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​Disclaimer


All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under the copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced without the author’s written permission, except for brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.
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Prologue
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In the depths of human history, there are whispers of gods who walked among mortals, building civilizations and reshaping the world. Ancient texts spoke of beings who descended from the stars, blending their essence with the creatures of Earth. They left behind cryptic carvings, pyramids aligned with celestial bodies, and the unyielding question: Were humans alone?

The Trilogy Foundation was born of that question.

Founded in secrecy in the 1980s by Larry Stevens and his two closest allies, Nick and Mike, the foundation’s origins traced back to a singular, extraordinary discovery beneath an old office building in St. Louis. What began as the renovation of a forgotten basement unearthed a hidden tomb of the Cahokia tribe—an advanced civilization shrouded in mystery. Within the tomb lay not only treasures of gold and silver but a stone table carved with a map of the ancient world. The map depicted civilizations across the globe and their pyramids—from Egypt to Mesoamerica to Antarctica, where the land was portrayed as green and thriving.

The tomb walls held even greater secrets: hieroglyphics that revealed a connection between Earth and the stars, star charts with coordinates for other destinations, and an artifact unlike anything. The device, resembling the enigmatic spaceman carvings from Mesoamerican ruins, hinted at technology far beyond human comprehension. It was a doorway, or portal perhaps, to dimensions unknown.

Driven by insatiable curiosity and ambition, the three founders established the Trilogy Foundation. What began as a small think tank evolved into a sprawling enterprise, securing government contracts and private investments to fund its research. The initial lab started the project in St. Louis, then moved operations to a state-of-the-art facility near Groveton, Texas, far from prying eyes. Here, in the labyrinthine depths of the complex, it pursued the knowledge left behind by those ancient star beings.

Over decades, the foundation unraveled fragments of the alien genome from ancient artifacts and remains, blending them with human DNA. They sought to create a hybrid—a being capable of surviving in environments inhospitable to humanity, with the strength and adaptability of its alien predecessors. The project, cloaked in secret, was heralded as the next great leap for humankind. But ambition breeds hubris.

As the experiments progressed, unforeseen consequences emerged. 

The alien gods of the past were not benevolent. They were conquerors. And their legacy was awakening.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1
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The edge of the woods near the base of Fountain Creek was peaceful, dotted with several farms lying side by side along the old county road. The quiet was broken only by the gentle rustling of leaves in the breeze and the distant chirping of crickets.

Inside one of the farmhouses, the darkness was complete. The power was out, plunging the two-story home into silence. Marie woke abruptly from a deep sleep, the oppressive stillness pressing her like a heavy blanket. She lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. The fan above her had stopped, its gentle hum replaced by an eerie quiet. Her clock radio, usually glowing softly on the nightstand, was dark.

Something wasn’t right.
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Earlier outside, in the thick darkness of the farmyard, a black SUV idled silently near the driveway. A shadowy figure stood motionless beside it, watching the farmhouse. The outline of a face, obscured by a hood, briefly reflected the moonlight before vanishing into the shadows.
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Marie rolled to her left, propping herself up on her elbow. Somewhere in the house, a faint thud echoed like a door closing. Her breath hitched. She froze, her senses heightened as fear prickled down her spine. Then came another sound, the muffled creak of a footstep on the stairs.

Her parents were gone to Lufkin for the weekend, and she was home alone.

Marie slid off the bed, her bare feet touching the cold wooden floor. Crouching low, she reached for her purse and phone, but they weren’t there. Why didn’t I listen to Mom? Her mother's nagging voice echoed in her mind: Always keep your purse by the bed, lock the back door, and lock your bedroom door when we’re away. She had done none of those things.

The sound of footsteps drew closer. Her chest tightened as panic began to overtake her. Slowly, the doorknob in her bedroom started to turn.
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Deputy Ryan turned onto Fountain Creek Road, a few miles away. The beam of his headlights cut through the dense woods that crowded the narrow path. He was doing his usual Friday night rounds, responding to rural families' welfare and property check requests.

“Dispatch, Unit 1 checking in. I’m headed to the Miller place,” he said into his mic.

“Stand by Unit 1. Unit 7 has flash traffic from Port Adventure,” came the crackling reply. The chatter continued, but Ryan ignored it, focusing instead on the road ahead.

The Millers’ house came into view, its gate closed and dark. The neon sign above the entrance that usually displayed the farm’s name was off. As Ryan pulled up, the gate creaked open, sending a chill down his spine.

“Weird,” he muttered, stepping out of his truck and grabbing his flashlight.

Low-lying fog crept along the driveway, swirling in the beam of his headlights. As he walked toward the gate, he felt something brush his ankle; suddenly, his feet were swept out from under him. He hit the ground hard, his flashlight flying from his hand.

