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  Chapter One


“—detained at Dallas-Fort Worth this morning,” one of the anchors said. “Alice, what can you tell us?” 
Mackenzie looked over at the monitor in the living room. She set her tablet down on the kitchen island, picked up her coffee, and settled onto the couch as the broadcast switched to the airport.
A field reporter stood inside the terminal with a crowded TSA checkpoint behind her. Travelers edged through the security line, carry-on bags rolling over the tile while officers directed passengers toward the screening stations.
“Duane, I’m here at DFW Airport, where federal officers detained a woman believed to be about three months pregnant as she attempted to board a flight to Mexico City,” the reporter said. “Investigators say they had reason to believe she intended to obtain an abortion once she arrived. The detention was carried out under the Enhanced Screening Protocol. Let’s take a look.”
Mackenzie leaned forward, the coffee forgotten in her hands. The video cut to uniformed officers surrounding a woman near a gate. She was young, one hand gripping her backpack, and the other pressed flat against her stomach. There was a bruise along her left cheekbone, dark enough to show on camera. Two agents took her backpack and walked her out. The camera followed longer than it should have, almost as if it were staged.
Mackenzie stared at the screen for a moment, then walked back to the kitchen to finish the intelligence report she’d been reading.
Senator Patricia Mitchell (R-TX) has introduced legislation requiring all women of childbearing age to provide proof of a negative pregnancy test before boarding any domestic or international flight. There are no exceptions for medical emergencies, rape, incest, or fetal anomalies. Criminal penalties apply to anyone who knowingly assists a non-compliant individual in boarding.
Below it was the ETCS expansion notice. The Enhanced Travel Compliance System, the government’s new device-monitoring program for international travelers, was extending its reach to private aviation terminals beginning July 1, 2031. By the end of this summer, all travelers were expected to opt in to government oversight.
On the wall monitor, the coverage cut to a press conference. A DHS spokesperson stood at the podium, broad-shouldered in a dark suit, reading from a prepared statement.
“This morning’s detention at Dallas-Fort Worth demonstrates the effectiveness of our state and federal partnerships under the Enhanced Screening Protocol,” he said, his grave tone at odds with his neutral expression. “The suspect has been remanded to Texas state custody.”
He looked up from his notes for the first time and smiled. “We are proud of this outcome.”
Mackenzie’s hand pressed hard against the quartz countertop. That poor woman’s boyfriend must have filed the report. The state submitted the surveillance request. The TravelPass app had been monitoring her movements since she downloaded at the airport. No warrant needed. And now she was being forced back to whatever she’d been running from, bruises and all.
“Jeeves, turn off the TV,” Mackenzie snapped. 
“Very good, mum,” the smart home AI replied. 
She glared at the monitor. One of these days, she was going to change the voice settings from the default ‘English Butler’ to something less annoying. 

It had been dark for an hour before she finally made herself take the pregnancy test again. Mackenzie dropped it into the bathroom trash. It clattered against the plastic liner, the sound too loud in the quiet condo. 
She turned on the faucet and splashed her face with cold water. Then, she wiped her face and looked at herself in the mirror. Same sharp features, same messy black hair, same dark blue eyes that had shadows beneath them she hadn’t noticed before. 
She’d known for days that the walls were closing in. The DFW arrest just confirmed it. Didn't matter. Arrangements had already been made.
Mackenzie walked to the bedroom and picked up her tablet from the nightstand, swiping through the itinerary that Emily had put together. Her official title was VP of Property Acquisitions. What she actually did was harder to put on an organizational chart. Security and logistics mixed with the ability to solve problems before other people even knew they existed.
Three Sisters, the company Mackenzie owned with her sisters, needed to expand into European markets. With the mid-20s tariffs continuing to destabilize domestic growth, the timing made sense, and the Lisbon properties looked good on paper. Three mixed-use developments, any of which could justify the trip. And buried in that visit was an appointment that wouldn’t appear on her calendar.
