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      Today she can be your doctor, tomorrow your neighbor. This spy knows how to blend in and how to save the world.

      Teagan Stone has mastered the art of being a spy. She blends into the background, going unseen until she needs to step out of the darkness to save the world.

      Running an elite undercover team around the world to prevent terrorism attacks, her work is never acknowledged. But the fact that you’re safe at night is a testimony to the work Teagan and her team does every day.

      When there is threat made for an attack on US soil, Teagan and her team jump into action to save the world once again, but this time a ripple effect might neutralize their efforts and thousands of lives could be lost.

      Will Teagan be able to fight terrorism again or will this be the first time she fails?
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      It was a quiet day after a whole week of rain. Angela Balman looked at those little kids running about the park. She smiled, thinking of those carefree and happy days when there was no judgment and no worries of the world. She gulped down the water in her bottle as she stopped at a bench near the edge of the park.

      She glanced down at her watch and was immediately annoyed.  She knew the day was going to drag. As a nine-one-one operator, listening to calls and hearing those voices unraveled her nerves at first, but over time she has managed to control the stress and anxiety it brought.

      Angela walked across to toss her empty water bottle in the trash. Then she strolled over to her car, pressed the key to disarm the alarm and climbed inside. She took a moment to scroll her emails and seeing nothing important, she turned the ignition and let the air conditioner blast cool air on her heated skin. She closed her eyes and took a moment to enjoy it.

      Upon climbing in, she turned on the ignition, pressed the air conditioner and closed her eyes to enjoy the cool air.

      Ring, Ring

      Grumbling under her breath, she reached to answer her phone.

      Angela reached with her left hand to pull the seatbelt forward across her waist. “Hello.” She glanced to the right, to the left, then the rearview mirror before putting the car in reverse.

      “Don't hang up,” a deep robotic voice pierced through the phone.

      She removed the phone from her ear in confusion. “What?” Angela asked.

      “Angela, if you hang up this phone I will blow up the U.S. Capitol building,” the strange voice continued to speak.

      Angela giggled. It was too early in the day to play pranks on her phone. “Stacey, are you drunk?” Thinking one of her friends was playing a trick on her, Angela shook her head and put her car in reverse. Thoughts of the time Stacy tried to set her up on a blind date replayed in her mind.

      “Angela Balman, thirty years old, single living alone. Mariel Balman, your mother on dialysis living in Wisconsin, travels a few times a year to visit. Father dead."

      Something was wrong at the mention of her parents. The hairs on the back of her neck stood up as chills ran down her back. A friend wouldn’t do a prank that includes mention of her sick mother and the death of her father. Her brows rose in shock. Angela frantically looked around the park because she wanted to know where the call was coming from.

      Fear and uneasiness crept into her voice. “Who is this?”

      “Glad to have your attention.”

      She reversed out of the parking lot, pulling out the phone and placing it on speakerphone. “If this is a prank, you will be in huge trouble!” Angela yelled.

      “Did you get your workout in this morning, Angela?” the robotic tone taunted.

      Angela gasped and then stammered, “Ho-How do you know where I am?”

      “Be waiting for my next call,” the caller warned and hung up.

      Angela felt like her blissful happy, mundane workday would be boring and uneventful and now in a split second that blissful, happy feeling was gone. Her eyes rapidly searched the area to see if she noticed any man or teenagers playing on the phone. Nowadays you couldn't be sure with AI technology that people weren’t roaming around pranking folks just to get a rise out of them. Angela rushed to dial one of her girlfriends as she sat stunned in her car.

      “Hey, Angie,” Constance answered.

      Her hands clinched the steering wheel. “Constance, are you at home?”

      “I am. Are you okay?”

      Angela pulled away from Constitution Gardens Park and headed toward Main Street to get home safely. The loud screeching of tires pushed her to jump in nervousness as they approached the red light. An older woman next to her flipped off the young boys in the jeep up front.

      Angela took deep breaths and rubbed her chest.  “I had the strangest phone call.”

      “What kind of a call?”

      Suddenly, Angela noticed a man at the corner of the light pole staring at her holding a newspaper.

      “Some guy-”

      “Angela, you there?”

      “Constance, I think I’m being followed.”

      Constance laughed. “Huh, have you been drinking early this morning?” They have been longtime friends, and they were college roommates.

      Angela worked as a schoolteacher while Constance worked for an investment firm. They would get together monthly for drinks with a few other friends to catch up on their lives, and they usually worked out together in the morning, but today, Constance couldn't make it because of an emergency at work.

