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      The golden afternoon light gently filtered through the large floor-to-ceiling windows illuminating the Fabergé exhibit in the Metropolitan Museum of Art. Eighteen-year-old Rebecca Hunter Lake, Becca, stood in the middle of the room next to a display case and gazed at a Fabergé artifact. Her heart pounded with excitement as she studied the beautifully crafted piece.

      On a pedestal underneath protective glass lay an impressive gold, ribbed cigarette case decorated with a lemon-gold double-headed Imperial Eagle. The label read, Made between 1899 and 1904.

      A tall, handsome young man with short, dark hair, walked up to the display case, stood right next to her, and stared at the item. A couple of years older than her, the young man wore an expensive brown leather jacket with an asymmetrical zipper, dark gray skinny fit jeans, and black combat boots. He looked like the type of guy who would be on the cover of all the tabloids, but she wouldn’t know who he was because she never read any entertainment gossip. He flexed his long fingers by his side and she caught a glimpse of his stunning gold-faced watch with a dark brown leather band. The man glanced at her and gave her a cocky wink, which she found unusually attractive.

      He turned back to the display case and studied the Fabergé item.

      “Did you know there’s a rumor that this cigarette case may contain a secret leading to one of Fabergé’s lost eggs?” Becca blabbered, unable to contain her giddiness around the handsome stranger. She realized this was the first time she’d ever talked to someone so cute.

      “Really? Where’d you hear that?” he said with a deep voice.

      “I’m getting a head start on my thesis for when I start at Columbia University next year. It’s about Peter Carl Fabergé and theoretically where one of his seven lost eggs may be located today.”

      “That seems ambitious. Got any facts to back up your theory?”

      “Nothing concrete…yet. I was hoping I’d be allowed to have a curator examine the cigarette case up close for any sign of proof, but the museum shut me down.”

      “That’s expected,” the man said. “I would think to get access to any museum piece you’d have to know someone very high up.”

      She sensed the conversation was coming to an end and wanted to keep chatting. “You know, if I was going to steal it, I’d do it right now, when the sun hits the case and blurs everything around it,” Becca joked. “The natural light is perfect to hide any unusual movements. Plus, the guard isn’t looking.”

      The man glanced at her. “You would, would you?” he asked, a wry smile turning up one side of his mouth.

      “I would,” Becca grinned. “If I knew I could get away with it. Beautiful, isn’t it?”

      The man’s smile widened, but it didn’t reach his eyes this time. He barely turned his head to glance at her and he didn’t answer her question.

      Becca saw the single-minded concentration he directed on the display case. She’d only been talking theoretically. State-of-the-art security cameras were placed strategically around every room of the museum. They would easily catch a misguided thief’s attempt to steal a priceless item.

      She glanced around the empty room. The male guard at the far corner was still looking away.

      “How would you steal it?” she asked. “In theory.”

      He pulled out his smartphone.

      “Like this.”

      He pressed an app with his thumb and the cigarette display case immediately popped open a fraction of an inch. Startled, Becca looked at the security cameras and noticed the green light was out on all of them.

      In less than five seconds, the man lifted the cigarette case out and replaced it with an exact duplicate. Becca knew there were pressure sensors that would set off alarms when a change occurred, but to her surprise, no alarms went off. The man slipped the cigarette case into his inside jacket pocket, closed the display case, and pressed the app on his phone one more time. Becca glanced back at the security cameras and saw the green lights were active once again.

      The thief looked at Becca and gave her a wide, charming smile. He patted his jacket pocket and said, “Ciao, Beautiful,” then turned to leave.

      “You…you just stole that.” Becca’s mind raced, as she comprehended what just happened. “Wait. Stop. THIEF!” she shouted and pointed at the man.

      “Not cool,” the thief muttered.

      “Hey! What’s going on here?” shouted the guard from the other side of the room.

      “I just saw that guy steal the cigarette case!” Becca said.

      “What?” the man said with fake innocence. “I was just looking.”

      The guard spoke into his walkie-talkie. “Possible theft in the Fabergé room. Lockdown the museum. Call the police.”

      “This is ridiculous,” the man said. “She’s crazy.”

      The guard cautiously approached the man. “Sir, I need you to empty your pockets.”

      Two more guards hurried into the room and blocked the exit.

      “It’s in his inside left jacket pocket,” Becca added.

      “I need you to keep your hands in sight,” the guard said. “You too, lady.”

      “I didn’t do anything,” Becca told the guard. “I swear.”

