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Chapter 1: The Last Light
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The helicopter appeared first as a dark speck against an endless wall of white.

Dr. Elin Voss pressed her gloved hand against the cold window and stared out across the frozen wilderness of Svalbard. Beneath her stretched a landscape so vast and empty that it seemed untouched by time itself. Jagged mountains rose from glaciers like ancient stone giants. The sea beyond was a sheet of fractured ice glowing under the weak Arctic sun.

Most people imagined the Arctic as beautiful.

From above, it looked lonely.

Dangerously lonely.

The helicopter rattled violently as a gust of wind struck its side. Elin gripped her seat and forced herself to breathe steadily.

"You'll get used to it," shouted the pilot over the engine noise.

She wasn't sure whether he meant the turbulence or the isolation.

Neither seemed particularly comforting.

The pilot pointed toward a cluster of buildings emerging from the whiteness below.

"There she is. Nordlys Research Station."

Elin followed his finger.

At first, the station looked insignificant against the enormous Arctic wilderness. A handful of steel structures connected by enclosed walkways stood on a rocky plateau overlooking a frozen fjord.

But to the scientists who worked there, Nordlys was one of the most important research facilities in the Arctic.

Officially.

Unofficially, no one seemed eager to discuss what happened there.

Especially not after Dr. Astrid Hagen disappeared.

Elin looked down at the folder resting on her lap.

The file was thin.

Too thin.

Astrid Hagen.

Age: 37.

Climate scientist.

Specialization: Atmospheric anomalies.

Status: Missing.

No witnesses.

No explanation.

Vanished six weeks earlier during a routine survey mission.

The Norwegian authorities had searched for nearly two weeks before concluding that she had likely fallen into a crevasse during a snowstorm.

Case closed.

Except Elin didn't believe it.

Neither, apparently, did the organization funding the station.

That was why she was here.

Officially, she was Astrid's replacement.

Unofficially...

She had been asked to determine whether Astrid's disappearance was really an accident.

The helicopter descended through swirling snow.

The station grew larger.

A strange unease settled in Elin's stomach.

She couldn't explain it.

Perhaps it was the isolation.

Perhaps it was the endless white emptiness surrounding them.

Or perhaps it was the memory of the final message Astrid had sent before disappearing.

The message had never been released publicly.

Only a handful of people had seen it.

Including Elin.

The email contained just seven words.

Someone here knows what they're hiding.

Then Astrid vanished.

The helicopter landed with a violent jolt.

Snow exploded around them.

The engines wound down.

Silence followed.

Not true silence.

The Arctic never truly slept.

Wind howled across the ice.

Metal groaned.

Somewhere in the distance, glaciers cracked like thunder.

Elin stepped onto the frozen ground.

The cold struck her instantly.

Not the ordinary winter cold she knew from Oslo.

This was something alive.

Something ancient.

The kind of cold that slipped beneath clothing and settled inside bones.

A tall man emerged from the station entrance.

Broad shoulders.

Dark beard.

Heavy polar gear.

He approached with measured steps.

"Dr. Voss?"

"That's me."

He extended a hand.

"Magnus Eriksen. Station director."

His handshake was firm.

His smile wasn't.

Something about it seemed forced.

Practiced.

As though he had spent weeks pretending everything was normal.

"Welcome to Nordlys."

Elin glanced toward the surrounding wilderness.

"Beautiful place."

Magnus followed her gaze.

For a moment his expression darkened.

"Depends on the day."

Before she could ask what he meant, the station door opened again.

Several figures emerged.

The rest of the crew.

Elin quickly studied them.

A habit she had developed during years of field research.

Observe first.

Trust later.

A stocky woman with sharp eyes and short blonde hair stepped forward.

"Ingrid Solheim. Geologist."

Her voice was blunt.

Direct.

The kind of person who probably had little patience for small talk.

Behind her stood a thin young man wearing thick glasses.

He looked exhausted.

Dark circles hung beneath his eyes.

"Lars Nyberg," he said quietly. "Communications engineer."

His handshake trembled slightly.

Nervousness?

Or fear?

Elin couldn't tell.

Another figure remained near the doorway.

A woman in her forties with dark skin and intelligent eyes.

"Dr. Maya Okafor. Medical officer."

Unlike the others, Maya's smile seemed genuine.

