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Prologue
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The air in the laboratory was thick with the scent of ozone and a strange, metallic tang. A single bare bulb cast long, flickering shadows across the cluttered workbench, illuminating a scene that was both breathtaking and unsettling. At its center stood Dr. Wilhelm Von Hessler, a man who embodied the paradox of brilliance and darkness. His face, etched with the lines of sleepless nights and a mind consumed by scientific obsession, held a haunting intensity.

His eyes, a piercing blue that seemed to see through to the very core of things, radiated an unsettling mix of intellect and ruthlessness.

He was the architect of the unthinkable, the man who had dared to harness the might of the atom, not for the betterment of humanity, but for the twisted ambitions of a dying Reich. His creation, the prototype atomic bomb, lay before him, a gleaming, spherical monstrosity that pulsed with an ominous energy. It was a testament to his genius, a monument to his moral bankruptcy.

Hessler’s story began not with the horrors of war but with the seductive allure of scientific discovery. Born into a family of scholars, his life was a relentless pursuit of knowledge, a quest to unlock the secrets of the universe. His past work, focusing on nuclear physics, had garnered him acclaim and recognition, placing him among the elite of scientific minds. But it was his brilliance that drew him into the dark heart of Nazi Germany.

His talents were recognized by the Reich, and he was quickly recruited to work on a secret project, one that promised to revolutionize warfare and secure Germany’s dominance. He was tasked with developing a weapon of unparalleled destructive power, a weapon that would change the face of history forever. He embraced the challenge, his mind consumed by the ambition to create a weapon that would be both terrifying and awe-inspiring.

Hessler believed in the promise of Nazi ideology, its vision of a new world order built on racial purity and Aryan supremacy. He saw his work as a contribution to the greater good, a way to secure Germany’s future as the dominant power in a new, racially cleansed world. His scientific curiosity became intertwined with his political convictions, a dangerous cocktail of ambition and dogma.

He spent years locked away in secret laboratories, surrounded by teams of dedicated scientists, all driven by the same twisted dream. They worked tirelessly, fueled by a potent blend of scientific fervor and unwavering loyalty to the regime. They were a team of intellectual giants, but their minds were clouded by the insidious ideology that had gripped Germany.

The lab was a constant hum of activity, a cacophony of clanking machinery, sputtering generators, and the hushed whispers of scientists lost in their calculations. Hessler, always at the center of it all, poured his heart and soul into the project, his obsession growing with each passing day. He worked with single-minded focus, his mind a whirlwind of complex equations and ambitious designs.

He experimented with radioactive elements, pushing the boundaries of scientific knowledge, and venturing into uncharted territory. He faced setbacks, dead ends and the possibility of failure, but he never faltered. His determination was fueled by the belief that he was destined to make history, to create a weapon that would reshape the world.

As the war raged on, Hessler’s creation took shape, a tangible manifestation of his obsessive ambition. The atomic bomb, a marvel of scientific ingenuity and terrifying potential, emerged from his lab. It was an instrument that could wipe out entire cities, a force of destruction that could reshape the very fabric of the world.

Hessler’s creation, the product of his relentless pursuit of knowledge and the seductive promise of Nazi ideology, became a symbol of the war’s horrors. He had created a weapon that would leave a permanent stain on history, a weapon that would forever be associated with his name.

But as the Nazi Reich crumbled, Hessler’s world came crashing down around him. The vision of an Aryan utopia faded into the dust of defeat. His scientific brilliance, once celebrated, was now reviled, his name a synonym for the horrors of war.

He had become a fugitive, a hunted man, forced to flee the consequences of his actions. He was driven by a desperate hope that he might find redemption, a chance to escape the darkness that consumed him. But the shadows of the past clung to him, a reminder of the legacy he had created.

