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Prologue – The Unseen War

Most people believe the world is exactly what it appears to be.

Cities.

Streets.

Ordinary life.

They wake up.

They work.

They laugh.

They love.

...and never question what exists just beyond their sight.

But that belief?

It’s an illusion.

Because hidden just outside human perception, an ancient war has been raging for centuries.

A war between forces older than history itself.

Good and evil.

Order and chaos.

The seen...

and the unseen.

Fire-born jinn.

Reality-bending witches.

Extraterrestrials watching silently from the void.

Hybrids born from forbidden science.

All of them fighting for one thing—

control over humanity’s future.

Most people will live their entire lives...

never knowing this war exists.

But a rare few are born different.

They feel it.

They see it.

They are chosen.

And their purpose is simple:

Stand between mankind...

and the darkness closing in.

The truth has been hidden long enough.

The unseen... is about to be revealed.
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1983

A covert branch of the CIA launched a classified program unlike anything the world had ever seen.

Its objective was simple:

Find the children.

Children who could sense danger before it happened.

Children who could see what others could not.

Children who could feel... what shouldn’t exist.

Thousands were tested.

Only three passed.

And they did it at five years old.

Dr. Robert Jones, the program’s lead scientist, oversaw their development.

Dr. Davis—a master combat strategist—trained them for war.

Not a future war.

A war already happening.

Years passed.

The children grew stronger—faster, sharper.

By their teenage years, they were no longer just gifted.

They were weapons.

The First Generation of Chosen Ones

Kent — Sixteen. Hawaii

A natural warrior. Instinct-driven. Fearless.

Rock — Seventeen. Brooklyn

A genius mind in a fighter’s body. Builder of impossible things.

Botan — Fifteen. Boston

Quiet. Observant. Strategic beyond his years.

Together—

they became legends inside a program the world would never know existed.

Their missions took them into places no one should ever see.

Places where reality... broke.

Places where the unseen lived.

And sometimes—

it leaked into this world.

The First Mission

The call came early.

Too early.

A man named Jumar Abara had been located deep within a remote forest.

No origin.

No history.

No records.

Only one confirmed detail:

He was attempting to open something.

Not a door.

A gate.

Dr. Davis stood before them in the briefing room.

“This is not a solo mission,” he said.

“You move as a unit. You think as a unit.”

His eyes narrowed slightly.

“Something about this man... isn’t right.”

They geared up.

Combat suits locked into place.

Sensors calibrated.

Weapons ready.

Kent cracked his knuckles.

“I’m ready.”

Rock smirked.

“Let’s go hunting.”

Botan adjusted his gloves.

Quiet. Focused.

But something in his eyes...

hesitated.

The Forest

The helicopter dropped them miles out.

The moment their boots hit the ground—

everything felt wrong.

No wind.

No animals.

No sound.

Even the air felt like it was... watching.

“Activate thermal scanners,” Davis ordered through comms.

“If it moves and shouldn’t—call it.”

Kent and Rock moved together through the trees.

CRACK.

They spun—

weapons raised—

...only to realize they were aiming at each other.

Kent exhaled.

“Watch where you’re walking.”

Rock rolled his eyes.

“You scared yourself.”

Deeper in the forest...

Davis and Botan moved toward a faint glow.

Whispers echoed through the trees—

a language that didn’t belong to this world.

They stepped closer.

And then—

they saw him.

Jumar

Jumar stood at the center of a ritual circle.

Fire twisted around him like it was alive—

moving, breathing... obeying him.

A goat’s body lay beside him, blood soaking into the earth.

Its severed head burned slowly within the flames.

Botan’s chest tightened.

Something about this wasn’t just wrong—

...it was unnatural.

Jumar’s lips moved, whispering in that same unknown language.

The fire responded.

Rising.

Condensing.

Forming a glowing sphere above his hands.

Then—

he stopped.

Slowly...

his head turned.

Directly toward them.

His eyes—

completely white.

The fire froze midair.

The sphere hovered, crackling with something dark... something alive.

And then—

Jumar smiled.

“It’s already done.”

Dr. Davis stepped forward, weapon raised.

“Jumar Abara,” he said calmly.

“Step away from the ritual.”

For a moment—

everything went still.

The fire hovered above Jumar’s hand, casting shadows that twisted unnaturally across the trees.

Then—

Jumar laughed.

Low.

Unsettling.

Like he knew something they didn’t.

“You’re too late,” he said.

“A new world has already begun.”

Dr. Davis didn’t hesitate.

He moved fast—

closing the distance and striking Jumar across the head with the butt of his weapon.

Jumar dropped instantly.

