real people’s lives. Even if he was being a bit self-aggrandizing, at least it was all pretty stimulating.

			But now Adam worked at Corridor, and everything was about infrastructure, a word that became ubiquitous in Adam’s lexicon even while its specific meaning remained almost totally opaque to Caroline. Her husband’s self-aggrandizement was still there, but it was mostly about the minutiae of system upgrades and code reviews, not changing the world for the better.

			Mostly Caroline told herself that, when it came to his career, Adam had enough enthusiasm for both of them. As long as she was appreciative of the lifestyle that his work afforded them—which she was, no question—then did it really matter if she understood what was so compelling, so all-consuming?

			Maybe Gabriel would have an engineer’s mind like his dad.

			It wasn’t as if Adam was all that interested in what she did, at least not these days. That was partly Caroline’s own fault. Early on in their relationship, Adam had been invested in her art and career—helping her choose between images and showing up to every opening, no matter how tiny and poorly attended—but after he got the Corridor job, Caroline had essentially abandoned her own artistic practice. She made almost no work that entire year, aside from a daily self-portrait in bed, a series that purported to be about the body in space, the reclamation of the gaze, the catalog, the diary, the depredations of being a woman under late capitalism, but in fact was so vacuous and self-indulgent that later she would pretend she had never made the pictures at all.

			She shifted Gabriel in his wrap to get him to stop wriggling so much.

			Beyond the yacht club, they passed a sprawling leisure complex: a wide green field, a jungle gym in the shape of a pirate ship run aground in a sandpit, a cluster of cabins with painted signs that read camp haven. The cabins surrounded a wooden amphitheater with a broad stage. A half dozen children in those blue-and-white Peter Pan–collared rompers appeared to be rehearsing some kind of protracted death scene. Another cohort in the same uniforms were on the field—at the sound of a digital whistle, six sets of skinny legs began pumping back and forth between distant cones, their pace growing increasingly staggered with each lap, until you could no longer tell they’d once been running shoulder to shoulder.

			She would have expected to hear shouts and laughter. Aside from their hard breathing, the child sprinters were silent.

			The men didn’t seem to notice anything around them. They were talking ruefully about Mosaic, as usual. Caroline had heard a lot about Mosaic over half-eaten dinners and cast-aside blankets over the last year or so, but she still didn’t really know what the company did. Something to do with infrastructure, she assumed, like Corridor. Whatever infrastructure was. She tuned out again, lifted her wineglass to take a sip, and saw that it was already empty. She looked behind her to catch a glimpse of the sprinting children once more, but now they were lying on their backs in the field, their narrow white chests rising and falling.

			“And after all that wining and dining, after I give myself a goddamn pinched nerve eating her out for like, twenty minutes, you know what she tells me?”

			“What?”

			“It has something to do with storage optimization, and that’s all I know.”

			“You’re kidding.”

			“Nope.”

			“You said she was engaged to the CFO!”

			“Total waste. Even Taryn was annoyed.”

			Around a bend in the boardwalk, right as the trees began to thicken, there was a pair of small white bungalows perched on their own wooden platform, signs above their doorways designating them as the offices of Public Safety and Public Health. Just beyond, Caroline and the others stumbled upon a group of broad-hipped men in Bermuda shorts, their sunburned necks strung with leis of camera straps weighed down by phallic lenses. Blocking the path, the photographers formed a semicircle around their subject: twin fawns on spindly legs, suckling at the teats of their mother. One of the fawns turned toward Caroline and she saw that it was half blind, the skin crumpled where its left eye should have been.

			Blaise cleared his throat, let his forward foot fall on the boardwalk with a thunk. The family of deer froze, then snapped, shattering into the woods. Their quarry departed, the photographers hissed as they stepped aside to let the intruders pass. The path wound deeper into the trees.

			“I’m sure Adam told you,” Perry murmured.

			Caroline turned.

			“Told me what?”

			“About the artist residency.”

			He was grinning, teasing. She tried to fit the components of the joke together, but the puzzle was sodden, the cardboard pieces furry and disintegrating. That was how her mind was when speaking to other adults, ever since the baby.

			“Didn’t you recognize them?” Perry nudged.

			“Who?”

			“Ansel and his buddies back there?”

			“Ansel?”

			“Adams.”

			“Adam?”

			“No, Adams.”

			There it was. He was trying to help her, give her an opening. She knew she should say something about Ansel Adams photographing landscapes, not wildlife. She opened her mouth, closed it. Perry tried again.

			“Your husband thought you’d feel at home among your colleagues, but I think you’ll be disappointed.”

			“Oh?”

			She could do better than this.

			“See, they’re a cutthroat bunch.”

			“I bet.”

			Couldn’t she do better than this?

			“All card-carrying Magnum members.”

			“They have cards now? That’s new.”

			Better.

			“Most of them have Guggenheims, too.”

			“Sounds like I have a lot to learn,” Caroline said. Now that he’d given her enough to work with, the banter began to come a little more easily. “Maybe they’ll take pity on me and let me sit in on their crit group.”

			“I wouldn’t get my hopes up if I were you. I hear their crit groups are built around human sacrifice. Blood rituals, spirit cooking, that kind of thing.”

			“That’s how you know they’re serious.”

			“And they hate all women,” Perry said, his voice low. “Especially ones with talent.”

			“Come on.” She laughed. “Now you’re just trying to win me over.”

			He touched her arm lightly, just above her elbow.

			“How am I doing?”

			Just then the trees fell away, and they could finally see the white spaceship of the house. A towering pair of ivory parentheses with no discernible structural function stretched in a sun salutation, reaching up and out of a ziggurat of decks and glassed-in rooms, which included two outdoor showers; whoever was inside would be clearly visible to anyone passing by.

			Although Caroline guessed that would be no one, this being a private cove.

			“Holy shit,” said Adam, taking it all in. “You weren’t kidding.”

			“Right?” said Wynn. “I told you EX would hook us up.”

			“Thank god for EX.”

			“EX?” asked Caroline.

			“Employee Experience,” Perry explained. “There’s a whole department at work that just wants us to be happy.”

			As they approached the ramp, a naked woman lying on the deck came into view.
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