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      For Benjamin, the Love of my Life

      




      
      
      

      
      
      In water one sees one’s own face;
But in wine one beholds the heart of another.

      
      —FRENCH PROVERB

      
      
   



      
      
      chapter ONE

      
      I GAZE ACROSS THE veranda, beyond the rows of yachts and sailboats bobbing in the Porte de Monaco toward the sparkling Mediterranean waters.
         To my right, the shoreline curves inward before jutting out to sea again at La Condamine, the cluster of tall gleaming buildings
         that rise against the steep, rocky hillside. A drop of perspiration runs down the glass carafe of water that sits before me
         and seeps into the white linen cloth. From the dozen or so other tables around mine comes the quiet murmur of conversation,
         mingled with spoons clinking against teacups and the gentle rustling of morning newspapers.
      

      
      Inhaling the mix of salt air and coffee, tinged with a hint of citrus, I tilt my head upward. Above the canvas-and-bamboo
         umbrella, the sky is an unbroken blue. It is hard to believe that just two days ago I was in England. I took the last evening
         flight from Heathrow, rushing to the airport only to be predictably delayed by fog. We didn’t land in Milan until almost three
         in the morning, and I briefly considered getting a hotel room there, catching a few hours of sleep. But eager to reach my
         destination, I decided against it. Instead, I took a taxi to the train station, loitering over cups of burned cappuccino in the all-night café until the ticket office opened at four thirty. Half an hour later I boarded the train to Monaco.
      

      
      We traveled through the gritty outskirts of the city in the darkness, stopping twice at remote stations for passengers before
         picking up speed and moving through the rugged border region between Italy and France. As we reached the coast, the sun seemed
         to rise suddenly behind us, a floodlight on a movie set, revealing the jagged peaks above, blue waters below. The terraced
         hills were broken indiscriminately by grand mansions and simple cottages that seemed to share the breathtaking environs with
         egalitarian ease.
      

      
      The train slowed again to a leisurely pace, hugging the mountainside, unfazed by the sports cars and lorries that raced along
         the thin strip of road beside it. As the sun climbed higher in the sky, a man opened one of the carriage doors facing the
         sea and hung carelessly by his arms from the top, open shirt blowing in the breeze.
      

      
      It was not the first time I had taken this journey. I had been here as a student during the summer holiday between my first
         and second years at Cambridge, on a monthlong backpacking trip across Europe with a few of my British classmates. We spent
         three nights sleeping on the floor of an apartment owned by a friend of a friend whose mother had remarried a Monaco native.
         After weeks of tents and public campground bathrooms, the tiny flat, with its washing machine and real shower, felt like paradise.
         I remember being struck by the dramatic terrain of the Côte d’Azur, the idyllic tropical beauty that seemed so improbable
         in my American view of what Europe would be like. I left reluctantly, hoping to return again someday. But I certainly never
         expected to be here now. Not like this.
      

      
      I take a sip of coffee, tearing my gaze reluctantly from the sea, and reach into the leather tote that sits by my feet. Feeling
         instinctively around the familiar contents, I pull out a manila file. My boss, Maureen, gave it to me at the embassy in London, just minutes after she dropped the bombshell that would change my life forever:
         Jared, my college boyfriend, did not drown in the river a decade ago as I believed, but had faked his death and disappeared
         from Cambridge.
      

      
      I thumb through the file, which I took with me when leaving the embassy after I resigned my State Department commission. It
         contains all of the information Mo had about Jared’s whereabouts these past ten years, or so she claimed. Pictures, reports,
         and other notes form a tapestry of Jared’s life after he vanished. There are little snippets about the places he had been,
         how he’d lived, what he had done after he’d left. A few aliases he’d used in the early years. Mo gave me the file in exchange
         for my silence. I wonder now if it was worth the price. Most of the details are months or years out-of-date. Only one scrap
         of paper, bearing the address of a Monaco apartment building, is of any possible use. That’s what brought me here.
      

      
      I close the file and take another sip of coffee, staring out once more across the water. The warm paradise is such a sharp
         contrast to gray, chilly England. It was just a few weeks ago that I requested the assignment to the London embassy in order
         to be by the side of my closest friend, Sarah, as she struggled against Lou Gehrig’s disease. Then, it seemed that returning
         to England for the first time since Jared died, confronting my memories, would be the hardest thing I would ever have to do.
         But Sarah had summoned me, or so I thought, and so, steeling myself, I asked the Director to reassign me to the embassy in
         London.
      

      
      It should have been straightforward: take care of Sarah, do my job, try not to get too buried in my memories. But then, shortly
         after my arrival, our classmate Chris approached me, stirring up the questions about Jared’s death that I had always been
         too afraid to ask. What had really happened that night? The answer, we quickly learned once I agreed to help Chris do some digging, was not the one we had been given years earlier. Jared’s death was not
         an accident. But that only begged more questions, darker ones: Who had wanted him dead, and why?
      

      
      Jared. My breath catches as his face appears in my mind. I see him, as I always do, standing on the deck of the boathouse
         the day we met, tall and handsome, silhouetted against the pale, predawn sky. Ours was hardly love at first sight. We clashed
         horribly, him unable to control his frustration at my relative lack of experience as a coxswain, me at first terrified and
         later angered by his terse ways. With such intense dislike, I hadn’t seen it coming, the heated kiss on the balcony overlooking
         the Thames months later. After, there was never any question that we would be together.
      