Hessler’s story became a cautionary tale, a reminder of the potential dangers of scientific ambition when unchecked by ethical considerations. His genius, once a beacon of hope, was now a warning of the destructive power of unchecked ambition and the dark side of human nature. The echoes of his creation, the devastating legacy of the atomic bomb, would continue to reverberate through history, a reminder of the price of scientific progress when it is twisted by ideology and ambition.

As the war turned badly for Germany and most of Hitler’s bunker sites became susceptible to attack from the skies, Hessler’s team was moved to an unfinished series of tunnels where he could work undisturbed.

Deep beneath the Owl Mountains of Lower Silesia where Poland now stands, lies the most notorious of Hitler’s subterranean ambitions—Projekt Riese. Massive tunnels bore through ancient gneiss rock, their rough-hewn walls still bearing the chisel marks of emaciated prisoners who carved them by hand.

The complex sprawls beneath Książ Castle, its seven underground chambers connected by corridors large enough for rail cars, their ceilings dripping with condensation that pools on the cold stone floors. Here, under Albert Speer’s direction beginning in 1943, thousands of concentration camp prisoners labored until their bodies failed them, creating what was the Führer’s impregnable fortress, a hidden factory for weapons of unimaginable destruction, and the cradle of Germany’s nuclear aspirations.

While uranium enrichment occurred primarily at Oranienburg’s red-brick facilities near Berlin, and Heisenberg’s theoretical work unfolded in Leipzig’s academic halls, these mountain chambers—with their constant temperature and protection from Allied bombs—had been the intended sanctuary for Germany’s most forbidden research as the Reich crumbled and the skies above the Fatherland filled with enemy aircraft.

Inside the clandestine laboratory, deep within the bowels of the Owl Mountains, a group of men toiled relentlessly, their faces illuminated by the sickly glow of flickering lamps. The year was 1945, and the world was on the brink of chaos. The Nazi war machine, fueled by a warped ideology and a hunger for power, was in its final throes.

Hessler’s motivations went beyond the immediate need for a decisive war-winning weapon. He saw this project as proof of the strength of the Nazi ideology, a demonstration of their scientific prowess, and a symbol of their unshakeable determination. He envisioned a world dominated by the Nazi Reich; their dominance secured by this new weapon.

He believed this weapon could guarantee the Reich’s enduring legacy. He envisioned a world where Germany, wielding this atomic might, would become the undisputed ruler, a world reshaped in its image. He saw this project as the culmination of years of research, a tangible embodiment of Nazi ambition, a monument to their unwavering belief in racial supremacy.

He wasn’t alone in his ambition. Hessler’s work was closely watched by the highest echelons of the Nazi party, including Heinrich Himmler, the head of the SS, who saw the potential of this weapon not only to win the war but to secure the future of their ideology. They saw it as a tool for subjugating the world, a weapon that would grant them total control and reshape the world according to their warped vision.

The whispers of this secret project, hidden within the Nazi war machine, reached the ears of those outside the Reich. The Allies, too, understood the potential of atomic energy, and they were working on their own weapons. A desperate race against time had begun, each side vying for a weapon with the power to rewrite the future.

Within this web of ambition and desperation, a sinister plan was brewing. The Nazi leadership, fueled by a desperate desire to secure their legacy, had envisioned a final, audacious act. The atomic bomb was to be delivered to the heart of America, the symbol of their enemies’ power, a terrifying message to the world of their unwavering dominance. The chosen vessel for this treacherous mission was a submarine, U-887, a formidable machine built for silent underwater warfare.

The future of the world hung precariously in the balance. The Nazi Reich was about to collapse, its armies shattered, its leaders fleeing, but it still held the power to unleash devastation on an unimaginable scale. 

The world was about to learn the truth that would shatter its sense of security and redefine its understanding of history. The race against time was on, and the world teetered on the brink of destruction.
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Present Day

The sky above New York City was a tapestry of angry hues–a furious ballet of lightning that slashed through the inky blackness. The storm was unlike any Sarah Carter, a seasoned FBI agent, had ever witnessed. The air crackled with a primal energy; the wind howling like a banshee, tearing at the steel and glass canyons of the city. Sarah, perched on the couch in her apartment, watched the tempest unfold, a sense of unease settling in her gut. It wasn’t just the storm’s ferocity; it was something else, something she couldn’t quite place.

