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    To every reader who is drawn to impossible heists, hidden secrets, and mysteries that span continents.
To those who enjoy following clever masterminds, fearless investigators, and the unpredictable twists that make every page unforgettable.
May this story remind you that beneath every glittering treasure lies a deeper truth, and that courage, loyalty, and perseverance are worth more than any fortune. As each secret is uncovered and every betrayal revealed, may your passion for thrilling adventures continue to grow.
This book is dedicated to every crime fiction lover who believes the greatest mysteries are the ones that seem impossible to solve.
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Chapter 1: The Legend Beneath the Canals
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The bells of Venice echoed across the water just before sunrise.

Their sound drifted through narrow canals, over ancient bridges, and between centuries-old buildings whose foundations rested on wooden piles driven deep into the muddy lagoon long before anyone living could remember.

The city was waking.

Boat engines hummed in the distance.

Market vendors prepared their stalls.

Workers unloaded supplies from delivery barges.

Tourists had not yet crowded the streets.

For a brief moment, Venice belonged to itself.

Luca Moretti preferred it that way.

He sat outside a small café near the edge of Cannaregio, sipping black coffee while watching the canal water ripple beneath the soft morning light.

At forty-six years old, he had become a man who appreciated quiet mornings.

The younger version of Luca would have laughed at such a statement.

The younger Luca had lived for adrenaline.

For danger.

For impossible challenges.

For the thrill of escaping places he should never have entered.

That man had spent nearly twenty years traveling across Europe, Asia, and the Middle East, earning a reputation whispered about in criminal circles.

Master thief.

Ghost infiltrator.

Vault specialist.

Different people used different titles.

Luca ignored them all.

He had retired six years earlier.

At least officially.

Now he restored antique furniture.

The work suited him.

Old wood.

Old craftsmanship.

Predictable days.

Predictable customers.

Predictable problems.

After decades spent living on the edge of disaster, predictability felt luxurious.

A passing gondola disturbed the reflection of the buildings.

Luca watched it glide beneath a nearby bridge.

For a few moments, he allowed himself to believe that his old life was truly over.

Then his phone vibrated.

The message was brief.

Three words.

Carnival starts soon.

No sender.

No explanation.

The message disappeared seconds later.

Luca frowned.

Most people would have dismissed it as a mistake.

Luca wasn't most people.

The phrase meant something.

Or rather, the method meant something.

Temporary message.

Untraceable routing.

Professional encryption.

Someone wanted his attention.

The question was why.

He slipped the phone back into his pocket.

The feeling arrived immediately.

A familiar feeling.

The same feeling that used to appear before every major operation.

Curiosity.

Dangerous curiosity.

He hated it.

Because curiosity had ruined countless criminals.

And nearly ruined him.

Luca finished his coffee and walked toward his workshop.

The narrow streets were beginning to fill with activity.

Venice Carnival preparations had transformed much of the city.

Colorful decorations appeared everywhere.

Masks filled shop windows.

Tour operators guided visitors through historic districts.

The city buzzed with anticipation.

Every year Carnival attracted thousands of people.

Crowds.

Noise.

Confusion.

Exactly the conditions criminals loved.

Luca tried not to think about that.

He unlocked the door to his workshop and stepped inside.

The scent of wood polish greeted him.

Half-finished restoration projects occupied the room.

Tables.

Cabinets.

Chairs.

A normal life.

A good life.

He reminded himself of that constantly.

The phone vibrated again.

This time a location appeared.

Nothing else.

Just coordinates.

Luca stared at the screen.

The location sat near an abandoned warehouse on the edge of the lagoon.

Not a tourist destination.

Not a place anyone visited accidentally.

The coordinates vanished moments later.

The message left no trace.

The old instincts awakened immediately.

Someone was using professional methods.

Someone knew what they were doing.

Someone wanted a meeting.

Against his better judgment, Luca spent the entire day thinking about it.

By evening, curiosity won.

It usually did.

The warehouse stood alone on a neglected stretch of waterfront.

Rust covered its metal doors.

Broken windows stared out toward dark water.

The building looked forgotten.

Which made it perfect.

Luca arrived shortly after sunset.

The area appeared deserted.

No vehicles.

No pedestrians.

No obvious surveillance.

That meant very little.

The most dangerous observers were rarely obvious.

He entered cautiously.

The interior smelled of dust and seawater.

Moonlight filtered through shattered windows.

Silence dominated everything.

Then a voice emerged from the darkness.

"You're late."

Luca stopped.

The voice belonged to a woman.

Calm.

Confident.

Hidden.

He couldn't see her.

"You're anonymous," he replied.

"You'll survive."

The response irritated him.

Which suggested the woman understood exactly how to manipulate people.

"Why am I here?"

A faint laugh echoed through the warehouse.

"Because you still get curious."

Luca remained silent.

The woman stepped partially into the moonlight.

Dark clothing.

Face obscured.

Height average.

Nothing distinctive.

Deliberately so.

She approached slowly.

