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Dark Pool: Financial Assassins invites readers into the shadowy underbelly of the financial world, where fortunes are made in the blink of an eye, and betrayal is the cost of doing business. Set in the midst of clandestine trading platforms, offshore dealings, and covert alliances, this gripping tale explores the intersection of high-stakes finance, espionage, and global conspiracy.

In a world where secrecy is paramount, and power lies with those who can outwit and outmaneuver their rivals, trust is an illusion and every move is calculated. As the tension builds, readers will find themselves drawn into a labyrinth of hidden agendas, high-frequency trading battles, and the ruthless pursuit of control over markets and minds alike.

Prepare for an edge-of-your-seat journey through a financial landscape where the stakes are staggering, deception is currency, and the truth is a closely guarded secret.

Dark Pool: Financial Assassins “Where fortunes flow like water, and betrayal seeps like oil.”
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Prologue: Muddy Waters
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The trade wasn’t just big. It was monumental. Steve Douglas leaned back in his leather chair, the glow from six monitors reflecting off his sharp features. Each screen displayed a different piece of the puzzle—oil futures, geopolitical indexes, weather forecasts, and a live feed of the bustling trading floor below. But his gaze was locked on one graph, the line inching upward with every passing second.
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“Five hundred million dollars,” Steve murmured to himself, a smirk tugging at his lips. “And climbing.”
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His phone buzzed. A text flashed on the screen: “It’s done. Time to pull the trigger.”
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He hesitated, just for a moment. The weight of the decision pressed against his chest like a vice. Then, with a sharp exhale, he keyed in the command. The trade executed instantly, a cascade of numbers filling the screen as billions shifted in an invisible hand-off.
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It was done.
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The room felt electric, but not from the monitors. There was something else—something ominous. He turned to the window, the Manhattan skyline bathed in the dim orange glow of twilight. The city pulsed with life, oblivious to the chaos Steve had just unleashed.

Behind him, a junior trader burst into the room, breathless. “Steve, you’ve got to see this.”
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Steve followed him to the central trading floor, where every screen was tuned to the same breaking news broadcast. A riot had erupted in a Middle Eastern city. Fires consumed the streets as protesters clashed with police.
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The Junior Trader, in panic, “News broke out faster than usual.”
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Courtney Robbins comes in to asses the situation, Everybody calm down. This is what we’ve been expecting for weeks. Close your positions and go home to your families. You’ve all done a great job.
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The silence and guilt whispered through the room. Although they’ve amassed fortunes in the matter o minutes, something just didn’t feel right.

Steve and Courtney exchanged a silent nod. As if to acknowledge that the job was done.
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The anchor’s voice trembled as she reported, “This unrest comes just hours after an unexplained sabotage at a key oil refinery, crippling the supply chain. The ripple effects are expected to impact global markets for weeks to come.”
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Steve’s chest tightened. He knew. He knew because it was his doing. He leaned to murmur into Courtney’s ear,”Looks like our journalistic friends have turned their backs on us.”
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Courtney dismissed this idea with strong authority, “Never! We pay their bills remember. That would be suicide.”
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However, an uneasy feeling was brewing in Steve’s stomach. This was not the usual pattern. Usually the news producers would check in with the big man, Courtney Robbins before broadcasting something this big. All to ensure that the their friends on Wall street and Chicago are finished with whatever shady business they were doing.
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The refinery had been a target—a chess piece removed from the board. He hadn’t asked how it would happen, hadn’t wanted to know. But the timing was too perfect, the outcome too precise to be coincidence.
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“You okay, Steve?” one of the floor managers asked, his brow furrowed.
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“Yeah,” Steve lied, his voice steady. “Just another day on Wall Street.”
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But it wasn’t. Not this time. Steve had a feeling the tide was about to turn to disastrous heights.

Later that night

Steve stood outside a grand estate in the Hamptons. Courtney Robbins’ home loomed before him, its opulent facade a testament to the old man’s unmatched wealth and power. Steve had come for answers—or perhaps reassurance.

He let himself in. The house was eerily silent, the usual hum of life replaced by an unsettling stillness.
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“Courtney?” he called, his voice echoing through the cavernous halls.
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No answer.
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Steve climbed the winding staircase, his pulse quickening with every step. When he reached the study, the door was ajar.
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Inside one of the many rooms in the mansion, a sophisticated private home office, furnished with wood and leather pieces. This was where they usually met to debrief and sometimes celebrate with a glass of whiskey and cigars. The smoke was seeping out the room as Steve approached. 
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“Courtney, are you in there? I’m coming in”
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As Steve entered the barely lit office...