Warm.

Human.

A welcome sight.

Finally, a broad-shouldered man stepped forward.

Former military.

Elin knew immediately.

His posture gave him away.

"Jonas Richter. Security."

His expression revealed nothing.

Neither did his eyes.

The introductions ended.

Nobody mentioned Astrid.

Nobody mentioned the disappearance.

Yet Elin sensed it lingering beneath every conversation.

Like a ghost standing among them.

Watching.

Waiting.

Magnus led her inside.

The station corridors were narrow and brightly lit.

Warm air circulated through overhead vents.

The smell of coffee mixed with machinery and recycled oxygen.

It felt strangely claustrophobic after the open Arctic landscape.

"How many people are stationed here?" Elin asked.

"Seven now."

The answer came too quickly.

Magnus seemed to realize his mistake.

His jaw tightened.

"Eight before Astrid disappeared."

The corridor fell silent.

Nobody spoke.

Nobody needed to.

The absence was obvious.

A missing chair at dinner.

An empty room.

An unanswered question.

Magnus stopped outside a door.

"This was Astrid's room."

Elin blinked.

"I thought it would've been cleared."

"It should have been."

Something flickered across his face.

Guilt?

Regret?

"Nobody wanted to touch her things."

The door opened.

The room was small but tidy.

A narrow bed.

Desk.

Bookshelves.

Research notes.

A coffee mug still resting beside a laptop.

As if its owner had merely stepped outside for a moment.

And never returned.

Elin walked slowly inside.

The atmosphere felt wrong.

Not abandoned.

Interrupted.

Magnus lingered at the doorway.

"If you need anything, dinner's at seven."

Then he left.

The door closed.

Elin stood alone.

For several minutes she simply looked around.

Trying to imagine Astrid living here.

Working here.

Disappearing from here.

Eventually she sat at the desk.

Most of the documents had already been cataloged by investigators.

Nothing unusual remained.

At least not at first glance.

Then she noticed something.

A small notebook wedged behind a row of textbooks.

Hidden.

Deliberately.

Her pulse quickened.

She carefully pulled it free.

Black leather cover.

No label.

No name.

A journal.

She opened the first page.

Astrid's handwriting filled the paper.

The early entries seemed ordinary.

Weather observations.

Research notes.

Personal thoughts.

Then the tone began to change.

Elin turned pages faster.

December 3.

Someone entered my lab while I was sleeping.

December 8.

Equipment moved again. Nothing stolen.

December 11.

I told Magnus. He says I'm imagining things.

December 14.

I know what I saw.

Elin swallowed.

The entries grew increasingly frantic.

December 19.

They're lying about Project Aurora.

Project Aurora?

Elin had never heard the name.

She kept reading.

December 21.

The data doesn't make sense.

December 22.

The government team arrived tonight.

December 24.

I shouldn't have looked.

The next page contained only a single sentence.

Written so hard the pen had nearly torn through the paper.

If anything happens to me, don't trust them.

A sudden noise echoed somewhere in the corridor.

Elin jumped.

The journal slipped from her hands.

For several seconds she sat frozen.

Listening.

Nothing.

Only the station's ventilation system.

She laughed nervously.

The sound felt hollow.

Then she noticed something else.

A folded sheet of paper tucked inside the journal's back cover.

Her heart pounded.

Slowly she unfolded it.

The paper contained coordinates.

A date.

And a warning.

Three words.

They found it.

Before Elin could examine it further, every light in the room suddenly went out.

Darkness swallowed everything.

Instantly.

Completely.

The station's emergency alarms erupted.

Red lights began flashing through the corridor.

A distorted voice echoed overhead.

"Power failure detected."

The announcement repeated.

Again.

Again.

Again.

Elin stood.

Her pulse thundered in her ears.

Then she heard footsteps running outside.

Shouting.

Fear.

Real fear.

Not confusion.

Not surprise.

Fear.

She rushed into the corridor.

Crew members were emerging from their rooms.

Faces illuminated by flashing crimson light.

Magnus appeared from around a corner.

"What happened?" Elin shouted.

"We lost the main generator."

"How?"

No one answered.

Then Lars came sprinting toward them.

His face had turned pale.

Almost white.

"Magnus..."

"What is it?"

Lars struggled to speak.

