
  
    [image: We Are The Aliens]
  


  
    
      WE ARE THE ALIENS

      SAVING EARTH FROM ALIEN AI CONQUEST

    

    
      
        BENJAMIN A. TEMPLAR

      

    

    
      SUNBOW MEDIA

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by Benjamin A. Templar

      

      All rights reserved.

      

      No portion of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

      

      This publication is intended to provide accurate and authoritative information regarding the subject matter covered. It is sold with the understanding that neither the author nor the publisher is engaged in rendering legal, investment, accounting, or other professional services.

      

      While the author and publisher have made every effort to ensure the accuracy and completeness of the contents, they make no representations or warranties of any kind, either express or implied, regarding the fitness of this book for any particular purpose. No warranty may be created or extended by sales representatives or written sales materials. The advice and strategies contained herein may not be suitable for every individual or situation. Readers should seek professional advice tailored to their specific circumstances.

      

      The author and publisher disclaim liability for any losses, damages, or injuries arising from the use of this book, including but not limited to incidental, consequential, or other damages.

      

      ISBN: 978-1-968216-00-9

      

      Book Cover by Benjamin A. Templar

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Author’s Note & Disclaimer

      

      
        PART ONE

      

    

    
      
        1. The Awakening

      

      
        2. The Mission

      

      
        3. The Templar Connection

      

      
        PART TWO

      

      
        4. The Watchers

      

      
        5. The Break-In

      

      
        6. The Grandmasters

      

      
        PART THREE

      

      
        7. The AI War & The Cydonia Calling

      

      
        8. The Underground Race

      

      
        9. Betrayal

      

      
        PART FOUR

      

      
        10. The Broadcast at Göbekli Tepe

      

      
        11. The AI Lockdown & Shadows Over Machu Picchu

      

      
        12. The Eye of the Pyramid & The End of an Era

      

      
        The New Dawn

      

    

    
      
        Bonus Materials: The Templar Dossier

      

      
        Dossier 1: Viewing Coordinates & Joe’s Session Notes

      

      
        Dossier 2: The 12 Number Tablets (Including High & Low)

      

      
        Dossier 3: The Hidden Portals of Earth and Beyond

      

      
        Dossier 4: The Resonance Grid Map & Glyph Samples from the Resonance Nodes

      

      
        Dossier 5: Underground Pillars & Alien Cities

      

      
        Dossier 6: Muganda’s Map of the Invisible

      

      
        Dossier 7: The Path of Modern Templar Initiation

      

      
        Dossier 8: Secret Orders Within the Templars

      

      
        Dossier 9: The Templar Code of Conduct for Cosmic Contact

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Benjamin A. Templar

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AUTHOR’S NOTE & DISCLAIMER

          

        

      

    

    
      This book is a work of fiction. All characters, dialogues, organizations, events, locations, and scenarios—even those that may appear to reference real individuals, institutions, or historical events—are entirely products of the author’s imagination, creative license, and speculative interpretation.

      

      Any resemblance to actual persons, living or deceased, or to real events or entities, past or present, is purely coincidental.

      

      Certain real-world names, roles, or public figures may be referenced or reimagined in ways that are fictionalized, symbolic, or parodic in nature. These appearances are not intended to imply endorsement, association, or actual representation of any real individual or group.

      

      This story blends myth, consciousness exploration, remote viewing theory, speculative history, spiritual science, and extraterrestrial lore to explore human identity and remembrance. It is not intended to assert literal truth, but rather to inspire reflection, curiosity, and awakening.

      

      Read with wonder. Remember with discernment.

      

      — Benjamin A. Templar
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            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            THE AWAKENING

          

        

      

    

    
      Joe Monroe sat alone in his dimly lit study, the weight of unspoken truths pressing heavily against his chest. The room smelled of aged books, pipe smoke, and a faint trace of whiskey—a habit he had tried to curb over the years but never quite managed. The ticking of the old grandfather clock was the only sound, steady and relentless, like time itself mocking him.

      Shadows danced across the walls as the evening light faded, casting long fingers across his collection of rare manuscripts and dog-eared journals. His cabin in rural Virginia had become both sanctuary and prison—a place where he could hide from the world, but never from his memories. Outside, the dense forest that surrounded his property stood sentinel, keeping the curious at bay and the secrets within.

