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Chapter 1
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The sun was just beginning to rise over Reykjavik, casting a cold, orange glow over the city as Lára Jönsson sipped her bitter coffee. The silence of the office was broken only by the sound of the occasional phone ringing or a colleague’s distant conversation. The precinct was still slow to wake, but Lára’s mind was already racing.

She had always felt at home in the stillness of the early hours, where the world outside seemed to hold its breath, as if waiting for something. The calm before the storm—before the chaos of the day would pour in.

Her phone buzzed, a sharp vibration against the wooden desk. She reached for it quickly, her fingers brushing against the screen. The number was unfamiliar, but the urgency in the sound of the caller’s voice was undeniable.

“Detective Jönsson?” the voice on the other end was a gruff, unfamiliar man’s. “We’ve got a body. Up near the Langjökull Glacier.”

Lára felt the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. Langjökull was over 100 kilometers north of Reykjavik. The kind of place where people didn’t usually go—unless they had a reason. Or unless they were already lost.

“Who’s the victim?” she asked, her voice steady despite the sudden tension rising in her chest.

“Don’t know yet. It’s a journalist, though. Found her ID next to the body. Can you come out? We’ll need someone from Reykjavik to take over. It’s...” He paused, as if considering his words. “It’s bad. Real bad.”

Lára stood up, grabbing her coat from the back of the chair. “I’ll be there in twenty.”

She was used to the isolation of Iceland’s rural areas—the far-flung places where the weather could turn vicious without warning, and where a life could be lost without a trace. But even she wasn’t prepared for what she would find when she arrived at the site.

—-

[image: image]


THE DRIVE TO LANGJÖKULL took longer than expected. The roads were covered in a thin sheet of ice, and the early morning light was not enough to fight off the creeping fog that had rolled in from the sea. Lára’s mind raced as she navigated the winding, snow-packed roads. There had been strange reports recently—missing people, unexplained deaths—and the connection wasn’t clear, but Lára had a gut feeling that it was all tied together.

The car’s headlights cut through the fog as she reached the end of the winding road and into a vast, frozen landscape. Snow stretched out in every direction, the untouched surface shimmering beneath the gray light. Her boots crunched against the icy ground as she made her way toward a small group of officers who were gathered around a body.

At first glance, it was like any other scene—a lonely, frozen wasteland with a body lying just beneath the surface of the snow. But as she drew closer, she could see the details that made her blood run cold. The body was partially buried, but not by accident. The positioning of the victim’s limbs seemed deliberate—unnatural. A small notebook, soaked with snow and dirt, lay beside her, its pages stained with something dark and red.

Lára squatted down beside the body, her gloved hands brushing gently against the woman’s jacket. She could see the victim's face, still visible beneath the falling snowflakes. Dark eyes, wide open, staring into the void. Her mouth was slightly parted, and the remnants of a scream seemed frozen on her lips.

The victim was young, likely in her late twenties. Her clothes were typical for someone out here, but Lára could see the familiar markings of a journalist. A small camera bag was slung over her shoulder, and a pair of well-worn boots showed signs of many miles traveled.

“Her name is Sigríður Sigurðardóttir,” one of the officers said, his voice soft and almost reverent, as if unwilling to disturb the silence that had settled over the scene. “She worked for the Reykjavik Gazette. She was out here on assignment. We found her ID and a few of her articles in the bag.”

Lára nodded slowly. A journalist. She had heard the name before. Sigríður had been investigating a series of missing persons cases—disappearances that had begun to pile up in Iceland’s more remote areas. Her articles had been gaining attention, though not all of it good. There had been whispers about her digging too deep, pushing into areas of local politics that many people preferred to keep buried.

“What’s the cause of death?” Lára asked, her voice sharp despite the chill in the air.

“Still too early to tell,” one of the officers responded. “But...” He trailed off, looking down at the body before him, then back up at her. “There are marks around her throat, like she was strangled. But it’s not just that. There’s something else... something about the position of her body. It doesn’t seem right.”

Lára’s eyes flickered toward the body again. She stood up, scanning the area for anything else that might be of note. There was something strange about this—more than just the obvious violence. The whole scene felt wrong. The body wasn’t just discarded; it was placed. And it wasn’t just the location—it was the symbolism of it. The dark, endless ice. The way the woman’s body lay, frozen and exposed to the elements, as if left for something else to find.

Lára’s instincts kicked in, and she could feel the familiar tension in her chest. She had seen enough death in her time to know when something didn’t add up. This wasn’t just a random murder. There was a purpose here. A message.

“This wasn’t an accident,” Lára murmured, more to herself than anyone else. “This was planned.”

She turned to the officers. “Get her body back to Reykjavik. I want a full autopsy. And I want a list of anyone who might have seen her before she disappeared.”

As the officers began to carefully prepare the body for transport, Lára stood still for a moment, letting the wind howl around her. The cold had a way of settling deep into your bones, into your very soul. But there was something else beneath the ice—a truth hidden so deep, only the bravest would dare to uncover it.

She was about to dive into the heart of something far darker than she had anticipated.
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Chapter 2
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The drive back to Reykjavik was slow, the snowstorm that had started in the early morning now settling into a thick veil over the landscape. Lára sat in the front seat of the unmarked car, staring out the window at the swirling white world beyond. Her mind was still grappling with the scene at Langjökull, but something nagged at her—something she couldn’t quite place.