      
      Together, at least, for a short while. We knew from the start that we had three months until my scholarship ended and I would
         be forced to return to America. And then, weeks before my scheduled departure, he was gone, purportedly drowned in the river.
         It was a story without an ending—until now. I still cannot believe that he is alive, that in hours or days I might see him
         again.
      

      
      Might be alive, a voice in my head, not my own, reminds gently. He was last seen some time ago, perhaps, at a flat just minutes
         away from where I now sit. All I have is an address, no confirmation that he has been there recently or information as to
         the reliability of the source. But it was all I had to go on, and so I got on the plane. Finding Jared is the one thing that
         still makes sense, the only thing that matters.
      

      
      But the revelation that he might be alive raised more questions than it had answered and even as I envision the reunion that
         for the past ten years had seemed impossible, nagging thoughts intrude: Why did Jared disappear without telling me? Why didn’t
         he come back, or at least contact me to let me know he was not dead, instead of allowing me to grieve all of these years?
      

      
      I tuck the file back into my bag. There will be time for questions later; first I have to find Jared. I signal the waiter
         over to sign for the bill, then walk across the terrace and into the lobby. The hotel, with its fifty-odd rooms, is exactly
         the kind I like, intimate, yet large enough for me to be inconspicuous.
      

      
      “Mademoiselle Weiss?” As I pass the front desk, a voice jars me from my thoughts.

      
      Surprised, I turn to face the clerk who helped me check in the previous day. So much for inconspicuous. “Yes?”

      
      He is holding out an envelope in my direction. “For you.”

      
      I stare at his outstretched hand for several seconds, my heart pounding. No one is supposed to know I am here. Reluctantly,
         I take the envelope with my name typed on the front from him, tear it open. A card falls to the ground and as I scramble to
         pick it up, Maureen’s familiar handwriting, long and flowery, seems to leap out toward me.
      

      
      I’m sorry, the note reads. Good luck, be careful, and thank you for understanding.

      
      I relax slightly. Maureen is not coming after me. At least not yet. Her note is another apology for her betrayal. But how
         did she track me down?
      

      
      I feel inside the envelope once more. There is a thin stack of traveler’s checks, held together by a paper clip. I thumb through
         them. There must be at least five thousand dollars. My anger flares. Does Mo think that she can buy my silence? But she did
         not intend it that way, I realize quickly. The money is a reaffirmation of our agreement: I will not report to the State Department
         the secret that would surely end her career when she is just a step away from becoming an ambassador. In exchange, she will not tell anyone else where I am, or stop me from doing what I have set out to do.
      

      
      Of course, her note is wrong in one respect: I do not understand. Mo had been my mentor and friend. Yet she lied to me, and
         made me a pawn in her political game. My fury rises to full boil. I cannot imagine understanding or forgiving what she did,
         not now. Not ever.
      

      
      My shoulders slump with fatigue. I suppose I should be grateful; in the end, she gave me the one piece of information that
         matters. Without Mo and her elaborate subterfuge, I might never have discovered that Jared is alive.
      

      
      I approach the clerk at the desk once more. “Checking out,” I say, thinking ruefully of my room with its crisp sheets, the
         small patio overlooking the harbor. But I cannot stay put any longer, not with Mo knowing where I am. No, I will move to one
         of the smaller pensions, somewhere nondescript that will take a cash deposit in lieu of a credit card without looking too
         closely.
      

      
      I reach for my wallet, then pause, considering the traveler’s checks. In principle I hate to touch them, to imply that my
         silence can be bought. But I don’t know how long I will be on the road, how far my savings will go having quit my job. I hand
         the clerk three of the checks, accepting the change he hands me in euros.
      

      
      “Would you like help with your luggage?” he asks.

      
      “No, thank you.” I have nothing other than the tote I carry. I’ve always been a light traveler, and the two suitcases I brought
         to London were destroyed in a gas explosion at my flat. In my mind I see the charred rubble, the rescue workers carrying a
         body bag from the site. Tears fill my eyes. I was supposed to have died in that explosion. Instead, my colleague Sophie lost
         her life when she stopped by to pick something up at my request. Guilt mixes with my anger. I will honor my agreement with Mo and not turn her in, at least for now. But she and the others will pay someday for the lives that
         were lost for their gain.
      

      
      Swallowing my rage, I walk out of the hotel and start up the sloping, palm tree–flanked street, my sandals scuffing lightly
         against the pavement. The shops that line the sidewalk are a parade of expensive boutiques touting couture clothing, Swiss
         watches, fur coats that seem ludicrous in this tropical climate. Tanned tourists dart in and out of the stores with large
         shopping bags, ants carrying food back to the nest. The conversations around me are in a mixture of French and German and
         other languages I cannot quite discern.
      

      
      I pause, catching a glimpse of my reflection in the window of a gourmet chocolate shop. Though my complexion is a bit pale,
         the white linen blouse and khaki capris I bought after arriving blend in easily. I put on one of my other purchases, a pair
         of oversized tortoise sunglasses, and continue walking. My gait slows, stride growing more relaxed. There is something comforting
         about being anonymous in this strange city, lost in the crowd. Of course, at some point I will have to check on Sarah, let
         my parents know I’m no longer in England. But for now, I am completely alone.
      

