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The Andromeda Initiative takes readers into a world of high-stakes espionage, global intrigue, and deadly secrets hidden in the oil trade. From the ruthless deserts of Libya to the dark underbelly of Nigeria’s oil smuggling networks, Sebastien Kane must navigate a conspiracy that could alter the balance of power forever. Disguised as an oil executive and part-owner of Leicester City FC, Kane operates in the glamorous world of Premier League football and the high-speed elite circles of Formula 1. But beneath the champagne and flashing cameras, a silent war is being waged—one that ties illegal oil shipments to advanced military technology and a shadowy force known only as The Catilinarian Protocol. In a race against time, Kane must stay ahead of those who would kill to keep their secrets buried because oil fuels the world. But in the wrong hands, it can destroy it."
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Preface

When I set out to write the trilogy, The Andromeda Initiative, I wanted to create more than just a thriller—I wanted to craft a story that explores the intersection of power, technology, and global intrigue. My fascination with the global oil industry, the ongoing corporate espionage and the world’s shifting geopolitical landscape inspired a narrative that blends fiction with echoes of reality. Leicester plays a special role in this journey. From the vibrant culture of the city to the rich legacy of Leicester City Football Club, which features prominently in the story, it represents both a connection to the past and a bridge to the future. In The Andromeda Initiative, Sebastien Kane’s ownership of the club is more than a narrative detail—it’s a symbol of influence, strategy, and the interplay between public and private power.

As you dive into this story, I hope you’ll be drawn into the world of Sebastien Kane—a man navigating betrayal, conspiracy, and redemption on a global scale.  This echoes the “Roman Catilinarian Conspiracy”- a historical anchor for the title and the themes within. Just as Catiline threatened the foundations of the Roman Republic, so too do the conspirators in this tale risk destabilizing the world on an unprecedented scale. (A full description is at the end of this book).

The Andromeda Initiative reflects the fragility of the systems we trust and the extraordinary lengths some will go to reshape them. Thank you for joining me on this journey. Whether you’re a fan of espionage, a supporter of Leicester City Football Club, or just someone in search of a gripping read, I hope you find yourself immersed in every twist and turn.

Pablo T. Limage

Prologue Tripoli, Libya. Midnight.

The rhythmic hum of diesel engines echoed across the sprawling refinery yard. The air, thick with the acrid stench of crude oil and burning debris, made it almost impossible to breathe. Sebastien Kane crouched behind a rusted pipeline; his dark eyes fixed on the convoy of tankers rolling into the darkness. Each truck carried a payload worth millions but the real prize wasn’t oil—it was the truth hidden in the labyrinth of ledgers and encrypted files inside the control room.

Kane adjusted the strap of his black backpack, his movements swift and silent. He couldn’t afford mistakes. His handler’s words still rang in his ears: “The Catilinarian Protocol. It’s bigger than oil, Kane. Bigger than anything we’ve dealt with. Find out what they’re funding.” The Catilinarian Protocol. He didn’t know what it was, but he knew enough to feel the weight of it. Billions of dollars were vanishing into a network of shadowy accounts, funding something far beyond the reach of governments or law. Kane had spent years navigating the murky underworld of oil smuggling, but this—this was something else entirely.

The sound of boots crunching against gravel snapped him back to the present. A pair of armed guards, Kalashnikovs slung over their shoulders, walked the perimeter. Kane flattened himself against the pipeline, holding his breath as the men passed. He couldn’t take them out—not yet. The mission was too important to risk an early alarm.

When the guards disappeared into the shadows, Kane made his move. He darted across the yard, weaving through the maze of pipes and tanks, until he reached the base of the control building. The metal staircase groaned under his weight as he climbed, but the relentless pounding of machinery masked the sound. Inside, the control room was a grimy relic of another era. Flickering fluorescent lights cast eerie shadows over outdated consoles and stacks of paper. Kane scanned the room, his trained eyes searching for anything out of place. His gaze landed on a locked filing cabinet in the corner.