The body had been left too carefully. The victim, Sigríður Sigurðardóttir, wasn’t just a casualty of circumstance. Her death had been staged, made to send a message. But the question was: Who was the message for? And why?

Lára shook her head and refocused. She needed to get back to Reykjavik, needed to dive into the investigation. But the chilling silence of the icy road seemed to hold the answers just out of reach.

When they finally arrived at the Reykjavik precinct, Lára was greeted by a swarm of officers, all busy with the usual day-to-day operations. But as she stepped into her office, the cold tension from the glacier scene seemed to follow her, as though the ice itself had come to settle within the walls.

She sat down at her desk, the sounds of the bustling office fading into the background as she began to review the details of the case. Sigríður Sigurðardóttir, a journalist with the Reykjavik Gazette. Her work had centered around a disturbing pattern of missing persons in the remote parts of Iceland—young people who had disappeared without a trace, with no sign of struggle or violence. Sigríður had been gathering evidence for a story she’d planned to publish. Had she gotten too close? Was someone trying to silence her?

Lára leaned back in her chair, staring at the wall in front of her. The fog of confusion began to clear, replaced by an undeniable feeling of dread. This wasn’t just about a missing journalist. This was about something deeper—something buried beneath the snow, hidden in plain sight.

Her phone rang, cutting through her thoughts. She grabbed it quickly.

“Detective Jönsson,” she answered, her voice steady despite the building storm in her mind.

“Lára, it’s Jónas. I’ve got something you need to see,” the voice on the other end was strained, urgent. Jónas was one of her trusted colleagues—a sharp investigator, especially when it came to finding the threads that tied everything together. But this time, his tone was different. He wasn’t just passing along information.

“What is it?” she asked, leaning forward, her attention sharpening.

“It’s Sigríður’s research notes,” Jónas said, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “I got into her computer. She was working on something big. She wasn’t just investigating the disappearances. She was onto something deeper—something that connects the missing people to the local government. I think... I think she was about to expose a massive cover-up.”

Lára’s pulse quickened. This was exactly what she had suspected, but hearing it confirmed felt like an electric shock. She grabbed a pen and started jotting down notes.

“I need everything you have,” she said, her voice now low and commanding. “And I want a list of anyone who might have tried to stop her. The victim wasn’t just some random journalist—she was someone with power, someone who could have shaken things up. Get me everything you can find.”

“I’m on it,” Jónas replied. “I’ll meet you at her apartment in an hour.”

The line went dead, and Lára sat in the silence for a moment, letting the gravity of the situation sink in. Sigríður had been digging into something dangerous—something no one in power wanted exposed. That was why she was dead.

The question now was: Who was willing to kill to keep the truth buried?

—-

[image: image]


LÁRA ARRIVED AT THE apartment an hour later, the sharp wind biting at her face as she stepped out of the car. The building was a modest, nondescript structure in one of Reykjavik’s quieter districts. It had the same appearance as any other apartment complex in the city—no frills, no signs of anything out of the ordinary. But Lára knew better. The ordinary could hide the most dangerous secrets.

Jónas was already there, waiting by the door. He looked as though he hadn’t slept in days, his face gaunt, his eyes bloodshot. But his focus was laser-sharp. As soon as Lára approached, he handed her a thick manila envelope.

“Everything we could find,” he said, voice low. “I also spoke with her colleagues. They said she was acting strange in the days leading up to her death—distracted, nervous. She kept mentioning something about people watching her.”

Lára flipped through the papers in the envelope. Sigríður’s notes were meticulous—every detail of her investigation laid out in a series of detailed reports. She was tracking a string of disappearances that seemed to follow an eerie pattern: all the missing were young, all from isolated communities. But the most disturbing part was the connection she was drawing to local authorities.

A name stood out from the notes: Þórhallur Jónsson—a well-known businessman with ties to the Icelandic government. Sigríður had been working to connect him to the disappearances. The more Lára read, the clearer it became: Sigríður was investigating a cover-up that ran far deeper than anyone could have imagined.

“There’s more,” Jónas said, his voice barely above a whisper. He gestured toward a folder on the table. “We found a list of locations she had visited. Most of them are far off the beaten path—remote villages and farms. But one of the addresses is a warehouse on the outskirts of the city. I think she was planning to go there next.”

Lára’s eyes narrowed. “I’m going there. We need to see what she was trying to uncover.”

—-
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THE WAREHOUSE SAT ON the outskirts of Reykjavik, a dilapidated structure that had seen better days. It was the kind of place where people went to disappear, where secrets were stored away like dusty old relics. Lára stood outside for a moment, surveying the area. There was no sign of life, but something about the place felt... off.

She pushed the door open, the rusty hinges creaking loudly in the silence. Inside, the dim light filtered through cracks in the walls, casting long shadows across the floor. Old crates were stacked haphazardly in the corner, but there was a strange sense of order here—like someone had been using the space recently.

Lára motioned for Jónas to follow her as she moved cautiously deeper into the warehouse. They split up to search the place, and it didn’t take long before Jónas called out to her.

