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            Dedication

         
         
            For Evan and Fabienne, two of my favorite Amsterdammers

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Part One

         
         
            “A Diamond Is Forever.”

            —Frances Gerety of N.W. Ayer & Son for De Beers

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Rayna

         
         My eyes snap open on a jolt, and I blink into a room that’s as dark as a cave. For the first few blissful seconds, my body
            relaxes into a scene that feels all too familiar. The spicy scent of male on thousand-count sheets. The cushion of a criminally
            expensive mattress cradling my bones. A down-filled comforter skimming my naked skin like a lover.
         

         
         And then I remember.

         
         Not my bed. Not my home. Where the sheets were criminally soft but the bed cold and lonely, even though there were two people
            in it.
         

         
         Correction: there were three people, though you better believe I didn’t know it at the time.
         

         
         Stop. Abort. This is not the time to be thinking such things, when you find yourself in another man’s bed and when there’s definitely another woman in your old one. Fourteen months and a whole ocean between me and the ashes of my old life, and that man can
            still muscle his way into my head when I least want him there. Despite everything that brought me here, to a new life on the
            other side of the planet, Barry still holds that power, dammit.
         

         
         I shove him from my mind and swipe my limbs across the rumpled cotton, making an angel on the feather and foam. On the other
            side of the bedroom wall, water clatters onto slick marble tiles. Xander, owner of this fine bed and plush penthouse apartment,
            taking a shower.
         

         
         Snippets of last night flash in my head, lighting up some of the darkness that’s lived there since the divorce. The bar, the restaurant, the fish washed down with a bottle of perfectly chilled Chablis, champagne bubbles tickling the back of my throat, making out with Xander on the freezing terrace, our bodies tangled under his thick duvet, the sky and the stars and the glittering lights stretching into the darkness like a carpet of diamonds. My head rolls on the pillow to face the far wall, where the tiniest strip of daylight pushes through the floor-to-ceiling drapes. The fabulous but freezing terrace on the other side of that wall of windows where I stood, pressed against the glass railing, staring out at the view. 

         
         I push up onto an elbow and blink around the dim bedroom, wondering how long Xander’s showers typically run. My gaze drifts
            to the open bedroom door, and a strip of lit-up runner in the hallway. Puffs of steam waft across the plush burgundy carpet
            like a nightclub fog machine. Apparently, pretty long.
         

         
         “Does this hookup come with coffee? Oat milk if you’ve got some, and I wouldn’t say no to a croissant.”

         
         This new Rayna, she’s cheeky. The kind of girl who wakes up the morning after a drunken one-night stand with no regrets. Zero.
            Not a single one.
         

         
         My phone buzzes on the nightstand, and I roll onto a hip and pluck it from the charger. My roommate, Ingrid, the gorgeous,
            lanky blonde I met on craigslist when I answered her ad for a spare room. Ingrid works in the city center, at a shop that
            doesn’t open until late morning. In the few months we’ve lived under the same roof, I’ve never seen her conscious before ten.
         

         
         I frown, swiping with a thumb to answer. “What’s wrong?”

         
         “Well, seeing as I’m here and you’re there, I’m guessing nothing.” She yawns, loud and breathy into the phone. “I take it
            the date was a success.”
         

         
         Ingrid knows all about the date because she was there, eating breakfast in the kitchen when the notification hit my phone that Xander had swiped right. She plucked my cell out of my hand to study his profile picture, a close-up of his face bathed in late-afternoon sun. 

         
         “Cute,” she said, handing my phone back. “If you don’t swipe right, I will. Though I’m not sure about that bio. 73% gentleman. 27% rogue. What does that even mean?”
         

         
         I took in Xander’s sharp jawline, wide-set eyes, crooked, close-lipped smile that made him look like he was holding on to
            a secret.
         

         
         “I don’t know, but I’m intrigued.”

         
         He was handsome enough that I swiped right, too. Almost immediately, another notification pinged my phone: It’s a match! And two seconds after that, a message.
         

         
         
            Hello, Rayna with the red hair. How is your day so far?

         

         Perhaps a bit overeager but friendly enough, and not the least bit icky. The perfect first message as far as I was concerned.

         
         After that, the day was a blur of back and forth. First via Tinder, then on WhatsApp, then through comments on my Instagram.
            Nice wings, he left under a shot of me last summer in Nashville, standing against a wall with a painted mural of a butterfly. Next time you go to Music City, #ImIn.

         
         I smile into the phone. “Yes, Ingrid. The date went very well.”
         

         
         “Are you still there?” she says, her voice perkier now. “Are you with him right now?”

         
         I wriggle higher on the pillow, listening to the water on the other side of the wall. I hadn’t heard him slip out of bed,
            hadn’t so much as stirred when the shower started up, which says a little something about the state I was in last night.
         

         
         “No.” There’s a soft whirring and the wall to my left shifts, the blackout shades working on what I assume is a timer. They travel up a wall of steel-and-glass windows, letting in a mauve, early morning light. “He’s currently in the shower.” 

         
         Ingrid squeals, and the sound does something to me. My old life was filled with moments like these, early morning gossip fests
            about the night before, trading anecdotes about our lives and families and men. Since moving to Amsterdam, my address book
            has become a lot slimmer, but whoever said women in Amsterdam are notoriously difficult to befriend has never met Ingrid.
            From the moment I wheeled my suitcase into her apartment, she’s been nothing but friendly—and Lord knows I could use a friend.
         

         
         “Why did you answer the phone?” she says now. “Get your ass in there. What is it you Americans say? Do it for the team.”

         
         She hangs up before I can correct her.

         
         I toss my phone to the bed, telling myself that Ingrid is right. I should get in there, mostly because it’s the opposite of what the old Rayna would do. The old Rayna would be chastising herself
            for spending a night with a man she just met and slinking out of here in shame. The new and improved Rayna, though—Rayna 2.0—she
            knows how to have a good time.
         

         
         On the other side of the wall, the shower is still going, the steam still creeping along the hallway runner. New city, new
            life, new me.
         

