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			Chapter One

			Steve Brenner glanced up from his newspaper as the taxi jolted to a halt. The rain was heavier now, and the New York traffic was barely crawling along. He looked down at his watch—even under normal circumstances, Bill Wynter didn’t like to be left waiting, and whatever he had to tell Steve was important enough that he had cabled the previous day, telling him to come home a week early from his vacation in France. Steve sighed impatiently. Trading the sunshine of southern France for the cold rain and traffic of New York City was enough to leave anyone in a dour mood. And Steve doubted that Bill had called him back to tell him good news.

			He looked out the window of the cab at the people huddled under the awning of a Park Avenue apartment building. His eyes were drawn to a pretty brunette standing on the curb, her arm raised in a desperate attempt to hail a taxi. She was tall and elegant, stunningly dressed in a violet coat trimmed with mink at the collar. She reminded him of someone. But who? She was strikingly attractive—that much was clear, even at this distance. Maybe it was just wishful thinking. If he weren’t late for his appointment, he’d give her a ride—she’d never get a taxi in this weather.

			As the taxi slowly passed the awning, he was able to see her face more clearly. Dark auburn hair, blue eyes, classic features. And then he felt his blood run cold. That was the face—he was almost sure of it—that had been splashed on the front page of the newspapers four years ago alongside his brother’s. He remembered picking up the morning paper on that horrible day—October 27, 1967, he could still see it so clearly—reading the headline and going immediately to call his brother, hoping the reports weren’t true. But they were. His brother was gone, and there was no use in dwelling on his brother’s mistake.

			Why would the girl risk coming back to the United States? Whatever her reason, it meant trouble—for him, for Bill Wynter, and for the country.

			The taxi lurched forward as the traffic loosened. Brenner kept his eyes on the woman, still trying to hail a cab. Would she know who he was if she saw him? He didn’t think so. It was a risk. But one worth taking. Bill Wynter would never forgive him if he let Nicola Neumann get away.

			“Take a left at the next corner,” Brenner said to the driver. “Go back around. I want to come down this same stretch again.”

			“You crazy?” the driver said. “All you’ve said since I picked you up was to hurry.”

			“I’ll double the meter. Now step on it.”

			“Okay, boss,” the cabbie said.

			The car wheeled around the median, heading rapidly uptown, and then swung back into the stream of traffic inching down towards midtown. Steve tried to keep his eyes on the girl the whole time, praying that no taxi would pick her up before he got to her. The cab lurched forward and then stopped short as a Pontiac cut them off. The driver cursed and leaned on the horn. Steve leaned back and lit a cigarette, trying to steady his nerves. As they waited for the traffic to clear, he had a sobering thought. What if Wynter already knew she was in New York? Maybe he was having her tailed to see where she was going and who she tried to contact. If that was the case, then Brenner could ruin the whole operation by interfering. But then again, if she had slipped into the country unnoticed, it would be disastrous to let her get away.

			The cab began to move again, and Brenner felt his muscles tighten. They were half a block away now; he could just barely make out the awning where he’d seen her. He scanned the street, desperate to locate the woman. But it was no use; she was gone. He cussed under his breath. What was he going to tell Wynter now?

			But then, just as the cab was passing the building, he saw the woman walk smartly through the front door back to the curb, her eyes still searching the street for an empty cab.

			“Stop!” Brenner said. He yanked the door open before the driver could come to a full stop and looked at the woman. Her large blue eyes appraised him, a slightly skeptical look on her face.

			“You look like you need a ride,” Brenner said, trying his best to smile. He watched as she scanned the street once more for an empty cab. Finding none, she nodded and slid into the seat next to him, closing the door behind her.

			“Where to?” he asked her.

			“The Look Building,” she said. “But you can drop me on 52nd, if you’re going straight down Park.”

			Her voice was soft and, Steve had to admit, more pleasant than he had expected. Her words were tinged with a very slight French accent, which surprised him; he had been expecting an accent, but not French. But with all her practice, he figured, she was probably adept at feigning any accent. Who, he wondered, is she pretending to be this time?

			“I try to make a point to not abandon beautiful women in rainstorms,” Steve said, “and I happen to be going to the Look Building myself.”

			“What a coincidence,” the woman said. She seemed less than convinced. Steve wondered if he had made a mistake, calling her beautiful, and tried for a disarming, slightly sheepish smile.

			“I’m a producer,” he said. “I have to see a reporter about a documentary I’m putting together for one of the networks.”

			She gave him a searching look, and Steve wondered if she could see through his lie. He didn’t like to lie—it didn’t come naturally to him. But he didn’t want to let the woman out of his sight, if he could manage it. It was one thing to know what building she was headed to, and another altogether to discover who she was going to see.