He didn’t hesitate. With practiced efficiency, he pulled a set of lock picks from his pocket and went to work. Thirty seconds later, the lock clicked open. Inside were folders stamped with the insignia of a familiar oil conglomerate. But it was what lay beneath the paper files that made his pulse quicken—a black USB drive, unmarked and unmistakably encrypted. Kane pocketed the drive and was about to leave when his earpiece crackled to life. His handler’s voice was urgent. “You’ve got company, Kane. Multiple hostiles inbound. Get out. Now.”

Before he could respond, the door burst open, and the room filled with the sound of shouted orders in Arabic. Kane dove behind a desk as bullets tore through the air, splintering consoles and shattering glass.

He returned fire, each shot precise and deliberate. Two guards went down, but the rest were closing in. Kane grabbed a flashbang from his belt, pulling the pin and tossing it toward the door. The explosion of light and sound gave him the seconds he needed to escape.

Out in the open again, he sprinted toward his exit—a battered motorcycle hidden behind an abandoned fuel tank. The guards were hot on his trail, their shouts carrying through the night as more reinforcements poured into the yard. Kane revved the engine, the bike roaring to life as he tore across the desert sands. Behind him, headlights appeared on the horizon, the convoy trucks now joined by armed jeeps in pursuit.

As the refinery disappeared into the distance, Kane’s mind raced. The USB drive in his pocket was the first real lead he’d had on The Catilinarian Protocol. It wasn’t much, but it was enough to confirm his suspicions: this wasn’t just about oil smuggling.

Above him, a satellite streaked silently across the night sky, its faint metallic glint invisible to the human eye. Somewhere, far from the deserts of Libya, a faceless intelligence was watching processing. It wasn’t just funding that The Catilinarian Protocol controlled. It was precision. Data. Technology. The tools of a new kind of war. Kane didn’t know it yet, but the drive he carried held more than financial records. It held the blueprint for something unimaginable: a weapon beyond borders, powered by intelligence not entirely human, and waiting to be unleashed.
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Chapter 1:  The Price of Oil
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Tripoli, Libya – Present Day

The air inside the presidential suite of the Al Waddan Hotel was thick with cigar smoke and the slow burn of suspicion. The scent of aged leather and strong Arabic coffee mixed with the faint metallic tang of gun oil—a reminder that in Tripoli, no meeting was ever truly safe.

Outside, the city pulsed with the restless energy of a nation still clawing its way out of the wreckage of revolution. Libya had once been a beacon of wealth in North Africa, a country built on vast oil reserves that placed it among the top ten global producers. Under Muammar Gaddafi, petrol was almost free, every adult had a home, and jobs were plentiful. But Gaddafi’s fall had changed everything.

Now, Libya was a land of ghosts—abandoned oil fields, bombed-out cities, and a government that existed only on paper. Power belonged to those who could seize and hold it: tribal leaders, warlords, and smugglers. The country’s official oil production had collapsed to less than 200,000 barrels per day, a fraction of its former output. But the real numbers? No one knew. Libya’s desert infrastructure was deteriorating, making it impossible to track how much crude was being siphoned off and sold on the black market, and this was why Sebastien Kane was here.

Seated across from him was Minister Al-Farouk, a relic of the old regime who had somehow managed to survive multiple power shifts—not by loyalty, but by adaptability. He was a man who understood that power wasn’t about politics, it was about money. Control the oil, and you control the future. Al-Farouk's suit was slightly oversized, as if he had lost weight in recent months. His moustache was meticulously groomed, and his gold watch—a Rolex, possibly fake—flashed beneath the dim chandelier light. His expression was calm, but his eyes held the wariness of a man who had survived too many betrayals.

