
AEGEAN

 

MARSEILLE, 1700

 

The ship had docked late, in the morning mist of the harbor.

 

Marseille smelled of salt, burnt oil, and spilled wine soaking the wooden crates.

 

Sailors were shouting, hauling provisions and ropes; amid the noise, a man in a black coat descended the gangplank of the ship Argo and disappeared into the narrow alleys of the port without looking back.

 

Petros — captain, merchant, traveler.

 

In his pocket, a letter with no sender and a single phrase that wouldn’t leave his mind:

 

“I’ll wait for you where the sea remembers.”

 

He pushed open the low door of the first tavern he found. The scent of wine and must wrapped around him.

 

In the corner, near the fireplace, sat a man dressed in black.

 

Before him — a glass of red wine and, beside it, a wooden chest tied with rope.

 

“Are you the captain of the Argo?” the stranger asked without lifting his gaze.

Petros sat across from him, saying nothing.

 

The man took a sip, placed the glass down, and said quietly, almost in a whisper:

“Can you withstand the storm?”

 

Petros smiled.

“I’ve been through many.”

 

“This one is not ordinary. It will come from the south, before the sun breaks.”

 

The stranger slid the chest toward him.

 

It smelled of iron, sea salt, and something else… like burnt lime or metal that had traveled too far.

 

“You will take this to Amorgos,” he said. “No one must open it. Not even you.”

 

Petros eyed him warily.

“I’m no smuggler.”

 

“It isn’t contraband. It’s… memory.”

 

The stranger’s voice was cold — almost inhuman.

 

“If you open it, you’ll never arrive. If you deliver it, the sea will remember your name.”

 

Petros rose slowly. He lifted the chest as if bearing the weight of a fate not his own.

“And who are you to command captains?”

 

The stranger smiled faintly.

“Someone who came out of the sea.”

 

Outside, the wind had grown stronger.

 

By afternoon, it was tearing at the sails of the ships, and the harbor looked like a stage before a storm. Petros climbed aboard, clutching the chest tightly.

 

The waves struck the bow like warnings.

 

He looked to the horizon — the sky had turned green.

“If I’m to be lost,” he thought, “let the sea at least remember me.”

 

The ship cast off.

 

A dark shadow appeared on the horizon — sails without a flag, serpent-shaped, heavy and silent. The Argo shook with the first cannon blast.

 

Wood splintered through the air, sailors screamed, fire spread to the mainmast.

 

Petros ran to the helm; the wind howled.

 

The pirate ship was closing in, grappling hooks clanging against the hull. His men shouted, but he knew it was too late.

 

He seized the chest — it pulsed in his hands, as if breathing. He clutched it to his chest.

 

A shrill whistle, a violent crash — the pirate rammed them.

 

Water burst through the cracks in the hull.

 

The chest slipped from his grasp, rolling to the edge of the deck. For an instant, the world froze — he saw the wood crack open, light spilling out, and then everything sank.

 

The roar of the sea swallowed the screams. The ship vanished into the vortex.

 

Somewhere in the dark, the light from the chest kept flickering, sinking slowly toward the seabed — until silence wrapped it whole.

 

No one ever saw the Argo or her crew again.

 

Only the light — a light that, three centuries later, another man would see in the same place of the Aegean.

 

The AEGEAN awoke for the first time.

 

⸻

 

CHAPTER 1 – RETURN TO THE SEA

 

The dawn air still carried the salt.

 

Yiannis stood at the edge of the pier, wetsuit half-unzipped at the chest.

 

The wind came off the open sea, wild and clean, carrying that chill only those who’ve greeted a harbor at sunrise can recognize.

 

Drops glimmered on his mask; his dive watch read 06:42, pressure 1.01 bar. His gaze sank toward the deep.

 

Down there, forty-eight meters below, he always felt something waited — not fish, not wrecks. Something of his own.

 

The sun hadn’t yet climbed above the boats.

 

A seagull looked at him for a moment, as if it knew him.

 

He sighed; it had been years since he’d felt both so ready and so tired.

 

He raised his eyes. The sky had begun to silver.

 

“Maybe this time I won’t have to go so deep,” he thought. But he knew he would. He always did.

 

⸻

 

CHAPTER 2 – THE MEETING AND TONIA

 

The voices around him droned — monotonous, flat; a constant hum that slid through his ears without leaving a trace.

 

The man speaking before the projection sounded like a lullaby.

 

His eyelids grew heavy, and as always in those endless meetings, his mind drifted.

 

The sea.

 

The salt in his nostrils.

 

The breath through the regulator — that familiar psss that brought him back to life every time.

 

He missed diving more than he admitted.

 

A gentle touch on his shoulder snapped him back. It was Tonia.

 

“Where are you sailing off to again, restless soul?” she whispered with that smile that balanced humor and care.

 

His longtime secretary — but more than that. She was the voice of his conscience, the calm eye behind every impulse, the one who brought him back to shore whenever his mind drifted into the open.

 

She was close friends with his wife — which made things even more complicated.

 

She had a way of saying things softly but with disarming clarity.

 

Once his wife had joked:

“If you won’t listen to me, at least listen to Tonia.”
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