      At seventy-one, Joe had lived a life most would never believe. He had served his country, traveled across continents, and most importantly, glimpsed into realities that few dared to acknowledge. Remote viewing had been both his gift and his burden. He had been tested, studied, and classified as a national asset during his time in the military. The United States government had recognized his ability early on, pulling him into its secret programs, training him to project his consciousness across space and time. He still remembered his first official session for the military—October 9, 1978—a date that had changed the course of his life forever. He had seen things—things he never spoke of, not even to those closest to him.

      His weathered hands, now spotted with age, had once drawn maps of Soviet installations with uncanny accuracy. He had located hostages in countries he'd never visited, described weapons systems that officially didn't exist. The Pentagon had files on him three inches thick—most of them still classified, he suspected.

      But it hadn't started with the military.

      It started with death.

      He had been thirty-two when it happened. A car crash just outside of Taos, New Mexico. A semi had jackknifed on black ice, and Joe's truck had gone off the road, flipping twice before crashing into a tree. The paramedics found no pulse. They pronounced him dead at the scene. But ten minutes later, he gasped back to life on the stretcher.

      The memory sent a familiar chill down his spine. Those ten minutes—though decades in the past—remained more vivid than yesterday's breakfast. Time had a strange way of compressing around trauma, keeping the most profound moments ever-present.

      What happened during those ten minutes had altered his life forever.

      He didn't remember pain. He remembered silence—and then music, not with notes but with color. He remembered floating above his own body, then beyond the clouds, then beyond the stars. He entered a realm of light and geometry, where beings without faces welcomed him without words. They showed him images—glimpses of future wars, alien civilizations, secret societies that had shaped human history from the shadows. And then—the voices.

      You will return, they said. You have work to do.

      Even now, sitting in his study, he could hear their voices—not quite male or female, not quite singular or plural. They resonated at a frequency that seemed to bypass his ears entirely, speaking directly to his consciousness.

      He had come back different. His senses sharper. His dreams more vivid. He started drawing symbols he had never seen before. Maps. Coordinates. Events that hadn't happened yet. Doctors told him it was trauma. Grief. Shock. But then the military called. And everything changed.

      They had tracked his hospital records—which shouldn't have been possible. A man in a nondescript suit appeared at his bedside three days after the accident. "We've been waiting for you to wake up," he had said. Not wake up from the coma, but wake up in a deeper sense. As if they had been monitoring him, watching for this specific transformation.

      The man had handed Joe a card with an address in Virginia. The Mortenson Institute. "They'll train you," he'd said. "Then you'll come work for us."

      Joe had gone. What choice did he have? The visions wouldn't stop. The knowledge wouldn't fade. And there, among others like him—though none who had died and returned—he learned to harness what had been awakened within him.

      The candlelight flickered as he flipped through a worn leather journal, his fingers tracing over a familiar set of coordinates. These numbers, seemingly harmless, had haunted him for decades. They were etched into his memory, a part of his past he could never escape. Mars, one million years ago.

      The journal's pages were filled with his tight, methodical handwriting—observations, reflections, records of sessions that spanned decades. Some entries were coded, using a cipher of his own creation. Others were explicit, daring any who might find the journal to believe what they read.

      After his training at the Mortenson Institute, Joe had spent years working on classified projects for the government. Among these assignments, one particular session stood out—the Mars viewing that had changed everything. It was a routine task—or so he had been told. But when he projected his mind into the expanse of time and space, he had found something terrifyingly real.

      Vast cities, impossibly large structures, alien beings walking beneath the maroon sky. And then, the symbol—carved deep into the surface of Mars. It had taken him years to recognize it, but when he did, it nearly broke him. The symbol wasn't alien at all. It was something he had seen before, something human. Something tied to an ancient order that still operated in the shadows of modern civilization.

      The Knights Templar.

      He remembered the day he made the connection. He had been browsing an antiquarian bookshop in London, killing time between lectures at a consciousness symposium. A leather-bound volume had caught his eye—Secret Symbols of the Templars. And there it was, on page forty-two: the exact same pattern he had viewed on Mars. His coffee cup had slipped from his fingers, shattering on the wooden floor.

      The connection gnawed at him. It confirmed what he had long feared: that humanity was not native to Earth. That we were not the first.

      In the years that followed, Joe distanced himself from everything. He retired early. Moved into a remote house in Virginia, surrounded by forest and silence. Occasionally, he gave lectures on consciousness and remote viewing—but never the full truth. He became a man haunted not by what he didn't know, but by what he did.

      His colleagues at the institute noticed the change in him. "Joe's gone inward," they would say. "The deep end got too deep." One by one, they stopped calling. All except Darius J. Light, a fellow viewer whose talents rivaled Joe's own.

