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Preface
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The world is not what it seems. Beneath the surface of everyday life, hidden in the shadows of power, a global conspiracy threatens to reshape our planet. Solace Energy, one of the world's largest and most powerful corporations, is no ordinary oil company. Their ambitions reach far beyond profits and fossil fuels. They want control ─ control over the Arctic, control over governments, and, most terrifyingly, control over the very climate itself.

When Sarah Mackay, a brilliant theoretical physicist with a background in quantum mechanics and chaos theory, stumbles upon Solace’s secret agenda, her life is turned upside down. Alongside a team of allies ─ each with their own scars from the fight against corruption ─ Sarah must face off against the most dangerous adversary she’s ever encountered. Solace is relentless, and its influence stretches far beyond what she imagined. But so is Sarah’s determination.

This is a battle for the future ─ of the planet, of the people, and of the truth itself. The journey will take Sarah and her team to the ends of the earth, from the icy wilderness of the Arctic to even harsher conditions of the Antarctic.

Sarah Mackay in the Frozen Lands is a high-octane thriller that dives into the heart of corruption, global power, and the race to save our planet from those who would destroy it for their gain. It’s a story of resilience, courage, and the thin line between justice and revenge.

Part 1 – Sarah Mackay in the Arctic
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Chapter 1: Return to Chaos
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January 7th 2024

Sarah Mackay sat at the small wooden desk in her Edinburgh flat, the familiar weight of the laptop from her student days warming her hands as she scrolled through the emails that had piled up since she left Shanghai. The mundane mix of messages ─ university updates, news digests, offers to extend her subscription to academic journals ─ was a stark contrast to the chaos that had filled her life over the last year.

From New York to Beijing and Shanghai, from Gaza to Sudan, in private investigations and in near-death encounters, Sarah had seen the darkest side of human nature. Now, she was back in Scotland, wrapping up what remained of her life in Edinburgh. She had spoken long and hard with Tomasz. They had to accept the truth of their situation: he moved between his family residence in Warsaw and his work in Geneva; she had plans to move to San Francisco, into the world of biotechnology, and who knows where she would end up next? She fingered her transparent plastic case of cat hairs. She had a small matter to resolve while she was there.

She had already done her annual round of questioning the neighbors about the dead cat she had found on her doorstep on her 19th birthday. Now she was 23 and, for the fourth year running, nothing had turned up. But she was Sarah Mackay (she still tried to convince herself) and Sarah Mackay never left a mystery unresolved.

She was going through her accumulated e-mails  when one from St Andrews University caught her attention. The subject line read: Congratulations, Dr. Mackay. Her breath caught for a moment.

She opened the email.



Subject: Congratulations, Dr. Mackay
Dear Sarah Mackay,
We are pleased to inform you that the board has approved your doctoral thesis: “The Emergence of Reality through Chaotic Information Theory”. You are now officially awarded the title of Doctor of Philosophy in Theoretical Physics. We look forward to seeing you at the awards ceremony scheduled for March 2024 at St Andrews University.
Warm regards,
The Graduate School Office



She couldn’t believe it. She had passed the dissertation to her doctoral supervisor, Professor Natalia Korolkova, by email from Shanghai, expecting her comments and criticisms before approving it for presentation to the doctoral commission. She leaned back in her chair, staring at the screen for a long time. Doctor of Philosophy. Dr. Mackay. She had dreamed of this moment since she first set foot in St Andrews. For years, she had poured every ounce of herself into that research ─ playing with quantum gravity, and the delicate dance of reality's structure through chaos theory, culminating in the development the world’s most advanced AI: Light Box. While the rest of the world worked and played with AI tools based on chatbots and image and video production, Sarah was using the most advanced AI tool on the planet on the tactical battlefields of Gaza to help her survive.

But that was before Sudan. Before Light Box failed her when she most needed it. Oh it had had helped her survive, yes. But some things that happen in war zones are worse than death. And Sarah had been captured and had suffered abuse that she didn’t wish on her worst enemies. And Light Box hadn’t been able to prevent it.

Now she had no intention of going to the awards ceremony ─ as if it were her most important achievement. She wanted to live without Light Box, just as she had lived without social media while her peers tried to promote themselves on as many platforms as possible.

