
48 HOURS WITHOUT POWER

 

Opening Scene

 

The President moved slowly toward the official platform, another stop in an endless sequence of appearances that blurred into one another. Faces, handshakes, flags. Different cities, same words.

 

He paused for a moment and raised his hand to his brow, shielding his eyes as he tried to measure the size of the crowd gathered for his speech. The sun struck his face directly, sharp and intrusive, stirring a sudden discomfort.

 

Since when does the sun bother me? he thought.

 

He turned slightly to the right, searching for the head of his personal security detail. Sunglasses. He needed his sunglasses.

 

The dizziness came without warning.

 

A cold sweat spread across his forehead. His vision narrowed, the edges of the crowd dissolving into light and noise. Then pain—sudden, violent—like a spike being driven deep into his skull.

 

The President tried to speak.

 

He never did.

 

Darkness took him.

 

For a fraction of a second, the presidential entourage froze, caught between disbelief and training. Then the head of security lunged forward, vaulting over the barrier toward the podium.

 

The President had fallen face-first onto the stage, collapsing in full view of thousands—perhaps tens of thousands—of spectators. And likely many more watching live, though no one yet knew how many cameras were broadcasting the moment the most powerful man in the world hit the ground.

 

The crowd screamed.

 

The world stopped.

Vice President – Europe

 

The door of the aircraft sealed shut with a muted thud, cutting off the noise of the tarmac outside.

 

The Vice President exhaled slowly.

 

The official presidential aircraft had suffered a technical failure—nothing serious, they had assured him. Temporary. The President would rejoin the delegation at the next stop of the European tour. Everything was under control. That phrase again.

 

He sank into the leather chair opposite the small conference table and unfolded the briefing folder for the next day. Meetings, speeches, private dinners. Europe had been long. Longer than expected. Cities blurred together, time zones slipping out of sync with his body.

 

His secretary leaned in, lowering her voice.

 

“You still need to speak with the President before tomorrow’s meeting,” she reminded him.

 

He nodded absently.

 

“After takeoff,” he said. “I’ll call him once we’re airborne.”

 

The seatbelt clicked into place. The engines rose in pitch, the familiar vibration passing through the cabin as the aircraft began to move. He closed his eyes for a brief moment and felt the weight of exhaustion settle in.

 

Then the plane lifted.

 

As the city lights fell away beneath them, the Vice President reached for the secure phone. His thumb hovered over the screen, ready to dial.

 

The first explosion hit without warning.

 

The aircraft jolted violently, metal screaming as something tore through the fuselage. A second blast followed almost instantly, louder—closer—accompanied by shattering glass and human screams.

 

The cabin decompressed in a heartbeat.

 

The Vice President barely had time to register the cold before the air rushed out with unimaginable force. The wall beside him ripped open, a gaping wound in the aircraft’s side.

 

He saw his secretary vanish first—lifted off her feet and dragged screaming into the void—followed by three, maybe four members of his personal security team, pulled away like debris in a storm.

 

Then the lights went out.

 

And the aircraft began to fall.

Breaking News

 

The red banner appeared first.

 

BREAKING NEWS

 

The anchor paused for a fraction of a second longer than necessary. Long enough for the control room to realize something was wrong.

 

“We’re receiving unconfirmed reports of a medical emergency involving the President of the United States,” she said, her voice steady, practiced. “Details are still coming in, but we understand the incident occurred moments ago during a public appearance.”

 

The image behind her shifted—shaky footage, phones raised above a crowd, security agents rushing the stage. The President’s body lay motionless, partially obscured by suits and outstretched arms.

 

“In a separate and developing situation,” the anchor continued, glancing briefly off-camera, “sources are now telling us that the Vice President’s aircraft has experienced a serious incident over European airspace.”

 

The words serious incident hung in the air, carefully chosen.

 

“We are working to confirm reports of an explosion aboard the aircraft. At this moment, the Vice President’s condition is unknown.”
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