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			For

			Tamar

		

	
		
			Prologue

			The man emerged from the subway at Union Station and came out into the bright sunlight of First Street. It was sunny but cold, gusts whipping at his Jos.A.Bank overcoat. He strode purposefully to the US Capitol, gazed up at the Statue of Freedom perched atop the dome, and began the steep climb up the stone steps. In the lobby, he walked past the security desk where Capitol Police Officer Heather Barnes was on duty.

			“Excuse me, sir, do you have an appointment?”

			The man stopped, “I’m Congressman Josh Randall, I’m going to my office.” 

			She spoke into her headset microphone and then listened for the response. “I’m sorry, sir, there must be a mistake. Representative Randall, I’m told by his Staffer, is already in his office.”

			A look of confusion came over the man’s face. “Whoever that man is, whoever’s in my office, is an impostor,” he said and stalked off in the direction of the Congressional Wing, his steps clicking loudly on the polished tile floors.

			“Stop, sir!” Barnes said. She pushed the button on her mike, “Security Alert!”

			Two Capitol Police officers appeared and blocked him. “Sir,” said one of the Officers, “We’re going to have to ask you to leave the premises.”

			The man took off in a run, but the Capitol Cops had him down quickly and without effort. With a knee in the man’s back, one of the Officers slipped his cuffs on the man’s wrists. “Call DC Police.”

			The man, his face on the floor, yelled, “I’m telling you, I’m Congressman Randall. The man in my office is an impostor. They’re going to replace you all!”

			The Officers took him to a little, sparse room while they waited on the DC Cops. One of the Capitol Police Officers said, “Just calm down, sir, and make it easy on us all.” The man reluctantly settled into a chair. 

			There was a knock on the door, “DC Police.”

			The Capitol Police Officer named Mike opened the steel door with a loud metallic click.

			Two District of Columbia Police officers stood outside. “What you got, Mike?”

			Mike caressed the stubble on his chin, “Not sure, he says he’s Congressman Randall. The only problem is Representative Randall is already accounted for. But here’s the weird part, he’s Randall’s spittin’ image.”

			“You check his ID?”

			“He doesn’t have any,” Mike said, “no driver’s license, no credit cards, nothing.”

			The two DC cops entered the cramped room. Disheveled but dressed impeccably, the man squirmed uncomfortably in the hard metal chair. “Come along with us, sir,” said one of the cops. 

			“Where are you taking me?”

			“We’re going to hold you till we figure out what’s going on.” 

			“By the time you do,” the man said, “it will be too late.”

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			Bucky Powers

			Bucky Powers ran up to the old stone wall and got tight against it. It was dark, with just the pale moonlight for illumination. She looked over the wall at the house in the center of a courtyard. There were a few lights on, the sound of conversation in English with European accents. Out front, there was a Hummer and a black Mercedes sports car, a little out of place in this neighborhood. She slipped the night vision goggles out of a pocket and put them over her face, then pulled out the silencer and screwed it into the barrel of the Sig Sauer 9mm. There was a black Gil Hibben throwing knife in the back of her belt. Kneeling down to the ground, she threw her I Ching coins. 

			‘The victory is yours’

			Going over the five-foot wall, she crouched in the shadows. It was a long run from here to the house, she thought. Dressed in her black leathers, she would be hard to see if there were any guards. She began the run, keeping low, everything looking orange through the goggles. Crossing the courtyard, she reached the front of the house and stopped. There was a long porch with a small wooden railing around it. Down on the other end was a man with an automatic rifle, a long ammo clip protruding from it. He turned in her direction as if he had heard something and raised the gun a little higher. The silenced Sig Sauer leaped in her hand as the right side of the man’s head dissolved into a pink mist. He fell over the rail quietly into some bushes.

			Coming up on the porch, she went to the front door and quietly tried the doorknob. She slowly opened it and jumped into the room, going into a crouch. A man was sitting at a table in the kitchen. He jumped up and went for his semi-auto pistol in a holster hanging from a chair. Bucky fired, and his shoulder exploded as he fell backward over the chair, making a clamor. 