But just when she was settling down to her new peaceful life in Edinburgh...

A ding from her phone startled her. It was a text from Lukas Berger, an old friend from her student days and one of the team that had rescued her in Sudan. His message was short, as it always was:

Heard you’re in Europe. Need to see you here in Copenhagen. Urgent. It’s about the oil reserves in the Arctic. ─ Lukas.

Sarah frowned. “Urgent” wasn’t a word Lukas used lightly.

She considered ignoring the message. After Gaza and Sudan, she wasn’t ready for another mess.

When she thought about her new title, though: Doctor in Theoretical Physics, it felt meaningless ─ a badge of achievement from a life she had left behind.

Her laptop pinged again. Another email.



Subject: Follow-up: Congratulations, Dr. Mackay
Dear Sarah,
We noticed you haven’t confirmed your attendance for the March 2024 ceremony. If you could kindly respond by the end of the week, we will secure your place. Once again, congratulations on your outstanding achievement.
Best,
Graduate School Office



Sarah rubbed her temples. The thought of standing at that ceremony, being celebrated for her academic work, while the world felt like it was teetering on the edge of catastrophe... It seemed absurd. And worse, irrelevant. She had seen too much to find meaning in titles and formalities anymore.

With a quick swipe, she closed the email tab and opened her messages. She typed a response to Lukas:

On my way to Copenhagen. Meanwhile send me more details. - Sarah.

But this time she would go without Light Box. She didn’t want to hear that voice again, playing the psychologist to get her through the trauma of her experience in Sudan. She didn’t want an intermediary between her and her fate any more. She didn’t want anyone to blame but herself.

So, she grabbed her coat and stuffed her laptop into her bag. Copenhagen wasn’t far, when she considered her globetrotting over the last two years. If Lukas was calling for help, it meant there was something real at stake. Something that couldn’t be ignored.

As she locked the door behind her, the quiet of the apartment pressed in, a silence so foreign it made her uncomfortable. She hesitated for a moment before heading out.

Suddenly, her phone buzzed again. This time, it wasn’t Lukas.

The message was from her mother. She almost didn’t open it, knowing exactly what it would say. With a deep breath, she unlocked her phone and read it anyway.



Message from Mum
So proud of you, Dr. Mackay! Dad’s already telling everyone at the golf club! You’ll be the star of the awards ceremony! Luv U.



Sarah sighed. She stared at the words for a long moment before typing a response.

Sarah: Thanks, Mum. But I don’t think I’ll go to the ceremony. I’ll call you later.

She paused, then added:

And don’t call me ‘Dr. Mackay,’ Mum. I’m still Sarah.

She hit send before she could change her mind, and slipped the phone into her pocket, heading out the door and into the cool Edinburgh air.

It was strange ─ being called Dr. Mackay now felt like wearing a coat that no longer fit. Her experiences, especially in Gaza and Sudan, had changed her. She didn’t want to be defined by her title. If she was going to make a difference, it wouldn’t be as “Dr. Mackay,” the physicist ─ it would be as Sarah Mackay, the woman who had fought to expose the truth and prevented chaos from consuming the world.

A brave thought for a woman who found the truths of Gaza and Sudan too grueling to talk about yet.

She boarded a flight to Copenhagen later that evening, her mind already turning over the possibilities of what Lukas had discovered. Oil wars in the Arctic? It seemed too big, too distant, yet the urgency in his message had stirred something in her.

As the plane took off, she gazed out of the window, watching the ground fall away beneath her. There would be no turning back. Whatever Lukas needed, whatever was happening in the Arctic, Sarah was about to dive headlong into it.
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Chapter 2: The Gathering Storm
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Sarah Mackay stepped off the plane at Copenhagen Airport, her mind already racing with questions. The brisk air hit her as she exited the terminal, a reminder of how different the world felt up here, closer to the Arctic Circle. Lukas Berger had sent no follow-up messages ─ just the one cryptic request. She hated being kept in the dark, especially after everything she had been through. But if Lukas needed her, it meant something serious was brewing.

She made her way to the arrivals hall, scanning the crowd for a familiar face. The people hustling around her, engrossed in their phones or pulling luggage behind them, seemed oblivious to the larger forces at work in the world ─ forces that had threatened to consume her in the past year.