			The woman turned to look out the window. It was really coming down now, the torrent so heavy that the buildings were little more than vague outlines through the rain-smudged glass, the sound of the rain obliterating all noise except the most strident horns. A savage clap of thunder burst from the skies; the young woman glanced anxiously down at the gold watch on her slender wrist.

			“What’s the next cross street?” she asked the driver.

			“Fifty-seventh,” he said. “It should clear up once we’re past it.”

			“I hope so,” the woman said. Steve wondered who she was late to meet; in her world, timing was everything. He watched as the woman caught the eyes of the driver in the rearview mirror and gave him a warm smile.

			“I’m sure it must be exhausting to drive in this weather. Driving in New York is exhausting for me under any circumstances.”

			Steve hid his surprise. He would not have expected a woman like her to show the least bit of sympathy towards anyone. Don’t start thinking she has a nice side, he said to himself. Or you’ll be duped like everyone else. But now that he could study her up close, he could see why she’d been able to make fools of so many of the men she’d known: large violet-blue eyes; long dark lashes under well-shaped brows; lightly tanned complexion, practically glowing, over perfect features; rich shining auburn hair—she wore it casually, but he could tell the cut was expensive; and a body that would have caused men to stare, even if she hadn’t been so beautiful. She looked younger than he would have thought; her line of work could age a person, and quickly. Most surprising of all was her warm and gentle smile—Steve had always thought one could tell a lot about a girl from her smile, but clearly he was wrong in this case.

			Finally, they reached the Look Building. Steve tipped generously and then ran around the cab to get the door for the woman. She seemed wary but accepted his hand getting out of the car, and they walked into the lobby together. As they went, Steve quickly scanned the directory behind the security desk—CBS News, 11th floor.

			“Where to?” he asked when they were in the elevator together.

			“Five, please,” the woman said. As the elevator began to rise, Steve tried to remember what the directory listed on the floor; there had been a modeling agency, he thought. What could she want there? Was her contact posing as a model? Or was she recruiting other young women? Beautiful women could be dangerous, as she herself had proved.

			The doors dinged open on the fifth floor.

			“Thank you for the ride,” the woman said, turning to him with a small smile, “and good luck with that documentary of yours.”

			“I hope we run into one another again sometime,” Steve said.

			“The next rainstorm, maybe,” the woman said brightly.

			“It’s a date,” Steve said, offering a small wave as the woman walked out and the elevator doors closed behind her. He loosed a massive sigh and rested his head back against the mirrored wall of the elevator, alone for the moment. Then he punched the button for the lobby. He was anxious to get to the phone bank and tell Bill Wynter everything.
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			He hadn’t made a pass at her, which was a pleasant surprise. Elizabeth Lamont had spent a lifetime fending off the advances of men. It hadn’t used to bother her so much. But things had felt different in the year since Scott’s death. The world felt a little colder now.

			Indeed, Elizabeth thought that the man in the elevator seemed almost relieved once she had left him behind. Maybe gentlemen really did prefer blondes—it had been years since she was a brunette. She did not think that the man was actually a television producer—there was something quiet and studious about him that made her think he might be a stockbroker, or an academic, and, in her experience, men who worked in television were rarely studious and never quiet. It would not have been the first time that a man had lied to spend a bit more time with her. He did have the sort of tan that brought to mind West Coast sunshine. But while his clothes were clearly expensive—elegantly cut suit, demure tie—they weren’t as flashy as the sort of thing worn by people in entertainment. Oh well—it didn’t matter now what he did. She would never see him again.

			She made her way down the hall towards an office marked Richard Owens’ Modeling Agency. She hesitated outside, trying to work up her nerve to go in. For weeks—months really—she had been thinking about this conversation, imagining what she might say. It wouldn’t be easy. But the time had come for her to make a break. She took a deep breath and walked in.

			The office was neat and fashionable. A young woman at the front desk with dark hair and intelligent eyes was typing rapidly; she glanced up briefly when the door opened, and then went back to her typing.

			“Honey, if you want an appointment with Mr. Owens, you’ll have to come back later in the week,” she said as she typed. “This is one of those unbelievable days, and he doesn’t have a free minute.”

			Elizabeth laughed.

			“Maggie, it’s me.”

			The secretary looked up from her typing, astounded. She shook her head.

			“I didn’t even recognize you,” she said. Elizabeth watched as Maggie took in her new look—new hair color, locks curling around her face instead of up, and the tan she’d gotten instead of the porcelain-white skin that Richard preferred. “Richard is going to go through the ceiling when he sees you.”

			“That’s a good way to get a headache,” Elizabeth said. But Maggie didn’t laugh. Instead, the secretary seemed to be calculating just how disappointed her boss would be when he saw his top model. “Is anyone with him now?”

			“He has an appointment in twenty minutes,” Maggie said. She was still staring at Elizabeth’s hair. “You know, blondes do have more fun. And, in your case, make more money.”

