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INTRODUCTION

The following novelettes all originated from screenplays.

You will see this in some of the formatting, chapter headings and flow that I left in screenplay format.

I hope you enjoy them.

Simon

ABAGAIL EVENS INVESTIGTES

The Shakespeare Murders

Dead Dead

The Nursery Rhyme Murders

Till Death Do Us Part

The Bollywood Murders

The Affair

*
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Solan

The Nerd Identity

Double Cross

The Aphrodite Effect

*
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FRACTURE

A Country Divided

Fault lines

The Tides of War 

(Coming soon)
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CHAPTER ONE
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Ellie Monroe – 21:50

The bathroom door creaked open, releasing a curl of steam into the dimly lit bedroom. Ellie Monroe stepped out barefoot, towel wrapped snug around her, hair damp and clinging to her neck. Her skin still hummed with the heat of the shower, but her mind was already elsewhere—on the half-lit screen of her laptop, the notes strewn across her duvet, the phone buzzing quietly near the pillow.

She crossed the room with the distracted grace of someone whose thoughts moved faster than her body. On the bed: a laptop blinking idle, her phone, a pen, and an open notebook littered with shorthand only she could decipher.

She picked up her phone.

MEETING 22:00

The notification pulsed on the screen, insistent.

Ellie’s eyes flicked to the digital clock glowing red beside the bed.

21:50.

She raised an eyebrow. “Who calls a meeting at ten p.m.?”

With a flick of her wrist, the towel hit the floor. She pulled on a long, worn T-shirt—navy cotton, soft with age—and crawled into bed, propping the phone on her knees.

WhatsApp Group Meeting – about to start.

She tapped into the call, switched to mute, and waited.

The screen showed no faces. Just initials.

M. W. B. G. H. U.

Seven participants. No small talk.

Then the voices began. They filled the quiet room like an unseen crowd.

MASTERSON

"Okay, let’s get down to business. The Speaker is aware. Delay the package or lose her position."

Ellie blinked. Her hand moved instinctively toward the pen. The voice was American. Smooth but clipped. Cold. She scribbled quickly, adrenaline rising like a silent alarm.

WELLS

"I’m still pushing for the complete suspension of all aid to Ukraine."

Her pen scratched against the page.

Ukraine.

Suspension of aid.

This wasn’t a joke. This wasn’t a prank or a LARP group in a secure chat. Her stomach twisted.

MASTERSON

“Primary is coordinating with President Ivan Kurganov. He will resolve the Ukraine issue soon.”

Ellie’s eyes widened.

BOYD 

"Primary does not want this war ongoing when he takes office."

Primary. Not if. When?

Her fingers gripped the pen tighter. She started writing faster.

MASTERSON

"Agreed. Next item."

WELLS

"We are looking at options for a third term. There are possibilities."

MASTERSON 

"Good work. Primary will start paving the way as soon as he is President."

A chill worked its way down Ellie’s spine. She leaned forward, the phone barely inches from her face, as if proximity could bring clarity.

ELLIE 

"Oh, my God... what is this?"

She was scribbling furiously now, shorthand turning frantic.

MASTERSON 

"Item 3 is looking good."

WELLS 

"We have the voting tied down this time?"

UNKNOWN MALE 

"Yeah, we’ve firewalled the shit out of it. There’ll be no hackers this time. The Russians will have no problem doing their thing."

Ellie felt her heart pounding.

HAWTHORNE 

"Radford fucked up there."

MASTERSON 

"He’s got one more chance. Primary will not stand another fuck-up."

GALVIN 

"I’m surprised he got another chance."

BOYD 

"He’s a hard man to read. Nobody can really say what he’ll do at any given moment."

MASTERSON 

"Works for Kurganov. It’ll work for us too."

There was a pause. A brief silence.

MASTERSON "Any other business?"

(beat)

"Next meeting, two weeks before the election. Let’s have this all wrapped up by then."

The call ended. Just like that.

Silence fell like a guillotine.

Ellie sat frozen in bed, hand still clutching the pen, eyes still on the phone. She could hear her own breath — shallow, fast, loud in the quiet.

The world had just shifted. And no one else even knew.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Russell Senate Office Building – 11:42 A.M.

The click of heels echoed sharply through the marble corridor, syncopated like a ticking clock. Senator Caroline Bennett moved fast, cutting a path through the long hallways of the Russell Senate Office Building with the precision of a woman who had no time to waste and even less patience for people who did.

