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Prologue | California
Thud! I land on the ridged roof of the home of a billionaire, whose mansion houses a priceless diamond, which is

about to be stolen. Well, that’s what our agency thought. But of course, my team and I would get there before that

happens, take out the criminals, bring them to the agency, and collect praises from everybody at headquarters. That’s

what happens when you’re the best in the game.

I run along the roof and jump down to the balcony to meet Olivia, our tech specialist. I’ve known her since she

first joined when she was 14.

She has her computer and is sitting, typing away. “Lasers disabled, lock unlocked, and the family is safe. Where’s

Leanne?”

“She’s on the other side. Thanks, Liv.”

“Of course.”

I slip through the open sliding door and tiptoe carefully through the long corridor, followed by Olivia. We meet

Leanne. “All clear. No one for feet. Or miles, actually, this place is huge.”

The bulky, silver door opens for us. The diamond is in plain sight. And so is the black-clad criminal holding it. The

agency told us that she was a girl. She’s startled, but she’s trying to hide it. Leanne and I bolt forward and I snatch the

diamond from her hands, while she pins the criminal to the floor. Olivia peacefully comes forward and scans the lady’s

face using her computer.

“Claire Hartz. Out of jail…. Wow, 3 weeks ago? Just couldn’t wait to get back on scene, huh? I know Mrs. Z will be

thrilled to see her, you guys. She’s robbed banks, stolen jewelry, and, worst of all, sped! Can you believe it?”

“Yeah, yeah…. Livvy, can we hurry up here?” Leanne says.

“Right. I sent Mrs. Z a word. She’ll have a helicopter this time to pick us up,” says Liv.

“Can she hurry up? My arm is dying here,” whines Leanne.

“Annie, you’ve fought in wars and battles and everything else! Holding someone down is nothing,”

While they bicker in the background, I look at the heavy diamond in my hand. A pair of striking blue eyes stare

back at me. That’s me, Charleigh Hyde-age 17, orphaned at 4 months, alias Agent Jekyll. I’ve been a spy since I could

walk. It’s my life. For my friends, it’s different. Anne and Liv have only been spying for a couple of years now, but you

could never tell.

I met Leanne and Livvy at a mission in Barcelona - Liv was visiting her aunt. She was about to go back to Italy,

where she lives, but I realized she was perfect for the hacker position that had opened up in one of our teams. I brought

her back to the U.S. with me. Our head, Mrs. Z saw how friendly we were and decided to put Liv with me. I had never

worked with someone, but I knew it was destiny. Leanne and I were still keeping in touch, when I discovered that her

momworked at our agency. Leanne joined us about half a year later, and our team was complete.

Suddenly, Leanne and Liv stop arguing and start to have a decent conversation.

“So, a helicopter. Fancy. Last time it was a… lasagna or something? Some fancy car,” says Leanne.

“Lamborghini, Leanne,” I say.

“Whatever. She has been spoiling us.”

We all nod in agreement while Claire stares at us in amazement.

“H-how did you know? They told me it was all so protected, so secretive. Who are you guys?” she asks, struggling

to breathe against the floor.

“The AIA’s top three best agents of the century.”
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