			So much for surprise.

			On her right, she saw a hallway leading to the back of the house. She started to walk down it slowly. A big man came out of the shadows behind her and got her in a choke hold. She went back with her left foot and kicked him hard in the groin. He doubled over, and she came up with a knee to the bottom of his jaw and the sound of teeth breaking. With both hands together, she came down on the back of his neck. There was a loud pop, and he went down on the ground hard. She continued slowly down the dark hallway until she saw a room with the door cracked open, a slice of light coming out. She slid with her back against the wall and stopped just short of the door. A man spoke, “Come in, my friend, come in. The ones you are looking for are here.”

			She entered the room cautiously. There were four girls ages anywhere from thirteen to sixteen. The man was holding one of them in front of him, his gun pointed at her head. He said, “Lay down your gun, please; every second you delay, I will begin to shoot one of them in the head.”

			Bucky peeled the night goggles from her face, bent over, and laid her gun on the dirty floor. 

			“Good,” the man said. “Now, the only one that needs to die is you.” He started to turn his gun in her direction. He fired; she felt the bullet cut her cheek. That opened him up enough for her to make her move. The Gil Hibben came out from behind her back and deep into the center of his chest, missing the girl by inches. He looked down at the knife and then back at her, a quizzical look on his face. His body convulsed, and he fell on his face.

			“Good night, ‘my friend.’” Bucky turned to the girls. They were terrified. “Don’t be afraid, I’m here to help you. Do you speak English?”

			One of them shook her head no.

			“Tout type de francais?”

			They looked at each other.

			“Alright then, you have to come with me now. We have to get out of here. When these men come, they will hurt you. They are very bad.” She moved to the door and looked back. They were still in their place, too scared to move. “Come with me now!” her voice was more firm.

			They began to follow her, slowly at first and then more hurriedly. She led them out of the house, through the courtyard, and out the front gate. “Come on, hurry.” They kept moving in the night for about half a mile. Bucky saw the small park that she had selected earlier, a little bit of lighting, some trees, and a bench. She pulled out her mobile and dialed a number.

			“Brussels Police,” the voice said.

			“I have the girls that were kidnapped. They are at the Garden of the Mont des Arts. I need you to come and get them to safety.”

			“Can you please identify yourself?” said the voice on the phone.

			“Hurry,” She said and hung up. When she ended the call, she saw that there was a text message from Scottie. She opened it, “Need you back, Baby Girl.” She looked at the girls, each one in their eyes. “You have to wait here, right here. The police are coming to get you. They will be here soon.”

			They looked at her with grateful eyes. Looking at her sports Rolex, she said, “I have to go, but you’ll be safe now.” She turned and walked into the night.

			***

			The Hummer Limo quietly pulled up to the Bella Center, and Bucky stepped out into the cold Copenhagen night. Snowflakes attached themselves to her long, raven hair. Going up the steep, multi-level stairs, the wind whipped at the leather overcoat that she wore over a black business suit. She pushed through the revolving door with a whoosh of air. A big man with blond hair and a big moustache came up to her.

			“Commander, I’m Victor. I’m assigned to you. Come with me, please.”

			Victor took her by the arm and snapped his fingers at two men who began to move hurriedly. One of them moved ahead off the lobby while the other fell in behind. Going to a doorway, Victor said, “This will lead to the hallway that takes us to the platform.”

			They moved fast down the long hall, their footsteps echoing. She heard the Speaker introducing her. 

			“Honored Ladies, Esteemed Gentlemen.” The speaker, an older distinguished gentleman, was at the podium. He checked his watch again. “We have come to the point in our program where we have the honor and privilege to bestow an award. Once every year, The United Nations awards an individual who has made outstanding contributions in the field of Humanitarianism. This year’s recipient is a woman who you may not be familiar with. She doesn’t have a Press Agent, and you won’t be seeing her on talk shows, but to many people all over the world who have been victims of cruelty and injustice, she is well known. Ladies and Gentlemen, please join me in giving a heartfelt welcome to Commander Constance “Bucky” Powers.” The huge room explodes into applause. 

