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Prologue – The Glacier’s Secret
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The wind screamed across the ice like something alive.

It carried no warmth, no mercy — only the raw, ancient breath of Greenland’s interior.

Far beneath that endless white, metal groaned. The glacier had shifted again — just enough to crack open what it had kept hidden for eighty-two years. A sliver of dull gray appeared through the ice. A wingtip, crushed and bent, poked through the translucent surface like a frozen wound.

For decades, the wreck had slept undisturbed, cocooned in cold silence.

Until now.

—-
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JUNE, 2025 – KANGERLUSSUAQ Ice Field

The storm had passed at dawn.

Dr. Astrid Holm lifted her goggles, squinting into the pale blue glare. Her breath formed quick clouds in the air as she climbed over the snow ridge toward the excavation site. She was used to the cold — she’d been doing fieldwork in Arctic conditions for most of her adult life — but this felt different.

The silence out here wasn’t peaceful; it was waiting.

“Over here!” one of the technicians called. “We hit metal again.”

Astrid trudged forward, boots sinking into the crusted snow. The ice had melted faster this year than any on record. What had once been kilometers of solid permafrost was now fractured, bleeding meltwater into deep crevasses. And in those blue fissures, things long buried were surfacing.

She crouched beside the exposed metal, brushing away ice chips with her gloved hand. The shape was unmistakable — rivets, steel plating, a rusted insignia faintly visible under the frost: a winged circle with faded American markings.

“World War Two aircraft,” she murmured. “Probably a transport.”

“From the Thule airbase?” the technician asked.

Astrid didn’t answer. Her eyes lingered on the paint — it looked too clean.

Something about the metal seemed... fresh.

She glanced toward the horizon where the ice met the sky — a vast, pale emptiness. Somewhere in that distance lay the graves of men who had vanished during the war, their stories swallowed by the snow. Her father had been one of them — or so they told her.

A shiver passed through her, though not from the cold.

—-
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THEY WORKED UNTIL EVENING, cutting deeper through the glacier’s glassy walls.

When they finally reached the cockpit, the ice around it had begun to weep — thin streams of meltwater running down like tears.

“Jesus,” whispered one of the crew. “You’re not going to believe this.”

Astrid climbed into the cavity, lowering her headlamp beam. The light slid over the shattered glass, over the crumpled controls... and then onto a human face pressed against the ice.

The features were pale and unspoiled, lips slightly parted, as if the person had fallen asleep.

A man, mid-thirties maybe.

And his wristwatch — Astrid’s heart jolted — was digital.

She leaned closer, staring at the frozen details: the sleek polymer band, the faint reflection of an LED display frozen mid-blink.

“That’s impossible,” she whispered.

Then her light caught another figure, and another — five in total, seated as if waiting for landing.

Their clothes were synthetic. Their backpacks were branded with modern corporate logos.

No one spoke. The only sound was the steady drip of meltwater and the faint, mournful creak of the glacier shifting around them.

Astrid exhaled slowly, her breath fogging the glass between her and the dead.

“What year did this plane go down?” one of the crew finally asked.

She swallowed hard. “Nineteen forty-three.”

A long silence. The wind outside howled again, shaking the tent walls.

In that moment, the ice groaned — a deep, shuddering sound that echoed through the cavern like a heartbeat. The glacier was moving again, closing, flexing. It sounded almost... angry.

Astrid turned off her headlamp. For an instant, the world was pure darkness — and in that darkness, she thought she saw movement behind the glass.

A flicker. A shadow.

Then the ice cracked.

—-
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WHEN SHE OPENED HER eyes again, the air was full of snow dust and the groaning wail of collapsing ice.

Someone shouted her name.

And deep below the crash site, where the glacier split into blue-black fissures, something metallic fell and struck the ice with a sound like a bell.

A single bone — ivory-white, carved with letters that had no business being there — sank slowly out of sight.

—-
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SOME THINGS NEVER THAW.
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Chapter 1
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Snow drifted in slow spirals outside the helicopter window, falling like ash from a quiet sky.

Astrid Holm pressed her forehead to the glass, watching the endless white sweep beneath her — the frozen plateau rolling toward the horizon, cracked and scored by dark veins of meltwater.

She’d been here before, years ago, but it felt different now. Colder somehow. Maybe it wasn’t the ice that had changed — maybe it was her.

“Five bodies, you said?” she asked into the headset, raising her voice over the blades’ heavy chop.

“Five confirmed,” replied the pilot. “The site’s under temporary lockdown. Police want to keep it quiet.”

“Police?” Astrid frowned. “Since when does an archaeological find require law enforcement?”

The pilot shrugged. “Since one of your colleagues didn’t wake up this morning.”

Astrid froze. “Dead?”

He nodded. “They found him near the melt trench. Looked like an accident, but...” His eyes flicked briefly toward her. “The locals think otherwise.”

