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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, events, places, businesses and incidents are either the products of the authors’ imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

As for content, this is a fictional book and as always, every effort has been made to cleanly edit the text. However, typos do happen.  If you find any errors, please accept my apology and bring them to my attention, so I can provide a better book for all future readers.  Thank you!

“The minute you doubt yourself...the game is over and you lose.” ~ Ava Gardner
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Previously...
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The phone rang as I walked out of the shower.  Hurrying over, I grabbed it and heard Liz say, “I have some information.  Can we meet for lunch instead of dinner?”

“I’ve got an hour at noon,” I replied, wondering what she’d found.  

“Meet me at the park,” she said.  “It’s a short walk and I’ll bring you a sandwich.  We need to talk somewhere private.”

“I’ll see you there.”  I smiled.  “Thanks, Liz.”

For a moment she didn’t respond.  “Jazzmyn, whatever you do, don’t ask any questions this morning.  Not until after we have lunch.”

“Liz, what’s wrong?”  I checked my watch.  “I could meet you now.  I doubt they’ll care if I’m a few minutes late for desk duty.”

“No,” Liz replied.  “Keep your schedule as planned.  I’ll explain everything, when I see you.”
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Chapter 1
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I followed the woman past several cubicles until she finally stopped at one towards the back.  “This is yours,” she said with a bored expression.  “If you have any questions, ask one of your colleagues or find me.”

I nodded and smiled.  “Thank you,” I began, but she’d already spun around on her heel and started back the way we’d come.

Looking around, I realized that everyone seemed busy at their computers, but I had the feeling they were waiting to see if I would stay or go.  Most field personnel did not do well behind a desk.

Glancing over at the cubicle closest to me, I saw a younger man with red hair tapping on his keyboard.  He looked up and smiled.  “You don’t look like an analyst.”

“I don’t?”  I smiled.  “What does an analyst look like?”

Well, me for one,” the man replied.  Walking over, he held out his hand.  “I’m Tristan.”

“Nice to meet you, Tristan.”  I shook his hand.  “I’m Jazzmyn.  Have you been an analyst long?”

“Five years,” he said, glancing back at his computer.  “I specialize in cyber-intelligence, which is just a fancy way to say computer hacking.”

“That must be interesting.”  I looked over at my desk.  “I’m doing research on Mediterranean climate change.”

“Right.”  He raised an eyebrow.  “My guess is you’re an agent and doing a little desk time.”  He lowered his voice.  “No offense, but you’re very pretty for an analyst...and we don’t research climate change in this department.”

“Good to know.” I smiled.  “I’ll have to work on my cover story.  Do you have any coffee around here or do we have to go to the cafeteria?”

“Don’t even joke about that,” he replied.  “Everyone knows the cafeteria coffee is horrible.  We have an espresso machine in back.”  He waved his hand towards the bank of windows.  “Follow me.”

I followed him to the windows and took a right, then walked past some more cubicles.  The espresso machine and a water tank were against the far wall, along with some vending machines. 

“I guess biscotti would be too much to ask for,” I said, glancing at the machines.

“Not something you’ll find in this department,” Tristan agreed, “but the chocolate chip cookies in that machine on the right aren’t too bad.”

We got our coffee and walked back to my desk.  Setting my cup down, I asked, “Tristan, do you think you could help me with something?” 

“Sure,” he replied.  “Something with your computer?”

“Actually,” I lowered my voice slightly and continued, “I’d like some help with my calendar from last month.  Do you think you can help me retrieve it?”  I smiled.  “I need to make some notes on my last assignment and I lost my link.”  

“Well...” he began, then smiled back.  “I guess I could do that.”  He sat down at my desk.  “You just need the dates, the location and your access code,” he said, tapping on a few keys.  “Once you have those, you should be able to pull up any appointments or meetings you had planned as well as any travel itinerary.”  
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