“Lára, over here.”

She hurried over to him, her heart racing. He was standing next to an old desk, cluttered with papers. On top of the pile was a large map of Iceland, with red Xs marking specific locations across the country. The last one was near Langjökull—the site of Sigríður’s death.

Lára felt a cold shiver run down her spine. The investigation had just taken a deadly turn. The truth was buried deep, but she was getting closer to uncovering it. And she knew one thing for sure: someone would stop at nothing to keep her from finding it.
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Chapter 3
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Lára stood still in the dimly lit warehouse, the dust and silence around her thick and oppressive. Her breath came in shallow bursts as her eyes scanned the map laid out before her. The red Xs marked places Sigríður had visited, some of which Lára recognized immediately as remote, abandoned villages. But the last X—near Langjökull—was the one that sent a chill crawling up her spine. The very location where Sigríður’s body had been found.

She pressed her fingers to the map, tracing the jagged lines that indicated the glacier’s path. The connection was undeniable: the journalist had been on a journey to uncover something, something that had led her to the wilderness, the very place where she had met her end.

"Anything?" Jónas asked from behind her, his voice low but carrying the weight of his own curiosity.

Lára turned to face him. He was standing near a stack of old boxes, his eyes scanning the surroundings with the practiced caution of someone who had been in far too many dangerous situations. But even he seemed unsettled by the place.

“We’re missing something," she muttered, more to herself than to him. “She was tracking these locations for a reason. She knew something dangerous was out there. This wasn’t random.” Her gaze flickered back to the map. “And whoever killed her didn’t just want her dead—they wanted to make sure no one found what she was looking for.”

Jónas stepped forward, his eyes narrowing. “You think someone else might have been in this warehouse with her? Maybe watching her?”

Lára’s eyes flickered to a dusty corner of the room where an old cabinet stood against the wall. A sudden thought struck her.

“Check the cabinet,” she said, pointing toward it. “I think she might have hidden something there.”

Jónas approached the cabinet cautiously, the floor creaking beneath his boots. He tugged at the rusted handles, and the door creaked open with an effort. Inside was an assortment of old files, folders, and discarded equipment—most of it seemingly irrelevant. But something caught his eye, and he pulled out a thick envelope, yellowed with age.

Lára’s heart skipped a beat as he handed it to her. This was it—this was what Sigríður had left behind, the piece of the puzzle that might finally unravel the mystery.

She opened the envelope carefully, her fingers trembling slightly as the contents were revealed. Inside were several photographs, each one depicting a different location across Iceland, all eerily familiar. The first photo was of a small cabin in the mountains, its windows dark and uninviting. The second showed a group of people gathered near a remote fishing village, their faces obscured in shadow. But the third photo made her stop cold.

It was of a man—tall, with dark hair, his face half-shadowed by a hood. He was standing at the edge of a glacier, his posture rigid, almost as if waiting for someone. The photo was old, but the man’s expression was unmistakable. He looked like someone with a purpose. A dangerous purpose.

Lára’s pulse quickened. The photo was taken near Langjökull—where Sigríður had been found dead. The connection was too close to ignore. This man had been there, and somehow, he was tied to everything that had happened.

She flipped the photo over, and there, written in Sigríður’s neat handwriting, were the words: The Watcher.

“That’s him,” Lára whispered, her voice barely audible. “The Watcher.”

Jónas stepped closer, peering over her shoulder. “Do you think he’s behind this? That he’s the one pulling the strings?”

Lára’s mind raced as she tried to piece the puzzle together. The Watcher—who was he? And why had Sigríður been tracking him?

“We need to find out everything we can about him,” Lára said, her voice firm with resolve. “The Watcher has been operating in the shadows, and it’s time we brought him into the light.”

––––––––
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THE NEXT FEW HOURS were a blur of phone calls, research, and data collection. Lára sat in her office, scanning through old files and databases. She had pulled up every trace of information she could find on Þórhallur Jónsson, the businessman Sigríður had been investigating. But there was no mention of the Watcher—no connection to the man in the photograph. Lára’s frustration grew with each passing minute. Whoever the Watcher was, he was well-hidden.

But then, as she scrolled through the reports of missing persons in the remote areas, something stood out. A name—Árni Ólafsson. He had disappeared five years ago, near the very area where Sigríður had been found. At the time, the case had gone cold, just another name on a list of unresolved disappearances.

But now, seeing the name again, Lára felt a strange sense of recognition. Árni had been a well-known environmental activist, someone who had been outspoken against government projects in the north. Lára pulled up a photo of him. It was blurry, taken from a news story, but there was something familiar about his expression. He had the same intensity in his eyes that she had seen in the man from the photograph.

“Árni,” she whispered to herself. “The Watcher.”

It was all beginning to click into place. Árni had been involved in the same circles as Sigríður. He had been fighting for something—exposing the truth, maybe, or trying to stop whatever was happening beneath the surface. And now, he was gone. Had he been silenced? Had he known too much, just like Sigríður?

Lára’s fingers hovered over the keyboard, searching for anything more on Árni. She needed to find out where he had been last seen, who he had been working with. And, most importantly, she needed to know if he had any connection to the mysterious forces that had taken Sigríður’s life.