Mackenzie set the tablet down and opened the closet, reaching behind the hanging clothes for the slim case tucked against the back wall. She laid it on the bed and pressed her thumb against the recessed scanner. A soft click and the latch released. Inside was everything she’d need in an emergency: a satellite phone, three passports, and a secured drive.
The passports were part of their citizenship portfolios and had been purchased years ago through the family’s wealth management firm. Saint Kitts and Nevis. Malta. Portugal. It was legal and expensive, but effective. They were a form of insurance for families who understood how quickly borders could close.
She pulled out the Portuguese passport, the dark-red cover embossed with gold. She would need it when they reached Lisbon.
Mackenzie closed the case and slid it back into place. She carried her tablet to the desk and took a seat. Her thumb hovered over the video call app before she opened it and selected both of her sisters’ contacts.
Rylee’s video opened first. She was in her dorm room at Wellesley with a book lying open on the bed behind her. Chloe joined a moment later from her home office, the harsh overhead light deepening the exhaustion on her face. Mackenzie could hear Chloe’s son Patrick crying somewhere in the background with his distinctive four-year-old wail.
“Hey,” Mackenzie said.
“Hey,” Rylee replied.
Chloe glanced off-screen toward Patrick’s crying, her jaw tightening. “We need to make this quick,” she told them. “I’ve got an early call with Benjamin tomorrow, and Patrick’s nanny is leaving in a few minutes. I need to get him down for the night and prep for the Henderson acquisition meeting.”
“I’ll make it quick, then,” Mackenzie said. “I’ve narrowed the search down to three properties in Lisbon. I’m flying out tomorrow to walk through them.”
“Tomorrow?” Rylee looked confused. “That’s sudden.”
Mackenzie nodded. “European expansion makes more sense than domestic right now. The market’s stabilizing there, and the projections on these properties look solid.”
Chloe rubbed her eyes. “Cap rate?” she demanded. She always wanted the numbers first.
“Around six percent annual return,” Mackenzie told her. “Competitive for the region.”
Another pause. Patrick’s tantrum escalated in the background.
“Your project, your call,” Chloe snapped. She glanced off-screen again. “I’ve got enough on my plate.” She exhaled sharply. “As long as you’re not blowing our capital reserves on some passion project, do whatever you think is best. I stepped back from Three Sisters for a reason.”
Mackenzie frowned. “It’s not a passion project. It’s strategic positioning.”
“Right. Sure.” Chloe waved a hand. “Send me the financials when you’re back so I can run the numbers.” She dropped from the call.
Rylee stayed on the line. Neither of them spoke for a moment.
“Are you okay?” she finally asked.
Mackenzie shook her head. “It’s fine.”
“I know.” Rylee pursed her lips. “If you need anything…”
Mackenzie leaned forward to look at her baby sister. “I know,” she told her. “Talk to you later.”
She pushed the end call button and got up. She slowly walked to the window and pressed her hands against the cool glass. The lake stretched out black and still, barely visible except where scattered lights caught on the surface. Tomorrow would be a long day.

Mackenzie sent the meeting notes just after eight p.m. and shut down her tablet. She got up from the desk and wandered into the kitchen. She poured herself a glass of water and set it on the counter without drinking it. 
She looked around the condo. Her bags were by the door. The counters were clean, and the dishes had been washed and put away. Nothing was out of place. It was the kind of order that meant she was ready, whether she felt like it or not.
From the living room, Chet Baker moved through the last bars of Almost Blue, low and unhurried, the way she needed the room to feel tonight.
Rylee had gotten pregnant three years ago, during her gap year before starting college. Wisconsin had labeled her a flight risk and forced her to live with her ex-boyfriend, now soon-to-be husband, until Allison was almost six months old. She couldn’t even leave the state while she was pregnant. Allison was two now.
By the time it was over, Rylee had lost a year of her life. She’d always been the sister who found the spotlight. That girl was gone. She paused before she spoke now, weighing every word, even with family.
Her phone lit up at exactly eight fifteen. She looked at the screen and almost smiled. She picked up before the second ring. Rylee always waited until she’d read the meeting minutes before calling.
