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Banking on Betrayal* revisited. 

Jason Noble had never been one to celebrate victories, especially not the kind that left silence in their wake. He felt no triumph, no relief, only the familiar, gnawing sense that something deeper had survived the confrontation,  something that had watched, waited, and learned from every move he’d made. 

But the game, Jason knew, was not done. 

And somewhere, in a room Jason hadn’t found yet, someone was watching. 

He closed the file, stepped into the corridor, and whispered to himself, “Banking on Betrayal was just the opening move.” 




1. THE VOID 

 

Jason Noble had always believed that silence was a luxury. Now it felt like a threat. He stood alone in the dim corridor outside the bank’s executive suite, listening to the faint hum of fluorescent lights overhead. The building was too quiet for a place that held the fate of his company in its marble-lined hands. Too quiet for a man who’d spent the last nine months fighting to keep his life from collapsing. 

He checked his watch: 08:59. 

One minute until the meeting that would decide whether he walked out of this building as the owner of Noble Freight Management, or as the man who lost everything. The elevator chimed behind him. Jason didn’t turn. He didn’t need to. He recognized the footsteps instantly, sharp, clipped, arrogant. 

Korob Walevski. 

Jason felt the familiar tension coil in his chest. Korob always moved like a man who believed the world owed him something. Today, he walked like a man who believed he was about to collect. 

“Big day, Jason,” Korob said, stepping beside him. His cologne hit first, expensive, suffocating. “Hope you brought a pen. There’s a lot to sign.” 

Jason kept his eyes on the door. “I’m ready.” Korob chuckled. “You always think you are.” 

The door opened. Magalie Moneypenney, the bank’s supervisor, stood framed in the doorway. Her expression was calm, but her eyes flicked between the two men with the precision of someone who understood exactly how dangerous this meeting was. 

“Gentlemen,” she said. “Let’s begin.” 

Inside, the boardroom felt colder than the hallway. Papers were stacked neatly at each seat. A single folder sat at the head of the table, the MBO contract. Jason’s future, bound in legalese and risk. 

Louis Mendes was already seated, reviewing documents with the calm intensity of a man who had seen too many deals go sideways. He looked up, gave Jason a small nod. A signal. A reassurance. 

Jason took his seat. Korob sat opposite him, leaning back like a king waiting for the executioner to finish sharpening the blade. Magalie closed the door. 

“Before we proceed,” she said, “there’s one matter we need to address.” 

Jason felt the shift in the room. Korob’s smile widened. 

Magalie placed a document on the table. “A proxy from Khen Maas. Authorizing payout of MaNoLo’s profits year-to-date.” 

Jason’s jaw tightened. He knew exactly what this was. A trap. A final strike. A way to drain the company’s cash before the transfer. 

Korob folded his hands. “Just a formality.” 

Jason leaned forward. “You timed the customs claims to hit today.” 

Korob shrugged. “Coincidence.” 

Louis cleared his throat. “We propose blocking an equivalent amount in a joint account. Neutral ground. Accessible only with mutual consent.” 

Magalie nodded. “The bank agrees.” 

Korob’s smile vanished. “That’s not…” 

“It’s fair,” Jason said. “And it keeps the deal alive.” 

Korob glared at him, eyes burning with a hatred that had been simmering for years. Jason didn’t look away. Magalie slid the first document toward him. “Shall we begin?” 

Jason picked up the pen. And the war resumed. 




2. PRESSURE POINTS 

 

Jason Noble didn’t remember leaving the bank. One moment he was signing the last page of the MBO contract, the next he was standing on the sidewalk outside, the cold November air biting at his face. His breath came out in short, uneven bursts. He wasn’t sure if it was relief or exhaustion. Probably both. 

Louis Mendes stepped beside him, hands in his coat pockets, eyes scanning the street like a man who never stopped calculating angles. “You did well in there,” Louis said. Jason let out a humorless laugh. “I survived.” 

Louis shrugged. “Same thing.” 

They walked toward the parking garage in silence. The city moved around them, cars honking, cyclists weaving through traffic, office workers rushing to lunch, but Jason felt strangely detached, as if he were watching it all through glass. He had won. He should feel triumphant. So why did it feel like someone had just opened a new front in the war? 

They reached the garage. Louis peeled off toward his car, giving Jason a nod that carried more weight than words. Jason continued alone. 