The storm lasted for hours, a maelstrom of wind and water that left a trail of destruction in its wake. The size of the storm was incredible, something scientists had never seen before. It covered a significant portion of the northeastern United States, but it also encompassed an area that stretched a thousand miles into the North Atlantic. But it was the lightning that gave people pause. The amount and intensity were terrifying and something that scientists would talk about for weeks to come. The city’s power grid faltered, plunging the city into darkness. The relentless rain hammered the streets, turning them into raging rivers. Sarah, huddled in her apartment, watched the chaos unfold outside, a grim determination settling in her eyes. There was something about this storm, something that seemed different, almost... alien.

As the first light of dawn broke through the storm clouds, revealing a city still reeling from the night’s fury, Sarah experienced a growing sense of unease. She had been an FBI agent for years, her instincts honed by countless cases, and she sensed that something was wrong, deeply wrong. The reports that started filtering in confirmed her suspicions. There were sightings of debris washed ashore, pieces of metal and wood that didn’t belong in the harbor. The internet was full of conspiracies about the origin of the strange storm, about the strange sounds, and about an unknown evil released from the depths of the sea.

The air hung heavy with the stench of salt and decaying wood, a grim reminder of the storm’s fury. The waves, still churning with restless energy, spat debris onto the shore, remnants of a world shattered by the tempest. Sarah Carter, her FBI badge a beacon of authority against the backdrop of chaos, surveyed the scene. A sense of unease settled over her like a cold fog.

This storm, unlike any she had ever witnessed, had a different feel to it, an ancient power that resonated deep within her bones. The reports were coming in, whispers of a vessel, unknown and ominous, emerging from the depths. She dismissed them initially, attributing them to the storm’s hysteria, but something gnawed at her, a persistent whisper in the back of her mind.

Sarah’s mind was racing, piecing together the scattered fragments of information, her gut telling her that this storm was not just a natural phenomenon. Something ancient, something dark, had been awakened from the depths. She knew in her heart that this was just the beginning.

The day after the storm, a call came into the New York field office of the FBI. The caller had left a message with the switchboard operator, and he called himself Captain James Monroe. He said he was a retired naval officer, a man who had been haunted by a past that refused to let go. His voice was raspy with age and urgency.

His words were laced with the tremor of a man whose past had returned to haunt him. “You need to listen to me. The storm...it woke something up. Something from the depths. A nightmare from the past. The U-887.”

The message had been passed on to Paul Sturgis, the special agent in charge of the New York field office. Paul was a twenty-five-year veteran of the FBI. He was overweight with thinning gray hair and was clean-shaven, the way agents had been back in the good old days under J. Edgar Hoover. He had a perpetual scowl and hadn’t been in the field for years. He read the note and was about to toss it in the trash when a shiver ran up his spine. He wasn’t sure why he felt as he did, but he opted to have someone examine the note. He stood and opened his office door.

“Carter,” he yelled into the bullpen area. “My office, please.”

Sarah Carter stepped into his office. She was of average height and had a splendid physique from her daily running routine. She had long blond hair pulled back into a French braid and wore a dark blue skirt suit with a white blouse. Her face was unblemished, but her eyes showed the years of stress that came with her job. 

Paul handed her the note as he stepped around his desk and sat. “What do you make of that?” he asked.

Sarah read the note, and her heart hammered against her ribs as she recognized the number written there. Sarah was a history buff, and she spent her spare time looking into World War II-era disappearances, especially naval vessels. U-887 was a Nazi submarine that had disappeared during the final throes of World War II. It was a ghost story, a legend whispered among veterans, of a vessel that had vanished without a trace, swallowed by the ocean’s depths. A Submarine that supposedly carried a Nazi superweapon.

