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PRAISE FOR

Business or Pleasure

“Rachel Lynn Solomon is becoming one of my favorite authors for contemporaries that blend insightful humor with unstinting emotion… . This book is intimate and unflinching.”

—The New York Times

“Solomon’s book is bawdy and hilarious, but it’s also extremely emotionally resonant and smart as it tackles everything from abortion to mental health.”

—Entertainment Weekly

“Both wisecracking and wise, edgy and vulnerable, Business or Pleasure skillfully balances everything that makes romance great. Simply put, it is an unputdownable, sexy riot! Rachel Lynn Solomon is a romance virtuoso and her readers have the best seats in the house.”

—Christina Lauren, New York Times bestselling author of The Soulmate Equation

“Rachel Lynn Solomon’s Business or Pleasure is a total delight. It’s sexy, smart, and so freaking fun—I couldn’t stop smiling! As always, Rachel’s characters are rendered with tremendous love and care. You will fall hard for Chandler and Finn.”

—Carley Fortune, New York Times bestselling author of Every Summer After

“Rachel Lynn Solomon is an auto-buy author for me, and Business or Pleasure might be her best yet! Chandler and Finn’s story is so vulnerable and hot, and the way Solomon weaves serious, important topics throughout a warm and engaging romance is truly masterful. I already can’t wait to read this book again and again.”

—Alicia Thompson, national bestselling author of Love in the Time of Serial Killers

“Business or Pleasure is an absolute pleasure, full stop. This funny, delightful book will pull you in from the first page—a bighearted celebration of sex, consent, and love. Rachel Lynn Solomon knows exactly how to crank up the heat, and the chemistry between Chandler and Finn is hot hot hot. Solomon’s voice shines in this sex-positive rom-com.”

—Elissa Sussman, national bestselling author of Funny You Should Ask

“Only Rachel Lynn Solomon could make a story about giving sex lessons to a celebrity feel this grounded and realistic. Chandler and Finn are equal parts smart and funny, charming and generous, thoughtful and endearing. Rachel takes the kind of risks that make romance as a genre so special and rewarding to read.”

—Rosie Danan, author of The Roommate

“I can always count on Rachel Lynn Solomon to deliver rapid-fire dialogue, intense chemistry, and lived-in yet fresh characters that feel like your oldest friends. Business or Pleasure is delightfully addictive and downright red-hot spicy!”

—Amy Lea, international bestselling author of Exes and O’s

“Rachel Lynn Solomon has a gift for looking directly into my soul and somehow giving me exactly the book I needed. Business or Pleasure is a perfect encapsulation of everything I love about Solomon’s writing: depth, vulnerability, and thoughtfulness, topped off with laugh-out-loud banter and smoking-hot (and in this case, hard-won) chemistry.”

—Ava Wilder, author of How to Fake It in Hollywood

“Rachel Lynn Solomon is back with her sexiest novel yet, and the pleasure is all ours. A love letter to self-empowerment, discovery, and intimacy of all forms, Business or Pleasure will fill your soul with everything readers hope to find in a phenomenal romance novel. Swoony, steamy, heart-wrenching, and healing, this story will hug your heart long after the last page. Solomon is a shining star.”

—Courtney Kae, author of In the Event of Love

“Business or Pleasure transcends sexy into something almost radical in this honest, raw, fresh, and hugely fun romp under the sheets and across the country with Chandler and Finn. Romantic, hilarious, sizzling, and heartfelt, Rachel Lynn Solomon’s latest has taken its place as my new favorite rom-com.”

—Carlyn Greenwald, author of Sizzle Reel

PRAISE FOR 

Weather Girl

“That feeling you get when you curl up on the couch on a rainy Saturday, with a great book in one hand and a spiked hot chocolate in the other: that’s the feeling you get when you read Weather Girl.”

—Jasmine Guillory, New York Times bestselling author of While We Were Dating

“A sexy storm of a book.”

—Sophie Cousens, New York Times bestselling author of This Time Next Year

“A delightful romance. Perfect for rainy days and sunny days and everything in between.”

—Helen Hoang, New York Times bestselling author of The Heart Principle

“Rachel Lynn Solomon has crafted a magical story that celebrates hope, resilience, and love. My forecast: read it, and you’ll be on cloud nine.”

—Ali Hazelwood, New York Times bestselling author of The Love Hypothesis

“A tender, hilarious, and heartfelt love story you’ll read in one sitting!”

—Tessa Bailey, New York Times bestselling author of It Happened One Summer

“[Solomon’s] realistic portrayal of the internal struggles that come with the highs and lows of optimism and depression, and how it affects sex and relationships, is an important one.”

—BuzzFeed

“Humorous, captivating, and delightful.”

—USA Today

PRAISE FOR 

The Ex Talk

“A very funny book… . Rom-coms need tears the way bread dough needs salt, and here the mixture strikes a perfect balance between sweet and savory.”

—The New York Times Book Review

“The Ex Talk delivers. This book is quick, spicy, and sweet.”

—Shondaland

“Forget fake dating … fake exes is where it’s at! The Ex Talk has all the public radio nerdiness that you didn’t know was missing from your life. An absolute delight of a read!”

—Jen DeLuca, author of Well Met

“This book gave me genuine butterflies. I fell in love with Shay and Dominic falling in love.”

—Sarah Hogle, author of You Deserve Each Other
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For Sanne Zwart—

How lucky am I that you were my first friend in this country?

Hartelijk dank voor alles.





How fresh my memory of that time in Amsterdam is … how ridiculous the whole undertaking, how utterly foolish.

—VINCENT VAN GOGH, IN HIS LETTERS TO HIS BROTHER, THEO






ONE
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SOMETIMES YOU CAN HAVE THE CLEAREST MEMORIES OF places you’ve never been. Distant cities are familiar as old friends, either because you’ve seen them onscreen a thousand times or you’ve heard stories about life-changing vacations or years abroad. You can taste the sugar crystals dusted atop a pastry. You can see the lights of a famed monument shimmering bright with your eyes shut. You can hear the rush of water, but only if you’re quiet enough to listen. The melody of a language you don’t understand.

That kind of yearning is so specific, a dreamy ache that could be simple wanderlust or maybe something sharper, something that sits between your ribs and convinces you that’s where you’ll finally be happy. Able to breathe. The best version of yourself.

