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PROLOGUE
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THIS TIME... NO.

Why make a perfect plan if a hero always comes along to stop it at the last second?

Why wait for the bomb to explode, if we all know that in the end it will be saved with a cable cut in time?

This time... no.

This time the bomb is going to explode.

This time there are no miracles or last-minute saviors.

There are no movie heroes here, nor happy endings written to please anyone.

Here there is only strategy, determination, and a team willing to go beyond any limit.

This time, perfection doesn't need a savior.

This time, perfection writes its own ending...

And this time, the bomb is going to explode.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1
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The Beginning of a Genius

For as long as he could remember, Bryant had been different. While other kids played with toy cars or lost themselves in cartoons, he spent hours dismantling forgotten radios and rusty locks, captivated by the silent precision of the gears that, without speaking, told him secrets from another world. At ten, he could open any padlock with a simple paper clip, as if his mind had been born knowing how locks think. At fifteen, he wanted to do something that was almost impossible for any boy his age: he hacked his school's grading system, not out of malice, but to prove to himself—and to the world—that there was no code he couldn't break and that anything could be compromised, no matter how complicated.

He grew up among streets where the law was a suggestion, not a rule, in a neighborhood where those who learned to adapt survived. His childhood wasn't easy or easy; his gaze sharpened amidst shadows and strategies, reading gestures, interpreting silences, uncovering other people's weaknesses like a patient predator. His father, a petty thief with more stories than accomplishments, taught him to move cautiously among bent truths and useful lies. But Bryant didn't aspire to be a street corner thief or a cheap con man. He wanted more; he longed to become one of those names uttered with awe, those who achieve the unthinkable, defying the norms with surgical precision and disappearing without a trace.

At just thirty years old, Bryant had become an architect of crime. He didn't improvise or act on impulse: he designed his heists like an engineer designs a bridge, meticulously detailing every detail, learning from the mistakes of others, ensuring that his was an art with no room for error. However, he was still missing something: the masterstroke that no team would dare to pull off, the one that would not only earn him millions, but immortality in the world of crime, the one the world would remember until the end.

His main target was JPMorgan Chase & Co. in the United States of America. This wasn't just a bank. It was the very symbol of financial impenetrability, the modern cathedral of absolute security. Robbing it meant more than getting rich, it was considered the ultimate criminal achievement. But Bryant knew, with the clarity of genius, that no single man—no matter how brilliant—could pull off such a feat. He needed a team, not of common criminals, but of unique specialists, obsessive and precise souls like himself. For months, he scoured the world in search of those perfect pieces that would fit his personal puzzle. People who feared nothing, capable of anything.

His first stop was Buenos Aires, where he encountered Shadow, a hacker whose legend grew in the digital darkness. Invisible, undetectable, relentless, Shadow could erase your identity as easily as you close a window. Bryant found him in a dimly lit café, surrounded by flickering screens. There was no need to convince him with grand words; geniuses are recognized, and Shadow had been waiting for a long time for a challenge worthy of his potential—something that would demand the best of himself—and this was the perfect opportunity.

Then, in Madrid, he discovered Bella. Her talent for infiltration was almost theatrical: she could transform into anyone, adopt faces, voices, gestures, and slip into crowds without arousing suspicion. Bryant followed her for days, amazed at how she dissolved into false identities like someone changing coats. When he finally introduced himself, she accepted the proposal with a confident smile, aware that the final scene of her career was yet to be written.

In Berlin, Marco. He drove as if talking to the asphalt, his hands and pedals as one, and his gaze held the calm of someone who has lived through a thousand chases and never been caught. Bryant offered him a phrase, barely a key: "If anything goes wrong, you'll be the only reason we survive." Marco didn't reply; he just started the engine. "See you in a few hours."

In Moscow, he met the Russian. A former military man forged in fire and silence, a man of few words and ironclad convictions. His strength lay not only in his muscles, but in that gaze that commanded respect without even raising his voice. They shook hands in an underground gym, and that squeeze was enough to seal the deal.