Sarah looked up from the note. “U-887 disappeared in a storm on its way to the United States. Supposedly, it carried a secret doomsday weapon developed by the Nazis that would change the course of history. What do you want me to do with this?” she asked, holding up the note.

Paul smiled. “The guy is probably a lonely old vet looking for someone to talk to. Since he left his number, why don’t you call him and see what this is all about? Don’t spend a lot of time on it.”

Sarah nodded and stepped out of the office, closing the door behind her. She looked at the note, and a strange feeling coursed through her body. She shook it off and walked back to her cubicle. She set the note next to her keyboard and went back to typing the report on her most recent investigation, but she couldn’t shake the weird feeling. She stopped typing, picked up the note, and dialed the number. 

“Captain Monroe, this is Special Agent Sarah Carter with the FBI. You called our office last night with a cryptic message, and I’ve been asked to follow up with you if you have a minute.” Sarah’s voice was steady, despite the uneasy feeling that had overtaken her. “Can you tell me a little more about your information?”

“I saw it go down,” he said, his voice laced with a pain that transcended the years. “I was on the USS Eldridge, a destroyer escort. We were on patrol in the North Atlantic, southeast of Greenland, when we spotted it. A German sub running on the surface, just a few hundred yards away. We headed towards her and opened fire. She was hit several times and listed to one side. They were in a desperate situation. They launched a torpedo, a monster of a thing, something our military had speculated about but had no proof. One of the many superweapons it was reported that the Nazis were developing. We lost a lot of men that day.” Sarah could hear the sadness in his voice even after all this time had passed.

“What makes you think U-887 is connected to the storm last night?” asked Sarah.

“Because of the other storm, the storm that night,” he said. “It was no ordinary submarine, Agent Carter,” he whispered. “We had heard that Hitler was building a fleet of special submarines that had technology well beyond their capabilities and that carried several secret weapons. One of those secret weapons might have been responsible for the storm that night.”

“Sir, can you please explain about the other storm? You’re talking about the storm last night?”

“No, Agent Carter. That night, the sub sank. The official story is not the true story.” 

Sarah waited.

“The night the sub sank, sure, we hit her several times, but that’s not what sent her to the bottom. A storm came out of nowhere. A strange electrical storm with lightning, the likes of which we’d never seen before. A storm that was never on our radar until it was suddenly upon us. The sky lit up, the sea rose, and the storm seemed to last for hours. The air was filled with static, and strange green clouds shrouded the area around the sub. When it finally subsided, the sub was gone. We knew it couldn’t go far since we had punched a hole in the conning tower, but she was just gone. We searched the area for several hours but found no sign of her, and the captain put a note in the logbook that we had sunk her. Maybe we did, maybe we didn’t, or maybe the storm took her. Anyway, we felt secure in knowing that we had sent the Hammer of God to the bottom of the North Atlantic.”

An icy hand of dread gripped Sarah’s heart. Sarah had read about the Hammer of God, but it was all speculation and conjecture.

“What can you tell me about this Hammer of God?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“They were working on something in those last days of the war,” Captain Monroe said, his voice strained. “They wanted to change the world, rewrite history. They built something terrible, something beyond comprehension. Something that could destroy everything. Rumor was that Hitler had developed an atomic bomb.”

“Are you suggesting that the submarine carried an atomic bomb on board?” asked Sarah.

“Who’s to say,” said Captain Monroe.

“But what does the submarine have to do with the storm last night?” she asked a second time.

“It’s... it’s not gone. I saw it, Agent Carter, in a vision. A vision that came during the storm. A ghost ship, rising from the depths, resurrected by the energy of the same strange storm that had sunk it so many years ago. It’s heading towards... towards New York. And it’s carrying the Hammer of God.”

“And you believe it might have surfaced after all these years?” Sarah asked, her voice tight with disbelief and a burgeoning fear.

