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            Prologue

          

          THE LAST BREATH OF ATLANTIS

        

      

    

    
      They said it vanished in a day. But no city, no continent, no civilization ever dies in a single heartbeat—no matter what the poets claim. No, Atlantis didn’t vanish. It bled. It screamed. And in its final hour, it made a choice that echoed through time like a buried frequency—one not meant for the ears of men.

      It was a continent of harmony once. Balanced. Alive. The Atlanteans had mastered the sea and bent magnetism to their will, drawing energy from the deep, harvesting power not with fire or coal, but with resonance—pure and clean. Their temples rose in concentric circles, glimmering with orichalcum, their streets paved with ivory, and their towers crowned with golden tridents, sigils of peace and balance between the land and the sea.

      They called themselves the Children of Poseidon. But even gods cannot save you when the ground beneath you begins to boil. It started with tremors. Beneath the capital temple—located at the nexus of the three great gates, now known to men as Bermuda, Puerto Rico, and the Bahamas—the Earth growled.
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        The Capitol of Atlantis?

      

      At first, the high seers thought it was a signal from the deep: a routine shift in the planetary currents. But the old machines, dormant since the Altarions gifted them, flickered to life on their own. A red glow lit the sacred chamber walls. Ancient harmonic codes played themselves through quartz prisms, warning of pressure points, of systems failing, of tectonic stress building beneath the Mid-Atlantic Ridge.

      And then came the dreams. Thousands of people. All across the continent. Each one dreaming of fire. Of the sea turning black. Of the Trident—the sacred symbol—snapping in half. Children screamed in their sleep. Priests bled from their eyes. Dolphins swam in tight circles offshore, breaching in agony, their sonar driven mad by the invisible pulse building beneath the seabed.

      The Council of Nine convened at dawn. One among them—a woman named Seraphina, daughter of the High Waterkeeper—had studied the alien instruments more closely than any before her. She warned that the energy field binding the deep was fracturing. That one of the Atlantean Engines buried at the edge of the trench had reawakened. That its primary purpose—unknown even to the Council—had been disrupted.
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      “It is no longer sleeping,” she said, voice trembling. “The Trident is misaligned. The frequencies are corrupted. We have… days. Perhaps hours.”

      But men of power rarely believe the quiet voices. And so Atlantis fell. Not with a bomb. Not with an invasion. But with a resonant detonation—a shift so violent, so sudden, that it liquified the sea floor and sent mile-high waves screaming across the known world.

      The Gate crumbled first. Then the towers of the western ring sank beneath the sea. Fire burst from the ocean itself near Sicily, where a volcano long thought dormant roared into furious life—triggered by the same pulse that tore the Atlantean plate in two. Seraphina, standing at the temple gate, felt the heat of the world’s bones for the first time. She activated the last failsafe, plunging the Trident deep into its crystalline socket in the temple floor. The energy field around the capital city shimmered—then folded in on itself, cloaking the ruins beneath a field of magnetic interference so strong it would take modern satellites ten thousand years to see through it.

      If anyone survived, history did not record it. But some claimed to hear singing beneath the waves in the years that followed. Greek sailors whispered of ghost cities. Egyptian merchants spoke of trade routes that vanished without a trace. And then there were the disappearances—small fishing vessels, cargo ships, and later planes, all lost along the invisible edge of the Bermuda Triangle. Plato knew. So did the Egyptians. Even the Mayans left glyphs. But no one listened.

      And now, after ten thousand years, someone has found the socket. The gold medallion. The Trident etched in emerald. And someone else—someone dangerous—knows that once again, the system is reawakening. Because Atlantis wasn’t lost. It sank and was buried. And beneath the 'Leviathan Deep', it is still breathing. The connection between various ancient cultures; Greek, Mayan, Aztec, Atlantean etc. through culture, shared symbols and technology is significant and able to be well documented. The challenge is that these technologies were way beyond the abilities of mankind at that time. Enter a otherworldly force that help facilitate these things… enter the Alterians. The aliens came millennium ago, and they've been on the floor of the Sea ever since… watching, in some cases interceding and waiting.
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        How can a 50-ton stone be moved and fitted tightly in place with no machines?

