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The first hint that something was wrong came with a siren wailing down Park Avenue. After a long day of window-shopping with her cousin Céline, Bea barely noticed the sound as it passed by. It blended into the background among the honking horns, rumbling engines, and hissing manhole covers of Midtown Manhattan—just one more noise in a city full of them. But when she and Céline reached their hotel a couple of blocks later, Bea couldn’t ignore the flashing lights bathing the sidewalk in a red-and-blue glow.

“What’s going on?” Bea muttered to herself as she pushed past the crowd at the doorway. Inside, the usually tranquil lobby had turned into a place of chaos, packed with anxious guests demanding answers from police officers and harried hotel staff. All the while a pianist in the corner continued to play, his soothing melodies almost entirely drowned out by the hubbub.

Céline pointed across the room. “Look, there’s Eva!”

Stepping out of the elevator was the actress Eva Rousseau—the subject of their aunt’s magazine profile, and the reason why Céline and Aunt Juliette were in New York in the first place. In a gray sweatshirt and joggers, Eva could’ve almost passed for a college student on her way to class. But no, it was definitely her. The glamorous movie star they’d met the day before really was being escorted from the building in her workout clothes by two stern-faced officers.

“Is she being arrested?” Céline asked, incredulous.

“Uh-uh. She’s not wearing handcuffs,” Bea said. “Maybe they’re moving her to safety.”

“I hope Aunt Juliette’s okay.”

Bea tried calling their aunt, but her phone just rang and rang, then went to voicemail.

“Let’s ask him.” Céline pointed to a boy with light brown skin and curly black hair who had just come through an employee-only door and was crossing the lobby. He wore a crisp white shirt and dress pants, and looked around their age, maybe a little older.

They caught up with him.

“Excuse me, do you work here?” Bea asked.

“Uh, not really.”

Céline pointed a manicured finger at his chest. “Then why do you have a name tag?”

He glanced down at his shirt, where ZANE was spelled out in block letters. “Oh, yeah, my mom made me wear it—my family owns the hotel. I’m just helping out over spring break.”

“Well, Zane,” Céline said sweetly, “I’m Céline, and this is my cousin Bea. Can you tell us what’s going on? Why are the police here?”

“I’m not really allowed to say.”

“Please?”

He turned to leave. “I should go.”

Céline touched his arm and fluttered her eyelashes. “We’re really worried about our aunt. She’s not answering her phone.”

Zane paused for a moment. “You didn’t hear it from me, but”—he checked over his shoulder and lowered his voice—“a VIP’s jewelry was stolen. That’s why the police are here.”

Bea and Céline stared at each other. “Eva’s necklace!” they shouted in unison.

“Shh!” Zane said, holding a finger to his lips. “How did you…?”

They had seen it for themselves in Eva’s suite the previous day: the famous Tiffany Yellow Diamond. Eva was borrowing it to wear to the opening night of her Broadway play, which was—Bea checked the time—just hours away.

“Our aunt knows Eva,” Céline boasted. “She’s a jour—”

Bea nudged her. “A friend of hers.” There was no need for this boy to think a journalist was sniffing around for information.

“Yeah, they’re friends, and we know Eva too,” Céline said, catching on. “Is she okay?”

He narrowed his eyes. “Promise you won’t tell anyone?”

“We promise,” Bea replied.

“Well,” Zane whispered, “she’s fine, but her security guards were drugged. Rumor has it the thief was someone she knew.”

“Huh.” Bea mentally scrolled through the various people they’d met in Eva’s suite the day before. Was he talking about Paul, Eva’s stylist? Or maybe Gus, her manager? Or her assistant, Nicole? None of them struck Bea as a likely suspect.

As she pondered the identity of the thief, a movement in the corner of her eye caught her attention. The elevator opened, and this time it was Aunt Juliette entering the lobby, accompanied by two cops, with her hands behind her back.

The girls rushed over to her, dodging the other guests standing in their way.

“Are you okay?” Céline asked.

“Don’t worry, girls. The police just want to ask me a few questions.” Her calm words were betrayed by the troubled expression on her face.

“Can we come with you?” Bea pleaded.

