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For every curious mind that believes

History still has secrets left to reveal.
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A hidden map.

A forgotten network.

A secret that could rewrite history.

When researcher Clara Almeida travels to Barcelona, she expects to study architecture—not uncover a mystery buried for centuries.

But everything changes inside the shadow of the Sagrada Família, where a cryptic symbol leads her to na ancient mechanism hidden within the city’s most famous monument.

What begins as na academic curiosity quickly turns into a dangerous search for the truth.

Clara discovers that the legendary Meridian Circle—long believed to be nothing more than a historical myth—may actually be real. According to scattered records left behind by visionary architect Antoni Gaudí, a secret network of locations across Europe hides a system designed by some of history’s greatest minds.

But Clara is not the only one searching.

A powerful collector named Hector Puig is determined to unlock the secrets of the Meridian Circle—no matter the cost.

As Clara and her ally Mateo follow clues from hidden chambers beneath Montserrat to ancient astronomical devices in Vienna, they begin to realize that the truth behind the Meridian Circle may be far more dangerous than anyone imagined.

Because some secrets were never meant to be discovered.

Perfect for readers who love historical mysteries, hidden codes, and intelligent thrillers filled with ancient secrets and modern intrigue.

The Barcelona Hidden Map is a standalone adventure within the Meridian Circle universe.
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Chapter 1- A Walk Through Gaudí
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Morning light spilled across the city like honey over stone.

Barcelona was waking—shutters opening, café chairs scraping across the pavement, the sharp scent of espresso drifting through narrow streets that had watched centuries unfold.

Clara Soler moved through it all with a sketchbook tucked beneath her arm.

Ahead of her, the towers of the Sagrada Família rose into the pale morning sky, twisting upward as if they had grown from the earth rather than been carved from it. Stone spiraled toward the heavens in a language of geometry and faith.

Clara slowed.

She always slowed here.

Most people came to stare.

To photograph.

To marvel at the masterpiece of Antoni Gaudí.

Clara came to study it.

To listen.

Architecture, to her, had never been silent.

She sat on a low stone bench across the plaza and opened her sketchbook.

The pencil began to move before she consciously decided what to draw.

Triangles.

Spirals.

Hexagonal grids.

Gaudí had never designed randomly. Beneath the sweeping curves and organic forms, there was always a mathematical skeleton—hidden structures that guided the entire building like na invisible blueprint.

Clara traced the pattern of the Nativity façade, whispering to herself as she worked.

“Fibonacci progression... repeating angles... rotational symmetry.”

Her pencil paused.

Something felt wrong.

Not ugly.

Not flawed.

Just... misaligned.

A warm Mediterranean breeze flipped the corner of her page.

Clara held it down and looked up again.

Sunlight had shifted across the façade, casting long shadows through the sculpted columns.

The geometry changed with the light.

She leaned forward.

“Wait...”

Her pulse quickened.

Clara flipped back through older pages of her sketchbook.

The same façade appeared again and again—studies from months of observation.

Every angle carefully measured.

Every curve mapped.

Except one.

One line was different today.

She stood abruptly.

Tourists drifted around the plaza in slow currents of chatter and camera clicks, but Clara barely noticed.

Her eyes followed the stone carvings upward.

Column to arch.

Arch to tower.

Tower to spire.

The shapes weren’t decorative.

They aligned.

One point connected to another.

And another.

Clara felt a chill run down her spine.

“That’s not possible.”

She pulled out her phone and took a photo.

Then another.

Zooming in.

The carvings formed a geometric grid hidden within the façade.

A grid no tourist would ever notice.

Her heart began to race.

For years she had studied Gaudí’s symbolic language—sacred geometry, natural mathematics, architectural theology.

But this...

This wasn’t symbolism.

This was structure.

Deliberate.

A map.

Clara quickly sketched the pattern again.

Triangles intersecting with arcs.

Three curved lines converging toward a single central point.

And there—

A symbol.