			Elizabeth raised her eyebrows, and then smiled.

			“You could be right about that,” she said as she walked into Richard’s office.

			His back was to the door, facing the only window in the room that looked out onto the Midtown gloom. Richard Owens was flipping rapidly through photographs; Elizabeth watched as he tossed the ones he didn’t like on the floor, a steady rain of models in high fashion clothes cascading down to the carpet.

			“I couldn’t get a cab,” Elizabeth said, taking a seat in the blue leather chair in front of his desk.

			Richard was carefully studying the last picture in the stack.

			“I know. The damn traffic in this city could drive a sane man crazy. And it gets worse every year. When I’m rich, I’m going to buy a helicopter and land—”

			He stopped short as he turned around and saw her. After a pregnant silence, he said, “You were wearing a blonde wig this whole time.”

			Elizabeth was surprised.

			“How do you know I didn’t dye it?”

			“If you tried to dye hair that blonde, it would look like brown straw, instead of silk. And you wouldn’t have those gold and red highlights.” He sighed. “Why did you let it grow out?”

			“Because I wanted to look like myself for a change,” Elizabeth said.

			“You do realize how much it changes your appearance? Between the hair and the tan, I don’t know if I would recognize you if I saw you on the street. Where did you even get a tan like that?”

			“The roof of my apartment building,” Elizabeth said. “It wasn’t all that hard. You just lie there for a while.”

			“In April in New York? It’s a miracle you didn’t get pneumonia.” He studied her complexion, frowning slightly. “We’re going to have a hard time covering up that tan. And you know I can’t use you as one of those sun beauties modeling bathing suits. You have an image: the cool, regal, unattainable girl that every man dreams about but never gets. Do you know how hard it is to find someone like that? When a man wakes up in the morning and looks over at his wife snoring in curlers, he goes back to sleep and dreams of you—the beauty swathed in furs, neck glittering with diamonds. As impossible to get as that Cadillac he’s always wanted.” He looked openly annoyed now. “You look so damn healthy that you ought to be doing the Pepsi Cola commercial tomorrow. I don’t know what I’m going to tell Cartier.”

			Elizabeth bit her lip.

			“I’m not doing either of them.”

			He glanced at her sharply.

			“You’re cancelling? Why?”

			“I found a substitute. Rachel Conway. She’s good.”

			“I know she’s good. But she isn’t you. And you’re not answering my question.”

			“I’m going to Greece. With Susan Graves.”

			“A vacation? Just like that? We have shoots booked, Elizabeth. Commitments.” He shook his head again, but Elizabeth thought he looked more concerned now than angry. “What’s all this about? You’ve never given me any trouble before. Not like the other girls. Is one of the advertisers giving you problems?”

			“No. Nothing like that.”

			“Then what?”

			Elizabeth sighed and leaned back in her chair. She had worked with Richard for three years now. She had walked into his office that first day, a young woman alone in a new and unforgiving city, put on her best smile and asked him, “Do you have a job for a starving refugee from Quebec?” He had smiled back at her, almost automatically. But he had been honest with her: told her how demanding modeling was, with long hours and hard work. Was she sure she would be interested in something like that?

			She had been. Very interested. She had moved down to the city with the hope of becoming a translator for the United Nations—she spoke flawless French and English, very good Spanish and German, and enough of a few other languages to get by. But the UN wasn’t hiring—she couldn’t get even an interview to be a tour guide—and she was running out of money, fast. Her grandmother had died three months earlier, leaving her with enough money to come to New York. The woman had always been indifferent towards Elizabeth, shipped her off to boarding school as soon as she could. Still, she supposed that wasn’t the old woman’s fault—she had never signed up to look after another child. Her parents were both dead—a car crash when she was eight, her life in DC suddenly upended and everyone she’d ever known left behind. All she had wanted in the years since was to come back to the States, and this was her chance.

			She had stood in Richard’s office, waiting to hear what he thought of her chances. To her surprise, his next question was, “Have you had breakfast?”

			She laughed and shook her head.

			“Nothing since lunch yesterday.”

			“Good God! And you’re still walking?”

			She gave him her best smile.

			“I’m not sure you could call it walking. Wobbling is more like it.”

			“Well, come on,” Richard said. “Let’s have breakfast. You can tell me about yourself over some ham and eggs.”

			And that had been that. He had signed her to a contract later that day, sent her to the Elizabeth Arden Beauty Farm, where she lost ten pounds, had her hair fashioned into a high upswept style to emphasize her high cheekbones, and learned to cover her skin with a pale ivory foundation to give her face a fragile appearance. Fake eyelashes, eyeliner, and blue eyeshadow made her large eyes seem even more enormous in her pale, delicate face.