In Paris, The Frenchman appeared. His talent wasn't physical or digital, but verbal— a negotiator who could convince a guard he was the bank manager, or sell ice in the desert. Bryant discovered him at an auction of fake works that took even the most rigorous experts days to uncover.

Back home, in a forgotten corner of the city, he recruited Valeria. An explosives engineer and metal artist, her fingers were as precise as a scalpel, her mind a forge where impossible tools were born. She worked alone, in an abandoned factory, far from the noise of the world. When she heard Bryant, she didn't hesitate: she was tired of small things, let's go for something bigger.

Ivan, the forger, arrived as a key player. In a black market for documents, his name was synonymous with perfection. Every passport, every license, every stamp left his hands as if it were legitimate. Bryant watched him silently as he replicated a signature with such precision that it seemed stolen from the soul of the original.

Miguel, the strategist, had a mind that saw patterns where others saw only chaos. Calculating, meticulous, obsessed with escape routes and backup plans. And Erick, the lookout, had an eye so keen he could spot a hidden camera behind a smokescreen—he was the first to notice what no one else noticed.

And just when Bryant thought he had it all, he saw her. On a corner, a young woman fine-tuning a motorcycle as if carving a sculpture. Her concentration, her way of moving, her mastery of the vehicle—everything spoke of someone who was not ordinary.

"What's a girl like you doing with a machine like that?" he asked, rolling down the window.

"I could ask you the same thing," he replied, without fear, with a smile that hid a story.

Her name was Emily, her drive was pure instinct, pure risk. Unlike Marco, who planned, she felt. Where he was calculated, she was reflexive. Bryant immediately understood that this combination would be vital. He offered her her place, and she accepted without looking back.

So, one quiet night, in a forgotten warehouse on the outskirts of the city, the entire team gathered. Under a solitary lamp, on the central table, the plans for the world's most secure bank were laid out like a promise. Each face brought with it a story, a talent, an obsession , and they all shared the same thing: they were ready.

Ready to make history.

Ready for the perfect crime.

Everyone looked at each other, greeted each other at the same time and then a laugh that no one knew why.
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CHAPTER 2
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The Impossible Proposal

The abandoned warehouse remained the group's command headquarters. The silence surrounding it wasn't uncomfortable, but tense, like the breath held before jumping into the void. Only the buzzing of the old hanging lamp broke the expectant calm. On the central table, the plans of JPMorgan Chase & Co. were spread out like a promise of glory... or a condemnation.

Bryant stood up, his figure casting a long shadow across the bench map. His gaze slowly scanned each member of the team: their faces reflected attention, anticipation... and a spark of ambition he knew all too well.

“This isn’t just any old heist,” he finally said, his voice firm. “JPMorgan Chase & Co. isn’t just a bank; it’s a fortress. A symbol of economic power. It’s designed so that no one can even imagine walking through its doors with intentions like ours... But that’s exactly what we’re going to do.”

The air seemed to thicken. No one responded, but the eyes that met Bryant's didn't show fear. They showed something more dangerous: determination.

Shadow, the hacker, moved his fingers nervously across the keyboard. His voice cut through the silence, soft but full of experience.

—How advanced is your digital security? Are you sure we're not aiming too high?

Bryant turned and pointed with a red marker to a section on the plan, right where the lines representing the internal camera system, thermal and biometric sensors began.

—It's the most complex system I've ever seen. But if anyone can crack it without leaving a trace, it's you. You're going to have to create a perfect digital tunnel. Invisible even to them.

Shadow didn't smile, he just nodded, his gaze getting lost in the plane as if he were already scanning it with his mind.

Emily approached silently, scanning the map with a calculating eye. Bryant marked the exact spot where the access route to the bank's security core began with a red cross.

—Emily, this is where you come in. The biometric system works in conjunction with facial recognition, cameras, and pressure sensors—all synchronized. You'll have to deactivate it in real time, without alerts.

"I will," she replied without hesitation. There was something reassuring in her voice. No one doubted her, even though she was the last to arrive.

