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Chapter One: Berlin, 1965. And Somewhere Online, 2023
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The bar smelled of stale tobacco and cheap perfume. Not the kind that came in glass bottles, but the kind you wore like camouflage, smeared over your skin until the air itself carried your disguise. The pianist in the corner was killing time with a blues riff that never really landed. A laugh—too sharp, too rehearsed—cut through the smoke, and the West German diplomat, forty-six, balding, already sweating through his collar, told himself he was not in danger.

Hell, maybe he even wanted it.

Her name—at least the one she offered—was Anke. Long hair, dark dress, a cigarette that never seemed to burn down. She spoke with just enough hesitation to make him believe she wasn’t trying. That was the trick, wasn’t it? The Stasi had entire files on how to lace sincerity into a glance. He should have known, of course. He did know. And yet he kept leaning closer, the way men lean toward their ruin like it’s the only warmth in the room.

Outside, Berlin split itself in two like a wound that never healed. Concrete wall, searchlights, dogs. Inside, he let himself imagine he was still free.

Fast forward. Not by years, but by light-years.

Virginia, 2023.

A Pentagon contractor named Mark was hunched over his laptop at two in the morning. Wife asleep upstairs, two kids in separate rooms decorated with dinosaur stickers and glow-in-the-dark stars. He was scrolling through an encrypted chat app, telling himself it was harmless. Just a conversation. Just words, emojis, the occasional blurred photo that vanished after ten seconds.

She called herself Mei. Profile picture: an artful black-and-white shot, hair spilling across her cheek like something staged for a gallery wall. He suspected it wasn’t real, but he didn’t stop. Because she laughed at his jokes. Because she asked about his loneliness in a way his wife hadn’t in years. Because sometimes the most dangerous intelligence weapon isn’t a gun, or a bug, or a cipher—it’s the illusion that somebody sees you.

And if she asked small things—where he worked, what projects he touched, who his boss was—it was easy to answer. Little details. He rationalized it. None of it classified. Yet.

Berlin again. 1965.

The diplomat—Kurt, his name—was in the hotel room now. Anke’s dress on the chair, his tie half-undone. He looked at the window once, briefly, as if the wall itself could watch. Then he kissed her again, harder, trying to drown out the hum of suspicion in his chest.

Somewhere, a camera clicked. The sound was swallowed by the radiator. He didn’t hear it.

When morning came, Anke wasn’t in the bed. He found her at the table, already dressed, smiling like she knew the secret that would end him. “You have a meeting, don’t you?” she asked. He nodded. His throat tightened. Because in that instant, he realized she knew which meeting. He had never told her. Or maybe he had. Memory blurred when desire got involved.

Virginia, 2023.

Mark’s phone buzzed. Mei had sent a file. “Just something I found,” she typed. He hesitated. Downloaded it anyway. The document opened with Pentagon headers—sensitive, eyes only. He hadn’t sent this. Had he? His chest knotted. His cursor hovered over the trackpad, his pulse loud in his ears.

Then she wrote: Don’t worry. I trust you.

And that was worse. Far worse.

Two lives. Two decades. Same trap.

One in smoky Berlin bars where cameras hid in lampshades. One in suburban bedrooms where spyware hid inside encrypted apps.

Kurt stared at himself in the bathroom mirror, water dripping from his chin, the taste of her lipstick still burning. He whispered, It’s fine. Nobody will know. But the Stasi already had the negatives. Already had the leverage. Already had the leash around his throat.

Mark sat at his kitchen table, the hum of the refrigerator suddenly unbearable. He whispered, It’s harmless. Nobody will know. But Mei’s silence in the chat window was louder than any reply. She didn’t need to type. She already had him.

Here’s the part nobody writes down in the files: the ache. The lonely-space-between-heartbeats ache.

Honey traps weren’t just about state secrets. They were about filling the cracks in people that governments couldn’t fix. A diplomat who wanted to be touched like a man, not a functionary. A contractor who wanted to feel young again, wanted someone to notice him. They weren’t betraying their countries first. They were betraying their own loneliness.

And maybe—just maybe—they knew it the whole time.

Berlin. 1965.

The diplomat walked into his briefing, face pale, hands trembling. His superior didn’t look up from the folder he was reading. “You’ve been compromised,” the man said flatly. No accusation. Just fact. A chess piece had moved, and now the board was different.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
W& SERIES

/A\K,

he

fle st

& psice






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