A wave caught her eye. Lukas.

He looked older than she remembered, his face more drawn, with lines of stress creasing his forehead. His usually wild hair was trimmed shorter now, but the intensity in his green eyes hadn’t faded. He gave her a tight-lipped smile as she approached.

“Sarah,” he said, his voice rough with exhaustion. “Thanks for coming.”

“Of course,” she replied, eyeing him carefully. “But what the hell is going on, Lukas?”

Lukas glanced around nervously before gesturing toward the exit. “Not here. Let’s get out of the airport.”

They walked in tense silence to his car, an old, beaten-up sedan parked on the outskirts of the airport’s car park. Once they were inside, Lukas sighed deeply and looked at her with an intensity that made her stomach knot.

“The Arctic is about to blow, Sarah,” he said, his voice low.

She frowned. “You mentioned oil reserves. But what’s really happening?”

He shifted uncomfortably, as if unsure where to start. “It’s worse than anyone’s letting on. The ice is melting faster than expected, and it’s revealing massive oil fields that both Russia and the U.S. are claiming. They’ve been quietly sending in military forces for months now, preparing for a conflict that’s almost inevitable.”

Sarah leaned back in the passenger seat, her mind racing. “So, it’s not just about drilling for oil. They’re gearing up for an actual war?”

“Exactly,” Lukas said grimly. “Private oil corporations are pushing both governments to act. They want control of those resources before international laws about Arctic territory change. We’re standing on the edge of a disaster that could make the Ukraine, Gaza or Sudan look like a schoolyard fight.”

The mention of the Sudan sent a jolt through Sarah. Even after all this time, the memories were still raw. The shadows, the hidden agendas, the way people were willing to kill, or worse, to keep the truth buried.

“And you think I can help stop it?” she asked, though deep down, she already knew the answer.

“I know you can,” Lukas said, his tone insistent. “You’ve been through this before. You know how to dig into conspiracies, expose hidden players. We need that now more than ever. The Arctic conflict is being buried under layers of misinformation. People don’t even know it’s happening. But if we can expose the truth before things escalate, we might have a chance.”

Sarah rubbed her temples, trying to process everything. “And who’s ‘we’? Who else is involved?”

Lukas glanced at her, his expression hesitant. “There’s a small team of us ─ environmentalists, scientists, a few ex-military types who know how to navigate the region. We’ve been trying to gather evidence of military movements, corporate deals, anything that could blow this thing wide open. But it’s not enough.”

“Ex-military?” Sarah raised an eyebrow. “You’re dealing with some serious players, then.”

“Yeah, this isn’t just activists protesting oil rigs,” Lukas replied. “The people we’re up against have money, power, and armies at their disposal. But we’ve got something they don’t ─ information. And we’re ready to use it.”

Sarah exhaled, the weight of what he was asking settling over her. This wasn’t just an investigation. It was a battlefield. And the stakes were higher than they had ever been.

“When do we start?” she asked, her voice steady despite the turmoil inside her.

Lukas gave her a relieved smile. “We’re meeting the others in two hours. I’ll fill you in on the details on the way.”

•••
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The drive through Copenhagen was brief, and Lukas remained tense as he gave her an overview of what they were up against. At the heart of the Arctic conflict were two powerful forces: the Russian government, backed by oligarchs with deep investments in the oil industry, and a private U.S. oil conglomerate known as Solace Energy. Both were exploiting the melting ice caps, racing to stake claims to the oil reserves beneath the Arctic Ocean.

But it wasn’t just about resources. Climate change had destabilized the region, opening up new trade routes and economic opportunities. Whoever controlled the Arctic would control not just oil, but a gateway to global power. The threat of military engagement loomed large, with covert skirmishes already breaking out between Russian and U.S. forces in the frozen north. While Biden and Putin kept the news media focused on the Ukraine and Gaza, the Arctic pot was boiling under its lid.

Sarah was used to conspiracies by now, but this was different. It was geopolitical, on a scale that could lead to global chaos. If a war broke out over the Arctic, it wouldn’t just be contained in the region. The entire world would feel the consequences.