      
      A few minutes later the street grows narrower and the throngs of shoppers thin, a rare quiet enclave in this crowded, tourist-soaked
         principality. The stores here are less grand, an easy mix of art galleries, booksellers, groceries, and wine shops. I turn
         a corner, then stop in front of a familiar café, weaving through the close-set outdoor tables, choosing one midway back to
         the left. A barista appears and takes my order.
      

      
      When she has gone, I pull a notebook from my bag and lean back. I spent most of yesterday afternoon here, sipping cappuccinos.
         I placed the notebook in front of me, pretending to scribble in it like a traveler with a journal. In reality I kept my gaze fixed on the terraced building across the street to the right—number
         12 rue des Lilas. It is the address in the file that Maureen gave me, the one where Jared was last seen months earlier.
      

      
      The file did not contain an apartment number, though. Not knowing which unit in the four-story building might be Jared’s,
         I fought the urge to pound on every door, instead taking a seat at the café to watch and wait. But there was no sign of Jared.
         The residents who came and went from the building were mostly old, leathery, hunch-shouldered seniors shuffling to the taxi
         stand at the corner or pushing wheeled shopping carts down the block. I found myself studying them, wondering what they had
         done to earn the millions of dollars needed to be residents here and afford this opulent lifestyle.
      

      
      I didn’t see anyone resembling Jared, and as the afternoon wore on, I grew frustrated. Did I really expect to find him here
         at a flat he might have happened to visit or occupy briefly some time ago? But the address was the only thing I had to go
         on, and I did not know where I would go next if the lead proved futile. So I came again today, ready to wait and watch the
         building like a dog hovering over a rabbit hole.
      

      
      What was Jared doing in Monaco anyway, I wonder now, as the barista returns with my drink. He always hated places like this,
         crowded and pretentious. Even college life in bucolic Cambridge had been too claustrophobic for him. Jared was drawn to quiet,
         remote locations—the roof of the chapel where we perched so improbably the night of the boat club dinner, talking and putting
         some of our initial dislike for each other behind us as we watched the party unfold below, or the spot by the riverbank where
         he would go to think so often in those final haunted days before he was gone. When Jared was forced to be part of a group, he was usually listening, taking things in quietly from the outside. That’s why
         he loved being on the water, I realize now, picturing him in the seven seat of the boat behind Chris, face locked in grim
         determination. There was an escape, a meditative quality to the rhythm of each stroke that communicated without speech. No,
         I conclude, taking in the street once more, it is impossible to picture Jared here.
      

      
      Stirring the drink, I observe the other café patrons: a group of women clustered by the periphery, babies on their laps, miniature
         dogs half-sleeping at their feet; an elderly couple sharing a croissant, not speaking. At the far edge of the patio a man
         sits by himself, holding an open newspaper in front of him. He does not belong, I decide instantly, taking in his profile.
         Though his skin is appropriately bronzed, his features are strong, the square jaw and pronounced brow more Slavic than Mediterranean.
         His white T-shirt clings just a shade too closely to his raw, masculine frame to be fashionable. Of course, Monaco is a city
         of foreigners. But this thirtysomething man, with his broad shoulders and close-cropped brown hair, looks more military than
         tourist.
      

      
      The man turns slightly and his gaze catches mine. I drop my eyes hurriedly to my notebook. Did he notice me watching him?
         Unlikely, I remind myself, remembering my sunglasses. But I can feel my cheeks redden as a surge of warmth runs through me.
         The stranger is more attractive than I anticipated from studying his profile. I push the thought away. In the years since
         I was with Jared, I almost let my guard down once, becoming close to Sebastian, the Scottish agent assigned to our investigation
         team in London. But I allowed my feelings to cloud my judgment—a mistake that nearly cost me my life.
      

      
      No, there is only one man I am interested in, and he is Jared. I’ve pictured it a thousand times in the past few days, finding him again, seeing him alive. The vision, banished from my mind
         for all of the years I thought he was dead, comes unbidden now with every breath. I imagine his face breaking into one of
         its hard-won smiles that crinkled the edges of his emerald green eyes, strong arms encircling me. But what would our reunion
         really be like? Would it be awkward or would our feelings, easy and unspoken, resume as though uninterrupted by the years?
      

      
      I glance up once more, avoiding the direction of the stranger, watching the apartment building as I sip my tea. A blond woman
         in a flowing print skirt strides down the street and opens the gate to the building. I saw the same woman leaving the previous
         day, her hair pulled back in a sleek chignon. She stuck in my mind because she was so much younger than the other residents
         that I wondered if she was visiting a grandparent. But she carries a bag of groceries, unlocking the door to the building
         with an ease suggesting she lives there. Her hair is loose today, falling straight just below her shoulders.
      

      
      Watching her, my pulse quickens slightly. Easy, I think. Though the woman stands out among the elderly residents, there is
         no reason to assume that she is connected to Jared. But something, instinct or my training or perhaps some combination of
         the two, makes me think she could be a neighbor, someone who has seen him.
      

      
      When the door closes behind the woman, I turn away, studying the man at the nearby table once more out of the corner of my
         eye. He continues to focus on the newspaper in front of him. But even from this distance, I can tell from the bold print of
         the advertisements that it is still open to the same page as before, despite the fact that several minutes have passed. Something
         is not right. What is he doing here, sitting alone in the middle of the day? Is he following me? Though Mo promised she would leave me to my hunt for Jared in peace, there are others she cannot control who might try to
         stop me.
      