“Move in!”

Kent and Rock burst through the trees, weapons ready.

They secured him.

Restraints locked.

And just like that—

the fire vanished.

The forest fell silent.

But something had changed.

The air felt heavier.

Darker.

Like whatever Jumar started...

didn’t end with him.

Kent glanced around.

“...You feel that?”

Rock shrugged.

“Probably just the smell of that goat.”

But Botan didn’t move.

His eyes stayed locked on the space where the fire had been.

Something about it...

stuck with him.

Something he couldn’t explain.

The Facility

Jumar was transported to an underground facility—

a place built to contain things the world wasn’t supposed to know existed.

Concrete walls.

Steel doors.

Constant surveillance.

Scientists ran tests.

Guards stood watch.

And through it all—

Jumar never stopped smiling.

Later That Night

Botan came back.

Alone.

The door slid open.

Jumar looked up immediately.

Like he had been expecting him.

His smile widened.

“I was wondering when you’d return.”

Botan crossed his arms.

“What did you do out there?”

Jumar tilted his head.

“You saw the ritual.”

“That wasn’t just fire.”

Botan’s voice tightened.

“What was it?”

Jumar leaned forward slightly.

“...Hope.”

Botan frowned.

“That didn’t look like hope.”

Jumar chuckled.

“You live in a world built on lies.”

“People die.

Families disappear.

And you’re told there’s nothing you can do.”

A pause.

Then quieter—

“What if there was?”

Botan didn’t respond.

But his posture shifted.

Just slightly.

Jumar’s eyes glowed faintly.

“I can bring people back.”

Silence.

Botan’s chest tightened.

“My mother died in a car accident,” he said.

Jumar nodded.

“I know.”

Botan’s eyes snapped up.

“How?”

“There are powers older than this world,” Jumar whispered.

“Not God...”

“...but strong enough to rewrite life itself.”

He leaned closer.

“Imagine seeing your family again.”

“Imagine never losing anyone.”

“Imagine power beyond anything these scientists could give you.”

Botan didn’t answer.

But something inside him—

shifted.

And in that moment—

the seed was planted.

The Warning

Davis and Jones entered.

“Step outside,” Davis said sharply.

Jumar laughed as Botan walked out.

“You’re too late.”

“What did you unleash?” Davis demanded.

Jumar smiled.

“You’ll see.”

Botan — Alone

The room was quiet.

Too quiet.

Botan sat on the edge of his bed—

staring at nothing.

Then—

“...Botan.”

His head snapped up.

Silence.

“...Mom?”

Nothing

He stood slowly.

The air shifted.

The walls felt closer.

“...I’m here.”

The voice again.

Soft.

Familiar.

Impossible.

His chest tightened.

“No... this isn’t real.”

But his feet moved anyway.

Step by step—

toward the corner of the room.

Where the shadows didn’t match the light.

“...You left me.”

Botan froze.

“I didn’t—”

“You did.”

His breathing broke.

Tears fell without permission.

“I was a kid...”
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Silence.

Then—

“You can fix it.”

––––––––
[image: ]


Botan’s eyes lifted slowly.

“...How?”
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The voice changed.

Deeper.

Wrong.
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“You’ve already seen the door.”

Jumar.

Botan’s hands trembled.

“...if I can bring her back...”

A pause.

His voice dropped—

“...why wouldn’t I?”

Darkness swallowed the room.

Days Later

Life continued.

Training.

Missions.

Routine.
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But Botan...

was different.

More distant.

More quiet.

More... consumed.
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Then—

he disappeared.

No signs of struggle.

No trace.

No body.

Gone.
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Kent refused to believe it.

“He’s still out there.”
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Rock didn’t answer.

Because something about it felt wrong.

Too clean.

Too perfect.
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Like something had taken him...

...and erased everything.
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The Night Everything Changed

Alarms screamed.

Red lights flooded the halls.
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Explosions tore through the facility.

Fire spread fast.

Walls shook—then cracked.
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“This isn’t a drill,” Rock said.
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They moved.

Fast.

Armed.

Ready.
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But nothing—

could prepare them for what they found.
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The Creature

Davis was down.

Not moving.
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Jones—trapped beneath debris.

Bleeding.

Struggling.
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Jumar—

standing.
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Smiling.
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And behind him...

something moved.
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A shape made of darkness.

Shifting.

Breathing.

Alive.
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It didn’t belong here.

It didn’t belong anywhere.
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“Kill Jumar!” Jones shouted.

“It needs him!”
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The Fight

Rock opened fire.

Rounds tore through the air—

and vanished.

Like they were swallowed before they hit.