The line went dead, and Captain Monroe was gone. She redialed the number, and a message told her that the number she had called was not a valid number and to please check the number and dial again. She sat back in her chair and looked at the phone. “How could that be?” she asked. “I was just talking to him.”

Sarah was frozen, her mind reeling from the strange conversation. U-887, a forgotten vessel, a time capsule from a dark past, carrying a devastatingly powerful weapon. And it was awake. The storm had awakened it, and it was coming for New York City.

The storm that had battered the city was more than just a natural disaster; it was a wake up call, a harbinger of a chilling truth that lay buried beneath the waves. The shadows of the past had returned, their claws reaching for the present, their thirst for vengeance burning brighter than ever. Sarah, her mind ablaze with the terrifying weight of Captain Monroe’s words. If any of his words were true, then the city was in danger, and she had to stop the ghost of the past from unleashing its fury upon the unsuspecting world.
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Chapter Two
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Present Day

The phone rang, its shrill tone piercing the quiet of Sarah’s apartment. She glanced at the caller ID–a familiar number and name. Someone who might shed some light on the conversation she had with Captain Monroe. Admiral William Hawthorne, a retired naval officer, was a legend in the maritime world, known for his daring exploits during Korea and Vietnam and his unwavering courage in battle. 

Sarah picked up her phone, her voice steady despite the sudden unease. “Good evening, Admiral.”

“Evening, Sarah,” the voice said, each word laced with a weariness that sent a prickle up Sarah’s spine. She had known the admiral forever. He was a dear friend of her late father. They had served together in sea battles all over the world. The thought made her sad as she realized how old the admiral was.

“Thanks for calling me back, Admiral. From the message I left, you must be thinking that I’m heading over the edge and losing what’s left of my sanity.”

“Quite the contrary, Sarah. This notion of a submarine resurrected from the ocean after eighty years has piqued an old man’s interest. This isn’t about an old war story. It’s about something that’s coming back to haunt us.”

A sense of foreboding washed over Sarah. She knew Hawthorne’s reputation; he wasn’t given to exaggeration. “Tell me what you know, Admiral,” she urged, her tone now laced with professional curiosity.

“First off, I have no idea who you spoke with earlier today, but it was not Captain James Monroe,” Hawthorne said, his voice barely audible over the static that seemed to have crept into the line.

“Someone must be pulling your leg.”

“How so?” asked Sarah.

There was a moment’s hesitation. “Captain James Monroe is dead and has been for a long time. He died the day they encountered U-887. He was killed when the torpedo she fired detonated under the bridge. He was thrown overboard with about a dozen men and disappeared into the froth. Jim Monroe was the captain. He was a brave and experienced officer.”

“How do you know what happened?” asked Sarah.

“My father was a commander and the executive officer on the Eldridge. He acted that day as the weapons officer and was directing the fire aimed at the sub from a position away from the bridge or he would have been killed that day as well.”

Sarah’s head was spinning. She wondered who she had spoken to when a shiver ran down the length of her spine. No way, she thought to herself. She shook her head to get rid of the crazy thought.  

“The Nazi sub, U-887, was unmistakable. She was an experimental sub and the only one Hitler could build before the surrender. She was larger than anything he had built before, and was loaded with experimental weapons and technology, some so advanced, we’re still wondering how the Nazi scientists came up with some of the stuff they were experimenting with. She was painted black and looked like nothing else the German navy had. With its strange angles, it was designed for stealth. My father saw her go down with his own eyes. They put so many holes in her that there’s no way she survived. They sank her, and any talk of resurrection, well, that’s pure science fiction.”

“What about the cargo, Admiral? Did the sub carry an atomic bomb?” Sarah pressed, her mind racing as she recalled the stories about the sub, the rumors of its secret mission, and the cargo it was carrying.

