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CHAPTER 1

THE FILES HIS FATHER LEFT BEHIND
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The storm arrived just after midnight.

Rain hammered against the roof of Eli Morrow’s cabin, while distant thunder rolled through the mountains, like something ancient waking beneath the earth. 

The wind rattled the windows hard enough to make the old wooden walls creak, but Eli barely noticed anymore.

He had grown used to storms.

Silence bothered him more.

The cabin sat alone near the edge of the forest, miles from the nearest town. 

Most people avoided this part of Alaska during winter. 

Eli preferred it that way. Isolation made it easier to think.

Easier to hide.

A dim desk lamp illuminated the clutter spread across the table in front of him—old photographs, government documents, cassette tapes, yellowed newspaper clippings, and dozens of handwritten notes connected by red marker lines across a large map, pinned to the wall.

Every piece pointed back to the same thing.

Project Prometheus.

Eli rubbed his tired eyes and leaned back in his chair. 

He hadn’t slept properly in days. 

Maybe weeks. 

Time blurred together lately. 

Ever since the package arrived.

His father had disappeared fourteen years ago.

No body.
No funeral.
No answers.
Just silence.

Officially, Dr. Samuel Morrow had died during a classified research accident connected to a government defense project. 

That was the story Eli had been told his entire life.

But the files on the desk told a very different story.

His father had been terrified before he vanished.

Eli picked up one of the cassette tapes carefully. 

A faded handwritten label stretched across the front:

PROMETHEUS – SESSION 18

DO NOT TRUST THEM

The tape recorder beside him clicked softly as he pushed the cassette inside.

Static crackled through the speakers.

For several seconds, only interference filled the cabin. Then finally—

his father’s voice emerged weakly through the distortion.

“If anyone finds these recordings... listen carefully.”

Eli froze.

Even after all these years, hearing his father’s voice still unsettled him.

The recording continued.

“They lied to us about the experiments. Prometheus was never about national security. It was never about advancing science.”

A burst of static interrupted the tape briefly.

Then:

“They’re trying to manipulate time itself.”

Eli’s grip tightened around the edge of the desk.

Outside, lightning flashed violently through the windows.

His father sounded exhausted on the tape. Afraid.

“We opened something we were never supposed to touch.”

The audio crackled again.

“There are people inside the program who no longer act human.”

Eli frowned.

That line had bothered him for days.

No longer act human.

At first, he assumed stress or paranoia. 

His father had spent years working inside classified underground facilities. 

Isolation could destroy people mentally.

But the deeper Eli dug into Project Prometheus, the less paranoia it seemed.

People connected to the project disappeared constantly.

Scientists.
Military personnel.
Researchers.
Entire records erased overnight.

Even stranger were the photographs.

Eli reached for one sitting near the edge of the desk.

A black-and-white image taken sometime during the 1980s.

Five men standing outside a massive steel facility partially buried in snow somewhere in Antarctica.

One of them was his father.

Another had his face scratched out completely.

On the back of the photo, his father had written only three words:

THEY ARE WATCHING

Thunder shook the cabin again.

Eli stood and crossed toward the window, staring out into the storm-dark forest. 

Trees swayed violently beneath the rain, while fog rolled between them in shifting waves.

Something about tonight felt wrong.

For the past week, he’d noticed strange things around the property.

Footprints near the cabin.
Lights moving between trees at night.
Static interfering with his radio equipment.
Once—

he could have sworn someone was standing near the woods watching him.

But every time he grabbed a flashlight, nothing was there.

Maybe exhaustion was finally getting to him.

Eli exhaled slowly and turned back toward the desk.

The tape recorder hissed again.

His father’s voice lowered almost to a whisper.

“If Eli ever hears this... you need to leave before they find you.”

Eli stopped cold.

The storm outside suddenly felt much louder.

The tape crackled violently.

“They’ll come for you eventually. You were part of the project too.”

Eli stared at the recorder.

“What?”

His pulse quickened instantly.

Static swallowed part of the recording before his father’s voice returned.

“They started experimenting on the children after Phase Three failed. Memory manipulation. Cognitive restructuring. Behavioral conditioning—”

The tape abruptly distorted.

Then cut off completely.

Silence filled the cabin.

Eli’s heartbeat thundered in his ears.

Children?

Experimenting?

His father never mentioned any of this before.

A sharp knock suddenly echoed at the cabin door.

Eli froze instantly.

Three knocks.

Slow.
Heavy.
Not friendly.

The storm raged outside as another knock followed.

Eli instinctively reached beneath the desk and pulled out the handgun he kept hidden there.

Nobody should have been out here this late.

Another flash of lightning illuminated the cabin windows.

And for a split second—

Eli saw a tall figure standing outside in the rain.
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CHAPTER 2

THE WOMAN IN THE STORM
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The figure didn’t move.

Rain poured across the cabin windows in violent sheets, while thunder rolled through the mountains, shaking the glass hard enough to rattle the frames. 

Eli stood frozen near the desk, the handgun tight in his grip as he stared toward the silhouette outside.

Tall.
Still.
Watching.
Another flash of lightning illuminated the forest.

This time he saw her clearly.

A woman.

Dark coat soaked from the rain. Long black hair clinging to her shoulders. 

Pale skin. And eyes— green.

Sharp enough to cut through the storm itself.

Another knock echoed through the cabin door.

Three slow knocks.

Eli’s pulse hammered harder.

Nobody knew he lived here.

Nobody except—

No.

He pushed the thought away immediately.

His father was gone.

Dead or disappeared.

Either way, nobody connected to Project Prometheus should have been able to find him.

The woman’s voice suddenly carried through the storm.

“Eli.”

His blood ran cold instantly.

She knew his name.

Eli raised the handgun higher.

“Who are you?”

For a moment, only rain answered.

Then:

“If I wanted to hurt you, you’d already be dead.”

Not exactly comforting.

Eli moved cautiously toward the door without lowering the weapon. 

Every instinct screamed at him not to open it.

But another part of him—

the part buried beneath years of questions—

needed answers.

The storm intensified outside as he unlocked the door slowly.

The woman stood beneath the porch light, rainwater dripping from her coat, while fog curled around the dark forest behind her. 

Up close, she looked older than he first thought. 

Maybe early thirties. Calm. Controlled.

But her eyes unsettled him most.

Not because of their color.

Because of how familiar they seemed.

The woman glanced briefly at the handgun in his hand.

“You won’t need that.”

“That depends on why you’re here.”

Her gaze shifted past him toward the desk inside the cabin.

Toward the files.

The cassette tapes.

The photographs.

“I see you found your father’s recordings.”

Eli’s grip tightened instantly.

“Who are you?”

A pause.

Then quietly:

“My name is Lena.”

The name meant nothing to him.

Or at least it should have.

Something stirred faintly at the back of his mind anyway. 

A strange flicker of recognition he couldn’t explain.

Lena looked exhausted beneath the storm light, but not frightened.

Like someone who had been running for a very long time.

“They’re already looking for you,” she said.

Eli frowned.

“Who?”

Instead of answering immediately, Lena slowly reached into her coat pocket.

Eli instantly aimed the handgun directly at her chest.

“Easy.”

She stopped.

Then carefully pulled out a photograph.

Old.
Worn.
Folded at the edges.
She handed it toward him slowly.

Eli hesitated before taking it.

The moment he looked down—

his stomach tightened.

It was another Antarctica photograph.

The same underground facility from his father’s files.

But this picture showed more.

Several scientists standing near a steel doorway covered in warning symbols.

His father stood
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