Kane, dressed in an impeccably tailored navy suit, leaned back, and swirled a glass of mint tea. The game had begun the moment he walked in, and both men knew it. "You ask too many questions, Mr. Kane," Al-Farouk finally said, his voice full of amusement. He tapped his thick fingers against the wooden table. "That can be dangerous." Kane smiled, exuding an ease he didn’t fully feel. "Curiosity is part of the business, Minister. London doesn’t like surprises. They want to know where their crude is coming from." He took a slow sip of tea. "And that the tap won’t run dry overnight." Al-Farouk chuckled, but his eyes remained cold. "You English. Always so polite while you stick your hands into our oil fields. Kane leaned forward slightly. "Not just English hands, Minister. The French, the Italians, the Turks—everyone wants a piece. I'm just better at asking nicely." The minister exhaled through his nose. "You come here under the guise of business, but we both know that is not your only interest." Kane didn’t flinch. This was the dance—veiled accusations, careful denials, an unspoken understanding that both men were here for something far bigger than oil contracts. The real business was in the shadows. Libya's smuggling trade had become one of the biggest sources of illicit finance in the world. Over two million barrels of oil vanished off official ledgers daily, funnelled through black-market channels, funding everything from private militias to rogue AI-controlled weapons in space.

Kane wasn’t just here for Libya’s oil. His investigation had taken him further south, into the heart of Sudan and South Sudan—a region where oil and blood had mixed for decades. He had seen the burned villages, the skeletal remains of homes set ablaze by militias armed with weapons paid for in crude. The conflict between the Dinka and Nuer tribes, fuelled by political corruption and foreign oil interests, had led to one of the worst genocides of the 21st century.

In South Sudan oil fields had been seized by rebel groups, pumping crude through illicit pipelines that disappeared into the desert. Corrupt officials in Khartoum and Juba took their cuts, laundering the profits through Middle Eastern and Chinese banks. Kane had followed the money trail—from ghost tankers in the Red Sea to backroom deals in Dubai—and it had all led back to the same powerful players funding advanced military technology in space.

"Minister," Kane said, watching Al-Farouk carefully, "you’re not the only one losing oil to smugglers. The world’s dirtiest crude is coming out of Sudan and South Sudan. You know where it’s going, don’t you?"

A flicker of unease passed over Al-Farouk’s face. "You think you understand Africa, Mr. Kane?" "I understand money," Kane countered, "and I know that war is good business for the right people." Al-Farouk sighed, pouring himself another coffee. "There is no loyalty in this part of the world, Kane. Only survival." then the doors burst open and three armed men stormed in, their AK-47s rising. The guards flanking the room barely flinched.

Kane leaned back, exhaling slowly as he assessed the situation. The gunmen wore mismatched fatigues, their faces partially covered by keffiyehs. Not military—militia, likely under the command of one of the warlords circling Tripoli like vultures. The leader, a broad-shouldered man with a scar running down his cheek, took a step forward. His voice was rough, his Arabic tinged with a desert accent. "You’re coming with us." Kane glanced at Al-Farouk, who remained in his seat, adjusting his watch as if this were routine. He sold me out.

Kane weighed up his options. He could fight, he could run, or he could play the long game. He chose the latter. "Alright, gentlemen," he said smoothly, standing, "lead the way." As they grabbed his arms, the room blurred for a moment—a memory flooding back unbidden.  A different room. A different set of captors. Not men with guns but boys with fists. A school hallway, his back slammed against cold lockers, laughter echoing in his ears and blood in his mouth. No one had come to help. Bullies with fists. Bullies with guns. Some things never changed. But this time:

Flashback – Leicester, England, 1970s

The uniform was everything. At Gateway Grammar School, it wasn’t just a dress code, it was a symbol of status, belonging, and discipline. Sebastien Kane had earned his place at Gateway. He had passed the entrance exams, proving he was smart enough, but intelligence alone wasn’t enough to erase the invisible lines of class. His family was poor. His mother had done her best to buy the required uniform, but there had been compromises. The blazer was second-hand, passed down from a neighbour’s son. The shoes, though polished, were scuffed and slightly too big. The tie, slightly off-colour, showed a subtle but obvious difference from the ones the wealthier boys wore. At first, he had thought it wouldn’t matter. After all, what truly counted was ability, and in that, he was unmatched.