The garage was dim, the overhead lights flickering with a faint buzz. His footsteps echoed off the concrete walls. He reached his car, unlocked it, and paused. A sensation crawled up his spine, subtle, instinctive, unmistakable. He was being watched. Jason turned slowly, scanning the shadows between the pillars. Nothing moved. No footsteps. No voices. Just the low hum of the ventilation system. He waited another beat. Still nothing. He exhaled, shook his head, and got into the car. But the feeling didn’t leave. 

Jason had barely pulled out of the garage when his phone rang. He checked the display. Unknown number. He hesitated, then answered. “Noble.” A voice crackled through the line,  distorted, low, almost mechanical. “Congratulations,” it said. 

Jason’s grip tightened on the steering wheel. “Who is this?” 

A soft chuckle. “You think the game ends because you signed a few papers?” 

Jason’s pulse quickened. “If you have something to say, say it.” 

“Oh, I will,” the voice replied. “But not today. Today is for celebrating. Tomorrow… that’s when the real fun begins.” The line went dead. 

Jason stared at the phone, jaw clenched. He replayed the voice in his mind, the cadence, the tone, the deliberate menace. It wasn’t Korob. Korob was many things, but subtle wasn’t one of them. This was someone else. Someone who preferred shadows to boardrooms. Someone who had been waiting. 

By the time Jason reached the airport office, the adrenaline had settled into a dull ache behind his eyes. He stepped inside to find his team gathered around the reception area, Ann, Pascal, Elise, Slig, and a dozen others. They erupted into applause the moment they saw him.  

Jason forced a smile. “You all knew before I did.” 

Ann stepped forward, kissed his cheek. “We’ve been refreshing our inbox every thirty seconds.” 

Pascal handed him a glass of champagne. “To the new boss.” 

e 

Jason raised the glass. “To all of you. This company exists because of your loyalty. And I won’t forget that.” 

They toasted. Laughter filled the room. For a moment, Jason allowed himself to feel the warmth of it, the camaraderie, the relief, the sense of shared victory. But even as he smiled, his mind drifted back to the phone call. Tomorrow the real fun begins. He scanned the room, searching faces. Who among them might be a threat? Who might be feeding information to the outside? He hated the thought. He hated what this war was turning him into. But he couldn’t ignore the truth. Someone was coming for him. 

Later, after the celebration had faded and the office had emptied, Jason sat alone in his new corner office. The city lights shimmered through the window, casting long shadows across the room. He replayed the call again. The voice. The timing. The message. Someone had known exactly when the deal would close. Someone had access to information that should have been locked down. 

Jason opened his laptop and pulled up the internal access logs. Slig had already flagged anomalies, unauthorized entries, suspicious timestamps, remote logins. Jason scrolled through the data, his eyes narrowing. There it was. A login from an account that should have been deactivated months ago. Mike Tango Zulu. 

Jason leaned back, exhaling slowly. Mike had betrayed him once. That much he knew. But this… this was different. This was coordinated. Strategic. Dangerous. Mike wasn’t smart enough to orchestrate something like this. Which meant someone else was using him. Jason closed the laptop. He had a name to investigate. And a battle to prepare for. 

As Jason stood to leave, he noticed movement in the hallway, a silhouette lingering just beyond the frosted glass. He froze. The figure didn’t move. Jason stepped closer, heart pounding. The silhouette shifted, just slightly, then disappeared around the corner. 

Jason opened the door, stepped into the hallway, and looked both ways. Empty. He walked slowly toward the exit, senses heightened, every sound amplified. When he reached the parking lot, he checked behind him one last time. Nothing. But the message was clear. He wasn’t alone. Not anymore. 

Jason got into his car, started the engine, and sat in silence for a long moment. He thought of Ann. Of Pascal. Of the employees who depended on him. Of the company he had fought so hard to reclaim. He thought of the voice on the phone. Tomorrow the real fun begins.  

Jason shifted into gear. “Then let’s begin,” he whispered. And he drove into the night.




3. THE FIRST THREAD 

 

Jason Noble had always believed that numbers told the truth. People lied. Systems failed. But numbers, numbers didn’t care about politics, ambition, or betrayal. Which is why the numbers on his screen made his stomach tighten. 

