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			This book is for Ian, 
my urban exploration partner, 
who is always up for 
research and small adventures.

		

	
		

		
			Prologue

			“Wait,” Aventurine instructed the cab driver. “Por favor, espere por mim.”

			She climbed out slowly into the midday street, her gaze traveling upwards: behind one of those windows in the four-storied hotel, Micheline might be waiting. Despite the surprisingly warm air, Aventurine shivered. She was this close to her sister. She waited for a car to pass, then crossed the street to the steps and the door. There was a buzzer and a notice card in Portuguese above it, but the door was unlocked. She let herself in.

			A man was being served at the desk, so Aventurine looked through the brochures next to a pair of chairs while she waited. Her Portuguese was even more abysmal than her Welsh, so she mainly looked at the pictures: museums, the Cathedral, the Tour de Belem. Jammed into the lower corner was a single brochure advertising a music festival, and she picked it up just as the woman behind the desk called to her in greeting.

			Aventurine smiled. “I’m here for my sister? Minha irmã?”

			She realized as soon as the woman frowned that there was a problem. In the receptionist’s expression, there was no sign of recognition, nothing that indicated that she had seen a face identical to Aventurine’s recently. 

			“You have a reservation?” the clerk asked.

			

			“No,” Aventurine stumbled. “But my sister is staying here. Micheline Genthner? Minha irmã? Aqui?”

			Still the frown. The young woman pushed her dark hair away from her forehead and peered at the computer screen to her right. “Genthner?”

			Aventurine took a deep breath. “Yes. Micheline Genthner.”

			The woman’s lips twisted, and her eyes narrowed. She tapped a key or two, leaned forward toward the screen as though that might help. It apparently didn’t. She sat back and shook her head. “No. No Genthner.”

			Aventurine’s fingers fumbled with her purse. She drew out the picture of Micheline and slid it across the counter. “This woman?”

			The clerk drew back as though Aventurine had set a scorpion between them. “Polícia?”

			Quickly, Aventurine snatched up the photo and held it up to her own face. “No, no. Sister. Irmã. Gêmea.”

			The woman pursed her lips, shook her head again, more vigorously this time. “No. Not here.”

			With a sigh, Aventurine thanked her and stepped toward the door. A dead end, obviously. The address from the package she had found in Genevieve’s upstairs closet had been a false trail, a red herring. Something pointless. Then she stopped, and, pulling out the author photo from the back of Nicola’s bodice ripper on impulse, tried again.

			“My other sister?” she asked, holding it out. “Nicola Hallsey?”

			But the receptionist held up both hands this time. “No. Not here. Aqui não.”

			When Aventurine asked if there was a room available for herself, desperately realizing that to wait here was as good an idea as any, the woman continued to shake her head. Avi gave her one of her cards, adding her phone number in case Micheline should appear, knowing she’d hear nothing. 

			

			The cab was still idling in the street. Aventurine gave him the address of the hotel in which she actually had a reservation and slumped back. She had come all the way to Lisbon, to no avail. There were no other leads. She pulled out her phone and checked compulsively, but there was nothing. No contact from Micheline, from Paul or Lance, or from Genevieve. It was as though she were alone in the world: alone in the middle of the wide, cold ocean, with no land in sight. She was completely at sea.

			In her hotel room, she tossed her bag onto the luggage rack in the corner, dropped her key and purse onto the dresser, and threw herself across the wide bed. Aventurine felt empty, discouraged. She closed her eyes against the pointless afternoon. She should just pack everything up and go back to Boston. Forget this summer and fall ever happened. If her sister was intent on not being found, maybe Aventurine should just return to her own life and let Micheline appear in her own time. Paul and Lance, too.

			But to do what, once she was back in her overcrowded, book-strewn apartment? She threw her arm over her eyes. The story of Genevieve was unfinished, the threads dangling, catching. And that woman: to go home and leave her, an old woman by her own admission, when there was more to learn in order to write the definitive biography? What if she—? Now Aventurine swallowed hard. Old women died. Avi remembered the tide of preemptive grief that had washed over her as she knelt before the box in the guest room on Scarcroft Road. Old women died. She had not known Genevieve for long, but the thought of a world without her was still enormously painful. She was mad as hell at Genevieve, but to end up with that anger unresolved, should she return to the US, and should the old woman die—it was too much to bear.

