
PROLOGUE

CARTER LAKE LOOP, BOULDER, COLORADO

SUNDAY, APRIL 21, 2013, 8:28 A.M.

The cyclist decided to go for a relaxing ride—the real training would 
resume on Tuesday, after he underwent more medical tests. The 
trainers had said it was okay for him to take his bike out to work off 
some of the stiffness he had built up the previous day, but insisted 
he shouldn’t push himself too hard. They had also made sure he was 
wearing the usual sensors for heart rate, breathing rate, and oxygen 
partial pressure, as well as the GPS device so that he could be ap-
propriately monitored.

The route he was provided went north of Boulder to Carter Lake 
and back. The total trip was more than seventy-fi ve miles, but there 
wasn’t much change in elevation along the way. If he and the others 
expected to compete at the level intended, they would have to be 
able to cycle seventy-fi ve miles of predominantly fl at terrain without 
breaking a sweat.

After a few miles, the cyclist felt bored and restless. He knew he 
was supposed to take it easy, but his body felt so good, it was as if he 
were fl ying over the pavement. His legs were stronger than they’d 
ever been, and not only was he not out of breath, his breathing was 
shallow and easy like he was strolling in a park. It was a lovely spring 
day, and he welcomed the warmth of the sun on his back. Despite 
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warnings to the contrary, he was ready to push himself. Why 
shouldn’t he take advantage of feeling this good? Perhaps they’d 
punish him in some form or fashion, but the cyclist was confi dent 
they wouldn’t follow through on any of the threats they made to 
hurt his family back home. Those sanctions were reserved for trying 
to escape, not for pushing oneself too hard during a workout. In fact, 
he thought he might even be rewarded for making such obvious 
progress in his conditioning.

What the hell? the man thought, and he started to race hard, 
pumping his legs, picking up speed, crouching fl at against the han-
dlebars to reduce the wind resistance. He’d been cycling for only 
about a year, but he doubted there was anyone in the world who 
could do this better. Wasn’t his country about to demonstrate to the 
world that they could compete on a world-class level and in all 
endurance- based sporting endeavors?

The route had one climb of any signifi cance, and the cyclist at-
tacked it hard, initially holding his breath. He didn’t slow down at 
all,  taking the paved road as if it were fl at, rather than a 6 percent 
incline. He was really racing now, fl ying, exhilarated, when, sud-
denly, halfway up the hill, he couldn’t breathe and there was a sharp, 
stabbing pain in his chest and another in his left upper abdomen. The 
cyclist’s hand went to his throat as he felt his airway contract. He 
tried to brake, but lost control and the bike veered right, hit the slight 
curb, and threw the cyclist hard into a downward-sloping shoulder 
that was half grass, half gravel. He landed awkwardly and bumped 
and rolled before coming to a stop. His arms and legs were scraped 
and cut, but that didn’t matter because, try as he might, he couldn’t 
catch his breath. It was as if he had breathed out but couldn’t breathe 
in. On top of that, he was perspiring crazily, his heart was beating at 
an impossible rate, and the pain was unrelenting. The man hovered 
on the brink of unconsciousness, unable to get up or even move.

He had no idea how long he had been lying there, his body mo-
tionless on the outside but spiraling out of control within, like a 

9780399160820_Nano_TX_p1-438.indd   69780399160820_Nano_TX_p1-438.indd   6 10/9/12   12:16 PM10/9/12   12:16 PM



P R O L O G U E 7

runaway nuclear reactor. After a time—ten, thirty minutes?—he 
was aware of fi gures standing around him. Three or four people 
were talking at once and a hand grabbed his wrist. The man was 
aware that these were countrymen—he was in the United States but 
these people were Chinese, like him. They were part of the team. 
He felt his body being lifted roughly from the road and laid on a 
hard surface, and then a different kind of motion. The last sensation 
he had before fi nally falling unconscious was of being driven, pre-
sumably back to home base.

