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In archaeological circles, the Antikythera Mechanism is renowned as history's first analog computer. What no one knows is that this artifact is merely one gear out of three. When marine archaeologist Elena Vance discovers the second piece in a shipwreck within the Aegean Sea, she inadvertently triggers an electromagnetic pulse that awakens ancient technology at three distinct points across the globe. Now, she is in a race against time against a paramilitary corporation (The Circle of Ash) that seeks the final piece to control the global energy grid that destroyed the original civilization.

Part I: The Awakening
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Chapter 1: The Blue Abyss
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The air inside the decompression cabin of the Leviatán smelled of diesel, brine, and the reheated coffee Kai insisted on brewing. Elena Vance adjusted the strap of the dive computer on her left wrist, ignoring the tremor in her fingers. It wasn’t fear; it was the pure adrenaline that only comes from being on the verge of leaping into the void.

—Thirty meters, Elena. Visibility down there is garbage because of last night's storm —Kai Jenkins’ voice crackled through the helmet intercom, raspy and laden with his usual skepticism—. If the radar failed and there's nothing down there but a pile of rocks and broken amphorae, we’ll have wasted a week's worth of fuel for nothing.

Elena smiled, adjusting her pressure mask.

—Crete fishermen don’t just spin yarns about lights under the water to entertain tourists, Kai. Besides, the magnetometer readings don’t lie. There’s something metallic down there. Something big.

—Yeah, a rusty World War II submarine. A classic —he retorted, though he was already clipping his own nitrox tank to his BCD—. Two minutes to drop. Don’t separate from my guide line.

The Leviatán, a modified fishing vessel that had seen better days, pitched sharply as an Aegean wave slammed into the hull. Elena stood up, feeling the heavy burden of the dive weights and technical gear. Every step toward the stern platform required a conscious effort.

Before them, the sea was not the idyllic blue of postcards; it was a desert of leaden water, dense and dark beneath an overcast sky.

—In the water in three... two... one —Kai said.

Elena took a giant stride backward. The impact with the cold water enveloped her instantly, transforming the roar of the boat's engine into a dense silence, broken only by the rhythmic comfort of her own regulator: inhale, exhale, inhale.

They began their descent following the anchor line. At ten meters, the sunlight dissolved into a greenish memory. At twenty, the cold began to bite through the neoprene. Kai swam a couple of meters ahead, the powerful dive light in his hand carving a tunnel of light through the suspended particles in the water.

Elena checked her wrist. Twenty-eight meters. The seabed appeared out of nowhere: a plain of gray sand and volcanic rock formations.

Kai turned back to her and gave the "OK" hand sign. Elena nodded and switched on her own flashlight, sweeping the bottom. At first, she only saw what Kai had predicted: fragments of terracotta, the remains of some Roman commercial shipwreck that looters had picked clean decades ago.

But then, the needle of her digital wrist-compass began to spin wildly.

Elena swam toward a natural fissure between two large blocks of basalt. The electromagnetic signal was intensifying. She knelt in the sand, kicking up a small cloud of sediment, and began clearing away remnants of algae and dead shells with her gloved hand.

Her flashlight illuminated something that defied archaeological logic.

It wasn’t stone. It wasn’t the rotted timber of a galleon. It was a curved surface made of a dark, bronze-colored metal, yet it possessed a hexagonal sheen reminiscent of modern titanium. Most unsettling of all, it was completely devoid of coral growth or marine life, as if the material itself repelled the ocean.

Elena held her breath, burning through more air than she should. She cleared away more sand. The object was a disc, roughly one meter in diameter, half-buried. On its surface, engraved with an absolute laser-like precision impossible for antiquity, were concentric circles and characters that resembled neither Greek, nor Phoenician, nor anything she had seen in her twelve-year career.

Kai swam closer, hovering beside her. As his light hit the disc, his body language shifted instantly: the relaxed posture of an experienced diver grew rigid. He aimed his flashlight at the center of the artifact, where three triangular notches formed a perfect void.

—Elena... what the hell is that? —Kai’s voice came through the intercom, stripped of all sarcasm.

—I don’t know —she whispered, reaching her hand out—. But it's not oxidized. Kai, this thing has been down here for thousands of years and it doesn't have a single scratch.

In the center of the disc, half-hidden by compacted sand, lay a loose piece that fit into one of the notches. It looked like a complex gear, the size of a pocket watch, but with three layers of moving dials. Elena extended her fingers and, with millimeter precision, gripped it.

The moment her fingers brushed the metal, the gear emitted a dull click that vibrated directly through the water, striking her chest.

The dials of the small artifact began to rotate on their own.

—Elena, drop it! —Kai shouted.

Too late. The giant disc beneath the sand illuminated. A line of electric-blue light raced through the concentric incisions, expanding in perfect circles. The water around them began to warm up noticeably.

Suddenly, an invisible pulse of energy shot outward from the artifact toward the surface. The shockwave shoved them backward, whipping up a sandstorm that plunged them into darkness. The screens of their dive computers flickered and died completely. Their flashlights went dark.

In the absolute blackness of the ocean floor, the only thing that glowed was the gear in Elena’s hand, flashing with a steady, living, blue heartbeat.
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