“No, no, no. Go to your room and call your dad. Tell him to send Alain to the Midtown East police station.”

“Alain?” The only Alain that Bea could think of was her dad’s old friend from Paris, who had moved to New York for college and never left.

Before Aunt Juliette could say anything else, the officers marched her outside and into a police car. Bea and Céline chased after her and watched from the curb as the car screeched away.

They stood there in silence.

Eventually Céline asked, “Who’s Alain?”

“A lawyer,” Bea said glumly.
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The day before, Bea stood outside the Kensington with her suitcase at her feet, gazing up at the hotel’s name shimmering gold in the morning sun. As she took a deep breath of the crisp spring air, her phone buzzed. It was Aunt Juliette sharing her location as she made her way from the airport with Céline: En route!

Bea liked the message and opened the map to see a little thumbnail of her aunt creeping along the Long Island Expressway toward the Queens-Midtown Tunnel. Soon Aunt Juliette and Céline would be here, and the fun could begin: a whole week of sightseeing—this time, on her home turf.

When their yellow taxi pulled up outside the hotel a quarter hour later, Bea could hardly contain her smile.

Céline leaped out of the car first and launched herself at Bea. “I’ve missed you!” Since they’d last seen each other in Paris, her bob had grown out; her glossy brown hair now skimmed the tops of her shoulders.

“I can’t believe you’re here.”

“Me neither.” Céline spun around, staring up at the tall buildings while a pair of American flags at the hotel’s entrance flapped in the wind. “I feel like I’m in a movie.”

After paying the driver, Aunt Juliette joined them on the sidewalk. “My darling Bea.” She gave her a tight squeeze. “I hope you haven’t been waiting long.”

“Not too long. Dad dropped me off on the way to work.”

“Good, good,” Aunt Juliette said. “Now, let’s get checked in.”

As soon as the cabdriver grabbed their bags from the trunk, a bellhop in a maroon-and-gold uniform appeared, pushing a brass birdcage-shaped cart with a plush red velvet base. He was an older man with light gray hair peeking out of his cap, but he was nimble. He swiftly loaded up the cart and made his way across the sidewalk, expertly navigating through a sea of pedestrians: suited businessmen and women on their way to work, tourists checking directions on their phones, and hotel guests coming and going, surrounded by the steady hum of Midtown traffic.

“You look stylish,” Bea said as she followed her aunt inside. Even though they had come straight from the airport, Aunt Juliette was sharply dressed in a beige blazer and navy pleated pants.

“Thanks. I’m meeting Eva for a late breakfast as soon as we’ve dropped off our bags.”

“I still can’t believe you get to follow Eva Rousseau all week,” Céline said.

“What can I say? Journalism has its perks.”

Though Bea had never heard of Eva, Céline had explained in their family group chat that the actress was an A-list actress in France. Eva was only twenty-seven, and she’d already won a César Award—the French equivalent of an Oscar. Aunt Juliette’s story was supposed to offer a glimpse into the life of a movie star about to make her Broadway debut.

As they entered the marble lobby, Bea’s eyes drifted upward to the crystal chandelier hanging in the center of the room. The ceiling was so high, and the decor so grand, it felt more like entering a church than a hotel. They passed a man at a grand piano playing relaxing lounge music, and a gleaming bronze-and-mahogany clock tower with portraits in relief of Queen Victoria and Benjamin Franklin, among other historical figures.

“Welcome to the Kensington,” the woman at the front desk said in an accent Bea couldn’t quite place. Her hair was pulled back into a sleek bun, her dark eyebrows perfectly shaped. “Is this your first time staying with us?”

“Yes.” Aunt Juliette handed over their passports.

The concierge typed something into her computer and passed back their passports a few moments later, along with a handful of key cards. “We hope you’ll have a wonderful stay. You’re going to be in rooms 405 and 406.”

“Speaking of famous guests,” Aunt Juliette said to the girls as they followed the bellhop to the elevator, “did you know Hoover used to live here?”

“The guy who invented the vacuum cleaner?” Céline asked.

“No, silly. The former president! Eisenhower also stayed here, I believe. This place is full of history. Marilyn Monroe, Frank Sinatra, Salvador Dalí, they were all here at one time or another.”