			When the silence resumed, the speaker was still standing alone at the podium. “I’m sure she will join us momentarily.”

			They reached the rear entrance to the stage, and Bucky gave her overcoat to Victor. “Hurry, please, Ma’am.”

			She crossed the stage to the podium and shook hands with the speaker. “Cut that one a bit close,” she said. The audience laughed with her. She looked out over the auditorium. “Thank you. You do so honor this little girl from Bristol. I never dreamed that I would be doing what I do, much less standing before you tonight. I don’t do it for the awards or recognition, but the encouragement helps, especially in the hard times, the teary times when I have to see things I don’t want to see and do things that I don’t want to do. The world can be a nasty place sometimes. I have just got back from Brussels, where I was involved in extracting four young women, children really, from the hands of slave traders who had taken them from their everyday lives. The intent of their keepers was to sell them to the highest bidder in the sex slave market, which would have been very lucrative for them had they lived, and that would have been the girls’ fate, their destiny. Kept drugged so they have no will of their own, sold from hand to hand till the end of their lives, which I know would have been short-lived. My friends, the slave trade is alive and well and flourishing. Yes, even today in this modern world, even though few are aware of it. Even now, as I speak to you, there are 27 million men, women, and children living in the shadows, in brothels, in factories, in quarries, working as slaves in 161 countries, including our own. I am here to shine a light on that slavery. No more bondage, no more sex trafficking, no more child laborers. No more, starting now. Of the many voices in the world, my voice is for freedom. Please join me. Thank you.”

			The audience hesitated for a second, waiting for the words to sink in, then they started to applaud and stand. She left the podium and went to the back of the stage where Victor was waiting, “Nicely done, Ma’am.” 

			“Thank you,” she replied. “Get me to the Lear now, please; I have an appointment in London in the morning.”

			***

			The Salt Café was busy with breakfast on a sunny, Soho morning. Bucky Powers took a small table on the sidewalk. “Croissant, jam, and a cup of espresso, please,” she told the waiter.

			A man passed by and stopped, turned, and looked at her, “Connie Powers?”

			She looked up, “Graham Nash, oh my goodness. It’s been such a long time. Sit here.” He took the other small chair beside her. “I haven’t been called ‘Connie’ in a long time,” she said.

			“So what do we call you then?” Graham asked.

			“Bucky.”

			“Bucky? Where on earth did that come from, a Western movie?”

			“Ha, no, it’s because I always ‘buck’ the system.”

			He smiled, “That you do, darling, that you do. What are you doing here?”

			“I’m living in Soho now, just a few blocks from here. How have you been?” she said.

			“Oh, you know, a successful businessman with offices in London, Hong Kong, New York, blah, blah.”

			She laughed, “I was just reading about you in Forbes.”

			“Oh, that tabloid rag? What did it say?”

			“That you had made a big investment of some kind.”

			He said, “I did. A company called Tesla just went public. Get a piece of it if you can. So what did you do after U. of Bristol.”

			“I did what any self-respecting British girl would do, I went into the Royal Marines for a tour and then after into Scotland Yard.”

			“Scotland bloody Yard, are you joking? So you’re a Copper, then?”

			“The Yard does more than just police work now; it’s involved in Intelligence and Anti-Terrorism.”

			“Oh,” Graham said, impressed. “So you’re a Secret Agent then, black bag, black ops?”

			“Hardly, I’m just a lowly translator.”

			“What’s your language?”

			“Ma langue est Francaise.”

			He looked into her eyes, “A beautiful language for a beautiful woman.”

			Just then, a breeze blew her jacket open, and he saw the Sig Saur in her shoulder holster. “Is that standard issue for translators now?”

			She pulled her jacket together and buttoned it. “No, it’s just for me. The world can be a nasty place sometimes. I just recently had to take out four slave traders. Got a scar doing it,” she pointed to her cheek.

			His face dropped, and his eyes got wide.

			“Just joking, you silly boy.”

