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Introduction

			For as long as we have gazed at the night sky, we have been haunted by a question that transcends generations, cultures, and the limits of human imagination: Are we alone in the universe?

			From ancient cave paintings to modern telescopes, humanity has always searched the darkness for signs of life beyond our fragile blue world. Our greatest thinkers have crafted theories like Einstein’s relativity, our storytellers have spun myths and legends such as the tale of Icarus, and our scientists have scoured the cosmos for clues. And yet, the universe remains stubbornly silent, as if taunting us with its endless, unknown secrets.

			What if the truth is far stranger than we dare to imagine? What if the universe is not silent but instead filled with voices speaking a language we have yet to understand? What if the signs are all around us—hidden in plain sight, woven into the very fabric of our reality, waiting for those willing to look beyond the surface to see what others dismiss as madness?

			This is not a story of distant stars or theoretical musings. This is a true account of an experience so disorienting, so profound, that it defies easy explanation—a sudden encounter with something beyond comprehension, something that changed everything.

			It began with an ordinary trip to a sunlit beach, a moment of escape from the mundane routine of life and spiralled into a descent into a reality where time folds, space twists, and nothing is quite as it seems.

			What I encountered shattered my understanding of the world and forced me to question everything I thought I knew about existence, consciousness, and our place in the cosmos. For those brief, lost hours, I touched a mystery that has no name—a mystery that continues to echo in my life, in the lives of those around me, and perhaps even in yours.

			In these pages, you will find no neat answers, no comforting conclusions—only questions that challenge your perception and mysteries that may never be fully explained. You will find a story that invites you to step beyond the familiar, to dare to follow the faint trail of breadcrumbs left by the unknown. This is not just my story; it is a call to anyone who has ever felt the pull of the inexplicable, the urge to peer down the rabbit hole and see where it might lead.

			So, I invite you, reader, to join me on this journey. Open your mind, suspend your disbelief, and prepare to question the reality that you take for granted. Once you start down this path, there is no turning back. The rabbit hole goes deep, and the new path it reveals may change everything.

			



	

Chapter 1

			The Story

			This is a true story about an alien encounter, not like any you have heard before. This one unveils an entirely new arc into alien lives and culture, glimpsed through a portal few have had privilege to experience. It happened in Cancun, Mexico, in February 2011—a night that swallowed twelve hours of my life, leaving no motive, no suspects, and no memory. Like those eerie tales of couples or loggers vanishing under strange lights, my story fits a pattern, yet stands alone in its terror. It was the scariest moment of my life, one so overwhelming I can barely imagine myself in it. Sometimes it’s easier to pretend it happened to someone else…

			Some days stay with you forever—their laughter, their light, the way they feel like they could last forever. This was one of those days, though He didn’t know it would be the calm before everything changed.

			It had been one of those rare, perfect days. He and his friends had spent the afternoon on the soft, sun-warmed sands of the hotel’s beach, laughing and rolling in the waves as they crashed over them, pulling them under and tossing them around like toys. Cocktails clinked in their hands as they lounged under wide umbrellas, the sweet buzz of tequila mingling with the salty air. Stories were swapped, jokes were shared, and by the time the sun began its slow descent, it felt as though the entire world had melted into a golden, timeless haze of happiness.

			Four days into the much-anticipated vacation, they had already settled into the easy, carefree rhythm of coastal life. Each day had been filled with sun, sand, and spontaneous adventures—exploring new corners of the city, discovering favourite spots along the way, and always finding reasons to laugh. That evening, they were all eager to dive into one of Cancun’s famous culinary experiences. Bubba Gump Shrimp Co. was the pick of the night—a lively spot known for its fresh seafood, quirky décor, and an atmosphere that made everyone feel like part of the story. The promise of good food and good company was the perfect way to end a day that had already been nothing short of extraordinary.

			The restaurant was a fair distance from the hotel, so the group decided to take the bus, as they had several times during their stay. The late afternoon sun cast a warm glow over the bustling streets as they hopped aboard, the cool breeze of the air-conditioned bus offering a welcome reprieve from the lingering heat. Laughter and chatter filled the air as they recounted the day’s adventures, the easy rhythm of vacation life wrapping them in a sense of contentment. Everything about this trip had been perfect so far—almost too perfect. The bus rattled along Blvd. Kukulcan, past the neon glow of Cancun’s Zona Hotelera, a strip known for its nightlife and occasional unexplained lights. The sky transitioned into shades of deep amber and purple. The friends laughed and joked, completely immersed in the joy of the moment, unaware of the extraordinary events that lay ahead.

