
The Aurelian Agency

Book 7: The Fado Chord

M. Layane S. Inácio

Copyright © 2026 M. Layane S. Inácio

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without prior written permission from the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, organizations, places, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, or real events is purely coincidental.

Published via Draft2Digital.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Fado Chord (THE AURELIAN AGENCY, #7)

Dedication

Synopsis

Chapter 1 — The Echo of Alfama

CHAPTER 2 — The Keeper of Fado

CHAPTER 3 — The Truth of Destiny

CHAPTER 4 — The Instrument of Shadows

CHAPTER 5 — The Scent of Saudade

CHAPTER 6 — The Real Estate Developer

CHAPTER 7 — The Encrypted Melody

CHAPTER 8 — The Pact of Crete

CHAPTER 9 — The Night of Saint Anthony

CHAPTER 10 — The Blood Chord

CHAPTER 11 — Julian’s Ultimatum

CHAPTER 12 — The Game at the Docks

CHAPTER 13 — The Mother-of-Pearl Secret

CHAPTER 14 — The Confrontation in the Tavern

CHAPTER 15 — Escape Through the Tagus

CHAPTER 16 — Elena’s Testament

CHAPTER 17 — The Rebirth of Alfama

CHAPTER 18 — The Call of Crete

EPILOGUE — The Clock of London

Letter to the Readers

Continue The Aurelian Agency Saga

About the Author

Also by the Author

The Aurelian Agency Series

Book 1: Imperial Amber

Book 2: Murano’s Veil

Book 3: The Iron Thistle

Book 4: The Al-Andalus Hue

Book 5: Sahara-Desert Azimuth

Book 6: Waltz Clef

Book 7: The Fado Chord

Book 8: Minos Cipher

Book 9: The Golden Reliquary

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication
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For those who persist when the labyrinth seems endless.

For those who have learned that silence, too, carries memory.

The seventh chord has been played.

Destiny is now inevitable.
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Synopsis
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Silence is a worm that slowly devours memory.

But in Lisbon, fado is still the last form of resistance.

When Nicolas Laurent arrives in the narrow alleys of Alfama, his mission appears simple: recover the Guitar of the Labyrinth, the seventh artifact in the legacy of the The Aurelian Agency.

Instead, he finds a neighborhood under siege—not by soldiers, but by excavators.

Julian Sterling has decided to raise the stakes.

Using wealth, political influence, and ambitious “urban renewal” projects, he intends to erase Lisbon’s past to uncover a secret that Elena protected until her final breath.

At the center of the conflict stands Tiago, a former fado singer who lost his voice on the night blood stained the varnish of his guitar.

To save the neighborhood, Nicolas will need more than strategy and training.

He will need Tiago to rediscover his soul and play the legendary Blood Chord—a frequency said to open forgotten vaults and awaken secrets buried deep in time.

Between the scent of grilled sardines drifting through the streets, the mist rising from the Tagus River, and a betrayal dating back to a fatal expedition in 1984, Nicolas begins to understand that the guitar is far more than na instrument.

It is a hidden projector carved in mother-of-pearl.

A key.

And perhaps the last hope of stopping Sterling.

But will the final chord be played before the machines silence Alfama forever?

Fado Chord marks the beginning of the final arc of the saga.

While the streets of Lisbon struggle to preserve their memory, the clock in London has already begun its countdown—and the path to the ancient palace of Knossos, on the island of Crete, has just been revealed.

In a world drowning in noise, the truth will only be heard by those brave enough to face their own fado.
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Chapter 1 — The Echo of Alfama
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The sun in Lisbon did not shine.

It pressed down.

A thick amber light spilled slowly over the terracotta rooftops and faded into the cracked seams of Alfama’s aging azulejos.

Nicolas Laurent stopped at the top of Ladeira do Salvador.

The air felt heavier here than anywhere else in the city.

He inhaled slowly.

The scent was ancient.

Grilled sardines over charcoal.