Bella, the beautiful and above all sexy blonde of the group, sitting at the back, examined the entrances to the main lobby, closed her tablet and stood up with almost feline elegance.

"Getting in isn't just a matter of opening doors," he said as he walked toward Ivan. "We need identities that not only pass the scan, but can withstand interrogation. If someone looks us in the eye, they'll believe we're bank employees."

Ivan already had several folders on the table with false identities, passports, credentials, corporate cards, all carefully prepared.

—Each document has been printed with original materials, and each signature has been scanned from actual employees. This isn't just forgery, it's art, and no one will suspect they're fake; they're perfectly crafted.

Marco, leaning against a concrete column, leaned toward the map where the escape routes were marked. He took out a blue marker and drew a new line, riskier but faster.

—The exit routes are covered, but I want a test run this week in traffic. With obstacles, we need a zero-second margin of error.

"What if something goes wrong?" asked the Frenchman, who was watching from a corner, always a step behind but with a sharp tongue.

"So you make them doubt," Bryant replied. "If someone comes to you, you convince them, you sell them a story that not even their own mother would dare question."

The Frenchman shrugged with a crooked smile, as if accepting a challenge he was already accustomed to; doing this type of work was just a little practice, so nothing complicated for him.

Miguel, the strategist, spoke in his calm tone.

"I'm already designing alternate routes and internal drills. We'll need ten seconds of perfection, or everything will fall apart, and you, Erick," he said, addressing the lookout, "keep an eye on everything."

"The bank's cameras are connected to a predictive monitoring AI," Erick murmured. "They don't just observe, they learn, but if we can alter their patterns without raising suspicion..."

"We can dance between their eyes," Emily added with a half smile.

Then, The Russian took a step forward, his deep, raspy voice breaking the air.

—Since I'm the coach, I already know a lot about how these types of systems work. I learned all this when I was in the military, and I want to start physical training tomorrow: coordination, timing, endurance. We won't just be technicians, we'll be soldiers. If the plan fails, we'll be prepared for anything.

Everyone nodded.

Bryant took one last look at his team. There was no doubt in his eyes that what they were about to do was unprecedented. And each of them, in their own way, was an irreplaceable part of the perfection he demanded.

"This will be the crime of the century, but not just for the money," he said in a grave voice. "But because no one, absolutely no one, will see what we're going to do coming."

A final silence, brief but powerful, closed the meeting, then, one by one, they began to leave the warehouse. The echo of their footsteps resonated between the empty walls outside. The city continued to spin as if nothing had happened, but no one imagined what was brewing in the shadows.
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Complementary Skills

The morning spilled over the winery like a warm sheet, and although the sun barely managed to filter through the fogged-up windows, a different energy could already be felt inside, denser, more concentrated, as if the air itself knew that the time for words had passed and that what was coming now was the crunch of actions, irrefutable proof that they were not there to imagine the impossible, but to build it.

Bryant walked silently, hands in his pockets, eyes alert, each step seeming to mark the rhythm of what was to come. The warehouse, which until recently had been just a gray space of concrete and shadows, had been transformed into a partial replica of the bank: taped-off areas, makeshift structures, simulated hallways, cardboard elevators. But everything inside the warehouse was real. It wasn't a toy drill; it was a brutal training ground, designed to break down mistakes and forge precision.

"Knowledge is useless if it's not applied in real time," Bryant said, his voice cutting through the silence like a sharp knife. "Today we're going to find out if the pieces fit together. We're not just a gang, nor a cartel. We're a machine, and every cog must operate with surgical precision ." No further words were needed. Everything had been said, so now it was time to begin.

Shadow was the first to move. He sat on the floor like someone settling into a temple, surrounded by cables and recycled parts, with an old open laptop, a modified router and a few lines of code that slid like water over the screen. He generated a fake network, a computer mirage of the bank's security system. From his corner, as if he were the conductor of an invisible orchestra, he announced:

—Every thirty seconds I'll trigger a ghost alarm and after that you'll enter Emily, your task is to deactivate them before they cross. If one repeats itself, we lose all the work we're doing.

