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​Chapter 1–Corporate Espionage
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It was a sunny day in Washington, D.C. The sky was clear blue, and sunlight was reflecting from the glass windows of buildings. The city was bustling with cars passing on the roads and people walking on the sidewalks.

Mark Jeff was sitting in a park, waiting for someone. It was in Oakridge Green Park, a sleepy, narrow strip of parkland located in Northwest D.C. It was lined by a wall of oak trees on one side and, on the other, by the quiet asphalt of Linen Avenue. On that Monday morning, only a few people were in the park, including a few joggers and a lone dog walker.

Mark Jeff was a slim, tall man in his late 30s wearing an orange shirt and blue jeans. He had long brown hair combed backward, and he wore glasses. He had a gaunt, skeletal face with razor-thin, sunken cheeks that cast deep gray hollows beneath his prominent cheekbones. His jawline was sharply defined and narrow, tapering down to a pointed chin. He was a lab technician for a chemical company called AuraChem Corp. He was about to sell patented chemical data worth millions of dollars to a foreign company based in Europe called Nexis European Synthetics. He had a beef with his employers, and he had decided to repay them by selling their data; he just didn’t know what was waiting for him.

Their buyer was set to arrive at 9:00 AM. Mark Jeff nervously adjusted his glasses and checked his watch; it was now 8:56 AM. It was almost time to make the exchange. The few people who were in the park were minding their own business. The joggers were quietly strolling, and the man walking his dog was also playing with his pet; however, they were actually undercover agents disguised as civilians. The whole place was under camera surveillance. Police and FBI agents in vans parked outside Oakridge Green Park watched the entire scene. Among them was Special Agent John Tanner, the lead agent in this investigation. Tanner was in his late 30s with a lean, athletic physique and black, Ivy League-style hair. He had a crisp, angular jawline, a straight, symmetrical nose, and defined, high cheekbones that gave him a hardened edge. He was clean-shaven. He wore a classic blue FBI coat with a white shirt underneath and blue jeans. Alongside him was Special Agent Frank Rossi, who also had a lean, athletic physique and golden-blond hair swept back. Rossi had a strong, slightly wider square jaw with a prominent chin. He had a ruggedly handsome face with a wide, expressive forehead that was partially framed by his swept-back hair. He wore a classic blue FBI coat with khaki tactical pants and dark boots.

“We got him,” said Rossi.

“Not yet,” remarked Tanner. “We have to wait for the buyer to arrive to make the move.”

Tanner checked the time on his watch, grabbed the hand mic from the console, and said, “It is almost time. Everyone get ready.”

The agents and the police officers nervously focused on the surveillance screen, searching for the buyer. Rossi kept his eyes locked on Mark Jeff. They waited for a few more minutes until it was 9:05 AM. Then, a man arrived who had a sleek, compact physique. He had ash-blond hair cropped with style and a pale, weary complexion. He was wearing a black suit, which was completely out of place for a casual morning in the park, and he carried a suitcase. He was the buyer Mark was expecting. He walked over and sat beside Mark.

“You are late,” said Mark Jeff.

“It was the traffic,” said the buyer.

“Have you got the money?" asked Mark Jeff.

The buyer raised the suitcase he was holding and tapped it with his other hand. “It is like we agreed. Two million. And you, do you have the data?”

Mark Jeff replied, “Here it is.” Mark then pulled a flash drive from his pocket, which contained the stolen data from the company.

As soon as he said that, Tanner grabbed the hand mic and said, “All units. Target is exchanging. Take them down.”

All the undercover agents in the park suddenly dropped their act, pulled their guns, and ran straight toward Mark and the buyer. The rest of the team from the van followed.

The police officers and undercover agents shouted, “Freeze! Put your hands up in the air where we can see them!”

Mark Jeff and the buyer were completely shocked. It was an event they didn't expect to happen at all, and they didn't know what to do. Frightened, they raised both hands into the air.

Special Agents Tanner and Rossi walked in. Tanner said, “You are under arrest for the theft of intellectual property and corporate espionage. Officers, put them in handcuffs.”

Rossi confiscated the data and the suitcase.

The men were taken into custody. They were put into separate D.C. metropolitan police cars and taken to the new FBI headquarters, the Ronald Reagan Building on Pennsylvania Avenue. Tanner and Rossi followed in an unmarked dark SUV, a black Ford Expedition.

The Ronald Reagan Building was a massive, 10-story building made of smooth, creamy Indiana limestone. It featured towering arches, grand colonnades, and sharp geometric angles. It looked like a modern palace. Heavy concrete anti-ram planters lined the sidewalk. The entrance to the subterranean garage was a steep concrete ramp guarded by hydraulic steel barricades and armed officers.

