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For those who believe that the world still holds secrets waiting to be discovered.
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Deep beneath the ice of the Alps, a secret has been waiting for centuries.

When Lukas Keller discovers the final diary of his brother Matthias — a historian who vanished during a mysterious expedition — he follows the clues to a hidden chamber buried inside a glacier.

Inside, he finds evidence of an ancient global network protected for centuries by a secret order known as the Meridian Circle.

But the chamber is not a prison.

It is a gateway.

As Lukas, journalist Sienna Carter, and enigmatic researcher Klaus Reinhardt uncover the truth behind the ancient structure, they realize the network was never meant to remain hidden forever.

And somewhere beyond the portal, something has been waiting for humanity to open the door.

Now the question is no longer whether the gateway should be opened...

But whether it can ever be closed again.
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Chapter 1 — The Mountain Calls
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The wind arrived first.

It swept down from the higher ridges like a living thing, dragging needles of ice through the air and rattling the skeletal pines that clung to the mountainside. The sky above the Swiss Alps had the color of polished steel, flat and cold, the kind of sky that warned experienced climbers to turn back.

Sienna Brooks lifted her camera anyway.

Through the lens of her Leica, the world transformed.

The jagged spine of the mountain sharpened into lines of perfect geometry. Snow spilled down the slopes like powdered glass. The clouds shifted just enough for a blade of light to slice across the ridge.

Click.

Sienna lowered the camera and exhaled slowly, watching her breath dissolve into white mist.

“Worth it,” she murmured to no one.

The wind howled again.

She checked the altitude on her wrist device: 2,840 meters.

Higher than she had planned.

Higher than the trail markers suggested.

But the photograph she had just captured might be the best of the entire expedition.

For the past three weeks, Sienna had been traveling across the Alps documenting remote environments for National Geographic. Glaciers, abandoned shepherd huts, forgotten passes—places where human history had brushed the mountains and vanished again.

Places where stories hid.

The mountains had a way of swallowing them.

Her boots crunched against frozen snow as she moved forward along the narrow ridge. The path ahead curved around a jagged wall of granite that rose like a fortress.

Beyond it, according to the map, there should be an abandoned weather station.

And somewhere nearby—

She paused.

Something caught her eye.

Half buried in the snow near a broken outcrop of rock was a strip of faded red fabric.

Sienna frowned.

That wasn’t natural.

She crouched, brushing away powdery snow with her gloved hand. The fabric was stiff with ice, but beneath it she saw something darker.

Leather.

Old leather.

Her pulse quickened.

“Okay,” she whispered, excitement creeping into her voice.

Carefully, she dug deeper. The object was wedged between two stones, preserved by the cold.

When it finally came loose, it revealed itself as a weathered leather notebook, its edges cracked and darkened with age.

A diary.

The strap had snapped long ago, and the pages inside were swollen from decades of freezing and thawing.

Sienna stared at it.

Up here, nearly three thousand meters above sea level.

Someone had carried this.

Someone who never came back for it.

A memory stirred in the back of her mind.

Two weeks earlier she had heard a story in a small alpine village—an old bartender talking about a lost expedition from the late 1990s.

Climbers who had vanished during a sudden winter storm.

One of them had been a guide.

Local.

Respected.

His body was never found.

The villagers still spoke his name with quiet respect.

Steiner.

Sienna turned the diary over in her hands.

The leather was stiff, but when she pressed gently, the cover opened with a brittle creak.

Inside, the first page revealed handwriting.

Sharp.

Deliberate.

German.

Her heart skipped.

Because beneath the first line, written with the fading confidence of someone documenting a discovery, were the words:

“If anyone finds this, the mountain is lying.”

The wind surged violently.

Sienna glanced up.

The sky had darkened.

Fast.

Too fast.

The temperature dropped like a stone.

Snow began to fall.

At first just a whisper.

Then the wind screamed.

The ridge vanished in a sudden curtain of white.

Sienna’s excitement evaporated.

“Not good,” she said under her breath.

She shoved the diary into her pack and scanned the ridge.

The trail she had followed just minutes earlier was gone.

Buried.

The snowstorm thickened in seconds, swirling so violently that the horizon disappeared.

A whiteout.

Her stomach tightened.

She pulled her hood tighter and tried to retrace her steps, but the wind shoved against her like a wall.

Left.

Or right?

The mountains had a cruel sense of humor.

Lose the path for five minutes and you could wander for hours.

Lose it for an hour...

And the mountain kept you.

“Sienna, brilliant,” she muttered, forcing calm into her voice.

Think.

There had been a cabin somewhere down the slope. Old emergency shelter for climbers.

She started moving downhill.

The snow thickened.

Visibility dropped to barely a few meters.

Her boots slipped on hidden ice, and once she nearly went down completely.

The wind roared louder, like an approaching avalanche.

Minutes passed.

Or maybe longer.