			As they walked through the restaurant doors, they were greeted by a wave of warm, fragrant air, rich with the aromas of frying seafood, garlic, and lemon. The walls were decked out with memorabilia from the Forrest Gump movie, adding to the playful, upbeat vibe of the place. The room buzzed with chatter, the clinking of glasses, and the clatter of plates as people revelled in their meals. For most of the group, this was paradise—they’d been dreaming about crispy calamari, buttery shrimp, and grilled fish all day, their mouths watering at the thought of the flavours and the joy of sharing a meal by the sea.

			But for one friend, the situation was more complicated. The very thought of seafood had always made his stomach churn, a feeling that had plagued him since childhood. It wasn’t a mild dislike; it was a full-on aversion. The smell of fish, strong and unmistakable, always set his nerves on edge, and in the lively restaurant, that scent seemed to fill every corner.

			Still, he had agreed to come along, not wanting to throw off the group’s plans or be the one insisting on something different when everyone else was so excited. They were all having such a blast, and he wasn’t about to spoil it with his preferences. So, he kept his smile bright, took his seat, and tried to focus on the good vibes and friendly banter around him, ignoring the little twist of discomfort in his stomach.

			The laughter around the table was infectious as they swapped stories about their adventures. The group was recalling the fun they had that day, sending the cabana boy on an endless quest for drinks and snacks. He had playfully mentioned how there were other customers, but the group kept him coming back time and time again. They had convinced him to come all the way out to the beach, where he was not supposed to serve. They were tipping him so much he could not refuse. Mexico had woven its magic, each moment full of excitement and the promise of new experiences, their conversations lively and full of energy.

			As the food began to arrive, the table buzzed with excitement. Everyone eagerly discussed their orders, imagining the delicious flavours that awaited them. But as the plates were set down, the once subtle scent of fish, which had been lingering in the background, now seemed to envelop him. A slight twist of discomfort tightened in his stomach, but he pushed it aside, determined not to let it spoil the evening.

			“I’ll be back. Stepping out for some air,” he said lightly, his voice cheerful despite the growing need to escape. His friends nodded and smiled, too absorbed in their own conversations to pay much attention. His girl, noticing the slight crease in his brow, asked if he was okay. “Just need a breath of fresh air,” giving her a quick wink. She smiled back, reassured, and turned to rejoin the animated chatter at the table.

			Each step toward the door felt like a small victory as he left behind the overwhelming scent of seafood. The warm bustle of the restaurant gradually faded, and when he stepped outside, he was met with the cool embrace of the night air. Instantly, the tension in his body began to ease.

			The lively, cozy chaos of the restaurant was replaced by the soothing stillness of the evening. The air was crisp against his skin, refreshing after the heat of the day, and he took a deep breath, letting the clean, salty scent of the ocean fill his lungs. The discomfort that had weighed on him slowly melted away as the calm of the night took hold.

			The evening was perfect—the city was alive with the gentle hum of nighttime activity, the streets bathed in the soft glow of streetlights. He looked up at the sky, now fully dark, with the first stars beginning to shimmer overhead. The distant sounds of laughter and conversation drifted toward him, mingling with the rhythmic crash of waves from the nearby shore. It was a peaceful, almost magical moment—the kind that made everything seem possible and one he knew would linger in his memory long after the trip ended.

			After a few deep breaths, the last of the tension slipped away, a smile spreading across his lips. Ready to rejoin the fun, he turned back toward the restaurant, knowing the night was still young and there were more stories to share and adventures to come.

			But as he was about to head back inside, something caught his eye—a flicker of blue and red in the distance, cutting through the calm of the night. Across the road, several police cars were clustered together, their lights flashing brightly, casting dancing shadows on the nearby buildings. His curiosity piqued. What could be happening? A mystery unfolding right before him seemed like the perfect distraction from the queasy feeling he’d managed to shake off.

			He glanced back at the restaurant. His friends were still inside, laughing, chatting, and probably getting lost in the deliciousness of their meals. They seemed so relaxed and happy, completely absorbed in the moment. Surely, they wouldn’t notice if he slipped away for a bit longer.

			Drawn by the flashing lights like a siren’s call, he decided to take a closer look. Stepping off the warm, welcoming wood of the patio, he crossed onto the cool, firm concrete of the street. Each step felt like another adventure, pulling him away from the familiar and into something unexpected.

			And then…nothing.

			In an instant, the world went dark, as if time itself had come to a standstill. One moment, the vibrant city pulsed around him—flashing lights, the hum of distant traffic, and the soothing roll of the ocean. The next, it all vanished. Every sound, every sensation, swallowed by an impenetrable void. He was helpless, alone, floating in emptiness, severed from the world he had known. The void felt absolute, like the nothingness before birth, where time no longer existed, and existence itself seemed abstract.

