

    
        
          The revenge of Montecristo

        

        
        
          Ellis B. Nulla

        

        
          Published by Ediciones Doble A, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE REVENGE OF MONTECRISTO

    

    
      First edition. July 1, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Ellis B. Nulla.

    

    
    
      Written by Ellis B. Nulla.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: Port of Entry

Chapter 2: The Envy Protocol

Chapter 3: System Error

Chapter 4: The Apex of Justice

Chapter 5: The Crystal Tomb

Chapter 6: The Faria Archive

Chapter 7: The Exit Exploit

Chapter 8: The Spada Hard Drive

Chapter 9: Formatting the Identity

Chapter 10: Code Injection

Chapter 11: Algorithms of Ruin

Chapter 12: Social Engineering in Rome

Chapter 13: Login: Paris

Chapter 14: Mercédès (Reconnection)

Chapter 15: The Auteuil Dinner

Chapter 16: The Ali Pasha File

Chapter 17: The Villefort Poison

Chapter 18: Leak in the Senate

Chapter 19: Digital Duel of Honor

Chapter 20: The Danglars Crash

Chapter 21: Zero-Day Exploit

Chapter 22: End of Process

Also By Ellis B. Nulla

About the Publisher

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1: Port of Entry
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The February sun in Marseille offered no warmth, but its metallic glare off the Mediterranean waters pierced the eyes. In the harbor's control tower, radar screens flickered before a transponder signal identified the approaching behemoth. The Pharaon, a three-hundred-meter container ship owned by Morrel Logistics, cut across the horizon like a fortress of rusted steel and brine. On the bridge, the silence was absolute, broken only by the hum of navigation systems and the hiss of the air conditioning. Edmond Dantès, barely nineteen, stood with his hands resting on the central console, watching the maneuver with a steadfastness that belied his youth. His face, weathered by the sun and wind of the voyage from Naples, bore a frosty calm known only to those who have looked death in the eye. Beside him, the harbor pilot, who had just boarded near the Château d'If, adjusted the controls with mechanical movements. The boy needed no help, but rules were rules.

"She’s a good ship, Dantes," the pilot remarked, glancing at the cargo levels. "She handles more nimbly than her tonnage suggests."

Edmond nodded, his eyes never wavering from the La Joliette pier.

"She has a soul, sir. You just have to know how to listen to her."

The docking maneuver was a choreography of thousands of tons of restrained inertia. Tugboats nudged the hull with brute force while Dantès coordinated over the radio with the bow and stern crews. Everything about him was precision. Yet behind that mask of professionalism, his heart battered his ribs with a desperate urgency. He had been away for months. Months of dreaming of the lavender scent of Mercédès’s skin and the trembling handshake of his father. The death of Captain Leclère hung over the ship like an invisible shroud. It had happened a week ago, in the dead of night—a sudden, massive heart attack that left the old mariner slumped over his nautical charts. Edmond had been forced to take command immediately, managing not only the navigation but the morale of a superstitious crew shaken by the loss.

"Well?" a thick voice, dripping with venom, cut through his thoughts.

Danglars, the ship’s cargo manager and administrative officer, stepped onto the bridge with a tablet tucked under his arm. He was a man of about twenty-five, with pale skin and restless eyes that always seemed to be calculating the monetary value of whatever they landed on. He hated Dantes with the intensity of a mediocre man fully aware of another's brilliance.

"We’ll be docked in ten minutes, Mr. Danglars," Edmond replied without looking at him.

"I certainly hope so. Mr. Morrel is already on the pier. He doesn’t look happy. I suppose we’ll have to explain to him why the captain is now a death statistic, and why we lost twenty-four hours on that unscheduled stop near Elba."

Edmond’s jaw tightened.

"I carried out the captain’s dying orders. It was a matter of honor."

"Honor doesn't pay the fuel bills, Dantes. Mr. Morrel is a businessman, not a poet."

Danglars retreated to a corner, tapping furiously on his tablet to send preliminary reports that, as Dantes well knew, would not paint him in a favorable light. The young officer ignored the provocation and focused on the final stretch of the docking. When the Pharaon was at last secured to the bollards, a hydraulic gangway descended with a metallic screech. On land, a man of about fifty, dressed in a dark blue suit that hinted at faded elegance, waited impatiently. It was Mr. Morrel. His company, Morrel Logistics, was on the brink of financial collapse following a string of failed investments in Southeast Asia and piracy in the Red Sea. This cargo was his last saving grace.

