
	Blackforest Protocol

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	CLIFTON WILCOX

	[image: Image]

	Fredericksburg, Virginia

	
Copyright © 2026 Clifton Wilcox

	Print ISBN: 978-1-969770-09-8

	EBook ISBN: 978-1-969770-10-4

	Hardback ISBN: 978-1-969770-11-1

	All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, recording or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the author.

	Published by Windward Publishing LLC., Fredericksburg, Virginia.

	The characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

	Library of Congress Cataloging in Publication Data

	Wilcox, Clifton

	Black Forest Protocol

	Printed on acid-free paper.

	Windward Publishing, LLC

	2026

	 

	
Dedication

	For those who search for UFOs—because

	they understand the universe is not

	obligated to explain itself.
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Prologue

	Germany, 1936 – Black Forest, Midnight

	The trees were the first to scream.

	Not in any way the human ear was built to hear. It was deeper than sound—an atmospheric pressure drop, a shudder through ancient bark and root. The forest, which had spent countless ages listening, recoiled all at once. Owls choked on their cries. Wolves slunk backward into shadow. The canopy quivered, bracing against a weight not yet present.

	Then the light arrived.

	A jagged, searing blue-white, it split the clouds with the precision of a god making a terrible mistake. And from the wound it left in the sky came the thing: a metallic sphere, not falling but rejecting gravity altogether. It moved like a betrayal of physics, angry at its exile from the stars, and when it struck the Earth, it did so like a god cast from his throne.

	The world paused. A minute passed without breath.

	And then the sound—an echo, not natural, not holy. It howled through the valley, mechanical and mournful, vibrating inside bones rather than ears. In Obertal, the nearby hamlet, doors flew open. People staggered from their beds, clutching their children and their crosses. Some whispered to saints. Others called on things older than scripture—gods of root and rock, of shadow and mischief. It didn’t matter what they believed. Every one of them knew something had crossed into their world that didn’t belong.

	By dawn, the forest was cordoned off.

	SS stormtroopers encircled the crash site, rifles gleaming, eyes hard. Radios crackled with cold commands. Black aircraft passed overhead, unmarked and unscheduled. The villagers were told it was a Luftwaffe training mishap—confidential, patriotic, potentially explosive. Their silence was mandatory. For the Fatherland. 

	But deep beneath the trees, two figures still breathed—barely. Their bodies shimmered with impossible geometry, like reflections caught mid-collapse. Their skin rippled like liquid chrome, their eyeless faces turned outward, filled with knowing that cut straight to the soul. They hadn’t come to conquer. They hadn’t come to fight. They were pilgrims.

	The Reich, however, had no use for pilgrims.

	Ernst Falk stood on the rim of the crater, the stink of scorched pine and metal filling his chest. Something stirred behind his eyes, a mechanical click he couldn’t explain, like a door inside him had just opened.

	“We are not alone,” he whispered. Beside him, Goebbels let out a thin, reptilian smile. “No, Herr Falk. But soon… we will be.”

	Behind them, the ship hissed and glowed, its hull throbbing with something close to pain. It had spoken in symbols of peace. But the Nazis were fluent in fear.

	And the forest would never stop remembering.

	 

	


Chapter 1

	The Anomaly in the Black Forest

	Germany entered 1936 under a sky that felt too heavy, too quiet. There was something dense in the air—a tension that didn’t quite scream but pressed in from all sides. Official optimism was everywhere, pasted on posters and shouted in squares, but it rang hollow, like the echo of a lie repeated too often. Beneath that, unspoken and inescapable, was the fear.

	SS Officer Ernst Falk felt it more than most. He wasn’t the kind to throw himself into ideology. He was more observer than zealot—bookish, precise, never quite at home in the heat of Berlin’s rallies. His posting near the Black Forest had been a reprieve, a quiet assignment in a place known for old trees and older stories. Here, the Reich’s noise fell to whispers.

	The forest loomed in contrast. It was beautiful, yes—but in a way that made you feel small. Towering pines knotted their limbs overhead like ancient gods in prayer, and when the light broke through, it did so reluctantly, dappled in gold and ghost. Most nights, Falk welcomed the hush. It was contemplative. Soothing.

	But not tonight.

	Tonight, the silence didn’t invite thought. It warned. It was too complete, too absolute. A kind of stillness that made your spine stiffen without knowing why. The forest wasn’t resting. It was bracing.

	In recent weeks, he’d started noticing things: glades where no birds sang, air that felt charged like the moment before a storm, a strange metallic scent on the wind—like ozone fused with something damp and buried. Small signs, perhaps. But together, they whispered of something deeply out of place. Something waiting.

	Falk’s thoughts kept drifting back to Berlin: the forced smiles, the watched conversations, the fevered speeches that scraped all the nuance from human thought. The Reich’s ideology didn’t speak to him—it barked. It simplified the world into enemies and followers, and Falk, a man of thought, found himself increasingly hollowed out by it. The Black Forest had been his escape. But lately, even the trees seemed uneasy.

	He stood outside a modest wooden outpost nestled among the pines. The mist was moving in low, curling around the trunks like something alive. No stars. No moon. The dark was full. The kind that made you feel like you were the only thing left breathing. A cold breath pushed through the woods, brushing his collar, carrying the familiar scent of pine—but tainted now, sharpened by something unnatural.

	The forest’s usual life was gone. No owl. No fox. Not even the whine of a gnat. Falk shifted his weight. Every sense prickled. The world was holding its breath.

	Then the sky ruptured.

	It wasn’t a sound at first. It was a tear. A blinding, burning white light ripped down from above, not flashing but sustaining—burning long and deep, as if a sun had died just above the treetops. The roar followed, deep and grinding, like the planet itself was howling in protest.

	Falk stumbled, shielding his eyes, though the light pierced even closed lids. The ground shook underfoot. The outpost behind him moaned like something wounded. It wasn’t the sound of a bomb or plane—it was more... raw. Ancient. Like something from the beginning of time had just dropped back into the world.

	Then, just as suddenly, the light stopped falling. The roar silenced. The world snapped back to silence—deeper now, like it had been scoured clean. Too precise. Too controlled. It hadn’t crashed. It had arrived.

	Falk’s heartbeat thundered. He rose to his feet slowly, hands shaking. He’d seen artillery strikes. He’d watched airships fall from the sky. But nothing—nothing—had prepared him for this.

	Whatever it was, it wasn’t part of nature. And it wasn’t part of any human war.

	The forest didn’t move. Didn’t breathe. It just waited. When dawn finally broke, it did so cautiously, casting a sickly light over the trees. Patrols moved in quickly—grim-faced men who carried rifles and tried not to look afraid. Forestry officials arrived next, their steps hesitant, their eyes scanning the scared trees like they half-expected them to move. 

	But there was no wreckage.

	No wings. No cockpit. No charred fuselage.

	Instead, half-buried in the scorched clearing, lay something that didn’t fit the world. It was seamless, metallic—but not steel. The sun reflected off it oddly, bending around its curves as if the object refused to be seen directly. It pulsed faintly from within, like a heartbeat. Not mechanical. Alive.

	Falk stood at the edge of the crater. The closer he got, the more the air changed—thick, resonant, electric. His teeth buzzed. The trees surrounding the site were warped, bark twisted into impossible spirals. Leaves shimmered with a dull silver sheen. New growths—fungi or something pretending to be fungi—glowed faintly at the base of trunks. 

