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About the book  

This story is based on real facts, but any coincidence with real people is coincidental. The mystical elements of the story are fictional.




This is the story of one day and one trip. A married couple, working late, sleeps soundly in the morning and misses the alarm, which causes them to be late for an important meeting. This tardiness sets off a series of events that, like in a computer game, create obstacles as they progress through each new level.  And as in the game, the ending until the last moment is not known. Will the heroes make it through the game?




This book tells the story in three languages: English, Spanish, Portuguese and Russian. Translation into English, Spanish and Portuguese is not professional.




Eva Shveda is the creative union of the married couple Evgeniya and Vladimir Shveda. The texts are written by Evgeniya, edited by Vladimir, and translated together. Translation languages are not native to the authors. Eva Shveda will accept any help in editing translations in English, Portuguese and Spanish. 




Write to us at: evashveda.blogspot.com.  





Hotel night


- Time!




Hope grabbed her tablet, started moving her fingers across the screen.

- Already? How fast the time flew by....

Andrew sighed, revealed his foldable smartphone and dove into the world of video games.

Hope laughed as she read the following comments from the gamers. At this point, Andrew noted that the time is very late, and in the morning there will be an early rise.

- My God!

Hope frowned and looked at her watch. Sighed and put the tablet down. She thought a bit and said:

- All right, we'll finish tomorrow on the road. But the project is still a bit raw. Too many flaws to clean up. Or can we do it now?

Andrew shook his head and turned off his smartphone.

- I set the alarm for 7:00. At 7:30 we have to meet Alex in the hotel lobby.

Hope didn't want to turn off her tablet, but she didn't object. They've been working very hard lately. They need to recover for tomorrow.


Morning at the hotel


Andrew was in the middle of a meadow with juicy green grass. He had to build a couple more farms because there was not enough food for the population. There are already houses in the settlement where people are starving. His hero was not sufficiently pumped, but he knew exactly where the loophole was. He left it especially for these occasions. He climbed the tree and pulled the driest branch. Some numbers ran, letters, there was a noise, all the bells rang, and, for some reason, 'Carole King' sang her song 'It's Too Late' in a clear voice against this background.

Andrew shuddered with his whole body, sat up in a jerk on the bed and in his head pulsed, "We're late." Next to him on the bed, Hope muttered discontentedly:

- I hate this song, I hate it!

Andrew asked reflexively:

- Why, it's your favorite song!

- It was, until you put that song on the phone! And before that, you put this song on.... alarm....Alarm!!!! Did the alarm go off! Answer the phone now!

Andrew only now realized that he was holding a phone in his hand, which is still ringing, and the screen is lit up with Alex's name. He swallowed and answered the call, already guessing what he was going to hear on the phone.

Convulsive and nervous collection of things. With Hope they managed to argue for these 10-15 minutes 20 times! They slammed the room door and rushed down the stairs to the hotel lobby.

Alex was as calm as ever. He held out his hand for a handshake, and then offered to put their things in the trunk. Andrew was still mumbling under his nose, a little stammering and desperately blushing:

- Sorry us, sorry... this neighbor... such audibility... we couldn't get much sleep... his alarm bell rang and rang...

Hope's voice sounded more confident, it was obvious she had no regrets:

- The hotel is nice, of course, and I would say it's great. BUT! I absolutely do not accept when the windows do not face the street, and in some well between the neighboring buildings. No air, no sun, and you can hear all the neighbors. If the neighbor had a working TV, we would have no problem falling asleep, but to the endless buzzing of the alarm clock on his phone ...

Hope's words drowned in the morning noise of the city. The traffic had already begun. Alex sighed silently: "Eh, we didn't make it before the traffic! I knew those turtles would be late as usual, so I should have made an appointment for them half an hour earlier. We would have had time to spare".

- What's a "beep"?

Hope fidgeted unhappily in her seat.

- Did we close the trunk wrong?

Andrew tried to pull the door on his side. But it was impossible to open the door on the road. After stopping at a traffic light, Alex got out from behind the wheel, walked around the car, opened and closed the trunk. The sound didn't stop. He went to Andrew's door, opened it and tried to close it, but a bottle of mineral water wouldn't let him. Alex bent down to pick up the bottle, but it fell out of the car and rolled under the wheels of the car behind him. The green light on the traffic light came on, the drivers honk their horns, and Alex closed the door and got back behind the wheel. The buzzing stopped. Andrew shook his head:

- We were left without mineral water.

Hope fidgeted nervously in her seat:

- How could it be? We have to get it!
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