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    To every reader who is captivated by impossible heists, brilliant masterminds, and the relentless pursuit of truth.
To those who savor every unexpected twist, every hidden clue, and every moment when courage is tested against greed and deception.
May this story remind you that true wealth is found not in fortune alone, but in integrity, resilience, and the choices we make when everything is at stake. As every secret is revealed and every mystery unfolds, may your passion for unforgettable crime thrillers continue to grow.
This book is dedicated to all lovers of crime fiction who believe that the greatest victories come from uncovering the truth.
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Chapter 1: The Legend of Vault Zero
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The rain arrived just before dawn.

It fell softly across the sleepy coastal town, tapping against rooftops, empty sidewalks, and the large windows of a modest bookstore that sat on the corner of Harbor Street.

Inside the store, Ethan Kane was shelving books.

At first glance, there was nothing remarkable about him.

He looked like any other middle-aged man starting another ordinary workday.

His dark hair had begun turning gray at the temples.

Fine lines framed his eyes.

His clothes were simple.

His movements were calm.

The customers who occasionally wandered through the bookstore knew him as the quiet owner who recommended good novels and always remembered people's names.

None of them knew who he really was.

None of them knew that twenty years earlier, Ethan Kane had been one of the most accomplished thieves in the world.

And that was exactly how he wanted it.

The past belonged in the past.

At least that was what he told himself.

For nearly eight years, Ethan had lived a life so ordinary it sometimes felt unreal.

No aliases.

No safe houses.

No forged passports.

No late-night escapes across international borders.

Just books.

Coffee.

Rainy mornings.

And peace.

Peace had become his greatest treasure.

The small brass bell above the bookstore door jingled.

Ethan glanced up.

An elderly customer entered carrying an umbrella.

"Morning, Mr. Kane."

"Morning, Mrs. Hargrove."

The woman smiled.

"Any new mysteries this week?"

Ethan pointed toward a display near the front counter.

"Second shelf."

Her eyes brightened.

"Perfect."

She wandered deeper into the store.

Ethan returned to organizing books.

Moments like this reminded him why he stayed.

Normal people worried about bills.

Relationships.

Weather forecasts.

They didn't worry about surveillance teams or armed security guards.

They didn't wake up wondering whether someone recognized them from a wanted poster that no longer existed.

They simply lived.

For years Ethan had convinced himself he could do the same.

Most days he succeeded.

Some days were harder.

Especially when memories surfaced.

The memories never arrived dramatically.

No nightmares.

No dramatic flashbacks.

Just small reminders.

A newspaper article about a robbery.

A documentary about organized crime.

A passing conversation about security systems.

The old instincts remained buried beneath the surface.

Waiting.

Watching.

Refusing to disappear completely.

Ethan finished shelving books and walked toward the front counter.

The morning news played quietly on a television mounted in the corner.

The anchor discussed stock markets.

Corporate mergers.

Political scandals.

The usual collection of problems that seemed important for a few days before being forgotten.

Ethan barely listened.

Until one phrase caught his attention.

"...confidential financial repository..."

His eyes shifted toward the screen.

The report lasted less than thirty seconds.

Most viewers probably ignored it.

Ethan didn't.

The anchor mentioned an investigative journalist who had disappeared while researching secret financial institutions allegedly used by powerful individuals.

No names were mentioned.

No details provided.

The story ended quickly.

Yet something about it lingered.

A familiar sensation stirred inside him.

Curiosity.

Curiosity had always been dangerous.

It had led him into criminal life decades earlier.

It had nearly gotten him killed more than once.

And now, despite years of retirement, it was returning.

Ethan frowned.

Then forced himself to look away.

Not my problem, he thought.

The phrase had become a personal rule.

Not my problem.

It helped keep the past where it belonged.

Unfortunately, the universe seemed determined to challenge that rule.

Three days later, Ethan closed the bookstore shortly after sunset.

The weather had worsened.

Strong winds swept through town.

Dark clouds rolled across the sky.

The streets remained mostly empty.

He locked the front door and began his walk home.

His apartment occupied the second floor of a nearby building overlooking the harbor.

The distance normally took less than ten minutes.

That evening, he never reached it.

Halfway there, Ethan noticed something unusual.

A black sedan sat parked beside the waterfront.

The vehicle wasn't remarkable.

The driver was.

A figure stood beside the car.

Waiting.

Watching.

The moment Ethan spotted the stranger, old instincts awakened.

Every alarm inside his mind activated simultaneously.

The person's posture.

The location.

The timing.

Nothing felt random.

Nothing felt accidental.

Ethan slowed his pace.

The figure remained motionless.

Waiting.

When he approached within twenty feet, the stranger finally spoke.

"Mr. Kane."

The voice belonged to a woman.

Calm.

Controlled.

Professional.

Ethan's expression revealed nothing.

"Do I know you?"

"No."

"Then how do you know my name?"

The woman smiled slightly.

