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An individual in a teal and white bulky parka toils through the foot-high snow in mid-January, 2020. At this time of the year, the forecast was at a nice, toasty negative twenty-five degrees. Seeing as the young woman was at the northernmost point of Alaska, it wasn't much of a source of amazement. The journey here had an equal amount of misery. Two hundred miles from here was the Iñupiat community of Utqiagvik. They are an indigenous ethnic group of the Inuit, who had been living here for over fifteen hundred years. However, Lara Croft's hunt was related to a history that dated back to the year of 1350. The brown-haired beauty, at long last, reached her destination.

The archaeologist removed the black-rimmed goggles and looked up at the temple situated at the summit of a mountain. The nearly seven hundred-year-old architecture was a marvel from the simple Arctic dwellers. In the center of the grand structure was an arch that stood the test of time—two hundred feet high to the overcast skies. It appeared as one of the lavish buildings you would see in the Vatican, with large broken panes and long columns that held up the two wings of the premises. She wasn't focused on that. Her cocoa brown eyes were drinking in the mainly intact, big pregnant statue of Akna.

"Heavenly..." she said, awed by its craftsmanship.

The bold face of the goddess had her enamored. She had wild black hair flowing down a little past her shoulders and tucked behind ears that each had a coral shell piercing. The lengthy forehead was painted with an inverted triangle marking with three lines drawn through the middle of it. The same markings were on her cheeks and chin, all pointing to the middle of her gorgeous face. Her squinty eyes made her look fierce with trimmed, high-placed eyebrows, a sizeable nose, and a full-lipped mouth. Her eyes trailed down to her bodacious breasts, naked and ripe with milk for the significant amount of children inside her very large belly. It dominated her six-foot-tall frame. The bulge was so big it was stirring her loins, further awakening the fetish she had for it.

The two and a half foot wide sphere jutted about sixteen inches from her hourglass figure. Lara didn't have to look at the back of it to know how broad her hips were. She had seen a couple of artist's renderings of the sculpture and it was the trigger for her going on this potentially perilous expedition. After stopping the Mayan apocalypse in 2018, she decided to take a break from protecting the world's mysteries and made her way to this cold country after a stint at Croft Manor.

Jonah Maiava suggested it after she helped Etzli rebuild Paititi. It took eighteen months and following the tiring effort, she agreed with her friend's recommendation. Summer lasted from November to May in Central America, so she wanted to relax in a colder climate. That proved to be an overstep in the right direction, but she didn't care. She was in Siberia before traveling to the lost Incan city, so the temperature wasn't that much different. Nonetheless, this snowstorm was making it a bit rough. She paced toward the entrance, making sure to briefly touch the stone abdomen before going into the sanctuary.

From her usual extensive research, she didn't expect the place to have the usual intricate puzzles or antagonistic organizations guarding it. This place hadn't been touched since the Little Ice Age came about. Although the natives were able to continue their whaling pursuits, there was still a noticeable decline. This meant their natural resources were low and thus forced most of the population to travel south. Those who stayed behind thought it wouldn't last long and chose to tough it out. As the years went on, it became apparent the great freeze wasn't going to subside anytime soon. In their hopelessness, they turned to their shamanistic religion.

"So stuffy. ...Already?" she complained, removing her hood and untying the first knot of her handmade coat.

She had only walked about twenty feet into the place of worship when she felt uncommonly warm. Come to think of it, she did notice the flurries were barely accumulating on the surface of the edifice. A sense of dread came over her as she remembered the inflexible warnings from the people of Utqiagvik. They were adamant about not talking about it at all. There was a dark story that made them frightened of returning. She had to consult a local drunk, who was happy to divulge the tale on the condition she purchased him cases of the drink he loved to partake of.

Inuits didn't produce alcohol nor drink that much for that matter, so she had to go all the way to Fairbanks to procure it. When she arrived with it in tow, the old dipsomaniac gladly dished out the information. To start with, the above-mentioned ice age made several bands of families look to their deities for guidance. There wasn't a strict direction of worshiping with their beliefs, seeing as it wasn't a typically organized doctrine. At first, they tried to commune with the "tuurngaits", which were spirits that were never affixed to physical bodies. As with anything, some were good...and some are bad.

"Ca-nak..." a ghostly presence whispered.

It was frightening, her head turning to the orientation it came from. Her hand had unclipped the holster that contained her AB .45 "Altarboy" pistol, thumb on the hammer. She waited for a few seconds, eyes calmly assessing her surroundings. The hall was expectedly empty of any furnishings, just the ancient carvings and ornate fixtures. There was one entrance to her left, the other sealed for unknown purposes. She was in a remote part of the western region of the Brooks Range, so there shouldn't be a soul for miles. The closest civilization was the Red Dog mine and that was sixty miles from here.

She was careful to make sure no one followed her and there weren't any signs of someone residing here. She took her hand off the firearm and started to untie the string of her jacket, feeling the heat increasing. Lara was a little sweaty when she got it off, fanning herself with the collar of her long-sleeved black pullover. She folded the fur and put it in her backpack, taking a drink from her canteen before closing it. The pistol was taken out of its holster and she activated the flashlight accessory on the bottom of the barrel. Cocking the hammer and releasing the safety, she proceeded carefully down the dark corridor.

"It was unheard of. The goddess herself spoke to them." the drunkard had told.

He was speaking of Akna, which translated to "Mother" and was the deity of fertility and childbirth. According to him, one of the shamans communed with her and promised them a way to survive the harsh period. In exchange for constructing this shrine, she would help them cure their afflictions and find wildlife to feed their starving populace. The "angakkuq" who led this endeavor was called Amaruq and was considered an upstanding man, so they trusted his instructions.

"Anax...qida..." the words faintly called out.

She responded by pulling the slide back, jacking a round into the chamber and pointed the weapon down the hallway, taking each step with calculated attentiveness. The end of it was in view and she stopped, getting on one knee and reached to her utility belt—taking out the flare attachment. She fastened it to the muzzle and then aimed for the ground quite a ways in front of the entryway. With the light, she could see a short pillar. Closing one eye, she fired the flare round and the shell embedded on the post—illuminating the area around it. Besides the hiss of the bullet, she didn't hear any movement, so she detached the fitting and went forward.

As she entered, a cluster of whispers rang out, making her look in every possible bearing, her heart racing. The room then lit up with the torches flickering to life one-by-one on several posts. It revealed a chamber in the shape of a sizable dome that had a bigger circumference than a hockey rink. Circular steps descended into the arena and further into a small pit that had a pedestal with a single object that was hard to make out from her position. She looked up to see a hatch of some sort. It was closed and was about a hundred feet from the floor.

"Draas." it stated.

For once, she recognized what that meant. It was the Aleut word for "hello". Her time with them had been ephemeral, but she had picked up a few phrases. She stamped out the flare with her boot and turned off the light, still keeping the gun drawn. She couldn't see the item on the plinth but knew what it had to be. She recalled the rest of
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