      

      Ethan Cole had seen shipwrecks before. Spanish galleons, Cold War subs, even a rusted Japanese fishing trawler tangled in illegal ghost nets. But nothing like this. On the screen before him, rendered in razor-sharp lidar from their AI-powered side-scan drone, was the unmistakable outline of a temple. Not a ship. Not coral. Not illusion. Columns. Three stories high. Fluted. Toppled over, but aligned in symmetrical arcs—just like the ones from the medallion they found yesterday.

      He looked at Tessa. She didn’t speak. Her hand hovered above the console, fingers trembling. “I want the drone in closer,” she whispered.

      Ethan nodded, already typing. They both knew what it meant. This wasn’t just another shipwreck. Not another legend debunked. This was proof. Of Reyes. Of the signal. Of the greatest cover-up in human history. The sonar ping returned with an eerie echo. Below, the water churned. And in the deep, something older than old began to stir.
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            Chapter 1

          

          
            Echoes of the Past?

          

        

      

    

    
      Ross adjusted the strap of her dive bag, scanning the harbor as though she were cataloging every hull and crewman in sight. Her training had never been purely academic. Before the PhDs, before the lectures and the deep-sea records, there had been years in the shadows — parsing intercepted transmissions, tracking cargo that officially didn’t exist, and learning which questions would open doors and which would get you locked inside. Those skills hadn’t left her when she walked away from the intelligence world; they’d simply shifted targets. The ocean was just another theater, its currents and ruins as full of secrets as any encrypted file. She spotted Captain Pete across the pier and started toward him, already shifting her focus from the crowd to the mission ahead.

      Once settled in Dr. Tessa Ross and Ethan Cole do a check out dive to use advanced side-scan sonar and AI-enhanced imaging off the coast of Bimini in the Bahamas. An underwater drone transmits images of a colossal fluted column—clearly man-made and out of place. It had recently uncovered by a storm and belonged on the other side of the world in the eastern Mediterranean sea. Ethan becomes convinced it’s part of a long-lost Atlantean temple. Just as they surface, Ethan receives a cryptic message: “The Trident is not for outsiders. Someone’s watching."

      The drone was whispering again. Not with static or garbled sonar but with something subtler—something rhythmic. A pulsing tone, almost like breath, low and slow and ancient. Ethan Cole leaned forward in his seat, his face lit only by the cobalt glow of the console screen in front of him. Outside the viewport, the deep sea stretched into darkness like a sleeping god.

      “Tell me you’re hearing this,” he muttered.

      Behind him, Dr. Tessa Ross was already halfway out of her dive harness, eyes glued to a secondary monitor where the live feed from Argus, their side-scan drone, played in slow detail. The AI-assisted imaging had captured something that neither of them expected, though both had hoped. A shape in the sand—massive, unnatural, perfectly symmetrical.

      A large stone column like those seen on postcards of the Greek Parthenon. Fluted. Tilted slightly, like it had once held the weight of something greater. Its base was cracked, half-buried in calcified sediment and barnacle-encrusted coral, but there was no mistaking the craftsmanship. This wasn’t a rock formation. It wasn’t volcanic debris or the hull of a sunken freighter. It was architecture.

      Tessa didn’t speak at first. She studied the angles, the proportions, the overlay of ancient Greek building principles that their onboard AI had already begun to map. It matched. Not just in form, but in detail—precisely the kind of dimensions Plato had written about in Critias. The circles. The elevation. The mineral composition. She pressed her fingertips to her lips and let out a shallow breath.

      “Ethan,” she finally said, her voice tight. “I think we found it.”