			Slowly, she rolled over and sat up. She’d reserved the hotel room for a week. It was warmer in Lisbon than it would be in Back Bay, and there was more sun; the beach was just down the street. She might as well stay; it made as much sense as to go. There was nothing holding her anywhere: no Micheline, Paul, Lance, Genevieve, Shep—or even Dominic Burroughs. At that thought, she laughed roughly. There was nothing between them, except a hesitant sort of friendship that he had rejected, out on East Pier, because he couldn’t trust her. Fine, then. She was better off without him in her life. Still, it stung. A little.

			Aventurine rubbed her face with her hands and reached for her purse: there was still a packet of Panadol in there, and she was starting to get a headache. When she unzipped the front pocket, though, she found the brochure she’d picked up in the other hotel: the one for the music festival. Idly, after swallowing the pills dry, she unfolded the crumpled pages and glanced over the garish paper, trying to decode the Portuguese. When she flipped to the inside, the name, in bold yellow, caught her attention.

			Mobius.

			Now. There was a group of people who had yet to reject her. There were some friends. The thought of Linny’s grinning, freckled face made her smile.

			She flicked on the bedside lamp and studied the brochure in earnest. She drew out her computer, and, putting in the Wi-Fi password she’d gleaned from the desk, went to the festival’s website. She opted to click on the tab for ingles, impatient with herself. The entire weekend schedule was available there, a list of indoor venues. Mobius was scheduled on Friday night, as well as on Saturday evening, early. There was a button for the purchase of weekend tickets, so she quickly entered her credit card information and had the passes sent to her phone. Then she opened Google Maps and, tapping in the festival address, tried to figure out the best way to get to the site. The weekend was coming. She could at least do this much. 

		

	
		
			

			Part I: Low Tide

			

		

	
		
			

			One

			She followed the sound of the singing.

			The familiar voice made Avi flush with unadulterated pleasure. Here would be someone who was not entangled in the mess her recent life had become, someone whom she didn’t have to view with suspicion. Someone with whom she didn’t have to pretend. Listening to the bouncing lines from “Mr. Blue Sky,” Aventurine found herself smiling, and her step quickened toward the open door of the artists’ entrance.

			Habit had made her decide on the black jeans and the black Mobius tee-shirt; now she walked purposely down the alley toward the door, hoping the volunteers in their Day-Glo yellow would simply take her for another member of the road crew and not demand her all-festival pass. It seemed to work because, with the exception of one puzzled frown and a bit of a double-take, neither woman moved to stop her.

			Aventurine hitched her pack further up onto her shoulder and made her way through the dim backstage area toward the sound of Linny Breedlove’s voice. The band members were seated in a large room at the end of the hallway, not far from the door to the stage wings. As she entered, Linny glanced up and smiled, continuing her song, while the others merely nodded. Comforting, in its normality, but somehow somewhat of a let-down as well.

			

			Ruth, their irascible manager, appeared at the door behind her. “There you are,” she said. Impatiently, but Ruth was always impatient. “Did you manage to find Isabel?”

			Aventurine turned. “Who the hell is Isabel?”

			“God, Aventurine, what is wrong with you today? You’ve been missing for half an hour, and you haven’t managed to find her? Did you look in the office?” Ruth crossed her arms and glared from under her backwards cap.

			“Maybe she had other things to think about.” Brian sidled up, grinning wolfishly, and rested a possessive arm around Avi’s shoulders.

			Aventurine stepped away quickly. “Shut it, Brian.”

			There was a long, awkward pause. Peter Breedlove took a step forward.

			Slowly, Linny set aside her fiddle and crossed the few steps toward her, examining her face with a frown. 

			“Aventurine?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

			The import of the question slowly dawned on Avi. “Yes,” she said.

			“The real you.”

			“The real me.”

			Linny opened her mouth, then snapped it shut again. Surprise, shock, and dismay flitted over her wide, freckled face. “Christ on a cracker, Avi,” she breathed. Her eyes darted to the door and the dim hallway beyond, and then back, as though she were seeing a ghost. Or a doppelganger. Her gaze searched Aventurine’s face again, in disbelief. “Then who the hell was that?”

			To her right, Brian had his hands on his hips, a thunderous glare on his face. “What the hell is going on, Avi? What’s with the cold shoulder? After last night?”

			“Shut it, Brian,” Linny hissed, still studying Avi’s face. “No,” she said at last. “She was younger. She looked less tired.”

			Aventurine ran a hand over her cheeks, then looked around at the others. Younger. Her heart had leapt, but now it sank. “I think,” she said slowly, “that you’ve all met my half-sister. Nicola.”

			

			The pause stretched.