			Then, as abruptly as the darkness had overtaken him, a blinding white light pierced through the void, sharp and unyielding. The transition was jarring—one second, engulfed in darkness; the next, overwhelmed by an intense brightness. Yet beneath the shock, there was a slow warmth, soothing and oddly comforting. It wasn’t like waking from a dream, where things gradually come into focus. This felt more like stepping into one—a disorienting, hyperreal dream, where everything made sense and yet defied logic at the same time.

			Slowly, as the light began to fade from overwhelming to bearable, a sense of clarity replaced the emptiness. His surroundings started to come into focus, and with it came a quiet sense of purpose. There was no rush, no urgency—just a steady realization that he was no longer adrift. From the blinding light a room started to take shape, like a Polaroid starting to unveil its secrets. A hallway stretched out before him, vast and seemingly endless, its sheer scale disorienting yet strangely calming.

			He didn’t know why, but he felt certain that he was meant to be here. The details of his life before this moment—his friends, his girl, the trip—seemed distant, almost irrelevant now. It was as though his existence had been stripped down to this singular moment, leaving behind a clean slate, free from memory or confusion.

			It felt like a dream, but everything was so real, so solid. The edges of reality were nonexistent, blended into the light itself. It was as if he had been transported into another realm. What was this place? The thought surfaced briefly but was pulled away just as quickly. Was he dead? This place had no horizon, no people—everything was perfect in its stillness. Was this heaven? Or perhaps the halls of Valhalla? But his mind was strangely detached, manipulated, now unaware that these questions even existed.

			Then, without warning, a subtle shift took hold of him. A sense of purpose began to stir, cutting through the lingering fog in his mind. It wasn’t panic but rather a calm, quiet urgency. As if a switch had been flipped, he was suddenly aware that he needed to act—though he had no idea why or what was calling him to move. Something beyond comprehension was urging him forward, drawing him toward an unknown task, manipulating him, his thoughts were no longer private. It was as though his entire existence had been wiped clean, leaving only the vast, empty hallway stretching endlessly in every direction.

			The space around him was devoid of clues, he was lost for direction, and subtlety not alone. He knew he needed money, the thought coming to him with a sudden clarity, he could not tell the thought was not his own. His pockets were barren, cursing himself for leaving his wallet with his girl. His mind was a flurry of questions, confusion swirling with the need to do something, anything, to get out of this situation.

			As if responding to his thoughts, the space around him began to take shape quickly and with purpose, as if it had always been there but out of sight, like a Polaroid picture being exposed in front of his eyes. The hallway, vast and imposing, was now part of a large mall. There were no stores or people, just an empty white space. The ceiling was made entirely of glass, allowing light to pour into the space with a fierce intensity. The brightness made sense now—this place was flooded with light, and now he was allowed to remember he was in Mexico. Stairs, perpendicular, on either side of the hall led up to what appeared to be a second floor. The headers where store fronts and signs existed but were devoid of colour or purpose. His gaze quickly reverted to the task at hand, subtlety and covertly guided by the unseen presence. Suddenly there was an ATM in front of him—of course, that’s why he was here. He needed to get money for a taxicab. The mall had now disappeared, and there was only a bank machine in front of him, consuming his mind. One purpose, one task, all that existed.

			His fingers felt heavy, as though weighed down by the same fog that clouded his mind. Struggling, he pulled a card from his only pocket and shoved it into the ATM. But something was wrong. Why wouldn’t this work? He fumbled with the machine, fighting to remember how it was supposed to function. Why wouldn’t it work? His thoughts were insistent, desperate, almost as if something or someone was compelling him to try again. He had to get this machine to work, to bend it to his will, but it was resisting him at every turn.

			Frustration bubbled up as he yanked the card from the slot, staring at it in bewilderment. It wasn’t a bank card at all—it was a room key. A brief wave of foolishness swept over him, like a moment of clarity breaking through the confusion. How could I have thought this would work? The thought felt distant, as though it belonged to someone else. The room around him seemed to wobble, both real and unreal as if the ground beneath his feet was no longer solid.

			And then, this world began to slip away.

			The walls stretched and distorted, their edges blurring as if they were melting into each other. The light dimmed rapidly like someone was turning down a dial, pulling him into darkness. The vibrant, hyper-real colours of the space bled together, losing their sharpness, until the ground beneath him felt as though it were dissolving, no longer solid, no longer real. The sensation of standing vanished, leaving him weightless. His surroundings flickered, fading in and out as if reality itself was being peeled away layer by layer. His vision blurred, his thoughts slowed, and as he tried to hold on to the slipping world—it was gone.

