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Dedication
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For those who, like Gabriel, tried to outrun their own destiny—only to find that the horizon always catches up.

And for you, the reader, who crossed the nine meridians with me.

This light is yours, too.
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Synopsis: The Final Silver Coordinate
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Nine siblings found their way. The ninth will have to choose between the world—and his own soul.

Gabriel Sterling was always the outlier. While his siblings faced glaciers, deserts, and global conspiracies, he hid behind a lens, trying to capture life without ever truly belonging to it.

But Arthur Sterling’s final plan reserved the most dangerous secret for the last heir.

Deep within the mystical expanse of Chapada Diamantina, lies the Zero Meridian—the hidden heart of a network capable of freeing humanity from invisible manipulation... or handing the Vortex Corporation ultimate control over the truth.

Alongside Stella, a local guide whose family has stood as silent guardians for decades, Gabriel discovers that his sensitivity was never a weakness. It was preparation.

He is the only one who can see the final frequency.

The only one who can activate the light.

But there is a catch.

To light up the world, he will have to let himself go dark.

The breathtaking conclusion to The Silver Meridian Saga.

Nine siblings. Nine countries. Nine love stories.

One irreversible choice.

Where high-tech suspense meets human vulnerability.

And where the Sterling name stops being a legacy—and becomes a sacrifice.

Are you ready for absolute transparency?
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CHAPTER 1: The Crystal Horizon
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The silence in Chapada Diamantina had weight.

It wasn’t na absence of sound; it was the presence of something ancient—as if the earth had been waiting centuries for someone to finally listen.

Gabriel Sterling lay on the sandstone, still warm from the afternoon sun, feeling the heat seep through his shirt. The wind climbed the slopes, sweeping across the hilltop like a slow, patient breath.

He liked it here.

Places where his last name meant nothing. Places where no one asked about inheritances, corporations, strategic decisions, or what he would do “once it all came to light.”

Out here, he was just a man facing the horizon.

His camera rested on his chest. The silver necklace—the only family heirloom he’d agreed to carry—slid cold against his skin.

The sun began its descent behind Morro do Pai Inácio, tearing the sky into layers of deep blue, copper, and a violet so faint it was almost a ghost. Gabriel watched in silence, as if standing before something sacred.

He hadn’t wanted to be involved.

While his siblings crossed continents chasing the breadcrumbs left by Arthur Sterling, he chose distance. He chose landscapes. He chose not to compete for a legacy that had always felt far too heavy.

“You have talent, Gabriel,” his grandfather used to say. “You just need to learn how to see.”

He pulled up the image of the sunset he’d photographed months ago, in this very spot. Something about that photo had never let him be.

There was a line on the horizon. Not a common line. A feeling.

He took a deep breath and adjusted his gaze, letting the memory of Victor’s last message—that sequence of colors from the eclipse—echo through his mind.

He didn’t think. He felt.

And then, it happened.

The shadows of the mountain didn’t darken as the light faded. They brightened. Not as a reflection, but as a revelation.

A silver streak began to emerge along the natural fissures of the range. It wasn’t continuous. It pulsed. It vanished. It shimmered back to life.

Gabriel sat up slowly, his heart hammering against his ribs.

“No...” he whispered, terrified of breaking the moment.

He closed his eyes for a second, trying to push away the absurd thought forming in his mind. But when he opened them again, the streak was still there.

The horizon wasn’t just a landscape. It was a signature. The earth wasn’t reflecting the light; it was responding to it.

The air grew thick. Gabriel touched the necklace under his shirt, feeling the silver warm between his fingers.

“You knew,” he rasped, his voice barely a whisper in the wind. “You knew I’d be the only one to notice.”

Not because of strategy. Not because of calculation. But because he never looked at the world like a map. He looked at it like someone who listens.

The final piece wasn’t something buried. It was something alive. Something breathing beneath his feet.

A place. A point where the earth pulsed at the same frequency as everything the others had awakened around the globe.

The wind shifted.

“Sterling!” A voice called from the trail below—firm, the voice of someone used to commanding mountains. “The light is turning. If we don’t head down now, we’ll be too late.”

Gabriel stayed motionless for one more second. The mountain seemed to be watching him. Testing him. He packed his camera away with care, like someone finishing a ritual.

Before standing, he cast one last look at the horizon. The silver streak was still vibrating. Not calling. Waiting.

He took a deep breath. For the first time, he didn’t feel the weight of his name. He felt belonging.

“I’m coming,” he called back, his voice sounding different than it had minutes before.

He began his descent. Each step echoed as if the earth itself recognized the movement.

Gabriel wasn’t running away anymore. He was coming home. And at some invisible point between the sky and the rock, something ancient stirred.

The horizon wasn’t the end of the line. It was the beginning.
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CHAPTER 2: The Guardian of the Chapada
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Stella didn’t just walk the trail.

She belonged to it.

While Gabriel adjusted the weight of his pack, trying to ignore the vertigo clawing at him from the abyss below, Stella moved with the steady confidence of someone who knew every fissure in the sandstone. Her worn boots found purchase where, to him, there was only slick rock.

The wind whipped loose strands of her hair, but nothing seemed to break her stride.

“You’re breathing wrong, Sterling,” she said, without looking back. “You’re gasping for air like you’re trying to steal it.”

Gabriel stopped, bracing his hands on his knees.

“I didn’t come here for a meditation retreat.”

She took two more steps before answering. “It’s not meditation. It’s respect. Out here, you don’t take the air. You ask for it.”

He let out a short, jagged laugh, his chest still burning.

“I’m here to work.”

Stella stopped.

When she turned, the setting sun traced the contours of her face in gold and shadow. Her eyes had the depth of the craters surrounding them—watchful, ancient.

“That’s why you haven’t found what you’re looking for yet,” she said calmly. “You look at the Chapada like it’s a code to be cracked. But this land has a pulse. And it doesn’t answer to those who lack rhythm.”

The comment should have sounded too mystical.

It didn’t.

Gabriel wiped the sweat from his brow. “My grandfather used
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