The radio crackled, and the pilot turned back to his controls. Astrid leaned away from the window, her pulse quickening.

It wasn’t unusual for tragedy to shadow expeditions in the Arctic — accidents, hypothermia, exhaustion. But the thought of someone dying after they’d found that plane made her stomach twist.

She reached into her coat pocket and touched the small pendant that hung around her neck — a tarnished silver compass, its glass scratched. Her father’s.

The man who’d taught her to read the stars, who vanished into the Greenlandic ice thirty years ago on an expedition eerily similar to this one.

No body. No answers. Just the same cold silence.

—-
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THEY LANDED ON A MAKESHIFT helipad marked with orange flares. A line of tents flapped in the wind, half-buried by drifting snow. A few figures moved about, heads bowed, goggles glinting.

One of them approached as Astrid stepped off the helicopter — tall, broad-shouldered, wrapped in a dark parka with a fur-lined hood. His face was calm, the stillness of someone who’d spent years listening more than speaking.

“Dr. Holm?” he asked. His voice carried easily over the wind.

“Yes.”

“I’m David Aputik. Greenlandic police, Kangerlussuaq division.” He offered a gloved hand. “I’ll be assisting with the investigation.”

“Investigation,” she repeated. “So we’re officially calling it that now.”

His expression didn’t change. “You’ll see why.”

They walked toward the site together, their boots crunching through the hard crust of snow. David moved with quiet precision, his gaze sweeping over the ridges and equipment — a man who saw patterns in everything.

“The victim was found early this morning,” he said. “Kasper Dahl. He was working night watch on the lower trench. Found with a throat wound. Knife, probably. No defensive marks.”

Astrid slowed. “You think someone killed him?”

“I think the ice doesn’t use knives.”

—-
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THE EXCAVATION TENT loomed ahead, a dull white bubble half-buried in the glacier. Inside, the air was sharp with the smell of fuel and disinfectant.

Generators hummed. Plastic tarps rustled. Beneath them, the frozen fuselage of the plane glimmered like a ghost.

Astrid stepped closer. Even under artificial light, the wreck looked impossibly old — rivets corroded, the fuselage buckled, windows clouded with frost. But the human forms within... they looked almost peaceful.

A woman near the rear cabin, her hair floating like threads of gold in the ice.

A man slumped forward, his fingers still gripping a strap across his chest.

Their clothes — sleek, synthetic. Their faces — unmarked by time.

David joined her, arms crossed. “We’ve sealed the interior until forensics can arrive from Nuuk. But there’s something you should see.”

He led her around the wing to a smaller section of exposed ice. A camera tripod stood nearby. He crouched, brushing away snow with his glove until a pattern emerged beneath the surface — shallow scratches etched into the ice itself.

Letters.

A single word carved by hand, crude but deliberate:

HELP

Astrid felt her pulse thud in her throat. “Could it have been one of them?”

David nodded slowly. “Or someone else who found them first.”

She stared into the ice. Beneath the carved word, a faint outline — the curve of a human hand pressed flat against the frozen wall. The fingers were splayed wide, as if reaching upward before the ice swallowed them whole.

She didn’t realize she was shaking until David’s voice broke through the silence.

“Are you alright?”

“I’m fine,” she said too quickly. Then, quieter: “It’s just... the preservation. It’s unnatural.”

He studied her face. “You’ve seen a lot of unnatural things, Dr. Holm?”

“Enough.”

But this — this was different. These people had died recently. Everything in her body told her that. The impossibility of it made her want to tear through every inch of the glacier until she found the truth.

David straightened. “We’ll start collecting statements in the morning. Until then, I suggest you get some rest.”

Astrid nodded, though her eyes stayed on the plane. The metal seemed to pulse faintly under the lights, as if remembering something.

As she turned to leave, the wind outside shifted — a low, distant moan that sounded almost human.

She looked back once more. Through the frosted window of the cockpit, she could swear one of the bodies had moved.

Just a fraction.

The slightest tilt of a head.

She blinked. Nothing.

The ice was still.

But deep down, something ancient and patient was waking beneath it.
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Chapter 2
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Morning came reluctantly.

The sun rose like a pale coin above the ridge, spilling faint light across the camp. The air was brittle, thin, and sharp enough to sting the lungs.

Astrid sat alone inside her tent, hands wrapped around a mug of lukewarm coffee. The heater hissed softly beside her. She hadn’t slept. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw that handprint in the ice—fingers spread wide in eternal panic.

She tried to tell herself it was just her imagination, a trick of light and exhaustion. But the image wouldn’t leave her.

Neither would the memory of the dead man’s digital watch, frozen mid-blink.

The sound of footsteps outside drew her back. The tent flap shifted, and David Aputik ducked inside. He was holding a clipboard and a thermos, his breath curling in the air.