Dantes bounded down the gangway with the agility of a cat. Upon reaching the pier, Morrel shook his hand with a force meant to reaffirm his own authority, though his eyes betrayed the exhaustion of a thousand sleepless nights.

"Dantes, my boy," Morrel said, looking up toward the bridge. "Grim news reached me via satellite. Poor Leclère. He was a good man and an exemplary seaman."

"He was, sir. His death was swift, if that offers any comfort. He died doing what he loved."

"And the cargo? Danglars tells me there are delays."

Edmond gestured toward the vessel, where cranes were already beginning to unload the first containers.

"The cargo is intact, Mr. Morrel. As for the delay, I managed to make up twelve hours by pushing the engines past their recommended limit. The Pharaon handled it well. We are within the delivery window for our clients in Lyon."

Morrel let out a sigh of relief that seemed to strip ten years from his face. They walked together along the pier, under the massive shadow cast by the ship's hull. Danglars joined them, falling in a step behind like a stalking shadow.

"Dantes has done an acceptable job," Danglars interjected smoothly, "but perhaps he should explain the stop we made at the island of Elba, Mr. Morrel. It was a risky move. We could have run into trouble with the coast guard, or worse."

Morrel stopped and looked at Edmond with curiosity.

"Elba? What is he talking about?"

Edmond did not hesitate. Honesty was his only compass.

"It was Captain Leclère’s final request, sir. Before he passed, he handed me an encrypted flash drive and gave me precise instructions to deliver it personally to someone on that island. I couldn’t refuse the last wish of a man who was like a father to me."

"An encrypted drive?" Morrel furrowed his brow. "Do you know what was on it?"

"No, sir. It was protected by a military protocol. I simply carried out the delivery. It took us no more than three hours between the approach and returning to our course."

Danglars let out a dry chuckle.

"A drive delivered to an area notorious for being the retreat of political exiles and disgraced tycoons. Very melodramatic, Dantes. Let's hope it doesn't come back to haunt us."

Morrel remained silent for a moment, weighing the situation. He looked at the ship, then at Danglars, and finally at Edmond. In the young man, he saw a loyalty that money couldn’t buy—a rare commodity in today's corporate world.

"You did well, Edmond. Loyalty to a deceased superior speaks highly of you. If the captain trusted you with that task, it is not my place to question it, as long as the cargo is here."

Dantès offered a grateful nod.

"Mr. Morrel, if I may... I would like to request permission to go ashore immediately."

"So soon? We still have to clear customs."

"My father is alone, and I know he hasn't heard from me in weeks. And also... there is Mercédès."

Morrel smiled with a mixture of envy and tenderness.

"Ah, love and family. Go on, then. Danglars will handle the discharge paperwork. He’s very good with numbers and documents, aren't you, Danglars?"

The administrator forced a smile that failed to reach his eyes.

"Of course, Mr. Morrel. I’ll see to everything."

"Dantes," Morrel called out before the young man could walk away, "don't go too far. Once we clear the duties on this cargo, I want to see you in my office. A ship like the Pharaon needs a captain, and I don't think we need to look very far to find the right man."

The world seemed to stand still for Edmond. To be a captain at nineteen was a dream he hadn't even dared to utter aloud. It meant a home of his own, security for his father, and the chance to marry Mercédès with the dignity she deserved.

"Sir... I don't know what to say."

"Say nothing. Go see your people. You’ve earned it."

Dantes took his leave and broke into a run toward the harbor exit. His silhouette was framed against concrete warehouses and the roar of incoming trucks. Meanwhile, by the ship's railing, Danglars watched the scene, gripping the steel banister until his knuckles turned white. Envy was an acid eating away at his insides.

"Captain..." Danglars whispered with loathing. "That boy has no idea what the weight of responsibility feels like. Or the weight of betrayal."

