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For every curious mind that believes the world still holds secrets waiting to be discovered.
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Some secrets were never meant to be found.

When historian Beatriz Navarro discovers a mysterious relic once studied by her late father, she is pulled into a hidden world of ancient maps, coded artifacts, and a centuries-old secret known only as the Meridian.

What begins as a simple investigation quickly becomes a dangerous race across Europe. From the historic streets of Lisbon to the hidden chambers of Barcelona and the frozen observatories of Vienna, Beatriz and her unlikely ally Caleb must follow a trail of cryptic clues left behind by navigators who once mapped the world itself.

But they are not the only ones searching.

A powerful group known as the Hunters will stop at nothing to unlock the Meridian’s secret—believing it holds a discovery capable of changing the balance of power in the modern world.

As the clues lead toward the heart of Paris, Beatriz begins to realize that the Meridian is far more than a lost relic.

It is a system.

A mystery.

And possibly the most dangerous discovery in human history.

For centuries it has remained hidden.

Now the question is no longer who will find it—

But what will happen when they do.
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Chapter 1- The Old Sea
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The harbor smelled like rust, salt, and history.

Beatriz Fontes stood at the edge of the marina, watching the Atlantic breathe against the docks. The tide rolled in slowly, lifting the boats just enough to make their ropes creak against the wooden posts.

Lisbon always sounded alive near the water.

Masts clinked softly in the wind. Gulls argued somewhere above the red rooftops of Alfama. And beneath it all, the ocean moved with that deep, patient rhythm that had carried ships across the world for centuries.

Beatriz pulled the small brass compass from the pocket of her weathered jacket.

It was old. Too old to be useful.

The glass was scratched, the casing dull from decades of handling. The needle inside had long ago lost its sense of direction. Instead of pointing north, it spun lazily whenever the wind shifted.

Most people would have thrown it away.

Beatriz never did.

She ran her thumb across the engraved initials on the back.

A.F.

Her father’s.

The memory came back the way it always did—sharp and unwelcome.

The courtroom.

The whispers.

The accusation that had destroyed his career.

Artifact theft.

The press had loved that phrase. Archaeologist turned smuggler. A man who had spent his life protecting history suddenly painted as someone who sold it.

Beatriz knew the truth.

Her father had died trying to prove it.

The compass needle twitched.

She frowned.

It spun once. Slowly.

Then again.

The wind hadn’t changed.

Beatriz lifted the compass closer to her eyes. The needle shuddered like it was fighting against na invisible pull.

That was new.

For years it had done nothing but spin aimlessly.

Now it hesitated.

Just for a moment.

Then it settled—pointing not toward the city, not toward the open ocean—

—but somewhere beneath the harbor.

Beatriz looked out across the water.

A cluster of fishing boats rocked gently near the outer docks. Beyond them, the Atlantic stretched dark and endless toward the horizon.

Her pulse quickened.

“Don’t start imagining things,” she murmured.

But she couldn’t stop staring.

Because she knew something most people didn’t.

Three months ago, sonar scans had revealed the outline of a shipwreck just beyond the harbor entrance.

Sixteenth century.

Portuguese.

Right along the shipping routes used during the Age of Discovery.

The government had classified the site until archaeologists could investigate.

Beatriz had been the one who discovered it.

And then, mysteriously, the research permit had vanished.

Reassigned.

Reclassified.

Buried in bureaucracy.

She knew exactly why.

Someone else wanted what was down there.

The compass needle trembled again.

And pointed directly toward the water.

Beatriz exhaled slowly.

“So that’s it, isn’t it?”

Her father had always believed the compass wasn’t broken.

Just... unfinished.

A key to something lost.

She closed her fingers around the brass casing.

If the wreck contained what he had been searching for...

Then the truth about his name might still be buried beneath the Atlantic.

A sudden voice broke the moment.

“You planning to stare at the ocean all morning, or are you actually hiring someone to dive?”

Beatriz turned.

The man leaning against the metal railing looked exactly like someone who made a living underwater.

Sun-bleached hair.

Tanned skin.

A faded wetsuit tied around his waist.

And a long scar cut across his shoulder, disappearing beneath a black diving shirt.

He studied her with the relaxed suspicion of someone used to dangerous jobs.

“Caleb Vance,” he said.

Not a question.

Na introduction.

She had heard the name before.

Shipwreck diver. Recovery specialist. Occasionally hired by museums.

Occasionally by people who didn’t ask permission.

Beatriz slid the compass back into her pocket.

“You’re late.”

Caleb smirked.

“No,” he said. “You’re early.”

He gestured toward the harbor.

“Besides... you didn’t tell me what we’re diving for.”

The ocean wind lifted Beatriz’s short dark hair.

She held his gaze.

“A wreck,” she said.

“That’s not specific enough.”

“A sixteenth-century Portuguese vessel.”

Now he looked interested.

“Still not enough.”

Beatriz hesitated.

Then she said the one detail she had avoided mentioning.

“There’s a relic onboard.”

Caleb crossed his arms.

“What kind of relic?”

