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Technical Glossary

"For those who find beauty in the mystery and truth in the shadows. This journey is for you."
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VTOL: Vertical Take-Off and Landing aircraft.

EMP: Electromagnetic Pulse; a burst of electromagnetic radiation that disables electronic circuitry.

DORP: Defense Orbital Response Protocols (Fictional NASA Security Protocol).

Incendiary Thermite: A pyrotechnic composition that burns at extremely high temperatures without needing external oxygen.





The Washington evening carried a biting chill, the kind that seemed to seep straight into the bone. As Robert’s sports car glided to a halt under the hotel’s portico, the ambiance shifted. The chaos of the street faded behind him, replaced by the soft, amber glow of overhead lights that rendered everything in sharp, orderly detail. Near the entrance, the doormen stood with rigid precision, as if they were a permanent fixture of the architecture.

Robert killed the engine and sat in the sudden silence for a few heartbeats before opening the door.

A valet stepped forward immediately, holding the door wide.

“Good evening, sir.”

Robert gave a curt nod, stepped out, and handed over the keys.

“Take care of it.”

“Of course, sir.”

The valet took the keys and pressed a small ticket into 

Robert's palm. He slipped it into his pocket without a glance. For a fleeting second, Robert’s eyes lingered on the car’s reflection in the glass—not out of vanity, but as if searching for a subtle anomaly. Then, he turned and headed straight for the entrance as the valet drove the car away into the shadows.

The doorman held the door open with practiced grace.

“Welcome, sir.”

The moment Robert stepped inside, a wave of climate-controlled warmth greeted him. The air in the lobby was a sophisticated blend of expensive perfumes and the rich, earthy scent of freshly polished oak. The space was vast, yet the atmosphere remained hushed; the murmur of distant conversations felt muted, and the carpets were so plush they swallowed the sound of every footstep.

A host approached him with a professional stride.

“Good evening, sir. Do you have a reservation?”

"Robert."

the host scanned the digital list. As he found the entry, his eyes flicked back up to meet Robert’s.

“Yes, sir. This way, please.”

Robert followed as the host led him through the hall. The lighting was low and intimate, creating a private world around each table. Somewhere there was the soft clinking of silverware; elsewhere, a heavy, calculated silence.

They stopped at a secluded table in the far corner.

“Your table, sir.”

The chair was pulled back with silent precision as Robert 

took his seat. The host unfurled the linen napkin, placed it across his lap, and vanished without a word.

A moment later, a waiter appeared at his elbow.

“Still or sparkling, sir?”

“Still.”

The water was poured, and the waiter retreated.

Robert took a slow, calculated sweep of the room. When the menu was presented, he set it aside without a glance, ordering his usual with the briefest of instructions. In the background, the subtle clink of fine china and the low, rhythmic waves of the orchestra bled into one another.

Robert’s gaze settled on a man seated three tables to his right. He had the sharp, weary look of an academic—perhaps a scientist. He was repeatedly checking a watch hidden beneath the cuff of his coat. His posture was the giveaway: instead of reclining into the plush upholstery, he was perched on the edge of his seat, leaning forward with a restless energy—as if he were a man running out of time.

Who is he waiting for? Robert thought, taking a slow sip of his water.

The waiter arrived with ghostly silence, setting the table with practiced efficiency. As the plates were arranged, the rising steam from the food momentarily clouded the air with its aroma. Robert gave a curt nod without looking up. He didn’t need to; this was his signature dish, and his frequent presence here had ensured the staff knew his preferences by heart.

Robert began his dinner, his focus seemingly on the meal.

Suddenly, a subtle shift occurred near the entrance. Someone had entered—no fanfare, no commotion, nothing to catch an ordinary eye. But Robert’s internal radar pinged instantly.

He froze mid-motion. The newcomer had the unmistakable aura of the underworld—disciplined, dangerous, and highly trained.

The first man—the one who looked like a scientist—

stiffened. He reached up, briefly touching the lobe of his left ear. For less than a second, their eyes locked.

The newcomer’s gait was deliberate. His steps were measured, his gaze fixed forward; he was a man who saw everything without appearing to look at anything. His clothes were nondescript, but the set of his shoulders and the way he occupied space told a different story entirely.

Robert set his fork down slowly.

Between the two men, not a single word was exchanged. Yet, a conversation had already taken place.

The meeting between a highly educated academic and a man from the underworld was a puzzle, and Robert was still missing several critical pieces.

Suddenly, both men rose and moved toward the elevators. To reach them, they had to pass directly by Robert’s table. In that split second, Robert made a tactical decision; he pressed a hidden corner of his wristwatch.