For two years Sebastien thrived at Gateway. He was a natural athlete, excelling in football, cricket, and athletics. He could outrun most of his classmates, his coordination making him a valuable player in every match. Academically, he was even better. He absorbed knowledge quickly, staying ahead in mathematics, science, and literature. Teachers often used his work as an example, and he won prizes, recognition, and admiration. His confidence grew and so did his friendships He wasn’t just respected by teachers—he was popular. His classmates wanted him on their teams, sought his help with homework, and invited him to weekend kickabouts at the park. It felt like he had overcome his background, that his place at Gateway was secure.

Then, one morning, it all fell apart.

The Wrong Pencil Case – in that moment, everything changed. It was a small mistake, something that should have been forgotten within minutes, but children are unforgiving creatures. That morning, in a rush, Sebastien had grabbed a pencil case from the table at home, stuffing it into his bag before running to school. It wasn’t his. It belonged to his younger sister, Angela, and written across the front, in bold, neat letters, was her name. “ANGIE.”

Sebastien didn’t even notice at first. Not until McAllister, one of the boys in his class, leaned over as he unzipped his bag. "What’s that, Kane?" Before he could react, McAllister had snatched the pencil case, holding it up for the whole class to see. "Oi, lads! Kane’s got a pink pencil case!" Sebastien’s stomach dropped as laughter erupted. "What’s it say?" McAllister squinted, grinning. "Angie? Who’s Angie?" Sebastien reached for it, but McAllister pulled it away. "Angie Kane!" someone shouted. "He’s got his sister’s pencil case!" It spread instantly, voices overlapping.

"Oi, Angie! Got any makeup in there?"

Sebastien clenched his fists. He felt his face burning. He could have fought back, could have yelled, could have grabbed it—but it wouldn’t matter. The second he reacted, he lost. The class had already decided.

The joke didn’t die after that morning. It grew, spreading beyond the classroom. By the time lunchtime arrived, even students he barely knew were calling him "Angie" in the corridors. At first, he told himself it would blow over. It didn’t. His friends, the ones who had stood beside him on the football field, the ones who had borrowed his notes and cheered for him in matches, distanced themselves. Not because they hated him, but because they were afraid of becoming targets too. No one wanted to be associated with "Angie Kane". By the end of the week, Sebastien had lost everything. He was still top of the class. Still the fastest runner. Still the best on the pitch. But it didn’t matter anymore.

The pencil case incident had shown him something. Something brutal. People were fickle. They could turn on you in an instant. Trust was a weakness and friendship was conditional. So, he made a new decision. If he couldn’t be accepted, then he would be untouchable. He stopped trying to talk to anyone. He stopped laughing, joking, engaging. He focused only on himself and on winning at everything. But he did it silently. No more celebrating victories or raising his hand in class. He became a ghost. A shadow. And the bullies? They lost interest because without a reaction, the fun was gone. They moved on to easier prey. But by then, it was too late as Sebastien was changed forever.

By the time he reached the fourth year, school had become pointless. He had nothing to prove to the teachers or to his classmates. He wasn’t afraid anymore, he was bored. And so, one morning, instead of walking through the school gates, he turned and walked the other way, to Abbey Park. There, in a thick cluster of bushes, he made a new routine. Every day, he would hide among the branches, unseen. He would eat his packed lunch, sometimes read, and sometimes sleep. It was his world, and no one could touch him there. For two weeks, no one noticed his absence. Then came the letter. His mother’s sharp voice, the look of betrayal in her eyes, the thick Gateway Grammar School headed paper on the table. He had been found out. And from that moment on, he knew one thing for certain. The only person he could ever truly rely on... was himself.

End of Flashback – Return to the Present

A sharp pull on his arms snapped him back to the present. The Libyan militia soldiers dragged him forward, their AK-47s pressed against his back. Sebastien Kane did not resist. They thought they had him, but they had no idea who they were dealing with. The room smelled of blood, sweat, and stale cigarettes. Sebastien Kane sat slumped against the cold, damp concrete wall, his wrists bound behind his back. His mouth tasted of copper, blood pooling from a split lip. A dull throbbing pain radiated from his ribs, where at least one, maybe two, were cracked. He exhaled slowly, forcing himself to remain calm. This wasn’t the first time he had been in a place like this. And it wouldn’t be the last.