      Alarms rang throughout the building. A gate slid down from the ceiling, trapping everyone in the Fabergé exhibit.

      “This is all a big misunderstanding,” the thief said, still playing the innocent act as he backed away from the guards and closer to Becca.

      “Keep your hands where we can see them. We’re going to search both of you,” the first guard said.

      In a quick move, the thief grabbed Becca and pulled her into his arms. He whipped out a knife and held it to her neck. Her heart raced with fear. They’d just been flirting and now she was his hostage.

      The three guards drew their weapons.

      “Open the gate,” the thief demanded in a calm, threatening tone.

      Becca forced herself to think rationally amidst the chaos. The knife blade was razor-sharp and must have been made of ceramic material. The blade wasn’t cold against her neck and she knew the thief couldn’t have brought a metal knife into the museum. It wouldn’t have gotten through the metal detectors.

      The guard’s walkie-talkie squawked. “This is the police. We’re coming in.”

      The thief kept Becca close, using her as a human shield. She watched the gate rise and the room dedicated to Fabergé’s priceless artifacts filled with armed police officers who surrounded Becca and the thief.

      Dizzy from being yanked around, fear feeding her adrenaline, Becca pulled on the man’s arm to keep the knife from touching her neck. Using all her strength, she twisted away as she jerked the knife from his hand. It fell to the floor and shattered into pieces.

      She was free.

      The police rushed the thief and pinned him to the ground. Becca watched as they roughly put his hands behind his back, cuffed him, and read him his rights. Two officers lifted the thief to his feet and held him still while a third patted him down.

      “No weapons. The only thing on him was this,” one officer said.

      Becca watched the officer hand the real cigarette case to his superior. The superior officer walked over to her and asked, “Is this the item you saw that man take?”

      “Yes,” she replied, trying to control her emotions. “I saw him put a fake in the display case when he took the real one out of it.”

      “Let’s have the curator inspect the cigarette case that’s on display right now,” the officer told the head security guard.

      “He’s on his way,” the guard replied.

      A few minutes later the curator, a tall, thin man in his sixties arrived and went straight to the police officer in charge. Becca didn’t talk with the man, but his erect posture and bland expression gave her the impression of a stuffy, middle-aged man.

      The officer handed the curator the real cigarette case, which he inspected thoroughly. Then the curator opened the display case to inspect the fake. He turned them both over, felt the gold ribs on the outside of each, glanced inside the cases, and did another complete inspection to differentiate the two. He held up his left hand and with a nod of his head he said, “This is the real one.”

      The curator opened the display case and returned the real cigarette case to its proper place on display for all to see. He handed the fake to the officer in charge. “Get rid of this monstrosity.”

      Becca saw the thief watching the curator with narrowed eyes. As two police officers escorted him past her, the thief leaned forward, putting his face in Becca’s. His eyes glared with rage and frightened her.

      “I’m going to find you,” he growled. “You have no idea what you’re getting into.”

      The police officers struggled to pull the thief away from Becca. The thief rammed his body into the superior officer, who tried to hold onto Becca to keep from falling but wasn’t successful. The officer lost his grip on the fake cigarette case and fell to the floor.

      The force of the falling officer caused Becca to lose her balance. She tripped into the back of the curator’s legs, causing them to buckle under him. In the process, the curator kicked the whole display case over and the top popped open. The real cigarette case fell out.

      As everyone fell to the floor, the real case slid near Becca. She saw the fake case as it fell out of the officer’s hand and watched it slide next to the real case.

      The thief made a run for it.

      The officers scrambled to their feet to aid the museum security guards as they tackled the thief and pinned him to the floor.

      Becca noticed no one was looking at the cigarette cases. Acting on impulse, she switched the two cases on the floor.

      When the curator got up, he grabbed the fake cigarette case off the floor. The curator didn’t pay attention to the case he’d just grabbed, as he appeared to be more concerned about his flustered appearance in front of all the police officers. She watched him fix his shirt, his tie, and his hair as others righted the overturned display case.

      Too preoccupied with his appearance, the curator quickly placed the fake in the display case. He closed and locked the top. “The real case is back where it belongs.” He glanced around. “Are we done here?”

      The officer in charge returned to Becca and the curator after securing the thief. He picked up the cigarette case from the floor, not knowing he now held the real one. “If all is in order for you, we can take care of the rest.”

      The curator pointed to the thief. “I never want to see him in my museum again.” He stormed off in a tizzy.