The technician in the van switched off the GPS device. It had 
worked—the combined tracker and vital-signs register had sounded 
the alarm, and the team knew at once that number fi ve was in dis-
tress and where he was located. He had been easy to fi nd off the 
public road, and luckily no one had seen him fall or stopped to help 
him. The crash had taken him clear of the road and down a small 
embankment where he wasn’t visible to passersby. The doctor in 
charge had been grateful for that.

Now the subject was displaying a highly unusual assortment of 
signs, but nothing they hadn’t seen before. The GPS showed what 
speed he had been going—much too fast for that phase of the train-
ing cycle. It looked as if they were losing him, but the doctor knew 
a fresh batch of subjects were conveniently scheduled to arrive that 
very day. On the other hand, it was a shame; this one showed some 
promise, as he had been an athlete before getting in trouble with 
the law.

Within twenty minutes they had reached their destination. The 
van backed into a loading dock where another medical team was 
waiting, and they transferred the cyclist into a windowless room full 
of emergency medical equipment. As he lay unconscious on a gur-
ney, one orderly cut away the man’s cycling gear while another 
wheeled over what resembled a dialysis machine. By the time it was 
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hooked up, the EEG monitor showed that there was no brain func-
tion, but that was of secondary importance—they had to make sure 
that the heart kept working so that they could recycle the blood and 
fi gure out exactly what had gone wrong, even though they had a 
pretty good idea.

A half hour later, the cyclist was technically dead, but his breath-
ing and heart and vital functions were being maintained mechani-
cally. His body would most likely be worked up and kept with the 
others in this state for as long as it was useful. The man’s blood was 
running through a system that centrifuged it in 100 cc samples, 
separating out the usual components and the additives before rein-
troducing the cells and the plasma back into his artifi cially main-
tained circulation.

A surgical team entered the room, gloved and gowned as if for 
a regular operative procedure. The only difference was that none of 
the team was terribly concerned with sterility, and the scrub had 
been perfunctory at best. Without ceremony, a splenectomy was 
performed on the dead man and a lung sample was taken. Both the 
spleen and the lung sample were immediately sectioned and exam-
ined in the same room by one of the senior scientists on the staff. 
Under the high-powered microscope, he could see what he knew 
would be there, a profusion of microscopic, sapphire-blue spheres 
blocking the capillaries. The scientist checked his watch. He knew 
the boss was out of the country, but he’d need to hear about this 
right away.
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BOULDER, COLORADO

SUNDAY, APRIL 21, 2013, 11:53 A.M.

The woman is desperate and defenseless. A large man is sitting on her 
chest, restraining her, his head turned while watching the other end of a 
long room. The man’s blocking her view, but she knows that whatever’s 
going on is bad. She senses that someone she knows and cares for is 
going to die. As she struggles with the weight on top of her, she looks up 
at her tormentor’s face. He’s a man she knew at one of the foster homes 
and institutions in which she was raised, a man who got too close. She 
looks away and then back at him. Now he’s another man, her uncle, the 
worst of the men who have affected her life, and he’s holding the video 
camera she came to hate.

The uncle she so despises says something in Albanian to a colleague 
who is somewhere in the room. It’s a language she recognizes but no 
longer understands. The look on his face, with its cruel smile, is that of 
a predator, with her being the prey. Enjoying his victim’s terror, he 
speaks again, but now in English. “Do it!” he snarls to his compatriot. 
“Shoot him!” The woman lifts and twists her head unnaturally to get a 
view. A hooded man is tied to a chair with duct tape. He jerks back and 
forth as he tries to free an arm or a leg, like a desperate insect caught in 
a spiderweb. The other man has a gun. He’s walking around the chair, 
shouting in Albanian, lunging forward with the gun outstretched, poking 
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the bound man, teasing him as a cat teases a captured mouse. With 
his free hand the armed man reaches over and tears off the hood and 
then looks back toward his partner. The woman recognizes the bound 
victim. It is a former medical school classmate named Will. And now 
she can see the gunman and recognizes him as well. It’s her father. He 
sees her and turns back toward Will, and as she fi lls the world with 
a screamed “No!” he shoots the prisoner in the head.