			“That’s what you used to call me, silly boy. Why didn’t you marry me, Connie?”

			“There were things I wanted to do.”

			“Did you do them?” he asked.

			“I’m not finished yet.”

			His mobile rang, and he looked at it. “I’m sorry, I have to take this. It was so good to see you, ‘Bucky.’ If you come here again, call me.” He laid his business card on the table and got up to leave.

			The waiter came up, “Can I get you anything, Miss?”

			“I’m quite done now, thanks.” She looked down the sidewalk, but Nash had already gone.

			***

			Graham Nash stopped and turned, the mobile phone to his ear. He saw her getting ready to leave the Cafe. “I made the contact,” he said. “She thinks it was by chance.”

			“That’s the way I planned it,” a cultured voice said. “She’s going to Scotland Yard?”

			“Yes, she’s seeing Commissioner Lathrop. How did you know he would call her?”

			“He always calls her; she is his best field operative. He is very fond of her. I should say she was his best operative. Unfortunately, there’s going to be an accident after she leaves The Yard.”

			Graham said, “I didn’t sign on for that.”

			“Not to worry, Mr. Nash, I know that you have sentiment for her. No, this will be handled by a professional. She has meddled in my affairs before without even knowing. This will be the last time. Don’t try to warn her. You know what will happen.”

			“When are you going to let my wife go?” Graham said.

			“She will be released when you have served your purpose. We may have further use for you.” The call ended.

			Graham saw her get up from the table and cross the street to her car. He turned and walked on his way.

			***

			Bucky crossed the street to the curb and got into the black Mercedes C63. She fired it up, and it woke with a deep, throaty sound. “Destination?” asked the female GPS voice.

			“Scotland Yard,” she said, “Don’t bother, I know how to get there.” She took the thick, padded leather steering wheel in her hands, peeled off the curb, and tore through the early morning streets of Soho. Bucky whipped the Mercedes into the parking lot of The New Scotland Yard with a squeal and slid into a parking slot at 10 Broadway, a plain stainless steel-clad office block behind St. James’s Park Underground Station. She got out and beeped it locked with the remote. Coming up the steps, she crossed the plaza into the glass-fronted building. In the lobby, she saw Paco, a big Hawaiian guy, at the Security desk. “Good morning, Commander. Sign in for me, please.”

			“I know the drill, Paco,” she said.

			“And who are we seeing this morning, Ma’am?”

			“Commissioner Lathrop,” Bucky said. She took the lift up to the second floor, coming out to the sterile hallway, and went down a few doors. ‘Commissioner Scott Lathrop,’ the door said. She put her eye on the retina scanner.

			“Please key or state code name,” said the artificial woman’s voice.

			“Bloody hell,” she said. She had always been somewhat embarrassed by her code name, and now this thing was making her say it.

			“That code name is not in this system. Please retry.”

			She made a face, “Baby Girl.”

			The door opened with a loud click that echoed down the hallway. “I really hate all this spy shit,” she said to herself.

			The secretary behind the desk stood up, “Commander Powers, I’m so glad to finally meet you. I’m Mandy Jones. Scotty, I mean Commissioner Lathrop, has told me so much about you.”

			Scotty had this way of changing girls every few months or so, and they were always these young, hot things. This one was blonde and maybe nineteen. “Good to meet you, Mandy. How long have you been with the Commissioner?

			“I’ve been here for about two months now, really loving it. He’s so good to work for.”

			“Two months, you must be really good,” Bucky said.

			“I am, I’m a graduate of Maynard’s Secretarial School in Liverpool.”

			Scott Lathrop opened the door to his office. “Connie, so good to see you, come in.”

			Bucky went into his office, a big masculine leather kind of room. “This must be really hot for you to pull me off assignment.”

			“Don’t know yet. Right now, it’s just in the “kind of strange” category.”

			“What’s going on?” she said.

			Scotty went to a large monitor on the wall and powered it on. “This is a classified feed. Code name and voice verification, please,” said a synthetic voice.