      
      I force myself to breathe normally, fighting the urge to stand up and leave. Paranoia has never served me well. There could
         be lots of reasons why the man is sitting here. Still, this will be my last visit to the café. Varying one’s schedule and
         route is a basic counterintelligence rule; repetition is the easiest way to get caught. And I cannot keep returning here day
         after day, just waiting. If Jared isn’t here and the trail has gone cold, I need to know so that I can decide what to do next.
         I have to figure out if Jared is still connected to this address.
      

      
      I think once again of the blond woman, who has disappeared into the apartment building. Should I try to speak with her to
         see if she knows Jared? It’s a long shot but seems as good a way as any, and better than sitting here indefinitely.
      

      
      I put some coins on the table, then stand and walk from the café. As I cross in front of the man with the newspaper, I feel
         his eyes on me. My stomach twitches. Easy, I think. He could just be, as the kids say nowadays, checking me out. Men in the
         Mediterranean tend to be much more unabashed in their admiration of women, I remind myself, remembering the catcalls on the
         streets during my student travels through Italy and Spain that intimidated me so. But I will not approach the apartment building
         directly, just to be safe. I go to the corner and make a left. As I turn, I glance over my shoulder at the man, who seems
         engrossed in his newspaper once more.
      

      
      At the next intersection I turn left again, continuing around the block. The sun has climbed higher in the sky now, the late
         morning May air as hot as a midsummer afternoon in Washington. I pick up my pace, completing the circle. When I reach the
         corner by the apartment building, I stop, scanning the café across the street.
      

      
      
      The man with the newspaper is gone.

      
      My suspicion rises once more. If he was watching me, he would have had no further business at the café once I left. I search
         the street for the man but don’t see him. Perhaps he just finished his drink and went on his way. In any event, I cannot worry
         about him now. I need to speak with the blond woman.
      

      
      Taking a final look in all directions, I start toward the iron gate of the apartment building and slip into the front garden.
         I try to walk normally down the path, to appear as though I belong there to anyone who might be watching. I reach the door
         and turn the handle, but it is locked.
      

      
      Hesitating, I study the dozen or so buttons beside the door. Each is labeled with a surname. None, of course, is Jared’s,
         and I cannot tell which might belong to the woman. For a minute I consider pressing all of them, but that would attract too
         much attention. And what would I say, that I am looking for a man who might have been here once, for anyone who might know
         him?
      

      
      There is a scuffling sound on the other side of the door and I step back quickly as it opens, moving to one side to let an
         elderly man exit. His eyes flick in my direction. “Bonjour,” I say, managing a smile, hoping to disarm any suspicions. A look
         of confusion crosses his face and I instantly regret not remaining quiet, fearful that my abysmal French accent will only
         make more obvious the fact that I do not belong. But foreigners are more the rule than the exception here, and the man nods,
         then shuffles down the walkway.
      

      
      I move swiftly toward the door of the building, grabbing it before it closes. Inside, the lobby is simple and elegant, with
         a black-and-white tiled floor, a marble staircase curving upward. A large bowl of gardenias sits on the table in the center
         of the foyer, their perfumed aroma trying unsuccessfully to mask the musty older-building smell.
      

      
      I peer up the staircase uncertainly. Despite my earlier hesitation, I have no choice, it seems, but to simply begin knocking
         on apartment doors. But where to begin? The top floor, I decide, picturing the elderly residents I’ve watched come and go
         these past two days. Perhaps since the building has no elevator, they are more likely to occupy the lower levels, leaving
         the upper floors to younger residents like the blond woman.
      

      
      I start up the stairs, my heels echoing loudly. Each level has two separate apartments, I notice as I pass the second floor,
         then the third. But when I reach the fourth-floor landing, the apartment door farther down the hallway is open, painters working
         on ladders, readying an empty space for new residents. Only the near apartment appears to be occupied.
      

      
      I pause before the mahogany door. I do not know if the woman lives here, or what I will say to her if she answers. But I have
         to try something. I raise my hand, lightly tap the brass knocker twice.
      

      
      “Oui?” a young female voice calls. The door opens and the blond woman appears before me. I inhale sharply. So it is her apartment
         after all.
      

      
      A look, surprise or confusion, maybe, flashes across her face before disappearing again. “Bonjour … ”

      
      I hesitate, wondering if I should try to speak French, then decide against it. “Hello … ” I am suddenly at a loss for words.
         Behind the woman, the apartment is large, a sprawling open room with smooth wood floors, trim, modern furniture giving it
         an even more expansive feel. The far wall is lined with glass doors opening up to a balcony, framing a distant view of the
         sea. Jealousy washes over me as I imagine Jared here, sipping drinks on the balcony, laughing with this woman beneath the sparkling sun.
      

      
      “May I help you?” the woman asks in accented English, now with an edge to her voice.

      
      I study the scalloped edge of her crisp white blouse, trying to think of an alibi for my presence, a way to ease into the
         questions I need to ask. Finding none, I decide to be direct. “I’m looking for a man called Jared Short.”
      

      
      “I’m not familiar with him,” she says, a second too quickly.

      
      “Or maybe he isn’t going by that name. Michael Laurent? Joseph McVey?” I ask, reciting the aliases I’d memorized from the
         file Mo gave me. I reach into my bag and pull a photo of Jared, taken on a crowded street sometime in the years since his
         disappearance, from the file.
      

      
      She opens her mouth, eyes darting from the photograph to the ceiling, then back again. “I told you, I don’t know him,” she
         replies, her voice wavering.
      