Scrambling to his feet, Ryan’s heart raced. He retrieved the flashlight, shining it into the fog, but it was useless. The dense mist obscured everything below his knees.

Then it happened again. This time, the force hitting his ankles was more potent, dragging him a few feet before he twisted free. Whatever it was, it wasn’t human. He scrambled toward his truck, but something coiled around his ankle before he could reach it and yanked him back. He drew his sidearm.

“Stop!” he shouted. “This is the sheriff’s department! Let go!”

The fog thickened, and panic took over. Ryan fired a shot into the mist, then another three quickly. The pulling stopped, and he scrambled back to his feet, his knuckles scraped and bleeding. He didn’t wait to see what had grabbed him. He bolted for his truck, diving into the driver’s seat and slamming the door shut. The fog covered all its windows, and the truck battery was dead.
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Back at the farmhouse, Marie’s bedroom door creaked open. Her breath caught in her throat as she crouched by the bed, too terrified to move. Suddenly, a man’s voice yelled, and gunshots pierced the silence from outside. Then the power flickered back on, and her TV came to life. The sound blaring on made her jump.

She heard footsteps retreating down the hall and the stairs with the front door slamming. Forcing herself to move, Marie crawled to her window. Peering out, she saw the black SUV below, its headlights cutting through the encroaching fog. The vehicle’s engine roared to life, but instead of driving away, it sat idle, enveloped by the thick mist.

The fog began to rise, creeping up the side of the house and frosting the glass. Marie backed away from the window, her heart hammering in her chest. The cold seeped through the cracks under her bedroom door, curling around her ankles like icy tendrils. The lights flickered again, then went out completely.
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Trinity County Sheriff Farnsworth arrived moments later, his patrol truck’s takedown lights illuminating the scene. The Millers’ gate stood open, and Deputy Ryan’s truck sat empty just outside. The driver's side window was smashed, and the glass was gone. 

The sheriff stepped out cautiously, his flashlight and weapon drawn.

“Dispatch, show me out at the Miller place,” he said calmly but firmly on his handheld radio.

The acrid smell of gunpowder lingered in the air. Drag marks in the dirt near the gate hinted at a struggle. Farnsworth’s gut told him something was very wrong.

“Ryan?” he called out, echoing into the eerie silence.

The thick and unnatural fog swirled at his feet. Movement caught his eye, but nothing was there when he turned his flashlight toward it. Then, faintly, he heard it: breaking glass and a blood-curdling scream from the direction of the farmhouse.

Every instinct screamed at him to wait for backup, but the marine in him wouldn’t allow it. He gritted his teeth and stepped into the fog, heading toward the sound of the scream.
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Marie stood frozen in her bedroom, her back pressed tightly against the icy window. Her breath came in shallow gasps, each exhale creating faint wisps of condensation on the glass. The thick fog had crept into her room, pouring under the door in eerie, coiling tendrils. It felt alive, slithering closer but colder. She could barely move, paralyzed by terror.

Suddenly, the glass behind her shattered with a deafening crash. A jagged edge of ice-cold air lashed against her skin. She spun, screaming, as a powerful grip clamped around her arm, yanking her backward out the window. The fog surged forward, wrapping tighter around her legs. She clawed at the window frame with her free hand, nails scraping against the wood.

Her heart pounded as she managed a desperate whisper. “God... please... save me...”
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​Outside, Sheriff Farnsworth trudged cautiously through the thickening fog, his flashlight slicing through the dense, swirling mist. He approached the open gate leading to Marie’s house, every nerve on edge. The eerie silence was broken only by the crunch of his boots on the gravel driveway and the occasional rustle of the cold wind through the trees.

“Hello!” he called, his deep voice carrying into the night. “It’s Sheriff Farnsworth. If someone is there, call out!”

No response. Just the suffocating silence of the fog.

From the direction of the Millers' farmhouse, the loud roar of an engine shattered the night. The sound grew louder and closer until it seemed to pierce through the dense mist. Farnsworth ducked into the tall brush inside the gate and keyed his handheld radio.

“Dispatch, do you read me?” he bellowed. Only static replied, and the signal was inexplicably blocked. The engine revved again, and Farnsworth squinted into the haze. Dim headlights pierced through the gloom, bearing down on the gateway.

“Hell no,” he muttered, abandoning his cover position. He jumped onto the driveway's edge, narrowly avoiding the vehicle as it passed him but allowing him to get a look at it. The windows were tinted black, and he could not see the driver.

The black SUV barreled through the mist, slamming into the deputy’s patrol truck. The force sent the smaller vehicle careening into the sheriff’s truck, the collision echoing like a gunshot. Farnsworth could only watch from the distance as the SUV jerked to a halt, then roared onto the gravel road, tires spitting stones as it sped away.

For a fleeting moment, Farnsworth saw the logo emblazoned on the car door: The Trilogy Foundation.
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