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Prologue: The Boy on the Motorcycle

Tokyo, December 10, 1968

––––––––
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Headlines:

“CROWN PRINCE NARUHITO BORN. A NATION CELEBRATES!”  

“STUDENT PROTESTS ESCALATE ACROSS JAPAN”  

“GUN CONTROL TIGHTENS AFTER U.S. ASSASSINATIONS”  

“TOSHIMA PRISON RIOT ANNIVERSARY SPARKS SECURITY FEARS”

RAIN SLICED THROUGH Tokyo’s neon haze, each drop a blade against the city’s pulse. 

Beneath a flickering Lucky Strike billboard, Elias Moreau, seventeen, sat astride a white motorcycle, his police uniform crisp despite the storm. 

His eyes, sharp as clockwork, watched the Mejiro branch of Nihon Shintaku Ginko.

The armored car was due at 9:48 a.m. Two million dollars in year-end bonuses. Four guards, unarmed. A fortune wrapped in silence.

Elias exhaled, breath fogging his visor. The plan was simple: a staged bomb threat, a borrowed uniform, and a fire—his fire—burning two blocks away. He’d planted scorch marks under the van at 3 a.m., a ghost’s signature.

But why Tokyo?

Because Tokyo wasn’t just a city, it was a clock. And clocks could be studied, disassembled, rebuilt. 

Elias had spent months tracing the teeth of this one: delivery routes, shift changes, where the guard stood when he smoked, how long the stoplight outside Mejiro Bank stayed red. 

He mapped it all by hand, piece by piece, watching from rooftops, bathrooms, train stations. He even posed as a courier once to slip inside the lobby and study the floor pattern—marble, slippery when wet.

He was seventeen, yes—but his mind had aged in silence. Orphaned, invisible, taught to listen when others talked too much. That was his edge. While boys his age chased girls and graffiti, Elias chased certainty. Tokyo gave him rules. And rules, when broken precisely, became freedom.

He found the fire station’s schedule in a discarded report. The bank’s maintenance log in a shredded bin. A delivery uniform in a flea market. He left no trace, touched no systems. Just patterns. Just patience.

Tokyo wasn’t his risk. It was his proof.

When the car rolled in, he stepped forward, voice steady. “Bomb threat. Evacuate now.”

The guards froze, then saw the smoke curling skyward. One glanced at the van’s undercarriage—blackened, just as Elias intended. They scrambled out.

Elias slid into the driver’s seat. Thirty seconds later, the car vanished into Tokyo’s arteries.

By evening, headlines screamed:  

“300 MILLION YEN HEIST HUMILIATES POLICE”  

“NO SUSPECTS. NO FINGERPRINTS.”  

“PHANTOM OR COP?”

Elias was already on a southbound train, a leather satchel beside him. No money touched. No trace left. Just a brass coin in his pocket, scarred and heavy, pressed against his palm.

The newspapers called it the perfect crime.  

They never knew it was only his first.
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Chapter 1: The First Whisper
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Damascus, Syria, Winter 1972

The souk buzzed with chaos—spices, shouts, and the clatter of carts. Elias, twenty-one, moved through the crowd, a shadow in a linen scarf. He’d come for her: Zari Hassan, the Ghost, a thief who left origami cranes at every job and vanished before the alarms sang.

He found her in a tea shop, slipping a merchant’s watch into her sleeve. Her eyes—dark, unreadable—met his as he sat across from her.

“You’re not police,” Zari said, voice low. “Too calm.”

“I’m worse,” Elias replied. “I’m the man with a plan.”

She folded a paper crane, never breaking eye contact. “I don’t do partners.”

“You will for this.” He slid a sketch across the table—a Tokyo bank vault, 1968. “I pulled this alone. Now I’m building something bigger. You’re the first piece.”

Zari’s fingers stilled. “Why me?”

“Because you’re invisible. And I need ghosts.”

She studied him, then tucked the crane into his pocket. “Find me in Berlin, 1976. If I’m there, I’m in.”

Elias nodded. “Code word?”

“Iris blue,” she said, and was gone.
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Chapter 2: The Bookshop 
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Beneath the Clocktower

Southern France, Autumn 1975

The bell above the bookshop door jingled, a soft chime against the hum of a sleepy town. Elias Moreau, now twenty-four, knelt behind a stack of leather-bound novels, arranging them by spine colour. His hair was longer, his frame leaner, but his eyes still held that clockwork precision.

“Bonjour, Madame Rousseau,” he called, not looking up.

“Don’t ‘bonjour’ me,” came the gravelly reply. Madame Rousseau shuffled in, cane tapping warped floorboards, her floral shawl a riot of colour. “You left the milk out again, boy.”

Elias glanced back, flashing a sheepish grin. “Caught in a book, I swear.”

She snorted, her cataracts glinting like clouded moons. “Seven years you’ve been here, and you’re still more ink than man. You’ll turn into a mystery novel yet—the kind where the killer smiles too much.”

“Guilty,” Elias said, sliding behind the counter. He passed her a chamomile tea, brewed just right. “You’re too kind to me, Madame.”

“Kind, bah. You pay rent and sort my chaos. Better than my last husband.” She settled into an armchair by the window, sipping slowly. “Still not telling me what you’re running from?”

Elias’s fingers stilled on a book—The Interpretation of Dreams. 

“Nothing to tell. Just a man who loves stories.”

Her lips twitched. “And safecracking manuals, I bet.”

He laughed, holding up a beginner’s guide to locks. “Kidding.”

Outside, the town drifted lazily. Bicycles clinked, children chased leaves, and the air smelled of roasted chestnuts. Elias swept the steps, whistling a jazz tune—Miles Davis, too obscure for these cobblestone streets.

“Morning, Elias!” A boy with a gap-toothed grin waved, his dog bounding behind.

“Found that storybook yet?” Elias called.

“Tomorrow!” the boy shouted, vanishing around a corner.

Elias slipped back inside, past a false panel in the poetry section. A hidden staircase descended to a stone-walled room, lit by a single bulb. Maps covered the walls—vaults, museums, metro lines—annotated in his meticulous hand. A corkboard held five Polaroids:

The Watchman. The Engineer. The Whisper. The Phantom. The Fire.

A sixth photo hung alone: a blurred figure in a Tokyo police uniform, 1968. Elias stared at it, then opened a notebook. He wrote:  

Week 357. No signal from Echo. Johannesburg lead cold. Rousseau suspects nothing. Need explosives expert. Then we begin.

He set a white rook chess piece beside a globe, spinning it to Boston.

That night, under the town’s broken clocktower—frozen at 11:44—Elias paused. Some said a fire stopped the clock; others, neglect. He set his watch to match, a quiet vow.  

The world forgot the hour. Elias Moreau remembered.
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