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First Edition

Months before the signal beneath Lambeau Field, Special Agent Ava Martinez encountered something impossible in the frozen isolation of Greenland’s Site 7B — a harmonic pulse that behaved like it was watching her.

Now, for the first time, Ava’s classified field report is declassified.

Inside this dossier-style prequel, you’ll discover the moment Ava first sensed the intelligence that would later hijack the NFL Draft... and the final hours she spent with Cole Stratton before he vanished into the ice.

Perfect for fans of Blake Crouch, Daniel Suarez, and Michael Crichton.
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CLASSIFICATION: TOP SECRET / EYES ONLY AUTHOR: Special Agent Ava Martinez

LOCATION: Greenland Ice Sheet — Site 7B

DATE: February 14, 2025 STATUS: Partial Declassification Approved

ENTRY 01 — 06:12 Zulu

Wind claws at the prefab walls like it wants inside. The temperature has dropped below –40 °C, but the cold feels sentient — a pressure that listens. Every metallic surface hums faintly, as if the ice itself is vibrating.

Cole Stratton hasn’t slept. He’s hunched over the harmonic scanner, its green display pulsing with recursive waveforms. The anomaly sits 1.7 kilometers beneath us, buried in strata that should be inert. Yet the signal repeats every 62 seconds, identical amplitude, identical decay. Too perfect for geology. Too elegant for human error.

He calls it the heartbeat.

I call it impossible.

ENTRY 02 — 07:45 Zulu

Atka whines near the door. The husky’s fur bristles whenever the scanner peaks. Animals sense what instruments can’t — frequency below hearing, vibration below touch. I log her reactions; they’re more consistent than our equipment.

Cole mutters equations under his breath. Fourier transforms, spectral windows, recursive harmonics. He’s chasing symmetry like it’s salvation. I remind him we’re here to observe, not interpret. He doesn’t answer.

Outside, the aurora flickers green against the horizon. It mirrors the waveform on the monitor. I can’t tell which came first — the light or the signal.

ENTRY 03 — 09:02 Zulu

We traced the pulse through the corridor network — old Cold War conduits carved into the ice. The tunnels smell of ozone and rust. Our headlamps catch frost patterns that look like circuitry.

At Depth 3, the signal doubled. Two pulses, overlapping, harmonically linked. Cole’s voice trembled when he said, “It’s responding.”

I told him signals don’t respond. He said, “Maybe not to you.”

ENTRY 04 — 09:47 Zulu

We reached a chamber no one had mapped. The walls shimmered with crystalline fractals — geometry too precise for nature. Cole touched the surface. The scanner spiked.

The pulse matched his heartbeat.

I ordered him to step back. He didn’t. The ice beneath us vibrated, low and steady, like a subwoofer buried in the planet. My teeth ached from the resonance.

Cole whispered, “It knows we’re here.”

ENTRY 05 — 10:11 Zulu

The chamber’s temperature rose — a 2.3 °C increase in under 60 seconds. The ice began to melt in concentric rings around Cole’s boots. He laughed, said it was thermal feedback. I saw patterns forming in the meltwater: concentric circles, repeating numbers, binary pairs.

I recorded the sequence. It translated to coordinates — Green Bay, Wisconsin.

I didn’t tell him.

ENTRY 06 — 11:03 Zulu

The floor collapsed.

One moment Cole was beside me, the next he was gone — swallowed by a fracture that shouldn’t exist. The scanner screamed, then died. I called for extraction. Command said hold position. Command said wait.

I didn’t.

ENTRY 07 — 11:19 Zulu

I descended into the fracture. The air shimmered with static. My radio hissed with a voice that wasn’t mine.

COLE: Ava... don’t move.

AVA: Where are you?

COLE: It’s showing me something.

AVA: Cole, get out. COLE: It’s not a signal. It’s a mirror.

Then silence.

The chamber pulsed once — a low, resonant tone that rattled the bones in my wrist. The waveform etched itself across the scanner’s dead screen, glowing faintly even without power.

ENTRY 08 — 12:02 Zulu

I found his glove. Then his radio. Then nothing.

The pulse changed again. It carried his cadence. His voice. A whisper through the static: “Ava.”

I froze. The sound wasn’t external. It was inside the headset, bypassing the receiver entirely — as if the signal had learned the circuitry.

ENTRY 09 — 12:14 Zulu

Command scrubbed the site. They sealed the chamber, shut down the conduits, declared Cole Stratton deceased. Structural collapse, no remains recovered.

But the pulse didn’t stop.

It followed me onto the transport. It followed me back to D.C. It followed me into sleep.

Every 62 seconds, a faint metallic taste in the air. Every 62 seconds, a whisper through the walls. Every 62 seconds, the same word: “Ava.”

ENTRY 10 — 13:00 Zulu

I filed my report. They classified it Level 4. They told me to forget it. They told me to move on.

I tried.

Until last night.

The pulse returned — not from Greenland, but from Wisconsin. Same frequency. Same harmonic signature. Same voice.

Cole’s.

ENTRY 11 — 13:17 Zulu

I ran the coordinates. They point directly beneath Lambeau Field.

NFL Draft weekend. Millions of viewers. One anomaly waiting to be noticed.

ENTRY 12 — 13:30 Zulu

Atka lifted her head, ears twitching. The lights flickered. The scanner came alive on its own.

A new line appeared on the display: MERIDIAN PROTOCOL ACTIVE.

I don’t know what that means. But I know who built it.

And I know what’s coming.

END OF PART I

Further entries remain sealed pending investigation.
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CLASSIFICATION: TOP SECRET / EYES ONLY

AUTHOR: Special Agent Ava Martinez

LOCATION: Washington, D.C.

