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The UN Espionage Protocol
A Novel by Gene Uhlig

Truth Imagined Series – Volume One

The U.S. Secret Service said Tuesday that it "dismantled a network of electronic devices located throughout the New York tristate area that were used to conduct multiple telecommunications-related threats directed towards senior U.S. government officials." The devices were concentrated within 35 miles of the ongoing United Nations General Assembly meeting in New York. "This network had the potential to disable cellphone towers and essentially shut down the cellular network in New York City,"

This True and factual news report is the basis of the fiction that follows!
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When the U.S. Secret Service dismantles a hidden network of SIM servers threatening to crash New York’s cellular grid, Agent Reyes finds herself drawn into a global conspiracy unlike anything she’s faced before.

What begins as a hunt for saboteurs near the United Nations spirals into a pursuit across Marseille, Vienna, Lagos, São Paulo, and beyond—where fragments of stolen identities whisper through telecom systems, surveillance grids, and even human couriers trained to speak in binary. At the center lies a creation known only as Langford Point—a hive of living code, built not to destroy, but to endure.

As the network spreads, consuming data and people alike, Reyes uncovers a horrifying truth: she has already been written into its design. To destroy Langford’s hive, she must risk becoming part of it—and decide whether continuity is salvation or corrosion.

The UN Espionage Protocol is a pulse-pounding thriller of espionage, technology, and identity—where the line between survival and surrender blurs, and the future of human freedom may depend on a single choice.

Contents

Prologue

Chapter 1 – Static in the Air

Chapter 2 – Ghosts in the Signal

Chapter 3 – The Web Tightens

Chapter 4 – City Under Siege

Chapter 5 – Signal and Silence

Chapter 6 – The Marseille Gambit

Chapter 7 – The Vienna Variant

Chapter 8 – The Bratislava Node

Chapter 9 – The Seed Cluster

Chapter 10 – The Hive Heart

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue
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The United Nations General Assembly was in full session, Manhattan wrapped in the tightest security cordon of the year. Motorcades choked the avenues, snipers scanned rooftops, and invisible shields of surveillance pulsed across the skyline. Yet even as the world’s most powerful leaders spoke beneath the blue-and-gold emblem of the U.N., another network was at work—one the guards on the ground couldn’t see.

On Tuesday, the U.S. Secret Service announced it had “dismantled a network of electronic devices located throughout the New York tristate area that were used to conduct multiple telecommunications-related threats directed towards senior U.S. government officials.”

More than three hundred co-located SIM servers and one hundred thousand SIM cards had been hidden in warehouses, offices, and apartments—silent, patient, ready. The devices were concentrated within thirty-five miles of the United Nations, close enough to cripple the city’s digital lifeblood in an instant. “This network had the potential to disable cellphone towers and essentially shut down the cellular network in New York City,” Special Agent Matt McCool reported in a briefing that was equal parts relief and warning.

The threat had been contained. The devices seized. Forensic teams were still poring over what was left, chasing the fingerprints of nation-state actors and shadow networks. Official voices reassured the public that the danger was past.

But the truth was more complicated.

Every threat leaves a residue, a whisper of intent, a question never fully answered. Who built the network? How deep did it run? And—most of all—what if this was only the rehearsal?

This true and factual news report is the basis of the fiction that follows.

Because sometimes the most frightening stories are the ones that grow from real headlines.
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Chapter 1 – Static in the Air
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The city had a rhythm all its own. Sirens cut through the early-morning fog, taxi horns blared in chaotic counterpoint, and the subway rumbled beneath streets slick with the overnight drizzle. But beneath the familiar clamor of Manhattan, there was a subtle undertone, one that only a few would notice—a low, insistent hum, like static under a radio signal, whispering that something was off.

Special Agent Derek Malone felt it in his bones. He sat in the Secret Service command center, eyes flicking across a wall of screens that glowed like an urban constellation. Each monitor displayed streams of data, maps, and live feeds, but one window held his full attention: a digital map of the New York tristate area, smeared with red dots. Hundreds of them. Each one a potential disaster waiting to be triggered.