The words seemed trapped in his throat.

Finally they emerged.

Barely above a whisper.

"There’s someone outside."

Silence filled the corridor.

Nobody moved.

Nobody breathed.

Magnus stared at him.

"What do you mean someone?"

Lars looked genuinely terrified.

"The thermal cameras picked up a heat signature."

A chill crawled down Elin's spine.

"That's impossible."

Lars nodded slowly.

His eyes were wide with fear.

"I know."

The station fell silent.

Outside, beyond walls of steel and ice, darkness stretched across the Arctic wilderness.

And according to the cameras...

Someone was standing in it.

Watching them.
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Chapter 2: The Figure in the Darkness
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The corridor fell into a suffocating silence.

No one spoke.

No one moved.

The red emergency lights pulsed through the station like a heartbeat, bathing every face in blood-colored shadows.

Elin stared at Lars.

"You must be mistaken."

She wanted the words to sound confident.

They didn't.

Lars shook his head immediately.

"I checked three times."

His voice trembled.

"The thermal camera picked it up at the north perimeter."

A gust of wind slammed against the station walls.

The sound made several people flinch.

Outside, the Arctic darkness stretched for hundreds of miles.

There were no villages.

No roads.

No passing travelers.

No one should have been out there.

Especially in the middle of an Arctic winter night.

Magnus stepped forward.

"Show me."

Lars nodded.

The group hurried down the corridor toward the communications room.

Their boots echoed against the metal floors.

Elin noticed how nobody wanted to walk alone.

Nobody drifted away from the group.

Even Jonas Richter, the former military security officer who carried himself with constant confidence, seemed unusually alert.

His eyes scanned every corner.

Every doorway.

Every shadow.

As if expecting something to emerge from the darkness.

The communications room was small and crowded with monitors.

Most of them were black.

The power failure had disabled nearly half the station's systems.

Only emergency equipment remained operational.

Lars moved quickly toward a monitor powered by backup batteries.

His fingers danced across the keyboard.

Static flickered across the screen.

Then an image appeared.

Everyone leaned closer.

The camera overlooked the northern edge of the station.

Snow whipped through the darkness.

Visibility was poor.

The landscape looked like a frozen ocean of black and white.

At first Elin saw nothing.

Then Lars zoomed in.

A bright white shape emerged against the colder background.

A human figure.

Standing motionless.

Watching the station.

No one breathed.

Maya slowly crossed her arms.

"Dear God..."

The figure wasn't moving.

It simply stood there.

A lone shape surrounded by endless darkness.

Elin felt the hairs on her neck rise.

"Could it be a rescue team?"

"No," Magnus replied.

"We'd know."

"What about hunters?"

"In this weather?"

His answer was immediate.

Certain.

The room grew quiet again.

Everyone stared at the screen.

The figure remained frozen.

Waiting.

Watching.

Then suddenly the image flickered.

Static flooded the monitor.

The figure vanished.

Lars cursed under his breath.

"What happened?"

"The camera feed just died."

"Can you restore it?"

"I'm trying."

His fingers flew over the keyboard.

Nothing happened.

The monitor remained filled with static.

Then it went completely black.

The backup power failed.

The room was swallowed by darkness.

Only the emergency lights remained.

A strange feeling settled over Elin.

Not fear.

Not yet.

Something worse.

The feeling that events were unfolding according to a plan.

Someone else's plan.

And they were already behind.

An hour later the station's engineers managed to restore partial power.

The main generator, however, remained offline.

According to Lars, somebody had deliberately sabotaged it.

The discovery transformed unease into genuine alarm.

They gathered around the dining hall table.

Coffee steamed from metal mugs.

Nobody drank much.

The station suddenly felt smaller.

The warm dining room no longer felt comforting.

It felt like a trap.

Magnus stood at the head of the table.

"The generator didn't fail naturally."

No one looked surprised.

"Someone cut critical wiring."

The room remained silent.

The implication hung heavily in the air.

Someone inside the station had done it.

Jonas leaned forward.

"Or someone got inside."

"Impossible," Ingrid said immediately.

"How do you know?" Jonas asked.

"Because every external access point was locked."

Jonas's jaw tightened.

"Then we're left with an unpleasant conclusion."

Nobody wanted to say it aloud.

But everyone understood.

The saboteur was one of them.