         
         I push back the covers and slide out of bed. “Hey, lover. You got room in that fancy shower of yours for me?”

         
          

         Like the rest of this place, Xander’s bathroom is a work of art. A great wash of veiny brown and cream marble stretched across
            the floors, climbing the walls, plopped onto floating cabinets and molded into sinks. LED lights blaze down from sleek spotlights
            in the ceiling, a light so bright it stops me in the doorway. I stand there for a minute, blinking into the steamy space.
         

         
         A towel is tossed carelessly on the floor next to a bath mat. A tube of toothpaste lies on the edge of the sink on the left wall. The shower is still going, tucked behind a marble wall and a door of steamed-up glass, a steady clattering that echoes in the room. A tiny frisson of electricity crackles under my skin. He’s been in there an awfully long time. 

         
         “Xander?”

         
         No answer.

         
         I take a tentative step forward, and my bare foot lands in a tepid puddle. That’s when I notice the rest of the floor is wet,
            too, big pools of water like someone sprayed the marble with a garden hose. Next to the big square tub, a dented shampoo bottle
            lies on its side, burping up a purple-tinged goo, thick and slimy. A good ten feet from the shower door.
         

         
         “Everything okay in there?”

         
         Everything is not okay. Of this I am certain. I know it with every ounce of my being even if I can’t quite name what’s wrong.
            An instinctual kind of alarm bell, like running up to the edge of a cliff. I know it long before I step onto the drenched
            bath mat and tug open the shower door.
         

         
         The first thing I see is a foot, male and knobby. Don’t look don’t look don’t look. It’s like an out-of-body experience—me screaming the instruction at myself from above, but it’s too late because I’ve already
            seen the foot and the angle is all wrong. Xander’s toes are pointed to the sky. Like he fell, maybe, whacked his head on the
            way down. Knocked himself unconscious and landed flat on his back.
         

         
         Except no. This is more than unconscious. This is utterly, horrifyingly still. Despite the steaming water beating down on
            his motionless body. Despite me nudging his bare foot with mine.
         

         
         My gaze wanders up his body. His long, lean legs, his athletic torso. One hand is curled in a loose fist on his chest, the other arm, his right, is stretched across the floor as if he’s reaching for something. For a full five seconds, I watch swirls of pretty pink spiral toward the drain before I realize what it is: blood, leaking from the stump where his pointer finger used to be. 

         
         But the finger isn’t the worst, not by a long shot. Xander’s eyes are open, but they’re wide and red and empty. His mouth
            hangs in a yawn or maybe a deep breath he can’t catch because his neck . . .
         

         
         Oh my God. His neck. A thin band of opaque plastic is wrapped around it like a tourniquet.

         
         It’s a zip tie. A fucking zip tie.
         

         
         I scream and lurch backward, one foot catching in the mat, the other skidding across the water-slick floor. My arms flail,
            and my feet fly upward. I land on a hip, hitting the marble hard enough to rattle my teeth.
         

         
         Holy shit.

         
         I scrabble forward on my hands and knees, and maybe it’s all the booze, but last night’s dinner comes up in a sudden and sour
            wave, a perfectly cooked piece of halibut on a bed of creamy peas and haricots verts. It lands on the marble with the water
            and the blood and the purple-tinged shampoo, splashing on my knees and thighs.
         

         
         I stagger to a stand and stumble back toward the hall, but the floor is wet and the bathroom is spinning and this is really
            happening. Xander is really dead. Someone really killed him while I was sleeping in the next room.
         

         
         Not dead. Murdered.

         
         The hallway sways as I wobble my way down it, holding on to the walls, trying to comprehend what this means. That someone
            snuck into Xander’s apartment while I was unconscious. That they either surprised him or overpowered him enough to slice off
            his finger, strap a zip tie around his neck, and squeeze it practically in two. That someone murdered him while another person lay on the other side of the bathroom wall, sleeping off last night’s sex and champagne.
         

         
         A man was strangled in the next room, and I slept through the entire thing.
         

         
         In Xander’s bedroom, I pace the floor by the bed, my thoughts jumbled and fuzzy. Disassociation, shock—take your pick, though
            somewhere in the back of my head, a voice is screaming at me to snap out of it. To call the police and report a man’s murder.
            To get them over here so they can search for DNA and lift fingerprints before all the evidence washes down the drain—if it
            hasn’t already. To get the fuck out of here, and to fucking hurry.
         

         
         That’s when I hear it—a thump coming from somewhere close, too close. I let out a shriek before I can stop myself.

         
         I clap a hand to my mouth, my breath coming hard and hot against my fingers.

         
         Is the killer still here? Is he still lurking somewhere in this apartment? Cleaning up his tracks, wiping down whatever evidence
            he might’ve brought inside? My eyes bulge with realization, with terror.
         

         
         Run.

         
         My head whips around in a frantic but silent search for my clothes. My jeans, tossed over a chair in the corner. My shirt,
            in a crumpled heap on the floor. I don’t bother with my underwear, and I don’t stop long enough to zip my coat. I yank it
            on and shove my feet in my shoes and grab my bag from where it lay, splayed open on Xander’s chest of drawers.
         

         
         And then I run.

         
         Down the hall and through the living room and into Xander’s gleaming foyer, where I stab the button for the elevator—not exactly
            a speedy exit but searching for the stairs will take too long, and what if it leads me straight to the killer? The elevator
            whirrs upward, and I toss panicked glances over my shoulder, bracing for an ambush by a man with a bloody knife and a zip
            tie, silently chanting for the thing to hurry the hell up. The ping when the doors slide open is loud as a gunshot, and I lurch inside.
         

         
         The elevator dumps me into the lobby, and I fly through the sleek space and out the door. A row of cars is parked at the curb,
            where I take a hard right and sprint in the direction of the park. All those miles logged on the trails along the river back
            home, all the endless loops through the Vondelpark—this is what I’ve been training for all this time. Getting away, putting
            some distance between me and Xander’s penthouse and whoever might still be lurking there. I run as fast as I can.
         