“You’re right on time,” she said with a laugh.
“I had four minutes,” Rylee told her, using that sassy voice that meant I’m in charge. “I used three of them deciding whether to call.”
“What changed your mind?” Mackenzie asked.
“Because I know you.” A small pause as Rylee took her phone off speaker. “Did you eat today?”
Mackenzie thought about the toast she’d made after their call and had left on the counter. “I had something earlier.”
“That’s not a yes.”
“It’s not a no.”
Rylee didn’t answer right away. The next track began, slower than the last, the trumpet taking its time before settling into the melody. Mackenzie leaned her shoulder against the window frame and watched the lights from nearby buildings reflect on the water. The glass was cool through her sleeve.
“How are the notes?” Mackenzie asked. “Anything that Chloe can poke at?”
“No, you covered everything.” Another pause, shorter this time. “Emily’s going with you.”
It wasn’t a question, but Mackenzie answered anyway. “She’ll be with me the whole time.”
Rylee exhaled. “Okay,” she finally said, her voice quiet. “Okay, good.”
Neither of them spoke for a moment. The record reached its end. The needle found the last groove in the vinyl, and Mackenzie could hear that faint rhythmic scratch in the background.
“Be safe.” 
She knows, Mackenzie thought. When they were kids, they’d whispered secrets to each other in the dark, long after they were supposed to be asleep. She could have said it. Right now, she could have just told her she was pregnant, and Rylee would have understood better than anyone alive. 
She pressed her lips together. “I will. I promise.”
“Call me when you’re back,” Rylee said. 
“I promise. First thing.”
“Love you.”
“Love you, too,” Mackenzie answered. Her throat felt tight.
The call ended. She stood there for a moment, then crossed to the record player and lifted the needle. The scratch stopped.
She lifted the album and slid it back into its sleeve. Forty-year-old vinyl. The star of her collection.
She checked the door, made sure the locks on her luggage were good to go, and turned off the kitchen light. The condo went dark around her. She stood in it for a moment, then went to bed.






  
  Chapter Two


Route 13 out of Ithaca was empty at this hour. Emily took the hill out of the valley without slowing, and within minutes, the city was behind them. The road narrowed to two lanes. On either side of the road, bare trees gave way to open fields. 
Early May meant that mud season was still hanging on. The fields were dark and waterlogged.
Mackenzie had her phone out, scrolling through her overnight emails. Nothing that couldn’t wait, but the habit was hard to break.
Emily wore dark jeans, a fitted jacket, and canvas sneakers. Her brown hair was pulled back in a low ponytail, the small scar through her right eyebrow catching the dashboard light when she glanced at the mirrors.
“We look like a couple of friends going to Lisbon for a long weekend,” Emily said, her eyes on the road. 
Mackenzie put her phone down. “A bit of sightseeing,” she said with a smile. “Maybe even a winery tour.”
“A winery tour,” Emily drawled with a slight smile. “Be still, my heart!” She checked the side-view mirrors again. “Terminal opens at six. We’re right on time.”
Mackenzie nodded. She’d dressed carefully this morning: a cashmere crewneck in deep ivory, charcoal pants, and cognac Chelsea boots. 
“Nervous?” Emily asked.
“No.”
Emily glanced over, one eyebrow raised.
“A little,” Mackenzie admitted, looking over to meet her eyes.
“Good. Keeps you sharp.” Her eyes went back to the road. “Portuguese passport, legitimate business cover through the company, clean documentation. Nothing about this trip raises a flag for someone in your tax bracket.”
“Except for what I’m actually doing,” Mackenzie said, folding her arms across her chest.
“They don’t need to know that.” Emily’s tone was even. “That’s the point.”
They passed through Dryden without stopping. A speed limit sign, a gas station dark at this hour, a cluster of houses, then open road again. 
“Albany’s private terminal has been on the Enhanced Travel Compliance System pilot program since February,” Emily told her. “We ran our protocols against their live system last month. Everything held. Syracuse rolled it out late last month, and they’re still working out some bugs.”
