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Dedication
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To those who feel the world is far too small for the secrets it hides.

And to Arthur, who taught me that ice holds more than just the cold—it holds destiny.
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Synopsis
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The truth was buried at forty below.

The problem is, the ice has started to give way.

Sebastian Meridian thought he had everything under control. Na organized life, calculated decisions, and a predictable future in New York. That is, until the day he receives a silver key—and the news of the death of his grandfather, Arthur Meridian, a man shrouded in silence and untold stories.

What Arthur leaves behind is no ordinary inheritance. It is na ancient diary, sealed by na impossible mechanism, built to withstand time—and to hide something that was never meant to be found.

To crack the code, Sebastian needs Nora, a brilliant historian haunted by a tragic accident in Paris and a memory that refuses to reveal who she truly was. Bound by secrets they don’t yet understand, they head to the frozen mountains of Norway, where the past rests beneath layers of eternal ice.

But they are not alone.

Na invisible force moves in the shadows, hunting the diary and everything it protects. This isn’t just about power; it’s about controlling something ancient, deep, and capable of shifting the world’s balance.

How far would you go if you discovered your family was shaped to guard a secret that never ages?

In the first volume of The Silver Meridian Saga, the cold kills, the silence threatens, and every discovery brings Sebastian and Nora closer to a truth that could set them free—or condemn them. Because some legacies don’t ask for permission to wake up.
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Chapter 1: The Weight of the Silver Crown
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Sebastian Meridian’s office sounded like a glass beehive on the verge of shattering. The air conditioning hissed overhead, a futile attempt to drown out the frantic rhythm of keyboards from the other side of the wall. Nothing, however, could silence Sarah.

“You have exactly four minutes to put that headset on and pretend you care about the Tokyo investors,” she said, stepping into the room with the sharp efficiency of someone who didn’t tolerate failure.

Sebastian remained facing the window. Fog rose from the East River like the city’s weary sigh.

“And if I don’t, Sarah?” he asked. “Does the world end, or do Vortex Sports shares just drop two points?”

Sarah stopped in the middle of the room, tapping her tablet lightly against her leg.

“Don’t start. This is the merger of the year. Four hundred million. The CEO is on the other line trying to decide if you’re having a nervous breakdown or just being difficult, as usual. What do I tell him?”

Sebastian turned slowly. The smile he flashed was far too elegant to be real.

“Tell him I’m reflecting on the irrelevance of human existence in the face of market immensity,” he replied. “Or tell him the coffee was cold. He prefers simple explanations.”

“Sebastian...” Her voice lost its professional edge. “I’ve watched you kill yourself over these numbers for six months. You don’t sleep. You barely eat. Don’t throw it all away now that we’ve made it this far.”

“Maybe ‘making it this far’ is the problem,” he said. “Maybe the finish line is a cliff.”

Before Sarah could respond, a sharp beep sliced through the air. The sound came from a locked drawer in Sebastian’s desk. Outdated. Out of place. Almost offensive in that environment of glass and screens.

“What was that?” Sarah frowned. “A pager? Are you kidding me?”

Sebastian froze. The irony vanished from his face as if na invisible switch had been flipped. He strode to the desk, jerked the drawer open, and grabbed the small device.

“It’s a message I hoped I’d never receive.”

He stared at the screen for a few seconds. The code was short. Relentless.

Sarah leaned over his shoulder. “’The oak has fallen.’” She blinked. “Is that some bizarre corporate code?”

Sebastian slid the pager into his jacket pocket.

“It means my anchor has been ripped away,” he said. “My grandfather is dead.”

A heavy silence fell between them. The phone on the desk began to ring—the board’s direct line.

“Sebastian...” Sarah took a deep breath. “I’m so sorry. But the investors are already connected. What do I do?”

“Tell them to go to hell,” he replied, grabbing his briefcase. “Or to the nearest bar. I don’t care which.”

“Have you lost your mind?” Sarah’s voice rose as he headed for the door. “If you walk out now, the board will destroy you! The contract, the bonuses, the shares... everything!”

Sebastian paused with his hand on the doorknob. His eyes drifted to the glass nameplate: Sebastian Meridian — Senior Vice President.

“Funny,” he murmured. “I spent tem years trying to put my name there. Now I realize there’s nothing behind it. Just a reflection. And I don’t recognize the man on the other side anymore.”

“It’s the shock talking,” Sarah tried to stop him. “Stay. I’ll make na excuse.”

Sebastian opened the door. “It’s not shock. It’s clarity.”

Two hours later, the silence of his apartment felt even more cruel. The luxury was flawless, sterile, empty. Until the doorbell rang.

The man at the door wore a dark suit and a discreet badge from the Norwegian embassy.

“Mr. Sebastian Meridian?”

“That’s me.”

“Final instructions from Mr. Arthur Meridian. He demanded personal delivery.”

Sebastian signed without reading. He received a brown envelope and a small velvet box.

“My condolences,” the man said. “Your grandfather was... a particular man.”

“Particular usually means crazy or a genius,” Sebastian remarked.

The messenger offered a ghost of a smile. “In his case, it was a very fine line.”

Sebastian closed the door and opened the box. The silver key lay there—heavy, cold, and far too real. The note that accompanied it seemed to carry his grandfather’s voice.

“If you’re reading this, the company has likely already sucked your soul dry. The key opens what memory has locked away. Go to Oslo. And don’t trust those who smile too much.”

Sebastian let out a humorless laugh. “Even dead, you’re still bossing me around.”

He spun the key between his fingers. Numbers were engraved into the metal. He typed the coordinates into his laptop. The map zoomed in on na isolated forest north of Oslo.

“The old cabin...” he whispered. “Of course.”

He picked up his phone. “One seat on the 10:00 PM flight to Oslo.”

“Business class, sir?”

He looked at the expensive suit tossed over the sofa.

“No. Economy. In the back. I just want to be another face in the crowd.”

As he hung up, he tucked the key into his pocket. The weight of the silver felt more real than any achievement in New York.

“Alright, Arthur,” he said to the silence of the apartment. “Let’s see what game you’ve left for me.”
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