Hawthorne’s voice grew weaker, filled with something Sarah had never heard in the admiral’s voice—a tremor of fear. “We have no idea, Sarah. The story went around that Hitler had made an atomic bomb, yet it was never verified, and our forces found no proof of its existence. Could it have been on a sub? Sure, why not? But it doesn’t matter. It’s... It’s gone. One minute it was there; the next it was gone, heading for the bottom. It’s not heading towards New York. Take some advice from an old man who loves you like a daughter. Leave this alone, Sarah, and forget you ever heard about U-887. It will not be good for your career.”

The phone went silent, her heart pounding in her chest. Was it possible? Could a submarine that had been lost for decades, presumed to be resting on the ocean floor, reappear? It seemed impossible; a fever dream spun from the swirling mists of wartime lore. Hawthorne’s voice, tinged with a chilling certainty, resonated in her ears. He was trying to protect her, to warn her off, but from what?

“Sarah,” said the admiral. “I need to go. Please take my words seriously.” The call disconnected. Sarah gazed at the phone in her hand. The admiral had never hung up on her before. She didn’t understand what was happening.

She clicked off. She had heard the admiral’s words, and she wondered what would make him sound that fearful. The words “ghost ship” were echoing in her mind. U-887. What secrets did that vessel hold? Sarah noted an icy knot of fear tightening in her gut. It was one thing to think about invisible ghosts, but another to have them rise from their graves and walk among the living.

She reached for her laptop, the familiar rhythm of the keys a soothing counterpoint to the gnawing unease that had settled in her. It was time to dig, to unearth the truth about U-887, to uncover the secrets that had remained buried beneath the waves for over seventy years. Sarah knew with certainty that this wasn’t just a historical mystery. It could be a ticking time bomb, waiting to detonate with catastrophic consequences. What worried her was not the resurrection of a ghost ship, which was science fiction, but a terrorist organization that found out about the special cargo the sub was carrying and was trying to retrieve the cargo. That was truly scary and more believable than a resurrected sub.

Her investigation led her through a labyrinth of forgotten archives, declassified documents, and cryptic wartime records. U-887 was a shadow, a phantom ship that had disappeared into the annals of history, leaving behind whispers and rumors that refused to die.

She delved into the archives, her fingers tracing the pages of forgotten reports, piecing together a picture of the submarine’s final mission. It was a harrowing story, a desperate gamble by a dying regime, an attempt to rewrite the course of history with a weapon of mass destruction.

The mission would have been fraught with danger, the submarine a sitting duck in the vast expanse of the Atlantic, its course known to the Allied forces. They would have been tracked, pursued, and hunted, but they would have evaded their pursuers, except for one lone ship, only to encounter a storm of unprecedented ferocity. The shells from the ship and the storm had ripped through their vessel, tossing them about like a toy in a tempest, sending them spiraling to the depths.

The crew, their journey, their dreams and their ambitions had been abruptly halted, swallowed by the unforgiving ocean. The sub, along with its crew, had vanished, presumed lost at sea.

The memories, raw and vivid, played out in her mind like a flickering film, each frame a haunting echo of the horrors that had unfolded on that fateful day. She saw the frantic faces of the crew, their eyes filled with desperate hope, a last-ditch effort to achieve their impossible goal. She saw the raging storm, its fury unleashed upon the unsuspecting sub, its violent dancing a deadly ballet of wind and waves.

The ocean holds secrets buried deep beneath the waves, forgotten by time. But every so often, the currents shift, the depths stir, and what was lost is found again.

She delved deeper into the data, following a trail of breadcrumbs that led her through the labyrinth of the modern-day Nazi organization, its roots spreading deeper than she had ever imagined. It was a tangled web of influence, woven through politics, finance, and even the very fabric of American society. They were everywhere, lurking in the shadows, their insidious tendrils reaching into the heart of government, corporations, and even within her own agency.

The realization hit her like a physical blow. This wasn’t just about a sunken sub or a weapon of the past. It was about a modern-day conspiracy of epic proportions, a sinister agenda that threatened to unravel the very foundations of the world.