	Nothing about this belonged here.

	Technicians arrived. Scientists from Berlin. Instruments in hand, eyes wild. They poked and prodded, whispered to each other, scribbled impossible data. Nothing made sense. No tool could pierce the material. It didn’t scratch. Didn’t dent. It didn’t even sound when touched. 

	Falk moved quietly among them, observing. Documenting. His notes filled quickly—diagrams, readings, sensations. It wasn’t just the object that disturbed him. It was the reaction. The military buzzed around it like flies around meat, eyes gleaming not with awe but ambition. 

	This wasn’t a discovery. It was a prize.

	Secrecy clamped down like a trap. Villagers were warned. Some were never seen again. A perimeter went up, armed and absolute. Inside it, men who once believed themselves the masters of reason stood trembling before something they could not understand. And already, the Reich was imagining how it might bend it to its will.

	Falk saw it differently.

	He watched the others—scientists dissecting the alien silence like it owed them something, officers barking orders with false confidence. He felt the hum beneath his boots. The distortion in the air. The presence of something that watched. This was not an abandoned artifact. It was not inert.

	It had come with purpose.

	And Ernst Falk, a man of thought caught in a world of zealots, now stood at the edge of something that would make ideologies look like dust.

	The forest no longer whispered.

	It waited.

	Whispers started in the corridors of power—soft at first, tentative, as though speaking the truth aloud might invite it closer. Es ist nicht von dieser Welt. It is not of this world. No one said it officially. Not in briefings. Not in reports. But the phrase passed from mouth to mouth, from lab assistant to officer, between cigarette breaks and the clink of glasses in after-hours gatherings. Fear sharpened the edges of the words. Awe gave them weight. It wasn’t just a phrase—it was a confession.

	The object in the Black Forest wasn’t wreckage. It wasn’t broken technology or a freak accident. It was proof—of something vast, unknowable, and watching.

	Falk felt it before he understood it. The low-frequency hum that poured from the alien shell wasn’t steady. It shifted, fluctuated, as though reacting to breath, heartbeat, thought. It wasn’t noise—it was a language. One they had no tools to translate. Despite orders to maintain distance, Falk kept drifting toward it, unable to help himself. The object called—not with sound, but with presence.

	Around the crater, the world unraveled in degrees. Birds no longer returned to their trees. Small animals fled or died strangely—bodies intact but twitching, discolored, as if time itself had stuttered inside them. The ground was warm to the touch. Soil felt charged, like it had swallowed lightning and couldn’t quite let it go.

	Plants twisted. Ferns curled in spiral patterns nature had never taught them. Saplings darkened to a black so glossy they reflected Falk’s face back at him like obsidian mirrors. Mushrooms bloomed where there had been none, glowing with an inner green light, softly pulsing—as if breathing. The forest wasn’t dying. It was changing.

	Falk documented it all with his usual precision. His sketches had grown stranger, more abstract—looping fractals and colorations his notes described as “structurally impossible.” Radios filled with static. Compass needles spun in place. Peripheral vision betrayed him—trees shifted when he wasn’t looking, shadows blinked where no light should have fallen. It was all subtle, cumulative. Like the forest itself had started dreaming someone else’s dream. 

	He tried to write it clinically. To report only what could be measured, verified. But fear crept in at the edges. This wasn’t just technology. It wasn’t a new machine or unknown alloy. It might be alive. Or worse—conscious.

	And if it was… who had sent it?

	The murmurs within the SS became harder to ignore. “Anomaly” no longer meant an unexplained object. It meant opportunity. Potential. Power. The Reich’s scientists, hungry for glory, whispered about propulsion systems, energy beyond imagination, alloys that laughed at earthly metallurgy. If they could unlock it, harness it, own it—the balance of power would shift forever. Not just for Germany. For the species.

	But beneath the euphoria ran a colder current. Those who stayed too long near the artifact became withdrawn. Some claimed they heard voices. Others didn’t speak at all. The unnatural changes to the forest weren’t just mutations—they were signs. Warnings. Tendrils. Something was reaching out.

	Falk saw it before the rest. In the faces of scientists who once scoffed at superstition now haunted by quiet dread. In the way they hesitated before touching equipment. In the way they flinched when the hum spiked—though it couldn’t be heard by any instrument. They were poking a god with a stick.

	The Black Forest was no longer forest. It was threshold.

	Colonel Richter delivered the orders personally, his voice unusually flat: “Falk. You are to lead the initial assessment of the anomaly. Determine its nature. Its origin. Secure anything of value. Report only to the Führer’s staff. No one else. This is… absolute.” 

	The word echoed in Falk’s head long after Richter left.

	He selected his team with care—two men from the Luftfahrtministerium, Ministry of Aviation, two from the Waffenamt, Weapons Office. Specialists in theoretical propulsion, metallurgy, atmospheric science. Men brilliant enough to be useful, but cautious enough not to talk. Falk made sure of it.

	They reached the site at dawn. The crater was worse than he remembered—scorched trees twisted into grotesque forms, branches fused into glass-like ropes, sap frozen mid-bleed. The air shimmered. Sunlight refracted in odd directions, bent around corners it shouldn’t.

	The object sat like it had always been there. Seamless. Alien. Beautiful in the most terrifying way.

	Dr. Schmidt, the physicist, tried drilling it. His bit melted on contact. He stepped back without a word, his face white. “It shouldn’t exist,” he muttered.

	Falk said nothing. He reached out—gloved fingers against the hull. It was cold and humming, like a song inside his bones. Not vibrating against him. Resonating with him.

	Samples were collected. Ferns that bled metallic sap. Spores that pulsed with light. Trees that cracked open like eggshells to reveal veins of crystal. Spectral analysis showed impossible readings—substances that didn’t register on known tables. Some of it pulsed with energy. Some of it… reacted.

	Even the forest seemed to be responding. Shadows deepened. Birds circled, then vanished. The soil grew slick with a black ichor that wasn’t sap. Instruments failed. Compasses spun. Radios chattered nonsense in languages no one spoke.

	The soldiers noticed. They kept their distance. Held their weapons tight. Whispered prayers when they thought no one listened.

	The official story was being crafted—a downed plane, a weapons test gone wrong, a storm. The usual lies. But everyone knew. This wasn’t something the world was ready for.

	Falk knew his reports would go straight to Himmler. Maybe even Hitler. The implications were enormous. Military power, global dominance, a Reich that reached not just across Europe—but beyond Earth itself.

	But Falk wasn’t thinking about the Reich anymore.

	He was thinking about the hum. The way it felt like breath. The way it followed him even after he stepped away. The way his dreams had changed—visions of a sky torn open, of figures made of light and angles, speaking in thunder. He hadn’t slept in three nights.

	The forest didn’t feel like forest now. It felt like a mouth. And the object? A tongue. Speaking in secrets no one should hear.

	He looked at it one last time before the soldiers sealed the perimeter.

	The hum grew louder.

	And somewhere, deep beneath the roots of the Earth, something listened.