He sat in his office long after sunset, the glow of the monitor casting sharp shadows across his face. The financial discrepancies Slig had flagged were no longer isolated anomalies. They formed a pattern, deliberate, precise, and unmistakably malicious. 

Jason leaned back, rubbing his temples. He’d expected turbulence after the MBO. He’d expected resistance, maybe even sabotage. But this… this was something else. Something coordinated. Something intelligent.  

A knock at the door broke his concentration. “Come in,” Jason said. 

Elise stepped inside, clutching a folder to her chest. Her expression was tight, her eyes sharper than usual. “We have a problem,” she said. 

Jason gestured for her to sit. “Tell me.” 

Elise opened the folder and slid a printed email across the desk. “This came from one of our top clients. They’re asking why we told them we couldn’t guarantee capacity for the next quarter.” 

Jason frowned. “We didn’t.” 

Elise nodded. “I know. But someone did. And they used your name.” 

Jason felt a cold weight settle in his chest. “Show me the message.” 

Elise handed him the printout. Jason scanned it quickly. The tone was professional, the phrasing familiar, too familiar. Whoever wrote it had studied his communication style. They knew how he spoke, how he structured sentences, how he reassured clients. It was a near-perfect imitation. Jason set the paper down. “Who else has access to this client?” 

Elise hesitated. “Axl did.” 

Jason’s jaw tightened. “Anyone else?” 

“Not with this level of detail.” 

Jason nodded slowly. “Thank you, Elise. Keep this between us.”  

She stood, her expression troubled. “Jason… this feels personal.” 

Jason didn’t respond. He didn’t need to. It was personal. 

Jason waited until Elise left before picking up his phone. He dialed Louis. 

“We need to talk,” Jason said. 

“Now?” Louis asked. 

“Now.” 

Twenty minutes later, Louis walked into Jason’s office, coat still on, eyes scanning the room like a man expecting an ambush. 

“What happened?” Louis asked. 

Jason handed him the email. Louis read it, his expression darkening with each line. 

“This is bad,” Louis said. 

Jason nodded. “Someone is impersonating me.” 

Louis set the paper down. “This isn’t just sabotage. This is identity manipulation. Someone wants to undermine your credibility.” 

Jason leaned forward. “And they’re good at it.” 

Louis exhaled slowly. “We need to find out who’s behind this.” 

Jason stood and walked to the window. The airport lights shimmered in the distance, planes taking off and landing like silent messengers. 

“I think I know where to start,” Jason said. 

Louis raised an eyebrow. “Axl?” 

Jason nodded. “He had access. He had a motive. And he’s been quiet since we confronted him.” 

Louis crossed his arms. “Quiet is dangerous.” 

Jason turned from the window. “Let’s pay him a visit.” 

Axl Sprinter lived in a small apartment on the outskirts of Antwerp, a place that looked like it had been furnished by someone who didn’t expect to stay long. Jason and Louis arrived just after nine. The hallway smelled faintly of stale smoke and disinfectant. Jason knocked on the door. No answer. He knocked again, harder. Still nothing.  

Louis glanced at him. “He’s either not home… or he doesn’t want to be.” 

Jason tried the handle. It turned. The door creaked open. Jason stepped inside cautiously. The apartment was dark, the only light coming from a flickering television screen. Clothes were scattered across the floor. A half-packed suitcase sat open on the bed. 

Louis scanned the room. “He’s running.” 

Jason moved to the desk. Papers were strewn everywhere, invoices, printouts, handwritten notes. He sifted through them quickly, searching for anything that connected Axl to Viktor. Then he found it. A business card. Viktor Deleye. Deleye Logistics Group 

Jason felt a surge of anger. “He wasn’t just feeding Viktor information. He was working for him.” 

Louis picked up a second sheet, a printed email draft. “Look at this.” 

Jason read it. It was a message to another major client, one that would have caused catastrophic damage if sent. Jason exhaled slowly. “He was preparing another hit.” 

Louis looked around the room. “Where is he now?” 

Jason’s phone buzzed. A message. Unknown number. “You’re too late.” 

Jason felt the blood drain from his face. 

Louis saw the change. “What is it?” 

Jason showed him the message. 

Louis’s expression hardened. “He’s watching us.”  

Jason nodded. “And he wants us to know.” 