Fresh laundry swaying in the wind.

Wet stone.

And the damp, salted breath of the Tagus River climbing the hill like a patient ghost.

It was the scent of centuries refusing to disappear.

Nicolas’s senses—trained by the The Aurelian Agency—adjusted automatically.

Every detail mattered.

A window creaking open.

A chair scraping across stone.

The distant echo of footsteps along the uneven curves of the Portuguese pavement.

Everything became information.

He studied the narrow street ahead.

Alfama was not a neighborhood.

It was a labyrinth.

The houses leaned against one another like aging accomplices. Clotheslines stretched across the narrow ribbon of sky between façades. Blue-and-white tiles reflected the afternoon light like fragments of memory.

Here, time did not move forward.

It accumulated.

“It’s here,” Nicolas murmured.

His voice dissolved into the walls as if the city itself had absorbed it.

Ahead of him, a small tavern rested in shadow.

The wooden door had been polished by the hands of thousands of tired patrons.

This was the kind of place where stories were not told.

They were kept.

“If you’re looking for fado so tourists can take pictures... you came to the wrong place, foreigner.”

The voice came from behind him.

Rough.

Gravelly.

Like stones dragged across the ocean floor.

Nicolas turned slowly.

A man sat on a dark wooden bench beneath the shade of a dying grapevine climbing a whitewashed wall.

The man Nicolas had come to find.

Tiago.

The former fado singer looked older than he probably was.

His hands drew attention first.

Large.

Scarred by thin lines crossing the fingers—old marks left by steel strings.

Years of playing the Portuguese guitar.

But his eyes were empty.

As if anything that reminded him of music had become unbearable.

“I’m not looking for music, Tiago,” Nicolas said, stepping closer.

“I’m looking for answers.”

Tiago let out a short laugh.

Bitter.

It ended in a dry cough that scraped his throat raw.

He didn’t look at Nicolas.

Instead, his gaze remained fixed on na old tile mounted beside the tavern door.

A Portuguese carrack battled a geometric sea of painted blue waves.

“Silence doesn’t keep answers,” Tiago said slowly.

“Silence is a worm.”

“It eats away at memory until nothing remains but dust and regret.”

Now he looked directly at Nicolas.

The stare was hard.

Suspicious.

“So tell me something, foreigner,” he continued.

“What does a man with a coat like that—and the eyes of someone who’s never known hunger—want in Alfama?”

The air around him carried the smell of cheap tobacco and green wine.

The scent of defeat.

The quiet kind.

Nicolas didn’t move.

“I carry the echo of something that began in Paris.”

Tiago did not react.

“It passed through the waters of Venice.”

Now Tiago’s fingers began tapping lightly against the bench.

Na unconscious rhythm.

“And crossed the mists of Scotland.”

The tapping stopped.

Silence settled between them again.

Nicolas stepped closer.

“And now the story ends here.”

He gestured subtly toward the distant shimmer of the Tagus.

“In your river.”

Tiago flinched.

Barely noticeable.

“I don’t play anymore,” he said, his voice hardening.

“I don’t sing.”

“Music died for me.”

When he looked up again, something dangerous flickered in his eyes.

“So if you came looking for fado... go to Bairro Alto.”

“And let na old man die in peace.”

Nicolas tilted his head.

“Whose blood, Tiago?”

Silence fell like a blade.

“Your grandfather’s?”

Tiago froze.

“Or Elena’s... the woman you swore to protect?”

The world seemed to pause.

A neighbor beat dust from a rug above them.

A gull cried somewhere in the sky.

Tiago stood abruptly.

The speed of the movement betrayed none of his exhaustion.

“How dare you...” he whispered.

His voice trembled.

“How do you know her name?”

He stepped closer.

Now they stood face to face.

“How do you know about my grandfather?”

Nicolas remained calm.

“The Aurelian Agency remembers.”

He paused.

“Sterling does too.”

The name hung in the air like poison.

Nicolas continued.

“He isn’t here to
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