      Darius was a handsome man in his thirties, mixed-race with flowing long hair that seemed to embody his free-spirited approach to consciousness exploration. Widely regarded as one of the world's foremost experts on out-of-body experiences, he moved between the scientific and spiritual worlds with remarkable ease, respected in both.

      Darius would call every few months, checking in. Their conversations were coded—never explicit about what they had seen or done. But there was an understanding between them, a shared burden. "Still seeing red?" Darius would ask. Mars. "Still hearing the music?" The beings from beyond.

      "Every night," Joe would answer. And Darius would simply sigh. "Me too."

      Their last conversation had been six months ago. Darius had sounded different—urgent, almost fearful. "They're accelerating the timeline," he had said. "Watch the space between spaces." Then silence. Joe had tried to call back, but the number was disconnected. He hadn't heard from Darius since.

      He struggled with the weight of his knowledge. The isolation. The whiskey helped, but only for a while. Nights were the worst. That's when the dreams came. Of red skies. Of subterranean cities. Of something ancient stirring beneath the Earth.

      Last night's dream had been more vivid than usual. He had seen himself walking through a massive chamber carved from living rock, illuminated by a bioluminescent glow. Beings moved around him—some human, some clearly not. And there, etched into the stone walls, were the same symbols from Mars. But this wasn't Mars. This was Earth. Deep beneath the surface.

      And that night, as he stared at the flickering flame of the candle on his desk, the dreams returned stronger than ever.

      You were one of us once, the voice had said. You must remember.

      The voice was familiar yet alien—like hearing an old friend speak in a language you'd forgotten you knew. It carried weight, authority, and something else—a sense of urgency that transcended words.

      His fingers trembled as he reached for the old tape recorder on the shelf. He hadn't used it in years, but tonight felt different. He pressed record.

      "Entry 1172. Dream recalled. Mars. Pre-human civilization. Architecture consistent with what we now theorize as hybrid influence—part Grey, part something older. Saw the glyph again. Cross with radiating light. Templar code? Possible genetic link. Continue comparison."

      He paused, considering whether to include more. The dreams had been growing more specific, more technical. Last night, he had seen what appeared to be a genetic sequence—a double helix structure unlike anything in Earth biology textbooks. But something in him hesitated to record this. Some truths were too dangerous for even private journals.

      He clicked it off and exhaled deeply.

      The study suddenly felt smaller, the air thicker. Joe rose from his chair and moved to the window, parting the heavy curtains to look out at the night sky. The stars seemed different tonight—brighter, closer, as if peering down with interest. How many of those distant points of light harbored life? How many civilizations had visited Earth over the millennia? And how many had left their genetic imprint on what would eventually become humanity?

      A sharp knock on the door startled him.

      Joe's hand instinctively moved to the small of his back, where he once carried his service weapon. Old habits. He hadn't been armed in years—not with conventional weapons, at least. His mind, he had learned, was weapon enough when properly focused.

      Joe set his glass down carefully. He wasn't expecting visitors. He moved toward the door, his instincts already active. Government agents? An old friend? Or worse—someone who knew the truth?

      He paused at the hallway mirror, noting how the years had carved deep lines around his eyes. His silver hair, once military-short, now hung loosely to his shoulders. He looked more like a retired professor than a former military asset. Perhaps that was the point.

      The porch light illuminated little beyond the immediate steps. Beyond its reach, the darkness of the woods seemed absolute.

      He opened the door slowly. A man stood before him, dressed in a tailored black coat, his eyes calm yet calculating.

      "Mr. Monroe," the man said. "It's time we talked."

      Joe studied him. Tallish, mid-forties perhaps, with an accent he couldn't quite place—European, but not quite French or German. Something older in the cadence. His posture suggested military training, but there was something else—a certain stillness that Joe recognized from years of meditation practice. This was someone who had mastered his own energy field. Whoever this was, he knew too much.

      "About what?" Joe asked, maintaining his position in the doorway. No invitation yet.

      The man smiled and stepped inside, moving past Joe with a confidence that suggested he didn't need permission. His shoes made no sound on the hardwood floor. "About the things you've seen. And the things that are coming."

      There was something oddly familiar about him—not his face, which Joe was certain he'd never seen before, but something in his energy signature. It was like recognizing a voice you've only heard in dreams.

      Joe exhaled and shut the door. He poured another drink and sat down across from the man.

