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Chapter 1: A Night of Ink over Brazzaville.
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The Congolese night was never truly dark. It was a complex tapestry of shadows and light, woven from a million artificial sources: from the fiery, smoky red of street barbecues, exuding the aromas of spiced meat and charcoal, to the green and blue neon lights of the bars and clubs lining the avenues around Brazza Mall. This district, the vibrant heart of business, was known by some as the "Equatorial Manhattan," an island of ambition and modernity in the middle of the Congolese capital. That night, however, the usual visual and auditory cacophony was drowned out by a weather phenomenon of rare intensity. A torrential downpour, worthy of the most ferocious rainy season, had struck the capital, replacing the city's constant hum—the honking, the conversations, the music—with a deafening deluge of water. It was an inky night, absolute darkness, perfect for the best-kept secrets, those that prefer shadow to light, to surface.

The raindrops pattered, then struck with the force of small projectiles against the bulletproof glass of the unassuming CIaS 2000 building. The building itself was a gray monolith, unsigned, with no indication of its strategic importance, lost in the middle of an ordinary residential block, an architectural anomaly amidst the corrugated iron roofs. Inside, the atmosphere contrasted sharply with the chaos outside: the air was dry, sterile, over-conditioned to an almost uncomfortable level, and thick with palpable static electricity, the white noise of servers and ventilation systems replacing the sound of rain.

On the seventh floor, where all sensitive information and intelligence flows converged on the agency's brain, computer screens cast dancing shadows on Eva Balombeli 's intensely focused face . Eva, a senior analyst with an established reputation, was a woman in her thirties whose sharp, amber eyes scanned complex lines of code and streams of encrypted data that flashed by at a dizzying, almost hypnotic speed. Her slender, swift fingers flicked across the keyboard with the ease of a virtuoso pianist, searching for a false note, a dissonance in the perfectly orchestrated symphony of global financial intelligence.

Something was amiss. A subtle anomaly, a barely perceptible digital signature, had just caught his attention. It was a massive money movement, a transaction involving tens of millions of dollars transiting between notorious tax havens—the Bahamas, Dubai, and Zurich—following a classic "frog hop" pattern but executed with rare sophistication. Even more troubling, the transaction's pattern was linked to an old case that Central thought had been closed for years, buried under layers of bureaucracy and political indifference.

She paused, her fingers stilling for a moment before she typed one last combination of keys on the ergonomic keyboard. The next second, the main screen shifted from its usual cool blue to scarlet red, a silent, visual warning that hadn't been heard in this room for months, a higher-level alarm signal. The highest alert level had been activated. The automatic protocols kicked in, and the director would be notified within a minute via a secure message. The CIaS 2000 machine had just woken up.

Outside, the rain intensified, as if the sky itself, aware of the horror that was about to unfold, wept for the impending catastrophe. A name, a ghost from a painful past of all Africa, then appeared, flashing on Eva's screen, retrieved by a data correlation algorithm: Dominique Kwarteng .

The game had just begun, and Eva Balombeli knew, deep down, that this inky night would only be the prelude to a much larger and more dangerous confrontation.
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Chapter 2: The CIaS 2000 HQ is in turmoil.


[image: ]




The alarm signal had not only turned Eva Balombeli 's screen red; it had been the detonation, the spark that triggered a cascade of rigid, well-oiled emergency protocols throughout the soulless CIaS 2000 building . The studious silence of the night, disturbed only by the hiss of the air conditioner and the muffled click of keyboards, gave way instantly to a palpable tension, a growing hum rising from the lower floors.

In the main operations room, the nerve center and technological hub of the Inter-African Security Center ( CIaS 2000), the confined atmosphere transformed into a frenetic hive of activity. The agents, until then immersed in the routine monitoring of cross-border flows, the analysis of minor threats, or the drafting of tedious reports, saw their monitors switch to "maximum alert" mode with perfect synchronization. Red and black pop-up windows, bearing the capital letter " Absolute Emergency," flooded their screens, instantly eclipsing all mundane tasks.

The room's fire doors slammed shut, heavy, hurried footsteps echoed on the epoxy resin floor. Choppy conversations erupted in Lingala, French, and English, interspersed with muffled curses. Duty officers, suddenly grave and alert, rushed to the nearest terminals, their faces reflecting first incredulous surprise, then cold, professional concern. The alert triggered by Eva, though technical and digital in origin, bore a signature: that of an existential threat, a priority level activated only for matters directly affecting the summits of member states, a signal that hadn't sounded since the blood diamond affair three years earlier.

The shockwave reached the director's office. General Zabato , a man whose experience stretched back to the dark and complex days of post-colonial conflicts , left his office briskly, his briar pipe still in hand, smoke rising in fine wisps. His face remained impassive, a granite mask sculpted by decades of diplomacy and warfare, but his steely gaze spoke volumes about the gravity of the situation. He didn't need to read the initial report to know that if the name of Dominique Kwarteng , that elusive phantom of African cybercrime , was implicated, the situation went far beyond a simple money laundering case. It was a matter of political and economic survival for an entire continent, an existential threat to the region's fragile equilibrium.