         
         I don’t slow until I come to the intersection with the Willemsparkweg, a street bustling with trams and cars and bikes, people
            on their way to school and work. I choose the most conspicuous spot, the busiest corner, and screech to a stop. I pat the
            pockets of my coat, my jeans.
         

         
         That’s when I realize I left my phone.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Willow

         
         I’m standing with the other mothers at the edge of the Willemspark School yard, watching the kids play, when I hear the sirens.
            More than one, a great chorus of swooping sounds, the notes weaving and undulating in the early morning air.
         

         
         It’s well before the morning bell still, and the playground is packed. Kids, red-cheeked and wet-nosed from the frigid January
            air, hanging from the monkey bars and climbing up the slide, playing marbles and kicking around a ball. The mothers, clumped
            together in tight huddles by the bikes or like me, lined up along the brick railing that runs along the sidewalk. The teachers,
            guarding the double doors in fat coats and sensible shoes. The sirens whoop and shriek, sending a hush over the playground.
         

         
         Even four-year-old Sem, my sweet, soft-hearted Sem, medically deaf until his cochlear implants at fourteen months, sits stock-still
            in the flat stretch of metal at the bottom of the slide. I’d sign for him to get out of the way if the little girl at the
            top weren’t frozen by the sound, too.
         

         
         Lucy, an adorable blonde in Sem’s class, runs up to her mother, a Brit. “Mama, wat is er?”
         

         
         Willemspark is a Dutch school, but because of its location in posh Amsterdam Zuid, there are plenty of students here like
            Lucy and Sem, with one Dutch and one expat parent. Like me, Lucy’s mother has lived here long enough she doesn’t need a translation.
         

         
         Mama, what’s wrong?

         
         She shakes her head, answering in crisply accented English. “I don’t know, sweetheart. Must be a fire or something.”

         
         It’s not a fire. Lucy’s mom knows it, and so does everyone else. Last month, at a popular lunch spot only a few blocks away,
            a man was shot in the head while sucking down a plate of spaghetti. These sirens are on that level, and they have kids tipping
            up their heads, their gazes searching the sky. Last month, the sirens were accompanied by helicopters.
         

         
         I move through the crowd of tittering mothers on the sidewalk, divided into their usual packs. The English-speakers, pasty-skinned
            Brits, and big-boned Americans, the occasional Australian or Scot. Other expats, neatly divided by skin color and language.
            The Dutch mothers, hyperinsular and utterly unapproachable, a competitive band of school volunteers whom the teachers not-so-jokingly
            call the moedermafia. I don’t really fit in with any of them, but if anyone here knows what those sirens are about, it will be one of the moedermafia.
         

         
         I sidle up to Brigitte, the loudest of the bunch, a lean, artsy type with round eyes and porcelain skin, bare except for a
            lipstick so red and shiny it makes me think of blood.
         

         
         “What happened? Do you know?” I ask in my best Dutch, which admittedly, isn’t all that great. All the weird vowels, the harsh
            guttural sounds. Five years in this country, and I still can’t wrap my tongue around the language.
         

         
         She answers me in English, which somehow always feels like an insult. “They’re going to that condo building on the Valeriusplein.
            You know, the new building with all the patsers.”
         

         
         Patsers are show-offs, and if she’s talking about the same building that I’m thinking of, it’s filled with them. Loud, blustery social
            climbers who live there so they can brag that they own one of the most expensive homes in all of Amsterdam. The cheapest condos
            in that building went for six million euros a pop, and the penthouse . . .
         

         
         “Nine million, Willow.” Xander’s voice sounds through my head. “That’s more than €20 thousand per square meter, the highest square meter price in the country. Just look at all these amenities.” 

         
         This was late one evening back in the fall, halfway through a lengthy and detailed tour, and he wasn’t wrong. Xander’s penthouse
            really is something else. Bought with money he earned conquering the luxury diamond market in Asia, America, and Lord knows
            where else before my husband, Thomas, lured him back to Holland. This hot-shot gemologist back from abroad, here to drag House
            of Prins into the twenty-first century.
         

         
         “Are you sure? Are you absolutely certain it’s that building?”

         
         By now, I’ve switched to English, too. If it’s true what Brigitte says, if those sirens are indeed swirling around Xander’s
            condo building on the Valeriusplein, I can’t be bothered with the effort of translating my questions to Dutch.
         

         
         “Julia and I biked by there on the way to school,” Brigitte says, glancing over with a brusque nod; Julia is her daughter,
            a six-year- old carbon copy of her mother in more ways than one. “There were all sorts of people standing outside, waiting
            for the police to get there. More than one of them said the word murder.”
         

         
         The woman on the other side of her—Manon is her name—sucks in a noisy breath, while, meanwhile, the air in my lungs turns
            solid.
         

         
         I turn in the direction of the sirens, my gaze lifting across the canal and toward the building and the park beyond, but it’s
            too far away, with too many buildings in between. There’s nothing but trees and blue sky.
         

         
         Still. An ominous feeling seeps through my veins like silty Dutch soil.

         
         “How much you want to bet it was the Rolex gang?” Manon says to Brigitte in Dutch, ignoring me completely. Manon is a former model with a tongue as sharp as her jawline, and I’ve never been a fan—though I’m fairly certain the feeling is mutual. “There’s so much money in that building. It’s Walhalla for the Rolex gang.” 

         
         The Rolex gang, a group of delinquent teenagers roaming the city, trawling the shops and streets for anyone worth mugging,
            then following them home and robbing them blind. They especially love watches and jewelry.
         

         
         “Maybe you just misheard. Surely, no one was really murdered,” I say, even though what I really want to know is who? Who was
            murdered? Who?

         
         “I know what I heard,” Brigitte says with a sniff. “They said the word murder more than once.”
         

         
         On the other side of the playground, the teachers begin clapping, a signal for the kids to line up even though the bell is
            still a good minute or two away. My gaze tracks to Sem, already bored of the drama, watching a couple of the older boys play
            soccer with an empty Coke bottle. He’s standing close enough to hear the clapping, but there’s too much ambient noise for
            it to register.
         