      “Here,” the officer in charge said to Becca, holding out the real cigarette case. “You helped us catch our perp. Seems a waste to throw a nice knock-off away. Keep it as a reminder for being a good citizen.”

      Becca couldn’t believe it. It was so simple. The distraction of the thief mixed with the curator’s self-absorbed attitude had masked the deception. Becca knew she should do the right thing, wanted to do the right thing, but to her own surprise, she took the real cigarette case from the officer and simply replied, “Thank you. Just doing what I can.”

      She put the case in her pocket and saw the thief glaring at her. She knew he was the only one in the entire room who knew the truth.

      Becca now had the real cigarette case and all she had to do was walk out the front door of the museum.
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      Hours later, Becca exited the apartment bathroom wearing a robe and a towel around her head. She lived with her mother in a two-bedroom apartment, but her mother was visiting friends for a few days. She double-checked the front door, making certain it was securely locked. She had left the shades open so she could see the lights of New York City when she’d left earlier, but decided to close the shades, now paranoid by the feeling that someone might be watching her from afar. The feeling of constantly looking over her shoulder overwhelmed her since she had committed a crime for the first time in her life. What was even worse, she was excited she had succeeded.

      She sat down at the dining room table and pulled the Fabergé cigarette case from her bathrobe pocket to study it. Her hands shook as she turned the case over, rubbed the back, and marveled that she held something Peter Carl Fabergé himself had made.

      Becca turned the case to the front and carefully lifted the lid. There was nothing inside. She re-examined it, studied the weight of it, and traced the ornamental design. She ran her fingers along the inside of the case and found a tiny latch. Click. A false bottom opened and inside was a fragile, folded rough-textured piece of paper.

      Her heart pounded as she delicately opened the paper, careful not to rip it. Becca gasped with excitement as she read,

      
        
        37Preparºer6178Ecastelet557N5gui17chetº

      

      

      Her excitement crashed into disappointment. “What does this mean?” she muttered.

      She couldn’t believe it. After constant rejections from the museum’s curator to examine the case up close, she finally had closure in knowing she’d been correct. Something had been inside, but it didn’t make any sense. It was pure gibberish.

      A knock thudded on the door, followed by a voice. “Delivery.”

      “Thank God.” Becca’s stomach grumbled. She hadn’t eaten for hours. She quickly placed the fragile paper back in the secret compartment of the cigarette case, shoved it under one of the couch cushions, then opened the door revealing an angry delivery man. After seconds of wondering why the man was angry with her, she realized he wasn’t a delivery person at all; he was the thief from the museum.

      The thief shoved into her room before she could slam the door in his face.

      Becca’s heart pounded with fear.

      He smiled. “Found you.” He closed and locked the door behind him then stepped closer to her. “All it took was a glance at the paperwork the arresting officer left carelessly on his desk and I knew where to come, Rebecca Hunter Lake.”

      She backed away and bumped into the coffee table. “Get the hell away from me!” Becca grabbed her cell phone and dialed 911.

      “That won’t work right now.” He glared.

      Becca’s phone had no signal. She hurried to the landline phone and picked it up. The line was dead.

      The thief held up his smartphone. “Jamming app. No phone will work within a one-hundred-yard radius while it’s activated.”

      Realizing she was trapped, she hung up the phone and decided to stall as she planned her escape. “What do you want?”

      “I saw what you did at the museum. Pretty smooth. Using distraction as your ally to make a simple lift. You’ve got skills, but you’ve become a royal pain in my ass today and I want the case back.”

      “No.”

      The thief squeezed his fists, gritted his teeth, and moved closer to her. She kept a good distance between them.

      “Look, you seem like a nice girl. Annoying, but nice. I meant what I said earlier. You really have no idea what you’re getting yourself into. So just hand over the piece and I’ll be on my way.”

      “Why do you want it?”

      “I won’t tell you that. The less you know the better. For your own sake. Now hand it over.”

      “It’s not here,” she lied, hoping to get him to leave. “I returned it to the museum anonymously.”

      The thief ignored her and searched the desk drawers and the couch cushions. He pulled up the cushion and found the case, holding it up for display as he turned and smiled. “You need to work on your lying skills.” Becca hoped to make a run for it, but the thief would be between her and the front door before she could get there.

      She sucked in a breath. Was the thief armed? Would he hurt her? “You have what you want. Just go.” She watched the man for aggressive behavior. He showed none now that he had the cigarette case. It didn’t matter to her who had the case. Becca had seen the text inscribed on the old paper and thanks to her God-given gift of a photographic memory, her mind had already memorized it.