Just then, a man approached Danglars from behind. It was Fernand, Mercédès's cousin—a square-jawed, dark-eyed man wearing the uniform of a private security firm. His face reflected a desperation akin to the administrator's, though born of entirely different reasons.

"Is he back?" Fernand asked, staring in the direction where Dantès had vanished.

"He is back, and more triumphant than ever," Danglars replied, turning to face the newcomer. "Morrel wants to make him captain. Which means he’ll have money, power, and, of course, the girl."

Fernand slammed his fist against the metal railing.

"Not if I can help it. Mercédès is mine. He’s just a lucky sailor."

Danglars smiled, for real this time. He had found the perfect tool for his purposes.

"Luck can be changed, Fernand. It just takes a little ingenuity and the willingness to do what others dare not. Come with me, I know a quiet place where we can talk. We share a common problem, and I believe I have the solution at my fingertips."

Both men disembarked and headed for a small tavern on the outskirts of the harbor—a dive frequented by stevedores and lowlifes, where the rumble of port machinery drowned out the darkest of conspiracies. Meanwhile, Edmond Dantès ran through the narrow streets of the Catalans neighborhood, oblivious to the clouds gathering on his horizon. The air smelled of the sea and freedom, and his mind held room only for the face of the woman he loved. He did not know that this was the final day of his innocence, the last day the name Edmond Dantès would mean anything more than a fading record in the archives of a prison the world preferred to forget. The modernity of Marseille, with its neon lights and unceasing traffic, was nothing but a stage for a tragedy as old as man: that of envy devouring virtue. Dantes arrived outside his father's small house, panting, a smile illuminating his weathered face. He knocked on the door with the rhythm of a secret code they had shared since he was a child. Inside, he heard the slow, shuffling steps of an old man who no longer expected miracles, but was about to receive one.

"Who is it?" a frail voice asked from the other side.

"It’s me, Father! It’s Edmond!"

The sound of the deadbolts sliding open was sweeter to him than any music. The door swung wide, and the embrace that followed was a sanctuary from the outside world. But outside, in the dim light of the tavern, Danglars was pulling out an envelope and a pen, ready to write the script of a nightmare that would last fourteen years. Technology may have changed, ships might be made of steel, and messages might travel encrypted, but the human heart remained the same ancient battlefield, fraught with shadows, blood debts, and a thirst for justice that would soon transform into something far more dangerous: revenge.

Edmond stepped inside, noticing immediately how terribly thin his father had become, and how empty the pantry was. The stark reality of poverty struck him, but the joy of his promotion and the money he brought with him would soon remedy all of that. What Edmond failed to perceive was that someone was watching him from the corner of the street. Caderousse, the tailor next door—always drunk and always privy to everyone else's business—watched the scene with a blend of malicious curiosity and greed. Everything was set. The pieces on the board were moving with implacable precision. The Pharaon was in port, the captain was dead, and Edmond Dantès’s fate was about to be sealed by a lie written on a crumpled piece of paper—a lie that would carry him from the light of love into the absolute darkness of the Château d'If. But for now, if only for a few fleeting moments, Edmond was happy, ignorant of the fact that the kiss Mercédès would give him that afternoon would be his last in a very, very long time.
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The March rain in Marseille was no blessing; it was a shroud of filthy water, washing the shipyard soot straight into the Mediterranean. At the port, industrial cranes towered like the skeletons of forgotten giants, silhouetted against a leaden sky that seemed to collapse onto the shipping containers. The air reeked of diesel, brine, and that metallic tang that precedes an electrical storm. In the heart of this desolation, La Réserve stood like a bunker of reinforced concrete and glass—a place where dockworkers and harbor ghosts sought refuge from the cold. Inside, the lighting was a bleak mix of flickering neons and energy-efficient bulbs that cast long, distorted shadows across the stainless-steel tables. Fernand Mondego sat in the darkest corner, his back pressed against the wall, eyes locked on the door. At twenty-eight, he still held the rigid posture of his time in the marine infantry—a tension that refused to dissolve, even after his third glass of cheap absinthe. His hands, calloused from handling weapons and shaped by barracks discipline, tightened periodically around his glass as if searching for something to strangle. In his mind, the image of Edmond Dantès embracing Mercédès on the pier replayed in a high-definition loop that burned his retinas. Edmond, with his twenty-two years and that aura of an involuntary hero, had stolen the only thing Fernand considered his sacred territory. Mercédès, the activist, the woman who spoke of rights and justice, looked at him like a useful but tiresome guard dog, while she looked at Edmond as if looking at freedom itself. Fernand’s resentment was no subtle emotion; it was a wartime wound suppurating with envy.