      Angela pressed the gas and flew through the green light when all of a sudden, a bus ran a red light on her right side. The collision made time go in slow motion as everything went black. Seconds later blood dripped down her face, as smoke spilled from the engine, and a horn blasted in the air.  Her blonde hair matted to her head from the collision. Blood continued to spill down her forehead, and dark bruises started to appear on her arm and legs. Some people rerouted and parked to jump from their cars to help. A few rushed from the sidewalk to see if she was alive. Sadly others brought out their phones to record the scene to put on the internet.

      Constance screamed through the phone. “Angela! Angela!”

      There were people screaming. The bus driver was bent over the wheel with a head injury as passengers explained help was coming.

      A traffic jam started to pile up in the area as the ambulance and police sirens blasted in the air, letting people know help was close. The same tall figure with short black spiky hair and thin mustache who stood near the light holding a newspaper approached her car. He stared at her unconscious body for a few moments, smiled then strolled back to his car to leave.
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        * * *

      

      A few blocks over from the car crash, Emily Rose, a college student, walked alongside the bus stop while she listened to her playlist on her phone and texted.

      She stood near the route five sign in the direction of Rice University and bobbed her head to the beat.  Someone bumped into her shoulder and she removed her headphones. Heat flushed through her cheeks in aggravation.

      Emily shifted her backpack on her shoulder and angrily tossed her hair into a high bun. “Hey, watch where you’re going, man!” she shouted and flexed her hand.

      Ring!

      Emily grumbled and answered the phone as she glanced at the time, noticing the bus was running ten minutes late. Normally her bus was early.

      She flung her hands out, then picked up the call. “I need a car. The bus always takes forever,” she said into her device.

      “Emily Rose,” a raspy voice spoke.

      She bit her fingernail and made a mental note to get a manicure appointment. “This is Emily.”

      “Emily, are you heading to school at Rice University?”

      Emily reared her head back in surprise that someone knew what school she attended. “Who is speaking?”

      “A bomb is going to go off at the U.S. Capitol building in two days.”

      Emily chuckled at the statement. “What? Bryan, I swear you have to stop playing on my phone. I told you we can’t hook up this weekend because I have upcoming tests I need to study for.” Bryan was a close friend who she’d met months back in her senior year at Rice on campus at a party.  He’d become a situationship but she’d slowly started liking him and hoping it would become a relationship.  Her red pouty lips poked out, and her hand planted on her hip.

      “You have less than one hour to stop it.”

      She twisted a string of hair around her finger. “First off, I am heading to class and Bryan, you know I have a test in twenty minutes.”

      “This is not Bryan. Emily, you’re going to watch people die if you hang up and not do as we say.”

      Emily tensed up at his words.

      Struck breathless, she panicked with anxiety. “You are not joking.”

      “The reason your bus is late is because of a car accident that happened ten minutes earlier. Are you listening to your favorite playlist of Ariana Grande?”

      The comment Emily heard made her eyes bulge wide and she started walking backwards toward her apartment, scanning the area for help.

      “Don’t move.”

      She froze.

      “I-I,” she stammered, as her body shook and her eyes filled with tears.

      “Going somewhere?” the same robotic voice Angela received a call from questioned.

      Her belly became a sinking stone at the stranger on the phone knowing her exact whereabouts. “Please. I can’t help you.”

      The voice laughed on the other end of the call. “You have one minute after this call to contact this number and tell them to be at this address in ten minutes.”

      “Wait a minute-”

      He disconnected the call and a second later a phone number she didn't recognize appeared in her message app along with the address to the U.S. Capitol back entrance.

      Thick with the sorrow of people dying, Emily peered around, hands shaking, a sudden thirst torturing her throat at the threatening call about blowing up a building, let alone the U.S. Capitol and killing people. Emily shifted and ran back to her apartment a few blocks away from the school. She jogged up the stairs, pulling her keys out of her pocket while looking over her shoulder. After hearing the door slam, she fell back against the wall in the hallway and clasped a hand around her mouth in nervousness.

      Her neighbor, Josh’s, brows stabbed high in confusion. “Hey, Emily, are you alright?” He cautiously approached with a hand out to help her stand.

      A fog of heaviness breached into her mind. She rested a hand on her forehead. “Why do you ask?”

      His gaze bounced from her to the ground and up to her face. “You look like you were scared about something.”

      Emily bent down to pick up her keys, then turned her back to him. “I’m fine. I-I need to get inside.”