      He spun in his chair, disbelief flickering across his face. “You’re serious?”

      She nodded once. “Column base matches Ionian proportions, but the design predates classical Greece by at least 6,000 years. The ridges are too sharp. And look at that overhang—see it? There’s a capstone. That means it was part of a ringed structure.”

      Ethan stood, bumping his knee on the edge of the console, then walked to the rear bulkhead to grab a tablet from the diagnostics bay. He brought it back, wiped seawater from the screen, and pulled up Reyes’s encrypted sonar files.

      There it was. Clear as day, buried inside a burst file that had never fully decrypted until now: a match. A topographical anomaly from the Puerto Rican shelf that Reyes had labeled Gate 3 – Bimini South. The triangle was more than a myth. It was a map. Reyes had known.

      “I’ll be damned,” Ethan whispered. “He was right.”

      Tessa glanced over. “He usually was.”
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        The auxiliary diving Bell borrowed by Capt. Pete from an unknown source

      

      They both fell silent, the memory of Reyes hovering over them like a ghost. He was the best Sonar expert in the world and presumed dead five years ago, during the final days of the Leviathan Protocol mission. Some said it was an accident. Others whispered about strange pressure changes, gear failure, even government sanctioned sabotage. But Tessa knew better. Reyes had left them clues—breadcrumbs—and this column was one of them.

      The comms console crackled. “Depth stable at 2,300 feet,” came the voice of the sub’s AI nicknamed ‘Sylvester’. “Sonar pattern consistent. Water current minimal. Risk level: low.”

      Ethan gave a wry smile. “So we’re in the quiet part before all hell breaks loose.”

      Tessa arched an eyebrow. “Don’t jinx it.”

      He tapped the screen again. “Argus is holding, but I’m seeing some kind of interference in the signal—low-frequency distortion. Almost like… humming.”

      “Feedback?”

      “Not unless feedback has rhythm. You tell me.”

      Tessa leaned over and listened. The sound was barely audible—a faint warble beneath the normal ocean static, oscillating every eight seconds. She frowned. “That’s a harmonic signature. Not man-made.”

      “Altarion?”

      “No,” she said slowly, “older.”

      The two of them exchanged a glance. In their line of work, “older” usually meant “more dangerous.”
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      They’d both spent years serving the U.S. government—Tessa as a classified oceanographer for NOAA and DARPA, Ethan as an award-winning journalist who’d gone rogue more times than the CIA cared to admit. The Leviathan Protocol had changed them. Working side by side with the world’s most powerful intelligence services to manage alien contact had shown them how deep the rabbit hole went. It had also taught them who not to trust.

      After the mission was buried and the official reports redacted beyond recognition, the two had walked away. Quietly. No book deal. No press conferences. Just a mutual understanding that if they wanted to find the truth—the real truth—it wouldn’t be handed to them in a manila folder.

      They’d need to dig for it. And dive for it. And sometimes, risk everything for it.

      And now, standing side by side inside a research vessel off the coast of the Bahamas, they were about to confirm a theory older than recorded history.

      Tessa checked the clock. “We’ve got ninety minutes of light left. After that, the thermocline will shift, and we won’t be able to run surface comms.”

      “Then we drop,” Ethan said.

      “You’re damn right we do,” she said.

      Outside the hull, the drone adjusted its position, flooding the trench wall with luminescent blue light. The column came into sharper view, and with it, more debris—broken slabs of what looked like marble, intricate carvings half-lost beneath sea growth, and something else: a rectangular depression in the seafloor, like a socket

      Tessa’s pulse quickened. “There was something resting here.”

      “What kind of something?”

      She magnified the image. “Two meters long. Uniform indentations at the center. Emerald residue.”

      Ethan’s breath caught. “Wait. Are you saying…”

      “Yes.” Tessa swallowed. “The Trident was stored here.”

      A long silence passed between them.