Jason and Louis left the apartment immediately, scanning the street as they stepped outside. The night was cold, the air sharp with the scent of rain. Streetlights cast long shadows across the pavement. Louis spoke quietly. “He’s not alone. Someone’s helping him.” Jason nodded. “Viktor.” 

Louis’s jaw tightened. “This is bigger than we thought.” 

Jason looked down the street, his eyes narrowing. “And it’s only the beginning.” 

They walked toward the car, their footsteps echoing in the empty street. Jason felt the same sensation he’d felt in the parking garage, the prickling awareness of being watched. He turned sharply. A figure stood at the far end of the street. Still. Silent. Watching. Jason took a step forward. The figure stepped back into the shadows and disappeared. 

Louis exhaled. “We need to move. Now.” 

Jason nodded. But as he got into the car, he couldn’t shake the feeling that the figure wasn’t Axl. It was someone else. Someone who knew how to disappear. Someone who had been watching him for a long time. 

Back at the office, Jason sat alone in the dark, the city lights reflecting off the window. His mind raced through possibilities, motives, connections. Axl was a pawn. Viktor was a predator. But neither of them had the subtlety to orchestrate something this precise. Someone else was pulling the strings. Someone who understood Jason’s world intimately. 

Someone who knew his weaknesses. Someone who wanted him destabilized, not destroyed. Not yet.  

Jason leaned back in his chair. He had a choice. He could wait for the next attack. Or he could strike first. He made his decision. He picked up his phone and dialed a number he hadn’t used in years. When the voice answered, Jason spoke four words: “I need your help. 




4. THE MAN IN THE DARK 

 

The man who answered Jason’s call didn’t speak right away. He never did. Jason waited, listening to the faint static on the line, the low hum of a distant ventilation system. He pictured the man on the other end, sitting in a dark room, blinds drawn, a laptop open in front of him, multiple screens reflecting off his glasses. Finally, a voice emerged. Calm. Controlled. A voice that carried no emotion, only precision.  

“It’s been a long time, Jason.” 

Jason exhaled. “Too long.” 

“What do you need?” 

Jason didn’t waste time. “Someone is coming after me. They’re using inside information. They’re manipulating clients, impersonating me, sabotaging operations.” 

A pause. Then: “Name.” 

“Viktor Deleye.” 

Another pause, longer this time. “I’ve heard of him.” Jason nodded, even though the man couldn’t see him. “I need intel. Connections. Patterns. Anything.” 

The voice lowered. “You’re asking me to dig into a man who doesn’t want to be found.” 

“I know.” 

“You’re asking me to expose someone who plays dirty.” 

“I know.” 

“You’re asking me to step into a war.” 

Jason’s voice hardened. “I’m already in it.” 

Silence. Then the man spoke again. “I’ll call you in twenty-four hours.”  

The line went dead. Jason lowered the phone slowly. He hadn’t spoken to this man in years, not since a crisis that had nearly cost him everything. But if anyone could uncover Viktor’s network, it was him. His name was Rafael Quinn. And he was the kind of man who didn’t appear in databases, didn’t exist on social media, and didn’t leave footprints unless he wanted to. Jason had just activated a ghost. 

The next morning, Jason arrived at the office early. The building was quiet, the hallways dim. He walked past the operations floor, past the finance department, past the conference rooms where he’d fought so many battles. He entered his office and found a message waiting on his desk. A single sheet of paper. No envelope. No signature. Just one sentence: 

“You’re not the only one with friends.” Jason felt a chill crawl up his spine.Someone had been inside his office. He checked the door. Locked. No signs of forced entry. He checked the windows. Closed. Secure. He checked the security logs. Nothing.  

Whoever left the note knew how to move unseen. Jason sat down, the paper still in his hand. This wasn’t intimidation. This was a message. A warning. A promise. 

At ten o’clock, Jason met with Magalie Moneypenney. She greeted him with her usual calm professionalism, but Jason could see the concern in her eyes. “You look tired,” she said. 

Jason managed a faint smile. “It’s been a long week.” 

Magalie gestured for him to sit. “I reviewed the account activity. There were attempts to access your collateral funds.” 

Jason stiffened. “Attempts?” 

“Yes. Unsuccessful. But persistent.” 

Jason leaned forward. “From where?” 