Eva Balombeli , still at her post on the seventh floor, stared intently at the glowing red screen, feeling the adrenaline surge through her system. Her heart pounded, echoing the building's silent sirens. She was just an analyst, but she knew her signal had awakened the institutional leviathan of CIaS 2000. And she knew, with absolute certainty born of experience and the internal organizational chart, who they would call to handle this emergency on the ground. She prepared the identification file and the latest tracking data, certain of the identity of the tall, taciturn, and efficient man who would walk through those secure doors in the coming minutes. The tip of the iceberg had just been exposed, and the storm was beginning.
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Chapter 3: The red alert is issued.
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General Zabato , imposing in his immaculate uniform, entered the crisis room, his military boots making a sharp, authoritative clatter on the epoxy resin floor. His steely gaze swept over the assembled tense faces, some fifty agents and analysts who had rushed from their respective stations. An absolute silence fell instantly; the urgency of the situation was now palpable, heavy as tropical air before a storm. The smell of stale coffee mingled with the static electricity of the overworked servers. The General hadn't even spoken yet, but the gravity of the moment was etched on every face.

"Eva, to the board," he ordered in a commanding voice, low but which left absolutely no room for hesitation.

Eva, with formidable efficiency and a self-control that masked her rising adrenaline, took control of the main screen. With a fluid gesture on her control tablet, she replaced the red alert screen with a world map, studded with flashing bright dots - symbols of recent illegal financial transfers, a corruption network that stretched from South America to Asia, passing through Africa and Europe.

“Early this evening, I detected a massive fund triangulation, unprecedented in its scale and complexity,” she began, her words precise and rapid, devoid of superfluous emotion. “The sums involved exceed hundreds of millions. It’s a financial hemorrhage. But it’s not the amount that’s most alarming. It’s the presumed source, the operational signature.”

She brought up on the screen an old, grainy photograph, probably from police archives dating back a decade or two. The man in the image had a predatory, almost predatory smile and was elegantly dressed in a white linen suit.

— Dominique Kwarteng . The undisputed leader of international fraud , a master con artist and cybercriminal , who was thought to have retired from business, or even died anonymously in a villa in the Seychelles. His methods are unique and sophisticated: he uses not only pure fraud, compromised business email at a state level, but also large-scale blackmail, thanks to stolen or compromising information, data that he collects with the patience of a hunter.

General Zabato , his unlit pipe pressed between his fingers, spoke up, his low but powerful voice filling the space of the crisis room. Everyone turned towards him.

Tonight, the red alert isn't about money. Money is just bait, a diversion. It's about a specific item he now allegedly possesses: a digital logbook. An encrypted document listing all his victims of fraud, cases that, in some cases, date back more than thirty years, to the dawn of independence for some of our nations. And among these victims are names. Names you all know.

He paused dramatically, a master of staging, letting the information seep in and sink into the minds of all the agents present, who looked at each other, stunned by the magnitude of the potential scandal.

Several sitting and retired African and French heads of state are implicated. Ministers, high-ranking generals, business magnates. Public dissemination of this newspaper would trigger an unprecedented geopolitical earthquake, major national security crises, and even civil wars in the most fragile countries. Kwarteng is no longer engaging in fraud; he is now practicing state terrorism. We must stop him before he presses the release button.

The objective was clear. The mission, vital to the stability of an entire region, had just taken on an explosive political dimension. The fate of several nations now rested on the shoulders of CIA 2000.

Chapter 4 The threat of the "Logbook".

The "Logbook." The name now resonated like a guillotine in the icy crisis room of CIA 2000. It was not just an address book or an ordinary ledger; it was a weapon of mass destruction of reputations and power, a political fragmentation bomb ready to explode.

Eva scrolled through the available data on the main screen, displaying redacted excerpts and correlation charts. From the fragmentary intelligence, often gleaned at great personal risk by agents infiltrated around the world, Kwarteng had meticulously recorded, over decades, not only the names of his countless victims, but also the sordid and compromising details of their fraudulent transactions. Every bribe, every case of corruption, every abuse of power was archived with chilling precision.

“It’s his life insurance,” Eva explained, her cold, analytical voice barely masking the horror of the facts she was revealing. “It’s the ultimate leverage. But now that he’s back in business, out of his gilded retirement, he seems ready to use it not to protect himself from reprisals, but to punish those who, according to his own twisted morality, have betrayed him or broken the ‘code’ of business. It’s a personal vendetta that threatens entire states.”

General Zabato nodded gravely, his jaw clenched. His eyes, which had witnessed so much conflict, narrowed in concentration. "If this document falls into the public domain, if Kwarteng presses the 'release' button, it will be the end of stability for at least ten African countries and for our French partners. Strategic alliances will collapse instantly, governments will fall under the weight of scandal and public anger. Chaos will ensue."
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