         
         “But how did they get inside?” Manon says in her native tongue. “A troop of teenagers can’t sneak past a doorman. Not unless
            they beat him up, too.”
         

         
         Even if she doesn’t have all the details right, she’s not wrong about the building’s security. The doorman is indeed a hurdle,
            as are the locks on every gate and door, as are the security cameras monitoring every entrance and hall and exit. Whoever
            did this would have had to pull a trick or two to get inside, and they’d need a fob to operate the elevator.
         

         
         I tug my phone from my pocket, pull up my local news app, and scroll through this morning’s headlines. There’s nothing about
            a murder. Nothing about any sort of disturbance on the Valeriusplein.
         

         
         I look up and spot Sem, watching me just outside the door. What’s wrong? he signs.
         

         
         Nothing, I sign back. I try to smile, but my lips stick to my teeth. Have a good day.

         
         With a reluctant nod, Sem slips into the stream of little bodies shuffling toward the door and disappears inside. I shiver
            despite my fur-lined coat.
         

         
         “According to what I heard, the doorman didn’t even know anything was wrong. Not until one of the neighbors reported a pretty
            woman racing out of there. Apparently, she was frantic.”
         

         
         A hard knot forms in the pit of my stomach because a pretty woman also tracks. Xander has a constant parade of them going
            in and out of his penthouse, Amsterdam’s very own version of a fuckboy. The first time I called him that, he laughed so hard
            he had to sit down. In the months since, it’s become something of an inside joke.
         

         
         And yet . . .

         
         And yet.

         
         “We have a problem,” Xander told me only a few days ago. “I think there’s someone following me.”

         
         Thomas was upstairs putting Sem to bed and it was drizzling out, but I still ducked into the backyard with my phone just in
            case. Xander knew better than to call during family time, but sometime in the past month or so, the rules had been tossed
            out the window.
         

         
         “You think or you know?” I said, keeping an eye on the slice of kitchen I could see through the back door window, empty for
            now. Deeper into the yard, my rescue Ollie sniffed at his favorite bay laurel bush. Ollie was my excuse if and when Thomas
            suddenly reappeared.
         

         
         “I know,” Xander said that night in my ear. “I’ve seen him twice now. At the café across the street from the factory and just
            now, on the sidewalk outside my apartment. A tall guy wearing a black baseball cap.”
         

         
         Which could describe a million men in this country, and was he really sure? Because last week, he’d called to tell me someone rummaged through his desk at the factory. The week before, someone
            was listening to his calls. I didn’t take it very seriously because Xander is under a lot of stress. Everyone at House of
            Prins is. A lot is riding on the new lab-grown line, and it still isn’t meeting projections.
         

         
         Next to me, the moedermafia has grown by three more mothers, all of them still chattering away about the doorman, the woman, the patser dead on the floor. I listen with half an ear, thinking there are almost a million people living in Amsterdam proper. A million
            other people the moedermafia could be referring to now, in any one of dozens of other buildings backing up to the park. Just because they say it’s the
            one on the Valeriusplein doesn’t mean it’s true.
         

         
         “Let’s go see what we can find out,” Brigitte suggests, waving the other mothers toward the sidewalk and the row of bikes
            beyond as the last of the children shuffle into the school. “Maybe the neighbors will still be standing outside, or we can
            try that café on the corner. Somebody must know something.” Their gazes don’t so much as skim over mine.
         

         
         My husband is always telling me that I should try harder, that small talk between mothers at the school fence is a beloved
            Dutch tradition, but Thomas is a Prins, the sixth-generation heir to a diamond dynasty who’s never had to work to make friends.
            People gravitate to him for his money and status, but that privilege doesn’t automatically extend to me just because we share
            the same last name. For these women, for the other mothers here at school, I’m not really a Prins, and I never will be.
         

         
         I stand there for a long moment, alone in a lingering crowd of women making plans for workouts and boozy lunches and book clubs that don’t include me, and for once, I don’t feel like the last kid to get picked for a team I don’t really want to be on anyway. My head is swimming with what I just heard, the news drowning out all the rest. 

         
         A pretty woman.

         
         A murdered man.

         
         There are easier ways to get to the truth than asking the moedermafia.
         

         
          

         On the short bike ride home, I call Thomas.

         
         He answers, like always, in English, because it’s faster and less awkward than suffering through my clunky Dutch. “I’m in
            the middle of something. Can I call you back?”
         

         
         No hello, my love. No how’s your morning going? But at least he takes my call. Thomas always picks up when I call, no matter where he is or what he’s doing. It’s the one positive of having a medically fragile child,
            I suppose, that your husband never ignores your calls.
         

         
         “I won’t keep you long. I was just calling to see how your morning is going.”

         
         There’s a long, empty pause, mostly because I never call to see how his morning is going. But I can’t just come out and ask if Xander happens to be sitting at his desk down
            the hall. I can’t just tell him about the sirens and the moedermafia and ask if the rumors are true without raising Thomas’s suspicions. Voicing my worry would only raise Thomas’s radar in ways
            I really don’t want to be raising right now.
         

         
         “Busy,” he says. “The factory is in complete chaos.”

         
         “But no disasters?”

         
         Thomas laughs. “Not yet, but the day is still early, so let’s not jinx it. Just the normal, end-of-the-week pandemonium.”

         
         “Oh. That’s good, then, I guess. Want me to swing by with lunch?”

         
         It’s what I used to do when Sem was a tiny baby, strap him to my chest and let the tram carry us across town to the Prins factory, a beautifully restored building his family has owned for five generations. This was back when Thomas and I still felt fragile and new, when both of us were still trying very hard to make it work. Maybe he thinks five years is long enough. 

         
         “Lunch?”

         
         I laugh. “Yeah, you know, that thing people do where they eat food in the middle of the day? I could pick up sandwiches from
            that Italian place on the way. Or sushi if you’d prefer.”
         