Malone’s jaw tightened as he tapped the screen. “Three hundred nodes,” he muttered under his breath. “And a hundred thousand SIMs. That’s not amateur hour. That’s a damn army.”

The hum of fluorescent lights overhead did little to drown out the thrum of tension. In a corner, agents murmured over headsets, coordinating surveillance teams and field operatives. Across the room, monitors fed live video from cameras overlooking key points of the city, but Malone hardly looked at them. His mind was elsewhere—on the potential havoc this network could wreak.

On another screen, the United Nations General Assembly buzzed in real time. Delegates and world leaders mingled in the grand hall, cameras flashing and security personnel moving in rehearsed precision. None of them knew the shadow looming over their proceedings, a shadow not cast by sunlight but by something far more invisible and insidious: a network of rogue devices capable of severing the city’s communications in an instant.

Behind him, Agent Sofia Reyes scrolled through intercepted communications, her brow furrowed. “They’re talking to someone overseas,” she said, voice tight. “Encrypted, bouncing through multiple channels. Whoever set this up knows how to hide.”

Malone exhaled slowly, eyes narrowing. “If they trigger it... city-wide blackout. No cell service. No emergency calls. And that’s just the start. Imagine the panic, the gridlock, the... negotiations.” He let the words hang, heavy in the room, like smoke from a gun that hadn’t yet been fired.

Then came the chime. Another alert. Another red dot blinking into life on the map. Malone’s pulse quickened. The network was already partially operational, testing its teeth against the city, probing for weaknesses.

He stood, pressing a hand to the cool metal edge of the desk. “Get me someone who can read the code,” he said, voice steady but urgent. “I don’t care if she’s halfway across the country.”

Somewhere in a cluttered Brooklyn apartment, Elena Marlowe’s laptop hummed. Lines of code scrolled endlessly across her screen, a digital tapestry of the city’s veins, invisible yet vital. She didn’t answer the first call. She didn’t need to. She knew the world’s signals would find her eventually. And now, they had.

Seconds later, her phone vibrated insistently. She swiped. The video feed displayed Malone’s tense face, shadowed by fluorescent lights and the chaos of a command center in motion.

“Marlowe,” he said, clipped, direct. “We’ve got a network, massive, unprecedented. Could shut down the city. Could shut down the world’s communications during the UN. And we need you.”

Elena’s fingers hovered over the keyboard. Outside her window, the city carried on obliviously—subways screeching, taxi horns blaring, distant sirens threading a constant symphony of life. But she already saw the invisible threads, the web of devices linking everything together, humming with silent menace.

She leaned back, eyes narrowing. “I’m in,” she said. And in that instant, the countdown had begun.

The command center hummed with controlled chaos. Monitors flickered with real-time data, calls crackled over headsets, and Malone’s gaze never wavered from the sprawling digital map of the tristate area. Each red dot pulsed faintly, like tiny warnings, marking a node of the rogue network. He traced the lines connecting them, imagining the invisible web stretching across the city, threatening to strangle its communications.

Sofia Reyes hovered over her tablet, scrolling through intercepted transmissions. “I’ve traced patterns through three different encryption protocols,” she said, her voice tight with focus. “They’re not just random. These nodes are communicating with one another. And someone—or something—is coordinating it.”

Malone leaned closer, squinting at the map. “How sophisticated are we talking?”

“Beyond anything we’ve seen locally,” Sofia replied. “The network mimics cell tower traffic, bounces signals internationally, and masks its origin. Whoever did this has resources—financial, technical, and strategic.” She paused, tapping at her tablet. “I’m seeing potential insider involvement. Some of the data routes only make sense if someone with access helped set them up.”

Malone rubbed his jaw, absorbing the implications. A hundred thousand SIM cards, three hundred nodes, insiders in the city—and potentially more than one foreign hand guiding the network. It wasn’t just a cyberattack. It was a siege laid quietly, meticulously, with the world’s eyes elsewhere.

A soft chime sounded. Another node had gone live. Malone felt a tightening in his chest. “They’re testing it,” he said. “They want to see what the network can do before they make the big move.”