As they brushed past him, a faint vibration pulsed against his wrist. A thin blue line flickered across the watch’s display: "Target ID: FB-Alfa-9-10. Locked."

Robert set his fork down for the final time—dinner would 

remain unfinished. He muttered something under his breath, the words sharp and low. He slid a large bill under the plate and headed for the elevators without waiting for the waiter. On the digital display above the doors, the number 14 glowed steadily.

Warning signals were now screaming in Robert’s mind. He took the second elevator, reaching the 14th floor in seconds. The hallway carpet swallowed the sound of his footsteps, leaving only a haunting silence in the air. The radar-graph on his watch was pulsing rapidly now.

Suddenly, the second man—the underworld operative—emerged from a turn in the corridor. He stopped. His eyes scanned Robert’s face like an X-ray—not the gaze of someone trying to identify an enemy, but of someone etching a target into permanent memory. As he passed, Robert's watch vibrated with a continuous, steady hum. Without a word, the man stepped into the elevator and descended.

Now, only 'Alpha-9' remained.

Robert reached Room 1408, where the watch’s vibration 

peaked. Above him, a PTZ (Pan-Tilt-Zoom) camera 

swiveled left with a faint mechanical whine.

One... two... three... Robert held his breath.

Four... five... six.

The moment the camera hit its limit, Robert moved like a shadow. Reaching the blind spot, he slid a master key into the lock. No click. No resistance. The door glided open, and he slipped inside.

From behind the closed bathroom door came the muffled sound of running water. Robert scanned the room’s layout with professional efficiency; he had only seconds before the clock ran out.

With surgical precision, he planted a 'Nano-Audio Node'—barely half an inch in size—under the sofa. He flicked a command on his smartwatch, syncing the bug’s frequency to the room’s ambient acoustics. Instantly, the device calibrated itself; now, even the rhythmic pattern of Victor’s 

breathing would be an open book to him.

Suddenly, the sound of the running water cut off. Robert’s senses sharpened to a razor's edge—Victor would emerge at any moment.

The silence that followed was so heavy that Robert could 

hear the frantic thrum of his own pulse. Without looking back, he gripped the door handle with practiced ease, stepped out, and engaged the lock so flawlessly that not even a metallic click broke the quiet. The hallway security camera was still on the return leg of its 'sweep cycle'—Robert vanished like a ghost, slipping through its blind spot.

Minutes later, Robert was back at his table amidst the low hum of the hall’s activity. His entire focus was now anchored to the encrypted signal that was about to pierce the silence of Room 1408 and reach him.

He intercepted a passing waiter with a subtle gesture. "Black coffee. No sugar."

The coffee was merely a 'cover.' His true focus was locked onto the in-ear receiver embedded so deeply in his left ear canal that it appeared to be nothing more than a high-end hearing aid. In the background, the orchestra’s violins continued to weave their soft melodies through the hall, but Robert’s senses were tuned to a frequency far beyond the music.

Suddenly, a thin streak of static crackled in the receiver, like a radio signal piercing through dense clouds. Then, the audio sharpened into HD clarity. Inside Room 1408, the target had unlocked his phone. A cold, faint smile touched Robert’s lips.

A sharp beep echoed in the receiver—the encrypted line was live. Every ounce of his attention was now anchored to the voice vibrating through his ear, a voice that had traveled through the walls of 1408 to reach him.

"Dear Victor?" a female voice surfaced. Her tone was as smooth as silk, yet it possessed a hidden edge sharp enough to make Robert stiffen in his seat.

"Susan... speak," Victor’s voice cracked with a strange desperation, as if he were straining to shed a crushing weight.

"William has already left with the package," Susan’s voice echoed again. "But he has a concern. If the formula isn't Iris-7, or if there’s even a hairline defect in the data, William’s next order will be your execution."

A dry, hollow laugh escaped Victor’s throat. "I’m not in the habit of committing suicide, Susan dear. Tell him to verify the data. It’s one hundred percent authentic."

"For your sake, I hope so," Susan replied with chilling indifference. "Stay put for the next two hours. You don't step a foot out of that hotel until William provides 

confirmation. Keep your line open."

The line went dead. Just as the connection severed, the 

waiter arrived with the coffee.

Robert took a slow sip. Now the real test began—the grueling two-hour window that could melt the nerves of even the most seasoned operative.

Robert rose smoothly from his chair, adjusted his coat collar, and let the plush fibers of the carpet swallow the sound of his stride as he moved toward the individual powder room. The hotel offered these private, single-unit facilities for its high-profile guests.

