
Cold Blooded

A Psychological Thriller of Dark Ambitions and Unforgiving Retribution

By

Faisal Iqbal 

Copyright 

––––––––

Copyright © 2026 by Faisal Iqbal 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1: The Frost on the Window

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Epilogue

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication



[image: ]


To those who refuse to freeze when the world turns cold, and who find the strength to fight back when the shadows close in.
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The Frost on the Window
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The winter of 2026 had arrived with a brutal, unyielding finality, encasing the city in a thick layer of frost that blurred the sharp lines of the concrete skyline. Outside the high-rise windows of the Vance Financial Group, the wind howled through the narrow street canyons, but inside the executive suite, the silence was even colder.

Ethan Vance stood perfectly still, his hands clasped behind his back as he stared through the glass. His breath left a faint, vanishing mist on the windowpane. To the financial world, Ethan was a prodigy—a man who calculated risk with the detached precision of an advanced algorithm. At thirty-two, he had taken his family's boutique investment firm and turned it into a dominant player in regional asset management.

But wealth and success hadn't warmed the atmosphere in his life; they had only increased the stakes.

"The regulators just signed off on the quarterly audit, Ethan," a sharp, precise voice broke the silence behind him.

Ethan didn't turn around immediately. He watched the reflection of his half-brother, Marcus, materialize in the glass. Marcus was older, his tailored wool suit immaculate, carrying a leather-bound folder with the defensive posture of someone who spent his entire life managing liabilities. Unlike Ethan, who saw finance as a game of structural logic, Marcus saw it as a tool for absolute control.

"And the legacy accounts?" Ethan asked, his voice low, matching the quiet chill of the room.

"Untouched. Sealed exactly as our father intended before his passing," Marcus replied, stepping closer to the desk and setting the folder down with a soft thud. "The transition of the remaining offshore portfolio will automate at midnight. By tomorrow morning, the merger is finalized, and the Vance name becomes untouchable."

Ethan finally turned, his sharp gray eyes locking onto his brother. There was a calculated distance between them—an unspoken understanding that their partnership was built on necessity rather than blood. Their father’s sudden death a year ago had left the firm divided, forcing them into an uneasy alliance to prevent a hostile takeover.

"You look tense, Marcus," Ethan noted, walking slowly toward his desk. "The audit is clean. The capital reserves are validated. This is exactly what you wanted."

Marcus offered a thin, humorless smile. "In this market, Ethan, being comfortable is the first step toward freezing to death. I’m not tense; I’m prepared. You should be, too."

When Marcus left the office, closing the heavy mahogany door with a quiet click, the room returned to its frozen stillness. Ethan sat down at his custom-built Linux terminal, his fingers tapping a familiar sequence to clear the screen of corporate spreadsheets. He wasn't looking at the audit reports. He was tracking something far more volatile.

For the past three weeks, Ethan had been silently monitoring a series of microscopic data anomalies within the firm’s core algorithmic trading ledger. They were tiny, almost imperceptible shifts—micro-fractional diversions of capital that occurred during high-volume trades, disappearing into a maze of shell company accounts registered in the Cayman Islands.

To an ordinary auditor, it looked like standard statistical variance. But to Ethan, it was a deliberate, slow-bleeding wound. Someone was draining the legacy accounts from the inside out, using the upcoming merger as a smokescreen to mask the theft.

His phone buzzed on the desk. An encrypted messaging application flashed an anonymous notification.

Sender: Alpha_Probe

Message: The trace is complete. The signature packet used to authorize the micro-diversions didn't originate from an external hacker. The internal node identifier belongs to the executive terminal on the top floor.

Ethan’s eyes narrowed as he read the string of network telemetry data. The top floor only housed two terminals: his own, and Marcus’s.

Suddenly, the overhead fluorescent lights flickered once, dropping the room into a brief, shadowy dimness before recovering. On Ethan's master terminal, the diagnostic dashboard flashed a series of sharp, amber warnings. The automated transition protocol for the legacy accounts—the one Marcus said would trigger at midnight—had just been manually accelerated.

SYSTEM ALERT: Legacy Portfolio Migration Initiated.

Current Progress: 14%... 18%...

Authorization Source: Terminal-M_Vance.

The countdown hadn't just started; the clock was being forced forward in real-time. Marcus wasn't waiting for tomorrow. The cold-blooded betrayal had already begun, and Ethan was looking right at the digital footprint of his own brother locking the cage.
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A Calculated Distance
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The amber warning glow from the master terminal washed over Ethan’s face as the migration numbers continued their relentless climb.

Current Progress: 22%... 25%...

Ethan didn't waste time on disbelief. In the financial markets, hesitation was a fatal vulnerability. He slammed his hands onto the mechanical keyboard, opening an administrative command shell to intercept the outbound capital stream. If he could inject a cryptographic kill-switch into the transaction queue, he could freeze the migration before the shell companies in the Caymans liquidated the assets.

"Override command: Kill_Session Terminal-M_Vance," Ethan typed, hitting enter with sharp finality.

The terminal paused, a single white cursor blinking in the dark void of the interface. Then, the screen rejected the instruction with a harsh, unyielding notification.

ERROR: Administrative Privilege Exception. User Account 'E_Vance' Downgraded to Read-Only Status.

Ethan’s grip tightened on the edge of his desk. He opened a secondary network diagnostic window, trying to route his commands through an auxiliary system firewall he had built as an emergency fail-safe.

ACCESS DENIED. Token Expired or Revoked.

The calculation behind this move was immaculate. Marcus hadn't just accelerated the timeline; he had quietly stripped Ethan’s administrative tokens over the course of the evening audit, leaving him completely toothless while keeping him trapped inside the building's digital perimeter.

"You always were too focused on the mathematics of the market, Ethan," a voice remarked from the doorway.

Ethan slowly lifted his eyes from the screen. Marcus was leaning against the heavy mahogany door frame. He had removed his wool coat, and his shirtsleeves were rolled up to his forearms with meticulous neatness. In his right hand, he held a sleek, black hardware token—the master physical key to the firm’s core infrastructure.

"The system is functioning exactly as it should," Marcus said, his voice entirely devoid of warmth, matching the dead winter night outside. "You built a beautiful engine, little brother. But an engine is useless without the man who holds the steering wheel."

"You’re draining the legacy trust, Marcus," Ethan said, his voice dropping into a dangerous, calculated calm as he kept his hands flat on the desk. "Our father spent thirty years establishing those funds to insulate this firm from corporate raids. If you move them into unverified offshore shells, you’re committing institutional suicide."

Marcus took a slow step into the office, his polished shoes making no sound on the thick oriental rug. "Father lived in an era of local loyalty and sentimental safety. The modern market doesn't value legacy, Ethan; it values liquidity. By tomorrow morning, the regulatory filings will show that your account authorized these transfers before you attempted to scrub the local logs and leave the country."

Ethan looked back at his terminal screen. The migration indicator was crossing the halfway mark.

Current Progress: 51%... 54%...

He realized with brutal clarity the distance Marcus had put between them. This wasn't a sudden corporate dispute; it was a cold-blooded execution that had been planned for months
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