I fell in love with a place like that once, built it up until there was no way the reality could compare to my imagination.

As I sleepily pass the cabdriver a fistful of euros, I wonder if that place ever really existed at all.

I triple-check the address while my phone hunts for a signal. Somehow it’s eight in the morning, a fact my body is protesting with every jet-lagged muscle. Anxiety kept me awake during the flight, worst-case scenarios piling up like Tetris blocks, and I only started nodding off when the pilot announced that we were beginning our descent. The low winter sun gives everything a haze of the surreal. A touch of the otherworldly.

That must be why I don’t notice the basement unit at first. Concrete stairs on the steepest incline stop at a black metal door graffitied with a phrase someone tried to scrub off, leaving behind half an underlined word and a giant question mark. There’s no apartment number. No window. I glance back toward the street, as though waiting for the patron saint of lost Americans to help me out, but there’s no point. My cabdriver is gone. Everyone I know is on another continent.

For the first time, I am completely and utterly alone, except for an orange cat perched on the railing, tail flicking back and forth.

Before I left Los Angeles, my friends and family had plenty of questions. Is this a real job, Dani? and Are you sure you can handle living on your own in another country? and Have you showered yet this week? To which I replied: Define “week.”

When your entire world implodes around you, sometimes the only option is to implode right along with it. Especially if that implosion takes you nearly five thousand miles away from home—or whatever that is in kilometers.

I will my nerves to remain at a low simmer and run a hand through my chin-length bob, a breakup haircut that doesn’t suit my face the way the stylist assured me it did. I’m not sure I’ve properly exhaled since I got off the plane, not when I hauled my paperwork-stuffed carry-on through passport control or dragged my suitcases off the luggage belt. I do it now, letting my shoulders drop and my lungs relax. One deep breath of Amsterdam air, and then another. This is exciting. This is an adventure. This is not a catastrophe in the making.

The street is fringed with rows of crooked houses pressed tight against each other, most only three or four stories high, in shades ranging from light brown to dark brown. Some roofs are curved and some are shaped like bells, and some have intricate designs etched above the doors. Maybe the strangest thing is that it’s so quiet. No cars, no traffic noises except the gentle plink of bicycle bells as commuters head to work, not a helmet in sight.

I’m so floored by this level of confidence that I don’t notice a cyclist speeding toward me until he starts shouting in Dutch.

“I’m sorry!” I say, leaping out of the way as he nearly clips my backpack.

If I were halfway lucid, I’d have noticed that the street beneath my travel Crocs is painted red. Bike lane.

I assess my surroundings again. There’s supposed to be a lockbox with a key inside, but I don’t see it anywhere. Another mark for the catastrophe column.

That would track. A mysterious job offer, an interview process that seemed much too short, a free flight … Odds that this is a scam: getting higher by the moment. I would absolutely be the kind of person to fall for it, just like I fell for Jace promising me we were exclusive or my parents assuring me I’d grow into my ears someday.

Even the cat is judging me in that condescending way cats do, eyes unblinking as it lazily licks a paw.

“Hi there.” I lift my hand, because long-ago warnings not to pet animals you don’t know were never something I took seriously.

The cat hops off the railing and disappears down the street without giving me a second glance—revealing the little black lockbox it was sitting on. Victory.

I punch in the code from my email and the box opens up, producing a key that fits the industrial-grade door with minimal effort. A rush of adrenaline convinces me this is the greatest achievement of my thirty years on this earth. I am strength. I am power. I am—

—standing in a restored medieval torture chamber.

Basement apartment is too generous a description, I decide as I step into my new home, anxiety giving way to a shock of cold. A sliver of window lets in just enough light to cast grim shadows on every piece of dust-coated furniture: a couch with a gaping hole at the back, a kitchen table with two skeletal chairs. Walls painted dark blue, a dank musty smell hitting my nostrils and making me wish I hadn’t swiped that extra packet of cookies from the galley when the flight attendants weren’t looking.

None of that matters when it’s clear the apartment’s pièce de résistance is a gleaming white bathtub in the middle of the bedroom. Inexplicably. Mere steps from the bed.

An unhinged laugh slips past my throat. I must be delirious from travel if this is what finally sends me over the edge, because of course. Of course the apartment my company found and that I agreed to, sight unseen, looks like this.

A knock on the front door stops me on the verge of a panic spiral, but just barely.

“Hey—is that yours?” A girl who looks mid-twenties is peeking down from the stairs, motioning to the suitcase I left on the sidewalk. “I live next door,” she explains with an accent I can’t place. Not Dutch, I don’t think. She’s dressed for a run, long dark hair in a ponytail, one AirPod in her ear and the other in her palm.

“Sorry, yes,” I say, embarrassed. “It is. Thank you.”

It takes her an extra second to respond, one that I’ve gotten used to when meeting people for the first time.

Usually when someone sees my port-wine stain, they stare longer than they should and then make every effort to focus on a different part of my face to appear as though they’re not staring at all. When I was a kid, I assumed people would be less obvious about it as I got older, but they’ve only gotten more awkward. Literal strangers have gone out of their way to assure me I’m “still beautiful.”

The birthmark is a mottled pink that starts above my right eyebrow, drifts along my nose, and covers half my right cheek. My own little Rorschach test. I hid it under makeup in high school and used to think I’d try to get it lasered one day, but I made my peace with it years ago—mostly. Even if I still sometimes pose with the left side of my face forward in photos.

“You should be more careful,” the girl says as she helps me carry the suitcase down the stairs. “It may be the offseason, but I’ve even seen phones stolen right out of people’s hands.”

Once it’s safely over the threshold, I hug the dinged-up polycarbonate as though the bag and I have been reunited after an arduous journey. “I will. Thank you so much. I just got off an international flight, so I’m not entirely myself. I … live here now, I guess.”

This makes her soften. “Rough time of year to move. Get ready for, like, eight hours of daylight each day.”

I peer into the depths of my apartment. The sky was still dark when the plane touched down; the sun rose on my taxi ride into the city. “Love to live in complete darkness. I’ve been worried lately that I’ve been getting too much vitamin D.”

“The summers are amazing, though,” she says. “They make the winters worth it.”

