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Tuesday, September 3
-

into a crevice at the far end of the circle, where he had an unobstructed
view of the overlook and the road leading up to it.
Fifteen minutes passed, then thirty. Fighting the urge to sleep,
the purr of an engine sounded in the distance. Holding his breath,
he watched as a compact car pulled into the rest area and stopped. A
young couple sat up front. In the seat behind them, a baby lay sleeping
in a rear-facing child carrier. Blake studied the car, debating whether
to approach them. Frank had stressed that his contact would arrive at
have shown up early, he decided, and now they were stalling for time.
After a minute or two, the couple got out and spread a map over
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bornly. Striding away from the vehicle, the man stood gazing moodily
at the lake while the woman went to check on the sleeping infant. Any
, Blake told himself, getting ready to
emerge from his hiding place.
Instead, the man spun on his heel abruptly and walked quickly
an hurriedly tucked a blanket around the baby, then walked around to
area, and all was quiet again.
Crouched in his rocky perch, Blake cursed through clenched teeth.
ten his signals crossed.
You blew it!

hum of another motor in the distance. He ducked down in the rocks,
praying for a second chance. A minute later, a pink stretch limousine
with mirrored windows cruised slowly into the rest area and eased to
clutching beer bottles. With sinking heart, Blake realized it had to be

muscled shoulders and a sullen, brooding air. With his opaque sunglasses and black top hat perched high on a mane of curly dark hair, he

with mascara-laden eyelashes and a huge shock of almost translucent
blond hair that cascaded halfway down his back.
As Blake watched from his lookout, a door on the far side of the
limo opened and a fourth man in a leather vest stepped regally onto
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the asphalt. His bare arms were covered with tattoos and a red handkerchief was knotted around his blonde, shoulder-length hair. Ignoring
his companions, he stood gazing around through aviator-style sunglasses, an enigmatic smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.
“A truly awesome view,” said the man in the top hat loudly, staring
“Save it for your shrink,” snarled the man in the cap.
“James—oh, James!
cold, cold heart to bring us the fucking cameras?”
climbed out, stooping under the weight of four expensive-looking cameras slung around his neck. Bending forward, he stood stock still as
three raced back to the overlook and began snapping away, the man in
his eye, he slowly panned the telescopic lens across the rest area until
Staring at the men with their cameras, the thought hit Blake like a
thunderbolt:
he had to take. Shouldering his backpack, he hopped down from his

closer.
“Now,

a lift?”
fucking cat
Service, seeking political asylum.”
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