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Chapter 1: The Wreck
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The Atlantic waves slapped against the hull of the research vessel, Artemis, rocking it gently as Dr. Elena Rivera adjusted her diving mask. She pulled her damp gloves tighter over her hands, double-checked the oxygen gauge on her tank, and glanced at the sonar screen one last time.

There it was. The jagged outline of something large—man-made—resting beneath the seafloor’s thin layer of silt. A shipwreck.

Gavin leaned over her shoulder, his face pale despite the salt air. “That thing’s huge. And it’s in thirty feet of water? Why hasn’t anyone found it before?”

Elena glanced at him but said nothing. She had an answer, but she wasn’t ready to share it. Not yet.

It didn’t make sense, not geographically or historically. The waters near this coastline had been combed for decades by treasure hunters, marine archaeologists, and surveyors. A shipwreck of this size should’ve been discovered long ago—logged, documented, and preserved. Instead, it was buried in layers of sand and time, completely forgotten.

Her pulse quickened as she zipped her waterproof camera into her belt pouch. “This could change everything,” she muttered, not sure if she meant it for Gavin or herself.

“Or it could kill us,” Gavin said dryly, scanning the horizon. “This close to the coast, and nobody’s even marked it on a map? Feels... wrong.”

Elena didn’t respond. Her father’s voice echoed in her mind from years ago: “Sometimes, you find things best left buried.” She shook the thought away.

“Suit up,” she said briskly, pulling on her flippers. “We’re diving before the current picks up.”

The descent was like falling into another world. Sunlight filtered through the water in wavering golden streaks, illuminating the seafloor below. As they neared the wreck, its true size became apparent. Twisted metal beams jutted out from a crumbling hull, and algae-covered cargo containers lay scattered like broken toys.

Elena’s flashlight swept over the wreckage. The ship was in worse shape than she’d anticipated—nearly split in two, with jagged edges of metal trailing off into the darkness.

“Holy hell,” Gavin said through the comms, his voice crackling slightly. “That thing’s massive. What do you think caused it to sink?”

“I don’t know,” Elena replied, but her stomach churned. She had an idea—one she didn’t like.

Her flashlight caught on something—a sealed crate wedged beneath a collapsed beam. The markings on its side were faint, but they were unmistakable: Tidewell Energy—Confidential Cargo.

Her breath caught.

“Gavin,” she said, her voice low. “Help me with this crate.”

They worked quickly, brushing away layers of silt and prying the crate free. A cloud of debris billowed around them, obscuring their vision for a moment. When it cleared, Elena froze.

The beam of her flashlight landed on something nearby—something pale and skeletal. A skull, half-buried in the sand.

Her stomach lurched as she realized it wasn’t alone. Scattered across the wreck were more bones, some still tangled in what was left of crew uniforms.

“Elena,” Gavin said urgently, tugging her arm. “We need to go. Now.”

But she couldn’t tear her eyes away. The Evanora hadn’t just been abandoned—it had been a graveyard.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 2: Secrets in the Deep
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Back on the Artemis, Elena and Gavin worked in silence, the crate lying between them on the deck. Gavin’s face was pale as he dried off, his gaze flickering nervously to the horizon.

“We shouldn’t have brought this up,” he muttered. “This... it feels wrong.”

Elena didn’t respond. Her fingers trembled as she worked the seal on the crate, finally prying it open. Inside, she found stacks of documents wrapped in plastic. The first few were standard shipping manifests, but as she dug deeper, the contents became darker.

Memos marked “CONFIDENTIAL” detailed catastrophic equipment failures, falsified reports, and deliberate safety violations. There were diagrams of Tidewell’s offshore drilling platforms and correspondence about waste disposal labeled “deep-sea research initiative.”

It wasn’t research. It was a cover for dumping toxic materials.

Her hands froze when she saw a name scrawled at the bottom of one memo: Miguel Rivera.

Her father.

“Elena?” Gavin’s voice broke her reverie. “What is it?”

She swallowed hard, her throat tight. “My dad... he worked for Tidewell years ago. He designed their containment systems. But this—” She gestured to the documents, her voice trembling. “This is worse than I ever imagined. He was involved in covering it up.”

Gavin looked at her, his expression softening. “Are you sure he knew? Maybe they didn’t tell him everything.”

Elena shook her head. “No. He knew. And he disappeared right after the Evanora sank. Everyone said he fled the country, but...” She trailed off, her mind racing. Had he been on the ship when it sank?

The thought chilled her.

Before Gavin could respond, the radio crackled to life.

“Dr. Rivera,” a voice said, low and deliberate. “We need to talk about what you found.”

Elena’s blood ran cold.
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Chapter 3: The Chase
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The voice on the radio repeated itself, low and deliberate: “Dr. Rivera, we know you’ve taken something from the wreck. Surrender it now, and we’ll ensure no harm comes to you.”

Elena’s heart pounded as she grabbed the receiver, her fingers trembling. “Who is this?” she demanded, her voice sharp.

There was a long pause, then the voice returned, colder this time. “Someone who strongly advises you to cooperate. You’ve entered a restricted site, and the material you’ve recovered is classified property. You have thirty minutes to comply—or we’ll retrieve it ourselves.”

The radio clicked off before she could respond.

Gavin turned from the helm, his face pale in the dim light. “What the hell is going on? How do they even know we’re out here?”

“They must’ve been watching the site,” Elena said, her mind racing. “If Tidewell would sink an entire ship to bury this, why wouldn’t they patrol the area to make sure no one else finds it?”

“And now they’re coming for us,” Gavin muttered, his hands gripping the wheel. He gestured to the horizon where a dark shape loomed, its silhouette sharp against the rising sun. “Is that—?”

Elena grabbed a pair of binoculars and peered through them. The vessel approaching was sleek and fast, its navigation lights blinking ominously. Every instinct told her it wasn’t here to help.

“We can’t let them catch us,” she said, her voice steely.

“And what’s the plan?” Gavin snapped, panic creeping into his tone. “Outrun them in a research boat? Because this thing wasn’t built for high-speed chases.”

Elena’s mind raced as she studied the horizon. They were miles from shore, with no cover in the open water. But to the east, she saw a cluster of jagged rocks jutting out of the sea like broken teeth.

“Head for the rocks,” she said suddenly.

Gavin’s head whipped toward her. “Are you crazy? If we get too close, we’ll shred the hull.”

“They won’t risk following us through,” she said, her voice firm. “It’s the only chance we’ve got.”

Gavin hesitated, his jaw tightening, but he spun the wheel hard to port. The Artemis groaned as it veered toward the rocky outcropping, the pursuing vessel gaining on them with every passing second.

The wind howled, whipping through Elena’s hair as she clung to the railing. Waves crashed violently against the rocks ahead, spraying the air with salt and foam. The narrow passage between the jagged formations looked impossibly tight, but Gavin maneuvered the boat with precision, keeping them just far enough from the edges to avoid disaster.

Behind them, the dark vessel slowed. Through the binoculars, Elena saw its crew conferring, their expressions tense.

“They’re hesitating,” Gavin said, a note of hope in his voice.

But the hope was short-lived. Instead of following, the vessel adjusted its course, arcing around the rocks to intercept them on
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