“You’ve lived here a while?”

“Almost seven years.”

“And are all apartments … like this?” I ask with a flourish of my hand.

She takes another step down. Grimaces. “I think you got unlucky,” she says, then gestures to her left. “I’m Iulia. I live right next door, if you need any help.”

“Dani.”

With a wave, she pops her AirPod back in, and before I can tell her I’m worried I might actually need quite a lot, she sets off jogging down the block.

I’m alone again, surrounded by disappointment and chipped dishes, my Crocs sticking to the floor.

Then, blatantly ignoring every piece of advice about how to adjust to a new time zone, I collapse onto the too-thin mattress and pass out.

UNTIL YESTERDAY, MY PASSPORT WAS MOSTLY BLANK, USED for a friend’s bachelorette in Montreal and one regrettable college spring break in Cabo. This move wasn’t a measured, calculated decision. There were no pro-con lists, no extended conversations with family or friends. There was just the implosion, where I lost both my job and my boyfriend—they say women are great at multitasking—and the jobs I drunkenly applied for because they weren’t in LA. Some nameless fear urged me forward, convincing me I couldn’t stay in the city that raised me.

Four weeks later, I packed my bags, sold my car, and moved halfway across the world.

When I open my eyes at three thirty in the afternoon, the apartment is somehow colder than it was when I got here. My head throbs with a dull, insistent ache, my throat dry. Groggily, I force myself into a sitting position, reaching for my phone on the nightstand before remembering it’s tucked into the front pocket of my backpack on the other side of the room.

I grab my phone and the water bottle that was always a little too big for my car’s cupholder and settle back in bed. Now that it’s almost—I quickly count backward—seven a.m. on the West Coast, the Dorfman family chat is waking up.


	Mom:
	How’s your apartment? How’s the weather? How’s the food? We miss you already, send pictures when you can!



	Dad:
	Is Amsterdam as charming as it is in photos, or are they all just a very well-crafted tourism campaign?



	Mom:
	Be sure to make a doctor’s appointment and refill your prescriptions! I read online that they might have different names in the Netherlands.





The messages come with a pang of homesickness I wasn’t expecting to feel this soon. My parents have always regarded me with an extra sense of caution, as though I’m forever the micro preemie born three months early with lungs that didn’t work properly. Severe asthma meant no contact sports, waivers from gym class, an urgent call to our family doctor if I experienced so much as a hint of discomfort. It’s much more manageable than it used to be, but that never stops the constant check-ins. Sometimes I think they’d have plastic-wrapped me if they could.

I answer them with enough detail to put their minds at ease: Extremely charming! Cold but sunny. Haven’t eaten anything yet that didn’t come from an airplane, will report back once I do. I have plenty of meds with me, but I’ll make an appointment soon. Miss you too, will call when I’m a bit less jet-lagged!

My father immediately replies, asking if I have digital copies of my medical records or if I need them to scan anything for me. And even though he’s punctuated it with a handful of emojis—a doctor, a stethoscope, a grinning face—I can’t help drawing the conclusion that they think I’m too fragile to do this on my own. I decide I’ll reply to that one later, thumbing over to a separate thread with my sister, who’s texted a much more rational love you take your time but please know I want to hear everything!

oops I tripped and fell into a dungeon, I type, sending her a few photos of the apartment.


	Phoebe:
	nooooooooo



	Phoebe:
	maya says dungeons are very in this year. perhaps an intentional design choice?




Maya, her wife, is an interior designer, while Phoebe owns an independent bookstore in Pasadena. I’ve always loved that they managed to turn their passions into careers, in part because it’s something I’ve been chasing for years, never quite able to get there.

Maybe that’s why it was so easy to say yes to this move—because I haven’t put down the same roots.


	Dani:
	that doesn’t explain the bathtub in the bedroom



	Phoebe:
	omg. go home amsterdam, you’re drunk



	Phoebe:
	also! don’t forget to take those melatonin supplements I gave you for the jet lag




I track down the jar in my suitcase, position it lovingly on top of a pillow, and send her another photo.

We’ve always been close; Phoebe’s only a year and a half older, and we’ve never lived more than an hour from each other, even in the worst LA traffic. But now that we’re nine time zones apart and her wife is ten weeks pregnant, I imagine that’s about to change.

They told us they were expecting during a dinner with my parents last month, Maya’s hand easily curving around her stomach. I’d already committed to Amsterdam at that point and had to fight the urge to cancel all my plans—because what if I missed my niece or nephew being born?

That’s still seven months away, I told myself. Don’t think about it right now.

Compartmentalization works wonders on mental health.

Though I’m not exactly well rested, I know I shouldn’t go back to sleep, so I head for the bathroom’s tiny walk-in shower that sprays water … absolutely everywhere. There’s no shower curtain, only a sheet of murky glass that does nothing to keep the water in. Because there’s also no ventilation, I settle for mopping up the water as best I can before unzipping an oversized sweater and a fresh pair of jeans from the suitcase that also contains every product in my seven-step skincare routine, though I can’t remember the last time I made it past step three.

The contents of my life fit perfectly into two checked bags and a carry-on, and while I’m not sure what that says about me, now’s not the time to linger on it. So I shrug on a slightly wrinkled wool coat and step outside to explore.

I squint into the afternoon sun despite the mid-January cold. The street is more active now, kids scribbling chalk designs on the sidewalk and dogs pausing to sniff flower beds. Iulia’s apartment is on the ground floor with a cluster of plants in the window, but I’m guessing she’s at work.

I make sure to avoid the bike lane this time and feel irrationally proud, then completely expose myself as a foreigner by snapping photos of everything. The quaint brick architecture. The elevator contraption across the street lifting a couch through a third-story window. The orange cat I saw earlier, now sprawled in a sunbeam inside the basket of a parked bike.

“What is this place?” I mumble to myself.

My stomach lets out a low growl, a reminder I haven’t eaten since I was somewhere above the Atlantic Ocean.

Groceries. I should probably find groceries.

I’ve never experienced freedom like this before—true freedom, no tethers or puppet strings. There was college, to some extent, where I experimented with boys and with alcohol because there wasn’t anyone around telling me not to. But I was in the same state. The same time zone. Now I’m alone in a new country, with nothing on my calendar until I start work next week. There’s a terrifying thrill that comes with it.