They pulled up to a building that didn’t stand out from the rest, in the outskirts of Copenhagen. Lukas parked, and they made their way inside. The place was quiet, a far cry from the high-security settings Sarah had expected for such a sensitive operation.

Inside, Lukas led her to a small, dimly lit room where three people were already waiting.

“This is the team,” Lukas said, his voice low.

Someone who Sarah recognized from a previous conference in Copenhagen stepped forward first. “I’m Johan Anderson, remember me?,” he said in his light Danish accent. “I’ve specialized in satellite data and geospatial analysis since I last saw you. I’ve been tracking movements in the Arctic for the last year.”

“Of course, I remember you, Johan. It‘s been two years. A lot of water has passed under the bridge since then.”

Beside him stood a tall man, his face weathered and hardened, likely from years of military service. “Erik Hansen,” he said, nodding at Sarah. “Ex-Norwegian military. I’ve been leading expeditions into the Arctic for over a decade.”

The third member of the group, a younger woman with her hair tied back in a tight ponytail, smiled at Sarah. There was no need for Isabelle Hulot, the French intelligence officer, to introduce herself. Sarah stood and gave her a big hug, grateful for her role in the rescue operation in Sudan.

Sarah took in the situation. They were a motley crew, but they had the experience and expertise to handle the challenges ahead. Still, something about Johan’s intense gaze put her on edge. It reminded Sarah too much of people she had learned not to trust.

“You’ll have to move quickly,” Johan said, his tone brisk. “The Russians and the Americans are positioning their forces along the ice shelf. It’s only a matter of time before someone makes a move.”

Erik crossed his arms. “And we’ll be in the middle of it. If we’re going to expose them, we need to get into the Arctic, gather evidence, and get it to the media before the fighting starts. Once the first shot is fired, it’s too late.”

“Easier said than done,” Sarah said, leaning against the wall. “They won’t let you near those sites without a fight. And we’re talking about two of the most powerful nuclear-armed military forces in the world.”

Lukas nodded. “That’s why we need you, Sarah. You’ve got the skills, and you’ve already seen how deep conspiracies can run. We need someone who can outthink them.”

Sarah felt the weight of their gazes on her. The stakes here were bigger than anything she had faced before. But walking away wasn’t an option. Not when the consequences were so dire.

She straightened up, meeting Lukas’s eyes. “All right,” she said. “I’m in. What’s the first step?”

Lukas smiled, though the tension in his eyes remained. “We’re heading north. Iceland first, then Greenland. The north of Greenland ─ that’s where things start to get complicated.”

“Wait a minute. What about Tomasz? Why isn’t he in on this? And Javier? And Kenjiro? And Diego?”

“Don’t worry, Sarah, they are all in on this, and Luigi too,” replied Lukas. Luigi was Sarah’s boyfriend until he left her for a Spanish student called Marta Castafiel, two years ago. He had helped out on several missions, but Sarah hadn’t thought to mention him. “They will be playing their part in their respective countries. We need a small, light, fast-moving team up in the Arctic. The five of us can do what needs to be done on the ground.”
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Chapter 3: Into the Cold
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The bitter wind bit at Sarah Mackay’s face as she stepped off the small propeller plane onto the tarmac of Iceland’s Keflavík Airport. The cold here was sharp, a constant reminder that they were approaching one of the most hostile environments on Earth. The vast, icy landscape around her felt like a warning of what was to come. She pulled her scarf tighter around her neck and followed Lukas and the team into the terminal.

The group had traveled in near silence since leaving Copenhagen, each lost in their thoughts. There was little time for idle conversation when the weight of a potential Arctic conflict loomed so heavily over them. Lukas had arranged for a quick layover in Iceland before they headed to Greenland, where the real danger awaited.

“Do you ever get used to this cold?” Isabelle Hulot asked, as they made their way through the terminal, her voice light but carrying a nervous edge.

“Not really,” Erik Hansen replied, his voice gruff. “You learn to respect it, though. It’s as much an enemy as anything else we’ll face out there.”

Sarah glanced over at Erik. The former Norwegian military officer seemed at ease in this environment, but she knew better than to mistake confidence for safety. The Arctic was unforgiving, and they were about to dive headfirst into one of the most dangerous places on Earth.