			“We thought she was you,” Alan said at last, standing.

			“I thought she was you.” Brian’s confusion would have been funny, had it not been so—cringeworthy.

			Aventurine looked around at her friends. Peter held a guitar slackly in his hand, as though he’d forgotten it. Only Ruth managed not to look confused, but Ruth only ever looked impatient. “Now I’ve got to go find Isabel,” she spat, and whirled away.

			“You’d better tell me about it,” Aventurine said.

			“You’d better come sit down.” Linny’s mouth was pursed now. “This might take a while.” 

			That explained why the two women at the rear entrance had evinced so little interest in her, Aventurine realized in dismay: they’d seen her before. They’d seen Nicola before—and what the hell was she doing?—and had assumed Avi was her. She took the bottle Alan handed her and then traded it for the mug of tea Linny provided instead.

			“We need to keep a clear head for this, I think.” Linny glared at Brian. “Even you. Especially you—you’re probably hung over anyway.”

			Brian threw up his hands. “Hey, I didn’t drink very much last night at all. I was too busy.” He still stared at Aventurine, tipping his head much as a puzzled mutt might.

			“I didn’t know you had a half-sister,” Peter said, resting his chin in the curve of his guitar body, his cheek against the fretboard. “I knew you had a twin—”

			Linny waved him to silence, frowning. “But this person was a bit younger. You can see it now, can’t you? Now the real Avi is here with us.” She patted Aventurine on the arm. “Not that you look old or anything.” She returned her glare to Brian. “And we all know that the real Aventurine would never sleep with you.”

			This, at least, was true.

			

			“Did she ever actually say she was me?” Aventurine asked. “Did she ever actually call herself by my name?”

			Peter ran his fingers absently over the frets. “Now that I think of it, not really. We just called her by your name, and she answered. We asked her to do things, and she did them.”

			Ruth reappeared, holding several rolls of gaffer tape and with a black cord coiled over her shoulder. She made a face. “She needed a lot of explanation, that one, about stuff she should have known. I just figured you’d become a flaming idiot on me.” She poked a finger at Avi. “Everyone else here already has.”

			Aventurine flipped her off, but it was rote; her heart really wasn’t in the teasing. She took a sip from the mug of tea, finding it black and bitter, and reassuring. Linny always remembered.

			“But why?” Alan asked. He dragged an empty silver keg forward and settled on it. It rocked slightly beneath him. “Why would your sister play a trick like that on us?” He leaned forward. “Did you put her up to it?”

			“Don’t be an ass, Alan. Of course she didn’t.” Linny’s defense, as always, was stout. She shoved her brother lightly.

			Aventurine shook her head, taking another sip of tea. “I don’t really know why she’d be doing this.” She let her gaze travel around this group, these people she’d known for years, perhaps some of the people she trusted most in her life. “Look. I’ve only known of her existence for a little while, and it came as a shock, if you must know. And—” she made a face—“I really don’t trust her.”

			“Why not?”

			“Because she pulls stuff like this.” Aventurine shrugged. “But I never have trusted her, even before this. She’s secretive. It seems somehow as though she’s trying to live my life, do the things I do, insinuate herself into my relationships.”

			“Your relationships?”

			Brian looked stricken. And then enraged. He grabbed a bottle of Sagres and looked around for an opener, his expression darker than the beer.

			

			Aventurine shrugged again, not wanting to broach the subject of Gio Constantine. Instead, she undid the zipper of her pack and took out the copy of Passion in Portugal, which she handed to Linny. For her part, the other woman widened her eyes at the cover, with its Fabio-wannabe, and flipped the book over to look at the all-too-familiar author photo. Peter leaned forward to peer over her shoulder, then let out a whistle.

			“She writes books?” Alan asked.

			“Yes. Not the same kind I do.”

			Brian took the book as it was handed around. He flipped randomly to a page and scanned it, then leaned in more closely, his mouth a surprised ‘o.’ With everyone’s eyes on him, he slapped the book shut quickly, his face reddening to his ears. “I think—she must do—different research.”

			They all laughed, though the laughter was a bit sharp-edged.

			“Obviously not the same kind I do,” Aventurine agreed.

			“Maybe she’ll name you in the acknowledgments of her next book, Brian.” Ruth’s laugh was a bit mean. She swung the cord at Aventurine. “Meanwhile, we’ve got work to do here. Out on the stage.”