As she pieced together the fragments of information, she was overwhelmed by a sense of dread, a chilling understanding of the scale of the threat. The Nazi sub wasn’t just a weapon; it was a symbol, a legacy of hate, of the evil that could lie dormant, waiting for the perfect time to resurface.

Her mind raced with questions, but the answers remained elusive. Who were they, these modern-day zealots, so devoted to the ideology of a forgotten time? What was their goal, and how did they intend to achieve it? And what role did the sub play in their twisted scheme?

A cold shiver run down her spine, the gravity of the mission pressing down on her. She had been a soldier in the war against terrorism, but this was different. This was a war against a different enemy, an enemy rooted in history that would not go away, an enemy that had resurfaced with a vengeance.

The lingering effects of the sub’s mission, the whispers of its deadly cargo, resonated in her mind. The atomic bomb, a weapon that could obliterate an entire city, had been frozen in time, waiting for its moment to unleash its destructive power.

Sarah knew she needed to respond, but the enormity of the task overwhelmed her. How could she, one woman against an entire organization, stop a potential weapon of mass destruction from falling into the wrong hands?

The answer, she knew, lay in understanding the enemy, in uncovering the secrets that lurked beneath the surface. She was compelled to unravel the intricate web of conspiracies and to trace the threads of their plan back to its source. Then, could she hope to dismantle the threat?

She closed her eyes. The image of the crew burned into her mind. They were a reminder that the past was never truly gone, that its shadows could resurface, darker and more dangerous than ever before.

Sarah took a deep breath, a surge of determination coursing through her veins. She was not alone. She had allies, people who would believe her, people who would be ready to fight. Together, they would stop the legacy of hate from unfolding.

She sat at her desk, the low hum of the air conditioner a constant in the otherwise silent room. The storm had passed, leaving behind a trail of destruction that mirrored the chaos swirling within her. The images of the storm’s wrath, the uprooted trees, the shattered windows, the relentless pounding of the rain, were etched into her mind. She had seen the storm’s destructive power firsthand, saw its raw fury as it lashed against her apartment building. But it was the storm’s aftermath that truly haunted her.

Sarah had spent countless hours poring over the records, piecing together the fragmented history of the U-boat. Her findings were disturbing. The sub had been lost in a storm eerily like the one that had just ravaged the city. A storm had sent the sub, with its crew and its lethal payload, plummeting into the abyss. But had the storm awakened them? Was that even possible?
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Chapter Three
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Present Day

Sarah woke with a start and sat up in her bed, trying to figure out where she was. The nightmare had been so real. A resurrected Nazi sub and an atomic bomb. She had fallen asleep after hours of research. The sound of a gentle rain beyond her bedroom window heralded a new day as the first light of morning crept through the slats of the window blinds. Her bed and nightshirt felt wet, and drops of sweat fell from her hair. The nightmare had transported her to the sub she had been researching until the wee hours of the morning, and she felt as if she were part of the crew.

She had sensed the ocean’s cold, relentless power as the sub was consumed by the depths, its fate sealed by the frigid waters, waiting for the day it would rise again.

The morning sunlight bore an ominous message: the darkness was resurfacing, its long shadow cast over a world ill-prepared for its comeback.

She slid out of bed, stripped off her nightshirt, entered the bathroom, and stepped into the shower. The hot water washed away what remained of the nightmare. As the water cascaded over her body, she wondered if everything she had read the night before had been real, or if she had lived through some strange nightmare. She was a sensible woman, educated at one of the finest schools on the East Coast, and her record at the FBI was stellar. There was no way a sunken Nazi sub could resurrect itself eighty years after it was sunk and attempt to wreak havoc on the City of New York. In the light of a new day, she knew the whole idea made little sense. Nazi subs, reanimation, atomic bombs. There was no way any of that was real, she thought as she toweled herself dry and slid into her suit. But the nagging feeling wouldn’t go away. What if it were real? 

