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    To all the readers who dare to step onto the ice, to those who listen for whispers in the silence, and to everyone who believes that stories can both haunt and heal.
This book is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Beneath the surface, nothing ever truly sleeps.
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Annotation

Beneath the Frozen Lake – Horror

When the ice finally breaks, the past awakens.

A frozen lake in the heart of Blackwater cracks open, revealing the impossible: a sunken village preserved beneath the ice. Drawn by curiosity and the promise of discovery, divers descend into the depths—only to find that the villagers are not dead at all. They are waiting. Pale, hollow-eyed, and endlessly hungry.

What begins as an exploration quickly spirals into a nightmare of whispers, drowned temples, and a living curse that feeds on memory, grief, and sacrifice. The deeper they go, the louder the heartbeat of the lake becomes, until the truth is undeniable: the lake is not a grave, but a womb. And its hunger is eternal.

A chilling tale of survival, sacrifice, and the eternal pull of darkness, Beneath the Frozen Lake will drag you under the ice and hold you there until the last page
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Chapter One: The Crack in the Ice

The lake had always been silent in winter, a vast sheet of white stretching into the horizon, its surface so still it seemed carved from glass. Locals called it Blackwater Lake, though in the frozen months it was more a mirror than water, reflecting the pale sky and the skeletal trees that lined its shore. For generations, the villagers had whispered about the lake’s strange history—about the settlement that once stood where the water now lay, swallowed whole in a single night of fire and storm. But those were only stories, the kind told to frighten children into staying away from thin ice.

On the morning it began, the air was brittle with cold. A group of fishermen trudged across the frozen expanse, their boots crunching against the snow. They carried nets and spears, hoping to carve holes into the ice and pull up what little fish remained beneath. But as they reached the center, a sound stopped them—a low groan, deep and resonant, like the earth itself shifting.

The men froze. One of them, Tomas, dropped his spear. “Did you hear that?” he whispered.

The others nodded, their breath fogging in the air. The sound came again, louder this time, a cracking thunder that rolled beneath their feet. Then, with a sudden violence, a jagged fissure tore across the ice, splitting the lake’s surface in two. The fishermen stumbled back, shouting, as the crack widened, revealing a dark chasm below.

From the depths, something glimmered. Not water, not ice—but light. A faint, golden glow pulsed upward, as though lanterns burned beneath the frozen surface. The men peered down, and what they saw made their blood run cold.

Beneath the ice lay rooftops. Wooden beams, stone chimneys, the outlines of houses—all perfectly preserved, as if an entire village had been frozen in time. The glow came from windows, where candles flickered in the darkness.

“Impossible,” Tomas muttered. “It’s… it’s alive down there.”

The fissure spread, and the ice groaned again. Snow tumbled into the crack, vanishing into the abyss. The fishermen backed away, but none could tear their eyes from the sight. A church steeple rose from the depths, its bell tower intact, the iron bell gleaming faintly. And then, movement.

In one of the houses, a shadow passed across a window. A figure. Human.

The men gasped. One of them, Marek, leaned closer, his face pale. “They’re still there,” he whispered. “The villagers… they never left.”

The figure pressed against the glass. Its face was pale, distorted, eyes wide and unblinking. It opened its mouth, and though no sound carried through the ice, Marek swore he saw lips form words. Hungry.

The glow intensified. More figures appeared in the windows, dozens of them, their faces gaunt, their eyes hollow. They pressed against the glass, clawing, their movements frantic. The fishermen stumbled back, terror rising in their throats.

Then, the bell tolled.

It rang once, deep and resonant, echoing through the frozen air. The sound vibrated across the lake, rattling the trees along the shore. The men clapped their hands to their ears, but the tolling continued, louder, faster, until it became a deafening roar.

The fissure widened further, and the ice began to collapse. Water surged upward, black and frigid, spraying into the air. The fishermen fled, their boots slipping on the slick surface, but Marek lingered, transfixed by the sight below.

The villagers were climbing.

Hands broke through the ice, pale and skeletal, grasping for purchase. Faces emerged, twisted with hunger, their mouths opening in silent screams. Marek stumbled back, but one hand caught his boot, icy fingers curling around his ankle. He screamed, kicking, but the grip tightened, pulling him toward the crack.

The others turned, shouting his name, but Marek was already half-submerged, dragged into the abyss. His scream echoed across the lake, then vanished as the water swallowed him whole.

The fissure sealed itself with a sudden, violent snap. The ice closed, the glow vanished, and silence returned. Only the bell’s echo lingered, fading into the cold air.

The fishermen stood trembling, staring at the place where Marek had been. The lake was whole again, smooth and unbroken, as if nothing had happened. But they knew better.

Beneath the frozen lake, the village waited. And now, it was awake.

 


Chapter Two: The Divers

The news of Marek’s disappearance spread quickly through Blackwater Village. By evening, the fishermen’s tale had already twisted into legend—an entire settlement beneath the ice, glowing windows, and pale hands clawing upward. Some dismissed it as hysteria born of cold and fear. Others whispered that the old stories had been true all along.

But not everyone was content with whispers.

Two days later, a team of divers arrived from the city. They were professionals, hired by the regional council to investigate the fissure. Their leader, Helena Varga, was a seasoned explorer of shipwrecks and caves, known for her calm under pressure. With her came Pavel, a young diver eager to prove himself, and Jonas, a grizzled veteran who had seen too many bodies pulled from dark waters.

The villagers gathered at the shore as the divers prepared. The lake lay silent, its surface smooth once more, as though it had never cracked. But Helena knew ice could conceal horrors. She studied the frozen expanse, her breath clouding in the air.

“We’ll cut through near the center,” she said, her voice steady. “If there’s anything down there, we’ll find it.”

The villagers shifted uneasily. Tomas, the fisherman who had first seen the glow, stepped forward. “You don’t understand,” he said. “It’s not just ruins. They’re alive. They took Marek.”

Helena met his gaze. “Alive or not, we’ll see for ourselves.”

With drills and saws, the divers carved a wide hole into





















images/image.jpeg
BENEATH
THE FROZEN

PPKPP