As the hours passed, Lára felt the weight of the case settling in her chest. The truth was out there, buried beneath the layers of ice and snow, and with every step she took, she was getting closer to uncovering it. But she also knew that whoever was behind this would stop at nothing to keep their secrets hidden.

And the closer she got, the more dangerous it would become.
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Chapter 4
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The wind howled outside the precinct, battering the windows with its icy breath. Reykjavik, despite being the capital, felt miles away from the chaos of the case. Inside, the low hum of computers and the murmur of voices filled the otherwise quiet office. But for Lára, there was no distraction from the chilling sense of urgency gnawing at her insides.

She sat at her desk, a cup of coffee forgotten in front of her, eyes fixed on the screen. She had spent the last few hours combing through every record she could find on Ární Ólafsson, the environmental activist who had disappeared five years ago. His face kept resurfacing in the depths of her research, a ghost from the past with a connection to Sigríður Sigurðardóttir. The more she uncovered, the more she realized the scope of what was at stake. Ární hadn’t just vanished—he had been silenced. And he had been tracking the same dark thread Sigríður had.

Her phone buzzed, breaking her from her thoughts. It was Jónas.

“Lára, I’ve got something,” he said, his voice clipped. “You need to come down to the morgue.”

Lára’s heart skipped. “What is it?”

“I think we’ve got something on Sigríður’s cause of death. It’s... it’s not what we thought.”

“On my way.”

—-
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THE MORGUE WAS COLD, the air thick with the sterile scent of antiseptic. The fluorescent lights flickered overhead as Lára followed Jónas down the narrow hallway, her footsteps echoing softly in the quiet. He led her to a small examination room where the body of Sigríður had been laid out on the cold steel table.

The morgue attendant was still present, standing near the body, his hands crossed over his chest. He looked up as they entered and gave them a brief nod. Jónas gestured for Lára to look at the body.

Lára approached the table, her gaze focused on the still form of the journalist. She had seen death in many forms during her career, but this—this felt different. Sigríður’s eyes were still open, frozen in the same expression of terror that had greeted her at Langjökull. Her skin had a grayish tint, the deep redness of blood settling beneath her surface like dark tattoos. But something about her wrists caught Lára’s attention.

“What is that?” she asked, pointing to the dark bruising around Sigríður’s wrists.

The morgue attendant cleared his throat, stepping forward. “We did an initial autopsy,” he said. “We thought it was strangulation, but it wasn’t. It’s more complex than that. The victim’s wrists were bound tightly, but not with a rope. There’s no sign of a struggle—nothing like we’ve seen before.”

Lára leaned in, studying the marks on Sigríður’s wrists. There were no visible cuts or abrasions from a rope, but the indentation was deep, almost like the skin had been compressed by something more unnatural. It was as if she had been held in place by sheer force. The bruises were a deep purple, a color that spoke of prolonged pressure.

“Where is this leading?” Lára asked quietly, turning to the attendant.

“We think she was restrained for some time,” the morgue attendant replied. “But here’s the strange part. We found traces of something unusual under her nails—something that doesn’t belong. It’s... a strange chemical compound.”

Lára’s heart sank. This wasn’t just a case of a journalist being in the wrong place at the wrong time. This was something far darker, a carefully planned execution.

Jónas, who had been quiet up until now, stepped forward. “So, what are we dealing with here? What does this chemical compound tell us?”

The morgue attendant hesitated before speaking again. “I’ve sent a sample to the lab. They’ll need some time to analyze it, but it’s unlike anything we’ve seen in Iceland before. If I had to guess... it’s a compound used in industrial applications. Something related to high-pressure environments, maybe even mining or construction.”

Lára’s mind raced. There were many industries in Iceland that relied on such compounds, particularly in remote regions where resources were extracted. But why would Sigríður have come into contact with something like that? And more importantly, why had it been under her nails?

“I need that lab result as soon as possible,” Lára said, her voice tight with urgency. “And get me a full list of companies that use this kind of compound. It’s crucial.”

—-
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BY THE TIME LÁRA MADE it back to her office, the sun had already set, the twilight casting an eerie glow over the city. She sat at her desk, tapping her fingers impatiently as she waited for updates. Her thoughts kept drifting back to the man in the photograph—the Watcher. Árni Ólafsson. And now, this chemical compound. It all seemed to be connected, as if the pieces of the puzzle were slowly falling into place, just beyond her grasp.

The phone rang again, snapping her from her thoughts.

“Detective Jönsson,” she answered quickly.

“We’ve got something,” Jónas said. “The lab results came back faster than expected. The compound found under Sigríður’s nails? It’s from a mining operation near the Westfjords. A place called Kaldalón Mining.”

Lára’s pulse quickened. Kaldalón Mining wasn’t just any operation—it was one of the most profitable and powerful in Iceland, known for its vast and untapped resources. But the company had a dark reputation. Rumors of illegal practices, environmental damage, and unsanctioned mining had been whispered about for years. If Sigríður had been investigating them, it would explain everything. The secrecy. The danger. The powerful enemies.

“Get me everything on Kaldalón Mining,” Lára said, her voice firm. “And see what you can dig up on their top executives. This goes beyond just one murder. I think we’re dealing with something much bigger.”

