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When a team of Arctic scientists uncover a monstrous, extraterrestrial entity frozen in the ice, they must contain and study the alien horror before it breaks free and threatens all life on Earth, or risk unleashing a nightmare that could consume the entire planet.
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“Where are we going to go? We’re on an ice sheet?”


1
What Lies Beneath

THE HOWLING WINDS rattled the station's windows as Dr. Jessica Walker studied the data feeds. Numbers and graphs flickered across the screens, documenting atmospheric conditions, ice density measurements, and a host of other vital readings. Despite the ferocious storm lashing the remote outpost, she remained focused.

“You sure picked one hell of a place to do your fieldwork, Doc.” Samantha Collins shot her a wry look, brushing back a lock of hair from her face.

Dr. Walker allowed a thin smile. “The secrets of our planet's past don't give up easily. We've got to go to where the data lives.” After decades of poring over Arctic climate models and simulations, she relished the chance to be this close to the real thing—the raw, merciless power of polar extremes laid bare.

A tremor rippled through the station's frame as another vicious gust hammered the structure. Sam braced herself, glancing around nervously. “Forget past secrets, I'll settle for making it through this monster in one piece.”

Undaunted, Walker tapped a few commands, adjusting the sensor arrays. Intermittent static flickered across the readouts as the storm's electromagnetic interference washed over the station. This was the price of gathering firsthand measurements from the front lines of planetary research.

She studied the latest stream of data, her eyes narrowing slightly. Something seemed off. An anomalous spike stood out from the otherwise consistent patterns. Walker decided to re-calibrate the equipment once the storm passed.

Walker squinted at the radar monitor, calling up the latest subsurface mapping data. “How are we looking on the Westridge vector, Markov?”

The burly Russian engineer grunted, tapping commands into the control console. “Sonar is penetrating well into the overburden. No significant surface obstructions.”

Walker made a note. Along with her own climatological research, surveying the topography and glacial drift patterns of the Arctic ice was a top priority.

A new window blinked open with the updated imaging feed. “Here's the latest mesh rendering,” Sam said, manipulating the holographic controls.

The grad student may have been the youngest member of the team, but her deft handling of the radar array's software belied her age. Walker felt a surge of pride as Sam smoothly integrated the sensor returns into a 3D visualization of the subsurface terrain.

“Nicely done,” Walker said. “Markov, I want you to do a full spectrum sweep of that anomalous density we picked up on the last pass. There's something odd about the way it's refracting the signal.”

The Russian brought up the area of interest. He frowned as he adjusted the focus, and that's when the radar's shrill tones spiked in urgency.

“Doc, you'll want to take a look at this . . .” Sam said, her voice trailing off.

The imaging feed rolled with an unnatural shape taking form beneath the ice.

Walker stared intently at the radar imaging feed, her eyes narrowing as she studied the strange anomaly buried deep beneath the Arctic ice. The vaguely humanoid shape seemed to shimmer and undulate unnaturally as the resonance waves passed through it.

Sam’s fingers flew across the keyboard as she attempted to analyze the anomaly's odd radar signatures. “I've never seen anything like this, not even with ultra-dense mineral deposits.”

Aleksey Markov adjusted the signal gain, cycling through different frequencies, but the object's geometry continued deforming in impossible ways. “It's almost like it's absorbing and refracting the energy.”

In all of Walker’s years studying the Arctic's glacial patterns, she had encountered many unique geological formations. But this . . . this was something else entirely, something that defied conventional scientific explanation.

“Run a full spectral sweep on it,” she ordered, unable to mask the undercurrent of urgency in her voice. “And get Hiroshi down here immediately. If there's anyone who can make sense of this anomaly, it's him.”

Dr. Hiroshi Tanaka, the Japanese physicist, was an expert in atmospheric particles and composition. Because Walker's instincts warned her that whatever lay out there, encased in eons of compacted ice and permafrost, it definitely wasn't a natural phenomenon.

Walker watched intently as Markov's thick fingers danced over the control console, executing a series of commands. “Running multi-vector tomography on the target object,” he said, his gruff voice betraying a hint of unease. “Mapping subsurface density with omnidirectional transponders.”

On the main display, the imaging feed pixelated as new sensor data flooded in. Waves of color bled across the screen as the ground-penetrating radar cycled through every available spectrum and frequency. Walker gripped the edge of the terminal. Sam leaned in
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