Flanking her on either side were two staffers in tailored suits. One her senior adviser, the other her long-serving aide, both adept at matching her pace and temperament. Behind them, however, a young woman lagged several paces behind, her arms stacked high with manila folders and briefing documents.

Laura Wilson, early twenties, fresh out of Georgetown, shuffled forward in kitten heels that betrayed her, papers threatening to spill with every hurried step.

“... We’ve got to get that funding moving,” Bennett barked, without breaking stride. Her voice carried easily over the clickity clack of their heels on the polished floor and between the portraits of dead senators. “Ukraine needs it now.”

“Understood,” said the senior adviser, tapping a tablet without looking up. “You’ve got a one o’clock with Senator Parks. If we keep it tight, there’s time for lunch.”

“Good,” Bennett said crisply. “Let’s hit Tortilla Coast.”

“I’ll call ahead,” the adviser replied, already halfway into his calendar app.

They rounded a corner. Laura stumbled. One folder slipped, papers fluttering loose like startled birds. She caught them just in time, clutching the stack back to her chest with a breathless curse under her breath.

No one turned around. No one slowed down.

The senator was already halfway to her next meeting. And Laura, heart pounding, hustled to close the gap.
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CHAPTER THREE

[image: ]




SCIF – Capitol Hill – 1:14 A.M.

The hum never stopped.

It came from the walls, the machines, the invisible cables threading through concrete and steel. Down here, beneath the Capitol, white noise to Elias Monroe. A persistent buzz, faint but constant.

Elias sat alone in the SCIF, a secure room buried deep enough to forget the hour. The fluorescent lights beat down in flickering pulses, cold and merciless. He leaned back slightly in his chair, flanked by two encrypted laptops and surrounded by a battlefield of printouts, half-empty coffee cups, and worn keypads. He watched the scrolling metadata. Call logs, GPS bursts, encryption strings. Routine digital detritus rolling down the screen.

He stifled a yawn, wiped a hand across his jaw. His clearance level was too low for how sharp he was, but he knew better than to complain. Smart people with no friends didn’t rise in this town. They stayed in basements. 

He tapped a key and ran a flagging protocol. Routine.

Something blinked red.

His fingers froze above the keyboard. The screen stuttered, then stabilised, displaying a warning in blinking white text.

Alert: Unregistered Secure Device Detected.

Origin: Unlisted Handset – Washington, D.C.

Destination: Moscow – Voroninsky Tower Node.

Frequency: Fifteen calls over forty-eight months.

Elias frowned. That wasn’t just strange. That was... wrong.

He clicked deeper. A second window opened—tightened encryption signatures, metadata spooling like razor wire.

Encryption Signature: Not U.S. Government Standard.

Device Linked to: G.F.S. Asset – Sovereign Series 28.

User Association: Redacted.

Manual Override Required.

He sat up straighter. Sovereign Series 24... That wasn’t the type of code you picked up at Langley. It was ghost tech. Rumoured stuff from black operations, barely traceable even inside compartmentalised networks. Someone in D.C. was using it. And they were calling Russia.

His fingers moved slower now. A diagnostic prompt. Another window popped open.

Call Log:


	
22:12 | Origin ID: [REDACTED: B-Pres22] | Destination Tag: Kurganov_Cell98 | Duration: 14:03 | Encryption: RSA-SOV24


	
08:34 | Origin ID: [REDACTED: B-Pres27] | Destination Tag: Kurganov_Cell98 | Duration: 06:27 | Encryption: RSA-SOV28




His eyes locked on one word.

Kurganov.

Elias leaned back, heartbeat spiking in the stillness. Ivan Kurganov—Russia’s president. These weren’t back-channel cables or diplomatic briefings. These were personal calls. They didn't go through any known U.S. system. Someone close made these. Very close.

RSA-SOV20 - RSA-SOV25

He muttered under his breath, “2016-2020 to 2024-2025. 17 calls to the Russian President. But from whom?”

B-Pres16

“The President?”

Elias tapped his pen on the desk as his mind whirled. 

“No, cannot be. Different presidents. Bryce, 16-22 and is running for 2024 for 2025.”

The pen stopped as the knowledge became clear.

“Bryce is talking to the President of Russia whilst not in office. Shit. That’s huge.”