That connection I once thought I had, so distant now that it might as well have been another lifetime, wasn’t just to this place.

There was a person, too—the first one to ever break my heart.

I try not to think of him often, but now that I’m here, it’s unavoidable. For a fraction of a second, I panic about running into him, though the reality is that we’re two specks in a country of seventeen million people. Still, he might be in the Netherlands somewhere, sketching the view out his window the way he used to do at our kitchen table.

Or maybe not. Maybe he left again with a suitcase of empty promises, the same way he left me.

The neighborhood I’m in is called De Pijp, a little strip of the city without canals but with plenty of bars and restaurants. Around the corner, something much better than a grocery store comes into view: a huge open-air market. The street is electric with activity, stands selling fruit and vegetables, freshly cut flowers, snacks from more cuisines than I can count. People shout in both Dutch and English above the hiss of the grills, enticing tourists and locals to come closer and to try something delicious. There are gigantic wheels of cheese and kitschy Amsterdam souvenirs. Multiple booths just for French fries, served in a cone and dripping with sauce. I nearly go dizzy from the scent of it all, savory and sweet and fried and perfect.

In my Burbank apartment, the only thing within walking distance was a car wash.

I stop in front of a cart selling miniature pancakes, where an older man is pumping batter into small circles on a griddle. POFFERTJES, says the sign above him.

“One of these, please?” I ask, and then try my best at the pronunciation. “Poffert-yays?”

“Poffertjes,” says the man, the word sounding as light and fluffy as the pancakes themselves. Po-fur-chess. “With sugar or Nutella?”

“Both?”

I watch my little pancakes rise, darkening at the edges before he scoops them onto a paper tray, sprinkling them with powdered sugar and a healthy dollop of Nutella. The finishing touch: a toothpick with a tiny Dutch flag wrapped around it.

The first bite is all buttery warmth, the texture at the sacred intersection of pancake and donut. Heavenly. I’ve always had an incurable sweet tooth, and this is true comfort food for the jet-lagged.

As soon as I’m finished, I order another tray, every worry about this being a mistake instantly replaced with sheer dumb optimism.

I am in Amsterdam.

And then, an equally bizarre thought: I live here.

It sounds so absurd that my heart squeezes in my chest and a pressure starts building behind my eyes. And yet what’s most absurd is that this could be my chance for a reinvention. Here, I don’t have to be the girl whose parents consider too breakable. I don’t have to be the girl who forwarded her ex’s private, borderline-smutty emails to the whole company or the girl whose friends told her she was acting immature when all she wanted was for them to hold her hand and let her cry. The girl everyone is running laps around, mortgages and promotions and holiday cards with kids in matching outfits.

When are you going to figure things out?

Grow up?

Settle down?

And did you remember to refill your meds?

Maybe this is exactly where I’m supposed to be. Maybe it’s a sugar rush or maybe it’s the jet lag, or maybe it’s a giddiness I haven’t felt since I was a kid. I’m not sure I’ve ever possessed a true childlike sense of wonder—maybe jaded is in my nature—and yet here, in the middle of this market in a city I once wrapped in love and then in heartbreak, I finally feel it.

Amsterdam is going to change my life.

It has to.




TWO
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WHOEVER COINED THE PHRASE JUST LIKE RIDING A BIKE had clearly never ridden one in Amsterdam. During rush hour. In the pouring rain.

The Netherlands is the tallest country in the world and I am only four-eleven, which I’ve just learned is 150 centimeters and enough to make most bike shop owners recoil, as though outfitting someone this short with a bike is a challenge they never received the right training for.

“This is an omafiets,” said the guy at the third shop I tried, a rental subscription place with a monthly fee. “A granny bicycle.”

Then it was my turn to recoil. Maybe this was a comment on my biking ability or the dark circles under my eyes. Which, fair on both counts. But the guy reassured me that this is simply the style of bike here in the Netherlands. An omafiets has a taller curved frame that lets you sit upright, which is more comfortable and easier to ride longer distances.

In theory, this sounded great. I imagined myself gliding through the city on a charming pastel-pink bike, tulips I’d purchased from the flower stand around the corner sticking out of my basket. I’d blend right in with the locals. Quintessential Dutch.

In practice, climbing on the thing feels a little like getting on a roller coaster with a busted track—I can see the way I die, and I’ve surrendered to my fate. The bike I rented isn’t quite the right size, even after the guy lowered the seat as far down as it would go. My toes don’t even skim the ground, and while this might be second nature for people who’ve grown up biking here, for me it feels completely out of control, like I have to trust my body to catch me every time I backpedal to a stop. My body has rarely proven itself trustworthy—not when I lived at the hospital for the first six months of my life, not when an asthma attack kept me from playing the lead in my third grade production of our teacher’s original musical Geology Rocks!, not when I was so eager for my first kiss that I wound up biting poor Levi Moskowitz’s tongue at Jewish summer camp in middle school.

The next few days are a blur of registration appointments. I get a residence permit, the Netherlands equivalent of a social security number, a bank account. I stumble my way through buying groceries, spending a full hour browsing the narrow aisles of Albert Heijn and translating everything with my phone. I learn that coffeeshops are not, in fact, coffeeshops when I try to order a latte before recognizing that earthy scent and realizing the menu is all joints and edibles with names like Lemon Skunk and Amnesia Haze.

Still, none of it feels real.

By my first day of work, I’ve mostly recovered from jet lag, having mapped the route to my office a few times by bike. I’ve been desperate for human interaction, and phone calls with Phoebe and my parents can only go so far.

“Oh, Dani,” my mother said last night when I made the mistake of mentioning that I was not a natural on a Dutch bicycle. “Don’t push your lungs too hard.”

“You know there’s no judgment if this ends up not working out,” my father put in. “You can come home anytime.”

And then I bit the inside of my cheek and changed the subject.

I try not to take the morning’s steady rain as some kind of omen. Just like Iulia promised, it’s still dark outside at eight thirty, and as a result of spending my whole life in a place without seasons, I don’t have the right clothing for it.

“Water-resistant,” I mutter as I shove at my bike pedals, rain dripping down my lashes and my joke of a jacket clinging to my shoulders, “is a fucking lie.”