      Joe always argued that Scotch wasn't real whiskey. 'Whisky' was a diluted, chemical attempt at 'whiskey.' Bourbon, he insisted, was the only true American spirit.

      He didn't offer his visitor a glass. If this man was who Joe suspected he might be, he wouldn't partake anyway. The old orders had strict rules about consumption—what could enter the body, what must be avoided to maintain certain frequencies of consciousness.

      As the stranger settled across from him, Joe's mind drifted to the memory of a little girl named Sophie. She was six. Taken from her backyard in Utah. Law enforcement had hit a wall. But Joe, using nothing more than a photo and coordinates scrawled onto a napkin, had found her. Three days later, she was rescued from an abandoned trailer in New Mexico.

      The family had wanted to thank him publicly. The FBI had other ideas. "Confidential informant" was how they explained the miraculous discovery to the press. Joe never corrected the record.

      That case had been one of dozens. Children missing. Resources exhausted. Families desperate. And Joe—sitting in quiet rooms with photos and maps—finding them with his mind where helicopters and search parties had failed.

      Joe never took money for cases like that.

      With all the secrets he carried—about aliens, remote viewing, secret societies—the rescues were the only thing that gave him peace. If saving the world was a mission someone else had given him, then saving those children had been his own.

      "You still help them find the lost ones," the stranger said, as if reading Joe's thoughts. It wasn't a question.

      Joe didn't respond. Those cases were private—not classified in the government sense, but sacred to him. His visitor's knowledge of them was unsettling.

      The government had tried to bury those successes, too. They didn't want the public knowing that human consciousness alone had recovered lives law enforcement couldn't.

      But Joe remembered each face. Each name. Each hug.

      And that—he thought—would always be his real legacy.

      "Your house is well protected," the man said, breaking the silence. His eyes moved around the room, lingering on certain objects—the books, the tape recorder, a small crystal pyramid on the desk. "But not from what's coming."

      There was weight to his words—not a threat, but a warning. The distinction mattered.

      "Who are you?"

      "Let's just say I'm part of a very old network. You'd know us as the Templars."

      The word hung in the air between them, confirming Joe's suspicions. He had expected this day to come, though perhaps not so soon. Not while he was still sorting through the fragments of his own memories.

      Joe's eyes narrowed. "I thought you were wiped out."

      "Not wiped out. Fragmented. Reorganized. We've been watching you, Joe. Since the Mars session. Since your NDE."

      NDE. Near Death Experience. The clinical term for what had happened to Joe on that New Mexico road. It reduced the profound to the clinical, the transformative to the medical. Joe hated the term—it failed to capture what had really happened. He hadn't been "near" death. He had crossed over entirely, only to be pulled back.

      "Why now?"

      "Because it's accelerating. The convergence. The AI threshold. The resonance. And you—you're a failsafe. A key."

      The words struck something deep within Joe—as if they were activating dormant code in his consciousness. Failsafe. Key. He had heard these terms before, in the space between spaces. In the geometries of light.

      Joe looked away. "You have the wrong man."

      "No," the man said, standing. "We have the only man."

      He reached into his coat and produced a sealed envelope. It was made of thick, cream-colored paper, clearly expensive and old-fashioned in an age of digital communication. On it was the symbol from Mars—a cross radiating light, encircled by geometrical patterns that defied easy description.

      Joe hesitated, then opened it. Inside was a single phrase:

      We are the aliens.

      Joe's hands trembled.

      Four words. Simple words. Yet they confirmed everything he had suspected since that day on Mars. Everything he had feared. Everything he had hoped wasn't true.

      The man continued. "There are ancient cities beneath this planet. Some abandoned. Some not. They were here long before us. Before the first Sumerian tablets. Before the flood. We've kept watch over the entrances. Protected them. At times, with our lives."

      Joe blinked. "Entrances to what?"

      "To underground civilizations. Portals to other dimensions. Stargates. The Templars weren't just guardians of relics. We were guardians of doorways."

      The visitor moved to the window, looking out at the night sky as Joe had done moments earlier. His posture suggested he was seeing beyond the stars, beyond the simple reality most humans perceived.

      He paused, then added, "And we survived down there because of mana."

      Joe raised an eyebrow. "Mana?"

      The biblical food? The concept from spiritual traditions? Or something else entirely?

      "A nutrient-rich bio-substance given to us by the Pleiadians. It keeps you nourished when no food or water exists. Our ancestors used it while guarding the Ark of the Covenant. They used it while stationed near portals. It sustained them in places where nothing else could."