The breath had barely left his lips before he filed the discovery. He moved fast. Opened the SIGINT chain of custody template, clicked into the incident queue, tried to tag the alert for top priority.

But the system stopped him.

A red bar appeared across the screen.

System Message: Restricted – Clearance Uplink Required.

He stared. Tried again.

Access Denied.

Another line popped up.

System Message: Your session has been flagged. Please remain at your terminal. Security Officer has been notified.

Elias froze. His hand hovered above the desk for a moment. A chill ran down his back.

The cursor blinked, calm and unbothered. He wasn’t.

Then he heard it. Footsteps. Slow, measured, just beyond the corridor wall. The hum of the SCIF’s ventilation system deepened. Or maybe it was just his own breath catching in his chest.

He didn’t turn around. Not yet.

Instead, his hand slid down beneath the desk, toward the flash drive he’d hidden under the keyboard months ago. Just in case. It was a secure clone drive, preloaded with a bypass script and a brute-force key sweep. A one-shot tool, never used. Until now.

He hadn’t expected to need it. Not like this.

The footsteps stopped. Right outside the door.

Elias reached for the drive.

And prayed he wasn’t already too late.
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CHAPTER FOUR
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CIA Field Office. Chief of Station’s Office.

The room was dim. A single desk lamp cast a warm cone of light across the wood-panelled interior, throwing sharp shadows onto the floor. The blinds were drawn tight. Rain tapped gently against the window, steady and unobtrusive. The air inside carried the low hum of electronics and something else—unease.

Elias stood near the doorway — stiff, damp from the storm outside, his field jacket still zipped, rainwater clinging to the seams. He hadn’t taken a step further than ordered.

Across the room, Roberta Lang sat behind her desk.

Chief of Station, mid-fifties. Neat grey suit. Hands folded in front of her like a closing statement. Her expression was unreadable, except for the subtle tension in her eyes—sharp, calculating.

A steaming mug of black coffee sat beside her elbow, untouched.

“Close the door,” she said, her voice clipped and cold.

Elias obeyed. The soft click of the latch echoed like a warning shot in the quiet.

“Sit.”

He crossed the room and perched on the edge of the chair opposite her. Upright. Alert. His eyes tried to meet hers, to read them, but they gave away nothing.

“You accessed a restricted log,” Lang said.

Elias said nothing. His throat tightened. He swallowed once, and then nodded.

“This isn’t a big deal,” she continued. “It’s just above your pay grade.”

“I didn’t know it was restricted,” he said carefully. “The COMMS-IT tag had a domestic timestamp. I flagged it because...”

“That’s okay,” Lang interrupted, waving a hand slightly. “I know why you flagged it.”

She leaned forward a fraction.

“You’ve signed the Official Secrets Act, yes?”

Elias nodded.

“Good. Then there’s nothing more to say. You understand not to repeat anything you read tonight, correct?”

Another nod. Slower this time.

“Then we are done here.”

Silence followed. It hung in the air, just a beat too long.

Lang narrowed her eyes.

“Problem?”

Elias shifted. “Well... it’s just...”

“Forget what you read,” she said. Her voice was quieter now. But dead serious. “Forget what you think you know. And for God’s sake, Elias, don’t talk about this. Not to your supervisor. Not to your friends. Not to your sister.”

The weight of her words settled in the space between them.

Elias rose slowly. Silent. He gave a single nod and walked to the door.

As he reached for the handle, her voice followed him.

“This conversation never happened.”

He paused. Just a second.

“Seriously? She really said that.” He thought.

Then he opened the door and walked out. He wanted to run. The instinct screamed at him to run. 

Lang reached for the phone. 
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CHAPTER FIVE
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Senate Chamber.

The chamber was heavy with anticipation.

Senators lined the floor in rows of tailored suits and carefully rehearsed expressions. The Clerk stood at the podium, reading out the votes with clinical precision. A low murmur floated through the room, restrained but electric.

From the staff gallery above, Laura Wilson sat stiffly in her seat, hands clenched around the railing. She locked her eyes on the floor below, scanning the sea of faces. The air felt too warm; the silence stretched tight.

“Senator Bennett...?” the Clerk called.

A pause.

Heads turned.

Caroline Bennett rose from her seat. Slowly. Calmly. Her posture was immaculate; her face unreadable.

When she spoke, her voice was steady, but colder than usual.

“Nay.”

A ripple of murmurs swept through the chamber. 

But Laura’s mouth fell open.