      
      I take a deep breath. “I know that Jared was here.” The bluff is a calculated risk.

      
      “You’re wrong,” she says forcefully, regaining her footing. Her terseness is more than mere annoyance, I decide instantly.
         She is nervous, perhaps hiding something. “This is my grandmother’s apartment. I came here alone on holiday.” For a second
         I almost believe her. But the décor does not bespeak an older person’s home. “Now I really must ask you to leave.”
      

      
      I look down, contemplating my next move. Jared apparently isn’t here and I can’t force her to admit he has been. “Okay, but
         please tell Jared that I am looking for him.” She starts to reply, but before she can deny knowing him again I raise my hand.
         “It’s vitally important that I find him.” I reach into my bag once more and hastily pull out the cell phone I purchased shortly after my arrival yesterday, then scribble the phone number on the back of an old
         receipt. “Ask him to call me,” I say, handing the paper to her. “My name is Jordan Weiss.”
      

      
      She does not respond, but takes the paper from me and starts to close the door. Before she can disappear, I catch her gaze
         again.
      

      
      This time, the look of fear in her eyes is unmistakable.

   



      
      
      chapter TWO

      
      I STRETCH ACROSS THE
      
      wide bed, watching the blades of the ceiling fan rotate slowly. The hotel, a few blocks west of the one I left this morning,
         is considerably less opulent, yet still comfortable in a relaxed sort of way. The smaller, sun-drenched room is modern and
         minimalist, with a cubed desk and beige chaise lounge. A fresh orchid sits in a lead crystal vase on the nightstand.
      

      
      I run my hand along the smooth white duvet, picturing the blond woman as she stood in the doorway to the apartment. Who is
         she anyway, and what is her connection to Jared? From the time Mo told me Jared is alive, I have consciously avoided thinking
         about how he spent the years after we parted. Now jealousy rises in me unabated. Is she a girlfriend or lover? She could be
         just a friend—a very attractive friend. But the fear I saw in her eyes tells me there is something more. She wouldn’t risk
         what it takes to protect Jared without a reason.
      

      
      Of course, I don’t know why a person does anything anymore. The illusion of logical motive was shattered for me a few nights
         ago when I crept into Mo’s office at the embassy and learned the truth about Jared’s death, the full extent of the conspiracy
         to bring me to England. I had already found out through those last desperate days of investigation about the doctoral research that had put
         Jared’s life in jeopardy. But only when confronted with proof of her involvement did Mo tell me everything: Jared had not
         drowned in the river that night a decade earlier but had faked his own death, disappearing steps ahead of the powerful forces
         determined to silence him. Fortunately their plan did not work; I found the information Jared had hidden and was able to turn
         it over to the authorities. And Jared himself is still out there somewhere, alive. At least that is my hope.
      

      
      Mo, I think again, propping up my chin in my hands. A breeze blows in from the open patio door, rustling the sheer linen curtains,
         sending the wind chimes above jangling. How is it possible that one of my closest friends (one of my few friends, in point
         of fact) had lied to me and nearly gotten me killed? Not that hers was the only betrayal: Sebastian, the first man in a decade
         I could have really loved, proved to be a traitor, too.
      

      
      Sarah’s face pops into my mind. One person, at least, who I know with virtual certainty would never betray me. I cringe, picturing
         her lying in the hospital bed, pale and weak. She’s had a hard enough time of it, fighting the disease that is ravaging her
         body with slow, calculated determination. But then she tried to help me find out the truth about Jared’s supposed death, and
         it nearly got her killed.
      

      
      She’s home from the hospital now, thankfully. But I need to call her, see how she’s doing. I roll over and grab my bag from
         the nightstand, pulling out the cell phone. I almost didn’t buy it. The store did not have the prepaid type; it required a
         credit card, which would make me easier to track if anyone is looking for me. But I couldn’t keep going indefinitely without
         one—Sarah, and my parents at least, need to be able to reach me. So I purchased the phone, swallowing my natural inclination to buy the cheapest model and splurging for a BlackBerry that gives me access to my email as well.
      

      
      I dial Sarah’s number from memory, tap the receiver as it rings a second time, then a third.

      
      “Hallo,” a male voice answers.

      
      For a second I consider hanging up; Sarah’s boyfriend, Ryan Giles, is a British police officer. Will he report my call if
         someone is looking for me? “Hello, Ryan,” I say, deciding to take the chance. “It’s Jordan Weiss.”
      

      
      “Jordan, how are you?” Hearing his concerned, affable tone, I am flooded with relief. He isn’t going to turn me in. Of course
         not. His first loyalty is to Sarah, has been since the moment they met in the hospital a few weeks ago.
      

      
      “I’m well. Is Sarah there?” I glance at the clock, remembering the afternoon nap that sometimes helps reinvigorate her. “I
         don’t want to wake her if she’s sleeping.”
      

      
      “Not at all. One moment.”

      
      There is a shuffling sound as the phone is passed and Sarah’s crisp, South African accent crackles over the line. “Jordie,
         are you all right?”
      

      
      “Absolutely fine,” I reply quickly, wanting to erase the worry from her voice. I fight the urge to tell her where I am, for
         her protection as well as mine.
      

      
      “Have you …?”

      
      Though she doesn’t finish her question, I know she is asking if I’ve found Jared. “Not yet.”