			Richard had always said that the proof would be in those first photos. To Elizabeth’s surprise, and Richard’s delight, she had photographed beautifully. In three months, she had become one of the most highly paid models in New York. A year in, she had met Scott and fallen madly in love, spending every moment with him when he was back in New York and searching the papers each morning for his byline when he was reporting from Vietnam. They had talked about getting married. It was the happiest she could ever remember being in her life. And then suddenly, it had all been over. Just like that.

			“What is it, Elizabeth?” Richard repeated.

			She looked at him unhappily.

			“I’m quitting.”

			“What?”

			“I’m sorry. I really am. But you always told me I was free to go whenever I wanted.”

			“But for God’s sake, why?”

			Elizabeth looked down at her hands for a moment before she raised her eyes to meet Richard’s gaze.

			“I’ve been a model for three years now. That’s a long time for most models. In another year or so I’ll be finished anyway. You know that.”

			“But you’re not finished. I’ve still got brands lining up to use you in their campaigns. There’s still a lot of money to be made.”

			“I’ve made a lot already. More than I ever thought I would. But I don’t feel as though I’ve really done anything with the last three years. Nothing constructive, anyway. It’s like I’ve been living in a kind of limbo.”

			“Then give some of your money to charity. That’s constructive.” She could tell that Richard was trying hard to keep his anger in check, but it was beginning to seep through the edges. “There’s no need for you to give up your career.”

			“But that’s just it, Richard. Modeling isn’t really my career. I came to New York to be a translator. And as hard as I’ve worked, I’ve never enjoyed being a model. Scott and I used to talk about me leaving all the time—doing something different, traveling the world with him. But now…”

			She could hear the small fast inhalation that Richard made at the mention of her dead fiancé.

			“I forget sometimes, how hard this all must be for you. You never seemed to let it affect you.”

			“You were wonderful, Richard, when all that happened. My world blew apart, and you helped glue it back together. I’ll never forget that.”

			Richard looked away, trying to hide his emotion from Elizabeth.

			“He was a wonderful man, and a terrific reporter.”

			“And he would have made a wonderful husband and father. He really cared about people. You knew him. Like those poor Vietnamese orphans he wrote that feature on. I really think he would have adopted every one of them, if he could have.”

			Elizabeth gazed for a moment out the window, watching the grey clouds moving like ghost riders across the sky. She could picture Scott’s ruggedly handsome face—he’d had such an immense vitality, a real zest for living, and seemed fond of everyone he met. Being with him was the first time since she was eight years old that she had felt like she had a real home—Scott had been that home for her, even when he was halfway around the world. It had felt like those long, lonely years were over.

			“You’ve been a wonderful friend since the first day I met you, Richard,” Elizabeth said, “and I know how rare that is, in this business especially. I hate to run out on you. But I need some time to gather myself and decide what I really want to do with my life.”

			She could see across the desk that Richard knew that he had lost. He rose from his desk with a small sigh and came around, offering her a hand to help her out of her chair, and then embraced her. Elizabeth buried her face in his shoulder and tried her very best not to cry.

			“You have a job here any time you want it,” he said. “And, Elizabeth, call me if you ever need me. I don’t care where you are. Call me and I’ll come.”

			“Oh, Richard!” Elizabeth said, turning away and trying to choke back the sudden tears. “Thank you, for everything.”

			She hurried towards the door.

			“Send me a postcard from Greece!” he yelled after her. She nodded and then raced past the astonished Maggie and down the hall, heading for the elevators.

			It hadn’t been easy, but she had done it. She was free. All she had to do now was to figure out what she wanted to do with the rest of her life.

			When she reached the ground floor, she stopped at the magazine counter to try and regain her composure before going back out to the street. Why can’t I ever have a handkerchief when I need one? She thought as she rifled through her purse.

			“I think you could use this,” a quiet voice beside her said. She looked up—it was the stranger from that morning, the one who had given her a ride in his taxi. He handed her a handkerchief, and she laughed and gratefully accepted it.

			“You seem to arrive at the most opportune times,” Elizabeth told him. She looked away, wiping her eyes, hoping her makeup wasn’t ruined. “Have I smeared my mascara?”

			He grinned. “You look like a very pretty raccoon.”

			“Oh dear!” she said, and began rubbing under her eyes with the handkerchief.

			“You’re only making it worse,” the man said, chuckling and shaking his head. “Here, let me.”

			He put his hand out for the handkerchief. She had spent the last three years being poked and prodded and done up and made up by a swarm of professionals—makeup artists, hair stylists, seamstresses, designers, and photographers who wanted her to look just so at the camera. But it felt different, with this man. More intimate, familiar. But then she handed him the handkerchief, and he rubbed—not too hard, but not too gently—the mascara from her face.

			“There,” he said. “That’s better.”

			He stepped back and appraised her once more.

			“Are you all right? You seem awfully upset compared to when I left you.”

			“Yes, thank you. Just a tricky day is all.”