      In a way, the thief was doing her a favor by taking the case off her hands. She wouldn’t have to worry about the police finding it in her possession. All that needed to be done was to have him leave or to get away from him.

      The thief opened the door then stopped and faced her in the doorway. “I watched you cleverly take the case from the museum at the perfect time when no one else would notice, and now you’re not even putting up a fight to keep it…”

      Becca saw the realization on his face.

      “You figured it out already, didn’t you?”

      Becca’s silence betrayed her. The thief closed and locked the door behind him “What did you find?”

      Becca stayed silent.

      “I don’t have time to fool around with you,” the thief said, “as much as I’d like to.”

      She couldn’t believe he was hitting on her now. Only a few hours ago he held her at knifepoint. “Who are you?”

      “Reed Alexander Carter. You can call me RC.”

      Are you kidding me? Of all the things to happen to her today, one of the most notorious, womanizing, Forbes top-thirty-under-thirty trust fund babies with a secret propensity for thievery, was standing in her apartment. She had heard his name from her good-for-nothing father. Reed Alexander Carter was from a famous family who used their riches to hunt for lost treasures. A hobby that had split her own family apart. She had never seen a photo of RC before because that kind of tabloid nonsense didn’t hold her attention. If it wasn’t history, she wasn’t interested.

      “What douche has three first names?” was all she could say as her mind raced a hundred miles a minute.

      RC grinned as he moved away from the door and closer to Becca. She backed away from him.

      “I need you to answer me honestly. Do you know what’s inside the case?”

      “No.” She stood her ground and hoped he’d believe her.

      “Don’t lie to me. Your life depends on your honesty.”

      She caught a sense of protectiveness in his tone, which confused her even more. “Why would I tell you anything when you keep threatening me? You have the case. Leave me alone.”

      “I can’t,” he said frustrated. He made his way past her to the window and cautiously peered through the crack between the shades. “Now they’ll hunt you everywhere you go.”

      Becca felt a cold chill creep up her spine. “Who?”

      RC turned off the jamming app and made a call. “I’ve got a baby who needs a nest.” He hung up the phone.

      “What are you talking about? Who was that? I thought you were the one after me.” She didn’t like how his words frightened her. “Just go.”

      “Sweetheart, you wish I was the only one after you.”

      His phone buzzed. He answered, looking out the window again staying off to the side. “Meet in the parking lot around the back in five.” RC hung up his phone and headed toward the front door. “Come on, we’re leaving. Change into something fast. You’ll be safe with⁠—”

      Becca smashed RC in the head with a table lamp, knocking him out cold on the floor.
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      “This is all I have on me, Barry. I knocked him out, threw on my clothes, grabbed my cell phone wallet, and got the hell out of there. The dude is creepy.” Becca brought Barry, her best friend since they were eight years old, up to speed over breakfast at his favorite coffee shop the next morning.

      “I’m still trying to get over the fact that you left Reed Alexander Carter unconscious in your apartment. If only the paparazzi were there. You’d be famous.”

      “I’m serious, Barry.”

      “I know. I just wanted to lighten the mood.”

      “I’m telling you, we were right. There was a clue in the cigarette case. I just don’t know what it means.”

      You’ve had a crazy twenty-four hours. What did he mean by, “You wish I was the only one after you?”

      “I don’t know and I didn’t want to stay to find out.”

      “Let me see what was inside the case.”

      “I need a pen.”

      Barry got one out of his backpack and handed it to her. She quickly scribbled out the letters, numbers, and symbols on a paper napkin then pushed it toward him.

      “I wish I had your memory.”

      Barry’s envy was no secret to her. He loved watching her look at random textbooks and instantly be able to reproduce paragraphs accurately. It was one of his favorite games to play with her and he’d always used her to win other classmates’ lunch money in high school.

      Barry took a sip of coffee and studied the script.

      “I looked up the words on my way over here,” Becca said. “Preparer comes from the Latin verb parere which means to try to get. Guichet is a French word and it means a grating, a hatch, or a small opening in a wall, and castelet is French for a small castle. But none of the words make any sense together, and I have no idea how the numbers and symbols fit in with the puzzle.”

      “It doesn’t look like any anagram that I’m familiar with. Let me run it through Josephine to see what she comes up with.”