			Brian threw aside the book and took a long drink from his bottle. Avi took the proffered cord and followed Ruth out into the corridor, where they turned left. After strumming a chord absently, Peter set his guitar aside to join them. He seemed to be trying to formulate his thoughts. “I don’t think I’d trust anyone, even my sister, who tried to pass herself off as me. But I can’t imagine what she’s trying to gain from it.”

			“I haven’t a clue.” Aventurine shook her head, wishing she hadn’t abandoned the tea mug in the green room. “But I will tell you it’s pissing the hell out of me.”

			At the stage door, Ruth paused, a toothpick in the corner of her mouth much as she would have had a cigarette, had this not been a non-smoking area. “You might ask her,” she ground out, jerking her chin towards the front of the stage.

			Aventurine pushed past Ruth quickly. Wearing all black as she was, and with her hands jammed into her jeans pockets, Nicola was even now talking to another man in a day-glow vest. She tipped her head back, laughing, and her gold hair swung in the light. Then she lifted a hand and sauntered toward the stage door.

			Aventurine froze, fury squeezing her chest.

			“Nicola.”

			The other woman’s head shot up. She paused for only a moment before turning on her heel.

			“Nicola!” Aventurine shouted again, starting after her. She heard someone call her name from the stage door.

			Now Nicola was running, dodging a surprised couple of women with a harmonium, tipping a few chairs to try to trip Aventurine up in her pursuit. She pushed out into the lobby, and by the time Avi, with Linny and Alan behind her, reached it, Nicola had disappeared into the milling crowds in the street. 

		

	
		
			

			Two

			Mobius took the stage at eight-thirty. Hoping that keeping busy might help stop her shaking—and why was she shaking?—Aventurine helped with the set-up during the dinner break, falling into the same old groove of wiring, taping, checking. Handing Peter first a guitar, then a bouzouki, then a banjo, as he checked levels on each. All the while, she kept an eye on the doors, but the ebb and flow was small, only people in suits or vests who crossed purposefully from one door to another. Chairs scraped; the bar opened. All the time, she kept thinking: Nicola was out there somewhere, with an agenda known only to herself. She’d gone to ground, but that didn’t mean she wouldn’t be lurking somewhere along the edges of the crowd once the doors opened, once there was more cover, more people amongst whom to hide.

			No. Aventurine didn’t trust Nicola. Now less than ever, with her half-sister first impersonating her, and then fleeing when caught out. Had it just been a joke, or a game, Nicola would have braved it out, or laughed it off, upon being discovered. Oh, you caught me! She was up to something, and had no interest in answering any mundane questions Aventurine might have, like: What the hell are you doing here? Why do you keep turning up like this? What is it that you want?

			Avi taped a copy of the playlist to the stage in front of Alan’s mic stand, and straightened, stretching out her back. The doors had opened. One last look out over the growing audience—the first act was on at seven—and she caught Lance’s eye.

			He and Paul both leaned against the rail, Paul with a near-empty plastic cup in his hand. She moved toward them slowly; she didn’t know whether Paul had noticed her up on stage. She felt rather like a cat, stalking the mice.

			“Aventurine,” Lance greeted her warily. She had last seen him in Norfolk Gardens, when he’d kissed her cheek and run off toward Paddington and Paul.

			“Lance,” she said. “Paul.” She made no move to touch either of them; she couldn’t decide whether she wanted to hug them or throttle them. She kept her hands in her pockets. “It’s good to see you both.” She hated herself for the formality, hated the situation that dictated it.

			Paul turned slowly and leaned over the rail to set the cup on the shelf on her side of the barrier. “Avi.” His voice was cool, but tense. His glance took in her black clothing. “You working?”

			She shrugged. “Helping out. Keeps me busy.”

			Paul nodded. “I was hoping I might run into your friend. Peter? Talk to him some more about playing.”

			“I’ll take you back around after the show. I’m sure he’d love to talk to you.” The noise of the crowd was swelling as the concierge took the stage behind them. She glanced over her shoulder and then at her; it was nearly showtime. “Listen, can I get you two another drink? I know you can’t get out without losing your spot.”

			“That would be awesome,” Lance said quickly, before Paul could have a chance to turn her down. He dug in his pocket for his wallet, but she waved his money away. 

			“This one’s on me,” she said. She wondered, not for the first time, where Lance’s money came from—he hadn’t, to the best of her knowledge, worked since the end of the summer, when they’d come across him in an Italian restaurant in Southampton. Perhaps he had savings? Paul, because of his father, had no money worries whatsoever.

			

			“Thanks, Avi,” Lance said.