      
      There is silence on the other end. Sarah has always been the friend who would never judge me, the picture of unconditional
         support. I could call her in the middle of the night and tell her I wanted to rappel down the side of the Empire State Building
         and she would respond by asking what time should she be there, how much rope should she bring. But I can tell that she’s worried: she thinks
         my quest to find Jared, hopping on a plane with nothing more than a scrap of information is crazy, and she is concerned about
         me getting my hopes up for what could be a fruitless search.
      

      
      “I had Ryan check on Chris for you,” she says at last, changing the subject.

      
      Guilt rises in me as I picture Jared’s best friend, captain of our close-knit college rowing team. Chris was the one who had
         brought the mystery of Jared’s death to me in the first place, insisting that Jared’s drowning in the river did not make sense.
         And he was right. But as we searched for the truth behind who killed Jared, I grew distrustful of Chris’s motives. The fact
         that we slept together in the middle of our search didn’t help. I avoided him after that night, my suspicion fueled by false
         clues fed to me by Sebastian. In the end, I almost killed Chris, shooting him before learning that Sebastian had set him up.
         Fortunately, the wound hadn’t been fatal. “How is he?”
      

      
      “He’s getting much stronger. Should be out of the hospital in a few days. He’s been offered a chance to do a freelance piece
         by the Times on what happened to him. Just the shooting and recovery experience,” she adds quickly. “Not the underlying investigation
         stuff.”
      

      
      “That’s amazing.” Chris had been a world-class journalist until his career and marriage were derailed by the ghosts that dogged
         us both. “He deserves a fresh start.”
      

      
      “We all do,” Sarah replies pointedly. I do not answer. I know that she wishes I would give up my search for Jared and move
         on with my life. “Anyway, Ryan told Chris you’d been called away for work.”
      

      
      “Thanks,” I reply. I hate that others have to lie for me, but I cannot share what I learned about Jared until I find him and see for myself. Then I’ll be able to call Chris, tell him the truth,
         and put those ghosts to rest for both of us once and for all. “More important, how are you?” I ask.
      

      
      “Really well,” Sarah says, her voice brightening to the point where I almost believe her. “Maureen contacted me about the
         clinic in Geneva, told me that the arrangements and payment had already been made.” She pauses and I hold my breath, praying
         that Sarah will not fight me on going for what might be her best and only chance against the disease. “Jordan, you didn’t
         have to … ” Her voice cracks. “I mean, in the middle of everything else you’ve been dealing with, to do this for me … ”
      

      
      “It was nothing,” I say. Getting Mo to secure and fund Sarah’s trip to the clinic had been part of the bargain, another concession
         I extracted in exchange for my silence. “So you’re going?”
      

      
      “Yes. Ryan’s been able to get leave from work. We’re leaving tomorrow.”

      
      I exhale quietly. “That’s great news.”

      
      “Thanks to you.” Her voice is full and sincere.

      
      “Sar, can you do me a favor?”

      
      “Of course,” she replies quickly. “Anything.”

      
      “Call my parents. Tell them I’ve been sent somewhere else and that I’m fine. Don’t tell them I’ve left State, though, okay?
         I’ll call them myself as soon as I can.”
      

      
      “No worries; I’ll do that right now. Promise me you’ll be careful?”

      
      “I will.” I can tell that she is thinking of the thugs that were chasing me in England, the danger we both faced. “Talk soon,
         okay?”
      

      
      “Love you,” she says, hanging up before I can respond.

      
      I hold the phone in my hand for several seconds, imagining Sarah curled up in her flat with Ryan. Only days before she met him, she seemed so certain of never finding anyone, resolved
         to spend whatever time she had left alone. And then in the hospital she met a man who seemed to love her instantly and without
         hesitation, despite the challenges her condition brings. They never would have found each other without the attack that hospitalized
         her, the investigation that brought me to England under false pretenses.
      

      
      Despite my tremendous happiness for her, I cannot help but feel a slight tug of jealousy. She, at least, is not alone whereas
         I … sadness washes over me, catching me off guard. What’s wrong with me? I’ve spent the past decade on my own, except for
         an occasional fling, and it’s never bothered me before. Is it my recent brush with Sebastian, the way I nearly opened up and
         allowed myself to like him? No, it’s something more than that—the realization that Jared is alive, the possibility of seeing
         him again, has stirred emotions in me that I’d long forgotten: desire, hope. And those feelings are more terrifying than anything
         I can remember.
      

      
      But alongside my excitement at the prospect of seeing Jared again, negative thoughts intrude. The fact that Jared is alive
         means that the past ten years of my life, every thought I had and decision I made, was predicated upon a flawed assumption.
         An image flashes through my mind, quick and unbidden: the bright lights of a doctor’s office, a metal table icy cold beneath
         my thin gown. I hold up my hand as if to shield my eyes from the vision, banished from my conscious mind for years. Stop.
         I push the memory away. I cannot do this. Not now.
      

      
      I put the cell phone back in my bag. Sarah’s skepticism at my quest echoes back at me. What am I doing here? I hopped on a
         plane at a moment’s notice, driven by impulse and an address where someone claimed to have seen Jared once in the near past.
         Hardly the solid lead or thorough investigating my training as a State Department intelligence officer had taught me to rely upon.
      

      
      I reach for my bag once more and pull out the file Mo gave me to recheck the documents, to see if there is anything I missed.
         The envelope with the traveler’s checks slides out with it and as I start to return it to the bag, I feel something hard inside.
         I turn the envelope upside down and a ring tumbles onto the bed.
      