Shock. Confusion. Hurt.

She turned to the Senate board as it updated in real time. Beside BENNETT, the red glow of NAY lit up like a flare in the dark.

*
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CAROLINE BENNETT MOVED briskly through the corridor, flanked by her senior adviser. Her heels echoed sharply across the stone floor. She didn’t look back.

Laura chased after her, breathless, clutching a stack of briefing folders to her chest.

“Senator, wait,” she called out. “I — I don’t understand. You wanted this bill. You pushed for it.”

Bennett kept walking. “Things change, Laura.”

“But it’s aid for Ukraine,” Laura insisted, trying to keep up. “You said they needed it. Now.”

Bennett stopped.

She spun, her eyes hard.

“And now I’m saying we need to think more domestically,” she said. “Put that money where it can do us the most good. To make America number one again.”

She turned to go.

But Laura stepped into her path. She was trembling slightly, but she didn’t back down.

“Why did you change your mind?” she asked. “Was it something Senator Parks said?”

The trio went still, eyes flashing around to check for listeners before focusing on Laura. Staffers passed by at a distance, sensing the tension.

Bennett looked at her. There was weariness on her face. Something deeper, older. Not sadness. Not guilt. Just a hollow resignation.

“That’s enough, Laura,” she said firmly. “Go home. Let the adults get back to work.”

She walked off without another word.

Laura stood frozen in place. The weight of betrayal pressed hard against her chest. Her heart pounded. Her arms tightened around the files.

The woman she believed in had vanished. In her place stood someone else entirely.
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CHAPTER SIX
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CIA Analytical Wing, Langley. Day.

Rows of desks stretched beneath harsh ceiling lights, their glow too bright for comfort but never enough to feel warm. They filtered and recycled the air, giving it an odd taste. Coffee cups sat beside glowing monitors. Eyelids fluttered over tired eyes. Everyone spoke in hushed voices. Silence equalled loyalty here.

June Kaplan sat at her station, Late twenties, sharp-eyed, focused. Her ponytail was tight. Spine straight, face lit by a heatmap of Elias Monroe’s digital life. Her Constitution-themed notebook lay open beside her keyboard. Dog-eared, underlined, sacred.

Her frown deepened as she highlighted a flagged draft email.

She muttered under her breath, almost unconsciously, “Congress shall make no law... abridging the freedom of speech.”

With a quick flick of her stylus, she pulled up the communications log again. Her eyes scanned the metadata as if she were reading between the lines.

A head popped up over the low divider. Her cubicle mate. Mid-career, mid-scepticism, and thoroughly jaded. He leaned on the partition like a man who had stopped caring years ago.

“You’re on the kid from Capitol Hill?” he asked.

“Elias Monroe,” June said without looking away. “Yes.”

“He’s NSA, right? Why are we bugging him?”

“His name came up in a routine sweep.”

“So we’re not targeting him specifically?” He shrugged. “At least that’s something.”

He glanced around, lowering his voice just slightly.

“Look, you didn’t hear this from me, but I heard we bug everyone. Everywhere.”

June finally turned to look at him.

“Yeah, yeah,” she said, dry. “I saw the same conspiracy documentary. And the Batman movie. Doesn’t exist.”

“Says you. You know we bug the White House.”

“That’s an old joke,” she replied. “Everyone knows you can’t bug the White House. They sweep it daily. And the running gag is they don’t sweep the bathrooms, so all the real conversations happen in there.”

He grinned. “Exactly. Clever, right? What’s the one place no one ever checks?”

“Seriously?” June said, not entirely convinced.

“Why bug the whole building?” he said. “Just start the rumour the loos are safe... and bug those. Genius.”

June gave a slow, unamused blink. Then reached for her pocket Constitution, carefully closed it, and slid it into her shoulder bag.

She tapped her stylus once more, and her screen dimmed.

A moment later, her screensaver came to life—bouncing gently from corner to corner.

FOLLOW THE LAW, NOT THE ORDERS.

She stared at it for a beat and then looked away.

*
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JUNE STEPPED OUT OF the restroom, adjusting the cuff of her sleeve, her jaw tight. She was still trying to calm the nerves that had been buzzing under her skin since her surveillance began. Elias was with the NSA. Was he a spy? A traitor or a whistleblower?

Ray Barrows was waiting.

Early forties. Tactical. Calm. Worn at the edges like military canvas. His jacket was slung casually over one shoulder, but nothing about him ever truly looked relaxed.