			“Scotty, eyes only.” An image came on the screen, a bare room with a metal table. Two men in suits were on one side and another man across from them. “This is a live feed from FBI headquarters in Washington, DC.”

			“What are we watching?” 

			“These agents are interrogating a man who claims to be Representative Josh Randall, the junior Congressman from Kentucky.”

			Bucky said, “That should be easy to verify.”

			“They did,” Scotty said, “They contacted the Congressman’s staff. They said this man was an imposter.”

			“Hmm, that’s a twist. Standard means of ID, fingerprints, dental records, retina scan?”

			“His fingerprints have been altered just enough to make them of no use, same with dental records, no retina scan on file.”

			“Interesting,” Bucky said.

			Scotty said, “Look at this. We overlaid photos of Mr. Smith and Congressman Randall. Perfect match. That wouldn’t even happen with a twin. I thought it was interesting enough to call you in.” 

			“And this involves UK security. How?” she asked.

			Scotty looked at her, “Don’t know yet, just got a feeling. I think we might need to get involved.”

			“Have we been invited?”

			“No,” Scotty said, “We’re going to party crash. I want you to go talk to him. These FBI clowns wouldn’t know a clue if it slapped them in the face.”

			“Who is my point of contact?”

			“An old friend of mine, Special Agent Nick Wolfe.” 

			She got up and went to the door, “I need the Lear.” 

			“It’s waiting on you.”

			“Damn, you’re good. Just need to stop by the flat and pick up a few girl things,” she said. “I’ll keep you posted.”

			Scotty said, “Take care, Commander, come back.”

			Bucky went out through the outer office, “See you later, Miss Jones.”

			“You can count on it,” Mandy said.

			Bucky came out of the New Scotland Yard building and started for the parking lot. When she was in the crosswalk, she noticed a shiny black Porsche Boxster fire up its engine. She went on, but when she looked again, the Porsche was bearing down on her. She leaped and went into a roll to the other side of the street. She could feel the hot breath of the car tearing past her. She got up and watched it go by, “Son of a bitch.” 

			It squealed a u-turn down the street and came back for her. She pulled the Sig Saur and sprayed the windshield with 9 millimeters. The shells ricocheted off like toy bullets. Running full tilt to the Mercedes, she pulled the remote from her pocket. She engaged it, the lights flashed, and the trunk clicked open. 

			The Porsche was turning off the street and into the parking lot. Flipping the trunk open, she found the black case. She opened it hurriedly and pulled out an incendiary grenade. 

			The car was screaming down on her now. Nowhere to go. She pitched the grenade with all her strength. The Firebomb impacted with the car’s windshield and, with a tremendous whump, blew up like a fireball, engulfing the car in flames. She covered her face from the heat and the strong smell of gasoline and burning rubber fumes. The Porsche veered violently and crashed into other cars in the parking lot.

			“Smashing,” she said. 

			Bucky drove to her flat on Marshall Street and parked in her reserved space. She had a small apartment on the ground floor with a little courtyard. She came up to #2 and just felt like something was wrong, even though nothing appeared to be. She swiped the key card, pulled the Sig Sauer, and pushed the door open slowly. Nothing seemed amiss, but she knew someone had been here. She followed the barrel of the Sig around the room and into the bedroom. Nothing even slightly disturbed. Coming back out into the living room, she saw something white on the coffee table. She bent to pick it up. It was an ordinary business card. The only thing printed on it was the red letter ‘Z.’

			Someone just wanted to let me know they’ve been here.

			***

			That evening, she was standing in the huge doorway of the hangar, looking out into the night rain. The Lear jet was on the runway, engines idling. She took a long drag off her cigarette and watched the smoke float into the night.

			Remy came walking up to her, “Got a spare one?”

			She offered her pack; he took one and lit it. “Good, what are they?”

			“American,” she said.

			He looked off into the night where she was looking. “Where are you going?”

			“I have to go to the States on business, just waiting for the rain to let up.”

			“I thought we had an arrangement last night?” he said.

			She looked at him, “Something came up.”

			“Something always comes up with you.”