			“Hey,” Paul said as she turned away; Aventurine turned back quickly. “That sister—half-sister. Nicola. Is she here with you, too?”

			“You’ve seen her?” Avi’s intake of breath was sharp.

			The two glanced between them. “Earlier,” Paul said. “In the street. She was wearing black, too, so I wondered.”

			Aventurine looked around the crowd warily and then leaned in close as the concierge’s voice boomed over the sound system. There was a high squeal, and the requisite groan from the audience. “She’s here,” she said. “Be careful of her.”

			“Duas cervejas e uma agua, por favor,” she ordered, then gathered the cups and bottle to herself, to edge her way back out onto the crowded floor. A full house, she estimated, though there was no way of knowing how many had come for Mobius, or for the headline act which followed. Again she scanned, looking for the form, the blonde hair, the skulking in the shadows. A movement in the dimness to her left, and she paused, unsuccessfully trying to make out anything beyond the milling audience. It didn’t help, did it, that Nicola was wearing black clothing; throw a cap over that hair, and she could easily blend into the shadows. Hell, she could have followed Aventurine to the bar and never have been noticed.

			Paul and Lance had seen Nicola, though. Seen, but had not spoken to. Right? Or perhaps Aventurine had just assumed that. She needed to talk to them further, find out what they had seen. What they had done. Had Nicola seen them? The sense that Nicola had got to Paul in London rushed back in on her, the sense that she had fed his suspicions about Avi and Shep.

			Before that, they had seen each other in Milan. 

			Avi slipped along between the crowd and the wall, holding the drinks protectively. No, that wasn’t right, was it? Lance had seen Nicola. Paul had not. But had Nicola seen them? She had not overtly made her presence known to them. Why not? Maybe, just maybe, Nicola had not known which of the two was family. Or maybe she hadn’t seen them at all; maybe her being in Milan was entirely coincidence; maybe her passing the same cafe in which Paul and Lance were sitting was just luck. Coincidences happened, didn’t they?

			There are no coincidences. Genevieve had impressed that upon Aventurine, and now she heard the words in the old spy’s voice. Avi didn’t believe that Nicola had accidentally shown up in the same street in the same Italian city where her half-sister’s son had gone to escape his demons. The more Aventurine thought about it, the more certain she became that Nicola had gone to Milan intentionally, had followed Lance and Paul. But for what reason?

			And now she was here, at the Festival do Fim da Estrada. For what reason?

			It was enough to make a person look over her shoulder. Keep looking over her shoulder.

			Except. It wasn’t about Aventurine, was it? Possibly not about Micheline, either. Nicola had been in Milan when Paul and Lance were in Milan. Now she was here outside of Oeiras, when Paul and Lance were here. Nicola had—hadn’t she?—got to Paul in London.

			Paul and Lance were the common denominator. Avi pulled gently at the thread of her thoughts, knowing that at the end would be something she did not wish to consider. But had to.

			Nicola wanted something with Aventurine’s nephew and his friend.

			Aventurine found herself hurrying back toward the barrier, sloshing the beers, and not particularly caring. 

			

			Three

			Ruth had retreated to the rental van with snarled imprecations and an unlit cigarette dangling from her lips; Brian, sulking, had wandered off in search of a drink. The rest of them, Peter carrying a guitar—when was he ever without one?—followed the alley along to the busy crossing, then through a tunnel down to the darkened praia. The music faded behind them, and the stars overhead grew brighter. At mid-tide, they could hear the wash of the waves on the sand; far out in the Tagus, a cargo ship of some sort eased by, a silhouette marked by red and green lights. They passed very few people; one group of seven or eight were drinking around a firepit they had dug out.

			“Good idea,” Alan said.

			“Illegal,” Peter said. “Keep walking. The last thing we need is to bail you out in Portugal.”

			Further along, though, they found a pair of water-bleached logs. Peter handed the guitar off to his wife, and then he, Lance, and Paul dragged the logs around to face each other. Bottles appeared from packs and pockets. Aventurine stuck stubbornly to her water.

			Now Paul had the guitar cradled in his arms and was quietly strumming. After a moment, Avi realized that Peter was leaning close to her nephew and humming. Paul’s frown gradually eased away and was replaced by a look of intense concentration.

			“Let it go, lad,” Peter murmured, so low that Avi had difficulty hearing him. “Don’t think it. Feel it in your hands.”

			Paul took a breath and bent to the frets again.

