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Prologue 

Before humans dreamed of the stars, before rockets pierced the sky, there was a veil—a fragile, unbroken dome of blue that hid worlds too vast, too terrible, and too magnificent to be seen. Beyond it stretched forests taller than mountains, oceans deeper than imagination, and titans whose claws could crush continents and whose eyes held the weight of countless aeons. Among them moved Mbaba, Father of Elements, dark-furred and robed, guardian of a small, fragile Earth that he had created as a vault, a living memory of all that had existed. Every tree, every creature, every human was a preserved echo of higher worlds, a secret kept for aeons. But one day, human curiosity would shatter the sky, and the tiny orb beneath the gaze of giants would ignite a war unlike anything the cosmos had ever known. This is that day. This is the story of Primal Instinct.
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(The Rocket That Touched God)
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DR. ELIAS KADE HAD spent thirty-seven years chasing the sky. He did not believe in mythology, hidden realms, or ancient gods watching from beyond the clouds. He believed in propulsion, mathematics, and the arrogance of human curiosity. The launch morning was uneventful. Markets were stable. News cycles were dull. Children filled classrooms. Nothing in the rhythm of Earth suggested that history was about to rupture.

The rocket rose cleanly.

White flame erupted beneath it, a pillar of engineered fire pushing human ambition upward. It tore through the first cloud layer without resistance. Then the second. Then the third. Instruments reported nominal readings. The world watched with quiet pride. Another step toward the stars.

At one hundred and forty-three kilometers above sea level, minor anomalies began to flicker across the monitors. Static. Distortion. A brief loss of signal that technicians blamed on atmospheric interference.

At one hundred and forty-six kilometers—

Impact.

The sky did not thin.

It cracked.

Not violently. Not explosively. It fractured the way glass fractures when struck by a precise stone. Lines of blinding geometric light spidered across the heavens. The blue dome trembled and split apart in silent patterns that stretched from horizon to horizon.

Across continents, people looked up.

Across oceans, satellites glitched.

Across mountains, the firmament tore open.

Beyond it was not vacuum.

Beyond it was forest.

Vast. Endless. Primal.

Trees rose like pillars of continents. Their trunks were wider than cities. Mist moved through their canopy like living oceans. Light filtered down from a sun too large and too close to comprehend. It was a world scaled beyond imagination.

And then—

An eye appeared.

Vertical pupil. Layered lid. Scaled flesh that shimmered like ancient armor. It moved closer to the fracture, studying the opening. Studying Earth.

Studying us.

Humanity stood exposed beneath a gaze older than their planet.

The being leaned forward, and storms churned in its breath. Mountains trembled as its shadow consumed the sky. Its eye narrowed with something that was not wonder.

Recognition.

This was Archo of the Archonians.

He pressed clawed fingers against the cracked dome and began widening the fracture, peeling it open like thin ice over water. The sky groaned silently as its concealment weakened.

Then something struck him from behind.

A massive hand seized his skull.

Mbaba.

The Father of Elements moved with ancient force. His dark fur rippled with restrained power, scars tracing across muscle that had endured aeons. He did not speak. He did not warn. He simply acted.

Archo roared, but no sound reached Earth. Mbaba’s sky was engineered to be soundproof, a perfect barrier. Humanity watched in absolute silence as titans clashed beyond the shattered veil.

They collided with catastrophic force. Forests beyond the sky flattened beneath their struggle. Light bent around their movements. Archo slashed with scaled claws meant to tear through planetary crust. Mbaba countered with brutal precision, every strike deliberate, every movement controlled fury.

The fracture widened under their violence.

On Earth, billions watched giants wage war in silence.

Archo lunged again, but Mbaba caught him by the throat. Muscles tightened. Bones cracked beneath pressure older than time. The reptilian titan clawed at Mbaba’s arm, eyes widening in disbelief as strength failed him.

Mbaba did not hesitate.

With a final, crushing motion, he ended him.

Archo, son of Commander Lord Randak, died staring at the miniature world hidden beneath the broken sky.

But the death was not unwitnessed.

From the shadow of colossal trees beyond the veil, another Archonian had seen everything.

Draco.

And as Mbaba stood over the fallen body, Draco turned—

And ran toward the Council.
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(The Council of Elders)
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THE COUNCIL CHAMBER was older than mountains, older than stars. Its walls were carved from obsidian stone that reflected neither light nor shadow, and yet it glimmered with the memory of aeons. Lightning from distant storms beyond the sky crackled through fractured clouds and danced across the chamber’s mirrored floor. Inside, the Elders awaited—immense beings whose very presence exuded judgment, authority, and the patience of worlds uncounted. They were statues of law, yet alive, eyes burning with the fury of countless civilizations.

Mbaba, Father of Elements, entered the hall with deliberate steps, his dark fur rippling beneath the weight of ancient robes. Each fold told a story, each chain of elemental symbols hummed with aeons of stored energy. Silence fell upon the chamber as he bowed, not in fear, but in the knowledge that even gods could be bound by the judgments of their peers.

“Father of Elements,” intoned the lead Elder, a colossal figure whose gaze alone could crush planets. “You stand accused of transgressing the sacred boundaries of creation.” His voice reverberated through the voided hall, cold and clinical, yet layered with centuries of accumulated power. “By revealing Earth to the mortal species below, you have violated the principles set forth in the first Aeons. The Council considers this... a theft of existence.”

Mbaba’s eyes, deep pools of time, met theirs. “I did not steal,” he said softly, yet firmly. “I preserved. The Earth was never meant to be a weapon, nor a prize. It is a vessel of memory, a vault for what once was. I saved life from oblivion.”

The Elders murmured among themselves, their voices like tectonic plates grinding against one another. “Memory is not creation,” said another. “You have usurped authority. You have shown weakness. The Archonians’ loss of discretion is your doing.”

And then came the cruelty. The public shaming that all immortal architects feared. Mbaba’s robes, normally flowing with gravity-defying dignity, were yanked from his shoulders. The chains of elements rattled across the floor. The Elders illuminated the chamber with a light so pure it revealed every scar, every imperfection, every impermanence of his ancient form.

“Let all see that even the Father of Elements is fallible,” the lead Elder declared. “You, who have hidden knowledge, who have dared defy the will of the Council, shall be cast into the Void.”

Mbaba’s gaze did not waver. Calmness radiated from him, yet within it a storm of sorrow stirred. He thought of Rage, of the tiny humans below, of all the creatures he had preserved. “If this is the price of preservation,” he whispered, “then let it be.”

The chamber darkened, and cosmic gravity bent around the edges of the hall. The Void, infinite in force and absence, awaited. Armies of armored Archonians materialized at the command of the Elders, their horns glinting, eyes aflame. The soundless motion of the hall’s infinite expanse compressed the very air, pulling at Mbaba, pulling at history itself.

And so, he was seized. The chains of aeons rattled, the very floor quaked under the immensity of their power, and the Father of Elements was marched toward the edge of existence. Rage, hidden in the shadows outside, watched with clenched fists, golden fur bristling, eyes aflame with both fury and dread.

The judgment was political. And it was brutal.

Even gods could not escape the consequences of revealing the truth.
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