			“Remy, you know I can’t talk about my work.”

			“You can’t talk about your work, you can’t talk about us, what can you talk about?”

			Bucky looked down at the row of vending machines. “Want a fizzy drink?” They walked over to the machine; she pulled out some Pound notes. She put one in the slot and got a Tizer, gave it to him, and then got another one for herself. They popped the tops and lifted them together. “Good Times.” 

			Remy said, “Remember our time in Cabo San Lucas?”

			“Yes, of course, always. Beach in the day and seafood at night, it was perfect.”

			Remy took her face in his hand, “Will there ever be another time for us?”

			She looked him in the eyes, “I don’t know, honestly, I don’t know if I’m ever coming back from one of these. I just know I have to do it. It’s part of me.”

			“Will you call me when you get back?” he said.

			“You know I will. I always do.”

			He kissed her on the forehead and walked away down the long, hollow hanger.

			Her mobile rang. “Yes?”

			“Commander, this is your pilot. Flight conditions are go.”

			“I’m on the way,” she said. She watched Remy until he went out of view. She hesitated a moment, then walked out the hanger door in the drizzling mist to the waiting Lear.

			***

			When she came out of the car rental at Dulles Airport, she saw, out on the street, a black Porsche Boxster do a slow drive-by. “Bloody hell,” she said. The driver saw that he had been spotted and tore out. She got into the BMW 320 that she had rented, fired it up, and peeled off the curb. They ripped into Rhode Island Avenue, headed toward the West End, upsetting some traffic along the way, horns blowing. Bucky came up behind the Porsche, where she could see an Asian man at the wheel, intent on his driving. She gave him a little bump with the BMW, and he swerved, the streets, stores, and people just a blur. The Porsche sideswiped a car to get through the light. Coming out into Constitution Avenue, she got more aggressive and came up alongside the Asian man, forcing him to go over, metal screeching. He jammed to a stop, half on, half off the sidewalk. Bucky came in behind him, got out, and went up to the driver’s window. She pulled her Sig Sauer and tapped the window with the barrel. The driver reluctantly slid it down. She put the gun against his forehead, “Who are you? What do you want?”

			“I have been instructed to report your movements.”

			Bucky pressed the gun harder, “By who?” she demanded.

			The man was sweating, “I don’t know.” 

			“Him who?” she said again.

			“I have heard he is called Zen, Mr. Zen. More than that, I don’t know.”

			“Well, I’ll tell you what, Mr. I don’t know,” she clicked the hammer back on the Sig. “If I ever see you near me again, I will blow your bloody head off, and you can tell your Mr. Zen the same.” She backed off and let him take the Porsche back on the street.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Strange Man in a Strange Land 

			Bucky took the BMW into the parking lot of FBI Headquarters on Pennsylvania Avenue. She looked at its rows of vertical concrete columns, the large windows between every beam, and the line of American flags all the way down the building. She walked into the large lobby and tapped across the shiny tile floor up to the Security Desk. “Yes, Ma’am, how can I help?” asked the nerdy-looking guy behind the desk.

			“Commander Powers for Agent Nick Wolfe,” she said.

			“One moment, please.” He pushed a button and spoke into his headset, “Guest for Agent Wolfe.” He nodded a silent affirmation, “Go up, please, third floor.”

			“Thanks.” She walked past the desk to the bank of elevators and went up. Stepping out, she went down the long, cavernous hallway till she found the right office ‘Special Agent Nick Wolfe.’ The door opened with a metallic click, and she went in.

			“Hi,” said the bubbly girl behind the desk. She came around to greet Bucky, “I’m Penny.”

			“Bucky Powers, Scotland Yard.”

			“Nice to meet you. I’ll let him know you’re here.” She went to her desk and pushed a button on the intercom, “The Investigator from Scotland Yard is here.”

			“Have her come in,” said the box. 

			“Do go in,” Penny said.

			A small sign beside the door said ‘Wolfe’s Lair.’ She entered, and Nick Wolfe came around from his desk, hand out. “I’m Nick Wolfe.”