“...what the—”
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Kent didn’t hesitate.

He charged.

Blade forward—

straight through Jumar’s chest.
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Blood spilled.

Warm.

Real.
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But Jumar...

smiled.

––––––––
[image: ]


“You’re too late.”
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The creature moved.

Fast.

Silent.
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It wrapped around Jones—

and in a single motion—

consumed him.
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Gone.

––––––––
[image: ]


Then—

just like that—

it vanished.
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No sound.

No trace.

Nothing.
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The Fall

The facility started collapsing.

Hard.

Explosions chained through the structure.

Fire everywhere.

Ceilings dropping.

Systems failing.
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Kent grabbed Rock.

“We have to go!”
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They ran.

Through fire.

Through smoke.

Through everything falling apart around them.
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Memories burned with it.

Years—

gone in seconds.

––––––––
[image: ]


Then—

BOOM.
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The ground shook.

The entire facility collapsed in on itself.
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Silence followed.
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Aftermath

Two survivors.

Kent.

Rock.
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That night didn’t just destroy the headquarters.

It changed them.
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Rock turned to science.

To building.

To creating weapons strong enough to fight what bullets couldn’t touch.
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Kent turned to knowledge.

Ancient texts.

Forgotten places.

Hidden truths.
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He didn’t just study the unseen—

He went looking for it.
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The Search

Kent traveled the world.

Not as a soldier.

As a seeker.
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Places where reality felt... wrong.
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A burning crater in the desert that never died.

A mountain where the sky opened—

but only at night.

Frozen caves that reflected more than light.

Waters that swallowed themselves.

A silent structure buried in sand...

older than memory.
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At first—

he thought they were separate.
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He was wrong.
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“They’re connected,” Kent said one night.
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Rock looked up from his work.

“To what?”
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Kent’s eyes darkened.

“...the war.”

Aftermath

Two survivors.

Kent.

Rock.
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That night didn’t just destroy the headquarters.

It erased everything they were.
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No answers.

No closure.

No bodies to bury.
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Just silence.

And a war they didn’t understand.
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So they did the only thing they could.

They prepared.

Not for days.

Not for months.
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For years.

Ten Years Later

They were ready.

Or as ready as anyone could be.
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Because one truth remained:

The war had never stopped.
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And something worse...

was coming.
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Kent stood in front of a wall covered in maps.

Pins scattered across it.

Red.

Blue.

Some...

black.
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“...the war,” he said quietly.

Not guessing.

Knowing.
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Rock leaned back in his chair.

“The same war that took everything?”
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Kent didn’t answer right away.

His eyes stayed on the map.
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“...no.”

A pause.

“...something bigger.”
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Rock frowned.

“That’s not what I wanted to hear.”
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Kent stepped forward.

Tapped one location.
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“The crater.”

“It doesn’t stop burning.”

Another.

“The mountain.”

“The sky opens there... but only at night.”
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Another.

“The caves.”

“Reflections show things that aren’t there.”
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Rock stood now.

Focused.

“...and you’re saying all of this is connected?”
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Kent nodded.

Then pointed to the center of the map.

Nothing marked.

Just empty space.
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“...it’s spreading.”

Silence.
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Rock’s expression shifted.

“Spreading... how?”

Kent turned to him.

“For years... these places stayed isolated.”

A beat.

“...now they’re getting closer.”
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Rock looked back at the map.

The pattern forming.

Not random.

Not natural.
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“...like something’s pushing through.”
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Kent didn’t smile.

“...or something’s waking up.”

The room went quiet.

Machines humming softly behind them.
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Rock spoke again.

More serious now.

“You think it’s the same thing Jumar tried to open?”

Kent’s jaw tightened.

“...no.”

A pause.

“...I think that was just a crack.”

Rock stared.

“...and this?”
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Kent looked back at the map.

Eyes steady.

“...this is the door.”
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Silence.

Heavy.
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Rock exhaled slowly.

“...then we’re already late.”

––––––––
[image: ]


Kent shook his head.

Slow.

Certain.
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“...no.”
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He stepped back.

Calm.

Controlled.

“...we’re right on time.”

A beat.

Then—

“We just don’t know it yet.”

Something in Aztlan

Their path led them to the cursed lands of Aztlan, Mexico.

A place untouched by time...

but consumed by darkness.

The air felt heavy. Burning.

This wasn’t normal territory.

This was jinn land.

Dark jinn—born from fire and shadow—ruled the region.

They didn’t just exist...

They worshipped.

A devil.

Something ancient.

Something powerful enough to rival humanity’s worst nightmares.

Kent stood at the edge of the aircraft, staring down at the land
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