Emily didn't respond with words. She put on her headphones, turned on her tablet, and immersed herself in the system. Her fingers danced with a disciplined speed, an almost hypnotic rhythm, as if her body understood the music that only algorithms could hear. The only sound was that of the muffled beeps, the creaking of the keys, and the faint hum of the machines.

A few meters away, among metal plates and various scattered tools, Valeria listened intently in front of the replica of the vault. It wasn't about strength, but about sensitivity. For her, a lock wasn't an obstacle; it was a symphony: each bolt, each cylinder, a note that had to be played at just the right moment.

"It's not about breaking it," he murmured, his eyes fixed on the keyhole. "It's about convincing the metal to open itself."

Meanwhile, Bella transformed the left corner of the warehouse into a carnival of identities. In front of a mirror strung with wire, with dozens of outfits hanging from a tightrope, she moved like an actress in a silent theater. She changed characters every two minutes: posture, accent, smile. She took notes quickly, like someone dissecting a soul.

"I need more data on the actual employees," he said in a neutral, almost clinical tone. "Gestures, habits, accents—every bank has its own language, and JPMorgan has its own."

The Frenchman, who had been watching her from the shadows, approached with his crooked smile.

—I can get that for you. I have a source who will give me access to his routine videos.

Bella barely nodded.

—With that... I can become any one of those many employees at that bank. And no one inside will notice that I am not an employee but an infiltrator. I am sure they will overlook it.

At the other end, Miguel was the crime cartographer, standing on a table cluttered with physical maps and screens. He marked trajectories, counted seconds, evaluated routes with a stopwatch in one hand and a pen in the other, and timed his colleagues with the precision of a surgeon.

"If we take more than thirty-five seconds on this stretch," he said, pointing to a route marked on the floor with black tape, "the system detects that we need exactly twenty-six seconds, without making any excuses."

Marco and Emily volunteered without speaking, they ran the section, once, twice, three times each curve was cleaner, each gesture more refined, they were dance and mechanics, each time they did it they were improving, that's what practice was for.

In a corner where the light didn't reach clearly, Iván created forged documents with a meticulousness that bordered on the artistic. His table resembled that of a medieval craftsman: thermal paper, forged stamps, RFID chips, printers calibrated to the millimeter. His goal wasn't to make a show of it, it was to deceive the machine, and to achieve that, no detail could be left to chance; everything had to fit together perfectly.

"It's not enough to fool the human eye because that's easier," he said without looking up from his work. "But here we have to fool the machine, and it doesn't make mistakes."

Bryant walked among them all. He didn't intervene; he observed; he felt he was there, but without imposing himself; he didn't need to raise his voice; they knew; everyone knew; no one sought to be the best; no one compared themselves; they were all giving their all; each one executed with precision. And among them, Erick floated like an attentive specter.

"Valeria, you got distracted by alarm five," he said without judgment. "Two seconds in the real world, that activates the emergency protocol."

Valeria did not argue, she nodded calmly.

—Again, this is going to be a lot of fun.

Bryant smiled not out of pride, but out of confirmation that this was what he was looking for, not immediate perfection, but a hunger for improvement.

The day passed without pause. The sun began to set silently, painting the dirty windows copper, while the hum of the generators was the only witness to the passage of time. Outside, the world ignored what was happening in that warehouse. A team of eleven people were rehearsing a silent revolution. They weren't just novices; they were the best at what they did.

It was then that El Ruso, who until then had observed without passing judgment, spoke with his deep voice, the one that seemed to come from the throat of a mountain.

"That's all well and good," he said, "but it's not enough for everyone to be the best. They have to learn to cover themselves; if one falls, the plan falls."

Bryant nodded, it wasn't a suggestion, it was an order. And he knew it.

The simulation started in seconds: strobe lights, artificial smoke, recorded sirens. Miguel shouted instructions like a general in full retreat. Everyone moved. There were no serious errors, but it wasn't perfect either.

"Three seconds late in the third phase," Bryant noted. "In a real robbery, that's an eternity."