The bellhop nodded to confirm.

“Wow.” Bea didn’t know all the names Aunt Juliette had just rolled off, but she knew one thing for sure: she had never stayed at such a fancy hotel before. To her parents, a Hilton was the height of luxury.

The elevator dinged.

“This way, ma’am.” The bellhop pushed the luggage cart along the hallway, and then plucked a key card from his inside pocket to open their adjoining rooms. After he dropped off their bags, Aunt Juliette slipped him a few bills, and he headed back to the elevator.

Aunt Juliette checked the time. “I’d better freshen up. It’s almost time for my meeting with Eva.”

“Please can we come too?” Céline asked.

“I told you on the plane,” Aunt Juliette said impatiently. “This is a work trip for me, and I need to be professional. Anyway, I’m sure there’ll be plenty of opportunities to meet her this week.”

“Fine.”

“We’re so lucky to be staying here,” Aunt Juliette added. “And remember, whatever you do will reflect on me, so I want you both to be on your best behavior.”

Bea shot a furtive glance at her cousin. What Aunt Juliette meant was: no secret adventures behind her back, like when she and Céline had solved the mystery of the missing Matisse during her trip to Paris. Their aunt only seemed to remember the mischief they’d gotten up to, not the heroic part about returning the precious portrait to their grandma.

“Got it,” Bea said.

“I’ll see you at lunch.” Aunt Juliette’s door clicked shut behind her.

Bea turned to Céline, grinning. “Ready? First to the beds gets dibs.”

She tapped the key card, and they raced inside, giggling.



“Are you okay?” Bea asked her cousin.

While Bea had unpacked her entire suitcase, methodically hanging up her outfits in the order in which she planned to wear them, Céline had been hunched over her phone in the armchair for the past half hour, her bags untouched.

“I’m fine,” Céline replied. “It’s just.…Never mind.”

“What is it? You can tell me.”

Céline covered her face with her hands. “It’s embarrassing. I don’t even know why I care anymore.”

“Care about what?”

“Alexandre. He posted a new photo with Nina.”

“Oh.” Bea had heard all about Alexandre and the date he’d taken her cousin on. Céline had sent pictures of their visit to the Tuileries Christmas Market next to the famous glass pyramid of the Louvre Museum. They’d browsed the stalls selling knickknacks and handmade crafts, shared a delicious Nutella crêpe, and then taken a ride on the Ferris wheel, where they’d finally kissed above the city lights below. Un moment magique [image: Emoji: Smiling face with hearts.], Céline had captioned the photo.

But when school started in the new year, Alexandre began to ignore her; he avoided her in the hallways and generally acted as if their date had never happened. Céline didn’t even know she’d been dumped until the day before Valentine’s Day, when she found out he’d moved on to Nina, the new transfer student.

“Forget about Alexandre,” Bea said, putting a hand on her cousin’s shoulder. “You’re too good for him anyway.”

Céline looked up from her phone, her eyes welling with tears.

Bea had never seen her like this. Where was the cool, confident Céline she’d met last summer?

“I mean it,” Bea said. “We’re going to have so much fun that by the end of the week, you’ll be saying, ‘Alexandre who?’ ”

Céline snorted. “I doubt that.”

Bea switched tack. “Let me put it this way: Are you going to let some boy spoil your whole vacation, or will you at least try to make the most of your trip?”

“The second one,” Céline muttered.

“Great.” Bea pulled out her phone. “So let’s take a look at our itinerary.”

In the weeks leading up to the trip, they’d made a list of all the places they each planned to visit. Céline wanted to window-shop on Fifth Avenue, see Times Square, and take a trip to see the Statue of Liberty. Bea wanted to show her cousin Grand Central Terminal, go up the Empire State Building, and explore Central Park.

“Let’s start with Grand Central today,” Bea said.

“Grand Central?” Céline scrunched up her nose. “We have train stations in France too, you know.”

“It’s not just any train station,” Bea said. “It’s like a tourist attraction all by itself. You’ll see.”

Céline gave her a dubious look.