As she hung up the phone, a strange feeling settled over her. The more she uncovered, the more questions seemed to arise. And the deeper she dug, the more dangerous it became.

She stared at the map of Iceland on her wall, her fingers tracing the lines that marked Sigríður’s last known locations. Langjökull. The Westfjords. Kaldalón Mining. The connections were undeniable. Someone was pulling strings behind the scenes, someone with the power to erase people like Sigríður from the face of the earth.

And Lára was getting closer to uncovering the truth. But at what cost?
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Chapter 5
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Lára barely slept. When dawn finally broke over Reykjavik, it arrived behind a veil of clouds and a thin curtain of freezing rain. She stood at her window, watching the gray light seep through the sky, trying to shake the unease that had settled in her bones.

Kaldalón Mining.

The name echoed like a warning in her head. Powerful. Protected. Untouchable.

She had requested a full dossier on the company from Interpol contacts and was waiting for the files to arrive. In the meantime, she needed boots on the ground—someone who could get close without raising alarms.

That meant one thing.

Ragnar.

She hadn't spoken to him in months, not since their last undercover operation imploded under political pressure. But he was good—better than anyone when it came to going deep and staying hidden. If anyone could sniff out what was happening inside Kaldalón, it was him.

She picked up her phone and dialed his number. After three rings, a gravelly voice answered.

“Who gave you this number?”

“Relax, Ragnar. It’s Lára.”

A pause. Then a dry chuckle. “Didn’t think I’d hear from you again. Still stirring ghosts?”

“I’ve got one that’s turning into an avalanche. I need your help.”

Another pause, longer this time. “What’s the job?”

“Undercover. Kaldalón Mining. A journalist was killed. Evidence ties her to the site—and possibly to a whistleblower who disappeared five years ago. Árni Ólafsson.”

“I remember him,” Ragnar said, voice suddenly sharper. “He wasn’t just a whistleblower. He knew something. Something the government didn’t want in the light.”

Lára felt her gut twist. “Then it’s worse than I thought.”

“I’m in,” he said without hesitation. “Give me two days. I’ll head up north. I’ll need a cover.”

“I’ll send a fake ID. You’re a geologist contracted for a safety audit. Quiet, efficient. Get in, observe, report back. Don’t engage unless absolutely necessary.”

“You always say that,” he said, and hung up.

—-
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LATER THAT MORNING, Lára received the file on Kaldalón. She opened the encrypted folder on her laptop and scanned through it quickly. Several things jumped out.

Kaldalón had received funding from a secretive conglomerate based out of Luxembourg—one with ties to other extraction projects in Eastern Europe and Africa. The environmental reviews were glowing, but too perfect. Several whistleblowers had come forward in the past, only to vanish or recant without explanation.

And then, a name that made her blood run cold.

Þórhallur Jónsson. CEO.

The same man Sigríður had been investigating before her death.

The deeper she read, the clearer it became: Kaldalón wasn’t just a mining company. It was a front. For what, she didn’t know yet. But whatever it was, Sigríður had gotten too close.

There was a photo attached to the file—an internal company function. Þórhallur stood in the middle of the group, smiling, shaking hands. Lára zoomed in.

There. Standing in the background.

The Watcher.

Árni.

Alive.

Her breath caught in her throat. He was older, more rugged, but it was him. There was no mistaking those eyes. But if he was alive, why had he disappeared? Why fake his death?

Unless... he hadn’t faked it.

Unless he’d been taken.

—-
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TWO DAYS LATER, RAGNAR called.

“I’m in,” he said. “The compound’s tight. Security’s off the books—private contractors. Ex-military. They don’t trust anyone, even their own staff.”

“What are they hiding?”

“Hard to say. But here’s the thing—there’s a restricted section underground. Not part of the official blueprints. Only a few people go in. And at night, there’s movement. Equipment being hauled out under the ice.”

Lára’s pulse quickened. “Have you seen Þórhallur?”

“Twice. Doesn’t mingle. Flies in by chopper, leaves within hours. But guess who I saw yesterday?”

“Who?”

“Árni Ólafsson. Alive. Working under a fake name. Looks... broken. Controlled.”

Lára gripped the phone tighter. “Controlled how?”

“Like he’s drugged. Or scared out of his mind. Whatever he found, whatever they’re using him for—it’s not voluntary.”

Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Can you get to him?”

A pause.

“Not yet. But I will.”

––––––––
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THAT NIGHT, LÁRA STARED at the case board in her apartment. Strings connected places, names, photos. Sigríður. Árni. Þórhallur. Kaldalón. The compound.

And beneath it all, the truth, frozen and buried.

But not forever.

The Watcher was still alive. And he held the key to everything.

All she had to do was reach him before they erased him again.

Before the truth was lost beneath the ice.
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Chapter 6
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The sky over the Westfjords was bruised with low-hanging clouds, casting the land in a cold, metallic light. Ragnar crouched behind a row of equipment crates on the edge of Kaldalón Mining’s restricted compound, his breath clouding in the frigid air. He had been watching for hours.

Movement.

Two guards emerged from a steel doorway built directly into the rock face, dragging a metal cart covered with a heavy tarp. They moved quickly, but not hastily—routine, not panic. Ragnar’s eyes narrowed. The path they took led to a tunnel carved into the glacier itself, a route not listed on any official map.