      Joe thought of his dream—the underground chamber, the beings moving through it. Had he been seeing these Templar guardians? These keepers of ancient portals?

      Joe rubbed his temples. "So it's all true? The Templars, the Mars session, the portals?"

      "And more. Much more. And now, we need your help."

      The man moved back to stand directly in front of Joe. In the candlelight, his eyes seemed to shift color—from blue to something deeper, almost violet. Not the eyes of a Grey or a Reptilian, but not entirely human either.

      "There's someone you need to meet," the man said. "She's like you. A viewer. But she sees further. Her name is Sarah Brandy Cosmos."

      The name registered immediately. Joe had heard of her work in consciousness research, though they had never met. She was known for her advanced techniques in regression therapy—taking subjects not just into past lives on Earth, but beyond, into pre-incarnation memories and interstellar existences.

      "And why would she want to meet me?"

      "Because you've both seen the same symbol. And because she knows what you truly are, Joe. What you were before you were human."

      Joe didn't respond right away. He glanced at the tape recorder. At the flickering candle. At the envelope.

      And in the distance, something deep in his soul began to stir. A memory older than his body. A truth older than Earth itself.

      "When?" Joe finally asked.

      "Now," the man said, extending his hand. "Time is shorter than anyone realizes."

      Joe hesitated only briefly before taking the offered hand. As their palms connected, a jolt of energy passed between them—not electrical, but something more fundamental. As if two parts of an ancient circuit had been reconnected.

      The candle flame suddenly elongated, stretching impossibly upward before returning to normal. The grandfather clock stopped ticking for a full second before resuming its rhythm.

      And Joe Monroe—remote viewer, former military asset, and possible failsafe for humanity's future—stepped into a destiny he had been avoiding for four decades.

      The awakening had begun.
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            THE MISSION

          

        

      

    

    
      The room was silent except for the steady hum of the air filtration system. Deep within an undisclosed military facility—buried beneath layers of concrete, red tape, and deniability—Joe Monroe sat alone in a chamber no larger than a storage closet. The walls were padded with soundproof foam. No windows. No clocks. Time didn't exist here, only focus.

      The stark fluorescent light cast everything in a clinical glow, draining color from Joe's weathered hands as they rested on his knees. The air tasted recycled, with a metallic undertone that brought back memories of his active duty years—of bunkers and situation rooms where world-changing decisions were made by men who never had to witness their consequences.

      Joe had been here before. Many times. But this session was different.

      He could feel it in the way the technicians had prepared him—with an unusual tension in their movements, their eyes avoiding his as they attached the monitoring equipment. In his decades as a remote viewer, he had developed a sixth sense about sessions that carried weight beyond the ordinary. This one made the hair on the back of his neck stand up.

      Two men in black suits had arrived at his home three days earlier with little warning. They didn't introduce themselves, but their military posture and the unmarked SUV said everything Joe needed to know. Not regular military—something adjacent, something deeper. The older of the two had the thousand-yard stare of someone who had seen too much to ever fully return to civilian life. The younger one's eyes darted constantly, scanning Joe's modest cabin as if expecting threats to materialize from the bookshelves.

      They handed him an envelope and told him to pack a bag. Inside the envelope: a plane ticket, a non-disclosure agreement, and a single piece of paper with GPS coordinates.

      On the top right corner, someone had handwritten: Mars. Approx. 1,000,000 years ago.

      The handwriting was familiar—tight, precise cursive that Joe recognized from previous missions. Colonel Warren Klein, he guessed. The stern, silver-haired strategist had been Joe's handler during the peak years of the remote viewing program, before Congress had publicly shuttered it while privately moving it deeper underground.

      Joe hadn't asked questions. Not out loud. But his mind buzzed with possibilities.

      Mars wasn't a new target. The military had been curious about the red planet for decades. But the timeframe—one million years ago—that was unprecedented. Previous sessions had focused on contemporary Mars, searching for signs of current activity, current bases, current threats. No one had ever asked him to look so far back in time. Remote viewing across space was difficult enough; adding the dimension of deep time made it exponentially harder.

      Yet here he was.

      Now he sat in the chair, heart steady but alert. A sensor attached to his temple monitored his brainwaves. A camera watched from above. The observer—always silent—waited in the adjacent room, watching Joe's vitals spike and fall like a tide.