      “I still can’t believe you named your computer.” Becca cracked up at how giddy Barry looked as he pulled out his laptop from his backpack and booted it up. He didn’t respond to her. His laser focus always kicked in when he was excited about something. It was one of the many things Becca enjoyed about Barry. He was as smart as she was, but without her photographic memory. Plus, his analytical mind worked better when he was figuring out a problem or puzzle. If she needed something researched beyond the norm, extracted from a computer, deciphered, or whatever…she called Barry.

      She took a bite of her scrambled eggs. The waiter refilled their cups with steaming coffee.

      “Thank you,” Becca said with a sigh. She wasn’t a great morning person, and coffee always helped keep her alert.

      “It’s not an Enigma code or Caesar Shift cipher,” Barry said, not looking away from the screen. He typed some more.

      “Latin and French,” Becca mumbled, “prepare a grating or hatch in a wall in a castle? What castle?”

      Barry straightened. “What did you say?”

      Before she could reply, RC strode up to the table, grabbed a chair from the empty table next to them, placed it between her and Barry, turned it around, and casually leaned his arms across the back, looking at her.

      “Hi, there,” he said, ignoring Barry’s existence.

      Becca tensed with fear as she saw the calm, cold stare in RC’s eyes. “How…did you find me?” Her chest tightened and she felt herself taking small, shallow breaths. She saw Barry cover the napkin with his laptop and to her relief, RC didn’t seem to notice.

      “You know what?” RC began as he grabbed a piece of bacon off Becca’s plate and took a bite. “I have a massive headache. You’ve become a royal pain in my ass, girl.”

      Two men dressed in dark suits with white shirts and dark sunglasses stopped at their table between Becca and RC. Becca immediately knew something was wrong by the way they carried themselves and how they towered over them like mercenaries about to torture their captives. They looked government, but something was off.

      “You three,” one of the men said with a very intense baritone voice, “You need to come with us. Now.”

      The undertone of his words gave them no choice. Becca looked at RC, expecting them to be his bodyguards, but the slight shake of his head and the look on his face confirmed that RC had never seen these men before.

      Becca saw the bulge of the firearms they carried under their suit coats. She could tell both men were right-handed by the fact that their concealed weapons were on their left side. If she wanted to get away, she’d maybe have half a second to do so before they drew their guns on them.

      She glanced at Barry’s full cup of coffee, then at RC. His eyes drifted to the same cup and without speaking a word she knew he understood what she planned to do. With no intent to comply, she took a sip of her coffee then asked, “What’s this about?” Becca didn’t have the cigarette case on her anymore so she knew she was in the clear, but these two men didn’t look like they were from the museum. “Who are you? FBI? Secret Service? NSA?”

      Ignoring her questions, the leader of the two men grabbed Becca’s left arm and pulled her out of her chair. With her right hand, Becca threw her coffee into the leader’s face, forcing him to let go. At the same time, RC grabbed Barry’s coffee and threw it into the other man’s face.

      Both men hollered in pain as the scalding coffee burned their skin. They each grabbed a glass of ice water off the table and tossed it onto their faces to quell the stinging.

      RC grabbed Becca’s hand and they raced toward the kitchen. Barry grabbed his laptop, its case, and hurried after them.

      The two men gave chase.

      RC led Becca and Barry through the kitchen, out the back door, and up a side street, through a t-shirt shop, out its back door, and down another street.

      Becca wondered if he knew where he was going. Stumbling to keep up, she was rapidly running out of breath. “Hold up. I need to stop.” She leaned against a building wall.

      “You need to work out more,” RC said.

      “Who were those guys?” Barry looked back to make sure they weren’t followed.

      “The ones I warned her about last night,” RC said.

      “You’re blaming me?” she gasped between deep breaths.

      “Yeah. If you hadn’t clocked me, this wouldn’t be happening.” His tone annoyed her but Becca knew he was right.

      “We need to keep moving. Pace your breathing.” RC dragged her into a coffee shop two doors down, where they stood in a corner out of sight. Becca’s breathing slowly returned to normal while RC watched out the windows. Patrons of the shop looked at them curiously, but no one said anything.

      “By the way, I do work out,” Becca corrected, “I just don’t run.” She leaned her head against a wall and looked longingly at a cup of iced coffee.

      “Do you think we lost them?” Barry asked, looking out another window, worried.

      Becca watched RC glance around the coffee shop. He stopped when he saw something in the corner on the ceiling. Becca followed his gaze and noticed a security camera watching them.