“Come on, let’s go. Then we can explore the neighborhood,” Bea said. They’d already agreed with Aunt Juliette and their parents that they were allowed to go sightseeing on their own as long as they kept location tracking on at all times. “We can grab a snack somewhere.”

Bea zipped up her empty suitcase and tidied it away under the desk, and they headed downstairs.

Just as they were about to leave the building, Céline stopped in her tracks. “There they are.”

Across the lobby Aunt Juliette was leaving the hotel restaurant with a tall white man and a petite brunette in a patterned halter top and maxi skirt—Eva.

“Let’s say hello,” Céline said.

“Aunt Juliette told us not—”

Bea chased after her cousin, who was already striding toward the group and waving to get their aunt’s attention.

“Hi!”

“Oh, fancy seeing you here,” Aunt Juliette said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. Reluctantly she turned to Eva and the man beside her. “These are my nieces, Céline and Bea.”

“I’m a huge fan.” Céline beamed. “I’m obsessed with Summer of Love.”

Eva flashed a set of dazzling white teeth. “Thank you.”

“Nice to meet you,” Bea said.

“Likewise.” Eva held herself with poise, as if she’d been classically trained in ballet. There was something about her that made her stand out from regular people; she almost seemed to glow. She would’ve been intimidating if it weren’t for her welcoming smile and kind eyes.

Eva gestured to the man next to her. “This is my manager, Gus.”

“My pleasure,” he said with a hint of an Italian accent, extending a hand first to Bea, then to her cousin. Like Eva, he had an easy charm about him. He wore a tailored suit with an expensive watch peeking out of his sleeve, and he was handsome in an obvious sort of way. Even the mole above his lip somehow added to his good looks.

Bea caught Aunt Juliette smiling at him. He had to be around Aunt Juliette’s age. Bea checked his left hand: no ring.

“He’s the one to thank for this whole Broadway experience,” Eva said. “He set up the meetings with the producers in the first place.”

“Don’t listen to her,” Gus said. “It’s all down to Eva’s talent. That’s what got her here. I’m just happy to be along for the ride.”

Eva smiled modestly.

“Now, if you’ll excuse me,” Gus said, “I have an appointment across town.” He waved goodbye. “But it’s been great meeting you all.”

After he left, Eva continued, “I’m sure we’ll be seeing a lot of one another this week. Juliette is going to be keeping a very close eye on me. In fact, we were just on our way upstairs to my room. Would you like to join us?”

“Céline has had a long flight. Really, they should rest,” Aunt Juliette said.

The cousins shared a glance. Bea had been looking forward to exploring the city, and it had taken a lot to drag Céline out of the hotel room, but it wasn’t every day a movie star invited you to hang out. And Céline was in a better mood already.

“Sure,” Bea said.

“We’d love to see it,” Céline added.

A flicker of irritation crossed Aunt Juliette’s face. No doubt she would have something to say about this later.

“Wonderful,” Eva said. “Follow me.”
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Eva’s “room” turned out to be the presidential suite, which looked more like a luxury penthouse than any hotel room Bea had ever seen. In the bright and airy living area two cream sofas faced each other on a Persian rug, and a set of French doors led out onto a terrace that ran the length of the suite.

“Wow,” Bea said as Eva gave them a tour.

Céline gasped. “Is that the Empire State Building?”

Eva laughed. “Not a bad view, huh?”

Passing through the dining area, with its oak table and candle chandelier, Bea glimpsed a grand four-poster bed and a fancy ivory-colored dresser in the bedroom off to the side.

“Please sit,” Eva said, returning to the living room. “Would you like a glass of water? Tea, coffee, orange juice? Nicole will bring you whatever you like.” Her assistant, a bespectacled young woman with wavy brown hair and bangs, waited patiently in the doorway to the kitchen.

“Water is fine,” Aunt Juliette said.

“Oh, and bring a plate of cookies,” Eva called out to her assistant, her native French accent briefly showing through in her pronunciation of “coo-keys.” She winked at the girls. “The good ones.”

Nicole poured them each a glass of Evian and set down an assortment of artfully arranged cookies on a platter in the middle of the glass coffee table.

“No need to run around after us,” Aunt Juliette said.