She checked the rearview mirror. “If the system flags you, Customs and Border Protection can hold you for seventy-two hours,” she continued. “No explanation required. No lawyer. This is administrative, not criminal, so the Fourth Amendment doesn’t apply. The flight leaves without you.”
Emily was quiet for a moment. The road curved through a stand of budding maples, then opened again.
“The manifest is clean,” she said. “The business cover is solid. Nobody can connect your name to the medical appointment.” 
Mackenzie nodded. Most women making this trip didn’t have dual citizenship to fall back on. They had nothing but the hope that nobody looked too closely.
I-81 opened north of Cortland, four lanes and empty. Emily pushed the speed up without comment. The hills flattened out, and the sky ahead began to lighten. Not sunrise yet, just a smudge of gray on the horizon. Neither of them spoke. There was nothing left to say.
The glow on the horizon resolved into the lights of Syracuse. A few miles later, Emily took the airport exit without slowing. The private terminal sat on the northwest corner of the field. Emily pulled into the lot and cut the engine without a word.
A handful of cars lined the far edge of the lot. Near the entrance sat a deep red Mercedes with a custom finish, the kind of color that didn’t come off a standard order form. 
Emily checked the lot, the entrance, and the tarmac beyond the building. “We’re good,” she said as she opened her door. “Let’s move.”
Mackenzie opened her door and stepped out. The cool air hit immediately. She reached into the back seat for her jacket and pulled it on. Emily was already at the trunk, bags lifted out and set upright. She handed Mackenzie her Bellroy tote without being asked. Just big enough for a laptop, tablet, passports, and everything she’d need within reach during an international flight.
They walked to the terminal. The glass doors slid open.
Inside, the space opened into a two-story atrium. Steel cable railings on the upper level, warm wood details against white walls, and floor-to-ceiling windows running the length of the tarmac side. Mackenzie looked around. Upholstered seating clustered near the windows. A service bar ran along the far wall, the espresso machine gleaming on the counter.
The doors closed behind them. Classical music drifted through the terminal. The espresso machine let out a soft, pressurized hiss. Nothing else. 
Emily’s pace didn’t change, although her weight shifted slightly as she took in the room. Mackenzie had seen her take down a man twice her size at a fundraiser last fall without even messing up her hair. Most of the crowd hadn’t noticed until the police arrived. Emily had told her afterward that the best operators were the ones no one remembered seeing. 
There were two CBP officers in the terminal. Navy jackets with a fresh Homeland Security patch on the shoulder. One stood near the windows overlooking the tarmac, rifle slung across his chest, feet planted wide, chin up. The other stood near the service desk. His eyes moved through the room the way you’d read a page, slow and deliberate, missing nothing.
The one near the service desk found Emily and held her gaze for a moment. He gave her a small nod. Emily returned it and kept moving.
Mackenzie glanced down and adjusted her jacket. Her hands wanted to keep moving, so she shoved them into her pockets.
The only other traveler sat in a seating cluster near the entrance. A woman in a camel wool coat, mid-thirties, with a plump face and naturally curly hair. She reminded her of someone. Rylee’s friend from high school, maybe. Kate? Caitlyn? She shook her head. Didn’t matter.
The woman held an older phone, two or three generations out of date. Her eyes kept moving from the screen to the security door at the back of the terminal.
A woman in a charcoal blazer approached them almost immediately, tablet in hand. “Ms. Williams? Ms. Davis?” she asked. 
Mackenzie nodded.
“Good morning. I’m Sarah, and I’ll be checking you in this morning.” Professional smile, warm and calibrated. “Can I get you started with coffee while we get you checked in?”
“A café latte would be wonderful,” Mackenzie replied. 
“And for you?” Sarah looked at Emily.
Emily smiled. “Just coffee. Black, please.”
Sarah typed something into her tablet without looking up. “Wonderful. Let me get your bags tagged for the flight.” She gestured to the rolling bags, and another staff member appeared, moving them toward a door marked Secure Area. 
“Ms. Davis, I have your documentation on file,” she said. “Ms. Williams, may I see your passport?”