I yank the handlebars hard to the right when someone passes me on a bike with what looks like a wheelbarrow attached to the front. Inside are three kids in brightly colored raincoats, and there’s even an infant strapped to the bike’s smaller front seat. This, I gather, is an Amsterdam carpool.

“Sorry!” I yell out when the rider throws me an angry look, wondering if there’s a limit to how many times I can apologize.

When I make it to the parking garage beneath the building that’s just for bikes, I’m drenched and out of breath. I scrape my hair into a stubby ponytail and hit the buzzer for the third floor, squaring my shoulders and trying my best to project confidence.

The office is around the corner from Dam Square, the very center of the city, on a street parallel to international shops and tourist money grabs like Ripley’s Believe It or Not! I’ve been so focused on settling in, I haven’t had a chance to explore it much, but I vow to make some time this weekend. Everything is a clash of old and new: a KFC across from a World War II monument, an H&M next to the royal palace. I wonder if I’ll ever get used to it.

CommerX is a startup that claims their new platform will democratize e-commerce like never before, and to be perfectly honest, I don’t fully understand what that means. I’m also not 100 percent sure how to pronounce it.

The problem, I realized when I got to college, was that I had a lot of interests but wasn’t particularly amazing at any of them. I’d always liked art, but I was too pragmatic to believe it could be a real career. The entertainment industry didn’t hold the same allure for me as it did for a lot of my classmates. I liked history, math classes were fine, and there was even the year my parents gave me a fossil kit for Hanukkah and I told everyone I was going to become an archaeologist.

Every time I devoted myself to something new, I was certain it would expose some dormant untapped skill. Maybe I’d discover I had a talent for baking, though I burned all my attempts at brownies. Or I’d find that despite using SparkNotes every time we read Shakespeare, I had a knack for writing snappy dialogue. For about six months, I’d convince myself I was the next great chef or playwright, only to realize I didn’t have a fraction of the talent needed to succeed.

UX design was a lucky accident. I’d taken too many intro classes and had to declare a major, and my advisor squinted down at my transcript and noticed I had the most credits toward either a BFA in art or an informatics major, of all things—which had included a class I’d signed up for because all my top choices were full. So I picked the more stable one and spent my twenties ping-ponging between different tech companies while my hobbies continued to spiral out of control, because if I could just find that one thing, then I could finally stop running.

This career has never been a true passion, not the way my sister and Maya love their jobs, and with astronomical housing prices, I couldn’t afford more than the monthly rent on my one-bedroom apartment. Until Jace, I’d never had a relationship last long enough to have a conversation about living together, and in hindsight I’m relieved we never signed a lease.

Admitting I’m still trying to figure out what to do with my life prompted fewer eye rolls five years ago than it does now.

Which is why I’ve learned to keep that to myself.

Deep breaths. Fresh start.

A green-and-white logo is splashed across the wall behind the minimalist reception area. In fact, the whole place is minimalist: a couple rows of spare white desks, a conference room in back, too-bright lighting for the semidark sky. Aside from a few haphazard mugs, it doesn’t look as though anyone’s really made the space theirs. Even the fake potted plant looks droopy.

I step inside, wary of my jacket dripping onto the linoleum. “Hello?” I chance.

A man who looks like a stock photo for a startup bro in jeans and a Patagonia vest pokes his head around the corner, looking startled. “You’re not here for the audit, are you?”

“Uh … no. I work here?” I say, hating the way my voice tilts into a question, distantly wondering if an impending audit is standard procedure or something I should be concerned about. “I’m Dani Dorfman. I’m supposed to start today?”

The confirmation that I am not an auditor seems to relax him. Which pretty much does the opposite for me.

A mid-thirties blond woman in a denim minidress that can’t be practical for this weather speed-walks toward me with a grin that looks mostly genuine. “Danika?”

It happens again, because of course it does—her gaze lingers on my right cheek before she forces her smile even wider.

“Dani. Hi,” I say, extending my hand. The bike ride wrinkled my black high-waisted pants, which I paired with a white V-neck and a striped blazer. I didn’t know if business casual would mean something else on this side of the pond, and I’m relieved I haven’t overdressed.

“Pleasure to meet you. I’m Charlotte in HR.” Her accent is British. “Sorry no one was here to greet you! We lost our receptionist at the start of the month, unfortunately, and we haven’t had a chance to replace him.”

I love that the vagueness of “we lost our receptionist” implies he quit, died, or wandered into the woods where no one could find him. Charlotte does not elaborate.

“Totally fine. Is Yesenia in today? She’s my recruiter.”

Charlotte grimaces. Lowers her voice. “I thought someone would have told you. She … left last week.” Her eyes grow wide as she realizes that in the space of thirty seconds, she’s told a new hire about two employees recently leaving the company. “Very different circumstances, a new opportunity; you know how it goes. But not to worry! I’m here to orient you, and I think you’ll get on with everyone just beautifully. It’s a very international team.”

“I’m glad to hear that. It’s great to finally be here at, uh—CommerX.” My mouth trips over the name.

“Lovely.” Another broad smile, a flash of her teeth. Charlotte leads me deeper into the office, gesturing toward the rows of desks. Most are unoccupied. “We’re big fans of hot-desking here. Modern office and all of that. You can take a seat anywhere that’s free.”

I follow her as she points out the conference room, the tiny kitchen, the bathroom we share with the other startup on the floor. Apparently—and thankfully—I showed up a bit early, and once others start to arrive, Charlotte introduces me around. I meet Natalia from Turin. Mehmet from Istanbul. Beatriz from a small town just north of Lisbon.

“The C-suite are out of town trying to secure more funding,” Charlotte explains when we conclude the tour back at the row of desks. “You’ll adore them. They’re all brilliant, just brilliant—it’s no wonder people are throwing money at them!” There’s a slight strain in her voice, one I can almost convince myself I don’t notice. “We’re a small company, as you can see. Everyone pitches in. We actually thought we might start you doing something a little more administrative.”

“Sure.” I force my smile not to falter. “What did you have in mind?”

Being the receptionist, it turns out. Answering the phone that only rings once (a wrong number), working through some digital new-hire orientations, and making multiple coffee runs.

Midday, when there’s a rush to the conference room, I close my laptop and start to get up.

