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THE GRAY GHOST

“Yellow? Green?” She gave a casual glance in that direction. “Re-
ally. If you’re going to spy, why would anyone want to wear a color
combination like that?”

Sam pretended interest in the 1937 Delahaye on their left as they
strolled toward the tent. “Maybe he’s trying not to look the part of a
spy. Or,” he said, leaning down close to her, “he’s simply entranced
by your beauty and can’t take his eyes off you.”

“Hmm. Highly unlikely. The latter, in case you’re wondering.
Too many far more striking women around here for me to be the
center of attention, don’t you think?”

“Not in the least,” he said, glancing over at his wife. Remi had
chosen a Dolce & Gabanna late-summer afternoon dress, in navy
blue with white polka dots, with an off-the-shoulder neckline, and
gathered sleeves that dropped to her elbows. The three-tiered gath-
ered skirt was mid-calf, and the slightest breeze moved the delicate
cotton voile. Perfectly polished red toenails peeked from her white
Valentino sandals. Her straw hat matched a shoulder bag just big
enough to hold the essentials: lipstick, comb, driver’s license, credit
card, cell phone, a 9mm Sig Sauer micro-compact handgun, and a
concealed-carry permit. “You’re a knockout, Remi. Always were,
always will be.”

“Very wise answer, Fargo.” She gave him a dazzling smile, then
turned her attention to the champagne tent. “We know he can’t be a
spy spy.”

“A what?”

“Government intrigue and world conspiracy. More international
jewel thief, dressed like that, wouldn’t you say?”

No doubt she was thinking about their last escapade, which sent
them to South America searching for the lost Romanov jewels. “Un-
less he’s interested in your wedding ring, he’s going to be sadly
disappointed.”

The way the man was watching them from behind one of the
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corners of the tent told Sam that he was definitely interested in some-
thing about them. He and Remi approached the table where a young
woman in a crisp white shirt and black vest was pouring champagne
into flutes. Sam picked up two, handing one to Remi. “You take the
left, I'll take the right.”

She lifted her glass and took a sip. “See you on the other side.”

Sam watched as his wife expertly weaved her way through the
guests, waiting until she was halfway across the tent before making
his way in the opposite direction, toward the man, who suddenly
found his attention divided between them. When Remi raised her
glass in a toast, Sam did the same, and the two closed in.

Their target, apparently, hadn’t realized they were zeroing in on
him until they was just a few feet away. Sam walked up, clapped him
on the back. “Wow. Didn’t expect to see you here. Did you, Remi?”

“Not in the least. The people we run into at Pebble Beach, it just
amazes me at times.”

The man’s blue eyes widened as he looked from Sam to Remi in
disbelief. “It’s you!”

Considering that Sam expected him to deny, to at least pretend,
he hadn’t been watching them, his statement came as a surprise.
“How do you know us?”

“Of course, I don’t know you,” he said, with a strong British ac-
cent. “Not personally. You really do look just like your photographs.
What luck to run into you straightaway.”

“Lucky, indeed,” Sam said, wondering what sort of game this guy
was playing. “Didn’t quite catch your name.”

“Forgive me. I’'m Oliver Payton. But you’ll be wanting to talk to
my uncle, Albert. Please wait while I fetch him?”

“Right here,” Sam said.

He and Remi watched the man walk off, Remi saying, “Our
missing Viscount’s nephew?”

“Apparently. Assuming the man really is a viscount.”
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“Your mother seems to think so.”

“She’s not nearly as jaded as I am. Besides, how is it I’ve never
heard about him until now?”

Remi gave him a sidelong glance. “Lack of interest in your ex-
tended family tree?”

“Only because the branches seem to multiply every time we turn
around.”

“Do I detect the slightest bit of cynicism? Don’t answer that.” She
nodded to Sam’s left, where Oliver was helping a white-haired man
down the slope of rough grass onto a cart path. “Our Viscount and
his nephew are back.”

When they reached the champagne tent, the Viscount brushed
Oliver’s hand from his arm. “I’m old, not an invalid.”

Oliver gave a hesitant smile, clearing his throat. “My uncle, Al-
bert Payton, Viscount Wellswick. This is Sam Fargo and his wife,
Remi. They’re here about the car.”

The old man grumbled something under his breath about the car
being his, turning an accusing glare in Sam’s direction. Suddenly his
expression softened. “You look just like Eunice.”

The last person Sam had ever heard calling his mother by that
name was a clerk at the DMV when she’d let her driver’s license ex-
pire. She’d always hated the name, instead going by Libby, a diminu-
tive of Elizabeth, her middle name. “She mentioned you were here
about a car?”

Albert nodded. “I—Yes. That you might be interested in the pro-
totype of the Rolls-Royce Silver Ghost. I—I don’t have a lot of
money. I’'m not sure the show’s the best place for it. But I have a few
good ideas on where someone might hide a classic car. I know they’re
far-fetched, but if you'd only hear me out . . .

Sam and Remi exchanged glances. No doubt a swindle about to
happen, and not a very good one. When it came to cons, Sam liked

to let them think they had the upper hand—the better to keep them
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off guard. “You have a card? I’ll look into the matter and get back
to you.”

The man’s face fell as he patted his pockets. Either he was an
extremely good actor or he’d pinned a lot of hope on that odd speech
he’d just given. “No.”

“I have a mobile,” Oliver said. “Will that do?”

“Of course. Remi?”

She handed Sam her flute, then took her cell phone out, entering
the number that Oliver recited to her.

“We’ll be in touch,” Sam said, placing both glasses on a nearby
table.

He and Remi walked off, Remi asking, “What do you suppose
his game was?”

“I’'m not sure that he even knows.” Sam checked the program
Remi still held, something about it spurring his memory. “Didn’t we
read a recent article in Sports Car Market about a viscount selling
off a number of classic cars?”

“The same man: Albert Payton,” Remi said. While Sam’s mem-
ory was sharp, his wife had near-photographic memory for anything
she read. It amazed him how she was able to recall the tiniest details.
“Downsizing in an attempt to save the family estate. But I don’t re-
call reading that they were selling a prototype Rolls-Royce Silver
Ghost. You don’t think he was talking about the one that was stolen
back in 19062 Of the first ever forty-fifty?”

They both stopped in their tracks.

Sam looked at Remi. “We need to find that man.”

But when they turned back toward the champagne tent, he and

his nephew were gone.
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