      Josh waved goodbye as she shoved the door closed and headed to the elevator to leave. “Emily, what are you doing back so fast?” Rubina her roommate came out of the bedroom into the living room holding books in her hand, and her coat on her shoulder. They’d lived together since their freshmen year. Rubina was the one who helped Emily get used to how things went on campus and helped her get a job at the library. Both ladies were around twenty-two and the only child of their parents, and both were studying to become nurses.

      Emily rushed past and Rubina trailed her into the kitchen. Emily opened the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water. “Rubina, I need your help.”

      Emily twisted the top off and gulped it down. Rubina watched her with concern as Emily grabbed another bottle. She pursed her lips together.

      Rubina lifted the top and sipped before putting it on the counter. “Are you okay? You seem a little freaked out.”

      Emily drew air in and out of her nose, held her phone up to her face and tapped the screen. “This.” Slowly it began to sink in that this was a serious situation and she was caught up in some strange web of terror.

      “Your phone.” Rubina smiled.

      Emily shook her head. “Read the message.”

      Rubina took the phone out of her hand and scanned the message. “A phone number and address to the U.S. Capitol.”

      “He wants to blow up the U.S. Capitol.”

      Rubina chuckled and handed the phone back to her, then walked around and headed back to the living room.

      Emily gripped Rubina by the elbow to stop her from leaving. Rubina’s brows knitted in confusion at Emily’s jumpy demeanor.

      Flabbergasted, Emily tossed her arms up in the air. “Rubina, it is serious. I was getting ready to get on the bus when I got a phone call.”

      “Okay, we always get spam callers.”

      “No, this one was different. I think he’s following me or something.” The steady strum of her heartbeat caused her to feel sharp pains, and she rubbed a hand over her chest.

      “Who?”

      “That’s what I don’t know. He said something about a car accident that caused the bus to run late today.”

      Rubina shrugged and bent down to grab her things. “May be some kids playing on your phone.”

      “We need to go to the police.”

      Rubina trekked to the door, then turned the knob and cracked it open. “Emily, I have a class later on, plus my date with Joseph.”

      “He said-”

      Rubina held up her hand. “Look, I know you’ve been stressed with school lately. Maybe taking a vacation this weekend to your parents would help.”

      Emily slouched down on the couch and stared down at her phone. “Yeah, a vacation could help.”

      “Call me later!” Rubina yelled, closing the door behind her.

      Ring!

      A mysterious call appeared on Emily's screen and she tossed the phone. While shaking with anxiety, Emily pushed off the couch, picked up the phone and clicked to accept the call. In a whisper, she said, "Hello."

      “Emily, where are you?”

      “Morgan.”

      “Duh, who else is your best friend?” Morgan giggled.

      Emily closed and opened her eyes, blew out a breath and laughed. “Sorry, I thought you were someone else for a minute.” Feeling relief she raked a hand down her face, and sat up on the chair.

      “Well, it is me. So are we still meeting before class?”

      “Uhm...I...”

      “What are you doing?”

      “I have to tell you something, but I don't want you to think I'm crazy.”

      “Try me.”

      “I went to get -”

      Knock, Knock!

      “Emily,” Morgan called her name.

      Emily stood up and ambled to the door. “Wait, someone’s at the door.” Without looking she pulled it open to find a letter on the ground. Emily stuck her head out into the hallway seeing the elevators close up.

      “Emily, are you there?”

      Her features twisted into a maddening glare. “Morgan someone left a note and walked away.”

      “A note?”

      Emily bent down and picked it up to see her name across the front. “Well, a letter I guess.”

      “What’s strange about that?” Morgan was one of her closest friends since being in college. Often times she’d had to go to her for support whenever she had tension with her parents about how strict they were with paying for her college and controlling her choices.

      Emily slipped the letter from the envelope and headed back to her chair, reading the words U.S. Capitol in bold font.  She threw it to the ground like a flame; a raised alert of panic trickled up her spine. All the color drained from her face.

      “Oh my god!”

      “Emily! Are you alright?”

      As she shook with clenched stomach muscles and rigid posture, she felt lightheaded and collapsed on the floor. In a whisper, she spoke into the phone. “Morgan...”

      The quiet normal day that Angela and Emily were used to had transformed with one phone call that had changed their lives forever. It was the same words that would haunt them forever from the dark, twisted edginess in the tone of what was demanded of them to do. It was enough to give anyone the sense of being unable to control all forces around them.
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