Time warped inside the storm.

Her breathing grew heavier.

Then—

A sound.

Different from the wind.

A deep mechanical rumble.

Sienna froze.

Through the swirling snow she saw a shape approaching along the ridge.

Large.

Dark.

Moving directly toward her.

Her heart pounded.

A snowmobile burst through the storm.

The machine slid sideways before stopping just a few meters away. The rider cut the engine, and the sudden silence felt almost violent.

The man climbed off slowly.

He was tall.

Broad-shouldered.

Wrapped in heavy alpine gear dusted with snow.

Goggles covered his eyes, but even through the storm Sienna could feel the intensity of his stare.

He walked toward her with controlled, deliberate steps.

When he spoke, his voice was deep and edged with restrained irritation.

“You’re three kilometers off the marked route.”

His accent was unmistakably local.

Swiss-German.

Sienna blinked snow from her lashes.

“I—”

“You’re also walking into a storm that the weather station predicted four hours ago.”

He stopped directly in front of her.

Up close he looked even larger. Built like someone who knew the mountains not as scenery—but as an enemy.

“You planning to die today,” he continued calmly, “or is this just bad navigation?”

Sienna straightened slightly.

“Wow. Do you greet all tourists like this?”

“Only the ones I have to rescue.”

The wind howled between them.

For a moment they simply stared at each other.

Then the man sighed, rubbing snow from his beard.

“Name,” he said.

“Sienna Brooks.”

“Lukas Steiner.”

The name hit her like a falling stone.

Steiner.

The same name from the village story.

And suddenly she understood something.

This wasn’t just a random guide.

This was the brother.

Before she could say anything, Lukas gestured sharply toward the snowmobile.

“Storm’s getting worse. Cabin is fifteen minutes away if we move now.”

Sienna hesitated.

Then she climbed onto the back of the machine.

As Lukas started the engine again, she felt the weight of the diary inside her backpack.

And for the first time since she found it, a cold thought crept into her mind.

What if the mountain hadn’t hidden that diary?

What if it had been left there on purpose?

The snowmobile surged forward into the storm.

Behind them, the wind erased their tracks.
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The storm swallowed the mountain.

Snow whipped across the ridge in violent spirals as the snowmobile cut through the whiteout, its engine growling against the wind. Sienna held tightly to the metal grip behind Lukas’s seat, leaning with the machine as it fought its way down the narrow trail.

Visibility had shrunk to almost nothing.

If Lukas hadn’t known the mountain by heart, they would already be lost.

The machine bounced over hidden rock beneath the snow. Sienna felt every impact in her spine.

“How far?” she shouted over the wind.

Lukas didn’t turn his head.

“Tem minutes.”

He said it like a fact, not a reassurance.

The storm intensified.

The world had become a spinning blur of white and shadow, broken only by the faint beam of the snowmobile’s headlight.

Sienna’s fingers were going numb inside her gloves.

She shifted slightly, and the backpack on her shoulders pressed against her spine.

Inside it, the diary felt heavier than it should.

Her mind replayed the line she had read before the storm hit.

If anyone finds this, the mountain is lying.

She didn’t like the way those words echoed inside her head.

The snowmobile suddenly veered sharply left.

Sienna grabbed the side handle.

“What—”

Then she saw it.

A dark structure emerged from the storm like a ghost.

A small alpine cabin sat partially buried in snow, its roof slanted under the weight of ice and wind.

Lukas guided the snowmobile to the side of the building and killed the engine.

Silence slammed down around them.

Only the wind remained, screaming against the wooden walls.

“Inside,” Lukas said.

He was already off the machine.

Sienna climbed down, her boots sinking deep into fresh powder.

The cold hit her harder now that the engine had stopped. The wind cut through every layer of clothing like knives.

Lukas pushed open the cabin door.

Warmth spilled out.

Not heat.

But survival.

Inside, the cabin smelled of pine wood and cold iron. A small cast-iron stove burned quietly in the corner, its orange glow painting shadows across rough wooden walls.

Emergency shelter.

Simple.

Functional.

Safe.

For now.

Lukas shut the door behind them, blocking the storm outside.

The sudden quiet felt almost unreal.

Sienna removed her hood and shook loose strands of blonde hair from her face.

“Thanks,” she said, her voice softer now. “I probably would’ve walked straight into a crevasse.”

Lukas removed his gloves slowly.

Up close, Sienna could see him clearly for the first time.

Mid-thirties.

Tall.

Broad shoulders built from years of mountain work.

Dark hair streaked lightly with silver at the temples. A short beard framed a jawline that looked permanently set in concentration.

His eyes were gray.

Cold mountain gray.

And right now, they were studying her carefully.

“You’re not dressed like a tourist,” he said.

Sienna shrugged slightly.

“I’m not one.”

She unstrapped her camera and set it carefully on the table.

“Photographer.”

Lukas glanced at the Leica.
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