Sofia’s fingers danced across the touchscreen. “Every time a node activates, it sends a ripple through the system. Even small disruptions could be catastrophic if they hit the wrong towers at the wrong time. Emergency services, communications for world leaders... it’s all vulnerable.”

Malone exhaled. He knew they couldn’t wait for confirmation of the attackers’ motives. Every second the network remained online was a second closer to disaster. He straightened in his chair and pressed a finger to the map. “We need someone who understands this at a molecular level. A digital cartographer who can navigate this chaos and find its origin.”

Sofia looked up sharply. “You mean Elena Marlowe.”

Malone nodded grimly. “She’s the only one who can see the threads we can’t. Bring her in—now.”

Outside, the city continued its symphony of chaos, unaware of the invisible war winding its way through the airwaves above them. Somewhere, Elena Marlowe’s apartment awaited her summons, a labyrinth of screens and code, ready to connect her to a danger she couldn’t ignore—and a city that might not survive the night.

Malone leaned back in his chair, rubbing his temples. Every angle he considered seemed to deepen the complexity of the threat. Hundreds of nodes, a hundred thousand SIM cards, encrypted signals bouncing internationally—it was a digital Hydra. Take down one node, and another sprang to life. Worse, this wasn’t just an abstract problem of ones and zeros; it was a threat that could plunge the city into chaos during the UN General Assembly, risking the safety of world leaders and millions of citizens.

Sofia Reyes, perched beside him, tapped her tablet rapidly. “I’ve traced three separate signal relays bouncing overseas. The operators are hiding behind layers of encryption. Whoever this is, they understand both telecommunications and counter-surveillance at a level we haven’t seen.”

Malone exhaled sharply. “Local cyber teams can’t touch this. Our own cybercrime division? Outmatched. We need someone who lives in this space, breathes it. Someone unconventional.” He tapped his finger against the desk, thinking. “We need Elena Marlowe.”

Sofia’s eyes widened slightly. “You mean the consultant from Brooklyn? She’s... reclusive. Almost impossible to get on the phone. And I don’t even know if she’d accept.”

“I know,” Malone said. “But she’s the only one with the experience to map the network and see the invisible threads. If anyone can find the master node before it’s too late, it’s her.”

He picked up the secure phone and dialed a number memorized for emergencies. The line rang once, twice, then a sharp click announced the call was connected. “Marlowe?” His voice was calm but carried the urgency of a storm waiting to break.

On the other end, in a dimly lit Brooklyn apartment, Elena Marlowe’s eyes lifted from the stream of scrolling code on her laptop. She hadn’t expected to be pulled into any new cases today—or any day, really—but the familiarity of urgency in the voice at the other end caught her attention. Her fingers paused above the keyboard.

“Yes,” she said, her voice steady, measured. “This is Marlowe. Who’s this?”

“This is Derek Malone,” he replied. “I’m with the Federal Protective Service. We have a situation that requires your expertise. A network of rogue devices has been detected across New York and the surrounding area. Hundreds of nodes. Over a hundred thousand SIM cards. Potential to disable the city’s telecommunications infrastructure, including emergency services and government communications during the United Nations General Assembly. We need someone who can navigate this network—find its architecture, its weaknesses, and its origin. We need you.”

A beat of silence passed. Elena’s mind, trained to parse complexity at a glance, already began forming a mental map of the problem. Hundreds of nodes, coordinating, encrypted, bouncing internationally... She could see it all, as if it were a lattice of energy pulsing invisibly above the streets of Manhattan. The city beneath her window became less tangible than the digital grid she imagined.

“I see,” she said finally, her tone flat but thoughtful. “And why me? Why not one of the federal cyber teams?”

“Because,” Malone said, “you see what they see, and you anticipate what they intend. We don’t have time for trial and error. The network is live, and they’re testing it right now. Every second we wait increases the risk. Your skills aren’t just a luxury—they’re the only way to prevent a catastrophe.”

Elena considered the offer, her eyes flicking to the stream of code on her screen. She was no stranger to high-stakes threats, but this one had a scale that made her pulse quicken. She imagined the chaos if the network went fully live: cell towers going dark, emergency responders unable to communicate, world leaders cut off mid-negotiation. Panic flooding the streets, communications breaking down like dominoes. And all of it orchestrated with surgical precision.