         
         I’ll need to make arrangements though; Sem’s school breaks for lunch, which means I’ll need to ask our housekeeper, Martina,
            to handle pickup.
         

         
         Another quiet follows, an awkward silence that stretches a couple of beats too long. “I’d love that, Willow, but today’s . . .
            not great. I have a meeting with the architect at the new store in a few minutes, followed by back-to-back interviews all
            afternoon. My father keeps trying to corner me to ask about the agenda for next week’s board meeting, but I haven’t had a
            second to think about it yet. And my inbox is a jungle.”
         

         
         It’s such a stark difference from when we first met, when he walked into the Atlanta restaurant where I was waiting tables.
            A business dinner, though he told me later they got close to nothing done. Thomas was too busy coming up with excuses to call
            me over, chat me up, sweet-talk me into meeting him after I got off work. He was so not my type—too thin, far too bookish
            in those horn-rimmed glasses—but he was sweet and persistent enough that I relented. Thomas ended the meeting right then and
            there.
         

         
         That’s what I remember most about our beginnings, a blur of ditched appointments and called-in sick days, blowing off friends and work and other commitments whenever he was in town, so we could hole up in his suite at the St. Regis. Even now, the smell of freshly starched sheets will take me back there, to the sun slanting through the plate glass window onto a carpet littered with room service plates, our bare legs intertwined under seven-hundred-count Egyptian cotton while his cellphone buzzed away on the nightstand. We burned so hot and heavy in the beginning, and I know long-distance relationships come with a particular ache that dulls when you see each other every day, but still. When I think back to those early days, the gulf between then and now makes me sad. 

         
         “I hear it,” I say, trying not to let the hurt seep into my tone. “You’re a busy man.”

         
         “Crazy busy. Can we catch up tonight?”

         
         “Sure. Of course. No worries.”

         
         I keep my voice breezy and bright, something that’s getting harder and harder by the day. I try not to think about how long
            it’s been since we’ve had one of those lunches, or even shared a quiet dinner at home. Last night, it was almost midnight
            before he slipped in bed, and this morning, I woke to the sound of the front door clicking shut a full two hours before my
            alarm. Thomas has always been a hard worker, but this doesn’t feel like the schedule of a man busy with work. This feels like
            the schedule of a man trying very hard to avoid his wife.
         

         
         In the background, a phone rings, and fingers click on a keyboard. “See you tonight,” he says, and I hear in his voice that
            he’s already moved on. His mind is already somewhere else.
         

         
         “See you tonight. At dinner.”

         
         We hang up, and for a second or two, I consider a drive-by of Xander’s building before I think better of it. The last thing
            I need is for someone to see me there, staring up at the penthouse with a horrified look on my face. I could probably explain
            it away to the other rubberneckers, but I know how people in this town talk. Better to monitor the news sites from the privacy
            of my living room.
         

         
         I take a left for home, steering my cargo bike down the familiar curves of the Koningslaan, bumping over the pavers along the pond. For well-to-do mothers in Amsterdam Zuid, bikes like mine aren’t just a way to ferry kids to and from school, they’re a status symbol. Sleek, electric, and stupidly expensive, but they’re a hell of a lot easier to navigate the city’s winding streets on than a car. 

         
         At the fork, I veer left, heading down a pretty street lined on both sides with hundred-year-old villas. Big imposing buildings
            of burgundy brick and bright white trim, with deep balconies and flag-topped turrets and rooftops of black slate or terracotta
            tile. This is the neighborhood where Amsterdam’s moneyed live, including a few members of the monarchy, which is fitting,
            since the streets here are named after their ancestors. Sofia, Hendrik, Emma—the royal gang’s all here.
         

         
         And the nicest house at the far end of the street, the three-story freestanding villa with big bay windows and a deep backyard
            that overlooks the water—that one belongs to Thomas. The house he bought for himself long before he and I met. Thomas’s home,
            and one day Sem’s. I just happen to live there.
         

         
         One of the trade-offs of marrying into old money is that all this luxury is only on loan. None of it actually belongs to me.
            Not the house with all the artwork and expensive furniture, not the German cars in the driveway or the walk-in closet filled
            with designer clothes. Definitely not the diamonds. More diamonds than I could ever wear, both a perk and a hazard of marrying
            a Prins. None of them are mine, not according to the air-tight prenup I signed. The second Thomas and I separate, back they
            go into the Prins family vault.
         

         
         “Isn’t it a bit . . . big?” I said after Thomas slid a six-carat flawless Prins-cut solitaire up my finger. The Rolex bandits
            I could handle, but what about everyone else? His overbearing father and younger sister, his mother who tolerates me but just
            barely. I knew how a stone this big would mark a person like me: as a social climber, as one of those people the moedermafia was talking about—a patser.
         

         
         For the most part, Thomas knows about my past—my absent father, my estranged mother, my childhood marked by neglect and freebie
            hand-me-downs. He knows that the day after my sixteenth birthday I took off, and that it took my mom three weeks to realize
            I’d skipped town. He knows that while I’ve worked hard to reinvent myself into someone who might belong in his life, I wear
            the clothes and diamonds like flashy, fancy masks, covering up the parts of me I don’t want others to see. My husband knows
            a lot about me, but he doesn’t know everything.
         

         
         That day, though, he brushed off my worries with a smile. “You’re a Prins now, Willow. Soon you’ll be telling me your diamond
            is too small.”
         

         
         But Thomas lives in Prinsland, and the too-small complaint is never going to happen.

         
         That’s what all those mothers at school don’t get. The women speaking languages I don’t understand, the Americans with their
            expensive athletic gear, the moedermafia who think I don’t notice the way they catalogue my carats, totaling the numbers up in their head with a look of barely disguised
            venom. They don’t get that I would trade it all, every ring and bracelet and necklace hanging from me like tinsel on a Christmas
            tree, pretty but temporary. They can’t imagine that I’d happily give them every diamond in the vault for a husband who wants
            to have lunch with me.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Rayna

         
         I’m seated on a bar stool at the far end of a juice shop in Amsterdam Zuid, a freebie bottle of foamy green liquid clutched
            in a fist, waiting for the cops to arrive. The place isn’t very busy, but it’s the same handful of people filling the tables
            and lingering near the register as when I ran inside, screaming for someone to call the police. Between sips from their bottles
            and paper cups, they toss me noticeable, curious glances. Looks like they’re waiting for the cops, too.
         