      
      I pick it up hurriedly, recognizing it at first touch. It is an engagement ring, the one Jared had purchased but never given
         to me. I found it in the bank vault in Cambridge when I was searching for clues about his supposed death. At first, I thought
         it was just sentimental, evidence that his feelings for me had been deeper than a college romance, that we might have had
         a life together if given the chance. It was not until Sebastian confronted me that final night by the Thames and demanded
         I give the ring to him that I realized the truth—Jared had left it behind as a message, engraved inside with the bank account
         number that would lead me to the information he had hidden.
      

      
      I study the ring now, puzzled. What is it doing here? I turned it over after the police came to apprehend Sebastian, knowing
         that it would be an important part of the investigation. I can’t imagine the strings Mo must have pulled to have it released
         from evidence and sent to me, further proof of her repentance for what she had done.
      

      
      I turn the ring over in my palm. It is a simple white gold band, a single perfect stone. Exactly the style I would have picked,
         one that would feel more like a part of me than the jewelry I seldom wore. But beyond the physical beauty, it is all that
         the ring represents—the life that Jared and I might have shared, the promise unfulfilled—that takes my breath away.
      

      
      I hold the ring a moment longer, contemplating what to do with it. I don’t feel right wearing it on my finger; after all, Jared never actually proposed. But I would like to keep it close
         and safe.
      

      
      I tuck it away in my pocket, turning my attention to the file. I’ve been through it all a dozen times, of course, at Heathrow
         before my flight took off, on the plane, and again when I arrived here. There isn’t much to it, just a few intelligence reports
         as to Jared’s whereabouts over the years. Putting them in chronological order, I can trace a vague path of where he had been:
         in Buenos Aires about six months after his purported death in 1998, then Belize and Chile and Paraguay. There seems to be
         gap of a few years before he turned up again in 2003, this time in Zimbabwe. Was he just moving around to avoid being caught
         or was there something more? What had he done for work, for money?
      

      
      There are a handful of photographs as well, grainy black-and-white images either affixed to the photocopied reports or freestanding.
         I fan them out across the bed, studying the images. Most are of a Jared I do not recognize, with longer hair and a thick beard,
         often wearing sunglasses or a cap pulled low at the brow. But there is a picture, the one I had shown to the blond woman,
         of Jared on a crowded street, where he is clean shaven, his face exposed. I run my hand over his cheeks, his haunted eyes.
         Is he as afraid now as he looks in this photograph?
      

      
      Holding it closer, I notice for the first time that there is something on his shoulder, close to his neck. A hand. I scan
         the image of the crowd behind him. Though it is out of focus, I can make out a woman peering over his shoulder. My breath
         catches. Her hair was shorter and her eyes eclipsed by sunglasses, but the shape of her chin is unmistakable.
      

      
      It’s the blond woman from the apartment. The one who said she had never seen Jared.

      
      
      I sit up, my suspicions confirmed. The woman was lying. She was with him when this photograph was taken. Confronted with the
         image, she won’t be able to deny knowing him. Grabbing my bag, I jump up and race from the hotel room, the photo still clutched
         in my hand.
      

      
      On the street, I retrace my steps hurriedly. The address Mo gave me is proving to be a good lead after all. Perhaps Jared
         is even here in Monaco. I stop, nearly thrown backward by the thought. Doubtful. If he had been at the apartment, he surely
         would not have remained hidden from me. Maybe he is close, though, somewhere in this very city.
      

      
      I start walking again, fighting the urge to break into a run. When I reach the block where the apartment building is located,
         my eyes flick toward the café, then down the street in both directions, searching for the man I’d seen earlier, checking if
         he has returned. But he isn’t there.
      

      
      I hurry to the door of the apartment building and scan the buzzers, too impatient to wait for someone to open the door this
         time. Boucheau, the name beside the bottom button reads. Is that the blond woman? I press the button twice quickly, holding my breath as
         several seconds pass. Hearing no response, I push the button second from the bottom, marked with the name Martine.
      

      
      The speaker beside the buttons crackles. “Oui?” The voice is female, but deeper and too old to be the same woman I met earlier.

      
      I hesitate, disappointed. Perhaps it is the bell for another apartment. But it doesn’t matter; I just need to get into the
         building. “Delivery,” I say, crossing my fingers. There is a pause and then a click as the door unlocks.
      

      
      Breathless, I climb the stairs to the top floor and knock at the apartment door for the second time today. There is a heavy
         shuffling sound on the other side, growing louder. My heart pounds. Those could be a man’s footsteps … perhaps even Jared’s.
      

      
      But the door opens and a stout, white-haired woman in a housekeeper’s work dress appears. “Oui?” she says again. She wipes
         her hands on her apron, then holds them out expectantly for the delivery.
      

      
      I take a deep breath, hoping she understands English. “The woman who lives here … ” I raise my hand to my own dark locks.
         “Blond?”
      

      
      The housekeeper’s forehead wrinkles and she shakes her head, not understanding. Then I remember the photograph I am holding.
         “Her.” I hold out the picture and point. The woman’s eyes flicker with recognition. “Is she here?”
      

      
      She chews on her lip and for a minute I wonder if she will try to lie as well. “Nicole?”

      
      Now the blond woman has a name. “Oui, Nicole.” She looks over her shoulder and I hold my breath, waiting for her to step aside
         and summon Nicole to the door.
      