His captors had dragged him through a maze of corridors beneath an abandoned government complex, an underground labyrinth of cells and torture chambers. Once, this place had been part of Gaddafi’s feared internal security apparatus, the notorious Mukhabarat. Thousands had been interrogated, tortured, and executed in these rooms. Now, it belonged to a new generation of warlords, militia leaders, and smugglers, who had carved up Libya like a feast for the ruthless. Kane had no illusions about their intentions. He had been taken for one reason—they believed he knew something.

A door groaned open, and the flickering light overhead cast long shadows as three men entered. The leader, a stocky man with a shaved head and a thick scar across his cheek, was the one calling the shots. Kane had picked up his name earlier—Majid al-Bakr. A former militia enforcer turned smuggling kingpin. The man’s dark eyes studied Kane, calculating. "You don’t belong here, Englishman," he said in Arabic. “Who do you work for?" Kane let out a weak chuckle. "I sell oil, Majid. Didn’t they tell you?" The backhand slap came fast, cracking across his cheek. Kane barely flinched. Majid sighed. "We found the files on your laptop." He paced. "Detailed shipping routes. Payments. Contacts. Names of people you should not know." Kane rolled his shoulders, adjusting his position. "I’m a businessman. I know a lot of people." Another strike to the ribs. This time, he grunted. Majid crouched in front of him, voice lower. "There is a war happening beneath the surface of this country, and you are playing in waters you do not understand." He gestured, and one of his men, a wiry man with cold, indifferent eyes, stepped forward, holding a rusted pair of pliers. Kane forced himself to breathe evenly. This was going to get worse before it got better.

The pain was nothing new. He had been beaten before. Shot at, starved, left for dead. The pain wasn’t about the body, it was about control. Majid’s men worked methodically. A knife to the shoulder, a kick to the gut, a twist of fingers in unnatural angles. Kane focused on controlling his breathing, not letting them see weakness. They wanted him to beg, to break, but he wouldn’t give them that. Because the moment he did, he lost the real battle. Time blurred, the pain ebbing and flowing. Finally, Majid sighed and stood. "Enough for now." He nodded to his men, and they left, leaving Kane alone in the dark. They thought he was weakened. They thought he was trapped. They were wrong.

Kane listened. Everything in a place like this had a rhythm. The guards’ shifts, the way the door creaked, the distant hum of a generator. Then, a mistake. One of the guards, a younger one, was too relaxed when securing his bindings. A small miscalculation, but it was all Kane needed. Slowly, painfully, he dislocated his left thumb, biting back the pain as he twisted his wrist free from the restraints. Then he waited. The door opened again, this time with only one guard bringing in a tray of food. The idiot. Kane moved fast. Shoving forward, he drove his shoulder into the man’s chest, knocking him off balance. Then he struck. One precise elbow to the throat. The guard choked, gasping for air. Kane grabbed the knife from the man’s belt, a quick, sharp movement, and the body slumped to the ground. Kane didn’t waste time. He took the guard’s gun, took his clothes and moved.

Kane stepped into the dimly lit corridor, adopting the swagger of a guard. Two men stood further down the hall, talking in hushed voices. He didn’t hesitate. The silenced pistol coughed twice and both men dropped. No alarms. No noise. He kept moving.

Kane found Majid in his office, sitting behind a desk cluttered with maps and cash. The warlord looked up in shock. "Impossible!" Kane didn’t give him time to react. He raised the gun. "You should have killed me when you had the chance." A single gunshot rang out and Majid slumped forward, a hole between his eyes. Kane grabbed a satchel from the desk, stuffing it with files, cash, and a satellite phone. Then, without looking back, he vanished into the night.