“No need,” Charlotte says breezily. “This is just a quick Zoom with the CEO.”

My mind drifts between rudimentary PowerPoint trainings about payroll and core principles. There’s a teeny window at the end of the hall allowing me a view of a Uniqlo. Clusters of tourists wait out the weather in line for Madame Tussauds. A tram glides by, but—as Charlotte took great joy in telling me—these windows are double-paned, nearly soundproof, so I don’t hear any of it. A pang of something I can’t name settles low in my stomach, and I try my best to force it away.

This is only day one. I couldn’t have expected to be thrown into meetings right away, and even if I’m not really longing to be in that conference room down the hall, I’m not sure what it is that I’d rather be doing. Given how my previous job ended, I’m half convinced I’m the problem. I could call it a mistake, falling for a coworker who was cheating on me, but my hand didn’t exactly slip when I forwarded all those emails he’d sent me before I caught him. The subtle ones. The over-the-top flowery ones I couldn’t read without cringing. The downright explicit ones, though there were only a couple of those. Spite may be petty, but it sure felt fantastic, and in those rage-warped moments, it seemed like the only way to regain some sense of control.

Until all he got was a slap on the wrist and I was the one kindly escorted from the building and asked, in the plainest of language, to turn in my badge and never set foot on the premises again.

“I don’t get it,” my friend Nora said when we met up for brunch a week before I left. Her toddler was screaming that he wanted more syrup while she rocked her newborn in a sling. “I thought you and Jace were talking about moving in together. And now you’re moving to the literal weed capital of the world instead?”

“Also windmills,” I said as her toddler flung a piece of waffle at my face. “And cheese.”

This did not help her understand. Maybe even I didn’t understand it, not really. I only knew that I felt behind, like everyone’s lives were moving in these exciting new directions and I was trapped in amber.

But so far I haven’t seen any windmills, and the only cheese I’ve had is the packaged kind, shredded and zipped in plastic.

Charlotte drops a stack of paperwork on my desk with an ominous thud. “If you have a moment, would you be able to organize these chronologically?” And because I know I should be grateful to be here, I tell her yes.

ON FRIDAY MORNING, I GET OUT OF BED AND STEP RIGHT into a puddle of cold liquid. I grab for the switch next to my bed, the pale beam of light offering just enough visibility to shock me fully awake.

The entire apartment is flooded, and there’s really only one culprit.

“Shit.” I yank my phone charger from where it hangs lifelessly from a power outlet. “Shit, shit, shit!”

Last night I ventured into the bedroom bathtub because it had been a long week and I wanted to unwind. I’d almost made peace with the dungeon—I bought a couple new lamps and a cheap blanket to drape over the couch, where I eat all my meals because I don’t trust the dining table. The water didn’t drain very fast, to the point where I wondered if it was even draining at all, but I figured I could just leave it and it would drain overnight.

In a way, I guess it did. Onto the floor.

I snatch up yesterday’s pair of soaked jeans, tossing them to safety before I beeline to the hall closet for some towels. The tub, still a quarter full, emits a defeated gurgle.

As quickly as I can, I stuff every article of clothing that isn’t wet into my suitcase and urge myself to breathe. Inhale for four seconds. Hold it for seven. Exhale for eight. Just like that therapist taught me years ago during those few weeks I completely disconnected from the rest of the world. Then I fire off a message to the rental agency Yesenia connected me with before she left CommerX for her exciting new opportunity.

Or maybe she realized she was on a sinking ship, whispers a tiny voice at the back of my mind.

Preparing to grovel, I throw on a hoodie and knock on my neighbor’s door.

“Hi—sorry—I know it’s early,” I manage when Iulia answers. “I hope I didn’t wake you up. My apartment flooded, and I’m guessing this isn’t what you imagined when you asked me if I needed help, but … I’m not sure what to do.”

She clutches a robe around her pajamas, sleepy eyes growing wide. “You poor thing! Of course, of course, whatever you need.” She opens the door, offers to hold on to my suitcase while I figure out my next steps. “I promise Amsterdam usually isn’t this hostile to newcomers.”

“Thank you so much. I owe you.” I say it about a million more times for good measure as we exchange numbers.

I jam everything I need for the day into my backpack, getting dressed in Iulia’s bathroom but unable to bring myself to ask if I can use her shower. The rental agency doesn’t open until nine, so I grab a latte and croissant from the café—not coffeeshop—across the street and browse apartment listings. Just in case.

They are not cheap.

In fact, after ten minutes, I’m convinced that basement apartment was a hidden gem of the Amsterdam real estate market.

I send a panicky text to Phoebe, waiting for a response before remembering she won’t be up for at least six more hours. I’m still not used to sharing only half the waking day with my sister, and I kind of hate it.

Bright side: after two weeks, the sky is no longer dark right when I wake up, even if today is another gray, rainy day. Like someone dipped a paintbrush in water and blotted out all the city’s charm—because I’m struggling to see any of it right now.

My rental agency doesn’t get back to me until after lunch.

“All our other properties are full at the moment,” the guy tells me on the phone. “We can send a plumber tomorrow morning, but it’s a very old building. You probably shouldn’t use the water until next week.”

“What do you recommend I use instead?” I ask, and maybe it’s the language barrier, but he just repeats his previous sentence, slower this time.

Toward the end of the day, after another meeting I’m not invited to, I approach Charlotte’s desk. I’ve had some shitty jobs—the time I dressed up as a Saint Bernard and passed out flyers for a mobile dog groomer for a summer during high school, the company that wouldn’t let any two team members take PTO at the same time—but surely there’s more to CommerX than this.

“I’m wondering if there’s any product work I could be doing,” I say. “Or if I could talk to the other designers on the team?”

They work remotely, Charlotte told me on Monday, and suddenly I’m not sure if that’s the only reason I haven’t met them yet.

Now I’m starting to wonder whether they exist at all.

“Next week,” she says with a tight smile. “I promise.”

As I’m leaving the office, Phoebe messages me with a few choice words and emojis for my landlord, asks if I’m free to talk during her lunch break. Ten p.m. in Amsterdam, and while that typically wouldn’t be my Friday night bedtime, this move might as well have aged me forty years.