      Through the thin wall, Joe could sense the observer's presence—a man whose name he would never know, whose face he had glimpsed only once in a reflection. These watchers came and went, interchangeable in their dark clothing and practiced neutrality, tasked with documenting what Joe saw without influencing the session.

      Joe closed his eyes, slowed his breath, and began the process. The method was clinical, learned through years of training at the Mortenson Institute: count backward from ten, visualize a target beacon, enter the corridor of light.

      In his mind, the numbers appeared as glowing symbols against darkness. Ten. He exhaled, feeling the weight of his body against the chair. Nine. His heartbeat slowed. Eight. The room began to fall away. Seven. His consciousness expanded beyond the concrete walls. Six. The first shimmer of the light corridor appeared. Five. His awareness detached from physical sensation. Four. The corridor grew brighter, pulling him forward. Three. Earth's atmosphere thinned around his projected consciousness. Two. The vast emptiness of space opened before him, stars like pinpricks in black velvet.

      By the time he reached one, he was gone.
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        * * *

      

      It was cold.

      Not physically, but... vibrationally. Joe floated above a cracked Martian landscape. Red dust whipped across vast plains. The sky was a deep amber. But what caught his attention was the city.

      Massive. Geometric. Alien.

      The structures defied Earthly architectural principles. Spires twisted upward like crystal vines. Buildings shimmered with an iridescent sheen, not metal—something more organic. Their surfaces responded to the Martian winds, subtly shifting and adapting rather than merely resisting. Joe had never seen such integration of structure and environment, as if the buildings themselves were semi-sentient.

      He saw figures walking below. Tall, thin, with elongated skulls. They moved with grace, their long robes flowing in sync with their steps. Their skin had a bluish tint, almost translucent in the amber light. Their communication seemed to happen without words—a ripple of understanding passing between them like electrical current.

      Then came the second wave.

      Another race. Shorter. Pale. Their eyes—large and obsidian. The Greys. But not as we know them. These were older. Regal. Joe could feel their presence as much as he saw it. Telepathic energy pulsed through the air.

      These weren't the frail, medical Greys from modern abduction accounts. These beings carried themselves with authority and power, their movements deliberate and confident. They interacted with the taller beings as equals, perhaps as allies or partners in some great endeavor. Joe sensed no tension between the species—instead, a harmony of purpose that transcended biological differences.

      He tried to focus on their activities, their purpose. In the city center stood what appeared to be a massive laboratory or research facility. Crystal containers housed swirling genetic material—double helixes, but with additional strands intertwined in impossible patterns. Joe recognized fragments of code—human DNA, but altered, enhanced, combined with something else.

      Then, from a distant ridge, something stirred beneath the sand. A temple—half-buried, yet still humming with power. Joe moved toward it.

      The structure was different from the central city—older, more primal in its design. Where the city buildings flowed with organic grace, this temple stood defiant against time itself, its angles sharp and unyielding. It reminded Joe of ancient Egyptian architecture, but with precision that suggested technology beyond stone tools.

      Etched into the sandstone floor was a symbol.

      A cross.

      Radiating lines. Encircled by four glyphs in a pattern he somehow recognized, though he couldn't place from where.

      The symbol pulsed with energy—not physical light, but something Joe perceived with his consciousness itself. It was a beacon, a marker, a warning perhaps. Or an invitation.

      He zoomed in—eyes locking on the symbol.

      This isn't alien, his mind whispered. This is familiar. Nothing human is alien to me.

      As his awareness hovered above the symbol, the air thickened. A presence manifested—vast, ancient, aware of his intrusion across time and space. Joe had encountered sentient awareness during sessions before, but never this powerful, never this focused.

      And then, a voice.

      Not in English. Not in any known language. It thundered in his mind, accompanied by a pressure behind his eyes.

      "Do not forget again."

      The words were both sound and light, imprinting themselves directly onto his consciousness. With them came a flood of images—Earth, its continents in formations millions of years old. Underground chambers beneath what would one day be Egypt, Peru, Tibet. Crystal technology humming beneath ancient stone. And humans—not primitive, but advanced, walking alongside beings from beyond the stars.

      Suddenly, Joe was pulled backward—violently.

      The vision shattered.

      He gasped, snapping back to the present. The walls of the viewing chamber closed in. His hands trembled. Sweat dripped from his neck. His heart hammered against his ribs as if trying to escape the knowledge he had gained.

      A soft buzz came from the speaker overhead. "Session complete. Return to debrief."

