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Dedication
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To those who refuse to look away

Even when the truth is inconvenient.

And to the ones who keep going

When the world quietly asks them to stop.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Synopsis
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Sofia Alvarez built her career on data, precision, and proof.

When her research takes her to a remote marine site, she expects pressure, deadlines, and the constant fight to be taken seriously. What she doesn’t expect is for her equipment to fail mid-dive... or for a stranger to save her life.

Ethan Cole is controlled, observant, and impossible to read. He notices things others miss. Patterns. Flaws. Threats.

And he is certain of one thing.

What happened to Sofia was not na accident.

As subtle inconsistencies begin to surface in her data, Sofia uncovers something far more dangerous than scientific error. Someone is manipulating her research. Adjusting results. Controlling outcomes.

Not to destroy her work.

But to take ownership of it.

What starts as a technical anomaly quickly escalates into a high-stakes game of surveillance, deception, and power, stretching far beyond the lab and into a network neither of them fully understands.

Because this isn’t just about data.

It’s about control.

And the deeper Sofia goes, the clearer it becomes.

She was never meant to find the truth.

And now that she has...

Walking away is no longer na option.
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Chapter 1 — The Moment Everything Slipped 
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The ocean felt quieter than she expected.

Not silent. It was never silent. But softened, as if the world above had been pulled far out of reach. Down here, everything slowed. Light broke into ribbons of gold that drifted across the reef, and each breath echoed steadily inside her mask.

In. Out. Controlled.

Sofia Alvarez adjusted her grip on the camera, steadying her position as she hovered above a stretch of coral that looked almost unreal. Layers folded into one another in delicate patterns, shaped over decades by currents she would never fully understand.

Her chest tightened, not from fear, but from something deeper.

This was why she had fought to be here.

Not in a conference room. Not presenting data to people who only half listened. Here, where the ocean held its own truth, untouched by negotiations or profit margins.

She lifted the camera and captured the frame.

Click.

The image stabilized on her display. Clean. Sharp. Useful.

Not enough.

Her jaw tightened slightly as she adjusted the angle, searching for something more precise. Something undeniable. The kind of evidence that could not be dismissed or rewritten in a report.

If she got this right, it could change everything for the project.

If she didn’t, it would be just another file buried under someone else’s priorities.

Sofia checked her wrist monitor.

Depth stable. Oxygen normal.

A flicker crossed the screen.

She stilled.

The numbers glitched for a fraction of a second before correcting themselves. It was subtle. Easy to ignore.

Still, her fingers hovered over the device.

That should not have happened.

She tapped the casing lightly, watching for another shift. The readings held steady this time, calm and reliable, as if nothing had happened at all.

Interference, she told herself.

It was common enough near reef structures. Mineral density, signal disruption, minor inconsistencies. She had seen it before.

But something in her chest refused to settle.

Focus.

She repositioned the camera, angling lower to capture a section where the coral had begun to pale. The bleaching was faint but unmistakable. A slow loss of life hidden beneath the surface.

Proof.

That was what she needed.

Not passion. Not conviction. Proof.

The current shifted.

It brushed against her side with a subtle change in pressure, just enough to pull her attention away from the lens. Sofia adjusted her balance automatically, correcting her position with practiced ease.

Then her regulator stuttered.

Her breath caught.

For a second, she thought she had imagined it. A small hesitation in the airflow, barely noticeable.

Then it happened again.

Air came through, but thinner. Uneven.

Her pulse spiked.

Sofia inhaled carefully, testing it. The resistance was still there, faint but wrong.

No. No, no, no.

Her gaze snapped to the hose, following the line down to the tank. Everything looked intact. No visible damage. No loose connections.

Her breathing picked up anyway.

Stay calm.

She forced herself to slow down, drawing in a measured breath.

It hit halfway.

Her chest tightened as the airflow faltered again, sharper this time.

Panic pressed in at the edges of her thoughts.

Think.

She reached for her backup gauge, her movements suddenly less precise. The numbers blurred for a second before snapping into focus.

Oxygen levels dropping.

Too fast.

That made no sense.

Her heartbeat roared in her ears now, louder than the ocean itself. Sofia tried to regulate her breathing, but her body was already reacting, instinct overriding training.

Air. She needed air.

Her hand moved to adjust the regulator, fingers slipping slightly as another uneven breath cut short. The world around her seemed to tilt, the golden light above shifting as her balance faltered.

Something was wrong with the equipment.

Not interference.

Something worse.

Her vision narrowed as she pushed upward, kicking harder than she should have. The movement cost her. Her breathing became sharper, faster, feeding the panic she was trying to suppress.

Focus.

Ascend slowly.

That was the rule.

But rules blurred when your lungs started to burn.

Another breath failed halfway in.

Her chest seized.

Sofia’s hand reached out instinctively, grasping at nothing but open water as her body betrayed her. The calm she had relied on moments ago shattered completely, replaced by raw, unfiltered urgency.

She was not going to make it.

The thought hit hard and fast.

Then something caught her.

A hand.

Firm. Unyielding.

It closed around her arm with precision, steadying her before she could drift further off balance. The grip anchored her instantly, cutting through the chaos in her head.

Sofia turned, disoriented.

A figure moved into her field of vision, controlled and deliberate in a way she no longer was. His mask reflected the fractured light, but his presence was unmistakable.

Close. Focused. Certain.

He didn’t hesitate.

His other hand moved quickly, checking her regulator with efficient movements. There was no panic in him, no wasted motion. Just action.

He adjusted something near the connection point.

The airflow returned.

Strong. Immediate.

Sofia gasped as the oxygen filled her lungs properly again, the relief so intense it almost hurt. Her body reacted before her mind could catch up, pulling in another breath, and another, each one grounding her back into herself.

The pressure in her chest eased, but her pulse refused to slow.

She was still shaking.

The man didn’t let go.

His grip remained steady on her arm, holding her in place long enough to make sure her breathing stabilized. His gaze stayed on her, sharp and assessing, as if measuring something she could not see.

Sofia tried to steady herself under that focus.

Tried to regain control.

But the moment lingered.

The closeness. The contact. The realization of how close she had been to losing it.

Losing everything.

Her breathing finally began to even out.

In. Out.

Real again.

Only then did she notice what he was doing next.

He glanced at her equipment again.

Not casually.

Carefully.

As if he had already found something that should not be there.

And
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