“It’s no problem at all. But while you’re all here, maybe you could do me a favor. The play opens tomorrow, and I’m having terrible trouble with one scene in particular. Poor Nicole is sick to death of rehearsing it with me. Aren’t you, Nicole?”

Her assistant smiled politely as if she didn’t want to agree or disagree too strongly with Eva’s statement.

“So would one of you like to run some lines with me?”

“I’m supposed to be an observer, not a participant,” Aunt Juliette said. “But, girls, maybe one of you would like to help?”

“I—” Céline began, only to be cut off by Eva.

“Bea, why don’t you help me?”

Bea could feel her cousin bristling next to her, but it was hard to say no. “Sure.”

“Fantastic!” Eva flashed her brilliant smile and thrust a stack of papers at Bea.

In the top right-hand corner of the first page, Bea read the title: The Mystery of the Blue Train.

“It’s based on an Agatha Christie story,” Eva said. “A forgotten classic. You’re the detective Poirot. Your lines are highlighted in yellow. And I’m Katherine, an American heiress who traveled on the same train as the murder victim.”

“Got it.” Bea rose to her feet, script in hand, and stood in the center of the room opposite Eva.

“And you can read the stage directions.” Eva passed another wad of papers to Céline, who broke out in a grin. “Those lines are in orange. We’re starting on page sixty-four.”

“Exterior. Monte Carlo Gardens. Afternoon,” Céline read. “Katherine and Poirot sit beside each other on a bench while a light breeze blows through the trees.”

Bea cleared her throat and tried to steady her trembling hands. She began to read, “And so it is that we are the good friends and have no secrets from each other.”

“He’s Belgian,” Aunt Juliette whispered to Bea. “That’s why he makes little mistakes in English just like Mamie.”

“Got it,” Bea said.

“Katherine turns to look directly at Poirot,” Céline continued. “There is something in his voice, an undercurrent of seriousness, which she has not heard before.”

Eva met Bea’s eye as she delivered her line. “Of course we’re friends.”

Bea was about to read hers when Eva sighed. “Sorry, let me try that again.” Eva looked her in the eye once more and said with feeling, “Of course we’re friends.”

“From the beginning we’ve been sympathetic to each other,” Bea read. “And now here we are, plunged into the middle of a real-life detective novel. It’s funny how things turn out.”

“Why do you say that I’m in the middle of it?” Eva said, her voice suddenly sharp. “It’s true that I spoke with Mrs. Kettering just before she died, but now—now all that is over. I’m not connected with the case anymore.”

Silence.

“Your line,” Aunt Juliette prompted.

“Oh,” mumbled Bea. Eva had disappeared into her role so completely, Bea had forgotten that it was her turn to speak. She cleared her throat again. “Ah, mademoiselle, can we ever say anything is truly over?”

While Poirot’s question, delivered by Bea, hung in the air, there was a knock at the door.

“Who is it?” Eva called out, breaking character.

“It’s me,” a man’s voice said from outside. “I’m here with the guys from Tiffany’s.”

Eva brought a hand to her forehead. “I completely forgot. Nicole, can you let Paul in?”

“No worries,” the man, who must have been Paul, said in an Australian accent as Nicole showed him inside. He had tan skin, wore a salmon-pink T-shirt and distressed jeans, and carried a garment bag with a coat hanger popping out the top. Behind him were two burly men dressed in black security uniforms.

“I’m supposed to be trying on my outfit for tomorrow,” Eva said to Aunt Juliette, adding in a harsher tone, “Nicole, you could’ve reminded me.”

Nicole looked down at her feet. “Sorry.”

“Pleasure to meet you, Ms. Rousseau,” the bald security guard with the briefcase said, holding out a hand. “Ryan.”

“Nice to meet you, ma’am,” the shorter one said. “I’m Manuel.”

She shook the security guards’ hands. “Call me Eva.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Are you ready to see it?” Paul said.

“Of course.”

Paul gave a nod to Ryan, who keyed in a code. He then clicked open the briefcase to reveal a small teal box bearing the Tiffany & Co. logo. He opened the latch and turned the box toward her.

“It’s more beautiful than I ever imagined,” Eva said.