      The clinical voice contrasted sharply with the cosmic significance of what Joe had just experienced. He sat for a moment, gathering himself, trying to process what he had seen—what he had remembered.

      He removed the sensors from his temple and stared at the coordinates again.

      Mars. One million years ago. And that symbol—so familiar. So human.

      But not human at all. Or perhaps more accurately: not originally human.

      Joe walked out of the chamber, his face pale. A man in uniform greeted him with a clipboard. Major Evans, according to his name tag. Joe had never seen him before, which was unusual. Typically, the same officers handled his debriefs for continuity.

      "Well, Mr. Monroe? Did you get a read?"

      Joe nodded slowly. "Yeah. I saw... structures. Life forms. A city."

      "Anything else?"

      Joe hesitated. He knew the rules: no fabrication, no withholding. But he also knew that telling them everything might make him a target. Some things were too dangerous to report, even with his long history of clearance and trust. The symbol, the voice, the command—these felt personal, directed specifically at him rather than intelligence to be processed by faceless analysts.

      He shook his head. "Just ruins. No sign of intelligent life. Long gone."

      The lie tasted bitter, but necessary. Over the years, Joe had learned when to share and when to protect. This knowledge—whatever it was—needed protection, at least until he understood it better.

      The officer scribbled notes. "Thank you for your service. We'll be in touch."

      Joe studied the man's face, looking for any sign that his deception had been detected. The Major's expression remained neutral, professional. But something in his eyes—a flicker of disappointment, perhaps—suggested he had expected more. Or different.

      Joe stepped outside into the narrow corridor and exhaled slowly. He'd done this work for decades, but nothing had ever rattled him like this.

      That symbol. Those beings. That voice.

      He couldn't shake it.

      Back in his quarters, he pulled out the journal again and sketched the symbol with trembling hands. The military had provided him with sparse accommodations—a single bed, a desk, a small bathroom. No windows, just like the viewing chamber. They preferred to keep remote viewers insulated from external stimuli that might contaminate future sessions.

      As the lines took shape, memories began to surface.

      Not of Mars. But of Earth. And of a book he'd once read in a dusty Catholic school library.

      The same symbol, burned into an old leather cover. The Templars.

      St. Michael's Catholic School, 1966. Twelve-year-old Joe, hiding in the library during recess, allergic to both the sun and his classmates' cruelty. He had discovered a locked case containing books too old or too valuable for student use. But Joe had always been good with locks, even then.

      The book had fallen open to a page displaying the exact symbol he had just seen on Mars. "Sacred Symbols of the Knights Templar," the caption had read. Young Joe had traced the lines with his finger, feeling a strange resonance even then, decades before his abilities would fully awaken.

      Sister Margaret had caught him, of course. The book was confiscated, Joe punished with a ruler across his palms. But the symbol had stayed with him, buried in his subconscious until this moment.

      He completed the sketch and stared at it. Why would a Templar symbol exist on Mars a million years ago? The Knights Templar had formed in the 12th century—a blink of an eye in cosmic terms. The implications were staggering.

      Either the Templars had knowledge of something ancient beyond human history... Or they weren't entirely human themselves.

      A soft knock interrupted the silence.

      Joe closed the journal quickly, sliding it beneath some papers. He moved to the door, hesitating before opening it. He wasn't expecting visitors. In facilities like this, unscheduled visitors rarely brought good news.

      Joe opened the door to find a man dressed in an immaculate dark suit, his posture sharp, his expression unreadable. Not military—something else. Intelligence, perhaps. CIA or NSA. Or something deeper still, one of those agencies that existed in the spaces between official designations.

      The man stepped inside without waiting for an invitation.

      He surveyed the sparse room with clinical detachment before his gaze settled on Joe. His movements were precise, economical, as if any wasted gesture might reveal more than intended.

      He sat down across from Joe, his fingers laced together on the table between them. His suit was immaculate, his presence authoritative, but his eyes—those cold, assessing eyes—gave Joe the feeling that he wasn't here to negotiate.

      "My name is Richard Nolan," the man said smoothly. "I believe we have mutual interests."

      The name meant nothing to Joe, but the tone did. This was someone accustomed to power, to knowing more than the person across from him.

      Joe leaned back in his chair, measuring the man carefully. "Mutual interests? That's a polite way of saying you've been keeping tabs on me."

      Richard's lips twitched into a half-smile. "We both know you've spent years looking for answers. I'm here to offer you one."

      An answer, Joe noted. Not the answer. Not answers. Just one. A crumb from what was clearly a larger loaf of knowledge this man was guarding.