      
      But she shakes her head again and raises her arms, flapping them as though flying. Then she points to the sky, managing a
         single word in English: “Gone.”
      

   



      
      
      chapter THREE

      
      GONE?” MY VOICE rises with disbelief.
      

      
      The housekeeper’s eyes narrow, her face suspicious. “Excuse me,” I say, forcing a smile and trying again. “I’m a friend of
         Nicole’s and she mentioned she would be home today.” Her expression remains unchanged. “May I use the toilet?” Before she
         can answer, I slip past her, my gaze locking on the bedroom that occupies the left end of the flat. The bed is impeccably
         made but the rest of the area is a mess, doors of a wood armoire flung wide open, clothes hanging out of the drawers. I try
         to recall the flat as I’d seen it over Nicole’s shoulder earlier. It had been neat, no indication of such disarray. No, wherever
         Nicole went, she packed and left in a hurry.
      

      
      I start toward the bed, ignoring the protestations of the maid behind me in French, presumably informing me that the toilet
         is at the other end of the flat. Studying the mess, my mind races: Where had Nicole gone? But the strewn clothing, arbitrarily
         scattered, offers no clues.
      

      
      I step back, exasperated. Something dark catches my eye, sticking out from beneath the bed. I kneel down. It is the toe of
         a man’s brown oxford.
      

      
      
      “Oh, grandmother,” I mutter, pulling out the shoe and holding it up. “What big feet you have.” The shoe is a size eleven—Jared’s
         size.
      

      
      Easy, I think. There’s no telling if it is Jared’s shoe, or how long it has been lying there. I set it down and stand up,
         then turn back to face the maid. “Where?” I ask, mimicking her flying gesture. But she stares back mutely, either not knowing
         or refusing to say where Nicole has gone.
      

      
      I walk to the bathroom at the other end of the flat and close the door. Inside, the sink has been swept clean of all toiletries,
         but the hand towel is damp and freshly used. Continuing my charade, I flush the toilet before stepping out of the bathroom,
         scanning the room once more for clues. Nicole could not have gotten too far. Without speaking further, I walk quickly from
         the apartment.
      

      
      Outside, I turn right and race toward the taxi stand at the corner where the street intersects with a larger thoroughfare.
         I climb into the backseat of the first awaiting cab, which is clean but smells faintly of stale cigar smoke. “Côte d’Azur
         Airport, please.” It is a calculated risk, assuming that Nicole really was planning to fly somewhere, as the housekeeper said.
      

      
      As we pull out into traffic, I sink back against the seat, my mind racing. Nicole disappeared, not an hour after I confronted
         her. Maybe her trip was planned. But the woman I saw, carrying groceries into the apartment, gave no indication of an imminent
         journey. No, her hurried departure was almost certainly a result of my conversation with her. I wonder where she is going,
         whether Jared will be waiting there for her when she arrives.
      

      
      Forty-five minutes later, we near the airport. Traffic slows as we approach the terminal, a line of cars and vans snaking
         their way beneath the departures sign. Hurry, I think, digging my nails into my palms, willing the queue to move more quickly. The air is warm and thick with exhaust fumes.
      

      
      The driver glances in his rearview mirror, asks me something in French. I shake my head. “Terminal One?” He points to the
         building closest to us. There are two terminals, and I have no idea from which Nicole might fly.
      

      
      “Oui,” I say, resigned. I have a fifty-fifty shot at being right.


      Finally, we reach the curb and I pay the driver and leap
         out, weaving through a group of Japanese tourists clustered around a guide. Inside, the terminal is modern, walls of large
         paned glass, a ceiling of exposed steel beams. Business travelers toting laptop cases and compact rolling suitcases scurry
         in all directions, passing the young backpackers who lounge on benches and on the floor against the walls. Over the loudspeaker
         a woman’s voice announces flight information in French, then English, last call for a plane to Amsterdam.
      

      
      I search the terminal. Where is Nicole? With her head start, she could already be boarding a plane, or even gone by now.

      
      Across the concourse, my eyes lock on a blond head bobbing through the crowd, a woman moving toward the security checkpoint.
         I begin pushing my way toward her but as I draw closer, the woman half turns and I can see that, although well preserved,
         she is about three decades too old to be Nicole.
      

      
      Pausing, I contemplate my next move. I need to get past security to the gates and that will require buying a ticket to somewhere
         in order to get a boarding pass. I scan the ticket kiosks, starting toward the far end, where the lines appear to be shortest.
      

      
      I approach the Air France counter. The woman looks up. “Oui?”

      
      “A ticket … to Paris,” I say, trying to come up with the least expensive destination. “One way.”

      
      
      The woman clacks at her keyboard for several seconds. “Seven hundred twelve euros,” she says finally.

      
      My eyes widen. I had not anticipated spending so much money on a plane ticket I wasn’t even going to use. But I have no choice.
         As I reach for my wallet, I remember the photograph of Nicole, still clutched in my hand. I smooth it and hold it up to the
         woman behind the desk. “Have you seen her?”
      

      
      Her eyes flick to the photo, then back to the computer screen, and she shakes her head. “Or perhaps you can look her up for
         me,” I say, seizing the idea. “Her name is Nicole … ” I stop, realizing I do not know Nicole’s surname, then decide to take
         a chance on the name I saw on the door buzzer. “Martine. I need to know her destination.”
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