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The Terra Gaia Saga is a vast, interconnected fictional universe divided into five Stages that follow the overarching storyline. Each Stage is subdivided into multiple Phases, with crucial events marking the beginning of a new Phase.
 
Readers may begin with any of the first three Stages that appeals to them the most, provided they respect the order of the Phases to avoid spoiling unread storylines. The saga encourages the exploration of its worlds, characters, and mysteries, as each novel complements the others. It is natural for certain details to remain ambiguous within a single novel; therefore, we invite you to continue reading to unravel every secret.
 
There are two types of novels: Fundamental Novels, which advance the main plot of each Stage, and Essential Novels, which enrich the universe by expanding the lore and exploring the backstories of characters and plotlines.

Chapter 1
Maximum Alert 
January 5th, 2016 – 9:38 AM – Headquarters of the World Federation of Latin America, Colombia
 
Blackbourne, together with his team, Walker, Hyun, Soyinka, Svend, Scott, Kelly, and Smirnov, walk through the narrow hallways of the massive underground facilities of the World Federation located in Medellín, Colombia, heading toward the conference room summoned by the President of the World Federation, Patricia Bellamy.
The Federation staff step aside, pressing themselves against the walls to give way to the eight supersoldiers of ATCWC’s Alpha Team. Each of them carries a combat suit equipped with the most advanced technology humanity has achieved, designed with a single purpose: exterminating any interdimensional or extraterrestrial creature foolish enough to threaten the inhabitants of Terra Gaia.
Upon reaching the entrance to the conference room, Blackbourne and his team come face-to-face with the ATCWC team from the Latin America region (except Brazil), led by the famous and beloved Héctor De Mendoza. 
Both leaders study each other like the seasoned wolves they are, and for a brief moment the hallway falls into silence, broken only when the two men embrace tightly, showing the strength of their long-standing friendship.
The rest of Blackbourne’s team simply watch their commander speak flawless, fluid Spanish. Rojas steps forward to greet the members of Mendoza’s team, after all, he once belonged to the Latin America division before joining Blackbourne.
“I wish our meeting were under different circumstances,” Héctor admits, worried about the rift that appeared a few days ago in the forests of southern Colombia, an event that has put the entire region at risk, since no one knows what caused it.
“And I wish this region weren’t the most conflict-ridden. The people here don’t deserve so many tragedies,” Blackbourne says, remembering that the worst conflicts with interdimensional creatures have occurred mainly in Latin America ever since the early fifties, shortly after the end of the Second World War.
“How’s your family?” Héctor asks, and the conversation shifts from light to somber. Both ATCWC teams are well aware of the situation with Blackbourne’s daughter, and they know any of them could face the same fate.
It had been a hot August day back in 2008 in Berlin, Germany. While Blackbourne enjoyed a movie night with his wife Emma, his daughter was attacked by interdimensional entities known as the Legacy of the Oneirics. They did not kill her, worse, they inflicted an illness that would make her die slowly before her father’s eyes, a fate far crueler than death. They wanted Blackbourne to witness the gradual deterioration of his daughter, powerless to stop it. Since then, his fifteen-year-old daughter has remained bedridden, her health worsening day by day, her weight dropping to barely thirty-five kilograms.
“Her condition worsens by the day… but I still believe she’ll recover. I feel it deep inside,” he says, his face sinking as the last image of his daughter’s cadaverous appearance flashes in his mind.
“Aaron, she will recover,” Mendoza insists with conviction, hoping his words bring his old friend some strength.
“Thank you. And how’s your family, Héctor?”
“Nothing new. My oldest son is still working on his PhD in Barcelona, and my two daughters are studying at universities in London.”
“All three abandoned you, huh?”
“I can’t blame them,” Mendoza sighs, missing his children deeply but knowing it’s for the best. “After the incidents in 2006 and 2000, I’ve felt relieved knowing they’re far from here.”
“How did we let this region become the stronghold of those damned interdimensional insects?” Blackbourne snaps, frustrated and unable to comprehend how, despite all their efforts to protect the region, they keep being overwhelmed, ending with innocent blood spilled at their feet.
Suddenly, the newest member of the so-called “Protectors of Humanity” for the Latin America region approaches the entrance of the conference room. With impeccable posture and presence, he greets both squads. When Mendoza recognizes him, he gestures for him to approach before they enter.