“Morning,” he said simply.

She nodded, studying him. Even without his parka hood, David had that same air of contained calm—like a glacier that only showed its surface while the weight of it moved unseen beneath.

“Did you get any sleep?” he asked.

“Barely.”

“Good,” he said dryly. “Means you’re already one of us.”

Despite herself, she almost smiled.

He poured her more coffee, then set the thermos aside. “We’ve started examining Dahl’s body. You should see it.”

Astrid’s stomach tightened. “I thought the forensics team from Nuuk wasn’t due until tomorrow.”

“They’re delayed. Storm over the coast. Until then, it’s just me, a med kit, and my camera.”

—-
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THEY WALKED ACROSS the snow to the far side of camp. The body had been moved into a small storage tent, the kind used for equipment or food supplies. Inside, the air was colder, dense with the chemical smell of antiseptic.

Kasper Dahl lay on a stretcher covered by a tarp. He looked young—maybe thirty-five—with a lean build and a short blond beard frosted with ice. His skin was pale, bloodless, but otherwise untouched except for the neat slice that crossed his throat.

Astrid’s voice was quiet. “That’s no accident.”

“No,” David agreed. “Clean cut. Precise.”

“Suicide?”

He shook his head. “Wrong angle. Wrong depth. He didn’t do this to himself.”

Astrid stared at the lifeless face. She’d known Kasper only in passing—a geochemist, enthusiastic, sometimes arrogant, always joking. The kind of man who filled silence with noise. Now the silence around him was complete.

“Who found him?” she asked.

“One of your team. A woman named Nivi Olesen.”

“I know her. Logistics manager.”

“She’s shaken up. Claims she heard something in the night—metal scraping, maybe footsteps. When she went out, she found him like this.”

Astrid folded her arms. “And the others?”

“They say they slept through it. But I don’t buy that.”

—-
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OUTSIDE, THE WIND PICKED up again, hissing across the glacier.

David zipped the tent closed, sealing them back inside. “I checked his workstation before coming here. Laptop’s missing.”

“Gone?”

“Not in his tent, not near the lab equipment. Someone took it.”

Astrid’s mind raced. “Maybe he had data about the wreck. Photos, samples—something sensitive.”

David’s gaze met hers. “Sensitive enough to kill for?”

She didn’t answer.

—-
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THEY CROSSED TO THE main excavation area after noon. The team was smaller now—half of them had quietly requested evacuation flights back to Kangerlussuaq. The rest worked with grim focus, their voices low, eyes darting to the shadows that fell inside the trench.

The air hummed faintly with tension.

Astrid crouched near the fuselage, brushing frost off the exposed hull. Her fingers trembled slightly. She wasn’t cold—she was restless. There was a feeling she couldn’t shake, like the air itself was watching.

The plane’s metal skin had warped under decades of pressure, but one section caught her attention—a rectangular plate near the tail, bolted in place. Beneath layers of grime and corrosion, she could just make out a stamped serial number.

O.T.-4179

Operation Thule.

She froze. She knew that designation. It had appeared once before—in an old Danish research file she’d found in her father’s archives years ago. Most of the document had been redacted, but the project name burned into her memory.

David’s voice came softly from behind her. “You found something.”

She stepped aside so he could see. “This plane wasn’t just a military transport. It was part of a classified wartime operation.”

He raised an eyebrow. “And you know this how?”

She hesitated. “My father... worked on similar research before he disappeared. He mentioned Thule once. Said it was a ghost no one should wake.”

David looked at her a long time. “You think this is connected to him?”

“I don’t know.” Her voice was steady, but her chest ached. “Maybe.”

A gust of wind rattled the tent. Something metallic clattered behind them. Both turned sharply—one of the instruments had toppled over, rolling across the ice. Nothing else moved.

Still, Astrid’s pulse wouldn’t slow.

—-
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BY EVENING, MOST OF the team had retreated to their quarters. The sky had gone purple-blue, and the horizon glowed faintly with the coming storm.

Astrid stood alone by the trench, the light from her headlamp cutting through the dark. The glacier’s surface creaked beneath her boots.

She couldn’t stop thinking about that carved word—HELP—and the phone frozen in the dead passenger’s hand.

If she could just extract it from the ice, maybe she could see what had been recorded before they died.

As she crouched near the cockpit, her breath fogging the glass, a sound rose from within the wreck.

Faint. Wet. Like ice cracking—or someone breathing behind the wall.

She froze.

Her light swept across the faces trapped in the cabin. Still. Unmoving.

Then, from somewhere deep in the fuselage, came a soft, deliberate tap.

Once.

Twice.

Three times.

Astrid stumbled back, her heart hammering. The sound stopped.

She waited, every muscle tensed, but the ice said nothing more. Only the wind howled above her, carrying with it the distant groan of shifting glaciers.