***
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Sarah sat in her cubicle at the FBI's New York field office and stared out the window. The wind had picked up as she headed to the office and whipped the rain against the glass. Lightning illuminated the cityscape in fleeting bursts, turning the familiar streets into a canvas of shadows and light. Compared with the storm the other night, this was nothing.

Her phone chimed, snapping her out of her reverie. It was a text message from an old school friend, David Thompson. “Sarah, check your email. I think I found what you are looking for.”

David had lived two doors down from her in Asbury Park, New Jersey, and they had been friends since kindergarten. He now lived with his family in Massachusetts and is an oceanographer with the prestigious Woods Hole Institute. Sarah had forgotten that she had sent him a sleep-deprived email during the early hours of the morning and had asked him to check on something for her.

She had recalled a case she had worked on years ago, a mundane investigation into a maritime accident. A small fishing boat suspected of being loaded with drugs had vanished without a trace, and the authorities had dismissed it as a freak accident. But Sarah, driven by her intuition, had unearthed a detail that had been missed; a faint sonar image, buried deep within the files, showing the boat lying on the bottom in a hundred feet of water. The recovery effort prevented a vast supply of narcotics from entering the United States. She had wondered if there were any sonar images of the area where the sub sank. 

The text made her heart skip a beat. David wasn’t one for sensationalism, and nothing in his text showed any sense of urgency. She hadn’t told him why she was looking for the information, but she knew if there was anything there, he would be all over it. She opened her email, found the files he had sent and clicked on the first one. The image was blurry, but she didn’t expect much from an eighty-year-old sonar image. She scanned the image and then enlarged it so she could move around it. The image blurred even more.

She knew from her research the night before that the navy had searched the area for several hours running sonar sweeps, but they determined nothing was left since there was little to be seen in the images. She scanned the images of the search area and marked several anomalies. Most were likely rock outcroppings or something similar, but she kept looking.

She opened the second file. David had told her a year ago about an underwater mapping project he was involved with in the North Atlantic. She clicked on the first image and began her review. She compared the images with the newer set and could see the anomalies more clearly. Sonar imaging had made huge strides since the 1940s. She stopped at the fourth image and leaned into the screen. The outcropping was oblong-shaped and didn’t look like any of the other rocks in the area. Her heart skipped a beat. It had the shape of a submarine, but the detail was still too fuzzy to confirm whether it was a sub or just an odd rock. Sarah noticed a sudden shiver, a sense of recognition that sent goosebumps rippling across her skin. 

She picked up the phone and dialed David’s number. “David, it’s Sarah. I’m sending you one of the images you sent me. Take a look and tell me what you see.”

She hit send, and the email and the image raced across time and space, and she heard the ding as it arrived on David’s computer. 

“Okay. Got it,” said David. “What am I looking at?”

“Look at the anomaly in the lower right-hand corner. That odd oblong-shaped outcropping.”

There was silence on the phone for a minute while David scanned the image

“Okay, Sarah. I see it. What about it?”

“Can you tell if that is a rock outcropping or something else?” she asked.

“At first glance, I’d say it’s rocks. It’s an interesting shape. What are you searching for?”

“David, could that be a submarine?”

David laughed. “I guess it could be. Is the FBI on some kind of treasure hunt?”

“I can’t tell you just yet,” said Sarah. “Is there any way we can get an image of that same area today for comparison?”

“Probably, but you’re seriously not going to tell me what this is about?”

“I’m sorry, David. I’m gonna have to wave the national security flag, but I promise I’ll tell you when I can.”

David laughed again. “National security, huh? Okay, sweetie. We still have a mapping satellite up that way. Let me see if I can re-task it and get you a new image. I’ll call you back.”

Sarah clicked off and perused the image on her monitor. She knew she could count on David to help her without question, but she still hated playing the national security card. She knew David did a lot of work for the government and had a high security clearance, but he would play along if it meant helping her out.

She felt like she was closing in on an answer, but it made her afraid. Afraid that the strange storm the other day had awakened something far more ancient than the echoes of a forgotten
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