“Blackbourne, I want to introduce you to one of the new leaders of the region. He’s from Mexico, enlightened by the tricks of you-know-who. His story is fascinating; someday you should hear it.”
“The more of us, the better,” Blackbourne replies with a strained smile. “Welcome. I’m Aaron Blackbourne from ATCWC’s main division.”
“It’s an honor to meet the legendary soldier who’s prevented major catastrophes more than once. I’ve heard a lot about you, Mr. Blackbourne. My name is Alejandro Torres, at your service,” the new member, who joined just last month, says respectfully.
After his incursion into the Chaos Dimension under the protection of the Lord of Darkness during his crusade to find the soul of his late wife, Alejandro returned to the Mother Dimension. After several difficult months of therapy, and with his father’s help, he managed to overcome the trauma he endured. It wasn’t easy to witness the darkest side of humanity and return to normal life. The shock threw him into a deep depression that nearly drove him to suicide. Fortunately, his father had connections with people experienced in treating traumas of that magnitude.
After accepting his wife’s fate and understanding that what he experienced had not been a dream but the reality many others faced, he decided to join the organizations allied with the global government, those that protected humanity from those fatal hidden truths. Travis was a crucial part of that decision. The leader who guided him through the Chaos Dimension became a role model for him, and when Alejandro returned to the Mother Dimension, he contacted him. It was then that Travis explained that the Legionnaires of Lux Sancta were an ancient organization from Europe, one of many, and that he was welcome to join. But Alejandro chose instead to serve in the organizations that protected the people of his own country and its neighboring nations.
“Welcome, Alejandro, and thank you for dedicating your time to the well-being of others. I know it’s not easy, but there will always be those of us willing to sacrifice our lives for the greater good, and for that, I thank you,” Blackbourne says, encouraging him, though he no longer believes those words as strongly as he once did.
The slow decay of his daughter’s prolonged suffering eats away at his hope more each day. Yet he knows how much depends on him. The recruits who join, even if they are battle-hardened soldiers, struggle when facing interdimensional creatures. That is where he steps in: a symbol meant to inspire, despite circumstances that defy common sense and break the psyche through the unnatural presence of entities that challenge everything.
“I never imagined such a welcome. Thank you, Mr. Blackbourne. With your permission, I’ll head inside, the conference is about to begin with our president.”
“We’ll join you, Alejandro. We’re heading in as well,” Héctor says, and both teams enter the conference room, taking seats at the back, except for Blackbourne and Mendoza, who sit in the front row.
The conference room is nearly filled. In the first rows sit the presidents of the Latin American countries, though most are present through holographic projections rather than in person. Behind them are the leaders of the organizations that uphold the ideals of the Protectors of Humanity, including Alejandro Torres, representing his wealthy family. His father had served until age made it impossible for him to continue his philanthropic work.
At ten in the morning, the conference begins with a holographic projection at the center of the room: Patricia Bellamy, President of the World Federation and the highest authority of humanity.
“Good morning, everyone. It’s a pleasure to greet you, but we’re short on time, so I’ll get straight to the point. Our situation is delicate and dangerous. For weeks, we have received multiple reports of fluctuations in our dimensional borders throughout this region. Until recently, we did not know the cause, but now we have an idea. We are calling it The Breach. It is located in southern Colombia, and you will find its approximate location on your maps.
“We have always had incursions from creatures that do not belong to this world. Fortunately, we’ve stopped their advances before they caused greater damage among our populations. But this Breach is not something to take lightly. Usually, creatures struggle to access our world and lose part of their essence along the way. This Breach removes that barrier, they can enter without suffering any damage during the passage. That is why we must close it as soon as possible.
“Blackbourne and his team will work with all of you to close the Breach. And in case you’re wondering whether Alexander Morningstar will assist us, the answer is no. We are alone in this, though you have my full support. Now, it’s time for questions.”
“Do we know how to destroy this Breach?” asks one of the organization leaders, María Velez.
“I’ll answer that,” Blackbourne says, standing and positioning himself beside Bellamy’s projection. “We don’t know. This is the first time we’ve encountered something like this. Unfortunately, we don’t have support from the Protectors of Gaia nor from the King of Lies and Tricks…”
“Aaron,” Bellamy warns sharply.
“If we don’t know how to destroy it, what’s the plan then?” the president of Peru asks.