Mackenzie pulled out her passports and handed over the US passport. Sarah’s eyes moved briefly to the second one before she scanned it with the handheld reader clipped to the tablet.
Yes, Mackenzie thought. I have two passports. Keep moving.
The progress bar moved across the bottom of the screen and stopped.
Sarah’s expression held, pleasant and professional. Her eyes flickered to the CBP officer near the window, then back to the screen. She quietly cleared her throat as they waited.
Mackenzie looked at her smartwatch. Her mouth went dry.
One second.
Two seconds.
Three.
The bar crept forward, and the tablet moved to the next screen. 
“Perfect,” Sarah said. “Your aircraft is being fueled now. It should be ready in about fifteen minutes. Please, make yourselves comfortable.” She gestured toward a seating area near the windows. “I’ll bring your beverages right over.”
They settled into nearby leather chairs. Through the glass, Mackenzie could see a SkyHaven Gulfstream being prepped on the tarmac. The ground crew moved around the plane almost as if they were servicing a race car. She shook her head with a smile. 
Emily pulled out her phone. To anyone watching, she looked as if she were reading emails.
“The officer by the window is working the entrance,” she said, her voice low and even. “Don’t engage with him. Take your cues from the one near the desk.” She paused. “If anything changes, stay calm and let me talk.” 
Mackenzie looked down at her phone. “Should I be worried?”
“No,” Emily told her. “We’re bored, wealthy travelers waiting for our plane.” Emily scrolled through her phone. “We’re exactly who they expect us to be.”
A wall-mounted monitor near the service desk played a muted news broadcast. Footage from DFW filled the screen. The caption scrolled beneath it:
Woman detained attempting to board international flight. Authorities credit enhanced screening protocols.
Mackenzie looked at the monitor for a moment longer than she should have, then looked away.
Sarah returned with their beverages in porcelain cups and set them on the side table. “Your bags have been screened and loaded,” she told them. “We’ll have you boarding shortly.”
Mackenzie picked up her latte with a smile. “Thank you, Sarah.”
Sarah moved back to the service desk. She joined a woman in business attire who was working at a monitor Mackenzie hadn’t noticed before. The lanyard caught her eye. It matched the CBP officers’ IDs.
Emily glanced toward the floor-to-ceiling windows. “We need a shot of the plane,” she said as she put down her cup. “The light’s better over there.”
Mackenzie put down her latte and followed her to the windows. The woman at the government monitor looked up briefly, and she shook her head, looking back at her screen.
Emily held up her phone, angling it toward the tarmac. The early morning light off the tarmac was sharp and flat. It washed out everything behind them. She took three shots in quick succession, adjusting the angle each time.
“The terminal’s Wi-Fi is running a handshake with every device in the building,” she said, her lips barely moving as they looked over the shots together. “They’re pitching the TravelPass app as completely voluntary—expedited customs clearance, faster boarding, skip the line. Once it’s on your phone, it pulls your location history, search history, installed apps, and even your communication logs. All of it goes to the local CBP server for upload.” 
She gestured to Mackenzie to change her pose and took another shot. “If your device doesn’t connect automatically, CBP gets a quiet notification at the desk.” She moved closer to grab a selfie with Mackenzie. “Then comes the delay. Technical issue with your advance passenger clearance. Just a moment, and that moment could be an hour or more. Long enough for them to decide whether they want to take a deeper look at you.”
Mackenzie turned back to look at the plane. The ground crew was finishing up. “But they already checked us in,” Mackenzie said.
Emily took one more shot before she answered. “And rechecked us when they scanned your passport. Most people will just download it. Even before it became mandatory.”
She tilted her phone so that Mackenzie could see the screen. A compliance status readout. Two devices. Both green.
“The Firm’s tech team pushed a patch to our phones last night, so CBP sees two compliant devices. Your calls to the Lisbon clinic were wiped.” She paused as she scrolled through the pictures. “If they’d detected the patch, that’s interfering with a federal monitoring system, and it’s a criminal offense.”