“Gear up,” he said without ceremony. “We’re bugging an apartment.”

June didn’t ask who. She didn’t need to.
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CHAPTER SEVEN
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Elias’s Apartment Building.

Wind howled down the narrow alley behind the block. Trash skittered across the pavement. The service light flickered above a dented steel door.

June crouched beside Barrows, the cold pressing in through her jacket. Her breath fogged the air as she set her gear bag down.

Barrows knelt by the lock. Two quick movements, and the mechanism clicked open.

“Let’s go.”

*
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DARK. 

The low hum of electronics pulsed in the silence. Modem lights, router static, a standby LED blinking red in the corner.

Barrows moved like a shadow through the hallway, boots silent on the laminate floor. June made for the desk. She reached under the surface, peeled back a strip of adhesive, and slipped the keylogger into place with a practised hand.

Barrows was already scanning the bedroom, checking the vents, sliding a mirror under the bed. No noise. No trace.

Then... Barrows froze. A sharp BEEP vibrated in his earpiece.

He turned slightly.

“Someone’s coming,” he whispered. “Two minutes.”

June’s voice was barely audible. “Elias?”

Barrows nodded. “Yes.”

She darted into the kitchen. Fingers trembling, she climbed onto the counter and reached for the smoke detector. In one fluid motion, she twisted it free, inserted a fibre-optic mic, and sealed it again. Done in seconds.

Outside, a car door slammed. Footsteps crunched gravel.

June swung down. “We’re not done. The bathroom cam’s still in the bag.”

Barrows didn’t hesitate. “Leave it. Move.”

They moved.

Barrows unlocked the window latch. June slung the gear bag across her back and gave the apartment one last glance.

Everything looked untouched.

*
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RAIN HIT THE METAL grates in staccato rhythm as June and Barrows climbed down the fire escape. Behind them, the apartment door opened.

Inside, light illuminated the window.

*
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ELIAS STEPPED INTO the apartment, shaking water from his coat. He flicked on the light.

Silence.

Everything looked the same. Keys dropped into the bowl on his desk. His gaze flicked to the window. A faint shift of air. A subtle draft.

He paused.

The lock was engaged. Still secure.

He stared for a moment. Then shook it off.

In the kitchen, the kettle rumbled to life as he filled it. Steam curled upward.

He returned to the desk. From his jacket, he pulled a worn, battered copy of the U.S. Constitution and dropped it next to the keyboard.

Then, he opened his laptop.

*
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A BLACK SUV WAITED just beyond the alley. Barrows and June slid into the back seat. The door closed with a soft thud.

Barrows leaned back, breath visible in the cold.

“Nice work.”

The SUV pulled away.
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CHAPTER EIGHT
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NSA Building.

The morning sun reflected off the concrete façade of the NSA complex. Elias stepped out of the building, jacket zipped high, messenger bag slung over one shoulder.

He looked tired. Focused.

He crossed the parking lot and unlocked his car.

*
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TRAFFIC WAS LIGHT. The city passed by in a blur of grey and morning light.

Elias pressed the voice button.

“Call Ellie.”

The phone rang. Then a voice.

“This is Ellie. I can’t come to the phone right now. Please leave a message.”

He waited for the beep.

“Ellie. Elias. Look, I’ve got something big. Something you need to...”

The dashboard lights flickered.

The radio died.

Power gone.

The steering locked as he neared an intersection.

His eyes widened. His hand gripped the wheel.

Then...

CRUNCH! CRASH! SMASH!

A waste disposal truck barrelled into the driver’s side, crushing metal, shattering glass.

The car twisted, folded inward.

Everything went still.

Elias Monroe was dead.
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CHAPTER NINE
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Republican Conference Hall. Night.

ELECTION NIGHT

“And with Nevada now in the red column, we can confirm it—President Bryce has secured a second term.”

The room exploded.

Red, white, and blue balloons bobbed on strings. Flags waved. Cheers erupted like cannon fire. People hugged, clapped, and raised glasses in celebration. It was a victory rally, but it had the pulse of something more—a movement gaining momentum.

Near the middle of the crowd, Laura Wilson clinked her beer bottle against her best friend Amanda’s.

“This is wild,” Laura said, grinning.

“Incredible,” Amanda agreed. “Now we’ll see real change.”

“Amen to that, sister.”