			On the other side of her, Lance was looking on with an expression so unguarded that it took her breath away. It made her envious, made her wish that there was someone, out there, who would look upon her like that. It was the same way Shep had always looked upon Micheline, from the very first time Avi had seen them together. The same way her father had looked upon her mother. She bit her lip.

			“Lance,” she said swiftly. “Come talk to me.”

			Reluctantly he tore himself away from the music lesson and clambered to his feet in the sand. Aventurine walked down to the water’s edge, and he followed. When she turned, the others formed a sort of idyllic tableau, shadowy forms against the moving lights of Oeiras above the beach. She pulled out her phone quickly and snapped a picture; she wanted to remember this moment—and if it turned out well, Mobius could use it for an album cover. She smirked.

			“What is it?” Lance, too, turned to look back up the sand, but his eyes, she could tell, were searching out Paul.

			“Do you love him?”

			She hadn’t meant to ask that question. Embarrassed, she tucked the phone back into her pocket. Then she busied herself, kicking off her sand-filled sneakers, and taking a few steps to allow the tide to wash around her ankles. The water was cold, but not as cold as the North Sea. And she hadn’t been hurled in bodily.

			“Yes.” In the darkness, only his eyes showed, glittering in his face. “I didn’t intend to. But I do. Yes.” He turned a fleeting smile upon her, one of ineffable sweetness. “I want to be near him all the time. I want to comfort him. I want to protect him.” His gaze returned to the group on the logs.

			Aventurine laid a hand on his arm, then quickly pulled it back again. “That’s it, isn’t it? What we want for those we love.”

			Lance nodded. “You want that for him, too. I know. And you want it for Micheline.”

			His understanding made her choke up for a moment.

			

			“And for you, too,” she offered.

			This time his smile was slow. “That means a lot,” he said.

			They stood silently for a moment as the waves washed around their feet. The tide was coming in, the cold water making her ankles ache. Finally Aventurine drew in a deep breath. “About wanting to protect Paul—” she began.

			Lance turned expectantly. “Yes?”

			“Nicola is here. You know that. You’ve seen her.”

			The air between them changed immediately.

			“I have.”

			Avi nodded. “When you’re at the festival—I need you two to be careful. I meant what I said before. I don’t trust her. Now, even less than before. I think she could be—dangerous.” She took a hurried drink from her water bottle and sputtered when it went down the wrong way.

			“Isn’t that—sort of—melodramatic?”

			Aventurine capped the bottle and jammed it into her back pocket. “Don’t blow me off on this, Lance. Listen. Please.”

			He held up his hands.

			A couple passed, holding hands, their hair shimmering in the dimness. Aventurine waited until they had moved further along the beach.

			“I don’t believe in coincidence. Genevieve taught me that much. Nicola followed you to Milan. She followed you back to London.” Avi paused, frowning: something was wrong with that timeline, something that niggled at the back of her mind. She pushed on despite it. “Now she’s followed you two to Lisbon. I don’t know what she wants. I don’t know what she’s doing. But she’s got some sort of agenda, and I can’t help worrying. Has she tried to contact you? Or Paul?”

			Again with the defensive hands. “Can’t she just want to know more about us? If she’s discovered Paul—and you two—are family?”

			“Then she’d speak to us, wouldn’t she? Ask questions. And has she?”

			Lance shook his head, backing down. “I’ve never spoken to her, not before this, not here, either. Maybe she just likes music.”

			“And art, and Italy. No, the common denominator is you. We know she’s Mick’s and my half-sister. We know the man I was introduced to as her father isn’t her father, but that Mick’s and my father is.”

			“The DNA test. I’m following you. But why does she have to have an ulterior motive? Why can’t she just be a woman in shock, as you are a woman in shock, at finding out something she didn’t know about her own life?”

			Aventurine found her frustration rising. Why couldn’t Lance see? Why did he insist on being so damned rational? “Because she came to this festival, and almost immediately began to impersonate me with my friends who didn’t know any better.”

			Lance stilled. His eyes widened, glinting in the dark. He waved a hand over his shoulder toward the others. “Those friends.”

			“Those friends. They didn’t know about Nicola, and when she showed up—presumably looking for you—they assumed she was me. Only their manager was vaguely suspicious, because Nicola didn’t know anything about stage set-up. But people see what they expect to see.”

			“But—”

			“You saw her in Milan, Lance. You immediately contacted me—because you thought it was me.”

			“Or Micheline,” he protested.

			Aventurine dug in the sand with her toe in her frustration. “But the point is that she’s here. There’s no reason for her to be here at all, unless it has to do with us. Unless it has to do with you.”