He emerged onto the streets of Tripoli, blending into the chaos of the city. A car waited for him—a vehicle he had prepared earlier, just in case. Sliding into the driver’s seat, he exhaled slowly, gripping the wheel. He was bruised, bloody, but alive. And now, he had something even more valuable than his life. He started the engine and drove into the night, disappearing into the labyrinth of Tripoli’s streets. The hunt wasn’t over, it was just beginning.

The desert was a cruel, endless thing. Beneath the pale light of the moon, the Sahara stretched in every direction, a landscape of shifting sands, jagged rock formations, and abandoned oil infrastructure. The night air was deceptively cold, the silence broken only by the distant howl of the wind and the occasional low rumble of distant gunfire from Tripoli’s outskirts. Sebastien Kane drove like a ghost through the dunes, his ribs aching from the torture session in Majid’s compound. His mind was focused on one thing—reaching Benghazi.

The city lay nearly 600 kilometres to the east, but he didn’t need to reach the city itself. He knew a place along the way—an abandoned refinery he had been to years ago when Libya was still a functioning oil giant. Now, it was nothing but a burnt-out husk, another casualty of war and corruption. It would be the perfect place to regroup and to make sense of what he had stolen.

As he drove his mind drifted back to the days when these lands had been filled with life. Once, Libya had been one of the top oil producers in the world, its reserves richer than gold. During Gaddafi’s rule, the fields were controlled with iron discipline, and the revenue was used to fuel his dictatorship and provide for the people. Back then, Kane had visited these same oilfields under the guise of an energy consultant, analysing refinery efficiency and infrastructure. He had seen the wealth, the potential, but he had also seen the cracks forming. Then the revolution happened. Gaddafi’s death had not brought prosperity—it had shattered the country into warring factions, each claiming a piece of the black gold beneath the sand. Now, the once-thriving oilfields were either abandoned, smouldering ruins, or controlled by smuggling syndicates. This was the Libya of today and Kane was driving straight through its heart.

It took hours of driving, but eventually, the refinery emerged from the darkness, silhouetted against the moonlit desert. Even in ruin, it was a monolithic structure, the skeleton of a once-thriving industrial site. Once, this refinery had pumped out 100,000 litres of petrol and jet fuel daily, keeping Libya’s military and aviation sectors running smoothly. Now, it was a graveyard. The main facility had been gutted by fire, the metal framework twisted and blackened. The control towers stood like sentinels, watching over the wreckage. Rusted fuel tanks lay half-buried in the sand, their insides looted long ago. But Kane wasn’t interested in the ruins, he was interested in the control room—one of the few structures still intact. That’s where he would make sense of the intelligence he had stolen from Majid’s compound.

Inside the control room, Kane locked the door and collapsed into a rusted chair, wincing as pain shot through his ribs. He pulled the satellite phone and the stolen files from his satchel, setting them on the metal table in front of him. The files were a mess of handwritten notes, coded messages, and offshore banking records. It was a spider’s web of transactions, showing the movement of oil, money, and weapons across Libya, Nigeria, and the Gulf states. But one thing stood out - a shipment log listing a series of tankers leaving Libya’s ports, with falsified manifests and encrypted destination codes. One name kept appearing in the transactions.

"The Catilinarian Protocol."

Kane frowned. It wasn’t a company he recognized, but it was clearly important. He picked up the satellite phone. It was time to make a call. The line crackled to life, bouncing across encrypted relays, then, a voice. "Kane?" It was Sterling, his MI6 control. The voice was clipped, and professional, but with a slight edge of concern. "You’re a hard man to track." Kane exhaled, rubbing his bruised ribs. "I had an unscheduled meeting with some unfriendly locals, but I’ve found something big." There was a pause. "Are you compromised?" Kane glanced at the dead guard’s uniform he had been wearing for the last few hours. "Not yet." "What do you need?" "Extraction. Benghazi Port. I’ll need a team to get me out without raising alarms." Another pause. Then, Sterling’s voice softened slightly. "Stand by. We’ll send the best."