			“I know all about those,” he said. Then he smiled at her. And for the first time in more than a year, she felt an unfamiliar flutter somewhere just beneath her chest. “Say, any chance you’d let me try and cheer you up with a little lunch?”

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Steve Brenner wasn’t sure which had surprised him more: that Bill Wynter had told him to ask Nicola Neumann to lunch, or that the woman in the lobby of the Look Building had actually said yes, and not just yes; she had appeared genuinely upset when she had come out of the elevator, her eyes teary in a way that didn’t seem like a calculated performance for his sake. In fact, nothing the woman had done so far that day, ever since she had accepted his offer of a ride in the rain, had seemed particularly calculated. Instead, she seemed lovely, almost innocent. Was this why his brother had fallen for her charms? He had always heard Nicola described as a hard woman; he had assumed his brother was so blinded by her beauty that he had been willing to look past all the other things that ought to have served as red flags. But now, he wondered if he had been too hasty in his assessment.

			The rain had quit as abruptly as if a faucet had been turned off over New York. The precipitation had cleared away the city’s soot, and the air now smelled fresh and clean. As Steve walked down Park Avenue, the woman alongside him, they were absorbed in the throng of people emerging from the office buildings all around them, heading for lunch or out for a mid-day stroll. It would be easy, he thought, for her to slip away if she wanted to, blend into the crowd and disappear with no hope of him finding her again. He extended his arm out to her, and, once again to his surprise, she took it with a smile. He caught his breath. With that smile, any man would find her irresistible. He shook his head lightly. He needed to keep his wits about him.

			“Since I’m taking you out to lunch,” he said, “it seems like I ought to ask your name.”

			The woman laughed lightly.

			“Where are my manners? Elizabeth Lamont.”

			“It’s lovely to meet you, Ms. Lamont,” he said. At least the KGB wasn’t repetitious. They had sent her in as a French girl this time. He kept his eyes on the people coming towards them on the sidewalk. Any moment now, she was going to ask him for his name. And then he’d have a choice: lie, and risk her suspecting him even more than she already did when he “coincidentally” happened to be taking a cab up to the Look Building; or tell the truth, and reveal to her who he really was, and how he knew her. Neither seemed like a particularly appealing option, and he wondered if he would be able to avoid it until they made it down to the restaurant.

			He saw an elderly woman ahead of them, brandishing her umbrella before her like a sword. He steered them towards the older woman who, as he expected, decided to continue charging ahead, oblivious to the fact that he was holding her arm. He let go, and for half a block he and the woman made their way along the crowded sidewalk, close enough to see one another but too far apart to talk. Finally, they came together again on the sidewalk just outside the Seagram Building, the woman shaking her head.

			“I thought that old woman was going to run me through with her umbrella,” she said.

			“This city is full of little old ladies with umbrellas,” Steve said. “They scare the daylights out of me, because I think you’re right—they’d prefer to impale you, if you stay still for long enough.”

			The woman began to laugh as they made their way into the plush restaurant of the Seagram Building. The sound was so infectious that Steve seen found himself laughing, too, in spite of himself. It was remarkable: here he was, standing with this woman who had caused so much pain and damage to his country—to his family—coming as close to enjoying himself as he could remember. If only she really was Elizabeth Lamont, he thought to himself sadly as he watched the maître d’ come towards them.

			Steve gave Bill Wynter’s name and the maître d’ led them through the restaurant. As they made their way to the table, Steve realized he wasn’t the only one who thought the woman was beautiful—she was attracting admiring stares from nearly everyone they passed. The funny thing was, she seemed unaware of the attention, or at least uncommonly good at ignoring it. Maybe that was the KGB training coming through.

			“So your name is Bill,” the woman said softly to him. “I was wondering when you were going to tell me.”

			“Not exactly,” Steve said.

			The woman cocked her head to the side.

			“But the maître d’ said…”

			“I was planning on meeting a friend here,” Steve said. “I hope you don’t mind.”

			“Oh…” the woman said. He could feel her disappointment. “Then, what is your name?”

			“Steve,” he said as they took their seats. “Steve Brenner.”

			He held his breath and studied the woman’s face across the table. What would she say? Or would she say nothing at all, and turn and run? The woman frowned lightly.

			“So tell me, Steve Brenner,” she said. “I’ve been trying all day to figure out where you’re from. With a tan like yours, you can’t be a New Yorker—unless you’ve just spent a week in the Virgin Islands.”

			Steve was dumbfounded. The name had meant nothing to her—absolutely nothing. How was that possible? Brenner was a name that Nicola Neumann could not possibly forget, no matter how many other lives she had ruined and how many other men she had betrayed. And she wasn’t acting; there hadn’t been even the faintest glimmer of recognition. Was it possible that she wasn’t actually Nicola Neumann?