Emily took off her headphones, sweating, and drank water — we need more days with this type of exercise.

"You'll get them," Bryant replied. "This is just the beginning. It's just the first of many training sessions. We have plenty of time to do it."

Valeria then proposed an unexpected idea: cross-training, each one should perform the function of another. Bella the blonde, haha, hacking with the help of Sombra the Frenchman, manipulating sensors. Iván driving a getaway was a disaster at first, but something changed; mutual respect emerged from that chaos.

"It's not as easy as it seems," Ivan said, exhausted.

"No, but now you know what it feels like," Marco replied, barely smiling.

They were beginning to trust.

As night fell, they gathered around the central table. Bryant projected a stopwatch on the screen. Time appeared, relentless, but at that moment something happened to Bryant and he forgot what he was going to say.

-Bella asks what's up boss, I'm sure you have no idea what you're going to say.

The whole team laughed.

After that Bryant says sometimes not everything has to do with work.

—From now on, there are 365 days left. Every day counts. I want weekly reports, real progress, and above all... discipline is the most important thing.

Bella, her voice hoarse from exhaustion, raised her hand.

—Can we use code names? I don't want to be called by my real name anymore.

Shadow supported her without hesitation. Bryant said nothing; he opened a folder. He had already planned this.

One by one, he named them.

Shadow would remain so.

The blonde would be beautiful

Marco, Rayo.

Valeria, Hammer.

Emily, Silence.

The Frenchman, Director

Ivan, Manuscript.

Miguel, Lince.

Erick, Eye.

The Russian, Shield.

And he himself... Architect.

No one argued, they took the cards like someone receiving a mission before retiring, Shield stood up

—Perfection is not achieved by intention, it is achieved by repetition. Tomorrow, five o'clock, again from scratch.

And nobody protested.

When dawn broke, the cellar awoke again, and El Ruso was already there: knives, stopwatches, training cones, the battlefield.

"Up, now," he ordered in a voice that didn't need to be raised to be obeyed.

Bryant watched from afar, it was part of the plan: to give up control, to see them under pressure.

The simulations included brutal go-kart races around circuits, unpredictable alarms, simulated chases, silent entrances, wordless exercises where coordination was sharpened with each attempt, and finally, the final exercise: a police interruption.

Lights, sirens, recorded voices, thirty seconds to disappear.

And when the timer hit zero, the shed was empty; only the faint hum of the extractor fan remained. Bryant smiled, shielding his arms.

"Now they do," he said. "They're starting to look like a real team."
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The Two New Members

The city air that night had something different about it. Maybe it was the warm breeze blowing toward the river, or perhaps the strange silence that floated in the alleys of southern Brooklyn. Bryant noticed it as soon as he got out of the car and looked at his watch. 1:12 a.m. But not for him. His best decisions had always been made in the early morning. Bryant thought, "I miss those two, and especially my girl. I'll go find them. I won't be able to live without her."

Then he drove a few miles in his car to a place only he knew.

In front of him was a two-story house, seemingly empty of anyone inside. But Bryant knew that the most valuable things weren't always in plain sight. He knocked twice on the metal door, waited three seconds, and then gave a single sharp rap. The sheet metal slid open with a rusty groan.

"You came just in time," a female voice said from the darkness. "I thought you were going to back out."

The one who spoke was Wendy, and although she was smiling, her tone was that of someone who didn't trust anyone until she saw proof. She wore a black cap, a tactical jacket without insignia, and gloves. She was thin, quick, with eyes that didn't blink much. Next to her, in total contrast, was Valentina: calmer, more confident, with an elegant presence, her hair tied back in a long braid, dressed in something as simple as jeans and a t-shirt, but with a look that said: I know exactly why I'm here.

"I don't need to convince you," Bryant said as he entered the room. "Just show you what we're about to do, and if you're not interested... then you weren't the one."

Wendy crossed her arms. "I'm not interested in just one more plan. I've heard of thousands. They all promise the same thing: millions, fame, disappearance... and they end up in prison or dead."