Gaspar Caderousse sat opposite him, trying in vain to stop his fingers from drumming on the table. At thirty-five, Caderousse looked to have aged a decade in recent months. His small hardware repair and resale shop in Le Panier was a disaster of debts and obsolete components. Wearing a faded hoodie, he smelled of rolling tobacco and sheer desperation. He was the one who had sourced the hardware, the one who knew the system’s blind spots, but he lacked the spine required to hold Fernand’s gaze.

"You need to calm down, Fernand," Caderousse muttered, his voice barely a whisper beneath the hum of a nearby refrigerator unit. "You’re gripping that glass like it’s someone’s neck. People are starting to stare."

"Let them stare," Fernand spat, his eyes never leaving the entrance. "They don’t know what it’s like to have a brat steal your life while you’re risking your hide on private security contracts that don't make the history books. That Dantès is nothing but a lucky kid. A sailor who thinks he’s a captain just because old Leclère died in his arms."

"Morrel is going to name him fleet captain, Fernand," Caderousse said with a jab of involuntary malice. "They say he’s the youngest captain in the company’s history. And Mercédès... well, word is the wedding is imminent."

Fernand slammed his fist on the table, rattling the glasses. Caderousse flinched, glancing nervously toward the bar.

"There will be no wedding," a cold, professional voice said from the dimness.

Danglars emerged from the shadows as if summoned by Fernand’s very rage. At thirty, the CFO of Morrel Logistics was the antithesis of the two men sitting at the table. He wore an impeccably tailored charcoal-grey suit, a water-repellent wool overcoat, and carried a leather briefcase containing far more than financial documents. His face was a mask of corporate efficiency; his eyes, two precision lenses analyzing the world in terms of assets and liabilities. To Danglars, Edmond Dantès was not a romantic rival, but an error on his balance sheet. Edmond knew too much about the irregular cargo movements Danglars had orchestrated over the last quarter, and his promotion to captain meant an audit Danglars could not afford.

"You're late," Fernand grunted, though he instinctively straightened his spine in the executive’s presence.

"I arrive when the environment is secure," Danglars replied, sitting down with an elegance that felt insulting in a dive bar like this. "Gaspar, do you have what I asked for?"

Caderousse nodded quickly, pulling an unlocked 3G modem and a prepaid SIM card—purchased under a vagrant's name in the Noailles neighborhood—from his backpack.

"It’s entirely clean. No IMEI trace, no link to any bank account. But I still think this is going too far, Danglars. He’s a neighborhood kid."

Danglars flipped open his laptop, a rugged ThinkPad that resembled a demolition tool. The screen's glow illuminated his sharp features as the Windows 7 operating system finished loading.

"Morality is a luxury only afforded by those with nothing to lose, Gaspar," Danglars said as he connected the modem. "You have debts. Significant debts. And Fernand has an honor issue that can only be resolved by the absence of the object of his hatred. I am merely providing the infrastructure so you both get what you want."

Fernand leaned forward, his heavy breathing contrasting with the CFO’s icy calm.

"How are we going to do it? I don’t want a bar fight. I want him gone. I want Mercédès to see him as a traitor, not a martyr."

Danglars smiled, a curve of the lips that never reached his eyes.

"In 2010, Fernand, you no longer need a knife to kill a man. You only need the right algorithm and the right audience. I’ve been looking into the little errand Captain Leclère ran for Dantès on Elba. We know he brought back a USB drive. We know he has instructions to deliver it to Paris."

"It’s just a letter from a nostalgic old man," Caderousse interjected. "Edmond told me. Some political nonsense from the exiles’ followers."

"Whatever is on that USB doesn't matter," Danglars declared. "What matters is what we say it contains. In the current climate, after the attacks of recent years and the national security paranoia, there is nothing French intelligence fears more than unconventional arms trafficking. We are going to turn that USB into the manifesto of a radical cell."