Small.

Almost invisible.

She stared at it.

Something deep in her memory stirred.

She had seen that mark before.

Not in Barcelona.

Not in Gaudí’s work.

Somewhere older.

Somewhere buried in a manuscript archive.

Clara opened her phone gallery and scrolled through thousands of reference photos.

Cathedrals.

Manuscripts.

Restoration diagrams.

Navigation charts.

Then—

Her thumb froze.

On the screen was na image she had photographed three years earlier during a research trip to Florence.

A medieval navigation chart preserved in a museum archive.

And in the corner of the chart...

The same symbol.

Clara’s stomach tightened.

“That’s impossible.”

A voice spoke behind her.

“Interesting reaction.”

Low.

Calm.

Amused.

Clara turned sharply.

The man standing there looked like he belonged in na artist’s studio rather than a crowded tourist plaza.

Dark hair.

Sun-warmed skin.

A linen shirt with the sleeves rolled back, faint traces of pigment staining his fingers.

He held a folded photograph.

And he was smiling the way people do when they realize they’ve arrived at exactly the right moment.

“You just discovered it,” he said.

Clara narrowed her eyes.

“Discovered what?”

“The map.”

Her pulse skipped.

“You’re mistaken.”

“Am I?”

The man glanced up at the façade of the Sagrada Família, then down at her sketchbook.

His smile deepened slightly.

“Because that pattern you just drew,” he said quietly, “is the same one I’ve spent the last three months restoring.”

Clara felt a cold ripple pass through her.

“Restoring?”

He unfolded the photograph in his hands and held it out.

Na old painting.

Cracked varnish.

Darkened pigments.

But beneath the damage—

The same geometric pattern.

Clara’s throat tightened.

“Where did you get this?”

He shrugged casually.

“Private commission.”

“From who?”

“That,” he said, “is the interesting question.”

Clara looked from the photograph to the façade above them.

Then back to him.

“Who are you?”

He extended a hand.

“Mateo Veja.”

She didn’t take it.

“Clara Soler.”

Mateo tilted his head slightly.

“Yes,” he said.

“I know.”

A knot formed in her stomach.

“How?”

Mateo slid the photograph back into his pocket.

“Because you’re the curator who exposed the fake relic at the Diocesan Museum last year.”

Her pulse began to pound.

“And you’re the restorer who proved it was fake.”

Mateo’s smile widened slightly.

“But that’s not the real problem.”

He gestured toward the towering façade of the basilica.

“If that pattern is what I think it is...”

His voice dropped.

“...we’re not the only ones looking at it.”

Clara followed his gaze across the plaza.

A man in a gray suit stood perfectly still among the tourists.

He wasn’t taking photos.

He wasn’t listening to the guide.

He was watching them.

The moment Clara met his eyes—

He turned and walked away.

Mateo exhaled softly.

“Well,” he said.

“That didn’t take long.”

A strange weight settled in Clara’s chest.

“What do you mean?”

Mateo looked back at her.

“If someone else noticed the map...”

He paused.

“...we just became part of the problem.”

Clara closed her sketchbook slowly.

“What problem?”

Mateo’s smile disappeared.

“The kind,” he said quietly,

“that gets people killed.”
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Chapter 2 – The Restorer With Stained Hands
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Clara Soler did not like surprises.

Especially the kind that came with strangers who already knew her name.

She studied the man standing in front of her.

Mateo Veja looked relaxed—too relaxed for someone who had just implied that the façade of the Sagrada Família might contain a hidden map and that someone else had already noticed it.

His sleeves were rolled to the elbows. Faint stains of red and gold pigment marked his fingers, the kind that didn’t wash out easily.

Restoration pigments.

Real ones.

Clara crossed her arms.

“You said you were restoring that pattern.”

Mateo nodded.

“Three months.”

“Where?”

“In a private collection.”

“That’s not na answer.”

“It’s the only one I’m allowed to give.”