It’s dark and damp, the resignation a heavy weight in my chest as I head out to my bike, where some asshole dumped a few empty beer bottles in the basket. Nope, I discover as I pick one up and liquid splashes across my sleeve—not empty.

Now Amsterdam’s architecture seems to mock me. The buildings are all the same height, and there’s nothing on the horizon. I’d gotten so used to the sight of the San Gabriel Mountains that I’m only just now realizing how much I took them for granted. Here the landscape feels sullen. Desolate. My fingers are frozen on the handlebars, cold biting at my face. If I were in LA, I’d be sitting in traffic right now, maybe on my way to dinner with Phoebe, or maybe I’d be back on the apps and waiting at a cocktail bar to meet a disappointing date. Even that sounds more appealing than biking home to a flooded apartment. I might be able to afford a night or two in a hotel—I just wish I could explain why that feels like giving up.

All I want right now is a sense of peace. Warmth and comfort and a garbage disposal, the things I left back in California because apparently the only solution to my problems was moving across the globe.

And it must be because I’m so deep in self-pity that I don’t notice the light has turned red.

Because this time, I smash right into an oncoming biker, sending both of us toppling to the ground.

Something hard juts into my hip and I scrape my knee on the way down, rain-slick clothes on damp pavement. The other guy shouts in rapid-fire Dutch that I don’t need to understand to know he’s pissed, but I do catch a word that sounds like tourist.

“I’m sorry I’m sorry I’m sorry,” I say, squinting through wet hair the crash plastered to my face, trying to ignore the searing pain in my hip.

More Dutch, some swearing in English, and then: “Danika?”




THREE
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Wouter van Leeuwen, my first love and first everything, is staring back at me, our bikes twisted in a heap between us. Broad shoulders fill out his raincoat, his gray Blundstones scuffed with age. He is almost the boy I remember—a swish of blond hair, darker at the roots, with far more stubble along his jaw than he had at seventeen. Deep hazel eyes, the kind he could render so beautifully in a self-portrait while I struggled to get their color just right. Round metal-rimmed glasses dotted with rain, slightly askew. The faintest freckles along his nose.

This can’t be real life, and yet it’s the only thing in the past two weeks that’s made any amount of sense. Tiny Dutch pancakes and dogs in bicycle baskets? Completely fake.

Wouter van Leeuwen, with his soft mouth and baffled gaze, the boy—man—I’ve never been able to forgive?

So painfully, perfectly real.

He blinks himself out of the daze before I do, extending one large hand to pull me to my feet, then hauls both our bikes to the sidewalk with all the swiftness of a ball boy at Wimbledon.

“What are you doing here?” he asks once we’re no longer blocking traffic. Now his voice slips into the coziest memory centers of my brain. I should have recognized it immediately—even with thirteen years between then and now, I never thought I’d forget the sound of the first voice to utter I love you.

In English, and then in Dutch.

I hug my jacket tighter, but I can’t decide if I’m too warm or too cold. “Trying to run you off the road, apparently.” The joke doesn’t have the right amount of humor to it. I’m too in shock, and my whole right leg is screaming with pain. “I’m—holy shit. Sorry. Trying to wrap my mind around this.”

Wouter van Leeuwen still lives in Amsterdam. Wouter van Leeuwen is here, right in front of me, after the promises we made and his heartless breakup and before that, the relationship we couldn’t tell anyone about.

Despite all the chaos I’ve caused in the span of five minutes, he breaks into a grin. Like he’s happy to see me, when the feeling coursing through my body is more along the lines of panic and dread, with a sprinkling of unresolved conflict on top. “You look …” He trails off, as though realizing exactly how I look—like I was just fished out of a canal—and then blushes when his blatant assessment of me lasts a beat too long. “Wow,” he finishes, and I’m not sure how to interpret that. “How long are you visiting?”

“I live here,” I say. “I got a job at a startup. Just finished my first week.”

Now the grin slides into an expression of pure disbelief. “You’re serious? You live here, in Amsterdam? Holy shit is right. There’s a café I like on this next street. Let me buy you a drink, and you can tell me all about it?”

He locks his bike to a rack and does the same with mine, and then I am following Wouter van Leeuwen down the block, limping on my injured leg while he shakes his head and mutters, “Danika Dorfman. I can’t believe it.”

The café is styled like a living room, with plush mismatched furniture, a bookshelf-lined wall, and mellow eighties rock playing in the background. Wouter asks the server for something in Dutch as we grab an empty table in the corner, and she returns with an ice pack, two waters, and a few bandages.

“I’m okay, really,” I say, fully aware that I’m bleeding from at least three places, but Wouter just lifts his eyebrows at my shredded work slacks. I relent, holding the ice pack to my knee while I push damp hair out of my face with my other hand. I have a medium amount of vanity now that my birthmark and I aren’t constantly at war, but every time I imagined seeing Wouter again, I looked much hotter than I do now. And I had definitely showered.

I’ve tested so many comebacks on him in my head, mentally cursed him out like I was casting a spell. A decade may have passed, but every relationship I’ve had, every time I’ve second-guessed myself—it all comes back to the year we spent wholly obsessed with each other.

And yet the words that leave my lips are “Are you hurt?” Because even if I’m bitter, that crash was absolutely my fault.

“A couple scrapes.” He rubs his glasses lenses along his shirt to dry them. “I’ve had worse.”

God, I’m still processing the absurdity of him sitting across from me, trying to reconcile this man with the boy I used to know. His details are slow to come into focus, a pencil drawing coming to life. Once I’ve started breathing again and sipped some water, I can properly take him in.

He was cute at seventeen, with a single dimple and glasses he was always forgetting to wear so he went without them sometimes, squinting down at his sketchbook. You’re going to get a wrinkle right there, I’d say, pressing my thumb between his brows, and he’d grab my thumb and bring it to his lips. Now there’s no denying it—he is beautiful, especially once he takes off his jacket, revealing a green button-up that brings out that color in his eyes. The rough hair along his jaw and chin is flecked with gray and, combined with the faintest lines at the edges of his eyes, makes him look mature, settled in his skin. I once dotted those light freckles with paint, turning his face into a work of art even though it already was. And his hands—I fell so hard for his hands.

Time has only been unkind to him in the way his hair is thinning in the back. I can’t help wondering if he’s self-conscious about it, but it doesn’t seem to have affected his confidence. There’s an ease to him I’m instantly jealous of, long legs spread as he leans back in his chair.