Danglars opened a browser bearing a green onion icon: the TOR browser. In those days, The Onion Router was a tool known to dissidents, hackers, and high-level criminals—an invisibility cloak that allowed navigation of the nascent Deep Web without leaving tracks on conventional ISP servers.

"What’s that?" Fernand asked, fascinated by the austere interface and the codes starting to scroll across the screen.

"It’s our emergency exit," Danglars explained. "We are going to send an anonymous tip to the DCRI, the Central Directorate of Internal Intelligence. But we won’t do it from a French IP. Our data will hop from a server in Germany to one in Singapore, and from there to an exit node in the United States. By the time the analysts in Lyon try to trace the origin, they’ll hit a digital dead end."

Caderousse stared at the screen with mounting dread. He understood networks well enough to know they were playing with state fire.

"If we get caught, they'll charge us with high treason," the technician whispered.

"Nobody is going to catch us, Gaspar, unless your tongue is longer than your intelligence," Danglars said, his eyes never straying from the lines of text. "Fernand, you know military terms. Dictate. We need this to sound authentic. We need intelligence to believe there is an imminent shipment of heavy weaponry at the port of Marseille, coordinated by a sleeper agent named Edmond Dantès."

Fernand nodded, a spark of wild excitement igniting in his eyes. He cleared his throat, feeling the power of the written word begin to replace the impotence of his fists.

"Write," Fernand ordered. "'To the attention of the counter-terrorism division. Be advised that citizen Edmond Dantès, an officer with the shipping company Morrel Logistics, is acting as a logistics liaison for a heavy weapons trafficking network. The suspect is carrying an encrypted storage device containing the coordinates for a landing scheduled this week on the southern coast. Initial contact was made on the island of Elba under the guise of a humanitarian visit. Dantès plans to deliver the access codes in Paris tomorrow.'"

Danglars’s fingers flew across the keyboard with a rhythmic, almost musical cadence. Each keystroke was another nail in the coffin of Edmond’s life. Caderousse buried his face in his hands but did not leave the table. The greed for the cash Danglars had promised to settle his debts was stronger than his meager loyalty to old Dantès’s son.

"Add something about the origin of the material," Danglars suggested, his gaze fixed on the blinking cursor. "Something that will ensure the GIGN asks no questions and shoots first."

"Write that the shipment includes military-grade plastic explosives and state-of-the-art electronic detonators," Fernand said with a cruel smile. "That will make them mobilize the entire tactical unit. They won't go to ask him questions; they'll go to neutralize a national threat."

Danglars finished drafting the body of the message. The text, loaded with technical jargon and precise geographical references that only someone from the logistics and military sectors could know, possessed a terrifying veneer of truth. The CFO checked the TOR network configuration one last time. The connection was slow, exasperating—typical of 2010 technology—but stable.

"Are you sure about this, Fernand?" Danglars asked, his index finger hovering over the Enter key. "Once this data packet is released, there is no clawing it back. The state machinery is a blind algorithm. Once it detects a threat of this caliber, it doesn't stop until the target is crushed. There will be no fair trials, no presumption of innocence. There will be solitary confinement cells and black sites."

Fernand did not hesitate. In his mind’s eye, he saw Mercédès laughing again, her hand intertwined with Edmond’s under the pier's sun—an image of happiness he could never possess as long as Dantès was around.

"Hit the button," Fernand said hoarsely. "Do it now."

Danglars pressed the key. A small loading circle spun in the browser for a few seconds that felt like an eternity. At the table, the silence was so dense you could hear the rain dripping through a crack in the bar's ceiling. Finally, a message appeared on the screen: "Message sent successfully. Encryption verified."

"It's done," Danglars said, snapping the laptop shut with a sharp crack that echoed like a gunshot. "The Envy Protocol has been executed. Edmond Dantès has just ceased to be a man and become a high-priority national security file."

Caderousse stood up abruptly, knocking his chair to the floor. He was pale, almost grey.

"I have to go," he stammered. "I have... I have a lot of work at the shop."