Just as suddenly as it appeared, the weight left her chest. The heavy, 
molecular immunology textbook that she had been reading thudded 
to the fl oor. The woman sat up from the sofa, momentarily disori-
ented, sweating, shivering in the coolness of her apartment’s living 
room. She became aware of an unfamiliar sound, not screams or 
gunfi re, but a penetrating ring. It was her doorbell, which had been 
pressed possibly twice in the eighteen months she’d been living 
there.

Still confused, the woman unsteadily got to her feet and walked 
to the narrow entryway of her apartment. Who on earth could be 
ringing her doorbell? Looking through the peephole, she recog-
nized her visitor. She turned and leaned her back against the door, 
stunned anew. The doorbell’s raucous sound echoed around her 
mostly empty apartment, seeming louder than it actually was, but 
as she recovered from the anxiety and tension of the nightmare, it 
was easier to bear. She fortifi ed herself with a deep breath as her 
visitor gave up on the doorbell and loudly knocked three times in 
quick succession. He always was very persistent. With a sigh, she 
turned and opened both locks on her door and pulled it open.

“Pia!” said George Wilson. “You’re home. Terrifi c! How are you?” 
His lips were pulled back in an uncertain smile as he vainly tried to 
look her in the eye and gauge her reaction to his unexpected appear-
ance on her doorstep. Then his line of sight went south, taking in 
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her nearly naked body, and his smile broadened. At least the sight of 
her was welcoming. To him she was as alluring as she’d always been. 
He held a sad-looking bunch of roses.

“George, what the hell are you doing here?” demanded Pia Graz-
dani, pronouncing each word separately, uninterested in hiding her 
intense irritation. Her hands were jammed down on her hips with 
her jaw jutting forward, lips pressed together. Only when she fol-
lowed George’s gaze did she remember she was dressed in only a 
sports bra and panties, exposed to the apartment-complex’s hall-
way, where some of the neighbors’ children were playing. At her 
feet and extending over to the couch where she had fallen asleep 
was a trail of running gear: shoes, ankle-high socks, a white sweat-
shirt, running shirt and shorts, and a small backpack. On the coffee 
table was an iPod with earphones.

“You better come in,” she said with uncamoufl aged resignation, 
backing into the sparsely but tastefully furnished room. “What are 
the fl owers for?” Her tone refl ected her exasperation.

“What do you think? It’s April twenty-fi rst. It’s your birthday. 
Happy birthday, Pia.” George smiled, then shrugged defensively and 
busied himself by shutting the door behind him. He stood his roller 
bag up on its end and telescoped the handle.

“Oh,” Pia said simply. “It’s my birthday?” Pia was aware of the 
date, but had done nothing to acknowledge it. She retreated back 
into the interior of the apartment, picking up her running gear as 
she went.

George took in the lovely swell of Pia’s derriere, appreciating that 
her fi gure was just as stunning in reality as it had been in his imagi-
nation over the far too many months since he’d last seen her. He 
watched as she quickly pulled on the clothes she’d rescued from the 
fl oor. When she plopped down on the sofa, clutching her knees to 
her chest with her bare feet poised on the coffee table’s edge, she 
looked across the room at him. It was painfully clear she was less 
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than thrilled about his surprise visit. George’s eyes swept the apart-
ment. It was of generous size, sparsely appointed with what appeared 
to be new, nondescript furniture. To George it looked as if no one 
lived there. There were no knickknacks, no photos, just a stack of 
medical textbooks on an otherwise empty dining-room table.

“Nice place,” George said, wanting to be positive. He was nervous 
but determined. After months of calling Pia and leaving unreturned 
voice messages and sending countless pleading emails and texts with 
barely a reply, George had talked himself into coming out to see Pia, 
using her birthday as the excuse for a surprise visit.