It’s the cruelest thing he could do—have the nerve to look this good, this comfortable, after all these years.

My parents had always wanted to host a foreign exchange student, loved the idea of learning from them as much as they’d be learning from us. When I was seventeen and Phoebe was in college, they filled out all the applications and attended all the seminars, and then they were matched with a student from the Netherlands.

Wouter and I were the same age, and he immediately struck me as different from the boys I went to school with. Older, somehow. I tried to imagine living in the same place Van Gogh, Rembrandt, and Vermeer once did, captivated by all that creative energy in such a small country. The sheer amount of independence he’d grown up with floored me; he traveled everywhere by bike and had for years, often alone and never with a helmet. My parents couldn’t get over that part, no matter how many times Wouter told them that’s just how it was in the Netherlands.

The more time we spent together, the more I realized my feelings were deeper than simply finding him interesting. I couldn’t stop thinking about his messy hair and soft accent and ink-smudged hands. His shirt hem would brush mine as we passed each other in the hall, and my heart would leap into my throat. I’d doze off on the couch in the middle of my homework, and he’d drape a blanket over me. It was torture, the fact that he was sleeping in the room across from mine, only a few feet away. Off-limits.

But I swore I’d never act on it. My parents would have grounded me until I was sixty, and I assumed Wouter didn’t want to jeopardize his program by hooking up with his host parents’ daughter. And yet—those feelings didn’t go away. I wore my shortest shorts around the house, took him to my favorite places in LA, stayed up late watching movies with him. If we couldn’t be together, I reasoned, then at least we could be inseparable.

One December evening when he was studying and no one else was home, I knocked on the door of his room. There were doodles in the margins of his notes. A sunset. A knight on horseback. “Do me,” I said, summoning all my courage as I stood next to his desk, presenting my arm. He blushed, tapped the pen on his chin a few times before lowering it. The tip skated over my skin from freckle to freckle, curved lines forming the swell of the ocean. A ballpoint blue tidal wave.

“What do you think?” he asked as I gazed down at it. He was still touching me, his thumb moving in circles on my palm, and I was done for. The rest of the night unfolded in dizzy snapshots: my hand on his jaw, his fingertips skimming up my bare legs. We kissed until the garage door rumbled beneath us, and when I got into bed that night, I clutched my tattooed forearm close to my chest.

I knew we shouldn’t—but for the next six months, we did.

“Wow,” he says again now, after the server drops off a couple beers. “How are you doing? Aside from the crash, of course.” His English still has that slight Dutch accent, giving his words round edges.

My stomach twists with long-buried frustration. Before he left LA, we’d made a plan. In all our starry-eyed optimism, we thought we’d do long-distance until we could reunite. Maybe I’d study abroad or he would, or we’d spend summer and winter breaks together. The geography was inconvenient, but we were determined to figure it out.

Then, a few days after he got home, enough time for the jet lag to settle his brain, he sent me the too-short text that sliced my life into a Before and After.

Now that I’m back, I’ve been doing a lot of thinking, and I’m just not sure it’s going to work. I need to be with someone who has a little more ambition. I’m so sorry. Thanks for everything.

As though thanking me somehow made it okay. I’d be so touched by his politeness I’d forget what he was really saying.

Thanks for everything.

Six months of secrecy, and he didn’t even have the guts for a phone call—I tried and tried, and he never picked up. He couldn’t say it to my fucking face, which must have meant I didn’t matter to him the way he mattered to me.

The heartbreak was a vicious, all-consuming thing. I remember bursting into Phoebe’s dorm room at USC, tears dripping down my face, and she swaddled me in a blanket and slowly rocked me back and forth until I stopped crying.

I vowed I’d never let someone else control my emotions that way again. By the first week of school, I was dating a JV soccer player I’d dumped by homecoming because I could sense him losing interest. To this day, I’ve always been the one to end a relationship before the other person can decide they’re through with me. Anything to prevent feeling that hollow.

Wouter took the coward’s way out—but he was exactly right. He was the one with all the ambition, buoyed by his parents’ high expectations, while for my parents, sometimes it seemed like it was enough that I was alive. No pressure to achieve, a shrug and you’ll do better next time when I got the occasional B-minus. I flitted from hobby to hobby and all they did was smile and clap.

I was adrift, and most days it feels like I haven’t changed at all.

“I’m … yeah.” Apparently, that’s the best way to describe it. How do you catch up with someone when it’s been that long? When they were this vital part of your life and then they were suddenly just … gone? I clear my throat and try again. “The past couple weeks have been interesting.”

“You said you’re here for work?”

With a nod, I readjust the ice pack. “I’m a UX designer at a fintech startup.”

“What are the odds you’d end up in Amsterdam after all this time?” His initial excitement has worn off, replaced by something fidgety. Whenever his hands used to twitch in his lap the way they’re doing now, I thought it was because he didn’t have them wrapped around a Faber-Castell. Now I’m wondering if it’s because he realizes how untidy our ending was.

Two baskets arrive at the table, and Wouter seems thrilled to have something to do. He gestures to the fried balls of dough in one of them. “Traditional Dutch snacks. Bitterballen, and these are kaasstengels—cheese sticks. I hope you like fried food.” Then something seems


































































EPUB/images/pxi.png





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-regular.otf


EPUB/images/cover.jpg





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/title_page_logo.png





EPUB/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		About the Author



		By the Same Author



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Epigraph



		One



		Two



		Three



		Four



		Five



		Six



		Seven



		Eight



		Nine



		Ten



		Eleven



		Twelve



		Thirteen



		Fourteen



		Fifteen



		Sixteen



		Seventeen



		Eighteen



		Nineteen



		Twenty



		Twenty-one



		Twenty-two



		Twenty-three



		Twenty-four



		Twenty-five



		Twenty-six



		Epilogue



		Acknowledgments



		Readers Guide



		Discussion Questions



		Read More



		Copyright













		i



		I



		ii



		iii



		iv



		v



		VII



		xi



		xiii



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		339



		340



		341



		343



		344



		361



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		345













		Cover



		Frontmatter



		Begin Reading











EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-bold.otf


EPUB/images/p001.png





