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To those who believe the past is never truly silent—it’s just waiting to be found.
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A secret buried in the fires of war.

A vineyard on the brink of ruin.

A missing ship that was never meant to be found.

When Leo Sterling returns to Tuscany to sell his family’s estate, he thinks he’s finally closing a painful chapter of his life. But na ancient letter, hidden among old barrels and dusty memories, reveals the existence of the Santa Isadora—a ship lost since 1943, tied to a betrayed pact and a mysterious symbol known as the Silver Meridians.

Alongside Sofia, a woman determined to protect the vineyard’s legacy at any cost, Leo realizes he isn’t the only one hunting for the past. A powerful corporation is closing in, willing to do anything to reclaim what lies at the bottom of the sea.

From veiled threats to unexpected alliances, Leo and Sofia are thrust into a race against time that spans continents. What started as a family mystery quickly spirals into a high-stakes hunt that could alter the fate of generations.

But the real question isn’t who will find the ship first.

It’s what will be awakened once it surfaces.

Amidst storms and secrets, some legacies are worth more than gold.

And others... should have stayed forgotten forever.
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CHAPTER 1: The Chef Without a Kitchen
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The silence in the Villa Sterling kitchen wasn’t sacred.

It was terminal.

Leo Sterling leaned his weight against the Carrara marble countertop, staying perfectly still, as if his own body were too heavy to hold up. For years, this surface had been the stage for dishes that drew standing ovations in Paris. Now, it held nothing but a manila envelope with a red stamp.

Banca di Firenze.

Foreclosure notice.

Deadline: 72 hours.

Seventy-two hours to lose four generations of history.

He closed his eyes. For a heartbeat, he could hear the perfect chaos of a Michelin-starred kitchen again—orders barked in French, the rhythmic chop of knives against boards, the roar of the flames beneath the pans.

When he opened his eyes, all that remained was the hollow echo of the house and the faint scent of dust carried in by the withered vines.

“You left me a house of cards, Arthur,” he whispered. “And the wind is starting to blow.”

His grandfather had never been a man of explanations. He was a man of decisions. Some were brilliant. Others... were devastating.

Leo had walked away from a rising career to try and save the family vineyard. He’d realized too late that he hadn’t inherited a legacy—he’d inherited a slow-motion collapse.

His phone vibrated. He didn’t want to answer, but the name on the screen changed everything.

Hugo – Iceland

Leo swiped the screen. “Tell me you have a miracle solution. Today, I’ll even take a Scandinavian one.”

Hugo’s breathing was heavy, drowned out by the sound of wind. “The needle stopped spinning.”

Leo’s humor evaporated. “Stopped... how?”

“It’s locked onto a coordinate. It’s not flickering. It’s not reacting to interference. It’s stable.”

Leo felt a tightening in his chest. “And?”

Silence. Then: “Tuscany.”

The world seemed to shrink down to that single kitchen. “Don’t mess with me, Hugo.”

“I’m not. The hologram mentioned the ‘heart of the system.’ It talked about the grandson who understands transformation. Leo... I think it’s you.”

Leo let out a short, dry laugh. “Transformation? I can barely keep this soil from turning to dust.”

“Vortex tried to track the signal from the cave,” Hugo continued. “They know the next piece is active. If it’s in Tuscany... it’s with you.”

Leo ran a hand over his face. “They’re already here, offering to buy everything. Pressing me. It’s like they know there’s something here besides wine.”

“Because they do,” Hugo said firmly. “Arthur didn’t invest in shipping routes by accident.”

That sentence hung in the air. Shipping routes.

Leo looked instinctively at the old wood-burning stove against the wall. Arthur had refused to replace it, claiming that certain secrets only respected a real fire.

“What exactly am I looking for?” Leo asked.

“A box. Letters sealed with silver. He wrote about it in the diary.”

Letters.

Leo hung up slowly. The kitchen felt smaller now. Deeper. He walked over to the antique stove—cast iron, heavy, and solid as a vault. He ran his fingers over the central engraving: the Sterling crest.

“Where the aroma of the past meets the fire of the present...” he murmured.

He opened the oven door and tossed in some dry kindling. He struck a match. The crackle of the flame sounded like the start of something irreversible. Heat began to rise, spreading the scent of burnt oak.

Minutes later, the metal on the side began to expand.

A click. Tiny. Precise.

Leo froze. A thin line appeared on the side of the iron. Another expansion, and the plate slid out like a secret drawer. Inside lay a package wrapped in dark fabric. He pulled it out.

Letters.

Bound with a faded silk ribbon. The seal wasn’t just wax—silver particles were mixed in, catching the firelight as if they were alive. Leo’s pulse hammered. It was real.

The crunch of a motor on the gravel driveway broke the moment. A dark car pulled up in front of the villa. No logo. No plates. Just a presence.

The driver’s door opened. A man in a suit stepped out, adjusting his cuffs with surgical calm.

Leo tucked the letters inside the white chef’s coat hanging on the chair.

Seventy-two hours.

He could either hand over the property... or find out why a magnetic needle on the other side of the world was pointing at this kitchen.

He opened the front door.

“Mr. Sterling,” the man said, his smile far too controlled to be friendly. “I imagine you’re reconsidering our proposal.”

Leo held his gaze. The fear was still there, but now something else lived beneath it. Direction.

“No,” Leo replied calmly. “I’m just starting to understand what’s actually for sale.”

He shut the door in the man’s face. Inside, against his chest, the silver seemed to warm. And for the first time since leaving Paris...

Leo didn’t feel defeated. He felt chosen.
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