	The silence that had settled over the Black Forest was more than just the absence of sound. It was heavy, charged, alive in a way that made the skin prickle and the gut twist. It wasn’t peace. It was pause—like the breath the world holds before a scream. For SS Officer Ernst Falk, stationed on the forest’s ragged edge, the quiet had become unbearable. Every missing sound—the usual rustle of pine boughs, the soft shuffle of nocturnal life, the murmur of a stream somewhere in the distance—now screamed in their absence. It was as if the forest itself was waiting. Not asleep. Not dead. Waiting.

	He felt it in his bones before he could name it.

	Falk wasn’t given to superstition. He’d always found comfort in structure, in routine, in the quiet logic of observation. That’s what had made him a poor fit among the fanatics and firebrands of the SS. He didn’t chant slogans. He read old books and listened more than he spoke. When the Party roared, Falk often found himself turned inward, quietly recoiling from the manufactured certainty. But the silence in the forest? This was no invention of politics. This was real.

	There was something wrong in the rhythm of the woods.

	He’d noticed it days ago. First, the birds—gone from certain groves as if they’d flown south in midsummer. Then the insects—fluttering in odd spirals, crashing into trees, their patterns erratic. He’d heard nothing from the forest’s deeper reaches. No owls. No deer. Just the wind, and even that had changed. It blew with a sharpness, an edge. The air smelled of wet stone and rust. And something else. Something dry and metallic, like a spent battery or the inside of a gutted radio. It reminded him of the way the sky smells just before lightning splits it open.

	Berlin was heavy with another kind of tension—flags waving, voices raised, boots echoing through courtyards. The fever of ideology gripped the capital like a sickness. Falk had felt it everywhere: in the clenched jaws of civilians, in the eyes that looked away too quickly, in the carefully measured greetings of men who used to speak freely. The forest had always been his reprieve. It was quiet, ancient, indifferent to the hysteria consuming the cities. 

	But not tonight.

	Tonight, even the trees felt alert. Their shapes stood strange and tall in the darkness, their limbs heavy with something unseen. He stood outside his small outpost, the last manned structure before the woods turned wild. His boots sank slightly into the damp moss beneath them. Mist curled low to the ground, rising like breath from a creature sleeping too shallowly.

	And then he realized—he could feel the forest, as if it had grown skin.

	There was no sound. Not even the chirp of a cricket or the snap of a twig beneath some foraging animal. Just stillness. A vacuum. A space that should’ve been filled with a hundred natural murmurs—and wasn’t.

	He scanned the darkness with careful eyes. He’d done this dozens of times—surveyed the woods, listened to its rhythms. But this time felt different. It wasn’t a patrol. It was a vigil. Every sense stretched thin. The scent of pine still hung in the air, but underneath it was that strange tang again—ozone, maybe. Or metal. A hint of something scorched, something moving fast through the sky, even though the sky above was black and still.

	The stillness was beginning to hurt.

	Falk adjusted his collar. A chill crept down his back, though the wind wasn’t cold. He didn’t shiver from temperature. He shivered from instinct. He knew the weight of danger—even when it didn’t wear a face. This wasn’t superstition. It was pattern recognition, a thing all soldiers acquire: knowing when something is about to break.

	And it would break. Soon.

	The quiet wasn’t a retreat. It was a precursor.

	The year was 1936, and Germany was bracing itself for war—even if no one said it outright. But Falk sensed something deeper unraveling in this forest. Not politics. Not power. Something older. Something waiting beneath the roots. Something not of this world.

	The forest had always kept its secrets. Tonight, it was preparing to let one loose.

	And Ernst Falk, a man too curious for safety and too skeptical for faith, stood at its edge—watching, listening, waiting.

	 

	


Chapter 2

	Echoes of the Stars

	The forest floor was thick with churned mud and broken moss, the ground scared by tire tracks and boot prints. Dampness clung to everything—boots, uniforms, breath. The early morning dew had long since surrendered to the weight of machinery, cables, and the meticulous dismantling of what no one dared name.

	Falk stood near the edge of the clearing, boots half-sunk in the earth, staring at the object that had not only fallen into the forest but detonated his understanding of reality. The first wave of shock had passed, but in its place, something more dangerous had taken root—curiosity. Pure, unsatisfied, voracious. He felt it clawing inside him, demanding answers that didn’t exist.

	This wasn’t a discovery. It was a revelation.

	And it had landed here—on German soil—without warning, without meaning, without mercy.

	Dr. Schmidt worked close to the artifact’s hull, bent over his instruments, speaking as if the words themselves might slip away if he didn’t get them out fast enough. “Colonel,” he called, barely audible over the muffled hum of generators and the distant bark of orders. “The composition is… it's impossible. We’ve run spectrograph analysis on at least a dozen different sites. None of it matches any known alloy. There are trace elements we’ve only theorized—never seen, never touched. And isotopes that shouldn’t exist. Shouldn’t be stable. Yet there they are. And the structure—no seams, no weld lines. No joints at all. It’s as if the whole thing was born, not built.”

	Falk said nothing. He only watched as Schmidt’s gloved hand skimmed the surface again, reverent, tentative.

	Bauer, hunched over the energy detectors nearby, looked up, his face tight with concentration. His fingers were still stained with that strange, crystallized sap they'd found blooming around the crater. “The readings are still active,” he said, quietly. “It’s not just lingering radiation or residual heat. It’s… cohesive. Like the energy’s contained. Almost… breathing. The frequency modulations are irregular—alive, in a way. It doesn’t fall within any known spectrum. Some of the bands it’s emitting... we don’t even have instruments built to read them yet.”

	Falk knelt beside the artifact. He’d resisted touching it until now. There was something profane about it, sacred even, as though contact might trigger a response neither he nor his men were prepared to face. But now, he lowered his gloved hand and hovered just above the surface—close enough to feel its chill without contact. The material absorbed light in a way he had never seen. It didn’t reflect—it swallowed. A soft shimmer played across its shell, not flashy, but alive: shifting between violet, charcoal, and steel blue as if responding to proximity. The drills hadn’t left a scratch. Diamond bits, hardened carbide, plasma torches—nothing worked. Tools had skipped, sparked, or snapped. The thing resisted intrusion like it was defending itself. 

	Falk exhaled slowly. “It’s not just the alloy,” he said. “It’s the design.”

	Schmidt looked over, silent now.

	“There’s no intake. No thrusters. No wings. No control surfaces.” Falk ran his eyes across the smooth, curved shell. “It doesn’t fly—not the way we understand flight. It doesn’t need aerodynamics. It’s built on rules we haven’t learned yet.” 

	He stood, brushing dirt from his knees. “Whatever moved this across the stars—it didn’t push or propel. It bent something. Folded space. Or time. Or both. The term ‘flight’ might not even apply.”

	The object was shaped like a teardrop, but stretched—too perfect, too deliberate to be decorative. Its curves flowed like water but held the precision of geometry. It looked less like it had been constructed and more like it had grown—as if some distant intelligence had coaxed it into being rather than forged it in heat and hammer.

	And somehow, even now, it didn’t seem still. It watched, even without eyes. Falk took a step back, suddenly aware of the low sound in the clearing—the hum, always the hum, shifting subtly in pitch. Not mechanical. Not even harmonic. Just present.

	There was a presence inside it.

	And it was still waiting. 