“The kind someone tried very hard to hide.”

The diver studied her carefully now.

People who spent their lives underwater developed a certain instinct for danger.

And something about the way Beatriz said that made his instincts flare.

Finally he asked the question that mattered.

“Who else is looking for it?”

Beatriz looked back at the Atlantic.

The water rolled against the docks.

Slow.

Endless.

Patient.

“That,” she said quietly, “is exactly what we’re about to find out.”

A gull screamed overhead.

And far out near the harbor entrance—

A dark sedan had just parked near the pier.

Inside the car, someone was watching them.
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Chapter 2- First Descent
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The boat rocked gently against the harbor swell.

Caleb Vance moved across the deck of The Tempest with the quiet efficiency of someone who had spent half his life preparing dives. Tanks clinked softly as he secured them into the steel racks bolted along the side of the boat.

Behind him, Lisbon glowed in the late morning sun.

Terracotta rooftops climbed the hills. The white tower of Belém stood in the distance like a silent guard over the mouth of the Tagus River.

Most divers liked to admire the view before heading out.

Caleb didn’t.

He focused on the gear instead.

Regulator.

Pressure gauge.

Dive computer.

Everything had to work.

The ocean was forgiving only to people who respected its rules.

Beatriz stood near the railing studying a set of nautical charts spread across a waterproof case. Wind tugged at the edges of the paper while she traced a circle with a pencil.

Caleb glanced over.

“You realize we’re not technically allowed to dive there.”

She didn’t look up.

“That didn’t stop you from bringing the boat.”

“Breaking one rule at a time,” he said.

“That’s my policy.”

She tapped the map.

“The wreck is here.”

Caleb stepped closer.

The coordinates sat just outside the official harbor boundary.

Right where the Atlantic currents grew unpredictable.

“You said seventy meters,” he said.

“That’s deep for a wooden wreck.”

“It sank in the sixteenth century,” Beatriz replied. “Sediment buried most of it.”

Caleb leaned on the table, studying the chart more carefully.

“And you’re sure it’s a caravel?”

“Yes.”

“Not a cargo ship?”

“No.”

He looked at her.

“That means it was important.”

“Exactly.”

Ships like that weren’t used for ordinary trade. They carried explorers, diplomats, sometimes even royal envoys.

Or secrets powerful enough to disappear beneath the sea.

Caleb crossed his arms.

“You still haven’t told me what this relic is.”

Beatriz hesitated.

The wind rattled a loose cable against the mast.

“I don’t know,” she said.

He raised na eyebrow.

“That’s reassuring.”

“What I know,” she continued, “is that my father believed it existed.”

Caleb waited.

The ocean rolled quietly around the boat.

“He spent tem years searching for it,” she said.

“And?”

“And the day he told the museum board he had finally found proof...”

She stopped.

Caleb finished the sentence for her.

“They accused him of stealing artifacts.”

Beatriz nodded.

“They shut down his research.”

“And the wreck?”

“Disappeared from the official records.”

Caleb exhaled slowly.

That kind of story was depressingly common in academic circles.

Politics. Reputation. Money.

History might be old, but the people fighting over it rarely changed.

“So this dive,” he said, “is about proving he was right.”

“It’s about proving he wasn’t a criminal.”

Caleb studied her face.

Determination.

Anger.

And something deeper.

Grief that hadn’t fully faded.

He looked back at the equipment.

“Alright,” he said.

Beatriz blinked.

“That’s it?”

“That’s it.”

“You’re not going to argue?”

Caleb tightened a strap on one of the tanks.

“Archaeologist trying to clear her father’s name,” he said.

“Mysterious wreck.”

“Possible historical relic.”

He shrugged.

“Honestly? I’ve taken worse jobs.”

Beatriz allowed herself a small smile.

Then Caleb pointed toward the open water.

“But we need to leave now.”

“Why?”

He checked his watch.

“Because the tide turns in forty minutes.”

“And?”

“And if we’re still down there when the current shifts...”

He pointed toward the horizon.

“The Atlantic drags us halfway to Spain.”

Beatriz moved quickly now.

Within minutes they had suited up.

Wetsuits zipped.

Masks secured.

Tanks locked in place.

Caleb stepped to the edge of the boat and looked down into the water.

The surface shimmered dark blue beneath the midday sun.

“Alright,” he said.

“Last chance to change your mind.”

Beatriz adjusted her regulator.

“Not happening.”

“People always say that before their first seventy-meter dive.”

“This isn’t my first.”

Caleb gave her a sideways look.

“Well now I’m curious.”

He stepped onto the platform.

Then he counted.

“One.”

Beatriz moved beside him.

“Two.”

The ocean wind picked up.

“Three.”

They stepped off the boat.

The Atlantic swallowed them instantly.

Cold wrapped around Beatriz like a tightening fist.

Bubbles exploded upward as they descended.

The surface faded above them.

Tem meters.

Twenty.

The world grew quieter.

At thirty meters the sunlight began to weaken, turning the water a darker shade of blue.

Caleb moved smoothly ahead, following the
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