Mark Jeff’s bright orange shirt stood out in glaring contrast to the white and blue of the D.C. police cruisers that escorted the black Expedition down the dark garage ramp, leaving the grand, sunlit limestone arches behind.

Inside the building's public zones, there was a breathtaking, soaring 125-foot glass atrium and polished granite floors. The police led him through heavy, badge-access steel doors into the newly fortified FBI corridors. The walls were painted a sterile, flat white, and the air smelled like fresh paint, drywall dust, and new carpet. Cardboard packing boxes labeled FBI-CLASSIFIED PROPERTY were stacked along the hallways. Bright blue Ethernet cables hung loosely from exposed ceiling tiles where technicians were setting up the servers.

Tanner sat quietly in his office, a mid-sized room located deep within the secure, badge-access-only federal wing. It featured heavy, soundproof glass windows looking out over the building's courtyard. The walls were a neutral, freshly painted cream color, and the room still carried that “new building” feeling. A large, L-shaped dark walnut desk sat near the window. Two large flat-screen monitors hummed quietly on the desk, displaying secure databases and an open digital file on AuraChem Corp. A secure, heavy-duty federal IP desk phone sat next to a black, encrypted laptop dock. Beside it sat a black coffee mug, steam rising from it slowly.

Tanner sat there in his crisp white shirt, his Ivy League hair perfectly neat, typing a report when someone knocked on the door.

“Come in,” replied Tanner.

The door opened. It was Frank Rossi, who was there to tell him about the interrogation of Mark Jeff.

“How did it go?” asked Tanner.

Rossi said, “He had a personal motive for doing it. He couldn't agree with his employers, so he decided to sell their data. Foolish if you ask me. He was caught red-handed committing a major crime. He faces 14 years in prison once the jury views his case.”

Tanner asked, “What about the buyer?”

Rossi answered, “As for him, unfortunately, we will be releasing him.”

Tanner asked, “And why?”

Rossi answered, “He has a diplomatic passport. Foreign corporations like Nexis European Synthetics hire agents who use diplomatic passports. He works for a foreign embassy, which gives him immunity from U.S. prosecution.”

“Shit,” Tanner shouted. “I thought we had him. What about the company?”

Rossi replied, “The U.S. Department of Justice will issue a formal indictment against Nexis European Synthetics. It means that those foreign executives might stay safe in their country, but if they ever set foot in the U.S., they will be arrested. Besides this, there is nothing we can do, Tanner. They operate in another country.”

“Well, the case is closed anyway,” remarked Tanner. “We have done our part.”

As soon as he said it, Tanner stood up and picked up his charcoal wool car coat from the rack.

“Where are you going?” Rossi asked.

Tanner put on his coat and said, “I am going to take a day off. It has been a long day. See you later, Rossi.”

Later that day, Tanner pushed the heavy oak door of the Quill & Gavel, a dimly lit pub located in an alleyway just two blocks from Pennsylvania Avenue. Moving from the blinding glare of the Reagan Building to the dimly lit tavern felt like a welcome change. The smell of alcohol from the bar filled the room. There were no bright LED panels here—just lamps casting a warm glow over the bar counter. On that Monday afternoon, there was almost no one in the bar, save for the bartender wiping down glasses and the sound of a daytime sports broadcast.

Tanner put his car coat on a brass peg and took a seat at the far end of the bar. The bartender approached silently.

“Bourbon,” Tanner said quietly. “Neat.”

The bartender poured it and gave him the drink. After Tanner took the first sip, his phone rang. He pulled the phone out of his pocket; it was his boss, SAC (Special Agent in Charge) James Morgan. Morgan was a stocky, middle-aged man wearing a black suit with his white hair styled in a pompadour. He had a wide, fleshy jawline and a thick neck that anchored his stocky frame. His face had a masculine, prominent squareness with blunt cheekbones.

“Hello, SAC Morgan,” said Tanner.

“Tanner, you did a good job on the stolen data case,” remarked Morgan.

“Thank you, sir,” replied Tanner.

“Listen, I know you just finished a case and are celebrating, but I've got a new case for you,” said Morgan. “This is urgent. Come in at 6:00 PM. There is a briefing.”

Tanner arrived at the briefing room just in time. The tactical briefing room felt sterile, dominated by a wooden conference table with integrated wiring pods. On the wall was a grid of high-definition monitors showing live traffic feeds, regional crime heat maps, and scrolling databases. A massive interactive whiteboard showed a digital timeline of the investigation, allowing a presenter to swipe through the evidence files with a




















d2d_images/cover.jpg
O PROJECTNOVULLS:
I.,,‘m, BLABK PHOTGGUL / : M
. “u,.i‘ "'--,‘ Im lmmrﬁ n"'”ﬁ






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