      Becca put two and two together. “You don’t think they…”

      “We need to go right now!” RC said.

      “What is that?” Barry asked with fear.

      Becca and RC both looked out the window and saw a black SUV heading straight for them.

      “Move!” RC pulled Becca out of the way and covered her with his body as they both dove to the checkered floor. Barry jumped in the opposite direction.

      Crash!

      The SUV blasted through the coffee shop entrance, shattering the windows. Glass flew across the room, people screamed and jumped out of the way of the vehicle. Tables were smashed, shelves were destroyed, and the pastry display case was demolished.

      Dazed, Becca looked beneath the SUV and saw Barry crawling on the other side of the shop toward the damaged entrance. Thank God he was alive.

      “Are you okay?” RC asked as he helped her to her feet. “Can you run?”

      “I think…think so.” Becca watched the driver’s side door open and the man in the suit got out of the vehicle with his silenced weapon drawn.

      “Come on.” RC hustled her to the back entrance of the shop, out the door, and into an alley.

      Becca found her bearings and was able to run without RC’s aid.

      The two men ran after them and fired two shots at Becca and RC. The bullets hit the stone walls, barely missing them as they turned the corner.

      Becca followed RC down the stairs into a subway station. He fished in his pockets, pulled out two tickets, and shoved one into Becca’s hand.

      Luckily, the train was already boarding as Becca and RC jumped through the doors just as they began to shut. They were the last to get on before the doors closed.

      As the train pulled away from the station, Becca looked out the window and saw the two pursuers enter through the turnstiles and realize they couldn’t keep up. Becca leaned against the pole and heaved a sigh of relief, knowing she and RC had escaped.

      “They’ll find us,” RC said, dashing her hopes.

      His alertness annoyed her. His eyes moved over everyone on the train. Plus, they were being stared at. Their clothes were dusty and ripped, they had spots of blood on them from the broken glass at the coffee shop.

      “They shot at us.” Becca couldn’t believe it. “Why would they shoot at us?”

      “Just breathe,” RC said with a calm, quiet tone. “The adrenaline will wear off in a few minutes.”

      “I don’t want any part of this. It’s not worth being shot at.”

      “It’s too late now,” RC said. “They know about you and as you saw, they will not stop until they get what they want. In their eyes, you are enemy number one.”

      Fear encapsulated her as she replayed in her mind how the two men could have found them. “They hacked the security feed at the coffee shop, didn’t they? That’s how they knew where we were.”

      He nodded. “And most likely every camera from your apartment to the coffee shop.”

      “Who has that kind of access? They’re not government. I can’t believe they’re the government.” She thought of seeing Barry on the ground crawling to safety and prayed he got away. She needed to text him. Her thoughts then shifted to her own safety, realizing how dangerous her situation had become. “Give the case to them. I never wanted this. They could have killed Barry, or us!”

      “Keep your voice down.” RC leaned close to Becca and in a harsh whisper said, “We don’t want to draw any more attention. They could be on this train right now.”

      “Who are they? How do you know about them?”

      “All you need to know right now is that I’m the one who will keep you alive.” He looked right into her eyes. She knew he was serious and for some reason, she believed him. “But you have to trust me…and no more lamps on the back of my head.”

      He reached toward her and removed a shard of crushed glass from her hair. She realized she hadn’t jumped at his touch, and for some odd reason, much like how they first met at the museum, she felt oddly safe in his presence.

      “Give me your phone.” He held out his hand.

      Becca saw a strangely shaped flesh-colored scar that was reminiscent of the claw of a bird on the inside of his right wrist. She wondered what could have caused such a strange injury.

      Hesitant at first, she took her phone out of her pocket and handed it to him. She watched him activate an app on his phone and a light scanned hers.

      Surprisingly, no one on the train noticed or seemed to care.

      “They can hack into the security feed on any camera in the city. Phones are no different.” RC finished scanning her phone and put his own back in his pocket. “Mine’s encrypted. We need to get you off the grid.” The train stopped at the next station. “Wait here.”

      RC ran off and tossed her phone into the train on the track next to them, then hurried back onto their train. They watched the other train leave the station going in the opposite direction their train would take them. “That should buy us a few hours.”

      Thousands of questions raced through Becca’s mind but all she could ask was, “Where are we going?”

      “To safety,” he replied simply.

      She really hated the clouds of mystery that surrounded Reed Alexander Carter and his cryptic responses, but if there was one thing that today proved, whatever she was involved in, she was in way over her head.
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