	The thing lay before them, impossibly still—its shape geometric, but too fluid to feel manufactured. Like something sculpted by time, not hands. A teardrop stretched and elongated, its surface smooth as poured glass, its curves so refined they seemed to shift slightly even when motionless. It was roughly forty meters long, ten at its widest point. A leviathan without seams, without ports, without purpose. And that absence—that silence—was what made it terrifying. It didn’t look like a machine. It looked like a question.

	Dr. Vogel crouched in the soft churn of mud near the hull, surrounded by warped trees that bore signs of contact—if you could call it that. Their trunks had twisted in on themselves, bark fusing to the hull in grotesque knots, as if drawn toward it. In several places, metal and wood were indistinguishable, the two substances locked in an embrace neither natural nor engineered. Lichen pulsed faintly on the tree bark, casting sickly green light over Vogel’s hands.

	"The structure of these plants…" His voice was low, almost reverent. "Colonel, it's not radiation. It’s something deeper. Their cell structures—altered. The chlorophyll’s gone. Replaced by… I don’t even know what. A metallic analog, maybe. But the cells themselves are stronger. Far stronger. Almost indestructible." He lifted a sealed vial containing thick, dark fluid. “This sap—watch.” He tilted the container toward a portable emitter. The fluid flickered, pulsed. “It reacts to energy inputs. Conducts electricity like copper but with zero resistance. At room temperature. We’re looking at ambient superconductivity. If we understood it… it would change everything.”

	Falk didn’t respond immediately. He was staring at the object, still crouched low beside it. The hull shimmered faintly as light slipped over it—more absorbed than reflected. Its surface changed with movement, slipping from black to indigo to dull silver depending on the angle. Every attempt to drill or sample it had failed. Their most advanced tools skittered uselessly across it, like metal scraping on ice.

	“It’s not just how it’s made,” Falk said quietly. “It’s why. There’s no engine. No thrusters. No visible means of flight. No seams. No hatches. It doesn’t make sense, not with our understanding of motion.” He stood and exhaled. “Maybe it doesn’t move by pushing through space. Maybe it moves by… folding it.”

	Nearby, cranes had begun to rise. Massive, skeletal machines built for delicacy, not force—vibration-dampened, grounded with non-conductive rigging. They were meant to probe the object, not pry it open. But even their presence made the clearing feel more fragile. Every cable that dropped, every bolt tightened, carried the weight of a hundred silent hopes—and one creeping dread.

	“We need to breach the interior, Colonel,” said Major Albrecht, gesturing to seismic readings displayed across a humming terminal. “Our probes show atmospheric pressure inside. Structure. Not solid. Hollow. But… not empty.”

	Falk glanced toward the object, watching his own reflection warp slightly along the hull. “Then we move carefully. No cutting. No detonations. If there’s a door, we’ll find it. If there isn’t, we wait until it gives us one.”  

	Technicians in sealed suits moved closer with sonic arrays and directed energy scanners. They worked slowly, cautious not to overstep the boundary between curiosity and provocation. As they moved around the object, the hum deepened—barely perceptible but felt rather than heard. The object wasn’t passive. It reacted.

	One technician’s voice crackled through the headset: “Colonel… we have something.”

	Falk turned sharply.

	“A section near the forward quadrant—it’s responding to the sonic array. It’s… opening.”

	There was no hiss. No mechanical click. No metal scraping metal. The hull simply shimmered, and then part of it… vanished. Not cut, not broken. Just gone—like a thought slipping out of memory. A circular aperture now yawned open, seamless and symmetrical, as if it had always been there.

	Falk stared into it.

	Light spilled from inside, soft and shadowless. It didn’t flicker. It didn’t bounce. It simply was—a constant, diffused glow that came from everywhere and nowhere. The walls pulsed slightly, not visibly, but with a tension that brushed against the skin like static.

	He took a breath. Signaled to his team.

	There was no turning back.

	Inside, the air was still. The pressure held. The temperature matched the forest outside. Yet everything felt… artificial. Not cold. Not sterile. But calculated. The floors blended into walls, which blended into ceilings. Everything curved. Nothing ended. No corners. No edges. Surfaces melted into one another like they were grown, not built. Embedded into the walls were crystalline structures—some faintly glowing, others dark and dormant.

	“There’s no dust,” came Schmidt’s voice. “No decay. The air is clean, like it was preserved in a vacuum. And the lighting… it's embedded. It doesn’t cast shadows.”  No visible lights. No fixtures. Just that constant glow. A brightness with no source. 

	Bauer’s Geiger counter was silent. “No radiation. No emissions. But the magnetic field inside… it’s not random. It’s patterned. Like a circuit. Or maybe even… a brain.”

	Falk stepped deeper into the chamber, his boots soundless on the spongy floor. He reached out and touched a crystal node embedded in the wall. It was warm. Not warm like sun on stone. Warm like skin. A low vibration ran up his arm, echoing in his chest cavity.

	Not hostile. 

	Just aware.

	Alcoves lined the interior—indentations in the wall that suggested seats, though they were too smooth, too shallow, and too foreign to suit a human form. He imagined occupants—creatures shaped differently, whose bones curved with the same flowing geometry, whose thoughts interfaced with the vessel directly. No buttons. No levers. No tools. Just intention. This wasn’t a cockpit.

	It was communion.

	Behind him, the others moved cautiously, instruments scanning, documenting. Falk remained near the threshold of another chamber. The curves suggested a hallway, or perhaps a conduit—there were no rooms here. Only transitions.

	And then the comm crackled again.

	“Colonel,” said a voice from outside. “We’ve found something near the outer debris field. Movement.”

	Falk froze.

	Movement.

	He turned and made his way out, retracing his steps down the ramp-like aperture into the broken edge of the forest where debris had fanned out in the crash. The trees here were splintered and half-melted, fragments of the craft embedded like shrapnel in the trunks. The forest floor was damp, disturbed, steaming in places where metal and soil had fused.

	And then he saw it.

	A shadow that wasn’t just a shadow.

	Something within the debris, curled beneath a fractured section of the hull.

	He approached slowly, sidearm drawn but lowered. His steps were deliberate. Trained.

	It was alive.

	And it was not human.

	Falk moved slowly through the wreckage, his boots sinking into churned earth slick with sap and ash. The forest, silent and broken, offered no sound but the soft creak of branches overhead. His eyes stayed fixed on the movement he’d glimpsed—a flicker beneath a collapsed section of the hull.

	And then he saw it.

	It was smaller than he expected—barely a meter tall, its frame delicate and birdlike, limbs thin as twigs and trembling. The skin, if it could be called that, was glassy and pale blue, almost translucent, laced with veins of silver light that pulsed in sync with some quiet rhythm inside it. Its head was large, too large, with wide black eyes that reflected nothing, swallowing the forest light whole.

	It didn’t look at him. It curled in on itself, shaking, arms wrapped protectively around its torso. One leg was twisted at an unnatural angle, and through a tear in its tissue, Falk could see crystalline structures fractured like broken glass. A thick, iridescent fluid oozed from the wound—darker than blood, slow-moving, with a sweet, metallic scent that clung to the air.

	Falk stopped a few feet away. The creature’s eyes snapped open, locking onto his with an intensity that chilled him to the core. It didn’t scream. Instead, it let out a soft, warbling chirp—fragile, melodic, not unlike a wounded bird.