			Darkness swallowed him whole.

			He floated, unconscious in the void, untethered, the sense of time a long-lost concept now foreign and elusive. Then, without warning, the darkness began to recede. Slowly, painfully, the world crept back in—but it was not the virtual world he had left behind. His consciousness flickered, the only remnant of his former self. He noticed his body first, heavy and stiff, though it felt cumbersome and foreign. The cold sensation of concrete beneath his feet grounded him, but something was terribly wrong. His limbs felt like dead weight, unresponsive to his will, and his movements were clumsy and uncoordinated as if he’d forgotten how to control his own muscles. He staggered forward, his legs shaking, barely able to support his own weight.

			The space around him was no longer the strange, dreamlike place he had been in—it was cold, hard, and undeniably real. He was on the street, and he was aimlessly walking. His mind remained thick with confusion, void of memory or recognition. He had no idea where he was, but a gnawing sense of dread told him he was in trouble. The cool concrete underfoot felt real, but his senses struggled to process it, like a fog clung to his every thought. Each step was a herculean effort, his muscles rebelling, weighed down by the lingering effects of whatever drug had subdued him. He was awake, but his mind lagged, stumbling through the thick haze, unsure of what was real and what had slipped away.

			The fog in his mind was relentless, pressing down on him, making it nearly impossible to think clearly. Where was he? What had happened? His thoughts raced in circles, searching for something to grasp, something solid to hold on to in this waking nightmare. But everything seemed out of reach, slippery, like trying to catch smoke in his hands. His heart pounded in his chest, erratic and fast, adding to his mounting sense of desperation. A soft breeze brushed against his skin, a welcome sign that his body was unharmed—but he felt hollow as if something vital had been stripped away from him, leaving him empty.

			He pushed on, a thick, syrupy weight dulling his thoughts, as if some foreign substance had seeped into his brain, numbing its edges. He wasn’t sure where he was headed—only that he needed to keep moving. There was no clear destination, no plan, just an instinctual drive to press forward, to claw through the smothering lethargy that gripped his mind. Each step was uncertain, his legs dragging as if wading through molasses, guided by a faint, subconscious pull toward answers— or at least an escape from the relentless torpor that held his senses captive.

			Then, just ahead, he saw a hotel gate, its sign faintly illuminated in the gloom. A glimmer of hope sparked in his chest. Civilization. Maybe they know more, the thought, clinging to the idea like a lifeline. Maybe someone there could help him make sense of this nightmare.

			He took a deep breath, steeling himself, and pushed his weary body forward. Each step felt heavy and uncertain, but he moved toward the gate, driven by desperation and the faint hope that someone—anyone—could provide answers.

			A valet appeared through the darkness as he approached the hotel, stumbling and shaky. The figure seemed almost like a white knight in a sea of despair, his white linen clothes flowing gently in the light breeze. The valet’s presence was a beacon of hope in the otherwise overwhelming void. Desperation gripped him as he tried to speak, to ask for help, but the words wouldn’t come. The same unnatural sluggishness that plagued his limbs now betrayed his tongue, leaving him mute and helpless.

			Unable to form the words he so desperately needed, he fumbled in his pocket; he patted his pockets, searching for anything that might ground him, anything that might offer some semblance of control. Relief washed over him as his fingers brushed against his phone. Finally, something familiar, something that could help. With shaky hands, he fumbled to operate it. His mind was a chaotic mess, and he couldn’t remember how to turn it on. How does this thing work? The question echoed in his mind, adding to the sense of helplessness.

			He fumbled with the phone for what felt like an eternity; each failed attempt intensifying the dread crawling up from the pit of his stomach. Finally, the awful truth hit him—it wasn’t that he couldn’t figure out how to use it; the phone was dead. Completely lifeless. Not a flicker, not even a dull glow from the screen. The realization crushed him, a blow that left him feeling more isolated and cut off than before.

			Determined, he reached into his pockets again, searching for the one thing that still connected him to his past, the single thread clinging to his former life—the precious room key. His fingers closed around it, and he pulled it out, holding it up like an offering to the valet, this magnificent person who, in his eyes, could comfort and save him from the nightmare he was trapped in. The valet’s face softened as he recognized the hotel’s emblem on the key. He chuckled quietly to himself, a sound both kind and knowing, then nodded sympathetically.

			“Long way, señor… Long way,” he said, pointing back toward the street and down the road. The words were simple, but they carried a weight that felt crushing. No wallet, no money—nothing but the room key in his hand, a flimsy tether to the reality he could no longer fully grasp.