“This is what we’re going to do,” Blackbourne declares. “We will head to the area and investigate to learn more about the Breach. If you check the records, you’ll see that creatures are already present near the site, attacking nearby populations. They will be our first priority. Once the area is secured, we will move toward the Breach itself to study it with greater caution. After that, our research teams will enter.”
“In other words, we have no idea what we’re dealing with, and we have no way to stop it. We have no control of the situation,” the president of Colombia complains, angry and disappointed with the World Federation and ATCWC.
“No! We don’t!” Blackbourne shouts, furious. “We don’t have a damn clue about what caused the Breach or what will come through it. We don’t have a damn clue what will attack us or why. All we have is each other. We don’t need angels or demons to protect us. This is our world, and we will defend it at any cost. That’s why I’m here, because together we are going to kick the hell out of any damned insect that dares cross into our home, and we’ll slam the door shut in its face.”
“I have a team of brilliant scientists working to understand this new phenomenon. I share Aaron’s vision: we must be independent and rely on no one but ourselves. Today is a clear example that they will not be here to protect us. If our defenses are built on waiting for others to do our job, then we will fail to create a better world for everyone, and that was not the reason we founded the World Federation, nor the reason I accepted becoming President of the World.”
“How can we help?” asks the President of Colombia, accepting that this situation is far beyond humanity’s control. He knows that demanding anything is useless; cooperation is the only option left.
“Héctor and his team, along with mine, will secure the areas surrounding the Breach. It would help us greatly if the nearby towns are evacuated as soon as possible so we can work without distractions. We will also need you to neutralize communications to prevent any videos or audio recordings of what is about to happen from being transmitted. Under no circumstances can this become public, otherwise, it would be a global catastrophe,” Blackbourne requests.
“You speak as if this were a war zone,” the President of Colombia protests.
“This is a war,” Blackbourne assures him without hesitation. “Whatever we encounter will not be easy to kill. We will have to use our full arsenal, technology that has never been revealed to the public, and we cannot allow it to be exposed or fall into the wrong hands. It is far too dangerous.”
“What about Bioenergetic Weapons?” asks another of the organization leaders, Joaquín Morales.
"I'll take that one, Aaron. I can say with certainty that the experiments on humans to grant them supernatural abilities have been a complete failure. Despite the attempts made by certain organizations I'm keeping an eye on, little progress has been made since the incident almost six years ago in Vatican City. Human beings simply are not capable of handling such power; granting it drives them into madness and ultimately suicide, with rare exceptions, none of which pose any threat to our society.
“We cannot use bioenergetic weapons to face these threats. It would be too dangerous, and there is a real possibility we could lose control of them and they could turn against us, creating an even greater and unnecessary problem. However, I will not deny the truth you already know, we continue studying the bioenergetic capabilities brought to us thanks to Mr. Morningstar and the mysterious crystals, about which we still know nothing. Bioenergetic Weapons are off the table for now.”
“I understand. But if these types of attacks become more frequent, as with the one we’re currently facing, we will need soldiers capable of countering such supernatural powers,” argues one of the oldest leaders of the organizations, David Díaz.
“There is no need for concern. So far, there is nothing ATCWC has been unable to handle with our current technology. As for whether more Breaches will appear in the future, that is something I cannot guarantee, because not even the Protectors of Gaia know their origin. Right now, the Protector you know by the codename Richter Burke is investigating the source of this anomaly. We expect an answer sometime today. But as I said before, we must remain independent from them.”
“You can count on the army’s support for anything you need,” the President of Colombia says.
“Thank you, Pedro. The support of Colombia and the neighboring countries is vital to overcoming this incident that threatens our sovereignty. I appreciate it. And if there are no further questions regarding this emergency, I’ll let you all get to work. I’ll remain in contact and notify you the moment we have news from Mr. Morningstar or Richter.”
The few presidents physically present in the room approach Blackbourne and offer him their full military and intelligence support. He thanks them and informs them that ATCWC’s Intelligence Command may need access to their telecommunications and satellites if necessary. Mendoza walks over just as the President of Colombia tells Blackbourne that the Army General is on his way to plan the evacuation of the towns surrounding the Breach.
After a few minutes, Blackbourne’s team gathers around him, along with Mendoza’s. Both leaders are already tired of the useless political talk that means little on the battlefield.
“Hey, Mendoza, are you ready?” Blackbourne asks once both teams are alone in the conference room.
“Ready for the hunt, Blackbourne!”
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