"This isn't one of those," Valentina chimed in with a faint smile. "This one's different."

Wendy looked at her. “Are you sure about this?”

"I'm sure of my boyfriend," Valentina replied, without taking her eyes off Bryant. "And what we're capable of."

Bryant walked over to a table in the center of the room , placed a small portable projector on the wall, and turned it on. A picture of JPMorgan Chase & Co. was drawn on the wall, along with a series of rotating floor plans, shift logs, heat maps, and digital simulations.

"You two have skills that aren't replicated on my team," Bryant said. "And that interests me, Wendy. You're a genius at logistics control systems. I've seen your work in Panama, in London, in Texas. When a transportation system needs to be manipulated without anyone noticing, you're the name that pops up."

Wendy raised an eyebrow. “I didn’t know anyone had access to those files.”

—I don't have access. I made them disappear and then rebuilt them—that's the difference.

She smiled, for the first time.

"And you, Valentina," he continued, lowering his voice as if he'd known her all his life, "you're a different story. You broke into the administrative systems of a banking corporation without even touching a terminal, using only social engineering. You have something that can't be trained. A mix of elegance and cunning that makes you invisible when you want to be." Valentina said nothing. She just walked up to the projection and zoomed in on an area of the shot: the bank's employee entrance.

"I don't want to come in like a thief," she said calmly. "I want to come in like I already work there."

Wendy looked at her silently, there was a silent respect in her that needed no explanation.

"And what would my exact role be?" Wendy asked.

Bryant planned an exit route: the route of the armored truck that would transport the money.

—The plan I designed requires modifying this entire route. You're going to make sure no vehicle crosses the road, not a taxi or a bicycle. I need that route to be completely clear... without raising suspicions. You're going to be the one controlling the city from the shadows.

Wendy looked at the course, then at her sister, and finally at Bryant.

—And what happens if I accept?

"Then you join the team," he said. "And you become part of the only heist that will be studied for generations—a heist that won't fail because it can't fail."

Valentina looked at him silently, knowing that Bryant wasn't improvising if he had come to look for Wendy, it was because he needed her, not as a favor but as an essential piece.

"I accept," Wendy said, crossing her arms decisively. "But on one condition."

—Say it.

"What about you?" she looked directly at Bryant. "If anything happens to my sister... you'll pay for it." Valentina let out a soft laugh. "Are you selling me out or protecting me? With my own boyfriend, you're sometimes a lost cause, sister, but he loved you very much."

“Both,” Wendy said.

Bryant didn't look away.

Deal made that same night the 3 left for the winery Wendy sat in the back seat, silently looking not at the landscape, but at the traffic patterns every red light, every intersection, every temporary police checkpoint that she recognized with just a glance she had that look of constant calculation, as if every meter of the road were a chessboard.

Valentina, on the other hand, was in the passenger seat, with elegant tranquility. She played with a ring on her left hand, turning it while she spoke in an almost casual manner.

Valentina looking at her boyfriend, - she says to her sister, we two were the ones who investigated each of the team members, in order to be certain of who they are, and what each of them is capable of.

"I can't wait to see their faces," she said. "You'll see, everyone will think we're 'the last ones to arrive,' and then... we'll make them look like beginners."

I'm not here to be liked by anyone, Wendy muttered from behind.

"You don't have to," Valentina replied with a smile. "You just have to let them underestimate you, and the rest will follow."

You'll see that they'll all become good friends , I can assure you of that, says Bryant.

When they entered the warehouse, the team was already training; the tension could be cut with a knife: exercises, simulations, protocols, repetitions. El Ruso and Miguel directed the movement with military precision. No one was distracted, but everyone noticed the presence of the two new girls.

Shadow looked up from his laptop for a moment.

"Ah. Reinforcements," he said in a neutral tone.

Bryant spoke up for everyone. "Team, this is Valentina and Wendy, starting today. They're part of the plan. And no, they're not on probation if they're here; it's because they've already passed all the tests."

The Russian crossed his arms. “And what exactly do they do?”
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