Since they had last seen each other almost twenty-four months 
previously in New York, George had tried to change his persona, 
even dating a couple of attractive and personable women at the 
UCLA Medical Center, where he was a second-year resident in radi-
ology. George thought he was stronger now, but now that he was in 
Pia’s company, he realized he was no less in love with her, if that was 
what it was. Love sounded better than obsession. His attraction for 
her had become part of his life and would probably remain so, as 
simple as that. It was as if he were addicted. Ultimately George 
didn’t totally understand his own behavior, he just accepted it.

George approached the couch, trying to to make eye contact. As 
usual, Pia looked away. George was able to take that in stride. Over 
four years of medical school he’d grown accustomed to her inability 
to make eye contact. George had also done a lot of reading about 
reactive attachment disorder and post-traumatic stress disorder 
since he and Pia had graduated and parted ways. Earlier in their re-
lationship, at Pia’s suggestion, George had contacted her former 
 social worker, Sheila Brown, who had hinted without exactly saying 
that Pia was contending with these disorders. For George, knowl-
edge was power, and the doctor in him wanted to help Pia and cure 
her, or so he had told himself. Such information was a great source 
of support for him and allowed him over the years to medicalize her 
inability to reciprocate his passion. This way he could weather what 
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others might have found challenging, even devastating, to their self-
esteem.

Reaching the coffee table, George held out the fl owers. Pia sighed, 
and as her shoulders sank, George’s heart fell with them. He’d hoped 
for a much more propitious reception.

“Happy birthday . . .”
“George, you know I don’t care about my birthday,” Pia com-

mented, keeping her arms clasped together around her knees. “And 
that happens to be the sorriest-looking bouquet I’ve seen in a long 
time.” Her voice had lost a degree of its hardness.

George glanced at the fl owers. She was right. The blossoms were 
all wilted. He laughed at the fl owers and at himself. “They have had 
a hard journey. I bought them at the L.A. airport on a whim; we 
had a middle seat on the red-eye to Denver, jammed between two 
people who must weigh three hundred pounds each. I held them 
the whole time, unwilling to consign them to the overhead bin. Then 
we stood all the way from Denver on a bus for ninety minutes be-
fore catching a cab here to your apartment.”

“Why didn’t you run the idea of coming here by me fi rst?” Pia 
asked, shaking her head in disbelief that George would fl y all the 
way from L.A. on a whim, trusting she’d be receptive. It was some-
thing she would never do in a million years.

“I couldn’t run the idea by you. You haven’t been answering voice 
mail, email, or texts. For all I knew, you’d been kidnapped again.”

“Let’s not be overly melodramatic,” Pia said as a chill descended 
her spine. She recoiled at George’s comment as if he had slapped 
her. Since the episode of having been kidnapped back in New York 
as the culmination of a series of tragic events, she had tried to sup-
press the whole experience, but it still consumed her, as attested to 
by the nightmare from which George had just rescued her.

“Okay,” Pia said with another sigh, noisily letting air escape from 
her lungs like a defl ating balloon. “I guess you’re right, I have been 
out of touch, but not deliberately. I mean I haven’t been ignoring 
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you specifi cally. I’ve been so busy, I’ve been ignoring everyone and 
everything.”

Pia gathered her thoughts as the shock of seeing George and the 
anxiety of her nightmare abated. “Listen, I don’t mean to be an ass. 
I had a hard night. I worked till six this morning, and instead of 
sleeping when I got back, I went for a run. After that I tried to read. 
This isn’t a great time for me to have company.” Pia sighed again. 
The reality of having to deal with George was sinking in.

The more her mind cleared, the more she realized that George’s 
sudden appearance was probably her fault, and not just because she 
had been ignoring his persistent attempts to reconnect. The prob-
lem really stemmed from what she had said to him, standing in a 
hospital room in New York two years before, at the very end of the 
events surrounding her kidnapping. She knew she’d encouraged 
him  more than she should have. She’d talked to him about love, 
how she didn’t know what love meant and how she wanted to change 
and be more like George, who she knew loved her, as evidenced by 
his steadfast personal generosity, which he had showered on her, 
despite little encouragement from her.