They went back to their seats. Mackenzie settled into her chair and picked up her latte from the side table.
The terminal looked like a luxury hotel lobby. It functioned like a military checkpoint.
The officer near the service desk crossed the room without hurry. A polite smile settled across his face. He stopped beside the woman in the camel coat and crouched to her eye level. His hand settled on the arm of her chair.
Not on her. Not quite.
Mackenzie watched him speak. The classical music drowned out most of the conversation. One phrase came through, half-swallowed by a violin passage.
“...visa status...”
The woman’s face went white. Not the sudden white of shock. The slow white of someone who had been waiting for this.
She nodded once. Small and careful. She stood and smoothed her coat with a hand that wasn’t quite steady. The officer straightened and stepped back, one hand angled toward the door at the back of the terminal. 
They walked together, his hand not quite touching her elbow. Beside her, Emily had gone still. Her eyes went to the tarmac door once, then back to her phone. The door closed behind them.
Visa status. Mackenzie turned the phrase over in her head. Had the woman overstayed her visa? Had something flagged on entry and followed her here? Or had it been her phone? One automatic update, and TravelPass installed without her ever knowing. Was that enough for the system to flag her? 
Sarah approached. “Ms. Williams, Ms. Davis, your aircraft is ready,” she said. “If you’ll follow me?”
They left their cups on the side table and followed her through the glass door onto the tarmac. The morning air was sharp for this time of year. The Gulfstream waited fifty feet out, engines running, stairs lowered, a SkyHaven logo on the tail.
Sarah walked them to the stairs and said something briefly to the pilot. She headed back to the terminal with a small wave. 
A man in a white shirt and dark slacks stood at the base of the stairs, four stripes on his epaulettes. He smiled as they approached. “Good morning,” he said. “I’m Captain Rodriguez. We’ve got clear weather all the way to Lisbon. I should have you wheels up in about five minutes.”
“Sounds good,” Mackenzie said.
Emily let her go first, positioning herself at the base of the stairs between Mackenzie and the terminal. Mackenzie saw her turn one last time across the lot, the building, the tarmac. Force of habit.
Inside, the cabin was warm with cream-colored leather seats and dark wood trim. A flight attendant in a navy dress greeted them with a smile. “Good morning. I’m Zoe,” she said. “Can I stow your bags?”
Mackenzie handed her tote over and took the forward window seat on the left. Emily kept her bag and took the seat across the aisle, positioning herself with a clear line to the cabin door. Through the oval window, the tarmac was still gray in the early light.
“Anything before we take off?” Zoe asked. “Juice? Coffee?”
“Water,” Mackenzie said.
“Same,” Emily added.
Zoe tucked Mackenzie’s tote into the storage compartment near the galley and returned a moment later with two bottles of water. The cabin door sealed with a quiet hydraulic hiss. The engines hummed. They began to move.
Mackenzie looked out the window. The terminal building shrank as they turned onto the runway.
The engines built to a roar. The acceleration hit hard, pressing her back into the leather seat. When the nose lifted, the ground fell away, and they climbed into the morning light as the city dissolved below.
Mackenzie exhaled and felt something she hadn’t known she was carrying loosen in her chest.
Emily opened her bottle of water and leaned back in her seat. “We’re good,” she said. “We’ll be in international airspace in ninety minutes.”
The captain’s voice came over the intercom. “We’ve reached cruising altitude.”
Mackenzie stayed buckled. Outside the oval window, the cloud layer had broken somewhere over Connecticut, and the Atlantic stretched below them, deep blue in the morning light, white wave crests scattered across the surface like static. They’d been airborne for about twenty minutes.
About an hour until international airspace.
The patch made their phones look compliant. What it couldn’t fix were the carrier records or cell tower logs. Mackenzie shook her head. She didn’t know enough about how the patch worked to know whether these were legitimate gaps or whether The Firm had found a way to close all of them.
And if someone at CBP was good enough to detect the patch itself, that was a different problem. She’d face federal criminal charges.
She glanced at Emily. She told herself the tightness in her stomach was hunger.