			Desperately trying to pull himself together, he scanned his surroundings, searching for anything—anything—that might guide him out of his confusion. But the street was desolate, empty, with long shadows creeping along the edges as if the darkness itself were alive and watching him. A shiver ran through him as he realized for the first time how cold it had become. Mexico was warm, but the early morning air carried a sharp bite, the night still black and cool, the sky yearning for the warmth of the impending sunrise. He was only wearing shorts and a T-shirt, completely underdressed for the chill that now settled into his bones. A surge of foolishness hit him. How could I let this happen? he wondered, though the answer quickly slipped away into the haze clouding his mind.

			The chill seeped deeper into his skin, the cool breeze cutting through the thin fabric of his clothes, making him feel exposed and vulnerable. His surroundings felt foreign, as though he were a stranger in a land that no longer welcomed him. The stillness of the air was unsettling, heavy with a sense of something lurking beneath the surface. Each breath felt colder than the last, deepening the gnawing unease in his gut. Something about this moment was terribly wrong, but his sluggish mind struggled to make sense of it.

			He was alone, vulnerable, and utterly adrift. With no other option, he began the long walk south back to the hotel, each step feeling as though he were dragging himself through deep sand, his legs heavy and uncooperative. A creeping, alien lethargy pulsed through his skull, as if an unseen venom had laced his thoughts, slowing them to a crawl. The night stretched on. An unending void of darkness broken only by the faint glimmer of dawn on the horizon. Step after step, he pressed on, his progress slow and laboured, as if time itself were resisting his every effort.

			His mind spun with fragments of thought—his friends, his girl, the night that had slipped through his fingers. What had happened? Where had the time gone? In all his confusion, he never fully grasped the reality of what had transpired nor how fortunate he was to have emerged from it. He moved forward, unaware of how close he had come to losing everything, his only focus, the slow, gruelling march back to the hotel.

			By the time he arrived, the first rays of morning flirted with the night, offering a beautiful view from his hotel room window. He glanced at the clock for the first time, and the realization hit him like a tidal wave—he was missing twelve hours of his life. Twelve hours gone. Questions swirled relentlessly in his mind, but no answers came, only the suffocating sense that something profound and terrible had occurred during those lost hours.

			With his partner peacefully sleeping in bed, he stared at the empty spot beside her—the place he should have been that night. His thoughts drifted to her. What did she think? How would she feel? What the hell happened to me? Exhausted and cold from his seemingly endless walk, he poured a bath, hoping to find relief for his aching legs and the weight of the night’s ordeal.

			Letting the warmth of the water ease his aching muscles. From the almost perfect view the tub afforded him, he gazed out at the ocean, still mostly cloaked in the darkness of night. Nyx, the goddess of night, the only witness to the night’s activities, exhausted from wrapping the world in her quiet embrace, welcomed the first signs of Helios. Slowly, Nyx retreated, her dark folds of shadow slipping away as the sun god’s fiery chariot prepared to rise from the edge of the world. The sky shifted from deep indigo to the softest shades of violet and pink as though the heavens themselves blushed at the arrival of dawn.

			He watched, mesmerized, as Helios’ light began to warm the Earth. The cool bite of the night air gave way to the soft caress of day. The air shimmered, the golden rays spilling over the land, stirring the world from its slumber. The stillness of night dissolved, replaced by the gentle hum of a waking world—birds stirred in the trees, and the distant sound of waves echoed the first light of dawn. For a moment, it felt as though he had witnessed more than a sunrise—he had glimpsed the gods themselves at play. Nyx and Helios, locked in their eternal dance, passed the torch between darkness and light, each powerful, each graceful. This brief glimpse into the realm of the gods would be a tiny hint of what was to come.

			It was the most profound sunrise of his life, not only for its beauty but for the sense of reverence it instilled. He had witnessed the very essence of time itself, the delicate balance of light and dark, of day and night, woven together in the heavens. He was alive, and this sunrise was one that may not have otherwise come.

			But then, reality crept back in. How far had he walked? What was wrong with him? Had he been drugged? He tried to piece together the fragmented memories of the night. Once the sun had fully risen, exhaustion overtook him, and he crawled into bed beside her, finally surrendering to sleep.

			A few hours later, his partner gently woke him, a slight grin playing at the corners of her mouth, though concern was clear on her face. She asked him what had happened, her voice a mixture of curiosity and worry. He replied that he didn’t know, still overwhelmed and confused by the whole experience. He shared what little he could remember—an impossible tale that seemed too incredible to believe, even as he spoke the words. She listened, offering him comfort with a soft smile, though he could see the doubt in
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