He activated his body cam and whispered into the mic stitched into his jacket collar.

“Lára, you getting this?”

Her voice crackled through his earpiece. “I see them. That tunnel—what’s beyond it?”

“No clue yet. I’ll follow after they clear.”

“Be careful,” she said, her voice tight. “They’re hiding something big, and I think it goes deeper than mining.”

Ragnar smirked. “I didn’t come all this way for a paycheck.”

He waited until the guards were out of sight, then slipped into the tunnel, careful not to make a sound. The air grew colder as he descended. Ice coated the walls in strange patterns—natural, but disturbed. A scent hung in the air, chemical and artificial, faint but wrong.

After fifty meters, he found a door.

Steel. Locked. Keycard access only.

He scanned the edges and found a small keypad. Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a tiny scanner—military-grade, gifted from a favor long cashed in. It blinked once, then again.

Access granted.

The door hissed open.

Inside was a corridor lined with lights embedded into the ice itself, casting a blue-green glow. It was surreal—science fiction made real. Machines hummed softly. And then, voices.

He ducked into a side alcove, peering through a grated vent. Below, in what looked like a subterranean lab carved from the glacier, were three figures.

One was Þórhallur Jónsson.

The second was a man in a lab coat, clipboard in hand.

And the third—bound to a chair, pale and shaking—was Árni Ólafsson.

Ragnar’s jaw tightened.

He hit record.

Þórhallur leaned in close to Árni. “You don’t get to run this time. You owe us the data. You built the model. You mapped the ice cores. Now finish what you started.”

Árni’s voice was barely audible. “It wasn’t supposed to be used like this...”

“You didn’t get to decide that,” Þórhallur said coldly. “This is bigger than you. Bigger than any of us. You don’t understand what we found down there.”

The man in the lab coat interrupted. “Sir, the readings are becoming unstable. If we keep drilling—”

“We keep drilling,” Þórhallur snapped. “What’s buried under this glacier is worth more than every mine in Europe combined. And I won’t lose it because of your conscience.”

Ragnar’s pulse thundered in his ears.

They weren’t just extracting minerals. They were digging toward something hidden under the glacier. Something ancient. Something dangerous.

He backed away carefully, heart pounding, mind racing. Árni wasn’t just a witness. He was a prisoner. And whatever secrets he held—they were threatening enough to kill for.

—-
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BACK IN REYKJAVIK, Lára watched the video feed, her face pale under the cold glow of the screen. When the footage ended, she sat in silence for a long moment.

They were drilling into the glacier for something more than resources.

Something buried.

She remembered the map Sigríður had marked with red Xs. Remote, isolated places—most of them forgotten. And all of them aligned in a circular pattern around Langjökull.

A ring.

A boundary.

And Kaldalón was drilling at the center.

She stood and pinned a new photo to her case board. A satellite image of the glacier. With every layer they dug through, they weren’t just destabilizing the ice—they were awakening something that had been locked beneath it for centuries.

And they had no idea what they were about to unleash.
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Chapter 7
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Ragnar had seen enough.

The icy corridor echoed faintly with the hum of machines behind him as he slipped back into the tunnel, his body tensed and ready. Árni was alive—but barely. Controlled. They were using him to model something beneath the glacier, something he never intended to find. Whatever it was, it wasn’t just dangerous—it was unnatural.

Outside, the storm had grown worse. Razor-sharp wind howled across the glacier like a predator stalking the dark. Ragnar pulled his hood tighter and moved swiftly toward the small prefab shelter he’d claimed as his base. He had only one goal now: get Árni out. But he’d need help.

He powered up the satellite transmitter and opened the secure line.

“Lára,” he said, panting slightly, “I’ve confirmed it. They’re using Árni. They’re calling it Project Hvergelmir.”

Lára, still in Reykjavik, froze at the name. “That’s... from Norse mythology. The wellspring beneath the roots of the world. The source of all rivers.”

“They’re not just mining,” Ragnar said. “They think they’ve found something ancient under the glacier. Some kind of anomaly in the ice. Árni mapped it years ago, and they’ve been building toward it ever since. Sigríður must’ve found out and tried to expose it.”

Lára ran a hand through her hair, pacing. “You said he looked broken. Do you think they’ll kill him when he’s done?”

“No doubt. And that might be very soon. They’re accelerating the drills. The lab techs are scared. Whatever’s down there, they don’t understand it—but they’re digging anyway.”

A pause, then Ragnar’s voice dropped.

“There’s a pulse in the ice. I saw the sensors myself. It’s... alive, Lára. Or something like it.”

Lára’s skin went cold.

—-
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LATER THAT NIGHT, LÁRA stood alone in the evidence room, staring down at the printout Sigríður had mailed to herself before she died. It had been buried in a report, overlooked—until now.

It was a fragment of an ancient manuscript, one unearthed by glacier researchers years ago. Most of it was unreadable, but the Icelandic runes translated loosely to:

“Beneath the frozen world lies the Eye. Guarded. Waiting. Should the ice ever melt, so too shall the truth awaken.”

The Eye.