			She took his hand, “I’m Commander Powers, New Scotland Yard. My friends call me Bucky.”

			“Please consider me a friend, Bucky.”

			She said, “Actually, you’re Special Agent Nick Wolfe, I did my homework.”

			Nick Wolfe looked the part. He was fit and rugged, with tanned, lean features and shaggy black hair that was starting to get a little grey. He had missed his shave that day and had a shadow. “Come, sit.” He pointed her to a chair across from his desk. “Miss Powers, Bucky, The Agency did not request any assistance on this investigation. If it were not for my friendship with your Commissioner Lathrop, you wouldn’t be here.”

			“That’s what we English do, we butt in and stay too long.”

			“Once you begin your investigation, I’ll be expecting daily updates,” Nick said.

			“Agent Wolfe, any results from my investigation are proprietary to Scotland Yard. However, I will try to keep you in the loop. What do you have for me?”

			Nick looked around, uncomfortable. “I don’t know why this is worthy of Scotland Yard’s attention, but we have a man in our custody, a ‘Mr. Smith’ who we feel is a person of interest.”

			“Whatever you’ve got, it seems we’ve pushed somebody’s buttons. Since I was put on this assignment, there have been two attempts to take me out.”

			“Any idea who?” Nick said.

			“No,” Bucky said, “But I’m bloody well going to find out. What have you got and don’t give me the ‘I’m not cleared for that’ bullshit.”

			Nick smiled at her straightforward attitude. “This man showed up at The Capitol trying to get into Congressman Josh Randall’s office.”

			“Why would he want to impersonate the Congressman?”

			“That’s what we’re going to find out,” Nick said.

			“I’ve heard some of this before from Scotty,” Bucky said, “So, what happened?”

			“The D.C. Police picked him up and turned him over to us,” Nick said.

			“What are you holding him on?”

			Nick looked like he hadn’t even heard the question. “We don’t need any grounds. We can hold him as long as we want. That’s the way we roll.”

			Bucky asked, “Sounds like a loony. Why the interest?”

			“He knows things that only Congressman Randall could know.” He got up from his desk, “C’mon, let’s go talk to Mr. Smith.”

			“Smashing,” Bucky said.

			In the elevator, on the way up to another floor, Nick said, “I envy you, being out in the Field.”

			“You don’t do field work anymore?” asked Bucky.

			“No, it’s been a while. They used to call me ‘Lone Wolf.’”

			“Is that by choice?”

			Nick hesitated, “There was an incident in Azerbaijan, collateral damage. A civilian got in my line of fire. She died.”

			“She?” asked Bucky.

			Nick looked down and spoke softly, “Yes, a sixteen-year-old local girl. Her parents saw it. It got some bad publicity, and the people back home didn’t like it, so I was reassigned to Operations Specialist, a desk job. I still have dreams about it; sometimes, they wake me up in a cold sweat. Other times, I think about it, and I have to drink to get it out of my head.”

			Bucky turned to Nick, “You know what, Special Agent Nick Wolfe, I don’t think you’re done yet.” 

			Nick managed a pained smile. The elevator door swished open to the cold air-conditioning and people traffic of the hallway. 

			“He’s down this way,” said Nick. He led her down to some more offices that all looked the same. He stopped at one, pushed some buttons on the keypad, and the door clicked open. The room was more like a contemporary living room than an interrogation room. Carpet, faux leather chairs, and a sofa around a large glass-top coffee table. Another agent sat on the end of the sofa. In the chair across from him sat Mr. Smith. The agent got up, “Agent Wolfe. I’m Terrance Stamp, Special Operations.”

			“Good to meet you, Agent Stamp. This is Commander Powers, our liaison with Scotland Yard.”

			“Nice to meet you, Commander.” He gestured to the man in the chair. “This is Mr. Smith.”

			Mr. Smith rose from his chair. “Agent Wolfe, good to see you again. Commander Powers, nice to meet you.”

			“They just have a few questions for you, Mr. Smith, if you don’t mind. I’ll excuse myself so you
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