Hours later, Kane crouched near the darkened port of Benghazi, watching the waves lap against the docks. His extraction team was already in position. A small group of SAS operatives, clad in black tactical gear, moved with surgical precision, navigating the port’s infrastructure without making a sound. One by one, the guards on the perimeter were silently eliminated. A hand tapped his shoulder. "Move. Now." Kane followed them through the labyrinth of shipping containers, keeping low. Their destination? A small fishing trawler moored at the far end of the docks. It looked like any other vessel, rusted and unremarkable, but inside, hidden below deck, was the passage that would get him out of Libya.

They departed Benghazi under the cover of darkness, navigating through Libya’s territorial waters. A few miles out, the trawler met its true rendezvous point—a Royal Navy destroyer, waiting in international waters. Kane stepped aboard, his feet finally touching British steel, and exhaled. He was safe. For now. A lieutenant approached him. "Welcome aboard, sir, the captain’s waiting." Kane nodded, glancing at the dark horizon. He had escaped Libya. But the war was only just beginning.

The Briefing at Whitehall, London, UK – MI6 Black Site

The room was cold and sterile, its walls reinforced with soundproof panels. No windows. No distractions. Just a single table, a stack of files, and the weight of a thousand unanswered questions. Sebastien Kane sat opposite Sir Alistair Pembroke, a Foreign Office Minister with the demeanour of a man who preferred power behind closed doors. His suit was impeccable, his Oxford brogues polished to a mirror shine. Beside him was David Sterling, Kane’s MI6 handler—calm, and controlled, but with the slightest tension in his jaw. On the far side of the table, two intelligence analysts had their eyes locked on a screen, scrolling through the stolen documents Kane had extracted from Libya. The air smelled of freshly brewed coffee and government-grade paranoia. Pembroke exhaled sharply. "Let’s start from the top, shall we?"

Kane leaned forward, resting his forearms on the table. "The intelligence I recovered in Libya points to a highly organized network smuggling crude oil on a scale far beyond what we’ve estimated. This isn’t just a few rogue traders operating in the shadows. It’s a full-blown operation—logistics, finances, shipping routes, and high-level coordination." Sterling nodded, pulling a file from the stack. "We’ve known that black-market oil sales fund rogue states, but what you found goes deeper than that."

Kane tapped the satellite phone he had recovered from Majid’s compound. "This device had direct links to encrypted offshore accounts. The cash flow doesn’t just stop at the smuggling networks—it moves into something bigger." Pembroke frowned. "Define bigger."

Kane studied him carefully before answering. "Military technology. AI-controlled space-based defence systems. There’s a link between the missing oil money and the development of next-generation weapons. Libya was just a piece of it." One of the analysts spoke up, her voice tight. "There’s something else, the name ‘The Catilinarian Protocol’ appears multiple times in these transactions. We’ve run it through our databases—no official records exist." Sterling’s expression darkened. "Then we’re dealing with something off the books. Something meant to stay hidden."

Pembroke sighed, adjusting his cufflinks. "This is all very compelling, Kane but without concrete proof we can’t just start sending men into the shadows." Kane arched an eyebrow. "So, what do you suggest? We wait until an AI-controlled satellite vaporizes a city before we react?"

The Foreign Office Minister’s eyes hardened. "What I suggest, Mr. Kane, is that we don’t burn political capital chasing ghosts. Right now, you have speculation, stolen documents, and a gut feeling." Kane leaned back, smirking slightly. "And yet, you’re here." Pembroke held his gaze. "Because we can’t ignore it, even if we want to." Sterling stepped in; his voice measured. "So, we follow the money. We send Kane where the next breadcrumb leads." One of the analysts tapped her keyboard, pulling up a map of West Africa. "Based on recent transaction activity the smuggled oil is being routed through intermediary ports before disappearing into private refineries in Nigeria." Kane exhaled slowly. He had seen this pattern before. Sterling pushed a file towards him. "We need you in Lagos and Port Harcourt. That’s where the next piece of the puzzle is."

