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Introduction

Jagged cliffs plunge into an ocean of green and blue, their faces carved over centuries
by wind, ice, and the relentless, hidden movements of the sea. Norway’s coast is a
wild boundary—a meeting place of ancient myth and modern reality, where stories of
gods and monsters still linger beneath the surface like sunken wrecks. It is here,
among the shadowed fjords and restless tides, that Ingrid Solberg has always felt most
at home.

Ingrid’s fascination with the sea is almost hereditary. Raised in the fishing village of
Alesund, the tales of her ancestors weave through the halls of her childhood home like
the scent of salt and smoke. Her grandmother, Astrid, spoke of Aegir, the capricious
god who claimed drowned sailors, and of Ran, his wife, the collector of lost men’s
souls. Most dismissed the stories as comforting folklore, but for Ingrid they were living
history—echoes of a world no longer visible, yet far from gone.

It was this sense of connection, as much as science, that propelled Ingrid into marine
archaeology. She has spent years prying secrets from shipwrecks and silt, assembling
narratives from fragments left behind by those who knew the sea both as a provider
and destroyer. With each discovery, she has grown more certain of two things: the
past is never truly buried, and there is always more beneath the surface than anyone
suspects.

Returning to Norway after a stint at an international research institute, Ingrid is keenly
aware of a shift in the ocean’s temperament. Rumors of strange currents and
unexplained marine phenomena ripple through the scientific community, but most
shrug such things off as coincidence. Only Ingrid, guided by intuition and the myth-
laden warnings of her family, suspects something older and far more powerful has
begun to stir.

The Solberg family’s history is no mere collection of bedtime stories. There have
always been whispers of a deeper involvement in Norway’s saga—a link, perhaps, to
the very gods Astrid once invoked during winter storms. For Ingrid, these whispers are
both a comfort and a call to adventure, compelling her to explore not only the depths
of the sea but the hidden corners of her own identity.

As the first chapter of her latest expedition begins, Ingrid cannot know that her next
discovery—a barnacle-crusted relic deep in the fjord—will awaken forces no science
can explain. Nor can she foresee the challenges ahead, as myth floods into the world
she thought she knew, demanding bravery and sacrifice not only from herself, but
from all who would stand against Aegir’'s ancient wrath.
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CHAPTER ONE: Shadows Beneath the Fjord

The dive boat, Fjordblikk, was a familiar friend, its diesel engine a comforting thrum
against the vast silence of the Sognefjord. Ingrid, in her thick neoprene drysuit, ran a
gloved hand over the chilled steel railing. The air, crisp and biting, carried the scent of
pine and salt. Below, the water of the fjord stretched, a dark, inscrutable mirror
reflecting the towering, snow-dusted peaks. It was a perfect day for a dive, though the
currents, she noted with a professional frown, felt a little stronger than predicted.

Her team, a seasoned trio of Norwegian marine technicians, moved with practiced
efficiency around the stern. Lars, the burly former fisherman who handled the
winches, gave her a thumbs-up. "Ready when you are, Captain Solberg. Visibility
reports are excellent, considering the depth." Ingrid nodded, pulling her mask firmly
into place. The nickname "Captain" was a playful jab at her rigorous planning and
unwavering command, but she secretly quite liked it. Today, their target was a deep-
water anomaly, picked up by a sonar sweep last month—something large, oddly
symmetrical, and definitely not natural.

She took a deep breath, the cold air stinging her lungs, then rolled backward into the
frigid embrace of the fjord. The initial shock of the water was quickly dulled by the
drysuit’s insulation, and she descended, a ghost in the green-blue world. The surface
light faded rapidly, replaced by the artificial glow of her powerful dive lights. The water
here was exceptionally clear, a testament to the purity of the glacial melt that fed the
fjord. Schools of iridescent fish scattered as she passed, their scales flashing like
scattered jewels.

The descent was long, the pressure building steadily in her ears despite careful
equalization. She checked her depth gauge: 80 meters, then 100. The light from above
was now just a distant memory, a faint shimmering disk far overhead. Here, in the
abyssal zone of the fjord, the true darkness reigned, broken only by her beams. The
cold, too, intensified, a deep, pervasive chill that seeped into her bones despite the
layers of insulation. This was the ocean’s heart, a place of ancient secrets and silent
majesty.

Suddenly, her sonar pinged, a sharp, insistent tone through her comms. "Ingrid, you're
on target," Lars’s voice crackled. "Just ahead and slightly to your left. Looks like a
massive displacement. Get ready for something big." She adjusted her trajectory, her
powerful lights cutting through the inky blackness. And then she saw it. Not a wreck,
not a geological formation, but something else entirely.