Emily unbuckled and moved to the seat facing her. She set her tablet on her knee without turning it on.
“You’re spiraling,” she said.
“No, I’m not,” Mackenzie snapped. 
Emily raised an eyebrow. “Your jaw’s been clenched since we took off.”
Mackenzie turned back to the window. “I’m just hungry,” she said. The IT patch is either clean or it isn’t, Mackenzie thought. Worrying doesn’t change things. 
She turned back to Emily. “Walk me through the itinerary,” she said.
Emily nodded. “We land at seven fifteen local, which is two fifteen our time,” she told her. “Our driver will meet us at the airport and take us straight to Solar do Alfama. You’ll switch to your Portuguese identity at the airport.”
Mackenzie nodded. “What time is our meeting tomorrow with Ferreira?” 
“Ten a.m. local, right after your pre-op appointment at the clinic. ” Emily looked out the window for a moment. “Your body will think it’s the middle of the night.”
Mackenzie grimaced. She was not a morning person. “Coffee is proof that God loves us and wants us to be awake,” she said.
Emily shook her head in amusement. “You and your coffee!”
“If I have to be functional at five in the morning, it’s going to be coffee, coffee, and more coffee!” Mackenzie retorted. 
Zoe came out of the galley, two plates in hand. Emily set her tablet aside and unfolded the tray table from her chair. Mackenzie followed suit. 
“Santos is first?” Mackenzie asked, looking at the plate Zoe set in front of her without really seeing it.
“Santos is first,” Emily said. “Two others are scheduled later in the week.” She mixed some strawberry jelly into her oatmeal. “Three Sisters already has its Portuguese fiscal number. The Portuguese entity will be structured as a wholly owned subsidiary of the US company. Clean corporate structure. Whitelisted jurisdiction. Low-risk jurisdiction. No tax haven complications.”
“Another point in Portugal’s favor,” Mackenzie replied.
Zoe returned with fruit and toast. “Would you like some coffee?” she asked. 
“Please,” Mackenzie said, eyeing her plate. Now that it was in front of her, she wasn’t sure if she was hungry.
Mackenzie picked up her fork and broke off a small bite of the ham and Gruyère omelet. “Ferreira flagged the Santos title records,” she said. “How long does that buy us if we need to extend?”
Emily quickly swallowed. “As long as we need,” she told her. “Standard ‘seller requested additional documentation’ issue. Ferreira mentioned it before we left. With a property valued at over a million euros, nobody questions delays.”
Zoe returned with their coffee and placed a small cream pitcher on Mackenzie’s table. 
The omelet was better than she'd expected. She broke off a larger piece and waited until Zoe had retreated to the galley. “And the hotel suite? Do we have enough space for meetings, or do we need to arrange for a conference room?”
Emily ate another spoonful, carefully scraping the sides of her bowl. “The dining room seats eight,” she told her. “You can run Three Sisters from there and it keeps the cover clean. I’ve also scouted short-term furnished rentals in the Alfama district if the hotel becomes an issue. Cash lease agreements. But the hotel should be fine.”
Mackenzie carefully cut another small bite. “What about the procedures?”
Emily picked up a slice of toast and covered it with jelly. “Your first procedure is Tuesday afternoon. That gives you plenty of time to meet with Ferreira and establish our cover. Recovery is four to five days before you’re moving around normally. Follow-up property viewings are built into that window.” She took a bite of toast. “Next week you have your second procedure and, best-case scenario, you go home on May 24th.”
“Two weeks,” Mackenzie said as she scooped up another bite of omelet. “For a real estate deal.” 
Emily reached for her coffee. “Your Portuguese citizenship streamlines things. So does having the Portuguese fiscal number. Once the Portuguese entity is incorporated, the bank can get to work. Without all that in place, we’d lose weeks to paperwork.”
Mackenzie set her fork down and stretched her neck gently from side to side. 
Zoe appeared from the galley. “Can I interest either of you in more coffee or water?” When they declined, she quietly cleared their plates.
Mackenzie sighed and looked out
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