Kane ran a hand through his hair, feeling the grime of Libya still clinging to him. From one battlefield to another. Nigeria wasn’t just another oil smuggling hotspot—it was a war zone. Militant groups like the Niger Delta Avengers and the Greenland Justice Mandate had been sabotaging oil pipelines for years, fighting against corruption, environmental destruction, and government neglect. The smuggling syndicates there were sophisticated, dangerous, and well-connected. Kane glanced at the map. "Alright. I’ll go." Sterling’s nod was almost imperceptible. Pembroke remained silent for a moment, then stood. "Find out who’s pulling the strings, Kane. But don’t get yourself killed, you’re too expensive to replace." Kane smirked. "Good to know my life has value, Minister." Pembroke didn’t return the smile. "You leave in twenty-four hours. Get some rest."

As Kane exited the briefing room, the weight of the mission settled over him. The Libya operation had been the opening act, but Nigeria was where the real war would begin. And if The Catilinarian Protocol was as powerful as the data suggested, this was bigger than anyone had imagined.
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Chapter 2:  Shadows Over the Delta
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Lagos, Nigeria – Present Day

The air in Lagos was thick with heat and diesel fumes, a suffocating mix of humidity and exhaust fumes from the endless gridlock of traffic. Horns blared, street hawkers weaved between stopped cars, and the scent of roasting suya and grilled plantain filled the night.

Sebastien Kane had been to Nigeria many times before. He understood the rules of survival here—the silent agreements, the corruption embedded in every layer of society, and the power held by those who controlled the oil. But this time was different. This time, he wasn’t here for business. He was here to unravel a conspiracy that stretched beyond the oilfields of the Niger Delta—one that had already left a trail of bodies in its wake.

The Sheraton Lagos Hotel was one of the few places in the city where security was tight enough for a man like Kane to relax, if only briefly. The lobby was a world apart from the chaos outside—marble floors, leather armchairs, and air-conditioning set to an unnatural chill. As Kane stepped through the entrance, he spotted a man standing near the revolving doors. Tall, broad-shouldered, wearing a black suit despite the heat and armed, he was the bodyguard.

Their eyes met. The man gave a subtle nod. Outside, a black bulletproof Mercedes S-Class idled by the curb, engine humming softly. Kane adjusted his cuffs, stepped forward, and slid into the cool leather interior. Victor's driver, an older man with sharp eyes and a knowing smirk gave a small nod. "Welcome back, sir." Kane returned the nod. "Let’s go." As the car pulled away, he looked out at the city—where five-star hotels stood beside crumbling buildings, where Ferraris and Bentleys shared the road with rusted taxis, and where power belonged not to politicians, but to the men who controlled the flow of black gold. Men like Victor Adeyemi.

Victor Adeyemi was more than a businessman. He was a tribal chief, an oil tycoon, and advisor to former President Sonny Abacha. His company-controlled oilfields in Warri, Port Harcourt, and the Niger Delta, operating under a maze of subsidiaries that kept the money untraceable and the power unquestionable. Kane had known Victor for years. Their relationship was built on mutual respect, carefully measured trust, and the understanding that in Nigeria, loyalty was always for sale 

As they drove through Victoria Island, the roads became smoother, and cleaner, lined with private compounds hidden behind high walls and armed gates. Street vendors clustered near intersections, roasting bush meat and roadkill over open flames. 

The driver manoeuvred carefully past a group of police officers at a checkpoint, their rifles slung carelessly over their shoulders. One of them stepped toward the car, tapping the window. The driver rolled it down slightly. "Evening, officer." The policeman leaned in, eyes flicking toward Kane in the back seat. "Who is your passenger?" The driver handed over a folded bundle of naira notes, sliding it discreetly into the officer’s palm. The policeman didn’t even count it. He stepped back and waved them through. Kane smirked. Some things never changed.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
PABLO T. LIMAGE

A HIGH-STAKES, CINEMATIC (& il
ESPIONAGE THRILLER

VA V4






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