David’s voice broke the silence. “Dr. Holm?”

She turned sharply. He stood a few meters away, flashlight aimed down at the ice near her feet. His brow furrowed. “You should see this.”

She stepped closer. The beam illuminated something just beneath the surface—a fragment of torn fabric, and within it... a patch of skin.

Perfectly preserved.

And branded into that skin, faint but unmistakable, were numbers burned in a clean, modern font.

2024.07.16.

A date.

Less than a year ago.

—-
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THE WIND ROSE AGAIN, swallowing their words.

The glacier groaned, deep and alive, as if it remembered every secret it had ever kept.

Astrid met David’s eyes, both of them understanding the same impossible truth:

This was no relic of the past.

This was recent.

And whoever had buried these bodies in the ice wasn’t done yet.
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Chapter 3
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The camp slept uneasily that night.

Wind clawed at the tents, the fabric snapping in gusts that carried the sound of distant thunder. Beneath that, the glacier creaked and moaned — the slow language of shifting ice.

Astrid lay awake in her sleeping bag, staring at the faint glow of her lantern. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw that burned skin — the clean, modern date stamped like a signature from the present. 2024.07.16. Less than a year ago.

Someone had been alive down there recently. Someone had used that plane.

But how?

She turned over, restless. The heater sputtered. Outside, boots crunched softly in the snow — someone moving through the camp. Too slow for wind, too deliberate for an animal.

Astrid held her breath.

Then came a whisper of metal — the faint squeal of the lab container door opening.

She threw on her parka and stepped out into the cold. The air bit hard against her face. The moon hung low, a pale disc behind thin cloud.

Near the equipment tent, a light flickered.

Someone was inside.

She moved closer, snow muffling her steps. When she reached the door flap, she stopped — and listened. A faint tapping, rhythmic, like fingers on a keyboard.

She eased the flap open a few centimeters.

Inside, David sat at one of the fold-out tables, his back to her. His parka hung on a chair; the glow from a small battery lamp threw shadows across his face. He wasn’t typing. He was studying something — a cracked tablet screen, faintly illuminated.

“Couldn’t sleep?” Astrid asked softly.

He didn’t startle. He looked up, calm as ever. “Didn’t mean to wake you.”

“What is that?”

He turned the screen so she could see. A frozen frame from a video — a dark tunnel of ice, and in the corner, a timestamp. 2024-07-14 22:36:10.

Astrid leaned closer. “Where did you get this?”

“Kasper’s backup drive.”

Her breath caught. “You found it?”

He nodded. “Hidden in the generator casing. I was checking every power source just in case.”

The video flickered, static crawling over the image. Then — movement. A shaky flashlight beam sweeping over frost-coated walls. A man’s voice panting, frantic.

“—they said it was sealed, but it’s not sealed, it’s not—”

The camera jerked. A brief glimpse of a handprint on the ice. Then the sound of something heavy scraping, and the man screamed — short, sharp, cut off mid-breath. The feed ended.

Silence filled the small space.

Astrid’s skin prickled. “That voice... that was Kasper.”

David nodded. “Two days before he died.”

She stared at the frozen image, heart pounding. “He found something down there. Something below the plane.”

“Looks that way.”

She paced, rubbing her gloved hands together. “So whoever killed him wanted to keep it hidden. They took his laptop, maybe to delete the footage, but missed the backup.”

David folded his arms. “Or they didn’t know he made one.”

“Either way,” she said, “we have proof something’s buried deeper than the wreck itself.”

He studied her for a moment. “You’re thinking of going down there.”

“I have to.”

“Not without me.”

—-
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THEY LEFT BEFORE DAWN. The sky was bruised violet, the first light seeping across the horizon. The camp was quiet except for the whine of the wind turbines.

The trench gaped like an open wound. Frost smoke drifted from its edges, catching the beam of their headlamps.

David went first, lowering himself on the rope ladder into the narrow gap beside the fuselage. Astrid followed, her boots crunching against the slick walls. The air grew colder, thinner, damp with meltwater.

At the base, they stood in silence for a moment. The plane loomed beside them, half-buried, its metal skin rippled like frozen waves.

Astrid swept her light across the floor — the surface had cracked, forming a hairline fissure that ran beneath the wreck. Meltwater glistened inside, flowing downward.

“Here,” she said. “He must’ve followed this.”

They widened the fissure with their ice axes. The sound was deafening — steel striking frozen stone. After several minutes, part of the floor gave way, revealing a hollow space beneath.

David crouched, shining his light through. A tunnel.

The walls were smooth, curved, unnatural.

“Jesus,” he murmured. “This was built.”

Astrid climbed down first, boots sinking into slush. The air was strange here — not stale like the glacier’s breath, but faintly metallic, almost chemical.

They moved forward, light bouncing off the tunnel walls. Every few meters, she
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