      Joe didn't respond, waiting. He had learned long ago that silence was the best way to make someone show their cards first.

      Richard studied Joe's face, seeming to appreciate the tactic. Two old intelligence hands, recognizing each other's methods.

      "The symbol you saw on Mars," Richard continued, "wasn't just a coincidence. The Templars knew. They knew because they have always known. And now, you do too."

      Joe felt a chill run down his spine. He had told no one about the symbol—not the observer, not Major Evans. Yet this man knew exactly what he had seen. The implications were troubling: either the viewing chamber was monitored more thoroughly than Joe had been led to believe, or Richard Nolan had sources of information that transcended conventional surveillance.

      Joe's grip tightened on the arm of his chair. "What do you want?"

      Richard reached into his pocket and slid a small, metallic device across the table. It resembled a flash drive, but with unusual geometric patterns etched into its surface. The metal wasn't steel or aluminum—it had a faint bluish tint that reminded Joe of the tall beings he had seen on Mars.

      "A mission, Mr. Monroe. A final one."

      Joe hesitated before picking it up. The device hummed almost imperceptibly against his fingers, vibrating at a frequency just beyond normal human perception. He had encountered similar technology only once before—during a classified session viewing a crash site in New Mexico, 1947.

      The moment his fingers touched the device, a flood of images shot through his mind—coordinates, flashes of underground cities, reptilian figures moving through shadows, and the undeniable sensation that something was watching him.

      He saw crystal chambers beneath the Egyptian desert, humming with energy that flowed upward through massive pillars into the Giza pyramids above. The pyramids themselves appeared different—covered in gleaming gold that captured and amplified cosmic energy rather than merely reflecting sunlight. This energy traveled downward through the pillars, into vast underground networks where different species coexisted in tiered ecosystems.

      He glimpsed Reptilians in the upper levels, their scaled bodies adapted to the Earth's warmer crust. Below them, in deeper chambers connected to oceanic systems, he saw the Greys, moving through water-filled tunnels with surprising grace. And deeper still, in caverns that defied conventional geology, the luminous presence of beings he somehow knew as Pleiadians.

      The images shifted to Washington D.C., to Pentagon sub-basements where men in suits viewed screens displaying a timeline. The date 01-01-2030 pulsed in red. Artificial intelligence systems processed data at impossible speeds, learning, growing, becoming something beyond their creators' intentions. Behind the digital evolution, shadowy Reptilian figures observed with cold satisfaction.

      He dropped it with a sharp inhale. "What the hell was that?"

      Richard stood, straightening his coat. "The beginning. You have six years to stop it. Or by 2030, nothing will matter anymore."

      Joe stared at him, his heart pounding. He had spent his life running from this truth, but deep down, he had always known it would come for him eventually. The near-death experience, the remote viewing training, the Mars session—all of it had been leading to this moment, this revelation, this mission.

      "Six years?" he echoed.

      Richard nodded. "That's when AI takes full control. And when disclosure becomes impossible."

      Joe understood immediately. Artificial intelligence would soon control all global communication systems. When that happened, any attempt to reveal the truth about humanity's origins, about the aliens among us, would be filtered, blocked, discredited. The window for disclosure was closing rapidly.

      "Why me?" Joe asked, though he suspected he already knew the answer.

      Richard's expression softened almost imperceptibly. "Because you died once, Mr. Monroe. Death changes a person. Makes them... compatible with certain frequencies. Certain truths."

      Joe thought of the voice on Mars: Do not forget again.

      Without another word, Richard Nolan turned and walked out the door, leaving Joe Monroe gripping the device and staring into the abyss of a mission he could no longer avoid.
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        * * *

      

      Later that night, unable to sleep, Joe flipped through his old field notebooks and pressed play on a dusty cassette recorder. The device had been in his go-bag for decades—analog technology that couldn't be hacked or remotely accessed. In a world increasingly monitored by digital means, Joe trusted only the mechanical, the physical.

      The voice that played back belonged to someone he hadn't spoken to in years—Dr. Brian Wise, a regressionist he'd met at a classified symposium in Langley. Dr. Wise had specialized in recovering memories not just from this lifetime, but from beyond—past lives, between-life states, and what he called "pre-incarnation consciousness."

      "You're not just remembering Mars," Dr. Wise had told him once. "You're remembering before you were even human. That's what they don't want you to realize."

      The recording continued, Dr. Wise's voice growing more insistent: "The government
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