Courtney Robbins sat slumped over his mahogany desk, his face pale and lifeless. A glass of untouched whiskey sat beside him, a cigar smoldering in an ashtray.
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Steve was frozen stiff, his heart pounding through his chest. Courtney Robbins was untouchable. The man who pulled the strings, who made kings and ruined empires, was now dead!
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On the desk lay a single sheet of paper. Three words were scrawled across it in red ink: “Novus ordo rerum.”
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Steve’s heart pounded.
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A sound from the hallway jolted him back to reality. Footsteps, faint but deliberate. Someone was in the house.
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“Someone’s still here. Crap!”

Steve moved quickly, falling to his knees to sort through the stack of papers which lay all over the floor.
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“What the hell were they looking for?”
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Then Steve realizes something.
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“Of course!”

As the footsteps and voices get closer and louder, he jolts himself over to Courtney’s desk. But Mr Robbin’s lifeless body was in the way. So Steve had no choice but he reluctantly pushes Courtney’s body to lie back on the chair.

What a grim sight it was! A red line around his neck, the work of the  rope that was used to strangle him perhaps, plus the blood still dripping down his nose. He obviously lost the battle after they tried to beat the information out him.

––––––––
[image: ]


SOUNDS of breaking glass from the corridor sends Steve into a panic! He had to find whatever it is the intruders were looking for, fast!
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Steve knew of a secret compartment inside Courtney’s desk. By unhooking a latch from underneath the desk, he’s able to reveal the compartment. Inside, one thin RED FILE. The spots of blood that he touched to get under the latch, indistinguishable from the redness of the file. Perhaps metaphorically the blood and sweat of the thousands and millions of people’s lives that were sacrificed to build this empire.
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Yet, much to Steve’s relief, “Looks like they haven't found it yet.”
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Now the voices were very very close, literally on the other side of the door, maybe a few steps away. Steve grabs the Red File and quietly closes the desk compartment. 

There was a glass door to the balcony, this was his only way out. He dashes to escape but then... looks back with one last sorrowful look at the misfortune of his mentor, friend and fatherly figure. What a shame.

Steve swiftly escapes, slipping out through the narrow opening of the balcony door and into the shadows. As he disappeared into the night, he knew one thing for certain: whoever had killed Courtney was now coming for him.
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Fractured Reflections

Steve Douglas stood over the bathroom sink, his trembling hands scrubbing furiously at the dark stains that seemed etched into his skin. The water swirled down the drain, tinted red with Courtney’s blood. His breath came in ragged gasps, the sound echoing in the small, dimly lit bathroom.

“Novus ordo rerum.” The words scrawled in red ink haunted him, flashing before his eyes every time he blinked.

This was a completely new feeling for him. Vulnerable, exposed for the first time ever. It’s like a curtain was pulled over him and his mentor Courtney. All the years of secrecy in manipulating the markets through corporate espionage and sabotage was now brought to the forth.

Was this his reckoning? His head was reeling with a purgatory of possible outcomes. Jail, humiliation or worse, death. Anything was possible at this point. If they could get to Courtney Robbins, one of the most untouchable men on earth, they could definitely get to him.

In the living room, the television blared, replacing the noise in Steve’s head with a grim news report. He could barely focus on the words, but snippets of the broadcast slowly clawed their way into his consciousness.

“...Interpol has declared the recent sabotage of key oil infrastructure an act of terrorism. Officials are investigating links to insider trading, which many believe triggered the market crash, which has left millions outrage.”

Steve gripped the edge of the sink, his knuckles white. He could hear the distant chaos outside—the faint roar of an angry mob, the shattering of glass, and the shrill wail of police sirens. New York was unraveling, and his dirty finger prints were all over this outbreak of rage.

“...Interpol has issued an international arrest warrant for the suspected mastermind behind these events. A substantial reward has been offered for any information leading to his capture. His name is Steve Douglas.”

Steve staggered into the living room, his bloodied shirt clinging to his back. On the screen, his face stared back at him—a high-resolution image taken from one of the many cameras that had watched him for years. The caption below read: “The Man Who Crashed the World.”

Tears burned his eyes as he sank to the floor. His head dropped into his hands, the weight of the accusations threatening to crush him. The memory of Courtney’s lifeless body flashed again in his mind, and a sob escaped his lips.

The newscaster’s voice was relentless.

“Protests have turned violent in major cities across the country as the price of oil and gasoline skyrockets. Panic buying has emptied stores, while rioters clash with authorities. Experts warn of potential hyperinflation if the crisis isn’t resolved quickly...”