At the time, Pia and George had been speaking in the presence of 
their fellow medical student, Will McKinley, who was lying in a 
hospital bed, surrounded by monitors, stuck full of tubes and barely 
clinging to life. He’d been shot in the head, just like he had in Pia’s 
nightmare, and left for dead by Pia’s kidnappers, the men who 
wanted Pia and, secondarily, George to stop investigating the death 
of Pia’s mentor, Tobias Rothman, a death Pia had eventually proved 
to be murder. Pia felt another chill creep through her body. Think-
ing about the whole horrid affair and Will’s shooting was something 
she doubted she’d ever be able to come to terms with.

“Have you heard anything new about Will?” Pia asked, hoping for 
some good news since she assumed George was more in contact 
with their previous classmates than she.

“Last I heard, things were pretty much the same. That was a few 
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weeks ago. Antibiotics still haven’t been able to rid him of infection. 
Nor have multiple surgical debridements.”

Pia nodded. This much she knew. The persistent osteomyelitis in 
Will’s skull where the bullet had entered had proved to be resistant 
to all antibiotics. Of course she knew: Will’s continuing health prob-
lems were in large part why she was in Boulder, Colorado.

“I’ll put these in some water,” said George, eager for something 
to do. “Maybe they’ll perk up.” He found a small kitchen off the liv-
ing room and started looking for something for the fl owers. Like 
the rest of the apartment, the kitchen looked barely lived in. The 
fridge was empty other than for some energy drinks and a couple of 
prepacked sandwiches. He picked one up and saw the “best by” date 
was more than three weeks in the past.

“How about we go out and get some lunch?” asked George, who 
had not eaten since the day before and was ravenously hungry. He 
received no reply as he continued looking into cupboards for some-
thing akin to a vase. He found water glasses, but they were far too 
small. Finally he laid the stems in the sink and looked at them wanly. 
He himself didn’t feel much better than they looked.

“Listen, George, I’m sorry I didn’t respond to your messages over 
the last couple of months or so.” Pia had gotten up from the couch 
and was now standing in the doorway of the cramped kitchen.

George wanted to comment that she hadn’t responded to any of 
his messages for more than two months, but he bit his tongue. He 
tried to look her in the eye, but as usual she resisted. George won-
dered if Pia had tried to change, as she had promised back in Will 
McKinley’s hospital room. Would she ever be able to speak from the 
heart, or was she always going to keep a wall between them, fearful 
he might betray her? George knew what kept her from opening up. 
Her childhood in foster care from age six until age eighteen had been 
one of ongoing abuse and betrayal, sucking all the love out of her. She 
had learned to survive by going inward, not trusting anyone.

“I know what I said in Will’s hospital room,” Pia continued. “I’ve 
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tried to change, to be open to love, but I just don’t seem to be able 
to do it.”

George wondered, as he had so often, if Pia could read his thoughts. 
But what was encouraging was that he also thought she looked con-
vincingly pained. If it were true, he thought of it as progress of sorts. 
It certainly wasn’t bringing them together, but at least it might be a 
few steps in that direction.

“My father suddenly reappearing like he did, saving my life at the 
eleventh hour, I suppose I should have been more thankful, but it 
was diffi cult. After abandoning me to foster care and all the pain 
that caused, he thought he could just march back into my life. He 
said he wanted us to be a family, as if that were possible. I had to get 
away from New York and from him and you didn’t help.”

George looked at his shoes. He recalled the uncomfortable meet-
ing he had had with Burim Graziani, born Grazdani, Pia’s father, 
without telling Pia beforehand, much less asking her permission. By 
that time Pia had refused to talk about her kidnapping to George or 
to anyone, and George had been questioned for days by the police. 
What did he know about the deaths of Pia’s boss, the renowned 
 researcher Dr. Tobias Rothman, and his associate, Dr. Yamamoto? 
What had happened when Pia was abducted in the street and Will 
McKinley shot, events he had witnessed? Did he know where Pia 
had been held, and how she escaped? Had he ever heard of Edmund 
Mathews and Russell Lefevre, two bankers whose deaths were 
thought to be linked to Rothman’s? In truth, George knew very lit-
tle, and when Burim called him, saying he was Pia’s father who had 
changed his family name after giving Pia up to foster care, and asked 
to meet, it was a bolt from the clear blue sky. Unfortunately George 
had thought he could help.