         
         At the front of the shop, a man pushes through the door. He’s in plain clothes, dark jeans, and a fitted gray shirt over battered
            Nike sneakers, but I know a cop when I see one. This one looks like the TV version of a cop, tall and a gritty kind of handsome,
            with a swagger and square jaw the camera loves.
         

         
         He stops at the counter for a quick discussion with the girl manning the register, and she points him my way. She knows why
            he’s here, that it’s me he’s here for. The cop turns, our eyes meet, and I sit up straighter on my chair.
         

         
         “Arie Boomsma, detective with the Amsterdam Police,” he says as soon as he’s close enough, and in English, thank God. His
            words are heavy with a Germanic accent. “I understand you were witness to a murder.”
         

         
         I drop my hand in his outstretched palm, big as a dinner plate, and squeeze harder than necessary because I’ve lived here long enough to know that in Holland, that’s how you set the tone. The one with the strongest handshake wins, and this guy just won by a mile. I slide my throbbing hand under my thigh, trying not to wince. 

         
         “Rayna Dumont. And I’m not a witness, at least not technically. When I walked into the bathroom, Xander was already dead.”

         
         I shudder as the last word leaves my mouth because I was in the same room as a fingerless corpse. I puked a puddle on the
            marble by his feet. My underwear is still lying somewhere on his bedroom floor. My DNA is all over the scene.
         

         
         “Do you want to talk here?” He gestures vaguely to the shop behind him, to the people trying very hard not to stare. “We could
            go to the bureau if you prefer.”
         

         
         Something about the way he says it feels like a challenge, or maybe it’s my history with interrogation rooms in police stations.
            Either way, I give an immediate shake of my head.
         

         
         “Here’s fine.”

         
         Detective Boomsma pats his pockets until he finds the lump he’s looking for, an ancient iPhone with a scratched and cracked
            screen. He swipes through the apps and taps Record on Voice Memos, settling the phone, screen up, on the bar between us. “Perhaps
            you could start at the beginning.”
         

         
         So I do. I tell him about last night’s drinks that turned into dinner that turned into me staying the night. I tell him about
            waking up this morning to the sound of the shower, and my spontaneous decision to join Xander. About the horror of finding
            him there—face purple, eyes bulging, tongue limp and discolored from the zip tie strapped around his neck like a tourniquet.
            I say these words, and it hits me all over again: Xander is dead, and I was there.
         

         
         “You woke up to the sound of the shower,” Detective Boomsma says, “but not the actual struggle?”

         
         It’s a thought that’s occurred to me, as well, and more than once. A man Xander’s size would have put up one hell of a fight. His fall would have shaken the floorboards. I was drunk last night, but I wasn’t that drunk. How did I not hear anything?
         

         
         At the register, an apron-clad cashier puts down the basket of oranges in her hand, watching me with undisguised curiosity.
            She only heard part of the story when I burst inside, the frantic bits and pieces I relayed to the 1-1-2 operator. Now she’s
            eager for the rest.
         

         
         I turn back to Detective Boomsma. “We don’t know for sure that there was a struggle.”

         
         “I’ve been doing this job for long enough to know with absolute certainty that there was a struggle. Any man surprised by
            their attacker will put up a fight the second he realizes his life is in danger. And Mr. Van der Vos was a large man. Well
            over two meters. How much do you think he weighed, ninety kilos?”
         

         
         Ninety kilos is some two hundred pounds, which seems about right. But still. The detective seems to be waiting for more from
            me, an estimate, maybe, or a wild guess. This feels like a test.
         

         
         “Miss Dumont, how much did Mr. Van der Vos weigh?”

         
         I clear my throat. “I couldn’t say. Our activities didn’t exactly include a weigh-in.”

         
         The detective quirks a brow, but he’s wise enough not to touch that one.

         
         “Regardless, it would have taken a lot of muscle to overpower a man his size, which means his attacker must have been just
            as large, and while the struggle might have been quick, it certainly wouldn’t have been silent. There would have been shouts.
            Grunts. Bodies slamming against walls, falling to the floor. A fight to the death between two ninety-kilo men. You can see
            where I’m going with this.”
         

         
         Yes, I can see where he’s going, and I know how this looks. A strange girl sleeping in a man’s bed, oblivious while he’s being tortured to death in the next room. It looks like I’m lying, or at the very least, hiding something. 

         
         I shut my eyes and try to picture how it happened. Xander’s body slick with soap, his handsome face tilted up to the spray
            when someone came up on him from behind.
         

         
         “Maybe he was washing his face,” I say, opening my eyes, “or, I don’t know, rinsing the shampoo from his hair. Maybe he didn’t
            know what was happening until there was a zip tie strapped around his neck and boom, no more air. And you can stop looking at me like that, Detective, because I promise you there’s not a woman on this planet
            who doesn’t think someone will choose that exact moment when she’s rinsing the soap from her eyes to rape or stab or strangle
            her.”
         

         
         The girl behind the register catches my eye, and I can tell she agrees.

         
         Detective Boomsma lifts a neutral shoulder. “That is all possible, yes, but one of the bodies still crashed to the ground.
            It’s strange that you didn’t hear it.”
         

         
         My cheeks go hot because the detective’s point is valid. It is strange. All those minutes I wasted pacing Xander’s floor, trying to make sense of the fact that he was dead, trying to cram
            that awful fact into my brain, I was too stunned to think this very thing. How did I not hear his big body fall?
         

         
         “I already told you we’d had a lot to drink. We went to bed really late and I’m a hard sleeper. There’s a solid wall separating
            the bedroom from the bathroom. Whatever noise Xander made in there, I didn’t hear it over the shower. Or maybe I heard something, because I remember startling awake. Something woke me up.”
         