The camera cut to footage of burning cars, masked protesters throwing Molotov cocktails, setting parts of the city on fire, riot police firing tear gas into the crowd and desperate fighting among the police and protesters. The screen flickered, but Steve couldn’t tear his eyes away. This wasn’t just a financial disaster. It was his disaster. And now, he was the most wanted man in the world.

An intense realization jolted Steve back to the present. His hands moved on instinct, grabbing a gym bag from beneath the couch. He shoved a few essentials into it: the special Red File, a burner phone, cash, and a change of clothes.

A sharp knock at the door froze him in place. His breath hitched as he waited, his heart pounding in his chest. A second knock, louder this time.

“Mr. Douglas, this is the police. Open the door!”

Steve’s mind raced. They weren’t supposed to find him here—not this soon. The balcony was his only way out. Slinging the gym bag over his shoulder, he moved swiftly but quietly.

The police were done playing nice, they were now forcing their way in. BANGING the door with a battering ram!

At this point, he had to see for himself what was in the Red File. 

What he saw:

- Nimrod 

- Singh

- Kruger

- Swiss

- Gordon

A simple list of companies? People? But something was missing.

The BANGING was getting louder and Steve’s door was beginning to crack!

Steve, deeply distracted by the mystery of this file “What were you up to Courtney?”

He looks again, the 2nd, 3rd and 4th pages were budget and earnings summaries, but they were clearly incomplete. On page 5, was a long list of global companies. The biggest companies in the world. From banks, tech giants, big-pharma, food corporations, everyone that mattered.

“Now how are these companies connected? Why were keeping such records old man?.” He wondered.

And then it dawned on him.

“It can't be... These are the names of the members. You were not kidding all along, they are actually real!”

The door splintered as the police forced their way in. Steve climbed over the edge of the balcony, his grip slick with sweat. Below, the alley was dark, littered with debris. He dropped down! Landing awkwardly but managing to stay on his feet.

He didn’t look back as he ran for his life with the Red File in hand.

The Next Morning

By the time the first rays of dawn painted the sky, Steve was miles away from the chaos. His friend, an old pilot named Frank, stood by the door of a small private plane, scanning the horizon nervously.

Their voices were hardly audible from the rumbling of the propellers from the nearby small private plane which was prepared especially for him.

“You’re cutting it close!” Frank shouted at the top of his voice.

“I didn’t have a choice,” Steve replied..

Frank gave him a hard look but nodded, gesturing for Steve to climb aboard. “You know they’ll come looking for you, it doesn’t matter where you go. This isn’t going to blow over.”

Steve met his gaze, his jaw set. “I’ll take my chances.”

New ID in hand with the name: Steven Mass.

The engine roared louder as the plane zipped down the makeshift runway. Steve stared out the window as the city shrank beneath him, the clouds of smoke from the aftermath of the chaos dissipated into vapors of uncertainty.

He wasn’t sure where he was going or what lay ahead, but one thing was certain: the man who boarded this plane would not be the same man who stepped off it.
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Chapter 1: Sink or Swim
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20 Years Later...

Sounds of FUNKY JAZZ played in the background. Typically, the soundtrack to Steve’s start of the day. A mood completed by the lingering aroma of his morning coffee.

The soft golden hues of dawn spilled through the wide windows of Steve Maas's Johannesburg penthouse. The city below was slowly coming to life, a symphony of distant car horns and the faint chatter of morning commuters rising to meet him. From his vantage point, Steve could see the sprawling skyline, a mix of glass towers and older concrete buildings—a testament to a city trying to find its place in the modern world, much like himself.

He was a mere fragment of the legendary Wall Street trader he once was. Fully grown beard, scruffy hair, shorts and an old Yankees T-shirt which he wore almost everyday of the week.

Although still wealthy through money he’s been smuggling into the country for years, his mentality and ambition had faded. 

Steve cradled a mug of black coffee in his hands, the warmth grounding him. The scent of freshly brewed beans mingled with the faint aroma of leather from the chair he sat in. On the small table beside him lay an old photograph. He picked it up, his fingers tracing the edges. It was a picture of him and his old mentor Courtney Robbins, taken during their prime. Both were smiling, standing in front of a trading floor packed with bustling energy.

Courtney’s face stared back at him, a reminder of everything that had been lost. The old man’s words echoed in Steve’s mind, as vivid as the day he had first heard them.

"Control The controllables and the market will be your friend."