As they reached a small café inside the terminal, Lukas motioned for the team to sit. “We’ve got a couple of hours until our flight to Greenland,” he said, checking his watch. “Now’s a good time to go over the plan.”

They sat around a small table, the atmosphere tense but focused. Lukas pulled out a tablet and laid it on the table, bringing up a map of the Arctic region.

“Here’s where things get complicated,” he began, his voice low as he pointed to a section of the map near the northern coast of Greenland. “This area ─ right here ─ is where the Russian military has been moving in. Officially, they’re saying it’s a scientific research station, but we’ve got intel that suggests otherwise.”

Erik nodded. “They’ve been building up their presence in that area for months, and it’s not just Russia. The U.S. is doing the same, positioning assets along the Greenland coast. Both sides are claiming it’s routine, but we know better.”

Lukas zoomed in on the map. “We’ll be heading to a remote research outpost here,” he said, indicating a location far from any civilian settlement. “It’s run by a small team of environmental scientists, and they’ve been monitoring the situation closely. They’ve seen Russian and American forces making covert moves, and they’ve agreed to share what they know.”

“And what exactly are we looking for?” Sarah asked, her mind already running through the possibilities.

“Proof,” Lukas replied. “Military operations, corporate deals, anything that ties the oil companies to this buildup. Once we have that, we can blow this whole thing open. The world needs to know what’s happening before it’s too late.”

Johan Anderson, who had been quiet until now, leaned forward. “Satellite data suggests there’s already been sabotage,” he said. “We’ve seen evidence of oil drilling equipment being moved under cover of darkness, and there have been ‘accidents’ ─ suspicious ones ─ that point to someone trying to provoke a conflict.”

Sarah frowned. “And you think the corporations are behind it?”

“It’s not just corporations,” Lukas said, his expression dark. “There are private military contractors involved ─ mercenaries, basically. They’re doing the dirty work, making sure this conflict happens while keeping their hands clean.”

“Lovely,” Isabelle muttered under her breath. “So we’re walking into a war zone.”

“Not yet,” Erik replied. “But it could turn into one at any moment. That’s why we need to move fast and stay under the radar. We can’t afford to draw attention.”

The reality of their mission settled over Sarah like a heavy weight. They weren’t just gathering information ─ they were walking a fine line between exposing the truth and being caught in the crossfire of a conflict that could explode at any moment.

“I assume the people running this outpost are trustworthy?” Sarah asked, her eyes narrowing.

“They are,” Lukas confirmed. “I’ve worked with them before. They’re committed to the environment, and they know what’s at stake. But we’ll need to be careful. If we’re spotted by any military forces, we’re done.”

The tension around the table was palpable. Sarah glanced at Johan, whose sharp eyes seemed to flicker with something ─ doubt, maybe, or something else she couldn’t quite place. Trust was a rare commodity in their world, and Sarah had learned not to give it easily.

“So what’s the timeline?” Sarah asked, shifting her gaze back to Lukas.

“We head to Greenland in two hours. From there, it’s a day’s travel to the research outpost by snowmobile. We’ll meet with the team, assess the situation, and figure out our next move.”

“Let’s hope we can do it without being shot at,” Isabelle said, half-joking, though her tone carried an edge of fear.

Sarah gave a small nod, her thoughts already turning toward the Arctic’s treacherous landscape. She’d faced danger before ─ shady conspiracies, ruthless hunters, massive destruction, and soul-destroying violations ─ but this felt different. The stakes were higher, and this time, they were walking into the heart of a geopolitical conflict that could spiral out of control.

As they finished their briefing and made their way to the departure gate, Sarah couldn’t shake the sense that something wasn’t right. It wasn’t just the impending conflict ─ it was something about the team itself. The unease that had settled in the pit of her stomach ever since Johan Anderson’s intense gaze now gnawed at her with more urgency.

They boarded the plane to Greenland in silence, each member of the team lost in their own thoughts. The flight was a short one, but the distance between Iceland and Greenland felt like an ocean as they hurtled toward the frozen edge of the world.

• • •
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The plane touched down on the icy runway of a small airfield near Nuuk, Greenland’s capital. The cold here was different from Iceland ─ sharper, more relentless, as though the very air itself was a warning to turn back.