	“Easy…” Falk said, hands raised, voice low and calm. “I’m not going to hurt you.” 

	The alien flinched. Curled tighter.

	Then movement again—just beyond the first.

	Another figure emerged, partially obscured by a jagged edge of the shattered hull. This one was taller—four, maybe five feet—and more upright in its posture. Though its skin was the same pale blue, its silver veins pulsed with steadier light. It wasn’t uninjured, but it moved with far more control, scanning the scene with intelligent, cautious eyes.

	Falk's heart pounded. Survivors. Not just a ship—passengers.

	The second being stepped forward, letting out a sequence of soft, clicking sounds—strange and musical, but resonant. They didn’t just pass through air; they vibrated in Falk’s bones. It was language, of some kind. Or maybe instinct. Either way, it was clear: it was trying to understand him.

	Falk crouched, still keeping distance. His gaze flicked to the smaller one—their condition was worsening. The glow beneath its skin had started to dim, its breath shallow, irregular. Its chirping slowed to fading notes.

	“We need to help it,” Falk said, looking toward the second being.

	More clicks, sharper now. The larger alien’s body tensed, arms poised to shield its companion. Its eyes flitted between Falk, the wounded one, and the sky. The gestures were rapid—urgent, desperate. Not hostile. Protective.

	We don’t know you. We don’t trust you. But this one is dying.

	Falk stayed kneeling, never reaching for his weapon. “I understand,” he murmured. “You’re scared. So am I. But if we do nothing…”

	He reached for his pack, slowly, visibly. The larger alien bristled but didn’t move. Falk retrieved a small med-kit. Sterile gauze. Basic antiseptics. It wasn’t much—but it was something. He held a gauze pad out, not to touch, but to show.

	The larger alien studied him. Then looked to its companion. The two exchanged a silent moment—one of those exchanges too brief and too deep to be anything but understanding. The smaller one whimpered again, barely audible.

	A nod. Small. Reluctant.

	Falk moved in.

	He worked quickly but gently, dabbing the fluid from the wound and pressing gauze to the torn tissue. It soaked through instantly, blooming with a color unlike anything he’d seen. The smell intensified—like heated copper and wildflowers. The wounded alien made a soft sound, somewhere between a sigh and a moan, and let its eyes drift closed. 

	The second alien watched with laser focus. When Falk finished, it leaned in and touched the gauze lightly. Then its own hand. Then the injured one’s arm. Soft clicks followed—reassuring sounds, rhythmic, almost like a lullaby.

	Falk stood slowly. “I can’t do more here,” he said. “But I have people. They can help.” 

	He gestured through the trees, where the tents and lights of the forward base flickered faintly between the trunks. The second alien followed his motion, visibly unsure.

	It paused—then opened a small pouch on its chest. From within, a glow emanated. It held something Falk couldn’t identify—organic? Technological? He couldn’t tell. It offered the object without hostility. A sign of trust. A plea.

	Falk didn’t take it. “Not yet,” he said softly. “We don’t know what it does. I want to help—but I won’t risk you or him.”

	Instead, he motioned again toward the base. “We go. Together.”

	After a long pause, the alien nodded. It gathered the smaller one into its arms with great care, holding it close. The injured one chirped weakly but didn’t resist.

	Falk led them through the trees.

	When they emerged into the cleared perimeter of the wreckage site, the entire compound froze. Soldiers, scientists, engineers—all stopped. Silence blanketed the field as eyes widened and conversations died in throats.

	Falk raised his hands. “Hold your positions,” he shouted. “They’re survivors. They need medical help.”

	A ripple of movement. Weapons were not aimed, but they were not lowered either. Dr. Schmidt broke through the crowd first, stunned. “Colonel… are they—”

	“They’re alive,” Falk cut in. “And one of them is dying.”

	The second alien tightened its grip protectively, its posture shifting, defensive. More soldiers began to move in.

	“No sudden moves!” Falk barked. “Stand down!”

	Dr. Schmidt raised a hand. “We’re here to help,” he said, gently. “No harm will come to you.” 

	The alien’s gaze was sharp, calculating. It looked at Falk. Then back at Schmidt. Then down at its companion.

	Another nod.

	Falk exhaled. The first barrier had been crossed. Trust, fragile and flickering, had begun.

	But elsewhere, darker minds were already stirring.

	Within days, the delicate order surrounding the crash site collapsed beneath the weight of a new arrival—one that didn’t come with questions, only commands. The soldiers wore the black uniforms of the SS, their helmets glinting beneath the tree line, their eyes hidden behind expressionless visors. They didn’t need to speak to assert control. Their presence alone was enough. The scientists, who had first approached the wreckage with reverence and restraint, were quickly silenced by a colder ambition. The SS hadn’t come to study. They’d come to claim.

	The shift in atmosphere was immediate and suffocating. What had begun as a tentative exploration into the unknown, now reeked of ideology and conquest. The beings from the stars were no longer visitors or survivors—they were specimens, resources, keys to something darker. The quiet murmur of discovery gave way to the bark of orders and the low thrum of authority. And at the center of this sudden transformation stood Professor Otto Rahn.

	Rahn was a wiry man with sunken cheeks and eyes that glinted with fanaticism. His name was already infamous among those who whispered of the Ahnenerbe, the branch of the SS obsessed with ancient relics and racial myth. He had searched for the Holy Grail, for lost Aryan bloodlines buried beneath the ruins of fallen civilizations. Now, fate had delivered him something far greater: proof of a higher lifeform, not born of this earth. And he moved through the crash site like a prophet in a cathedral, brushing his fingers along the ship’s surface with a perverse kind of awe, as if the metal itself could reveal ancient truths.

	His presence cast a long shadow over the work of men like Dr. Schmidt, who had spent hours tending to the surviving alien with a gentleness born from shared vulnerability. Rahn, in contrast, gazed upon the creature not with empathy, but calculation. He saw not a wounded lifeform, but potential. Standing before his black-clad entourage, he gestured toward the second alien—calm, but wary—its large dark eyes scanning the intruders.

	“Observe the structure,” Rahn intoned, his voice smooth, deliberate. “The delicate bones, the radiant inner systems… the absence of crude musculature. This is not mere life—it is refined life. It may have surpassed the natural course of evolution or perhaps retained something we lost.” 

	To the untrained ear, it sounded clinical. Scientific. But those who listened closely heard something else—an undercurrent of ideology laced through every phrase. He spoke of purity, of elegance, of adaptation. Not just admiration, but hunger. The implication was chilling: what if this alien form could be used to shape the future of humanity? Or worse—of their twisted vision of a "master race"?

	The scientists felt the ground shift beneath them. Their questions, once valued, were now brushed aside. Their notes, dismissed as distractions. Rahn’s presence didn’t just redirect the investigation—it hijacked it. The military, once a neutral arm of order, now followed SS protocols that emphasized control over care, extraction over understanding. The site had become a crucible not of knowledge, but of ideology.

	Falk watched this transformation unfold with growing dread. The tentative connection he had begun to forge with the surviving alien was fraying. Its movements had changed. Once curious, it now bristled with unease. It placed itself between its wounded companion and the SS men, its body taut, the glow along its limbs dimming. The chirps and whistles it made had turned sharp, erratic—laced with fear.