Lára now understood the message: this wasn’t just about corporate greed or hidden crimes. Kaldalón was tampering with something buried for a reason. Something that was never meant to be found.

And the only person who knew exactly what it was—was barely holding on.

—-
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THE NEXT MORNING, SHE called in a favor from the National Security Office. She wanted silence and backup—off the books. A private helicopter. A local guide. Surveillance drones. Everything she needed to get to the compound without alerting Kaldalón’s private army.

She didn’t know what she’d find under the glacier, but she knew she was running out of time.

If they reached whatever lay beneath before she did, Iceland wouldn’t just lose a whistleblower or a journalist.

It might lose something far more precious:

The balance that kept the ancient secrets frozen beneath the ice.
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Chapter 8
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The rotor blades cut through the thick, northern air with a sound like a blade being drawn across stone. Lára gripped the side handle inside the military-grade chopper as it banked east over Langjökull. Below her, the glacier sprawled out like a sleeping giant—white, cracked, and ancient. Clouds churned above it in dark spirals, casting twisted shadows over the ice.

Beside her sat Jón Hrafnsson, a former Icelandic special ops agent turned private guide. He was quiet, broad-shouldered, and looked like he’d been carved from basalt. He hadn’t asked many questions when she briefed him, only nodded and started packing weapons and cold-weather gear.

“You’re sure you want to land this close?” the pilot asked, eyeing the instruments warily.

“We won’t have time for a long hike,” Lára replied. “Put us down on the ridge above the compound. I want eyes before they know we’re there.”

The pilot grunted. “You’ll have fifteen minutes before the next satellite pass. Make them count.”

As they descended, Lára looked out the window. Kaldalón’s compound was partially embedded into the glacier, a low sprawl of angular buildings and silos surrounded by chain-link fences. But the real threat wasn’t above ground. It was what they were digging into—what Árni had mapped years ago. The Eye.

The name haunted her.

—-
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ON THE GROUND

The wind hit them like a wall as they stepped onto the glacier, armed with thermal goggles, signal jammers, and compact rifles. Jón moved like a ghost, barely making a sound as they descended toward the facility.

At the edge of the perimeter, Lára crouched behind a snow-covered rock formation and pulled out a pair of high-magnification binoculars. She scanned the compound.

“Four guards at the gates. Two patrols, rotating every ten minutes. No visible surveillance drones, but I’d bet they’re using thermal sensors.”

Jón adjusted his rifle. “We’ll go through the exhaust tunnels on the northwest flank. Quiet, blind spot in their motion grid. I can get us inside.”

Lára nodded. “And then we find Árni.”

“And extract him,” Jón said. “Alive.”

—-
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INSIDE THE COMPOUND

The tunnels smelled like oil and metal. The walls dripped with condensed frost, and the occasional hum of distant machinery vibrated through the floor.

Lára’s heart thumped. Every step deeper into the compound was a step closer to the truth—one that had already claimed Sigríður’s life and put Árni on the edge of sanity.

They bypassed a locked door with Jón’s custom signal disruptor and entered a corridor with soft blue lighting. On the walls were schematic maps—drilling paths, geological scans, core readings. One caught Lára’s eye.

“Subject Alpha Detected.”

It showed a massive void beneath the glacier—perfectly round, too symmetrical to be natural. Depth: 1,200 meters. Temperature: anomalously warm. Energy readings: classified.

Her blood ran cold.

“That’s not a cave,” she whispered. “It’s a chamber. Artificial.”

Jón looked at her. “They found a structure.”

“Or something worse,” she replied.

They moved faster now, following a descending shaft toward the underground lab Ragnar had mentioned. Voices echoed ahead. They ducked behind a reinforced support pillar and listened.

“I told you,” said a man with a clipped, panicked accent, “the readings are changing! The core temperature’s rising. It’s responding to the drilling—reacting.”

Þórhallur’s voice cut through the air like a whip. “You think I care what it’s reacting to? We’ve come this far. Do you understand how close we are to rewriting the world order? What lies beneath this glacier—if we control it, we control energy, information, evolution itself.”

“Or we release something that can’t be put back,” the scientist murmured.

Then Lára heard it.

A third voice. Soft. Ragged. Familiar.

“Stop... please... it wasn’t supposed to go this far...”

Árni.

Lára stepped from behind the pillar, gun raised. “Step away from him.”

The room exploded into chaos.

Þórhallur spun, fury in his eyes. “You.”

Jón moved fast, taking out one guard with a silenced shot. The other reached for his weapon but dropped before he could aim. Lára rushed to Árni, who was slumped in a chair, pale and shaking, his wrists raw from restraints.

His eyes fluttered open. “Lára... it’s awake...”

“What is?” she asked, untying him.

He grabbed her wrist with surprising strength. “It’s not a machine. It’s not a mine. It’s... it’s old. It thinks. It dreams. We woke it up.”

Behind them, Þórhallur fled into a secondary tunnel. Jón gave chase.

Árni struggled to stand. “The Eye—it’s watching us. It’s moving.”

Lára helped him up. “Can we stop it?”

He looked at her, terrified.

“I don’t know. But if it opens completely, it won't just consume this glacier. It’ll send a signal. And others will come.”

She stared at him. “Others?”

But he was already losing consciousness.