         
         “A thud? A shout?”

         
         “A thud, maybe. I think I would have remembered a shout. Or maybe it was a door closing, or footsteps. I wish I could be more
            helpful.”
         

         
         I hate the way my voice sounds, so desperate and unsure. I want to go back and try those words all over again, in a calm and matter-of-fact tone. The detective looks like he isn’t buying it, and honestly, why should he? I don’t understand how I didn’t hear anything, either. 

         
         “Over the course of the evening, how much would you say you had to drink?”

         
         I pause. I’ve always hated this question, the way it always comes with an undertone of judgment. I could play the number of
            drinks down, but there were witnesses to last night’s boozing, bartenders and waiters and the people sitting all around us,
            and we weren’t subtle about it. We were loud and having a good time.
         

         
         “More than I usually do,” I say, and that part at least is the truth. “We’d been out since 7:30.”

         
         “How much?”

         
         I shrug. “A couple of drinks at the bar, a bottle of wine with dinner, champagne on Xander’s terrace. But I made sure to drink
            lots of water, too. And I ate, so it’s not like I drank all that on an empty stomach.”
         

         
         “Any drugs? Weed, shrooms, cocaine, pills?”

         
         “I know what drugs are, and no.” I frown. “No drugs.”

         
         He flashes what appears to be an apologetic smile. “Sorry, but you wouldn’t be the first American tourist to come here for
            the drugs. But even without them, that’s a lot of alcohol in a fairly petite frame. You must have been quite drunk.”
         

         
         Wasted, though I hold back on offering up that truth. Yes, I drank more than I should have, certainly more than is wise for
            a person my size. Yes, after midnight the edges of the evening turn slippery and vague, but are there any black holes? Any
            blank spots in my memory where I might not have noticed a killer tiptoeing from room to room? Also yes, as much as I’m reluctant
            to admit it. Everything after the champagne is a bunch of random snippets for me to puzzle together. There are plenty of blank
            spots.
         

         
         “We were both drunk, yes. We passed out pretty hard. And before you ask, I don’t know what time Xander was killed, or how long he’d been
            in the shower. I only know that when I woke up at just before eight, the water was already running. Still hot, too.”
         

         
         “We don’t have boilers like in the States. Our water heaters are gas-fired, meaning the hot water never runs out.” He pauses,
            regarding me. “It just seems very unlikely.”
         

         
         I shrug again, both shoulders hiking high enough to touch my ears. “I don’t know what to tell you, Detective. I’m a really
            heavy sleeper.”
         

         
         “No. I mean it seems unlikely that someone would go to the trouble of murdering Xander and not you. Especially seeing as you
            are a witness.”
         

         
         “I just told you I was asleep. I didn’t witness anything but the aftermath.”

         
         He doesn’t respond to that, just sits there and watches me for so long it becomes uncomfortable. Detective Boomsma doesn’t
            believe me. He thinks I’m lying, that I know more than I’m telling. He thinks I’m holding something back, which I suppose
            I am.
         

         
         “Are you in the Netherlands as a tourist?” he asks. “Or are you here on a more permanent basis?”

         
         “I have a DAFT visa, if that’s what you’re getting at.” The Dutch American Friendship Treaty, an agreement that allows Americans
            to live and work in Holland as long as they remain gainfully self-employed—though so far, the gainfully part is up for debate. Freelancing is turning out to be a lot harder than I thought it would be.
         

         
         “So you’ve been to the IND.” The Dutch immigration services. He pauses to receive my nod. “Then we have already collected
            your fingerprints when you gave your biometrics. But a DNA sample would be helpful. You can give one at the station.”
         

         
         “I puked all over the bathroom floor, Detective. You can mop my DNA sample off the marble.”

         
         “We would still need an official swab to match with your . . . sample, as well as whatever other evidence we find at the scene. That way we can rule you out.”
         

         
         Or box me in. A cool breeze whispers up the back of my neck, a warning to tread carefully.

         
         “And if I say no?”

         
         “That is certainly your right. But it would be easiest for both of us if you cooperate. It will only take a few minutes.”

         
         Not a threat, exactly, but I can read between the lines. He’ll visit a judge, get a subpoena—do they even call them subpoenas
            in the Netherlands?—and force me. Another mountain of attorney fees I can’t afford, when I still haven’t paid off the first
            pile.
         

         
         Then again, surely this conversation can only have convinced this man that I cannot be guilty. After all, he’s the one who brought up Xander’s size, a good two heads taller than me, in the same breath he called
            me petite. I could barely reach both hands around Xander’s neck without a stepladder, much less climb up his soap-slicked
            body and overpower him with something as flimsy as a zip tie. Giving the police my DNA will help them cross me off the list
            of suspects.
         

         
         Still.

         
         “I left my bike in town last night. Xander and I walked home from the restaurant.”

         
         “I’ll give you a ride.”

         
         I can’t imagine anything I want to do less than climb in this man’s car and let him drive me to the station. I look around,
            and every eye in the place is on me. The girl manning the row of blenders, the apron-clad cashier, a cluster of people waiting
            in line. They’re all looking at me. Waiting to see how I will respond.
         

         
         And this is where my pride gets the better of me.

         
         Because while it’s true that I’ve got nothing to hide, after this past year, I have a whole hell of a lot to prove.

         
         “Fine. Let’s go.” I grab my things and push to a stand, then with the entire shop watching, I follow the detective out the door. 

         
          

         The police station is bright and modern and rank with fear—or maybe that’s mine, the sickly, shaky aftermath of a body depleted
            of adrenaline. My head throbs with it, and from what’s shaping up to be an especially wicked hangover. My stomach churns as
            I follow the detective through the lobby and down a hallway of tired, gray linoleum, and I tell myself to breathe.
         

         
         Now that he’s done hurling questions at me, Detective Boomsma is a man of few words. This way. Through here. Please have a seat. I sink onto one of two chairs, blinking around the plain white room. A table, a door, and little else.
         