      Ethan finally broke it. “Well, I guess now we know why every damn compass goes berserk over the Triangle. It’s not magnetism. It’s memory.”

      Tessa exhaled and pulled up the dive interface. “Gear up. Full descent. Target the socket. If we’re lucky, it’s still close by. If we’re not…”

      He grabbed his suit and cut in. “If we’re not, Pete’s already got it.”

      Forty minutes later, their submersible NIKI slipped beneath the thermocline and into total darkness. Bioluminescent plankton danced outside the hull like a million fireflies, illuminating the trench walls in eerie pulses. Ethan watched the readings while Tessa adjusted the thruster angle.

      “No drones. No ships on sonar. We’re alone.”

      “For now,” she replied.

      The cockpit lights dimmed automatically as they descended past 2,700 feet. Outside, the landscape changed—flat plains of sediment gave way to jagged ridge-lines of ancient volcanic rock. Then, at precisely 2,930 feet, the sonar pinged again. Target reacquired. Tessa brought the sub to a slow hover, easing down until the floodlights hit the sediment floor.

      There it was. A faint gleam of gold. A curve. A shaft half-buried in the sand. And three sharp prongs, barely visible beneath layers of detritus. The Trident. Not a replica. Not a myth. One solid gold and six feet long.  The emerald inlays still intact. The artifact they’d been chasing for nearly five years. Another was carved from pure Jade.

      Ethan leaned in close to the viewport, staring as if in a trance. “We found it.”

      Tessa smiled, just slightly. “Yeah. Now we just have to survive the next twenty-four hours.”

      Because they both knew Pete was out there. And he wasn’t going to let them leave with it. Not without a fight.And that was fine by the team of Ross and Cole!

      What makes Ross and Cole such a formidable duo isn’t just their individual skill sets, but the way they amplify each other’s strengths. Ross brings structure, precision, and a deep reservoir of technical and strategic expertise. Cole brings adaptability, human insight, and the ability to pry open doors — literal or figurative — that would otherwise stay closed.

      First of equals Dr. Tessa Ross is not just brilliant — she’s a force of nature. With three PhDs to her name, she has built a career that straddles the razor-thin line between academic prestige and operational intelligence gathering  grit. Her formal credentials read like the résumé of a prodigy who, since 13 years old never slowed down: Oceanographic Engineering from MIT, Cryptologic Linguistics from Georgetown, and Marine Biology from the University of Miami. Each degree was earned not just with top honors but alongside fieldwork that left her professors shaking their heads at her appetite for work, achievement and... risk.

      Before she was a global name in ocean science and underwater operations, Ross served as an analyst for the Central Intelligence Agency. Her assignment portfolio was as deep as the trenches she now explores: counter-proliferation, foreign technology acquisition, and covert maritime infrastructure mapping (i.e. undersea comm cables). Her skill wasn’t just in interpreting U/W or satellite images or intercepted communications — it was in spotting the patterns no one else could see, the anomalies hidden in oceans of data. She became known in the intelligence community as the analyst who “heard the whisper far before the storm.”
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        Dr. Tessa Ross examines some recently retrieved artifacts.

      

      But Tessa was never content to stay behind a desk. An accomplished US Nave level Master Diver since her mid- twenties, she pushed herself beyond the limits most in her profession even dared to contemplate. Her obsession with deep-water exploration culminated in setting the world record for a woman’s SCUBA dive depth off the coast of Hawaii — a descent so dangerous and so technically complex that it made her a legend in the diving world. The record wasn’t just about numbers; it was about endurance, precision, and the almost supernatural calm she carried into environments where one wrong move meant death. Her return to the surface took more than 15 hours.
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      Ross's combination of intelligence work and marine science gave her a perspective no one else had. She understood not just the science of the deep, but its politics — the quiet tug-of-war between nations over what lay beneath. It also gave her a certain wariness, a quiet distrust of institutions. She’d seen too many brilliant discoveries vanish into classified vaults, too many breakthroughs strangled by politics and big business. Colleagues often remark that Ross can shift in an instant from warm, magnetic charm to steel-eyed seriousness. In social settings, her quick wit and easy laughter draw people in, but in the field, she commands absolute authority. She’s known for making hard calls without hesitation, and for carrying the weight of those decisions privately, never showing cracks in front of her team or those above her in authority.