Once inside, he bolted the door and turned the basin faucet to full blast. The roar of the rushing water created a natural 'white noise' barrier, making it impossible for any nearby listening device to pick up his voice. He pulled a specialized, encrypted smartphone from his inner coat pocket and initiated a call with a single touch.

"Hello, Robert."

Jack Stone’s voice was as it always was: gravelly, flat, and razor-sharp.

"Colonel—my apologies. I assume I’m interrupting your 

dinner?" Robert caught his reflection in the mirror, noticing the fatigue finally beginning to ghost behind his eyes. He knew Jack detested interruptions, but this was news that couldn't wait.

"The very fact that you're calling means peace is officially over," Jack’s tone sharpened, forcing Robert to cut straight to the chase.

"Has something gone wrong?" Jack Stone asked.

Robert took a deep breath and laid out every detail—Victor’s betrayal, the courier William, and the high-stakes transfer of Iris-7.

"Boss, Susan has burned Victor. William is already in the wind with the formula, and the money Victor’s holding is now nothing more than his own death warrant."

A heavy silence followed on the other end, leaving only the persistent roar of the rushing water in Robert’s ears. It was the kind of silence in which Jack Stone meticulously rearranged his chess pieces.

"Keep a tight leash on Victor. Do not let him out of your sight. Right now, he’s the only thread we have left," Jack’s voice had regained that lethal edge, the signature prelude to a major operation. "I’ll run the back-end protocols on Iris-7 to see exactly where this breach started. Put Marshall and Martha on high alert."

"Copy that, sir," Robert replied. He slipped the phone back into the depths of his pocket, killed the faucet, and used a tissue to wipe the stray droplets from the rim of the basin with clinical precision. His mind was now processing data with the speed of a high-end processor.

When he unlocked the door and stepped back into the warm, amber glow of the hall, he felt a premonition: the chill outside was about to get much worse. This night wasn't just going to be long; it was going to be decisive.

Returning to his table, Robert settled the bill for the coffee and stepped out of the hotel. 

HHH

In a magnificent office, a man dressed in a sharp three-piece suit reclined in his leather chair. His gaze was fixed on a file spread before him, but his mind was navigating elsewhere.

A knock sounded at the door.

"Yes," he said without looking up. His voice held that flat, detached tone unique to those who are accustomed to absolute command.

The door opened, and Charles entered. Fine beads of sweat lined his forehead, but his eyes possessed the predatory glint of a hunter who had finally cornered his prey.

"Well, Charles? What’s the update?" Mateo finally closed the file and pinned him with a cold, piercing stare.

"Boss, the 'package' has been received on the headquarters' encrypted server. The download is complete, and signal verification confirms the data set is one hundred percent intact," Charles’s voice trembled with suppressed excitement.

Mateo interlaced his fingers on the desk. "Excellent... truly excellent."

The low hum of the air conditioner was the only sound in the room now. Mateo straightened in his chair, scrutinizing Charles’s expression. "Breaching the digital fortress of the Nexus Agency was supposed to be a suicide mission. How did you win this gamble?"

A triumphant smile played on Charles’s lips. "Boss, no matter how advanced the technology, the weakest link is always the human element. We didn't hack a system; we hacked the 'vulnerability' of a desperate employee. Simple, silent, and lethal."

Mateo leaned forward. The desk lamp cast harsh shadows across his face, accentuating his rugged features. "And that is how the Johnson Group snatched the formula while the Agency is still blissfully unaware of its 

own failure."

He leaned back into the plush leather, as if a massive weight had been lifted from his shoulders. "Starting today, your package is doubled. I’m transferring a bonus to your account that will sustain seven generations of your bloodline. You have achieved the impossible for this company."

"Thank you, boss. I’m honored by your trust," Charles 

replied, bowing his head.

"I am honored by your trust," Charles replied, bowing his head.

"It’s not time for a celebration yet," Mateo’s voice suddenly turned ice-cold. "Perform another 'Deep Scan' of the data. I want zero surprises when we deliver to the client. A mistake means a death sentence. Am I clear?"

"Perfectly, sir. I’ll return with the final report," Charles answered curtly and retreated from the room.

The moment the door clicked shut, the atmosphere shifted. Mateo—whose true face remained hidden from the world—rose slowly. He moved toward the wall-to-wall bookshelf and gave a specific leather-bound volume a slight turn to the right.

A section of the shelf receded soundlessly, revealing a high-tech interface. He punched in a cryptic code. A green light flickered, and a small drawer slid open, housing an old, matte-black telephone. It had no screen—just four functional buttons.