			This time, Lance had nothing to offer.

			Aventurine grabbed both his arms. “Lance, you’ve got to make sure that you and Paul avoid her at any cost. If she approaches you, anything. Until we know for sure what she’s up to.” When he didn’t immediately respond, she shook him, a tiny bit. “Please. Promise me.”

			Lance let out an enormous breath. “Okay. I’ll try. Because you feel so strongly about it.” He crossed his arms over his chest, covering her hands with his own. “But I don’t know what we should do if she approaches. Run? Call you?”

			“I don’t know.” Aventurine dropped her hands. The ache, in her ankles, from the water, was growing to be too much, and she took a few steps up the sand to collect her Chucks. “I really don’t know. Try not to be alone with her? Make sure there’s always someone close by? A witness?” She opted not to put her sneakers back on, but tipped the sand out of them, and attempted, futilely, to brush the sand off her feet. “We’ll try to figure out what she’s after, and we’ll try to counteract it. I’m not sure how, though.”

			“Ask Genevieve?” Lance suggested. He gathered up his own huaraches and clapped them together.

			Aventurine licked her lips.

			“Lance,” she said slowly. “Genevieve’s disappeared.”

			This staggered him.

			“When? How?”

			Swiftly Aventurine told Lance about the afternoon on Scarcroft Road, when she had found the old woman so strangely listless. When she had found Nicola’s book in a box in the upstairs closet, addressed to Micheline in Genevieve’s distinctive handwriting.

			“I just saw her,” he protested, then looked up guiltily.

			“When?”

			“A week ago. Tuesday.”

			Aventurine did a hurried calculation. Three days after the old spy had disappeared from the house, leaving the French door open to the storm. Aventurine had watched the house carefully for a couple of days, looking for any sign of her return: lights on, Else letting herself in and out, and movement. There had been nothing. On the Monday morning she’d returned to London and booked herself a flight to Lisbon to look for Micheline.

			“Where did you see her?”

			

			“At the house. In York.” Lance shifted uneasily. “She called me, asked me to come. To help her with a—medical problem.”

			Aventurine spun back to him, her heart suddenly expanding in her chest and making breathing difficult. “Medical problem?” Specters of grave illnesses arose before her eyes: cancer in all its forms. Dementia. Congestive heart failure. Things that women in their nineties were subject to. I’m an old woman, Aventurine.

			“She had broken her wrist.”

			Aventurine didn’t know whether to be relieved or further distressed. “How did she do that?”

			“She told her GP that she had fallen.” There was something evasive in his tone, in his words.

			Distressed. Old women fell; even now, when Aventurine herself went to the doctor for her yearly check-up, the medical assistant always asked if she’d had any recent falls, and she was nowhere near ninety-four.

			“She said she had fallen. And had she?”

			Again the uncomfortable shift. “I—am not really sure.”

			Of course he wasn’t. Probably Genevieve had been pulling another one of her Mary Wentworth capers, breaking into cathedrals, breaking into houses like she had broken into Nicola’s, into Henry Hallsey’s.

			Genevieve had disappeared for several days, had outwitted Aventurine’s surveillance, and had returned home with a broken wrist and a need for Lance.

			“She suggested Paul and I visit another music festival, to get our minds off things.”

			Of course she had.

			“She wouldn’t have suggested this one, would she have? Oh, why don’t you just go to the Festival do Fim da Estrada? In that all-too-innocent voice she uses when she’s trying to manipulate people? Maybe she gave you a brochure or something?”

			Lance had the grace to look abashed. “Well—”

			“So yes, she did.” Aventurine threw up her hands. “For God’s sake, Lance, don’t you have the sense to know when you’re being manipulated? Moved around like a pawn on the chessboard?”

			Lance put his hands on his hips. In the dimness, his expression seemed harder, as though she had hit a nerve. “I like to think I’m not that cynical, Aventurine. I like to think I trust people.”

			Not like you.

			Though he didn’t say the words, they stung anyway. 

			Cynical.

			She hadn’t always been this way. Had she? Neil’s theft and betrayal, all those years ago—that was enough to make anyone inherently distrustful, but she thought she’d worked her way past that. She’d thought.

			Until she’d met Genevieve.

			Until she’d become Mary Wentworth.

			We’re all Mary Wentworth.

			Aventurine laughed bitterly, following Lance back up the praia to the others.