Bea and Céline leaned over to take a look. Inside the box a huge yellow square-cut diamond hung on a glittering jewel-encrusted chain.

“It must be worth a fortune,” Bea whispered to her cousin.

“Did you buy that?” Céline blurted out.

Eva let out a laugh. “If only.”

“It’s priceless, darling,” Paul said. “The Tiffany Yellow Diamond. Only a handful of women have ever worn it. Audrey Hepburn, Lady Gaga, Beyoncé…and now Eva Rousseau.” He held up the garment bag. “Let’s get you into the dress, and then you can try on the necklace.”

“There’s only one problem.” Eva scratched her cheek. “I don’t have my Louboutins.”

“What?” Paul said.

Eva turned to her assistant. “Any updates on the lost luggage?”

Nicole looked up from her phone. “Still in Prague, I’m afraid.”

“Seriously?” Eva said.

“The airline denied it until I sent them a screenshot of the trackers inside the bags. Now they say it’s going to take at least another week to get here. Same goes for Gus’s other suitcase.”

Paul threw his hands into the air. “This is a disaster.”

“I could wear my Manolos, no?” Eva suggested.

“Absolutely not,” Paul said. “Your dress demands the Louboutins. It simply won’t work without them.”

“You’ll have to find a new pair,” Eva said to her assistant. “We have no choice.”

While the three of them discussed the shoe emergency, Aunt Juliette turned to Bea and Céline. “It sounds like Eva’s busy. Maybe it’s time for you girls to go.”

Bea set the script down on the coffee table and grabbed her jacket.

“Are you leaving already?” Eva said. “It’s a shame we weren’t able to finish the scene.”

“It was great to meet you,” Bea said. “Good luck tomorrow.”

“Before you go, how would you girls like tickets to opening night?”

Bea and Céline shared a look of astonishment.

“We—we’d love to come,” Bea said.

“Perfect. Nicole will leave them for you at the box office.”

After closing the door behind them, they burst into giggles.

“What just happened?” Bea said.

Céline grinned. “We just met Eva Rousseau.”

While they stood there in a daze, an older woman with blown-out blond waves and plumped-up lips, and wearing a long leopard-print jacket and shawl, strode toward them. “Pardon me,” she said.

After moving to the side to let the woman squeeze by, Bea spotted a silk glove on the carpet. The woman kept walking toward the elevator, oblivious, so Bea picked up the glove and ran to catch up with her.

“Excuse me, I think you dropped this.”

The woman stopped and turned. “Well, aren’t you a doll?” she said with a Southern twang. She took the glove and slipped it back into her purse. “Thank you kindly, my dear.”

The woman’s jasmine-scented perfume was so overpowering, Bea choked back a cough. “No problem,” she spluttered, and the woman tottered off down the hallway.

“That Chanel jacket, that Hermès scarf,” Céline gushed after she’d gone. “I love her style.” She turned to Bea. “Ooh, do you think Saks is near here? Maybe tomorrow we can do a little window-shopping before we go to the theater.”
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On Friday evening, after Aunt Juliette was taken to the police station, Bea and Céline did as their aunt had said and waited upstairs for Bea’s dad.

Céline slumped onto the bed. “I guess this means we’re going to miss opening night.”

“I guess so.”

Even if they could make it to the theater in time to pick up the tickets, they wouldn’t be able to enjoy the show knowing that Aunt Juliette was still stuck at the police station. Besides, would Eva herself make it in time for the performance if the police were interviewing her, too?

Bea’s phone beeped. It was a message from her dad: I’m downstairs

A few minutes later Bea and Céline spotted him across the lobby, talking on the phone, still in his pastry chef uniform of a long-sleeved white shirt and apron. He held up a finger to let them know he’d be with them soon.

“Great, looking forward to it. Speak soon, bye.”

“What did Alain say?” Bea asked as soon as he’d hung up.

“That wasn’t Alain,” Dad said with a look of amazement on his face. “You won’t believe who it was.…The owner of Babeurre.”

“What’s that?” Céline asked.

“Only one of the best restaurants in London. He’s in town this week and wants to meet,” Dad replied.

“Why?” Bea asked.

“He’s looking for a new head pastry chef, and he wants to
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