			“Is something wrong?” the woman asked. Steve shook his head and forced a smile onto his face.

			“Texas,” he said. “Though I spent the last week on the French Riviera.”

			“Très jolie! ” the woman said. “I’ve always wanted to travel after the shows in Paris. But there was never any time—it was always onto Milan, or to London for a fitting, or back to New York for a commercial shoot. Well, so long to all that now. Maybe now I’ll actually have a chance to see it for myself.”

			Before he could respond, a cheerful voice next to him cut in. Bill Wynter was standing next to their table, his arrival nearly silent.

			“Steve, are you going to introduce me to your gorgeous date?”

			It had been a bad week for Bill Wynter, and that was before he got the frantic phone call from Steve Brenner, claiming that he had spotted Nicola Neumann in New York City. That was the last thing Bill needed—a top KGB operative, somehow back in the country after going dark, totally undetected by him and his men. The hits just kept on coming.

			He hadn’t wanted to bring Steve back to the city in the first place. It was easy, in a role like Bill’s, to treat everything as an emergency, pretend that nothing else was as important. But that was a good way to burn out your assets—ruined vacations, skipped graduations, and missed birthdays added up over time, made his people less good at their jobs. But the situation with Sobokov was getting more and more dire, and no one knew the scientist as well as Steve Brenner. So he had sent the telegraph and given him instructions to come back to the States at once. He hoped that the first-class flight back from Paris was some small consolation. But he knew that Steve would have traded it readily for another week on the Riviera, if he’d had a choice in the matter.

			Now, here he was, with this beautiful woman in tow, looking up at Bill with something like trepidation. He extended his hand to the woman.

			“Bill Wynter,” he said. “I’m so sorry to be interrupting your lunch. Steve and I had some business to discuss, but I can understand why he asked me to postpone. Steve, could you introduce us?”

			“She’s calling herself Elizabeth Lamont,” Steve said, and Bill had to stop himself from giving Steve too withering a look. What was he hoping to accomplish, talking like that? The woman—Elizabeth—seemed to take offense as well, her formerly friendly manner suddenly turning a few degrees colder. She seemed confused, and defensive, as though she couldn’t quite tell what had changed.

			“There’s nothing abnormal about that,” Elizabeth said, “since that happens to be my name.”

			“I’m sure that it is,” Bill said, trying to reassure her with a friendly smile. “Would you mind if I sat with you for a minute? I suspect there are some things that Steve and I might have to clear up about what you’re really doing here.”

			The woman seemed even more uncertain now, glancing around the restaurant as though searching for an exit.

			“If nothing else, I can promise you’ll get an excellent lunch out of it for your troubles,” Bill said.

			The waiter came by and asked if anyone would like a drink.

			“I think a round of drinks is an excellent idea,” Bill said. He ordered himself an old fashioned; Steve ordered a Manhattan; and Elizabeth, after a moment’s hesitation, asked for a daiquiri. For a few moments after the waiter left an awkward, icy silence descended over the table. Bill was about to speak when Elizabeth cleared her throat.

			“Well,” she said, staring daggers at Steve Brenner. “I suppose it’s time for someone to tell me what the hell is going on.”

			Elizabeth Lamont had been a fool to think that this had all just been some friendly coincidence. What were the odds that the man was really going up to the Look Building too? She had been skeptical of his story of being a TV producer but had held her tongue because it was raining and she’d needed a ride. And then afterwards, when he’d been waiting for her in the lobby—how had she let herself believe that was just a happy accident, as well? She had been emotional, and he had been there, and she had allowed herself to believe, in a way that she didn’t often, that the universe in its kindness was looking out for her. And now here she was, with no hope of escape.

			She had seen the way that some of the other models could get, believing that all the good things that happened to them had nothing to do with the way they looked. She thought she knew better. She had been so pleased when it seemed like the man hadn’t recognized her name—she’d been on her fair share of dates with men who were a terrible match for her, all because they’d wanted the rest of the world to see New York’s top model on their arm. Then this kind, handsome man had come along and whisked her off to lunch, like some kind of a modern fairy tale. Sometimes, she still felt like that stupid girl back in Quebec, utterly alone and unsure of her place in the world.

			The man sitting across from her now, Bill Wynter, was tall, with thick light brown hair. There were crinkles around his grey eyes that suggested a man who smiled easily, and a prominent nose that dominated the middle of his face and kept him from being handsome. He seemed friendly enough, but Elizabeth felt as though there was a fierce intelligence working behind that placid mask—the way he had immediately taken control of the situation from the minute he’d sat down at their table suggested as much.

			“I can see why you made your mistake,” Bill said to Steve as the waiter brought over their drinks. “She certainly does resemble Nicola Neumann.”

			“But I’m not,” Elizabeth said. “I’m Elizabeth Lamont, and I’m feeling awfully foolish for letting myself believe that you actually wanted to have lunch with me. Why didn’t you ask? I would have told you.”