Elin looked around the table.

Magnus.

Ingrid.

Lars.

Maya.

Jonas.

Every face carried a different reaction.

Fear.

Suspicion.

Exhaustion.

Denial.

For the first time since arriving, she realized something important.

She knew absolutely nothing about these people.

Nothing beyond names and job titles.

Any of them could be lying.

Any of them could be hiding something.

Any of them could have sabotaged the station.

And perhaps...

Any of them could know what happened to Astrid Hagen.

The thought made her stomach tighten.

Dinner ended early.

Nobody lingered.

Nobody laughed.

Nobody shared stories.

Everyone retreated toward their rooms.

The station felt more like a prison with every passing hour.

Sleep refused to come.

Elin lay in bed staring at the ceiling.

Outside, the Arctic wind screamed across the frozen landscape.

The sound reminded her of distant voices.

Ghosts wandering through endless snow.

She checked her watch.

2:13 a.m.

Still awake.

Her thoughts drifted back to Astrid's journal.

Project Aurora.

The government team.

The warning.

Don't trust them.

Who were "they"?

The crew?

The government?

Someone else?

The questions circled endlessly through her mind.

Finally she gave up on sleep.

She pulled on a jacket and quietly stepped into the corridor.

The station was silent.

Most lights had been dimmed to conserve power.

Shadows stretched across the walls.

Every sound seemed amplified.

The hum of ventilation.

The distant creaking of metal.

Her own footsteps.

She headed toward Astrid's old room.

The journal remained hidden inside her backpack.

She wanted another look.

Perhaps she had missed something.

Perhaps there was another clue.

As she rounded a corner, she froze.

Someone was standing at the end of the corridor.

Watching her.

A dark silhouette.

Perfectly still.

Elin's pulse exploded.

For one terrifying second she couldn't move.

Couldn't breathe.

Then the figure stepped forward.

The emergency light illuminated a familiar face.

Maya.

The station doctor.

Elin exhaled sharply.

"You scared me."

"Sorry."

Maya smiled faintly.

Though it didn't quite reach her eyes.

"Couldn't sleep either?"

"No."

"Me neither."

For a moment neither woman spoke.

Then Maya glanced around the empty corridor.

"Can I tell you something?"

The seriousness in her voice caught Elin's attention.

"Of course."

Maya hesitated.

As though debating whether to continue.

Finally she spoke.

"I don't think Astrid died in an accident."

Elin stared at her.

The words hit harder than expected.

"What makes you say that?"

Maya looked toward the darkness beyond a nearby window.

"I treated her for six months."

Her voice softened.

"She wasn't reckless."

A painful expression crossed her face.

"She was careful. Intelligent. Methodical."

The doctor's eyes returned to Elin.

"And she was terrified."

That surprised her.

"Terrified of what?"

"I don't know."

Maya's answer came immediately.

"She wouldn't tell me."

The silence stretched between them.

Then Maya added something unexpected.

"Two weeks before she disappeared, she asked me a strange question."

"What question?"

The doctor swallowed.

"'If someone discovers something dangerous, how far would a government go to keep it secret?'"

A chill moved through Elin.

Astrid had been afraid.

Not confused.

Not stressed.

Afraid.

The difference mattered.

A lot.

"What did you tell her?"

"I told her governments hide things all the time."

Maya forced a weak smile.

"I assumed she was talking about politics."

"And now?"

The doctor's expression darkened.

"Now I'm not so sure."

Before Elin could respond, a loud metallic crash echoed somewhere below them.

Both women jumped.

The noise had come from the lower laboratory level.

They exchanged nervous looks.

Another crash followed.

Louder this time.

Something had fallen.

Or been thrown.

Maya's face drained of color.

"Did you hear that?"

Elin nodded.

The station suddenly felt very quiet.

Too quiet.

Then came a scream.

A human scream.

Raw.

Terrified.

Male.

It lasted only a second.

Then silence.

The two women ran.

Their boots pounded through the corridor.

Doors opened behind them.

Crew members emerged.

Confused.

Alarmed.

Jonas appeared carrying a flashlight.

"What happened?"

"Laboratory level!" Elin shouted.

They rushed downstairs together.

Every second felt endless.

The corridor seemed miles long.

Finally they reached the laboratory section.

The heavy steel door stood partially open.

