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to the gentle splash of
been waking every morning at dawn.
land

-

there earned their salary.”

company that would license his quantum communication technology

media interview that afternoon, hopefully followed by a run on the
group at an outdoor bar across the channel, and tomorrow Blue and
Serena had also said something about Nell and Henry visiting later in
the month—for a “spiritual retreat,” whatever that meant.
His attention was diverted by the smells coming from the kitchen:
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standing in the doorway. “Do we have a few minutes before breakfast?” He patted the mattress invitingly.
“Have you already forgotten our conversation?” Serena folded her
of your rock-and-roll nymphos or cradle-robbing Russian professors. If
means intimacy takes place on a case-by-case basis.”
“When can I present my next case, your honor?”
She rolled her eyes. “Maybe after lunch. Now stop acting like a frat
boy. You have responsibilities.”
As she spoke, Blake moved to a desk by the window and began

“Yesterday, the Senate had to stay in session past midnight to pass the
-

an all-out battle.”

help the progressive agenda.”

CIA payroll, giving us information about other terrorist groups—and
that the nuclear attack scheme was a reverse sting operation gone
wrong.”
“Nothing changes overnight.”

IDs—and no walls?” His mind wandered to his buried trove of records
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in La Jolla, and the plastic-wrapped package in the desert. Some day
soon…

Pulling on a pair of pants, Blake walked to the front door and
looked out at the ocean, framed by a grove of palms. Serena had a
of them, now that the Rock Ban was lifted and there was no need for
channelers anymore? It was hard to envision.
can we believe in?”
he asked.
the emotional connection between human beings,” she said, slipping

eggs and bacon under covered warming dishes. Still holding his hand,
Serena began to tug him toward the bedroom.
“But I thought…” he began.
“I changed my mind,” said Serena, shaking her head in exaspera-

Homeland Security for the past seven and a half years has been the
most singular experience, and honor, of my life. After this week, hownot looking forward to….”
As laughter washed across the banquet hall, Smyth drifted to the
back of the room. Glancing around to make sure no one was looking, he slipped through the door into the hotel foyer, then turned and
headed for the circular bar at the end of the lobby.
“Chivas on the rocks,” he told the bartender, settling into one of
the wicker-backed stools.