"Because I spent six months finding you."

That answer immediately raised concerns.

The years disappeared in an instant.

Not physically.

Mentally.

The retired bookstore owner vanished.

The former master thief returned.

Ethan studied her carefully.

Mid-thirties.

Dark coat.

No visible weapon.

Confident eyes.

The type of person who knew exactly what she was doing.

"What do you want?" he asked.

The woman opened the rear passenger door of the sedan.

"Five minutes."

"No."

"Then ten."

Still no.

The woman sighed.

"I know about Zurich."

Ethan froze.

The reaction lasted less than a second.

Yet it happened.

And she noticed.

Zurich.

A city.

A job.

A memory buried nearly fifteen years earlier.

Nobody should have known about it.

Nobody.

The woman continued.

"I know about Prague."

Another memory.

Another operation.

Another life.

Ethan stared at her.

"Who are you?"

The woman didn't answer.

Instead, she reached inside the vehicle and removed a large envelope.

Then she handed it to him.

"Take this."

Ethan hesitated.

The envelope felt heavier than expected.

"What is it?"

"Your future."

The answer irritated him.

"Try again."

The woman smiled.

"A blueprint."

The word hung in the air.

Blueprint.

Not documents.

Not photographs.

Blueprint.

Ethan looked down at the envelope.

Every instinct told him to walk away.

Burn it.

Forget it.

Return to his bookstore.

Return to peace.

Instead, he opened it.

Several folded pages rested inside.

Technical drawings.

Architectural plans.

Security layouts.

Engineering schematics.

His pulse quickened despite himself.

The documents appeared incomplete.

Several sections were missing.

Entire areas remained obscured.

Yet enough remained visible to reveal something extraordinary.

A facility.

Massive.

Underground.

Highly secure.

Ethan stared at the diagrams.

The old instincts continued awakening.

Slowly.

Dangerously.

"What is this?"

The woman finally answered.

"Vault Zero."

The name meant nothing.

At first.

Then she continued speaking.

And everything changed.

"It's the most secure financial repository ever built."

Ethan said nothing.

The woman pointed toward the blueprints.

"Officially, it doesn't exist."

That got his attention.

"Unofficially?"

The wind howled across the harbor.

The woman looked toward the dark water.

Then back at him.

"Unofficially, some of the most powerful people in the world store assets there."

Ethan frowned.

"What kind of assets?"

The answer came immediately.

"All kinds."

She paused.

"Gold."

"Bonds."

"Private reserves."

"Digital currency."

"Confidential records."

The list sounded impressive.

Then came the final detail.

"The estimated value exceeds one billion dollars."

Silence followed.

A billion dollars.

Even Ethan struggled to comprehend that figure.

He had stolen many things throughout his career.

Money.

Jewels.

Art.

Information.

Nothing approached that scale.

The woman watched him carefully.

Studying his reaction.

"You don't believe me."

"I believe you're telling me a story."

She nodded.

"Fair."

The woman reached into her pocket and produced a flash drive.

Ethan accepted it cautiously.

"What's this?"

"Proof."

Again she smiled.

"Or at least the beginning of it."

The harbor remained silent except for wind and distant waves.

Ethan looked at the blueprints.

Then the flash drive.

Then the stranger.

A dangerous feeling was forming.

Excitement.

He hated it immediately.

Because excitement led to mistakes.

Excitement led to temptation.

And temptation had ruined countless criminals.

Including some he once called friends.

"I'm retired."

The words sounded weak.

Even to him.

The woman clearly agreed.

"I know."

"Then why are you here?"

The answer arrived without hesitation.

"Because nobody else can do it."

Ethan laughed.

The sound lacked humor.

"There are thousands of criminals."

"Not like you."

The compliment felt calculated.

It worked anyway.

He hated that too.

The woman checked her watch.

Then stepped backward toward the vehicle.

"Read everything."

Ethan frowned.

"Wait."

She paused.

"Who are you?"

A strange expression crossed her face.

Something between amusement and sadness.

Then she answered.

"Someone who wants Vault Zero opened."

The response created more questions than answers.

Before Ethan could ask another, the woman entered the sedan.

The engine started.

The vehicle disappeared into the darkness.

Leaving Ethan alone beside the harbor.

Holding a blueprint.

And a temptation.

That night he didn't sleep.

The blueprints covered his kitchen table.

The flash drive sat beside them.

Hours passed.

Coffee accumulated.

The storm outside intensified.

Yet Ethan barely noticed.

The documents consumed his attention.

The facility fascinated him.

Every visible detail suggested extraordinary planning.

Multiple underground levels.

Independent power systems.

Redundant security measures.

Restricted access corridors.

Military-grade infrastructure.

Whoever built Vault Zero had possessed unlimited resources.

The missing sections frustrated him.

Entire portions of the plans had been deliberately removed.

Yet even incomplete blueprints revealed enough.

The place looked impossible.

Which made it irresistible.

Around midnight
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