         
         The detective disappears, and my mind flashes to the last time I was alone in one of these rooms, white and bare, with cameras
            in the corners and a steel door that locks from the outside. At least this cop said please.
         

         
         Not for the first time, I wonder about the wisdom of forking over my DNA, if it will clear me like the detective insinuated
            or come back to haunt me later. As an American, I should know better. The right to remain silent. The right to have an attorney
            present. Rights that, like my green eyes and the birthmark on my right shoulder, are ingrained in my DNA, which the detective
            wants me to willingly let someone swab from the inside of my cheek.
         

         
         The woman who steps into the room looks more like a girl, her face scrubbed clean of any makeup, her dark hair pulled into
            a ponytail so severe it puckers the skin of her temples. She drops a single sheet of paper on the desk along with a pen.
         

         
         “Read and sign at the bottom, please.”

         
         I scan the form, a longwinded narrative in British English that the samples are mine, that I am giving them willingly. I pick up the pen and scribble my name and the date on two matching lines. 

         
         Why? Because I’ve lived here for all of two months. Because I don’t know a single attorney, or even how to go about finding
            a decent one who works for peanuts, because that’s about the only thing I can afford.
         

         
         I tell myself I did nothing wrong. I called the police and reported the murder, as is my civic duty. I’ve been a willing participant
            in answering any questions they have. When the woman picks up the swab, I open my mouth wide. When she’s done, the detective
            appears like magic.
         

         
         “I take it we’re done here?” I say, reaching for my bag, which I’d dropped on the floor. “I have to go. I have work.”

         
         This isn’t exactly accurate. I have a two-thousand word fluff piece about a wellness center near Maastricht that could use
            some polishing and vague plans to scroll through the freelancing sites, Fiverr and Upwork and Guru and a dozen other smaller
            ones, praying that someone might be looking for an unknown, inexperienced travel writer willing to sling words for cheap.
            Other than that, and a mountain of laundry, and my afternoon run through the Vondelpark, there’s not a whole lot on today’s
            agenda.
         

         
         Detective Boomsma steps aside to let the technician disappear out the door. “We’re done. You’re free to go.”

         
         “And my phone?”

         
         He leans a shoulder against the wall and folds his arms across his chest, looming above me, above the table. “Your phone was
            found at the crime scene, which unfortunately means that it’s evidence.”
         

         
         “For how long?”

         
         He gives me what I’ve come to refer to as a Dutch shrug, a gesture that can mean anything from I don’t know to Who cares?

         
         “I need a phone, Detective. If for no other reason than to call myself an Uber.”

         
         Also, I’m not entirely sure where I am. The last thing I recognized on the drive here was a stretch of condo and office buildings
            that towers over the A-10, which means we’re outside the ring. I’m pretty sure there’s a Metro station nearby, but my pass
            is in the cardholder on the back of my phone, along with my debit card. Without those, I have no way to get home.
         

         
         He pushes off the wall, holding out a business card he pulls from his pocket. “Please let me know if you have plans to leave
            Amsterdam.”
         

         
         “I live here, remember? I’d show you my residency permit, but it’s in the card holder on the back of my phone.”

         
         And then the rest of what he said hits me, the part about not leaving Amsterdam.

         
         “Hang on, are you telling me I’m not allowed to leave at all? For how long?”

         
         “Until I tell you otherwise.”

         
         I think about Xander and his finger, about my DNA on his floor and headed to a petri dish somewhere at a police laboratory.
            About the Dutch judiciary system and the state of Dutch prisons. I hear they’re a lot nicer than their American counterparts,
            but I still don’t want to go to one.
         

         
         “But I’m a travel writer. My job requires me to go to the places I’m writing about. Am I . . .” I hear it then, the catch
            in my voice, the way it’s shaking despite my every attempt to hold it level. I pause to get myself under control. “Am I a
            suspect?”
         

         
         “That’s not what I said. I’m merely asking you to let me know if you need to leave the country.”

         
         “How am I supposed to let you know anything if I don’t have a phone?”

         
         “I’m sure you’ll find a way.” When I don’t take his proffered card, he drops it to the table.

         
         The reality of the situation settles over me again—not only that Xander is dead, but that it just as easily could have been
            me. That his killer could have flipped on the lights and seen me lying there, my hair spread out across Xander’s pillow. Could
            have just as soon strangled me, too. My fingertips flutter to the side of my neck, grazing over skin that’s soft and smooth.
         

         
         I slide the card into my bag, and the surge of bravado I felt back in the juice shop has all but melted away. Detective Boomsma
            opens the door, a silent gesture that I’m free to go.
         

         
         Outside, I stand in a slice of shade and stare at traffic, trying to figure out where I am. This is not the charming Amsterdam
            I’ve come to know and love, not the hodgepodge rows of gingerbread buildings lining the glittering canals. This is modern,
            industrial

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
      
   nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Praise for the novels of Kimberly Belle


		About the Author


		Also by Kimberly Belle


		Title Page


		Copyright


		Contents


		Note to Readers


		Dedication


		Part One
		Rayna


		Willow


		Rayna


		Willow


		Rayna


		Willow


		Rayna


		Willow


		Rayna


		Willow


		Rayna


		Willow


		Rayna


		Willow


		Rayna


		Willow








		Part Two
		Rayna


		Willow


		Rayna


		Willow


		Rayna


		Willow


		Rayna


		Willow


		Rayna


		Willow


		Rayna








		Part Three
		Willow


		Rayna


		Willow


		Rayna


		Willow


		Rayna


		Willow








		Keep Reading …


		Acknowledgments


		Dear Reader


		About the Publisher








		i


		ii


		iii


		iv


		v


		1


		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


		153


		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


		253


		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


		313








Guide



		Cover


		Table of Contents


		Start








9780369748430_tpimage.jpg
THE

EXPAT
AFFAIR

KIMBERLY BELLE






9780369748430_coverimage.jpg
A flawless gem. A deadly price.

KIMB E
BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF THE PARIS WIDOW

TSELLIN
€ G
A D

e

'One of my favourite reads this year!'





