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Introduction
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I don’t know if stepping into that circle of sand near the ruins opened a door, causing me to attract aliens, hairy creatures, and ghosts like a magnet. Of course, I went back to take another look out of curiosity, but it had simply vanished.

Now that I think about it, maybe I didn’t open the door at all. Maybe it was all Momma’s doing. After all, she reads tea leaves. She refused to take money for her services, believing cash would open the door to bad luck. Except, Momma did accept food and clothing. Wouldn’t that be the exact same thing?

On the other hand, I once read someone’s tea leaves myself, after Momma showed me how. I read the leaves for my friend, Debbie. She promised to give me her lucky penny after the reading. Lucky penny, my foot! I told her she could keep it, after what I saw in her cup.  It was bad!  Really bad! Something was going to happen to her kitten. I didn’t warn her. Maybe I should have. Instead, I told her she would get a wonderful gift for her birthday. When she asked what it was, I just said, “It’s a surprise!” Well, she did get a new bike for her birthday, but that’s not what I saw in her cup. I lied, and her little kitten died. I blame myself for that poor little kitten getting stepped on. From that moment on, I stopped reading tea leaves and let Momma believe I didn’t have the gift.

No matter how it happened, the door was opened. I became a magnet to the unexplained—including alien predators.
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Prologue
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The scary thing about a small town like ours was how easily things could be swept under the rug. In fact, just a few weeks ago, a local convenience store clerk had been murdered following an incident where he helped protect Daddy, Joey, and me.

It had all started on a bright morning when Daddy decided to take us to one of his favorite hidden lakes to go fishing. Back then, I didn't fully understand why Daddy was so completely obsessed with escaping to the water every chance he got. To him, fishing wasn't just a hobby; it was a desperate quest for absolute peace and quiet. The water meant no sudden movements, no shouting, and no loud noises. It was Daddy’s only effective way of escaping the heavy, unseen burdens pressing on his mind. Out on the quiet lake, staring at a floating bobber, he could close his eyes and drift off to sleep without his mind dragging him back into horrific nightmares of the war.

On this particular morning, Daddy seemed surprisingly jolly and excited about sharing his favorite sanctuary with us. He carefully tied two long bamboo fishing poles to the side of our car, bundled Joey and me into the backseat, and hit the road.

But our excitement evaporated the exact moment we arrived at the isolated bank. Daddy was removing the fishing poles from the car when another vehicle drove slowly past us. Inside were two strange men. They stared right at me, and a cold chill swept down my spine, because they didn’t look normal. Something was wrong with their eyes and for a young girl like me, I had no words to describe what I saw. Instinctively, I knew what they were: alien predators, disguised as humans.

Immediately, Daddy’s intuition kicked in. “We have to leave,” he said, quickly securing the fishing poles back onto the top rim of the car. “They’ll be back.”

Once Joey and I were safely in the backseat, Daddy stepped hard on the gas pedal. The tires kicked up a massive cloud of dust as we tore down the isolated dirt road. We managed to pull a good distance away from them. Up ahead, the dirt road intersected with a larger paved route, and sitting right on the corner was a small convenience store. Daddy pulled quickly into the gravel parking lot and waited. The predators didn't follow us into the lot; they slowed their car down as they passed the building, but they kept driving down the highway.

As soon as Daddy was certain the immediate coast was clear, he prepared to step out. He looked back at me over his shoulder, his voice serious. “Roll the windows down about an inch to let some air in, Elaine. Then lock all the doors.”

I did exactly as I was told. Through the glass, I watched Daddy march inside the air-conditioned store and approached the lone clerk standing behind the counter. After a brief exchange, the man nodded and pushed a black rotary telephone across the counter, allowing Daddy to place an emergency call.

While Daddy was inside dialing, the two predators returned. Their car crept past the store parking lot, moving at a snail's pace as they eyed our vehicle. My heart hammered against my ribs until they finally drifted out of sight.

A minute later, Daddy appeared from the shop carrying three cold bottles of fruit punch soda—one for each of us. He quickly climbed back into the driver's seat, instructing us to remain inside the vehicle. He reasoned that we were far safer locked inside the metal frame of the car than standing out in the open or browsing the aisles of the store.

