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INTRODUCTION
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Tyson Cavitt strode through the canyons of Manhattan, his bespoke suit and air of arrogant entitlement parting the waves of pedestrians like a luxury yacht cutting through choppy seas. As a wildly successful stock trader on Wall Street, he had long since shed any semblance of humility, his wealth and privilege a suit of armor against the rabble. 

––––––––
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On this fateful morning, his carefully choreographed routine went awry when his car service failed to arrive. Left with no other option, the impeccably dressed man was forced to descend into the gritty underbelly of the city - the subway. As he strode onto the eerily deserted platform at 42nd Street and Broadway, a chill ran down his spine. Not a single soul lingered, nor within the solitary train with its doors flung open in an unsettling invitation.

––––––––
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Perplexed yet undeterred by the strangeness, Tyson boarded the strange conveyance. No sooner had the doors hissed shut than the train lurched violently into reverse, gathering speed at a terrifying, unnatural pace. The windows turned into streaks of blackness as it hurtled backwards at 30 times its normal velocity through an inky void. Just as panic began to set in, the conveyance gradually decelerated, flickering lights heralding its arrival at an unknown destination.

––––––––
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The doors parted to reveal an empty platform devoid of any identifying markers. Heart pounding, Tyson ascended the stairs and pushed through an antiquated wooden door, emerging into a world he scarcely recognized. Cobblestone streets stretched before him, horse-drawn carriages clip-clopping as pedestrians outfitted in archaic fashions milled about. A newsboy's cry announcing the date - April 12th, 1901 - confirmed his worst fear: he had tumbled through the very fabric of time itself.

––––––––

[image: image]


In this alien era over a century before his own, Tyson's finely tailored suit had been transmuted into clothing befitting the period, from his high collar and cravat down to his leather boots and pocket watch. Seeking any semblance of the familiar, he inquired after the location of Wall Street, determined to find his office and regain his bearings. But the grand edifice of stone and mortar he arrived at bore little resemblance to its sleek modern counterpart, leaving him adrift in a sea of confusion and disbelief.

––––––––
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As the harsh reality of his predicament set in, Tyson couldn't shake the peculiarity of his arrival in this bygone age. Had his missed car service been some cosmic harbinger, paving the way for this temporal displacement? And what unforeseen purpose did it serve? The answer soon manifested in the form of Carl Cavitt, a man blessed with the same arrogant affluence as Tyson, yet sharing an even more profound connection - he was Tyson's great-grandfather. In this mirror image, Tyson recognized the roots of his own moral bankruptcy, a legacy of greed and selfishness stretching back generations.

––––––––
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It gradually became clear that the only path back to the present lay in reforming Carl's avaricious ways, steering him towards compassion and philanthropy. A daunting challenge, but one Tyson was compelled to undertake lest he be forever marooned in the unrelenting past. Through a series of cunning maneuvers and hard-learned lessons, he slowly chipped away at Carl's miserly exterior, revealing the kernel of decency buried beneath. Each charitable act, each sacrifice of personal gain in service of the greater good, brought Tyson closer to the ultimate goal of breaking the cycle of avarice that had ensnared his family line.

––––––––
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And as Carl's transformation took hold, so too did the temporal barriers begin to fray and buckle. In a climactic instant, with his ancestor's metamorphosis complete, the ghostly outlines of a subway platform shimmered into view. The very same train that had delivered Tyson to this crucible now beckoned him home, back to a present irrevocably altered by the deeds of the past. As the doors slid shut and the velocity peaked, Tyson caught one last glimpse of his newly enlightened forebear, a beacon of hope for a better future - and a better man.

––––––––
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When the train finally shuddered to a halt in the year 2023, Tyson Cavitt emerged onto that familiar platform a changed man. The trappings of wealth and privilege that had once consumed him now paled against the profound revelation that true richness extended far beyond the material. And though the path ahead remained unwritten, he knew the ghosts of avarice that had haunted his family for over a century had finally been laid to rest.
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CHAPTER 1
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Tyson Cavitt strode down the concrete canyons of Manhattan, his shadow stretching long in the morning sun. The crisp autumn air played at the edges of his tailored charcoal suit, a piece that had been hand-stitched to perfection by a Savile Row artisan. He was the very embodiment of Wall Street success – his gait confident, his blue eyes sharp beneath the slicked-back hair that not a single gust could unsettle.
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"Mr. Cavitt, sir, your car," his assistant's voice crackled through the phone, tinged with an unmistakable note of panic.

––––––––
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Tyson’s stride didn’t falter. "What about it, Richard?"

––––––––
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"Apologies, sir, but it won't arrive. Engine trouble."

––––––––
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"Engine trouble?" Tyson scoffed, pausing as he glanced at his Rolex. "Inconceivable!" This wasn't just any car service; it was the finest money could buy. With a terse nod, he ended the call and surveyed the bustling New York streets. Time was money, and neither waited for anyone, least of all Tyson Cavitt.

––––––––
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With a murmured curse, Tyson veered toward the subway entrance, descending into the city's veins where the pulse of trains thundered like the heartbeat of commerce. He barely noticed the commuters parting before him, their faces blurred and inconsequential. 

––––––––

[image: image]


The platform at 42nd Street and Broadway was strangely desolate, the usual throng mysteriously absent. A singular train idled with its doors invitingly open, seemingly awaiting his arrival. An oddity, but a welcome one. Tyson stepped aboard without hesitation, his leather shoes echoing hollowly against the metal floor.

––––––––
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No sooner had the doors sealed shut behind him with a hiss than the train jolted abruptly. It surged backward, the lights flickering madly as if caught in the throes of an electrical storm. Tyson stumbled, gripping a nearby pole for stability. His heart raced; this wasn't normal. The carriage became a blur of motion, the outside world nothing more than a streak of colors beyond the windows.

––––––––
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"Is this some sort of drill?" Tyson muttered to himself, annoyance lacing his tone. But deep within, where arrogance seldom left room for other sentiments, a thread of unease began to coil.

––––––––
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The train's speed was unnatural, unhinging the very reality he clung to. For a man who controlled variables with a flick of his wrist, the loss of control was the true terror. As the train continued its relentless, backward assault, Tyson Cavitt faced the unthinkable – the disruption of his meticulously crafted routine, hurtling him toward an unknown fate.
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