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This book is a work of speculative fiction. It is not a historical, scientific, religious, political, medical, legal, or factual claim. The story is creatively inspired by fringe mythology, ancient-astronaut legends, underground civilization folklore, and reptilian-beings lore. That source material is treated here only as imaginative inspiration.

Nothing in this novel should be understood as evidence that any non-human species, hidden civilization, alien genetic engineering program, secret government project, spiritual doctrine, or alternative human-origin theory is real. The novel does not ask the reader to believe any conspiracy, reject accepted science, distrust public institutions, or reinterpret any religion as factual alien history.

All characters, institutions, technologies, civilizations, locations of hidden chambers, ancient events, and future events in this book are fictionalized. Any resemblance to real persons, organizations, cultures, religions, scientific institutions, military agencies, or governments is coincidental or used only in a general fictional context.

The word “Lacerta” and related lore are used as fictional inspiration only. This manuscript does not present any source legend as evidence, testimony, or documentation. It transforms broad imaginative themes into an original thriller-style novel for entertainment.

Readers are encouraged to enjoy the story as mythic science fiction: a “what if” adventure about identity, origin, memory, free will, and the danger of letting any civilization — human or non-human — own the story of who we are.
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Author Note
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The question behind this novel is simple: What if humanity was not the first intelligent story written on Earth?

Ancient cultures filled the world with serpents, dragons, gods from the sky, forbidden trees, underground realms, and teachers who were not quite human. Modern science fiction fills the same sky with starships, genetic labs, memory weapons, and lost civilizations. This novel stands at the crossroads of those two traditions.

It does not argue that the legends are true. Instead, it asks why origin stories are so powerful. Whoever controls the origin of a people can often control their future. The characters in this book must decide whether truth is a chain, a weapon, or a doorway.

The result is a fast-moving ancient-Earth mystery for general readers: part archaeological thriller, part cosmic secret history, part human awakening story.
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Prologue: The Day Before Man
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Sixty-five million years before anyone called the planet Earth, the sky opened like an infected wound.

The old ones of the green blood had no word for asteroid. Their language had words for heat, salt, nest, memory, and the sweetness of lying beneath the living sun. It had words for water vibrating under moonlight and for the soft tapping of an unborn child against a shell. It did not yet have a word for war in orbit.

Sahrek stood on the basalt ridge above the copper sea and watched the second moon rise.

It was not a moon.

It was an engine large enough to bruise the horizon, a black curve where stars disappeared. Around it moved smaller sparks, silver and red, each one drawing lines of impossible fire. Beneath Sahrek’s feet, the valley shook. The great forests of the western continent bent as if a god had put a palm on them.

The hatchlings pressed their bodies flat to the warm stone. Their mothers covered them with plated backs. Beyond the ridge, the river boiled.

Sahrek was not a priest, not a king, not a soldier. He was a memory keeper. He had been chosen because he could remember sound without changing it, shape without worshiping it, and terror without allowing it to become a lie. His duty was to witness the impossible and carry it underground.

The first visitors had come generations before. They walked upright like the young hunting apes that still hid in the fern forests, but their skin was pale and their eyes carried old starlight. They mined copper from the mountains and spoke to the green-blooded elders with gestures, lights, and music. They were proud, impatient, and lonely. Sahrek’s people had watched them, traded with them, avoided them.

Then the second visitors arrived.

They did not come from the same night.

They came through a blue wound, a bubble inside a bubble, a door that made every animal on the planet scream. They were reptile in outline but not kin. They wore bodies as tools. They looked at Earth and saw not a living world but a storehouse: copper, water, magnetic bones, and creatures not yet clever enough to object.

The war began before language could name it.

For six turning cycles the sky burned. Metal flowers opened above the poles. Oceans flashed white beneath invisible beams. The first visitors fought for their mines, their pride, perhaps their lives. The second visitors fought as if the planet had already been purchased.

On the final day, Sahrek saw a star fall from the black engine.

It was too slow to be a meteor and too deliberate to be an accident. It entered above the inland sea, silent at first. Every magnetic organ in Sahrek’s spine locked. His vision split into red and violet. The hatchlings wailed beneath their mothers.

Then the weapon touched water.

The world did not explode. It inhaled.

The sea rose in a white column, not liquid now but sun-fire, carrying copper dust, salt, bone, and the memory of all living things. The column climbed until it struck the sky-war and broke it. Light poured sideways. The air itself became a blade.