	Rahn either didn’t notice or didn’t care. His attention was locked on the creature’s hand, still faintly pulsing with internal light. He stepped forward slowly, extending his own pale, trembling hand, fascinated by the contrast.

	“Remarkable,” he whispered, his voice low and reverent. “This light… this power… It speaks to a destiny we have not yet fulfilled. But we will.”

	Falk’s breath caught. He wasn’t watching a man study a lifeform—he was watching a man stake a claim.

	He extended his own hand, its skin pallid and blotchy, a stark contrast to the alien’s delicate, veined appendage. "Remarkable," Rahn murmured, his voice a sibilant whisper. "The bioluminescence, the inherent energy… it speaks of a biological imperative far beyond our current comprehension. But not beyond our capacity to understand, or indeed, to replicate." He turned to a group of SS technicians, their faces impassive, armed with strange, multi-lensed optical devices and collection apparatuses that were far more invasive than anything the scientific team had initially employed. "Begin immediate biological sampling. Non-invasive where possible, but do not hesitate to employ more… direct methods if necessary. We must understand the source of this vitality, this…essence."

	The SS technicians set up with disturbing precision. Machines hissed to life, cables unfurled across the forest floor like black veins, and a chemical mist sprayed over the surviving alien’s skin. At once, its luminous glow pulsed and flickered, unstable. It let out a staccato burst of clicking sounds—distress, unmistakable. Its wide, glassy eyes darted toward Falk, searching for protection, for something human in the cold faces that now surrounded it.

	Falk’s fists clenched at his sides. Every instinct in him urged action. But instinct wasn’t enough. He was a colonel, yes—but now a colonel under the Reich’s brutal machinery. His rank, his authority, meant little against the iron weight of the SS and their unspoken doctrine. He stood helpless as the gentle rhythm of science—of empathy—was drowned out by the clang of metal crates, barking orders, and boots crushing moss beneath polished soles.

	Dr. Schmidt stepped forward, barely concealing his anger behind the stiff lines of professionalism. “Professor Rahn,” he said, voice taut with urgency, “this level of interference is destabilizing the subject. We’ve made progress through care. Any further agitation could compromise both specimens.”

	Rahn didn’t even look at him. He waved a hand like brushing off a fly, his attention already on the ship’s fractured hull. “Doctor, we are not here to film a pastoral. We are here to extract truth. Fundamental truth. This vessel—this incident—it is not an accident. It is a message. A gift. And we will make sure the Reich benefits from that gift in full.”

	The wreckage behind him still shimmered faintly, a broken crescent of iridescent metal fused with earth and ash. One section had melted into something like obsidian, eerily smooth to the touch. Rahn ran a gloved hand along its edge, reverent. 

	“This is more than alloy,” he said, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “It resists heat, pressure, force—it survives what should destroy. Just imagine, gentlemen… imagine what this could do for our submarines, our aircraft. It’s not just a material. It’s a philosophy. A different way of mastering nature.”

	But Rahn’s obsession wasn’t limited to engineering. He had brought others with him—linguists, anthropologists, men trained to chart bloodlines and cultures, to parse out “purity” from myth. Now they turned their attention to the aliens’ sounds and gestures, not to understand, but to categorize. They weren’t listening for meaning. They were hunting for proof—proof that these beings somehow aligned with their ancient fables and dangerous fantasies. 

	The surviving alien shifted, drawing closer to its wounded companion, its narrow body curved defensively. It released a low hum of clicks that Falk had heard before—soft, rhythmic, almost like a lullaby. Except now, it sounded more like a plea. Not for safety, perhaps, but for mercy.

	Rahn didn’t notice. Or didn’t care. He was already speaking again, louder now, like a man addressing a congregation.

	“Hyperborea. Vimana. The celestial builders of ancient lore. These are not myths, Colonel Falk. These are fragments of memory, inherited across generations. What we see here—these beings, this technology—it is the legacy of the Aryan stars. They came before us. And now, they return.”

	The scientists looked on in silence, some appalled, others simply exhausted. But the SS men, stiff and loyal, listened without blinking. Rahn’s voice had weight now, backed by power, by proximity to Himmler himself—who had arrived not long after, pale and ghostlike, eyes empty but listening.

	“Professor Rahn,” Himmler said, with quiet menace, “your findings suggest…potential. I want everything. Biology, capabilities, weaknesses. If there is a path to integration, we will find it. This may be our key to the next step.”

	Rahn bowed slightly. “Reichsführer. Their genetics speak for themselves. The absence of degeneracy, the perfection of form—it is a blueprint. We must study it, harvest it. This is evolution without corruption.”

	Falk felt sick.

	Whatever this had once been—a moment of awe, of reaching into the stars—had been mutilated. The aliens weren’t survivors anymore. They were test subjects. Tools. A means to justify a fantasy of racial destiny. And worse still, they were beginning to understand that.

	The containment area, once quiet with curiosity, now rang with a sterile brutality. The air had turned metallic. The hum of the SS’s strange field devices throbbed low and menacing. The injured alien, still glowing weakly, was lifted into one of their units—its figure trembling, though it made no sound. Its companion chirped in protest, reaching after it.

	Falk stood back, swallowed by his uniform. There was nothing he could say that would change this. His voice was already lost in the thunder of ambition.

	The forest had borne witness to something extraordinary. And now, it would also carry the stain of something unforgivable.

	The alien trembled—a subtle, involuntary shiver that ran through its frame as the foreign energy field wrapped tighter around it. Its companion, still uninjured but confined within a similar containment array, didn’t struggle. The fear that had once flickered in its deep, liquid eyes had drained into something worse: resignation. It no longer watched with curiosity or alarm. It simply endured.

	“Colonel, with all due respect,” Dr. Schmidt began, stepping close and speaking just above the rising clatter of SS equipment, “this containment process… we have no precedent for it. The energy signature alone—it’s completely unstudied. We can’t know what it’s doing to them.”

	Rahn didn’t bother looking up. His attention was fixed on the alien’s hand, clamped in place beneath a dull violet light. Veins glowed faintly beneath the translucent skin. “Your protest is noted, Doctor,” he muttered, “but our priority is understanding. Not coddling.” He leaned in slightly, eyes gleaming. “Look at the luminescence. See how it dances beneath the surface? That’s not blood as we know it. That’s a higher process—energy moving through tissue, not just for life, but for something more. This is what we’ve come for.”

	Falk met the creature’s gaze. It was brief—but in that quiet, strained glance, there was no mistaking the message. A plea. Not in words, but in presence. Help us. Stop this.

	He looked away, guilt twisting deep in his gut. Uniforms and medals didn’t mean much now. Orders had consumed everything. 

	He wasn’t a liberator—he was a bystander.

	The SS technicians moved methodically, deploying machines no civilian scientist had seen before—steel arms tipped with glowing probes, smooth orbs humming with unseen forces. One device hovered over the injured alien’s exposed side. A beam of pulsing blue light struck its wounds, and the tissue flared unnaturally bright. The creature let out a burst of frantic clicking sounds. Pain, clear as any scream. Rahn didn’t flinch.

	“Regeneration at a cellular level,” he said, enraptured. “Colonel, do you see what this means? Limb restoration, battlefield recovery… we could rewrite our very mortality. Their biology holds the key.” Nearby, a team in white coats scraped samples from the floor—fragments of alien skin, bits of shattered bone, treated like sacred relics.