When they met, despite George’s unfamiliarity with life’s un-
pleasant underside, he recognized in Burim Grazdani, he couldn’t 
adjust to Graziani, a very dangerous man. George had left their meet-
ing in a café shaken up, but he had agreed to try to intercede be-
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tween Burim and Pia. Once again his urge to try to help had got 
the better of him. When Pia had learned of the meeting she’d be-
come enraged, screaming at George to stay out of her life, saying 
that this man who said he was her father was dead to her. It was 
one  of the last times George had seen Pia before he left for Los 
 Angeles and she had left for a supposed long sojourn on a beach 
somewhere, a trip Pia had never talked about to him before coming 
to L.A. herself.

“I understand you wanted to get away from New York, and maybe 
it was best for you,” said George, even though he regretted her 
 leaving terribly. “I understand your sudden career confusion and 
wanting to put off your internal medicine residency and getting a 
PhD because of Rothman’s death. I understand all that. But Boul-
der! Why Boulder . . . ?”

“I love it here, George. I love the air. I love my work. I love the 
mountains. I’ve become a health nut. I started running, mountain 
biking, even skiing.”

As Pia carried on about Boulder and exactly what she was doing 
in her current work, George stopped listening. He didn’t care about 
Boulder; what he really wanted to know was why she had not ended 
up in L.A., where Pia had said she was going before they had fallen 
out over her father. The fact that Pia had told him she was going to 
L.A. to do research for several years was the one and only reason he 
had turned down the residency at Columbia Medical Center and 
gone to Los Angeles himself. As he might have predicted, without 
Pia there, he was not fond of L.A. Pia was still talking.

“. . . and another reason I came here to Boulder was because of 
Will McKinley’s osteomyelitis infection in his skull. If you haven’t 
guessed, I feel overwhelmingly guilty about his condition. Indi-
rectly, I was responsible. My hope is that we can use nanotechnology 
in the form of a microbivore-based antibacterial treatment on him. 
We’ve got them here at Nano, and they work. What is needed at this 
point is FDA approval, which is what we’re going to be working for 
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as soon as we fi nish preliminary safety studies. Ever since I’ve been 
here I’ve been working with these microbivores. They are amazing.”

“Microbivores? You’ll need to fi ll me in a little.”
“George, you weren’t listening. Didn’t you hear what I was just 

telling you about what I’ve been doing here for eighteen months?”
“My mind wandered a bit,” George admitted. His uncertain smile 

returned. The hoped-for rapprochement with Pia was testing his 
less-than-perfect diplomatic skills.

“I’m not supposed to be talking about what we are doing before 
all the patents are formalized, but what the hell. I haven’t breathed 
a word to anyone. I trust you will keep what I say under your hat.”

“No problem,” George assured her. He wanted to encourage her. 
Counting on his confi dence was a suggestion of intimacy, for which 
George hungered.

“It’s going to be a new type of antisepsis,” Pia continued. “The 
antibiotic era of fi ghting bacteria is near its end. I mean, bacteria 
are developing resistance faster than new antibiotics can be found. 
The hope is that medical nanotechnology will come to the rescue 
and provide rapid cures, particularly for sepsis. Specifi cally, I’m con-
vinced it could cure Will’s osteomyelitis.”

“How will nanotechnology help Will?”
“As I said: by using the microscopic nanorobots called, appro-

priately enough, microbivores, which I’ve been working with for al-
most two years. They are much smaller than red blood cells, and 
they eat bacteria and other microorganisms when introduced into 
the bloodstream of a living animal. They’ll even be able to be pro-
grammed to seek out, eat, and digest infectious proteins like prions 
or the tau proteins associated with Alzheimer’s disease, which anti-
biotics are useless against.”