			Across the table, Steve Brenner’s cheeks were turning red. He seemed awfully embarrassed, possibly even ashamed. And yet still he had nothing to say for himself—no apology, no explanation for what he was doing.

			“Don’t be angry with Steve, Ms. Lamont,” Bill said. “He felt like he was doing the right thing.”

			“And what is that, exactly?” Elizabeth said.

			“Trying to find a woman who we regard as a menace to this country, and who happens to look quite a bit like you. Though, and I hope you won’t mind my saying, Nicola Neumann isn’t nearly as beautiful as you are.”

			Elizabeth ignored the compliment and instead sat very still, studying the man across from her. It can’t be true, she thought to herself. But even as she thought it, she knew that it was.

			“If you’re right,” she said, “then why has no one mentioned it before?”

			“Nicola hasn’t received that much publicity,” Bill said. “I should also mention that those who would remember her best tend to forget…or aren’t around anymore to remember.”

			Elizabeth felt a shiver run down her spine, and thought of another reason why no one might have mentioned it to her before.

			“And I haven’t been a brunette in three years.”

			Bill smiled; Steve took another sip of his cocktail and looked absolutely miserable.

			“I’d only ever seen pictures,” Steve said finally, still not looking at her.

			“Who is she?” Elizabeth said after a moment. Steve and Bill looked at one another, as though trying to assess whether she warranted that kind of intel. “A little more information would be make for a very nice. amuse bouche.”

			Bill laughed out loud, a surprisingly high, pleasant laugh. He turned to Steve.

			“Where did you find this girl?”

			“On the street,” Steve said, “waiting for a cab.”

			“Remarkable,” Bill said. Then he turned back to Elizabeth. “Before I tell you anymore about Nicola, do you mind telling me a little bit about yourself?”

			Elizabeth hesitated for a moment.

			“Who are you that you want to know all this?”

			“I’m attached to NATO,” Bill said. “Anything that has to do with Nicola is of interest to us, and our allies. I know you aren’t Nicola. But you look like her, and that makes you someone I’d like to get to know better.”

			Elizabeth sighed and took a tiny sip of her daiquiri—it was cold and sweet. Under different circumstances, she could imagine how much she might be enjoying herself, having a lovely cocktail with a good-looking man, hearing him talk about his childhood in Texas. Instead, she had found herself in the middle of a confounding interrogation.

			“What is it that you want to know?”

			“Start from the beginning.”

			She gave him the quick version of her life story, keeping strictly to names and dates. Her father was French-Canadian; her mother was from Connecticut. Both dead after the car crash. Then back to Quebec, then down to New York for her modeling career. Now, she was here.

			Bill Wynter shook his head when she was finished speaking.

			“Then it’s just one of those fantastic coincidences,” he said. “I assume you speak French?”

			“Yes, fluently,” she said. “Along with German, and Spanish. I can get by in Italian. And I speak a little Russian.”

			Both of the men were staring at her now, and Elizabeth couldn’t help but smile.

			“I suppose Nicola Neumann does, too?”

			“You didn’t tell me you were a linguist,” Steve said finally.

			“You never asked,” Elizabeth said. “But yes, I majored in languages because I wanted to be a translator.”

			“So why go into modeling, instead of doing something with your languages?” Bill Wynter said. He had taken out a pipe and was carefully loading it with tobacco. “More glamor, I suppose.”

			“It wasn’t glamor I was interested in,” Elizabeth said. “I’ve had about enough glamor for a lifetime. But no one was hiring for a translator, I was tall, and needed money. I was almost broke by the time I made it to New York. It seemed like the natural thing to try.”

			“And you were good at it, it seems,” said Bill.

			“I was,” she said.

			“I’m sorry to ask a personal question,” Bill said, puffing on the pipe. “But have you ever been married, Ms. Lamont?”

			Elizabeth frowned.

			“No.”

			“Engaged, then?”

			She took a deep breath; she was very much wishing this interview would end now, and she could get on with the rest of her life.

			“Yes. Once. To a man named Scott Brandt.”

			Bill’s eyes lit up first with recognition, then with sympathy.

			“The journalist?”

			Elizabeth nodded her head.

			“I’m sorry, Ms. Lamont,” Bill said. “He was a fine man, and a damn good writer. It was a shame what happened to him.”

			“Thank you. Is there anything else you need to know?” she said, struggling to keep the hurt and annoyance out of her voice. But what did it matter if they knew how she felt, how angry she was to be treated like this? So much of modeling involved pleasing people—the photographer, the advertisers, and Richard…. It would take time before it felt natural to let people know how she really felt, instead of hiding behind her pleasant, innocent face.