			“Where are you staying?” Aventurine asked Paul as she stood up and stretched some hours later. Somewhere to the east the sky was turning to a strange grey that hinted at the coming dawn, and her water bottle had been empty for some time.

			“We’re in a hotel on the Rua do Garué,” Paul said. He too yawned; he had long since abandoned the guitar to Peter, who still strummed gently. The air was cold just before daybreak, and Paul had one hand tucked into the pocket of his hoodie, and the other in Lance’s.

			“Call me around noontime,” she suggested. “We can do coffee. Or breakfast. Or lunch. Something.”

			He nodded and clambered to his feet from his seat on the log. Then, hesitantly, he put his arms around her. The hug was brief, but it was an embrace. He stepped back. “I’ll do that.”

			

			Aventurine wanted to tell him she loved him—there had been a time, ages past, when she would do just that before leaving him. Automatically. She wondered whether those days would ever return. 

		

	
		
			

			Four

			Aventurine took her time crossing the Avenue Marginal. She was early to meet Paul and Lance, at the brunch restaurant they had suggested, down at the water. She had not slept well, dreaming again of her father.

			No car crashes this time. The dream itself was timeless, and for the most part, only made up of wispy impressions. Her father’s hands, clumsily combing the sleep-tangles out of her hair while her mother tended to Micheline. Those same hands, tying her shoes in the time before she’d pull away impatiently to do it herself. Daniel Morrow holding her first published article, looking down on the college newspaper with an expression so proud she thought she might cry.

			Kind hands. Her father had been a kind man, in all her memories gentle but firm. He had been the sort of person who gave spontaneous compliments, rested his hand on their heads, on their hands, as he passed—as though to remind them both that, no matter the business at hand, he was still present. Still thinking of them.

			It was so difficult, sometimes—this late autumn day in a strange city, for example—to imagine the world without him in it. Somewhere. Without either of their parents in it. But she would not allow those thoughts to intrude on this morning. Not of her parents’ end. Rather, Aventurine forced herself to consider the look of those hands, so smooth and soft, long-fingered, the hands of an academic. The touch of those hands. She wished for a moment that she could hold his hand for safety, while she crossed the street.

			A woman’s voice, calling, made her look up swiftly. A mother, calling some sort of warning or instruction to a small boy who had strayed too far away on the sidewalk. In brisk Portuguese, of course, so Aventurine could only guess at the words.

			They spoke Portuguese in Brazil.

			Aventurine slowed. The brunch restaurant was close, and she could see that neither Paul nor Lance were outside—perhaps they’d gone in to find a table? She checked her watch. Still early.

			Her parents had had smatterings of all sorts of languages, from their travels for Daniel Morrow’s research. Her parents had been able, she remembered, to speak just well enough to travel in Brazil, where they had driven to their deaths off the Rodovia da Morte, the road of death. Where Shep Genthner had had to travel to make arrangements to bring their bodies home for burial.

			Had Shep known any Portuguese? Of course, he could have hired a guide, or a translator—he had the wherewithal. He could have drawn on the resources of his multinational employer. Or he could have just presented himself to the proper authorities and said the magic words: Daniel and Michele Morrow. Rodovia da Morte.

			Aventurine shivered. It had been twenty-odd years ago. Still, it had been difficult to wake up one morning and realize she was an orphan. She and Micheline were all that was left.

			Now, Nicola.

			Who had laid hands on Nicola’s head, on her hands, when she was a child?

			Aventurine wished she could speak to her father. She had so many questions.

			She was nearly finished with her first coffee and the pastel de nata she had ordered when Paul and Lance appeared, looking a bit worse for wear. Outside the window overlooking the praia, the wind on the tide seemed to have died down, and the sun was working its way out from behind the clouds. It would be another fine day for heading over to the festival.

			The waiter appeared, and Lance and Paul stumbled through their order: salada frango for both of them. Then Lance excused himself for a moment, with a quick look at Avi.

			“Lance told me,” Paul said without preamble. His eyes, she had noticed when he’d shifted his sunglasses to the top of his head, were hooded, with deep circles beneath them. He narrowed his eyes, even though the morning light, in the cafe, was muted. Slanted. “About Genevieve. Disappearing. Everything.”

			Aventurine made a face, and looked down at her hands, spread on the rough-hewn table before her. They did not, to the best of her knowledge, look like her father’s hands from the dream. Not long-fingered enough. Not delicate enough. More square, more built for heavy lifting.

			“So you know Genevieve was trying to get you two here,” she said.

			“And succeeded.” Still squinting
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