The landscape was vast and barren, a sea of white stretching endlessly in every direction. The mountains in the distance were jagged, like broken teeth jutting from the earth, and the wind howled across the tundra with a bone-chilling ferocity.

“Welcome to Greenland,” Erik said, his voice gruff as they stepped off the plane. “We’ve got a long way to go.”

Sarah pulled her jacket tighter, the cold biting through her layers. The snow crunched beneath her boots as they made their way to the small outpost where snowmobiles were waiting to take them north.

Lukas glanced at his watch. “We’ll need to get moving. The sun won’t be with us for long, and we’ve got a lot of ground to cover before we reach the research station.”

They mounted the snowmobiles, the engines rumbling to life, sending vibrations up through the thick ice. Erik took the lead, navigating the harsh terrain with the practiced ease of someone who had spent years in the Arctic. Sarah was behind him, Johan close behind her, and Lukas and Isabelle following at the rear.

The Arctic wind whipped at their faces, the icy landscape stretching endlessly before them. The silence of the region was almost surreal, interrupted only by the low hum of the snowmobiles and the occasional crack of ice beneath their treads.

As they moved deeper into the frozen wilderness, Sarah couldn’t shake the feeling that they were being watched. She glanced behind her several times, but saw nothing. It wasn’t a military force she was worried about ─ not yet. It was something closer, something more insidious.

Johan Anderson.

There was something about the way Johan moved, the way he remained distant from the rest of the group, that made Sarah uneasy. Maybe it was paranoia after everything she had been through, or maybe it was her instincts kicking in.

Whatever it was, Sarah knew better than to ignore it.

•••
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By the time they reached the research outpost, the sun was a faint glow on the horizon, barely visible through the thick clouds that had rolled in. The outpost itself was a modest cluster of buildings, half-buried in snow, with smoke rising from a small chimney. It looked deserted, but Lukas assured them that the scientists were inside, waiting for them.

As they dismounted the snowmobiles and approached the main building, Erik’s body language stiffened. “Stay sharp,” he muttered, his eyes scanning the surroundings. “Something feels off.”

Sarah felt it too. The stillness, the quiet ─ it wasn’t the peaceful kind. It was the kind that preceded something dangerous.

Lukas knocked on the door, and after a moment, it creaked open. A man stood in the doorway, bundled in layers of clothing, his face etched with worry.

“You made it,” he said, relief evident in his voice. “Get inside ─ quickly.”

They filed into the small building, the warmth inside a welcome reprieve from the brutal cold. The man closed the door behind them, bolting it securely before turning back to face them.

“I’m glad you’re here,” he said, his voice hushed. “But I’m afraid we’re not alone.”

Sarah’s stomach clenched. “What do you mean?”

The man’s expression was grim. “There’s been movement in the area. Russian soldiers, American contractors... they’re not far from here. And they’re not here for science.”
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Chapter 4: Enemy in the Ice
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The warmth of the research outpost was in stark contrast to the tension inside it. Sarah Mackay scanned the faces of the team members around her, all of them stiff with unease. The man who had let them inside, a scientist named Dr. Nikolai Petrov, looked every bit as cold and unsettled as the landscape outside.

“They've been watching us for weeks now,” Petrov said, his voice low. He was a tall, thin man in his fifties, with deep lines etched into his face. His eyes darted nervously around the room as if the walls themselves might be listening. “We’ve tried to lay low, but they know we’re here. I’m sure of it.”

Lukas leaned forward, his tone urgent. “Who’s watching you, Nikolai? Russian military? U.S. forces?”

“Both,” Petrov replied, wringing his hands together. “They’re not officially here, of course. But we’ve seen their tracks ─ choppers flying in low over the ice, and I’ve intercepted encrypted radio communications. They’re staging operations in the region, preparing for something big.”

Erik Hansen, crossed his arms and leaned against the wall, and asked in an undisguisable military style “How many men are we talking about?”

“Not many yet,” Nikolai said. “Small groups, reconnaissance teams mostly. But it won’t stay that way. We’ve heard rumors that both sides are sending in more. They’ll be fully equipped soon. It’s just a matter of time.”

Sarah's mind raced as she absorbed the gravity
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