Mateo placed the phone on his desk and pressed the buttons in a precise sequence. On the very first ring, there wasn't even the sound of human breath on the other end, only a 

cold, synthesized voice:

"Recording in progress. State your code."

The corporate polish had vanished from Mateo's voice, replaced by the raw ruthlessness of a professional operative.

"Message for Flying Bird... Iris-7 is on-site. Verification in progress. Standing by for the green light for departure."

No words followed, only the clinical beep of a disconnected call. Mateo left the phone on the desk and walked to the floor-to-ceiling glass wall. Below him, the lights of Sydney looked like pieces on a chessboard. He knew this formula wasn't just a file; it was a weapon capable of destabilizing the global balance of power.

Nearly an hour later, the black phone illuminated silently. There was no ringtone; instead, an encrypted voice began to emerge from the speaker:

"Delivery point: Shanghai. Receiving agent: Joseph. Protocol code: X-ray, Nine, Alpha, Seven, Delta."

Mateo etched every word into the secure vault of his mind. As the message ended, the phone’s light died out, as if it had never been active at all.

Five hundred million dollars. The price of a single digital 

file.

Mateo took a slow, deep breath. His pulse remained rock-steady. He took a cold pride in being among the elite few who played the game at this altitude—a level where the names of the losers were erased from history forever.

He pressed the intercom.

"Charles?"

"Yes, boss?"

"Activate the 'Special Courier Protocol' for Shanghai. I 

want a dual-layer system: a physical hard drive and cloud encryption. We won't get a second chance at this deal," Mateo’s command was final.

"Understood, boss. Everything will be ready," Charles replied with resolve. But Mateo knew the true trial had only just begun.

Mateo reclined in his chair and closed his eyes. In the darkness of his mind, he could only see the haunting blue glow of Iris-7—a light that would either propel him to the pinnacle of power or cast him into the abyss of total destruction.

Meanwhile, in Washington,.  Jack remained unaware of the 

specific moves being made, yet his sixth sense was screaming. The silence in the air felt like the heavy prelude to a massive storm. The Colonel knew that when an enemy was this quiet, the intended strike was meant to go bone-deep.       HHH

Robert settled the bill and stepped out of the hotel’s artificial tranquility and air-conditioned stillness into the biting night air. The chill hit his face, offering a fleeting sense of clarity. Seconds later, the valet appeared with efficient promptness, clutching his keys. Robert slid a bill toward him, took the keys, and slid into the driver’s seat.

He started the engine but, instead of merging into traffic, he pulled the car under a dense cluster of trees a few hundred yards away. The engine was killed, but his senses remained hyper-alert.

In his ear, the tiny receiver still echoed with the muffled sounds of Victor’s movements. The grueling two-hour vigil was finally nearing its end. At one point, when the thud of Victor’s boots had moved toward the bathroom and the roar of the faucet filled the line, beads of sweat had formed on Robert’s brow. He had fixed his gaze on the sweep of his watch: one, two, three... five minutes. His mind had begun to scream—had Victor found a back exit? Was the mission slipping through his fingers? But then the water stopped, and the sound of Victor emerging forced a ragged breath of relief from Robert’s lungs.

Suddenly, the silent receiver emitted that familiar, sharp beep. Robert’s hands went rigid on the steering wheel.

"Victor," Susan’s voice had shifted; it now held a triumphant satisfaction, a sort of toxic sweetness. "The data is clean. William is satisfied. You’re free now... take your price and vanish."

Victor didn’t respond. The receiver captured only the sound of his long, ragged breaths—like a drowning man finally breaking the surface to beg for life.

A few moments later, Victor’s silhouette emerged through the lobby’s automated doors. His gait had lost its earlier hesitation, replaced by the frantic urgency common only to fugitives.

Robert pressed a button on the encrypted transmitter mounted on the dashboard. "Target is mobile," he reported curtly to Jack Stone. He started the engine with seamless precision.

As Victor’s car pulled onto the main road, Robert began the pursuit, maintaining a calculated distance. He was a veteran of this psychological game of speed and shadows.

He maintained a calculated distance—neither close enough to cast a suspicious shadow in Victor’s rearview mirror, nor far enough for the city traffic to swallow his prey. He trailed him like a predator in the dark, silent and relentless.

After nearly thirty minutes of driving, Victor turned into a newly developed residential area on the outskirts of the city. The wide streets here were eerily deserted, bathed in the sickly, amber glow of streetlights that added a layer of gloom to
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