      Her large yacht ported south of Miami in Islamorada — when she’s actually there — is lined with maps, antique maritime charts, and artifacts collected from dives all over the world. She has no patience for the trappings of luxury; her real treasures are in the stories she’s lived and the secrets she’s chased. Though she would never admit it, Ross, never married and 43, harbors a deep curiosity about the legends of lost civilizations. Atlantis is not, in her mind, a myth — it is only an unsolved equation, waiting for the right variables to fall into place. And with her partner she had set about to make that happen come hell or high water!

      If Dr. Tessa Ross is the sharp scalpel of the operation, renowned Investigative Journalist Ethan Cole is the flashlight in the dark — and sometimes... he' a flare gun. A Pulitzer Prize–nominated writer, Cole made his name through relentless, sometimes reckless, pursuit of stories no one else dared to touch. Before he was the man on the bestseller lists with five nonfiction books to his name, he was the young firebrand at The New York Times who would disappear for weeks into war zones, cartel territories, or hostile capitals, chasing leads that could blow open political corruption and big business cover-ups.

      Cole’s style of journalism wasn’t about being first; it was about being right... both factually and morally. He cultivated sources the way other people collect friends — not just for information, but for understanding. He had a knack for asking the question behind the questions, for making people tell him things they didn’t even realize they knew or wanted to confess. His first book, a deep dive into corporate espionage in the deep sea oil drilling industry, was hailed as “a masterclass in investigative tenacity.” The books that followed tackled subjects ranging from political assassinations to environmental and organized crime.

      His work, however, came at a cost. After two divorces and 8 years in federal custody he left The New York Times under circumstances neither he nor the paper will discuss in detail, though the whispers point to an exposé the editors deemed too dangerous to run. He has since operated as an independent journalist, selling intel and stories to top outlets when it suits him and pursuing long-form investigations on his own schedule. His independence has earned him both enemies and respect in equal measure. This partnership was really his first effort for pure profit.

      Cole’s public image is one part roguish charm, one part calculated provocation. He’s the man in the leather jacket with a crooked half-smile, notebook in one pocket, digital recorder and camera in the others. But beneath the cultivated swagger is a writer who has stared down warlords, corporate lawyers. mod hitmen, and political operatives without blinking — and who has the scars, both physical and otherwise, to prove it.

      Despite his knack for provocation, Cole is no fool. He understands leverage and timing, and knows when to press and when to wait. His moral compass may tilt toward exposing the truth at any cost, but his methods are often more complex — he’s not above cutting a deal if it means getting to the bigger story.

      What makes Cole an ideal partner for Ross is not just his fearlessness, but his ability to bridge worlds. He can slip into a diplomatic reception in Washington one day and a black-market artifact dealer’s backroom in Bangkok the next. He understands the theater of politics and the mechanics of human greed. While Ross speaks the language of science, technology and strategy, Cole speaks the language of info gathering, persuasion and pressure.

      Their partnership began with friction during the UN/CIA Leviathan Protocol mission in the Pacific— Ross saw Cole as a headline-chaser, Cole saw Ross as too tightly bound to the institutions he mistrusted. But over time, each recognized in the other a rare trait: the absolute refusal to stop until success was achieved. Whether it’s Ross methodically piecing together a sonar map of a ruin 2,000 feet below the surface, or Cole running down a lead through a tangle of government lies, they share the same compulsion — to know, to uncover, to drag the truth into the light, no matter how deep it’s buried.
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        It takes teamwork to operate at depth in the sea.

      

      Cole’s apartments, one in
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