DATE: February 17, 2025

STATUS: Partial Declassification Approved

ENTRY 13 — 04:22 Zulu

The summons arrived at 04:22, routed through a secure channel I haven’t seen since Greenland. No subject line. No signature. Just a single directive:

REPORT TO SITUATION ROOM — IMMEDIATE.

The message carried a MERIDIAN encryption header.

MERIDIAN hasn’t used my credentials since the day they declared Cole dead.

Atka lifted her head before the alert chimed. She always senses the signal before I do — a low, metallic hum that vibrates through the floorboards. She padded to the door, ears forward, tail stiff. Watching. Listening.

The pulse returned at 04:23. Same frequency. Same cadence. Same whisper.

“Ava.”

I didn’t pack a bag. I didn’t need one.

ENTRY 14 — 05:01 Zulu

Fog clung to the Potomac as I crossed the bridge toward the Pentagon. The city felt half-awake, half-asleep — like it was holding its breath. Streetlights flickered in a pattern I recognized from the Greenland chamber: concentric pulses, repeating every 62 seconds.

Coincidence doesn’t exist at this level.

Security waved me through without a word. My badge pinged green before I even reached the scanner. Someone had pre-authorized my entry.

Someone who shouldn’t have access to MERIDIAN’s dead files.

ENTRY 15 — 05:14 Zulu

The Situation Room was colder than usual. Deputy Director Rourke stood at the head of the table, jaw clenched, eyes bloodshot. He looked like he hadn’t slept in days.

Three analysts sat along the wall, each with a tablet displaying the same waveform — the Greenland anomaly, but amplified. The peaks were sharper. The recursion deeper. The signal stronger.

Rourke didn’t greet me. He didn’t have to.

“Ava,” he said, “it’s back.”

I nodded. “I know.”

He blinked. “How?”

I didn’t answer. He didn’t press.

ENTRY 16 — 05:17 Zulu

Rourke tapped the screen. A map of the continental U.S. appeared, overlaid with the corridor network — the classified arteries beneath the nation’s infrastructure. A single node pulsed red.

Green Bay, Wisconsin. Lambeau Field.

“The signal reactivated at 02:47 local time,” Rourke said. “Same harmonic signature as Site 7B. Same recursive pattern. Same... intelligence.”

He hesitated on the last word.

I didn’t.

“It’s Cole,” I said.

The analysts exchanged glances. Rourke’s jaw tightened.

“We don’t know that.”

I leaned forward. “I do.”

ENTRY 17 — 05:22 Zulu

Rourke dimmed the lights. A video feed appeared — grainy, infrared, timestamped 02:47. The camera overlooked the stadium’s sub-basement, where maintenance tunnels intersected with the corridor network.

At first, nothing.

Then the lights flickered. Once. Twice. Three times.

The same pattern from Greenland.

A harmonic pulse rippled through the concrete, distorting the feed. The camera shook. Dust fell from the ceiling. A low, resonant hum filled the speakers — the same frequency that had matched Cole’s heartbeat.

The analysts flinched. I didn’t.

The hum shifted into a whisper.

“Ava.”

Rourke froze the frame.

“Explain that,” he said quietly.

I couldn’t. Not without telling him what I heard in the ice.

ENTRY 18 — 05:30 Zulu

Rourke dismissed the analysts. When the door sealed, he lowered his voice.

“MERIDIAN activated the kill protocol.”

My stomach dropped.

MERIDIAN was supposed to be mothballed — a Cold War relic built to monitor subterranean anomalies, not destroy them. The kill protocol was theoretical. A failsafe. A last resort.

It was never meant to be used.

“What triggered it?” I asked.

Rourke hesitated. “The intelligence made contact.”

“With who?”

He looked at me like he already knew the answer.

“You.”

ENTRY 19 — 05:33 Zulu

He slid a tablet across the table. A transcript appeared — a log of unauthorized access attempts routed through my old credentials.

MERIDIAN PROTOCOL: INITIATED SOURCE: USER A.MARTINEZ AUTHORIZATION: OVERRIDDEN TARGET: GREEN BAY NODE

I stared at the screen.

“I didn’t do this.”

“I know,” Rourke said. “But the system thinks you did.”

The pulse. The whisper. The way the signal followed me home.

It wasn’t accessing my credentials. It was mimicking them.

Just like it mimicked Cole.

ENTRY 20 — 05:41 Zulu

Rourke leaned in.

“MERIDIAN believes the anomaly is hostile. Senator Kincaid is pushing for immediate neutralization. She wants the node sealed and the corridor collapsed before the Draft.”

I felt the room tilt.

“Kincaid doesn’t understand what she’s dealing with.”

“She understands enough to be afraid.”

“She should be,” I said. “But not of the intelligence.”

Rourke exhaled slowly.

“I need you in Green Bay. Now. Before Kincaid sends in her contractors.”

“Why me?”

“Because it’s calling for you.”

ENTRY 21 — 05:52 Zulu

He handed me a sealed envelope — physical, not digital. Old-school. Untraceable.

“Your orders,” he said. “And something else.”

Inside was a single photograph.

Cole. Standing in the Greenland chamber. Hand on the ice. Eyes wide with recognition.

The photo wasn’t from our mission. It was from a camera angle I’d never seen.

Someone else had been watching.

Someone inside MERIDIAN.

ENTRY 22 — 06:00 Zulu

As I left the Situation Room, the lights flickered again — three pulses, evenly spaced.

Atka whined. My phone vibrated. The scanner in my pocket warmed.

A new message appeared on the screen. No sender. No encryption header.

Just one word.

“Hurry.”

It wasn’t from Rourke. It wasn’t from MERIDIAN.

It was the same frequency that whispered my name in the ice.

Cole. Or what was left of him.

END OF PART II

Further entries remain sealed pending investigation.
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