"Remember, Gaspar," Danglars said, grabbing his arm with surprising force, "you provided the equipment. If Edmond falls—and he will—you are part of the victory. But if you talk, you will be part of the debris. Go back to your shop and forget you were here. Tomorrow, when you see the news, look surprised like everyone else."

Caderousse nodded frantically and ran out of the bar, vanishing into the curtain of rain. Fernand and Danglars were left alone. Fernand ordered another round of absinthe, but this time he didn't drink it with anxiety. He drank it with the deliberation of someone celebrating a strategic triumph.

"How long will they take?" the ex-soldier asked.

"The DCRI processes these alerts in real time when they detect keywords related to Elba and heavy weaponry," Danglars explained as he packed away his laptop. "Tomorrow is Dantès’s engagement feast, isn't it? On the rooftop at La Canebière."

"Yes," Fernand replied with a grimace. "It was going to be the great Dantès party. Morrel paid for all the catering. Mercédès has been preparing her dress for weeks."

"Perfect," Danglars said, standing up. "There is nothing like a public arrest to destroy a man’s reputation before destroying his life. The psychological impact on the girl will be final. When she sees her hero being dragged away by men in masks and assault rifles, her world of ideals will shatter. And that is where you come in, Fernand. The security man, the protector, the one who knows how to navigate the shadows."

Fernand nodded, savoring the plan. His envy, once an untamed flame, had turned into a cold, enduring ember. He imagined Mercédès weeping, searching for him in the crowd while the police hauled Edmond away. He imagined being the shoulder she would cry on, the man who would "rescue" her from the stigma of having been linked to a terrorist.

"Thank you, Danglars," Fernand said.

"Don't thank me," the CFO replied as he walked toward the door. "Thank technology. In the twenty-first century, truth is whatever we say it is, as long as we know how to package it for the right ears. Tomorrow, Edmond Dantès will discover that the ocean is not the most dangerous place in the world. The most dangerous place is an intelligence server with the wrong information."

Danglars left the bar, leaving Fernand alone with his glass and his ghosts. The ex-soldier stayed a while longer, listening to the roar of the storm outside. In his pocket, his mobile phone vibrated. It was a message from Mercédès, a mass text sent to her contact list reminding them of the time and location of tomorrow's party. "Tomorrow our new life begins. We’d love to see you there." Fernand deleted the message with a sharp flick of his thumb.

"Yes, Mercédès," he whispered to himself. "Tomorrow a new life begins. But not the one you expect."

Meanwhile, a few kilometers away in the small apartment in Le Panier, Edmond Dantès was reviewing the USB drive Captain Leclère had handed him on his deathbed. It was a simple device, made of black plastic, with no external markings. Edmond had not connected it to his computer out of respect for the deceased and due to an instinctive caution he couldn't quite explain. Tomorrow, before the party, he would travel to Paris to deliver it to a certain Noirtier, fulfilling the final wish of a man he considered a father. He did not know that on the DCRI servers on the outskirts of Paris, an early-warning algorithm had just flagged his name in red. He did not know that his IP address, his browsing history, and his call logs were being sucked into a state digital vacuum. The TOR network, which Danglars had used with such precision, had done its job: the lie was already traveling through the fiber-optic cables at the bottom of the sea, transforming into an official, unquestionable truth. In the shadows of the Marseille night, the GIGN was beginning to receive its tactical orders. Sniper rifles were verified, blueprints of the party venue were loaded onto operatives' tablets, and armored vans prepared to roll out. The Envy Protocol had finished its incubation phase. The following day, beneath the deceptive sun of the French spring, the system would execute its delete command on Edmond Dantès. The treason was complete, sealed not with red wax, but with bits of corrupt information that no lawyer could disprove. In the bar La Réserve, Fernand Mondego drained his final glass and stepped out into the street. The rain had stopped, but the cold was more intense than ever. He walked with a firm stride toward the Catalans neighborhood, feeling for the first time in years like the master of his own destiny, ignorant of the fact that the devil always charges interest on the tools he lends. The Marseille night, with its neon lights reflected in oil puddles, kept the secret of three men who, out of fear, money, or jealousy, had decided to play God in a world ruled by machines. The wedding feast was set, but the principal guest would not be Edmond Dantès; it would be the brute force of a state deceived by its own security protocols.
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