	Behind them, the ship was being torn apart. What had once been a marvel of design—a smooth, organic vessel shaped by knowledge far beyond Earth—was now reduced to components. Devices glowed with impossible patterns. Pulses of light flickered like breath. It didn’t matter. The SS ‘specialists’ boxed it all up. Falk’s own team had tried to decipher one small object—a warm, obsidian-like stone that projected a three-dimensional map—but those efforts were over. The artifact had been taken, handed off to men who didn’t ask questions—only what could be weaponized.

	One of them was Mengele.

	Not yet a household name. Not yet infamous. But even now, his eyes were wrong. He stood over the ship’s power conduit, directing his men as they extracted a glowing crystalline core. It pulsed like a heart, brilliant and alive. As they pried it free, a wave of energy lashed out. Several SS men flew backward into the containment walls, groaning, limbs splayed.

	The alien saw it happen. It let out a sharp, stuttering sequence of clicks and recoiled, body rigid, tendons tensing. It knew something had gone wrong.

	“Incredible,” Rahn whispered, stepping closer to the damaged core. “Look at this light. It’s not just fuel—it’s sustenance. Pure energy converted from the cosmos. Think of the possibilities, Colonel. Unlimited flight. Propulsion without burden. Power drawn from the stars themselves.”

	Falk didn’t answer. He watched instead. Watched how the men under Rahn’s command didn’t analyze—they harvested. They weren’t learning from the ship’s elegance; they were dismantling it piece by piece, blind to its purpose.

	One technician was forcing the obsidian projector to run at full intensity, ignoring the delicate mechanisms inside. The schematic flared once, cracked, then sputtered out entirely. Ruined.

	The surviving alien let out a sound—low, guttural, mournful. It was the kind of sound that didn’t need translation. Falk felt it vibrate in his chest. A sound of grief. Of finality. Of homesickness for a place now impossibly far away. 

	But the SS men just took notes. “Distress response,” one muttered flatly, scribbling in a logbook. Nothing more. 

	Rahn was already onto something else. A curved panel of hull shimmered beneath his hand, its surface unnaturally warm, colors shifting like oil on water. “This alloy,” he said, reverent, “doesn’t exist on Earth. It’s stronger than steel, more flexible than carbon fiber. It’s born of stars, Colonel. This is how gods build.”

	Around him, the SS nodded. The civilian scientists, fewer and more silent with each passing hour, began to realize the truth they’d been avoiding.

	Dr. Schmidt stepped beside Falk. His voice was low and grim. “They aren’t scientists. They’re fanatics. They don’t want truth. They want justification. Every piece they tear out of this ship, every sample they scrape from those beings—it’s all fuel for a fantasy.”

	“I know,” Falk said quietly. “But they outrank us both.”

	He felt sick. He had seen something extraordinary—something that could have united worlds. Now it was being carved into evidence for an old lie dressed in new power. The aliens weren’t envoys. Not anymore. They were prey. Exhibits. Tools in a story written long before they crashed to Earth.

	In the far end of the containment zone, SS soldiers powered up cutting torches. They began to slice through the ship’s spine, where the hum of its core still vibrated in the earth. The crystalline matrix, once so vibrant, was now cracking beneath sonic drills. Its energy warped, flared, and finally dimmed.

	The containment field surrounding the surviving alien flickered violently. It shrank back with a shriek—short, choking, terrified.

	And still, the Reich pressed forward.

	Rahn stood amid the wreckage like a man before a pulpit, arms spread, eyes fever-bright. “This vessel,” he declared, gesturing at the shattered remains of the alien craft, “is a fragment of something far greater. Its builders… they are the rightful heirs of the stars. Their knowledge, their flesh, their brilliance—it all reflects the ancient Aryan essence, diluted and defiled over millennia by lesser bloodlines. But this crash—this miracle—is our turning point. A beginning. The gateway to reclaiming our birthright. The stars will be ours again.”

	His words rang with the certainty of a fanatic and the fervor of someone desperate to make the cosmos fit his delusion. Falk said nothing. He didn’t need to. The truth pressed heavy on his chest.

	They had made contact—real contact—with another intelligent species. What should have been a testament to the courage and curiosity of humanity had been hijacked. Twisted. The camp, once buzzing with scientific inquiry, was now a cold machine for ideological exploitation. Black uniforms, taut expressions, barking orders—the Reich had arrived not to understand, but to dominate.

	The aliens—crash survivors, not invaders—were prisoners now. Their bodies, their technology, their very identities were being picked apart like trophies. Whatever peace they once carried was being choked beneath boots and steel and unrelenting propaganda.

	Falk watched from the margins, a man out of place in his own uniform. One alien—the frail one—rarely moved. The other remained alert, standing as though it understood its role: protector. Rahn called them proof. Falk saw something else: sentience. Suffering. Grace under unbearable pressure. 

	And doubt.

	Rahn’s lectures on “cosmic Aryans” had grown more absurd, more hollow, as the days passed. Falk tuned him out. He focused instead on the wounded alien’s subtle flinches, the slow pulse of light beneath its skin, the protective stance of its companion—small gestures, full of meaning. Full of life. 

	Despite the SS oversight, Falk had managed to keep a few artifacts from vanishing into their archives. One was a slate, smooth and dark, that responded to touch. When activated, it unfolded complex diagrams into the air—maps, equations, anatomical studies—no weapons, no military designs. Only exploration. Understanding. 

	The images humbled him. Here was a species that hadn’t conquered its way through the stars but had studied them, mapped them, embraced the unknown. He found himself spending stolen moments poring over those schematics. They offered glimpses into a civilization that prized knowledge over domination.

	He began to visit the containment chamber more often, staying back, moving slow, keeping his hands visible. He never spoke loudly. Just a soft greeting, a gesture of peace. He noticed a change. The alien he called the Sentinel no longer turned away. Its eyes met his, no longer with fear, but with something else. Awareness. Watchfulness.

	And then, one night, everything shifted.

	The SS had thinned—just a few guards remained. Rahn had retired to his quarters, likely scribbling more theories about ancient star-kings. Falk approached the field carefully, breathing in the faint, metallic scent that always lingered in the containment zone. He stood still, then slowly raised his hand, palm out.

	“We mean you no harm,” he said, quietly. He touched his chest. “Falk.”

	The Sentinel didn’t move for several heartbeats. Then, its eyes met his. Not just passively, but with a kind of piercing focus that made him feel naked in his own mind.

	And then came something he could not explain. 

	It wasn’t a voice, not exactly. More like pressure. Like a note held just below hearing. A feeling, more than a sound—grief. Loss. A question: Why?

	Falk’s breath caught.

	He closed his eyes, letting his thoughts quiet. Then he concentrated—on his wonder, his confusion, his wish to help. He sent it out, unsure if the creature would feel it, or even if it could. But something in his gut told him to try.

	A second pulse bloomed in his head. Stronger. Sharper. He felt the silence of deep space—the smooth glide of a ship not meant for war, but for travel, for study. The satisfaction of discovery. The comfort of shared purpose. It filled him, achingly beautiful, and then it was gone—replaced by a jarring flash of pain. 