Steve closed his eyes, his chest tightening as he remembered the lifeless body slumped over the mahogany desk, the scrawled words in red ink: “Novus ordo rerum.” He hadn’t been able to save Courtney. The guilt was a constant weight on his shoulders.

Not to mention the inescapable shadow of whoever it was who was powerful enough to get to Courtney Robbins. 

Steve remembered that Courtney often spoke about a secret organization, FISHNET.

A powerful conglomerate of faceless hedge fund overlords who were merciless puppeteers that controlled the outcomes of entire nations. Something that back then, seemed like a myth, a bed time story that fathers told their trust-fund babies to scare them into good behavior. Yet now, the reality and very likely possibility of their existence was constantly haunting him.

Fishnet was not an official name by any stretch of the imagination. It was a code name that Courtney Robbins coined back in their glory days in New York, when Steve was just a young and fresh overachieving prodigy.

But that was now decades ago. He had built a new life for himself—a quiet, unassuming existence far from the chaos of Wall Street. To the outside world, Steve Maas was just another wealthy expat of Dutch descent who had settled in Johannesburg for its unique opportunities in emerging markets. Few would guess that he is the one and only Steve Douglas, the most hated man in global finance.

Later That Morning

The penthouse was quiet except for the soft hum of his laptop. Steve sat at his desk, scrolling through endless data streams, market analysis reports, and news headlines. His morning ritual. He wasn’t just passively watching the markets—he was investigating them, searching for patterns, signs, and institutional footprints.

His screen showed a recent spike in commodity prices. The data didn’t align with his usual calculations, the price moved an extra percentage than the average maximum on any given day, and his gut told him it was no coincidence. There was a familiar hand behind this. Fishnet. Clear signs of market manipulation just before a big move.

Since his retirement, it was clear to him that someone else had picked up where he left off. Besides market analysis, he was well versed in the dark arts of corporate espionage, as well as sabotage whenever necessary.

He had become a complete reprobate when it came to profiting from the strings that were being pulled by the financial elites behind the scenes who sent him to do their bidding. Up until that famous crash and the death of his mentor of course. 

Lives were lost, pensions were liquidated, cars repossessed and entire billion dollar hedge funds buried in the deep. All because the actions he took without questioning the consequences.

Well that one time it was different. Usually the chaos he caused was far away, but this time, it was right at his door. Although, it was never his intention to cause such widespread damage. “If I don’t do it, someone else will” was the justification in his mind.

Though, 20 years on the run as a fugitive has completely reset his thinking and gave him clarity. The very people he had served while in his prime, were now his enemies.

He was not finished with the world of finance. Certainly not as a scapegoat to the real people in power. It was a far stretch, but somehow, one day, he vowed to himself that he would take them down.

Steve leaned back in his chair, putting the pieces together in his mind. If Fishnet was still moving the markets, then they were as untouchable as ever. Yet, something about this move felt different—sloppier, rushed. It was an opening, however small, and he intended to exploit it.

He reached for a notebook on his desk, flipping through pages of hand-drawn charts and calculations. This wasn’t just a hobby—it was his redemption plan. But he couldn’t do it alone.

In a loud exhale! He decided to pick his miserable self up and...trims his over grown beard and his hair. Surprisingly skillful without any assistance. 

He grew up in New York his whole life. He was used to doing things by himself. This whole moment sparked an old fire inside of him. “Time to get back in the deep end” he murmured to himself. 

His gaze drifted back to the photograph of him and Courtney. Steve placed it gently on the desk, a silent promise to his old mentor. He had spent ten years hiding, but now it was time to act.

A New Beginning

The sun was higher in the sky now, casting long shadows across the penthouse as Steve walked to his closet. He chose a sharp navy suit and a simple tie. His reflection in the mirror showed a man both older and wiser, the lines on his face etched by time and regret.
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As he fastened his tie, his phone buzzed on the dresser. It was a notification from his emails:

From: M. Strauss. 

Meeting confirmation 16:30 at Invest-Corp. Rosebank Office

Towers. February 4th. We are looking forward to seeing you.

Today, the recruitment process would begin. He needed the best minds—brilliant, fearless, and unorthodox. People like him. Or perhaps, people better than him.

Steve grabbed his briefcase and stepped out into the bright financial capital of South Africa, Sandton City. The chaos of the city awaited him, but for the first time in years, he felt ready to face it.

His plan wasn’t just to build a company. He was building a dynasty.

The Prodigy

Chris Twala, a bright yet silent young man with a fire in his eyes, sat in the driver’s seat of a rented Toyota
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