She pulled him up, dragging him toward the surface as alarms began to scream through the compound. Warning lights flashed red. Somewhere deep below them, the glacier rumbled.

And in the darkness beneath the ice, something stirred.
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Chapter 9
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The glacier was groaning.

Not the shifting, cracking noise of moving ice—this was deeper, stranger. A resonance that vibrated through bone and blood, like something old awakening from a long and restless sleep. Lára heard it even before they reached the upper levels of the compound. It wasn’t just sound. It was a feeling.

A presence.

She half-carried, half-dragged Árni through the dim corridor, his weight a burden she didn’t dare let go of. He faded in and out of consciousness, mumbling half-formed sentences.

“The Eye... it was never meant to be disturbed... buried by design... sealed by the cold...”

Every light flickered now, plunging them into seconds of pure blackness before stuttering back to life. The air had changed, too—warmer. Almost humid.

Jón met them at the junction leading toward the surface. Blood streaked his jacket, but it wasn’t his.

“Þórhallur’s gone,” he said. “Escaped through the east exit. Took something from the control room. A drive, I think.”

“Then we’ll get him later,” Lára said breathlessly. “First we save Árni.”

He nodded, moved to help support the injured scientist. “The tremors are getting worse. This place is going to collapse.”

“No,” Árni said suddenly, his eyes opening wide. “It’s not the facility. It’s the glacier. It’s... reacting.”

They didn’t understand until they reached the outer doors. Jón punched in the exit code and shoved them open—

And the glacier greeted them with a roar.

A vertical fissure had split the surface not fifty meters from the compound’s edge. Steam rose from it in slow, curling tendrils. The snow around the opening had melted in an almost perfect circle, revealing ancient, smooth ice—black and glistening like obsidian.

And from within that chasm... came light.

Pulsing. Slow. Rhythmic.

A heartbeat.

Lára stood frozen. “That’s it. The Eye.”

Árni nodded weakly. “It wasn’t always buried. It was entombed. Sealed before the first settlers came. Long before.”

Jón kept scanning the area. “Whatever it is, it’s opening. And fast.”

The ground trembled beneath their feet. A low hum built from somewhere deep within the fissure, like machinery—only older, deeper, more alive. And then they heard it: a whisper.

No voice. No language.

Just... a suggestion. In the mind. In the gut.

Come closer.

Árni clutched his head, wincing in pain. “It’s communicating. It doesn’t speak words—it transmits... impressions. Desires.”

Lára turned to him. “Can it be shut down?”

He looked at her, his expression hollow. “It’s not a system. It’s not a thing we control. It’s a gate.”

“To what?”

He swallowed hard.

“To something beneath this world. Something that existed before us. A presence buried in the cold, locked away when the world was young. And we’ve just picked the lock.”

Thunder cracked above them. A blizzard was blowing in fast, snow swirling violently as if the sky itself had been disturbed by what was stirring below.

“We need to get out of here,” Jón said. “Now.”

They moved fast, trekking across the snow toward the evac point. The helicopter was already inbound, barely visible against the horizon. As it approached, Lára looked back one last time.

The light was growing stronger.

The glacier itself had begun to shift—not break, but move, as if something vast and unseen was stretching beneath it, awakening after an age of stillness. And in the distance, she saw more fissures—small for now, but growing.

Like veins.

Árni whispered beside her. “This wasn’t the only one.”

She turned sharply. “What do you mean?”

“There are others. Across the Arctic. Antarctica. Buried far deeper. Connected.”

She stared at him. “You’re saying this was a network?”

He nodded. “And this Eye... it just opened first.”

The chopper landed with a blast of wind and ice. They climbed in, and as they rose into the air, Lára looked down at the glacier, her heart pounding with a terrible realization.

They hadn’t solved the mystery.

They’d uncovered the beginning of something far worse.

And the truth was no longer just buried beneath the ice.

It was breaking through.
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The helicopter cut through the storm with fierce determination, but inside, the silence was heavy.

Lára sat opposite Árni, watching the man who had become the key to everything. He looked older than he had just hours ago. Not in his face—but in his eyes. Like something inside him had broken and been rebuilt by the knowledge he carried.

The pilot’s voice crackled through their headsets. “We’ll be landing in Reykjavik in twenty. Weather’s worsening. You’ll want to move fast.”

Lára barely acknowledged it. Her mind was spinning.

The Eye was open. Þórhallur was on the run with critical data. And the ancient presence beneath the glacier was no longer dormant. But none of that terrified her as much as the words Árni had spoken before they lifted off.

There are others.

She leaned forward now, her voice low. “Tell me everything. No more half-truths. No more cryptic warnings. What exactly did you find under the ice?”

Árni took a shaky breath. “Not just one entity. A system. Old—far older than any human civilization. Buried across the polar regions in symmetrical patterns. Geological scans in Siberia, Greenland, parts of Antarctica—they match the energy signature we found in Langjökull.”

“Why weren’t they found before?” Jón asked from the other side.

“Because they’re dormant,” Árni replied. “The glacier above them acts like a lid, suppressing the electromagnetic activity. But the world’s warming. Ice is retreating. And the more we drill, the more we awaken.”

Lára frowned. “What are they? Machines? Organisms?”
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