It was colossal, easily thirty meters across, half-buried in the silty seabed. At first
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glance, she thought it might be a forgotten Viking longship, impossibly preserved. But
as she drew closer, the shape resolved into something far stranger, far more ancient.
It was a massive, impossibly smooth disc of dark, unyielding stone, etched with
intricate, swirling patterns that seemed to writhe and pulse in the beam of her lights.
The stone was unlike any she had ever encountered, possessing an unnatural, almost
metallic sheen, yet undeniably organic in its contours.

Barnacles and ancient coral encrusted its surface, tenacious life forms clinging to a
relic from another age. Ingrid carefully navigated around the perimeter, her heart
hammering against her ribs. This wasn't just old; it felt ancient, a whispered secret
from a time before time. The patterns, she realized, weren't random. They seemed to
form a coherent narrative, a swirling tapestry of interlocking lines and enigmatic
symbols. Her archaeological instincts screamed at her to record every detail, but a
more primal part of her sensed something unsettling, a palpable aura of dormant
power emanating from the stone.

One section of the disc, however, stood out. A circular indentation, slightly raised,
dominated the center. It was almost perfectly smooth, as if untouched by the ravages
of time and the sea, save for a single, small, elongated object lodged firmly within it.
The object, about the size of her forearm, was obsidian-black, smooth, and tapered to
a wicked point. It shimmered with an almost internal luminescence, a subtle, ethereal
glow that cut through the darkness of the fjord.

This was no ordinary artifact. It hummed with a low, vibrational frequency that
resonated through her very bones, a sensation she couldn't dismiss as imagination.
Carefully, Ingrid extended a gloved hand, her fingers trembling slightly. She knew
better than to touch without proper assessment, without documenting everything. But
an irresistible pull, a strange sense of necessity, guided her. It was as if the object was
calling to her, a siren song from the deep.

Her fingertips brushed the smooth, cold surface of the obsidian-like object. Instantly, a
jolt, not of electricity but of pure, raw energy, surged through her. A blinding flash of
silver-blue light erupted from the disc, momentarily stunning her. The light wasn't
harsh, but brilliant, encompassing, and as it faded, the intricate patterns on the stone
disc pulsed with an eerie, internal glow. The hum intensified, a deep, resonant thrum
that vibrated through the entire fjord, a sound that seemed to awaken the very waters
around her.

Panic flared for a moment, quickly suppressed by her training. She backed away, her
dive lights sweeping frantically over the now-glowing artifact. The obsidian object,
dislodged by the burst of energy, floated gently upwards, tumbling end over end
before settling into her outstretched hand as if drawn there. It was warm to the touch,
impossibly warm for the frigid depths, and pulsed in sync with the stone disc below.
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"Ingrid! What was that light?" Lars’s voice was sharp with alarm through her comms.
"Sonar's going wild down here! We're seeing massive energy spikes!"

“l... I don't know, Lars," she stammered, her voice breathless. "l touched it. Something
happened." She held up the obsidian object, its dark surface now alive with swirling,
faint blue light. "I have something."

A sudden, violent tremor rocked the seabed. Not a distant earthquake, but a localized,
powerful vibration that sent plumes of silt billowing upwards, obscuring the colossal
disc. Ingrid was thrown sideways, buffeted by the unexpected surge. Her regulator felt
choked with the sudden ingress of sediment. She fought for control, her training
kicking in, but the sheer force of the disturbance was overwhelming.

"Ingrid! Get out of there! Now!" Lars’s voice was frantic. "The readings are off the
charts! We're seeing... we're seeing waves propagating from your position, heading
towards the coast! Get clear!"

The water around her began to churn, not just from the silt, but from an unseen force
beneath the seabed. Currents, impossibly strong, dragged at her, threatening to rip
the equipment from her grasp. She clutched the obsidian object instinctively, its
warmth a bizarre anchor in the chaos. The glowing patterns on the great stone disc
below her seemed to intensify, pulsing with a vengeful fury. This wasn't just an
artifact; it was an awakening.

She began her ascent, kicking hard against the powerful currents, the obsidian object
still clutched tightly in her hand. The glow from the submerged disc was still visible
below, a malevolent eye opening in the darkness. As she broke the surface, gasping
for air, the fjord was no longer the tranquil mirror she had left. Waves, unusually large
and agitated, slapped against the Fjordblikk, which was already pulling away, Lars
shouting instructions into his radio. The sky, once clear, was beginning to darken,
angry clouds gathering over the mountain peaks.

The air itself felt charged, electric. As she was hauled aboard, stripping off her mask
and taking deep, ragged breaths, she looked back at the roiling water where she had
just been. A strange, resonant sound, like the distant roar of a massive beast, echoed
from the depths. It was a sound that settled deep in her bones, a primal warning. The
tranquil fjord had given up its secret, and in doing so, had unleashed something
ancient, something hungry. The world, Ingrid realized with a chilling certainty, was
about to change.
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