“Fine,” she said at last, her voice firm. “I’m in. But I want full access to everything you’ve got—communications logs, node coordinates, anything that’s already been captured. And I work remotely. I need complete control over my environment.”

Malone nodded, understanding her conditions. “Agreed. You’ll have full access. And, Marlowe... thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet,” she replied. “I haven’t even seen the full scope.”

The line went silent, leaving Malone staring at the map of pulsing red dots. One hundred, two hundred... three hundred. The invisible web stretched across the city like a living organism, and now, with Marlowe’s insight, they had a fighting chance to trace its neural pathways before it struck.

Outside her window, the city carried on. The rumble of the subway, the honk of yellow cabs, the distant wail of sirens—life oblivious to the storm gathering above. And Elena, settled before her screens, began to untangle the invisible threads, mapping the architecture of a threat that could bring the metropolis to its knees.

For the first time in days, she felt that familiar rush: the adrenaline of a puzzle bigger than herself, a problem that could cost lives if mishandled. And in that thrill, she knew one thing for certain—there was no turning back. The countdown had begun.

Elena Marlowe sat back in her chair, letting the hum of her apartment fade into the background. Outside, Brooklyn moved as always—delivery trucks rattling over cobblestones, distant sirens cutting through the afternoon haze, and the occasional roar of a subway train beneath her feet. But inside, the world had narrowed to a lattice of signals, a digital network that stretched invisibly across the city like a living, pulsing organism.

She had been poring over the intercepted traffic for nearly an hour since the call from Derek Malone. Lines of encrypted code streamed across her laptop, each one a fragment of a larger structure, a thread in a tapestry she could almost see with her mind’s eye. Hundreds of nodes. Over a hundred thousand SIM cards. Communications bouncing internationally, masked behind layers of false signals. It was impressive in its scale and audacity, and terrifying in its potential.

Elena traced the path of a single packet, following it as it leapt from node to node, invisibly threading through the city’s telecommunications infrastructure. She could almost feel the electrical pulse beneath her fingertips, the faint vibration of the unseen signals connecting cell towers, mobile devices, and servers. This was no ordinary cybercrime. This was architecture. Precision. Strategy. Someone had spent months—maybe years—building this web, anticipating responses, predicting human behavior, and masking every move with layers of misdirection.

Her eyes flicked to the map Malone had provided. She could see the concentration of nodes clustered within thirty-five miles of Manhattan. The network was designed for disruption at maximum impact: UN delegates, emergency responders, government communications. A single coordinated strike could throw the city into paralysis. Her stomach tightened at the thought.

Sofia Reyes’ voice came through the secure line. “Marlowe, we’re seeing subtle disruptions already. Nothing catastrophic yet, but minor interference in cellular coverage, dropped calls in lower Manhattan. The network is testing its reach.”

Elena’s fingers danced across the keyboard. “They’re probing for weaknesses. Every node is a test. They want to see how the system reacts before committing fully. It’s smart. And dangerous. Very dangerous.”

She leaned forward, eyes narrowing. Patterns began to emerge from the chaos. Some nodes communicated in bursts that mimicked legitimate cell tower traffic. Others were dormant, waiting to be activated remotely. A few were decoys, designed to mislead investigators. It was a labyrinth, and every layer she peeled back revealed another hidden layer beneath it.

“Do you see any geographic clustering?” Sofia asked.

“Yes,” Elena replied, her voice low and measured. “Clusters concentrated near financial districts, transportation hubs, and key government communications points. Whoever did this understands the city’s arteries—the critical nodes that keep Manhattan alive. And they’re not just aiming for disruption. They’re aiming for control.”

Malone’s face appeared in the video feed again, his expression grim. “Control is exactly what we can’t give them, Marlowe. Every second the network remains live, we lose options.”

Elena swallowed hard. The stakes had never felt so concrete. She imagined the domino effect of a citywide shutdown: traffic gridlocks, emergency calls failing, hospitals struggling without communication, the panic of millions who rely on their phones for everything from work to
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