Sahrek ran.

He ran not to save himself, because no surface creature would be saved. He ran toward the entrance hidden under the black ridge, where his people had dug chambers for heat, for eggs, and for stories that must outlive flesh.

Behind him, forests became shadows on the ground.

Inside the entrance, the stone doors were already closing. He slipped between them with half his face burned and the recording crystal pressed to his chest. In the last slit of daylight he saw the valley vanish into white.

The doors sealed.

In the dark, the children cried.

Sahrek placed the crystal into the first archive of the underworld and spoke the sentence every keeper after him would inherit:

“We were here before the sky broke. We will be here when the next sky breaks. Remember us, or Earth will belong to whoever lies best.”
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Chapter One: The Seventh Star
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Dr. Mara Voss found the symbol in a photograph that should not have existed.

It arrived at 2:17 in the morning, buried inside an email with no subject line, no sender name, and no attachment warning. Her laptop was closed on the kitchen table. She was asleep on the couch with a blanket around her knees and a half-finished grant proposal glowing on the screen beside her. The email opened itself.

That was the first impossible thing.

The second was the photograph.

It showed a wall of blue-black stone lit by a work lamp. At the center of the wall was a carved circle. Inside the circle, a long-bodied dragon coiled around seven white stars. Beneath the dragon were two smaller marks: a blue serpent with four pale wings and a line of characters that looked like writing only until Mara tried to read them.

Then they looked back.

She jerked awake with the taste of copper in her mouth.

The apartment was silent except for the refrigerator and the rain. She sat up, heart punching her ribs, and stared at the laptop. The photograph filled the screen. Below it was one line of text.

You asked where we came from. Come to the ice.

Mara had asked that question all her life, though never to anyone who could answer. Her mother, a schoolteacher, had called it curiosity. Her father, a field geologist, had called it hunger. Her department chair at the University of Reykjavik called it a career problem.

Mara studied anomalous megalithic structures: carved stones, buried chambers, alignments that did not fit neat timelines. She did not believe in ancient aliens. She did not believe in serpent gods, hollow-Earth cities, or lost races older than mammals. Her job was to rescue mystery from fantasy and return it to evidence.

That had been the plan, anyway.

Then her father’s final notebook had surfaced from a storage unit in Tromso. On the last page, in his shaky hand, he had drawn a circle with seven stars and written, Not from the sky. From below.

He died three days later in what the official report called a climbing accident.

Mara had read that report eleven times. She could recite the weather conditions, the rope specifications, the name of the guide who was somehow never available for interviews. Grief, she had learned, was an excavation that never reached bedrock. You just kept finding your own tools, buried at the levels where you had given up before.

She zoomed in on the photograph. The file metadata said it had been taken six hours earlier, seven hundred kilometers inland from the Antarctic coast, at a station that had been decommissioned for twelve years. The coordinates made her laugh once, humorless and involuntary.

No one could be there.

Her phone buzzed.

The caller ID read: ELIAS RUNE.

She almost did not answer. Elias had been her father’s last doctoral student, a brilliant, irritating systems analyst who treated every locked door as a personal insult. He had disappeared from academic life two years ago after publishing a paper arguing that several ancient cave complexes showed evidence of non-human planning principles. The paper was ridiculous. It was also difficult to disprove.

“Mara,” he said when she answered. His voice was thin under static. “Did you get it?”

“The creepy dragon wall? Yes. Did you send it?”

“No. I was hoping you did.”

The rain tapped harder against the window. Mara stood, crossed to the kitchen, and turned on the light. The room looked painfully normal: mug, spoon, unpaid electricity bill, a stack of student essays about Bronze Age trade routes.

“Where are you?” she asked.

“Punta Arenas. For another six hours, if my pilot doesn’t change his mind.”

“Pilot?”

“There is a private supply flight going south. The station in the metadata is real. Or used to be. I found three satellite passes with heat signatures under the ice. Not on the surface, Mara. Under it.”

“That’s impossible.”

“I know. That’s why I called you.”

She looked again at the symbol. Seven stars. A dragon biting its own tail. A memory from her father’s notebook.

“Elias,” she said slowly, “why would anyone send this to me?”

For several seconds there was only static.

Then he answered, quieter. “Because your father found the first door.”
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