Then placed a thick envelope on a nearby crate.

Neither moved.

The distance between them remained deliberate.

Professional.

Careful.

"What is it?" Luca asked.

The woman glanced at the envelope.

"A legend."

That answer explained nothing.

She seemed aware of it.

"Open it."

Luca hesitated.

Then picked up the package.

Inside rested several folded documents.

Blueprints.

Architectural drawings.

Security schematics.

Engineering layouts.

His pulse quickened despite himself.

The papers appeared incomplete.

Sections were missing.

Entire areas had been removed.

Yet enough remained to reveal something extraordinary.

The plans depicted an enormous underground facility.

Massive.

Complex.

Protected.

The kind of structure that required unlimited resources.

Luca examined the pages carefully.

Then looked up.

"What am I looking at?"

The woman smiled.

"The Venice Vault."

The name meant nothing.

Initially.

Then she continued speaking.

And everything changed.

"Beneath this city lies one of the most secure repositories on earth."

Luca said nothing.

The woman continued.

"It doesn't appear on public records."

"It doesn't appear on government maps."

"It officially doesn't exist."

The old thief studied her carefully.

People who told extraordinary stories usually revealed themselves quickly.

This woman did not.

Her confidence felt genuine.

Dangerously genuine.

"What does it hold?"

The answer arrived immediately.

"Anything powerful people want hidden."

Luca frowned.

The woman pointed toward the blueprints.

"Gold reserves."

"Rare artworks."

"Private collections."

"Bearer bonds."

"Digital assets."

She paused.

Then added one final detail.

"Confidential records."

The phrase caught his attention.

"Records?"

"Very confidential records."

The woman folded her arms.

"Information."

Now Luca was interested.

Money attracted thieves.

Information attracted everyone.

"What kind of information?"

The woman looked toward the dark canal outside.

Then answered quietly.

"The kind people kill to protect."

Silence filled the warehouse.

The statement lingered.

Heavy.

Uncomfortable.

Because part of Luca believed her.

Against his better judgment.

Against his experience.

Against his common sense.

He believed her.

"Why tell me?"

The woman smiled.

A sad smile.

"Because someone has to find it."

That answer raised more questions.

Unfortunately, she wasn't interested in answering them.

The meeting ended minutes later.

The woman disappeared into the darkness as mysteriously as she arrived.

Leaving Luca alone.

Holding blueprints.

Holding questions.

Holding temptation.

The walk home felt longer than usual.

Venice looked different.

Every canal.

Every bridge.

Every ancient building.

The city suddenly seemed layered.

As if a second Venice existed beneath the first.

A hidden city.

A secret city.

A city containing the legendary Venice Vault.

Luca hated the idea immediately.

Because he couldn't stop thinking about it.

Three days passed.

Then four.

Then five.

The blueprints remained hidden inside a locked cabinet in his workshop.

Every evening he told himself he wouldn't look at them.

Every evening he failed.

The documents fascinated him.

The engineering alone seemed extraordinary.

Whoever built the facility possessed unlimited resources.

Multiple access points.

Independent power systems.

Advanced security infrastructure.

Redundant protections.

Everything suggested careful planning.

The missing sections frustrated him.

Entire portions of the layout remained absent.

Deliberately absent.

Yet even incomplete information revealed enough.

The place appeared impossible.

The realization should have discouraged him.

Instead, it did the opposite.

One rainy evening, Luca spread the blueprints across a worktable.

Coffee sat nearby.

The workshop remained quiet.

Outside, water lapped gently against the canal walls.

Inside, old instincts returned.

He studied structural layouts.

Security corridors.

Infrastructure routes.

Patterns emerged.

Questions followed.

Then something unexpected happened.

He found a clue.

Tiny.

Almost invisible.

One section of the plans referenced a contractor.

A maintenance company.

The name appeared only once.

Most people would have ignored it.

Luca didn't.

The following morning he began investigating.

The company officially repaired canal infrastructure.

Unremarkable.

Boring.

Except several financial records looked unusual.

Then more records appeared.

Then more.

A pattern emerged.

Large transfers.

Shell corporations.

Hidden ownership structures.

The deeper he dug, the stranger things became.

By the end of the week, Luca reached one unavoidable conclusion.

The Venice Vault was real.

Or something very close to it was.

The evidence kept accumulating.

Too many coincidences.

Too many hidden transactions.

Too many unanswered questions.

The realization thrilled him.

And terrified him.

Because reality changed everything.

A rumor could be ignored.

A real vault could not.

One evening he sat alone beside the canal outside his workshop.

The city glowed beneath lantern light.

Tourists wandered nearby streets.

Music drifted across the water.

Carnival approached rapidly.

Venice felt alive.

Luca barely noticed.

His thoughts remained consumed by the vault.

Billions in assets.

Rare masterpieces.

Gold reserves.

Confidential records.

Hidden beneath one of the most famous cities on earth.

The challenge felt impossible.

The mystery felt irresistible.

The combination proved dangerous.

He knew that.

Yet every day the
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