A cold draft flowed from inside.

The room beyond was dark.

Jonas stepped forward first.

His flashlight beam cut through the darkness.

The light swept across overturned equipment.

Broken glass.

Scattered papers.

Then it stopped.

Everyone froze.

A body lay on the floor.

Motionless.

Face down.

Blood spread across the white tiles.

For a moment nobody moved.

Nobody spoke.

The reality of what they were seeing refused to settle.

Then Maya pushed forward.

Her medical instincts overriding fear.

She dropped beside the victim.

Carefully turned him over.

The beam of Jonas's flashlight illuminated the face.

Lars.

The communications engineer.

His glasses were shattered.

Blood covered one side of his head.

His eyes stared upward.

Unblinking.

Empty.

Maya pressed trembling fingers against his neck.

Searching desperately for a pulse.

Seconds passed.

The room held its breath.

Finally she looked up.

Tears glistened in her eyes.

"No pulse."

The words barely emerged.

Nobody moved.

Nobody knew what to say.

Outside, beyond the station walls, darkness ruled the Arctic.

Inside, terror had finally found a face.

Because now one thing was undeniable.

Astrid Hagen was not the first victim.

And whoever was responsible was still here.

Among them.

Watching.

Waiting.

Preparing for what came next.
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Chapter 3: The Dead Man's Secret
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For several long seconds, nobody moved.

The laboratory felt frozen in time.

Not because of the Arctic cold beyond the station walls.

Because of shock.

Pure, overwhelming shock.

Lars Nyberg was dead.

Just hours earlier, he had been sitting with them in the dining hall, nervously wrapping both hands around a coffee mug. He had been alive. Speaking. Breathing.

Now his lifeless eyes stared at the ceiling.

And suddenly the station felt far more dangerous than the frozen wilderness outside.

Elin found herself unable to look away.

Death always felt unreal at first.

Her mind rebelled against it.

Part of her expected Lars to blink.

To sit up.

To laugh nervously and explain it was all some terrible mistake.

But the blood pooling beneath his head told a different story.

A permanent story.

Maya slowly removed her fingers from Lars's neck.

The station doctor had spent years treating injuries, illnesses, and emergencies.

But Elin could see the grief in her face.

The helplessness.

Doctors were trained to save lives.

Not witness murders.

"He died instantly," Maya whispered.

Nobody answered.

The silence felt enormous.

Jonas finally stepped forward.

His expression hardened.

Military discipline taking control.

"Everyone back."

Nobody argued.

He carefully examined the scene.

The overturned equipment.

The shattered glass.

The scattered papers.

The blood.

His flashlight moved slowly across the floor.

Methodical.

Precise.

Then he stopped.

"What is it?" Magnus asked.

Jonas crouched.

"There are footprints."

Everyone moved closer.

The beam illuminated a series of wet boot prints leading across the laboratory floor.

One set belonged to Lars.

The other belonged to someone else.

Someone who had entered the room shortly before his death.

The footprints disappeared into a service corridor.

The realization hit everyone simultaneously.

The killer had walked away.

Calmly.

Confidently.

Possibly only minutes earlier.

And they were still inside the station.

A cold knot formed in Elin's stomach.

For the first time, the danger felt personal.

Terrifyingly personal.

Because there was nowhere to run.

No police.

No rescue team.

No neighboring town.

Only six people trapped together at the edge of the world.

One of whom was a murderer.

Three hours later, nobody had slept.

The crew gathered once again in the dining hall.

Only this time, one chair remained empty.

Lars's chair.

Everyone noticed it.

No one mentioned it.

Magnus looked exhausted.

His beard was unshaven.

His eyes bloodshot.

The station director suddenly appeared much older than when Elin had arrived.

"We need to discuss what happens next."

Ingrid crossed her arms.

"What happens next is obvious."

Her voice was sharp.

"We leave."

Magnus shook his head.

"We can't."

"Why not?"

"The storm."

As if on cue, the station shuddered.

Wind howled against the walls.

The blizzard outside had intensified throughout the night.

Visibility had dropped to almost zero.

No helicopter could reach them.

No boat could approach.

No rescue team could travel safely.

They were completely isolated.

Perhaps for days.

The reality settled heavily over the room.

They were trapped.

With a killer.

Maya looked
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