			“No, that’s all for now,” Bill said. “I am sorry for your loss, Ms. Lamont. I really am. I’ll leave you two to your lunch. I think I see a friend a few tables over.”

			He rose from the table and extended a hand across to her. She shook it automatically. He turned to Steve. “Come find me after? There are still some things you and I need to discuss.”

			Steve made a sort of noncommittal noise, and then Bill was gone, leaving the two of them to their icy silences and hurt. Elizabeth took another sip of her daiquiri, and then stood to leave.

			“Well,” she said. “This has been an interesting day.”

			“Wait,” Steve said, half-rising from the table. “Please stay.”

			“Why should I?”

			“Because I’m sorry, for one thing,” Steve said. “So very sorry. For lying to you, and for bringing you here under false pretenses. If I was in your shoes, I’d be awfully angry with me, and rightfully so.”

			Elizabeth hesitated. Steve seemed genuinely ashamed, and his apology struck a chord with her. Still, she wasn’t sure if she wanted anything more to do with him, or with Bill Wynter, or with Nicola Neumann, whoever she really was.

			“If it makes any difference, the only reason I felt I had to lie to you was because I had to be certain you weren’t Nicola. If you knew the things this woman had done, then maybe you’d understand.”

			“So tell me.”

			Steve grimaced.

			“It isn’t mine to tell. But if you let me treat you to lunch, I’ll make sure Bill comes back over to tell you whatever you want to know.”

			Elizabeth remained standing. There was something so pleading and innocent about the look on Steve Brenner’s face, the same qualities that had attracted her to the man from the first time she’d seen him through the open door of his waiting cab. And at that very moment, a server came by carrying a giant tray of dishes, including the most delicious-smelling trout almandine she had ever seen before. She had spent the last three years consuming rabbit food: salads with no dressing, boiled lean proteins, never enough to satisfy her. If this was the start of the rest of her life, then she could do worse than begin with a good meal at a beautiful restaurant.

			She sat back down, and examined the menu.

			“Your friend isn’t with NATO, is he?” she said. She peeked over the top of the menu and saw the surprise on Steve’s face.

			“What makes you say that?”

			Elizabeth smiled.

			“Who can say? Women’s intuition?”

			“Which isn’t always right, you know.”

			“Of course not. But I have a feeling that it is now.”

			“Go ahead, then,” Steve said. Elizabeth grinned and put down her menu.

			“Bill Wynter seems like the sort of man who never tells you his real job the first time you meet him,” she said. “He had to choose something to do with defense, since we were talking about a KGB spy. But I’m not sure NATO makes sense. If she’s really that much of a threat, I’d say he’s with the CIA. Military intelligence, maybe. Or the FBI if he works in counterintelligence. But the real reason I don’t believe he’s with NATO is that I don’t think you’d call a NATO attaché if you really thought you found Nicola Neumann. Which begs the question—what is it that you do, Steve Brenner?”

			Steve laughed out loud—she could tell that she had surprised him.

			“I’m a nuclear scientist,” he said. Now, it was Elizabeth’s turn to be surprised.

			“Really?”

			“Is that so hard to believe?” Steve said.

			“I just have a hard time imagining you in a lab all day, huddled over beakers and Bunsen burners. I had taken you for a stockbroker when we first met, or maybe a banker.”

			“I don’t spend much time in the lab anymore,” Steve said. “And there isn’t nearly as much money in physics as there is in those other lines of work, I’m sorry to report.”

			“Is this the sort of thing where you tell me you’re a scientist, and then it turns out you and Bill actually work for the same folks?”

			“Bill is an old friend,” Steve said. “We were in the service together. I’m sure you can imagine that there are certain natural overlaps between my work and the security interests of the United States. Any other questions?”

			“Just the one,” Elizabeth said as the waiter approached the table. She looked up at him brightly. “What wine do you recommend with the trout?”

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			“Bill?”

			Bill Wynter had been sitting across the table from Miles Reardon for a good five minutes now. He hadn’t heard a damn word the reporter had said to him. His attention was still trained across the room, to where Elizabeth Lamont was now sipping a glass of white wine and cooing as the waiter deboned her trout. He turned back to Miles.

			“Hmm?”

			“I don’t think I’ve ever had to repeat myself to you in all the years I’ve known you. Something must be on your mind.”

			Wynter chewed the inside of his cheek. He had known Miles Reardon since they were in the Army Intelligence Corps together in Korea. Wynter had stayed in intelligence; Reardon had gone back into journalism and was now the top American reporter in the Middle East. Wynter liked to meet up with Reardon whenever he was back in the States. With his background, and their personal connection, he could be a very useful source for timely information on the true state of play between the Arab nations and Israel. Between the failed overthrow of the king of Morocco, the attempt on the king of Jordan’s life, and the briefly lived coup in Sudan, there was plenty of interest for the two men to discuss. But Wynter had more pressing issues to deal with.
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