Magalie hesitated. “The requests were routed through multiple proxies. But the origin appears to be… internal.” 

Jason felt the air leave his lungs. “Someone inside the bank?” 

Magalie nodded. “Or someone with access to someone inside.” 

Jason rubbed his forehead. “Viktor.” 

Magalie didn’t deny it. “You need to be careful. He’s not just attacking your company. He’s probing your financial defenses.” 

Jason looked up. “Can you stop him?” 

Magalie’s expression hardened. “I can slow him down. But he’s not working alone.” 

Jason nodded slowly. “I know.” 

Back at the office, Jason gathered his inner circle, Louis, Elise, and Slig. He laid out the note, the bank breach attempts, the impersonation emails. 

Louis studied the note. “This is psychological warfare.” Elise nodded. “They want you off balance.” Slig added, “And they’re escalating.” 

Jason leaned forward. “We need to map this. Every incident. Every anomaly. Every threat.” 

They spent the next hour building a timeline. The pattern was unmistakable. 

1. The first sabotage attempts began weeks before the 

MBO. 

2. The impersonation emails started days after Jason 

confronted Axl. 

3. The bank breach attempts began the moment the 

deal closed. 

4. The note appeared the morning after Jason visited 

Axl’s apartment. 

Louis tapped the board. “This isn’t random. Someone is orchestrating this with precision.” 

Elise pointed to the earliest incident. “This started before Viktor even made his move.” 

Jason froze. She was right. The first anomaly predated Viktor’s involvement. Which meant Viktor wasn’t the architect. He was a weapon. Someone else was pulling the strings. Jason stared at the timeline, his mind racing. Who had motive? Who had access? Who had the intelligence to coordinate a multi-layered attack? A name surfaced in his mind,  unwelcome, unexpected, but undeniable. Korob Walevski. 

Louis saw the shift in Jason’s expression. “What is it?” 

Jason pointed to the earliest sabotage. “This happened when Korob still had access.” 

Elise frowned. “You think he’s still involved?” 

Jason nodded slowly. “He’s too proud to accept defeat. Too vindictive to walk away. And too connected to disappear.” 

Louis crossed his arms. “But he doesn’t have the technical skill for this.” 

Jason agreed. “No. But he knows people who do.” 

Elise whispered, “Axl.” 

Jason shook his head. “Axl was a pawn. Viktor is a predator. But Korob… Korob is a strategist.” 

Louis exhaled. “So we’re dealing with a triangle.” 

Jason nodded. “And someone at the top.” 

At exactly 24 hours, Jason’s phone rang. Rafael Quinn. 

Jason answered. “What did you find?” 

Rafael’s voice was calm, but there was an edge to it. “You’re in deeper trouble than you think.” 

Jason felt his pulse quicken. “Tell me.” 

“I traced Viktor’s communications. He’s been receiving instructions from a secure channel. Encrypted. Sophisticated. Not his style.” 

Jason swallowed. “Who’s behind it?” 

Rafael paused. Then he said a name Jason hadn’t expected to hear again. A name that made the room feel suddenly smaller. A name that changed everything. “Korob Walevski.” Jason closed his eyes. 

Rafael continued. “And he’s not working alone.” 

Jason opened his eyes. “Who else?” 

Rafael’s voice dropped to a whisper. “The man funding him… is someone inside your world.” 

Jason felt the ground shift beneath him. “Who?” he asked. 




5.  THE NAME IN THE SHADOWS 

 

Rafael Quinn didn’t speak immediately. Jason could hear him breathing, slow, steady, controlled, the way a man breathes when he’s about to deliver a truth that will change everything. 

“Jason,” Rafael said finally, “you’re not dealing with a simple vendetta.” 

Jason gripped the phone tighter. “Then what am I dealing with?” 

“A coordinated operation. Multi-layered. Well-funded. And designed to destabilize you from the inside out.” 

Jason felt a cold weight settle in his chest. “Who’s behind it?” 

Rafael paused, long enough for Jason to feel the tension coil in his spine. 

Then he said the name. “Khen Maas.” 

Jason froze. For a moment, he couldn’t breathe. Khen Maas. Chairman of the Board. The man who had once backed Jason’s turnaround in Belgium. The man who had always stayed in the background, letting Korob do the dirty work. Jason swallowed hard. “You’re sure?” 
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