	Impact.

	Alarms, not as sound but as blinding discord inside his chest. 

	The crash.

	Isolation.

	And sorrow.

	The injured alien stirred. Its light brightened faintly. Falk’s eyes darted to it, and he saw the Sentinel shift, just slightly, protectively.

	Then another whisper, almost gone: Help us.

	It wasn’t a demand. It wasn’t even hope. Just the last thread of trust extended toward a stranger in a uniform.

	Falk’s heart twisted.

	These weren’t conquerors. They were explorers. Scientists. Survivors.

	And now, prisoners of a system that would destroy them.

	Back at camp, the Reich’s men were busy reducing genius to rubble. The artifacts, the language, the vessel itself—disassembled without thought for meaning. It wasn’t research. It was theft.

	And Rahn? He didn’t see sentience. He saw mirrors—twisted reflections of his own ideology projected onto alien faces. He would never understand. He didn’t want to.

	But Falk did.

	The Sentinel watched him closely now. When Falk stepped back, its head tilted. Not in fear. In understanding. And maybe, just maybe, in trust.

	He couldn’t walk away from this.

	He had access—restricted, but real. Schematics, data slates, energy readings. There had to be something—medicine, a map, something that could help them heal, escape, continue their mission.

	And the guards? They weren’t looking for compassion. They were looking for sabotage. Rebellion. Anything loud.

	Falk would be quiet.

	Deliberate.

	Human.

	He turned from the containment field, the image of the wounded alien etched into his mind, its fragile glow pulsing like a dying star. But even dying stars radiated light—light that traveled far, across empty distances, to places where it might yet be seen.

	The Sentinel seemed to nod.

	And Falk understood what he had to become: Not a conqueror. Not a soldier. A bridge. Between silence and understanding. Between horror and hope.

	The mission hadn’t ended in the crash. It had just begun.

	 

	


Chapter 3

	The Reich's Twisted Vision

	The air in Goebbels’ office was heavy with stale cigar smoke and the syrupy reek of cologne—a mixture so thick it seemed to settle into the furniture, into the grain of the mahogany desk, into the man himself. He moved like a restless predator, pacing the thickly carpeted floor in measured, silent steps. His sharp eyes flicked from gilded frames to polished busts, searching not for beauty but for affirmation. Every object in the room had been chosen to reflect power, permanence, authority. Now, he searched them for something more: a sign.

	The news had come wrapped in layers of secrecy, funneled through the tight sieve of SS bureaucracy and filtered again by Rahn’s flowery prose. But Goebbels had a nose for opportunity. He didn’t care for the scientific jargon or the military logistics. What interested him—what electrified him—was the story. The potential. 

	He paused in front of a golden globe, one hand resting on its cold surface. His fingers traced the curve of Europe, then drifted upward, toward the expanse of blue that held the heavens. “The stars,” he muttered, almost to himself. “Always they have inspired the faithful. Prophets. Poets. Conquerors.”

	Now they had delivered something tangible. Something real. A crash. Beings not of this Earth. Technology unlike anything known. Others might see a scientific revolution or a strategic windfall.

	Goebbels saw a myth reborn.

	The propaganda practically wrote itself. The Aryans Were Not Alone. Our Cosmic Kin Return. The Celestial Forge of Blood and Spirit. He could spin the narrative a hundred ways: the visitors weren’t truly alien, but estranged cousins—remnants of a pure lineage that had taken to the stars long ago, only now returning to find their kin in the Reich.

	The damaged ship? Evidence of a galactic war, perhaps. Their injuries? The wounds of brother-warriors fighting against cosmic corruption. Their crash-landing here, on German soil? Not chance—destiny.

	He smiled, a thin, reptilian curve of the lips.

	When Rahn arrived, carrying a folder brimming with data and preliminary assessments, his expression was flushed with pride. Goebbels didn’t bother to greet him. He didn’t even look at the papers. He simply waved the folder away like smoke.

	“Put that down,” he said flatly. “The specifics can wait.”

	Rahn blinked. “But Minister, the material composition—”

	Goebbels turned, fixing him with a stare that cut through the pretense. “Do you think the German people care about carbon lattices or energy signatures, Rahn? This is not about materials. It’s about meaning. What does this event say about us? About the Reich? About who we are?” 

	Rahn hesitated. He’d come prepared with numbers, not metaphors. “It… confirms what we’ve long theorized. That the Aryan lineage may have... celestial roots.”

	Goebbels narrowed his eyes. “Not may. It must. And you, Rahn, will help prove it. You will provide the symbols. The artifacts. The phrases that turn wonder into certainty.”

	He returned to his globe and spun it slowly. “This… is not a scientific event. It’s a revelation. A cosmic echo of our mission. Proof that our struggle here is part of a far older story.”

	His voice dropped, growing more intimate. “We will not present them as prisoners. That’s too crude. No—these are envoys. Survivors of a battle beyond our comprehension, drawn here not by chance, but by blood.”

	Rahn nodded, slowly catching up to the script. “A narrative of return. Of reunion.”

	Goebbels turned to him fully now, his voice almost reverent. “Exactly. And when we reveal them—when we reveal us—the world will no longer see us as conquerors. They will see us as inheritors.”

	Outside, Berlin throbbed with its usual symphony of movement—cars rumbling through wide boulevards, boots on stone, the distant call of orders barked in rhythm. But inside the office, there was only the quiet rise of a new mythology.

	Goebbels leaned back in his chair, satisfied. The war for Earth was well underway.

	But now, the stars were in reach.

	And he intended to make them German.

	Rahn faltered under Goebbels’ gaze, caught between technical truth and political expectation. “Herr Minister… the technology is extraordinary. It’s operating on principles we’ve never seen outside of theory. The propulsion system—”

	Goebbels waved the words away like smoke from his cigar. “Yes, yes, propulsion.” His eyes narrowed. “But who built it, Rahn? Why now? Why here?” 

	He leaned forward, voice dropping to a quiet intensity. “This isn’t random. They didn’t fall from the sky like debris. They came here. To us. Because they see what we are. What we’re becoming.”

	Rahn shifted uncomfortably. The aliens hadn’t acted like messengers or kin. They had recoiled from the SS’s methods, offered no aggression, no allegiance—only silence. Still, Goebbels’ certainty was like a wall, pressing in from all sides.

	“You think they’re Aryan?” Rahn asked, cautiously, the word foreign and strange in the context of beings from another star.

	Goebbels chuckled, short and sharp. “Who else could they be?” He stood and turned toward the window, looking out over the clean, controlled symmetry of Berlin. “Show me another race that looks to the heavens and sees a frontier, not a mystery. Others claw at the dirt. We build rockets. They’ve simply gone further, that’s all. This technology—it’s not alien. It’s inherited.”

	To him, it was already decided. He’d begun drafting speeches, outlines for broadcasts, posters. He didn’t want the public to think of invaders or monsters. He wanted them to see long-lost cousins, the fulfillment of prophecy. Guests—dignified, otherworldly—who had come home.

	The interrogation chambers were ordered closed, not out of pity, but because bruises did not fit the story he was constructing. Instead, artists were summoned. They painted visions of slender, glowing beings standing side by side with German engineers beneath golden rays of dawn. The alien ship, reimagined in heroic scale, was framed
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