“I’m sorry to have to admit this, but my knowledge of nanomedi-
cine isn’t the greatest. I mean, I know how it has contributed to sun 
screens, but that’s about it.”
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“Well, you are going to have to catch up or you’re going to be left 
behind. Medical nanotechnology is the future. It’s going to totally 
change medicine, probably as much as regenerative stem cell tech-
nology. Between the two, fi ve or ten years from now, the practice of 
medicine is going to be completely different.”

“Microbivores coursing around in the body eating up bacteria. 
Sounds like that old science-fi ction movie Fantastic Voyage.”

“I guess. I never saw it. But this is not science fi ction.”
“And they are smaller than a red blood cell?”
“Absolutely. The ones I’m working on are ovoid, with their long 

axis about three micrometers long, which is six times smaller than 
the width of a human hair.”

“I’m telling you: this sounds like science fi ction.”
“They’re real. I’m working with them every day.”
“So, what about L.A.?”
Pia cocked her head to the side and regarded George question-

ingly. “What do you mean, ‘what about L.A.?’  ” To her, George’s 
comment was a total non sequitur.

“I thought you were going to L.A. to do research. You never men-
tioned Boulder . . .”

“Well, there was a brief period when I thought I was going to 
go  to L.A. I had found out there was a nanotechnology company 
in  L.A. that was interested in microbivores, but their program is 
still in the design stage. I applied for a research position, but then I 
was contacted by a head-hunter who sought me out for the company 
here in Boulder called Nano, which has far outpaced its competitors 
in molecular manufacturing.”

“You’ve lost me again. What’s molecular manufacturing?”
“It’s building nano-sized devices essentially atom by atom, mole-

cule by molecule. It is the key to making these nanorobots. The 
head-hunter told me that Nano had already built some microbi-
vore prototypes and had begun testing them in vivo. At that point it 
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was a no-brainer for me. You’ll have to see scanning electron micro-
scope images we have of these things. They’ll blow you away. Truly. 
They are incredible.”

“My mind is ready to be blown!” George said, looking at Pia, who 
returned his stare with more eye contact than usual. He could tell 
her formidable mind was in high gear. As so often happened, he 
worried that she could read his mind and realize how little he knew 
about what she was so passionate about and, if she could, the prog-
ress they seemed to be making reconnecting on a personal level 
would evaporate.

“I guess I’m going to learn a lot about nanotechnology.”
“Wait a second,” Pia commented. “George, you didn’t move to 

L.A. because I—”
“No, no, of course not.” George desperately wanted to change 

this particular subject. He had moved to L.A. because of Pia for 
sure, but at the moment he didn’t want to admit it and look weak. 
He knew Pia hated when he seemed weak and apologetic. “This 
work with microbivores must be fascinating,” he continued lamely. 
“Will you be able to show me what you are doing? I’d love to check 
it out.”

Pia continued to regard George with an intensity that made him 
look away.

“I really am starved,” George said, needing to say something. He 
rubbed his hands together nervously and changed the subject. “What 
about some lunch? You must be hungry yourself.”

Pia glanced over at George’s roller bag, then back to George. 
“Where are you intending to stay?”

“Actually, I was hoping . . . ” George said, smiling his broadest, 
albeit insincere smile. It had worked in the past with other women, 
but he feared it was wasted on Pia.

Pia closed her eyes for a moment and shook her head almost 
 imperceptibly. “How long are you intending to stay in Boulder?”

“Not long,” George added hopefully. “I only got a couple of days 
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free. I told my chief it was a family emergency. I have to go back on 
Tuesday. I’m hoping to talk you into reciprocating and coming out 
to L.A. sometime soon.”

“Okay, we’ll talk about that later. Lunch? Sure, but it’ll have to 
be fast. Then how about we head out to where I work. I can show 
you some of what I’ve been doing. The fact is, I’ve got a couple of 
experiments running I need to check on within the hour.”

“Sounds good,” said George. He brightened. It seemed like prog-
ress, of a sort.
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