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authorities want to say a quick hello.”
called out.
A moment later, two uniformed police stepped onto the vehicle.
whispered.

holding up what looked to be a digital camera and snapping a photo of

collecting biometric data. I know it.”

fucked, he thought helplessly.
arm across Blake and tested the latch just underneath the window. For
gency exit rows.
“If I open this door, I want you to jump out immediately and run
right behind you.”

mentally rehearsing their next steps—yank up the door, leap to the

“We just got a positive at the Whisky,” he called. “Probable MI.

from one of the back rows.

“Set the music free…”
A few seats away, a man took up the verse:
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“Liberate all melody…”
Seconds later the entire bus joined in, singing in unison:

“Let the music be, All together, one, two, three!”
Following the last note, the bus fell silent.
-

swinging the nightstick in a vicious arc. With a swift sequence of blows
pellet-sized glass fragments showering over the passengers.
Wheeling around, he walked back up the aisle, smashing six more
windows on the opposite side. Back at the front of the bus, he spun to
face the passengers one last time.
Francisco!”

Blake felt light-headed with relief as the bus rolled out of L.A. and
Blue and Serena seemed distant and preoccupied. Blake had seen a
Whisky. Now, they were grimly quiet.

of cardboard but the chill night air still whistled through the cracks,

gretted everything that had happened, starting with the secrecy of his
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have been singled out like this.
He had to turn himself in and face the consequences of his actions; it
was the only way out. Bucking the U.S. government was simply too
hard. He was exhausted, physically and mentally. Blue and Serena
a lark compared to swimming across oceans or parachuting into terrorist strongholds—but Blake was no warrior, despite what Branford
Alliance to protect him. Sooner or later, the authorities were bound to
catch up with them.

authorities with his help.

, he thought. He won-

the hotel, but the idea was too complicated to hold onto, and he found
himself drifting back to sleep.

and grab a snack. Blue motioned for Blake to follow him. In front of
them, Serena tottered down the steps of the bus on her high heels and
entered the building.
Inside was a cafeteria and adjoining lounge where an all-news
into the cafeteria, Blake selected a bag of potato chips and a bottle of

from a tired-looking woman behind the counter.
thought Blake with a touch of amusement.
An instant later, his attention was caught by Serena. She was
standing at the edge of the lounge, signalling to them with an almost
imperceptible wave of her head. Grabbing his chips and beverage, he

