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Oceans always reveal their secrets.

I still remember the color of the sky that morning, it was like a bruised gray, the kind that makes the horizon look like it's holding its breath. 

We were drifting along the outer shelf of Antarctica, engines low, nets stowed, just watching the ice drift like slow ghosts. I'd been on the water twenty‑three years, and I thought I'd seen everything the cold could carve.

I was wrong.

It started with what it seemed a shape cutting through the water beside us. It was Smooth, pale. Almost too pale. At first I thought it was a chunk of ice drifting against the current, but then it rolled slow and deliberate, and thats when I saw the eye. Black as a pit with Focused intention. Something Intelligent.

An albino orca.

The crew gathered at the rail, silent. Even the wind seemed to hush. I'd heard the stories of sailors claiming they'd seen the white killers, spirits of the sea, the omens. But never once did I believe them. 

Yet there it was, gliding beside us like it was inspecting our ship. 
It didn't flee.
It didn't fear us.
It led us.

The orca drifted ahead, cutting a path through the broken ice. Something in its movement felt intentional, almost... beckoning. So we followed it. Mainly because curiosity is a sickness among sailors, and none of us were immune to that.

After twenty minutes, we saw them. The polar bears, there was two of them perched on a fractured shelf of ice. They were far from home, pushed south by thinning ice, desperate for food. One was pacing, sniffing the air. The other sat upright, watching the water with uneasy stillness and food.

The albino orca slowed itself and 
Its dorsal fin sliced the surface like a blade and circled.

I felt my stomach tighten. Like i was about to witness mother nature carry out its duties. But orcas don't hunt polar bears. Everyone knows that. 

But this one... this one moved like it had done this before. 

The pacing bear stepped to the edge, sniffing the water. The orca vanished beneath the surface and the sea went still for what it felt like min.

Then - BOOM!

The water exploded upward like a grenade on its surface. The orca launched half its body out of the sea, jaws wide, clamping onto the bear's torso.

The sound... man, that sound. 

The bones cracking like dry branches. The bear didn't even have time to roar. It was yanked under, the water churning red, chunks of fur swirling like torn snow.

The crew cursed, staggered back, some grabbing the rail in complete amazement and shock. I couldn't move. I couldn't blink. I just stared at the water, eyes bulging out waiting for it to settle.

But it didn't.

The second bear stood frozen on its slab of ice, trembling as if it lost its best friend and It backed up, claws scraping. The orca surfaced again, blood dripping from its jaws, and nudged the ice shelf. But not hard, just enough to test it.

The bear whimpered. While the orca backed up, sank beneath the surface, and then rammed the ice from below. The slab cracked and tilted.

The bear scrambled, slipping, claws digging into the thinning edge trying to balance as if it was terrified of the sea. But the orca rose again and this time fully breaching with its massive body arcing out of the water like a pale demon and slammed down onto the ice, shattering it. The bear fell sideways, dangling over the edge.

The orca struck again with precision and precise aim.

One bite.

Right at the skull and I saw the bear's head disappear between those jaws. The body twitched once, then went limp and slid into the water.

The orca shook it like a toy, then dragged it under, leaving only a smear of red across the broken ice and he sea swallowed everything. All there was left was Silence. Red plate of ice right where the bears used ti be.

No one really knew what to say, we witness something magnificent but also very dark. We watched a murder. 

The only sound was the wind scraping across the deck. I felt something cold settle in my chest colder than the Antarctic air. Because the orca didn't eat like an animal starving. It ate like a predator perfecting its craft.

It circled back toward our ship.Slow.
Deliberate.
Watching us and Its eye broke the surface that same black, bottomless eye and for a moment I swear it looked right at me. 

Not through me but At me. 

As if it wanted me to remember. As if it wanted the story told. Then it turned and vanished into the fog, leaving nothing but ripples behind.

We started the engines and left. But every night since, when the ocean is quiet and the sky is bruised gray, I swear I can hear something beneath the waves. Its pulsed calls like a hunter searching the ice for its next mistake.

Before that day Some had said it's just a tale.
A sailor's exaggeration.
A myth. 

But I know better.I saw the White monster.
And it saw me.

The End

"It wanted the story told. You just helped."
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