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Dedication
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To those who are learning that not everything needs to be controlled to be real.

And to the ones brave enough to stay, even when the outcome is uncertain.
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Synopsis
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Harper Hart has built her career on precision, control, and the certainty that every pattern can be understood. As a marine biologist leading a high-stakes research expedition off the coast of Vancouver, failure is not na option.

Lucas Moretti has spent his life capturing stories that others overlook. As a documentary filmmaker, he trusts instinct over structure, choosing truth over control, even when it means walking away before things become too real.

When na unexplainable signal emerges from the depths of the ocean, Harper and Lucas are forced into na uneasy collaboration. What begins as a scientific anomaly quickly turns into something far more complex. The deeper they go, the clearer it becomes that the phenomenon is not just reacting to their presence.

It is learning from them.

As the line between observation and involvement begins to blur, Harper must confront her fear of losing control, while Lucas faces the one thing he has always avoided: staying.

With the pressure mounting and the unknown closing in, they are forced to make a choice.

Protect what they understand.

Or risk everything to discover what they do not.

In a story where science meets emotion and control clashes with trust, Currents of Connection explores what happens when the most powerful force is not what we can explain, but what we choose to feel.
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Chapter 1 – The First Encounter
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The ocean wasn’t supposed to feel personal.

Harper Hart had spent years making sure of that.

Data didn’t lie. Numbers didn’t hesitate. Currents didn’t care who you were or how hard you had worked to get here. They moved because physics said they could. Clean. Predictable. Reliable.

That was why she trusted them.

Not people.

She adjusted the sleeve of her waterproof jacket and leaned over the railing, her gloved fingers steady as she lowered the sensor into the water. The cold Pacific stretched endlessly beneath her, a deep, shifting blue that swallowed light and secrets alike.

“Careful,” she murmured under her breath.

The device slipped below the surface, disappearing into the quiet rhythm of the waves. On the tablet in her other hand, data populated in neat, reassuring lines.

Temperature gradient. Salinity levels. Current velocity.

Everything exactly where it should be.

She exhaled slowly.

“Is that your entire personality, or just your coping mechanism?”

Harper stilled.

The voice came from behind her. Male. Close enough to be irritating.

She did not turn right away.

Instead, she lifted the tablet slightly, pretending to focus on the screen while her mind recalibrated. No one should have been this close to her station. Not without clearance.

Not without asking.

“Depends,” she said evenly. “Are you always this comfortable interrupting someone else’s work?”

Now she turned.

And for a brief second, her brain forgot to stay clinical.

He was tall, easily over six feet, with dark hair pushed back by the wind and stubble that looked deliberate rather than careless. His sweater was thick, textured, probably too warm for the coastal air, but he wore it like it belonged there.

Like he did.

A camera rested against his chest. Not casual. Not amateur.

Professional.

That explained the confidence.

“You are in my frame,” he said, nodding toward her. “Hard not to interrupt when you are blocking the shot.”

Harper blinked once.

Then frowned.

“I am collecting live data,” she replied. “You are filming water.”

“Not just water.”

“It looks like water.”

A faint smile touched the corner of his mouth.

There it was. Confidence. The kind that expected to be entertained.

“I am documenting migration patterns,” he said. “Behavior shifts. Environmental response.”

She studied him more carefully now.

“Without full dataset access?” she asked. “That is a bold interpretation.”

“Or an honest one.”

Her grip tightened slightly on the tablet.

“Honesty without context is just storytelling.”

“And context without a story,” he replied, “is something no one pays attention to.”

That landed harder than it should have.

Harper held his gaze, something sharper than irritation rising beneath the surface.

“You are not part of the research team,” she said.

“Lucas Moretti,” he replied, extending his hand. “Documentary filmmaker. I am here with permission.”

She did not take it.

“From who?”

“Funding partners.”

Of course.

Her jaw tightened, almost imperceptibly.

Money always came with opinions. And cameras.

“Harper Hart,” she said after a beat, ignoring his hand. “Lead marine biologist on this project.”

His hand lowered slowly, but the faint amusement remained.

“Good,” he said. “Then we should talk.”

“No,” she replied. “We should not.”

That only seemed to interest him more.

The boat shifted beneath them as a wave rolled through, the low hum of the engine vibrating underfoot. Around them, the crew moved with quiet efficiency.

Harper turned back to her tablet, dismissing him with intention.

Or trying to.

“You are tracking the same pod I am,” Lucas said.

Her fingers paused.

Slowly, she looked over her shoulder.

“I do not share raw data.”

“I do not need your raw data.”

“Then we are done here.”

“Already?” he asked. “We just met.”

She stepped closer before she could stop herself, lowering her voice just enough that it would not carry.

“You are on my vessel,” she said. “Working around my research. So let us make something clear.”

His gaze dropped briefly to her mouth, then returned to her eyes.

It should not have registered.

It did.

“You stay out of my way,” she continued, her tone steady, “and I will stay out of yours.”

Lucas studied her for a moment longer than necessary.

Not dismissive. Not offended.

Interested.

“That is not how this works,” he said quietly.

“It is for me.”

Movement broke the moment.

A sudden surge in the water just off the side of the boat.

Harper turned instinctively, her breath catching as a massive shape rose from the surface. A whale, close. Much closer than expected.

The deck shifted into motion.

“Get the cameras ready.”

“Hold position.”

Lucas moved immediately, lifting his camera in one smooth motion, tracking the arc of the whale as it crashed back into the water.

Harper’s heart picked up speed, but not because of him.

The data.

The timing.

The proximity.

This was not scheduled.

This was not predicted.

“That is not right,” she whispered, scanning her tablet.

The readings spiked. Erratic. Inconsistent.

Currents shifting too fast. Patterns breaking.

Lucas lowered the camera slightly and glanced at her.

“You seeing this?”

She did not answer.

Because she was.

And it did not make sense.

Not with the data she had.

Not with anything she had.

Her stomach tightened.

Something was wrong.

Not just in the water.

In the numbers.

And if the numbers were wrong, then everything else followed.

Her eyes locked on the screen.

A flicker.

A glitch.

A data point that should not exist.

Her pulse spiked.

“Did you access my system?” she asked sharply.

Lucas frowned. “What?”

She turned fully toward him, composure gone.

“Did you connect anything to my data feed?”

“No.”

“Then why is this happening?”

She stopped.

Because the anomaly was not random.

It was precise.

Deliberate.

The ocean no longer felt neutral.

It felt altered.

Harper’s voice dropped, quieter now, but edged with something far more dangerous than irritation.

“Someone is tampering with my data.”

Lucas’s expression shifted.

No amusement now.

Focus.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

The word came
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