They drank. On the stage behind them, the Bryce 2028 banner billowed slightly as supporters chanted his name.

Outside the Republican Conference Hall. Night.

Ellie Monroe stood just beyond the security perimeter, holding a mic in one hand and her phone in the other. An icy breeze tugged at her coat. Her recorder was running. Eyes sharp, voice steady.

“Senator Bennett. Senator—”

Caroline Bennett turned at the sound of her name. She looked composed, even serene, as if the chaos behind her only reinforced her own sense of purpose.

“Ellie Monroe, The Globe,” Ellie said. “Do you think the President will start his plans before his inauguration in January, as he’s suggested?”

Bennett’s smile didn’t reach her eyes.

“I think the President has been given a clear mandate by the people to do whatever is necessary to get this country back on track. Make America Number One.”

With that, she turned and walked into the celebration.

Ellie stayed where she was, eyes narrowed, the wind tugging lightly at her hair.
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CHAPTER TEN
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CIA Analytical Wing, Langley. Night.

The hum of fluorescent lights and filtered air filled the room. Rows of analysts sat at glowing terminals, lost in signals, codes, and classified noise.

At her desk, June Kaplan wore headphones, her eyes fixed on a screen that pulsed with audio data. Her stylus hovered as she listened. The voice was familiar. Passionate. Stubborn.

“What I’m saying is, the Constitution is clear. The military serves the Constitution first and foremost.”

June’s lips twitched. Not quite a smile.

Footsteps approached. Barrows.

She yanked off the headset and looked up, guilty.

“Oh, nothing really...”

Barrows folded his arms. “So. President Bryce. Second term. What are your thoughts?”

He reached down and picked up her headset. Listened. His brow furrowed.

“What is this? We don’t have you on any active cases.”

June hesitated. “It’s one of the bugs. From Elias Monroe’s apartment.”

Barrows straightened. “Seriously? You give me lectures about constitutional limits and now you’re casually spying on someone for fun?”

“It’s not like that.”

“Oh? What is it like?”

“You wouldn’t understand.”

“Try me.”

June took a breath. “He talks about the Constitution. A lot. Some of it is way off, sure. But... I don’t know. He’s trying. It’s... honest.”

Barrows gave her a long look.

“He? Elias is dead. Who are you listening to?”

June met his gaze. “Mark. His roommate.”

Barrows exhaled, sharp. “End it, June. And get that damned bug out before I end up in a Senate hearing.”

He walked off.

June turned slowly back to her screen. Her expression unreadable.

*
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ELIAS’S APARTMENT. Night.

The couch sagged under the weight of pizza boxes, beer bottles, and the tangle of late-night conversation. Mark sat cross-legged on the floor, gesturing animatedly.

“What I’m saying is, the Constitution is clear,” he repeated. “The military doesn’t serve a man. It serves the document.”

Stephen groaned. “I blame you for this,” he said, pointing at Julie.

“Me?” Julie raised an eyebrow. “All I said was, ‘What do you make of our new Commander-in-Chief,’ and suddenly he’s delivering a TED Talk.”

Stephen leaned back. “One political comment is like a starter pistol for our Mark here.”

“All I’m saying—” Mark started again.

Julie cut him off with a grin. “What you need is to get laid.”

Mark froze. “Okay...”

Silence fell.

Then laughter.

Julie smirked. “It wasn’t an offer, numb nuts. I’m just saying—you need a girlfriend.”

Mark flushed. Stephen tossed a crust to him.

They kept laughing.

Outside, rain tapped faintly on the window.

Somewhere unseen, the mic in the smoke detector blinked red.
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CHAPTER ELEVEN
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The White House. Oval Office.

Documents, each bearing the thick weight of consequence, cluttered the Resolute Desk. President Bryce sat in his leather chair, sleeves rolled back just enough to reveal the stark lines of age and ambition. He moved with quiet authority, his pen scratching across another Executive Order.

“I want a list,” he said, eyes still on the page. “Allies we can count on... and liabilities we need to neutralise.”

Sandra Wells stood nearby. White House Chief of Staff. Impeccably dressed. Brilliant. Unsentimental.

“We’re working on it, Mr President,” she said. “And Hawthorne has already started building her JEH files.”

Bryce looked up. “JEH?”

“J. Edgar Hoover,” Wells replied. “It’s what she calls them.”

The President gave a soft chuckle. “Ah. Gotcha. Nice.”
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