Sure enough, the predators returned a third time. This time, they didn't keep driving. They pulled their car onto the shoulder of the road directly across from the store, parked, and just sat there staring at us.

Joey and I huddled in the backseat, terrified. I watched as Daddy calmly reached forward, popped open the glove compartment, and pulled out a heavy metal wrench. He placed the tool directly on the vinyl seat right next to his right thigh, giving it a deliberate, heavy pat. It didn’t take much for anyone with half a brain to figure out exactly why he did that. From across the highway, through the glare of the windshield, those predators couldn't tell what the object was. Daddy was intentionally pretending he had just laid a loaded weapon on the seat, hoping the illusion would keep them at bay.

Daddy kept his eyes glued to the sideview mirror. He had adjusted it in their direction, while Joey and I sat in the back, barely daring to breathe. The standoff finally broke when a marked police cruiser turned into the gravel lot. The moment the flashing lights appeared, the strange car pulled away from the shoulder and vanished down the highway.

“Stay in the car!” Daddy ordered, throwing his door open to meet the officer.

Well, Daddy explicitly told us not to get out of the car, but he hadn't said a single word about staying in the backseat. The second his back was turned; Joey and I climbed straight into the front seat. I rolled the passenger window down a few more inches, desperate to catch a breeze and, more importantly, to overhear exactly what Daddy and the policeman were saying.

The officer extended his hand, shaking Daddy’s firmly. “This is not my jurisdiction, Morris,” the officer explained, his voice carrying over the gravel. “I’m only out here doing this as a personal favor. The sheriff’s department is tied up investigating a local homicide right now, and they asked if I’d drive out this way to help you handle your problem.”

As they continued to chat, Joey suddenly began to squirm violently next to me on the seat. I didn't even have to ask; I knew exactly what that frantic shifting meant. I realized I had to act fast before my little brother had an embarrassing accident right on the front seat—Daddy certainly wouldn't tolerate that.

Gulping down my fear, I poked my head out the open window and yelled at the top of my lungs, “Daddy! Joey really needs to go to the bathroom!”

Daddy stopped mid-sentence, his face instantly turning as beet red as the fruit punch we had been drinking. He snapped his head around, his mouth dropping open in total surprise when he realized Joey and I were staring at him through the front passenger’s window. Instead of scolding us, he simply sighed and motioned with his arm for us to get out.

“There’s a public bathroom inside,” he said, pointing back toward the convenience store entrance.

I knew for a fact that the store clerk had been eavesdropping, since he had been standing near the door. The man opened it for us and pointed a finger toward the back hallway, directing us straight to the restroom. By the time Joey took care of his business, and I quickly used the toilet, Daddy was already back behind the wheel with the engine idling. We rushed across the gravel, climbed back into our proper spots in the backseat, and pulled out. The police officer followed directly behind our bumper for several miles, before finally turning down a separate crossroad.

The real shock came two days later.

Our house received two unexpected visitors—serious men dressed in sharp, black suits who introduced themselves as special agents from the FBI. They had come to ask Daddy questions about the two men from the isolated road. They asked if anyone else was inside the house and asked them to step outside for a while. Momma, Marvin, Keith, and Warren all went to sit on the front porch. They kept quiet about me, assuming I was at Debbie’s or Jenny’s house.

Well, it turned out that the helpful convenience store clerk who had let Daddy use his telephone had mysteriously gone missing right after his shift ended. These so-called federal investigators revealed that the two men who had hunted us were the primary suspects in his disappearance. They wanted Daddy to recount every single detail of what he had seen, leaving Joey and me out of the questioning since Daddy told them we were hiding in the backseat and saw nothing.

Naturally, these agents wanted to keep a tight lid on this manhunt, but in a town where everyone knew what color socks you wore on Tuesday, secrets had a way of bleeding through the fabric.

The agents sat at the kitchen table for over an hour, speaking in low, serious tones. I stayed hidden in the pantry, peeking through a crack in the door, trying to catch every word. When they were finally leaving, Daddy stood on the back porch and watched them drive away. I heard him mutter to himself, “FBI



d2d_images/cover.jpg
TOM LYONS





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