Clara felt irritation flare in her chest.

“That pattern isn’t decorative,” she said. “It’s structural. Whoever placed it there knew exactly what they were doing.”

Mateo tilted his head.

“Yes.”

“And?”

“And you just discovered it.”

Clara opened her sketchbook again and turned it toward him.

“Look at the alignment,” she said, tapping the page with her pencil. “These lines connect with the upper towers. If you extend them—”

Mateo finished the sentence calmly.

“—they converge near Montserrat.”

Clara froze.

“You already mapped it.”

“Partially.”

“How?”

Mateo glanced toward the street where the man in the gray suit had disappeared.

Then he lowered his voice.

“The painting.”

Clara leaned closer.

“What painting?”

Mateo hesitated for a moment before speaking.

“A seventeenth-century devotional piece. Christ ascending, angels surrounding the figure. Nothing extraordinary at first glance.”

“But the geometry—”

“—was hidden in the background.”

Clara felt a spark of adrenaline.

“Gaudí never painted.”

“I know.”

“Then the pattern predates the basilica.”

Mateo’s smile returned faintly.

“Now you’re asking the right questions.”

Clara exhaled slowly.

“This isn’t possible.”

“It rarely is.”

She looked again at the façade of the Sagrada Família, where the morning sun had climbed higher across the stone towers.

The geometry was still there.

Invisible to almost everyone.

But once you saw it—

You couldn’t unsee it.

Clara closed her sketchbook.

“Who hired you?”

Mateo slipped his hands into his pockets.

“Collector.”

“Name.”

“I wasn’t told.”

“You expect me to believe that?”

“I expect you to believe that the man paying seven figures for a restoration doesn’t want his name attached to it.”

Clara stared at him.

“Seven figures?”

Mateo nodded.

“For a painting that most museums wouldn’t even display.”

“That doesn’t make sense.”

“No,” he agreed.

“It doesn’t.”

A church bell rang somewhere down the street.

The plaza had grown busier. Tourists moved through the square in clusters, voices rising and falling in a dozen languages.

Yet Clara couldn’t shake the feeling that someone was still watching.

She scanned the crowd.

No gray suit.

Still—

Something felt wrong.

Mateo watched her carefully.

“You feel it too.”

Clara didn’t look at him.

“Feel what?”

“That we’re late.”

Her eyes snapped back to his.

“Late for what?”

Mateo unfolded the photograph again and held it between them.

“Look closer.”

Clara stepped nearer.

The painting was badly damaged—cracks running through layers of varnish like dry riverbeds.

But the geometric pattern was unmistakable now.

And something else.

Small marks along the edges.

Numbers.

Coordinates.

Clara’s pulse jumped.

“These aren’t decorative marks.”

“No.”

“They’re measurements.”

Mateo nodded.

“I spent weeks cleaning the surface to reveal them.”

“And you didn’t report this to the museum?”

Mateo gave a quiet laugh.

“There is no museum.”

Clara felt a chill.

“Private vault?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

Mateo shook his head.

“Even if I told you, you wouldn’t believe me.”

“Try me.”

Mateo hesitated.

Then he said softly,

“Zurich.”

Clara blinked.

“Switzerland?”

“Private security vault beneath a bank.”

Her stomach tightened.

“That kind of vault only stores things that shouldn’t exist.”

“Exactly.”

Clara looked again at the photograph.

“Whoever commissioned that restoration knew about the map.”

“Yes.”

“And if the map connects to Montserrat...”

Mateo folded the photo again.

“They’re already looking for whatever it leads to.”

Clara felt the weight of that realization settle in her chest.

“How long ago did you finish the restoration?”

“Yesterday.”

Her breath caught.

“And the painting?”

“Gone.”

“Gone where?”

Mateo met her eyes.

“That’s what I’m trying to figure out.”

Clara stared at him.

“So let me get this straight,” she said slowly. “A mysterious collector hires you to restore a painting
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