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    To Blake, Riese, Norah, and LG,
You may never read this, as you're all getting older now, but I wanted to give it another go. When I first wrote the original Kaiju Task Force books, I had no idea what I was doing—I winged all three stories. And while I'm still proud of them, I'd be lying if I said I haven't looked back, even just a few months later, and thought, I could have done that so much better.
I wrote those stories with all four of you in mind, and that hasn't changed. So, in an attempt to do them justice, I'm writing this book series.
I hope that one day, you'll get a chance to read them—or at least listen to them on audio.
With love,Uncle Ben 
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Prologue
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The wind howled through the dense, prehistoric jungle, rustling the towering ferns and ancient conifers that blanketed the land. Massive, vine-covered trees stretched high into the sky, their thick, gnarled roots twisting through the soil like ancient serpents. Rivers, dark and teeming with monstrous reptiles, cut through the lush valleys, feeding into vast, mist-shrouded swamps where creatures long extinct in another world still thrived. Volcanoes rumbled in the distance, their fiery breath painting the horizon with an eerie, molten glow. This was Earth 856, a world of unrelenting primal power, untouched by time—an unforgiving Jurassic paradise.

Though the year was 2025 A.D., the land bore no signs of human civilization. The bones of long-forgotten tribes lay buried beneath millennia of overgrowth, remnants of a species that had once walked this world but no longer ruled it. For in this reality, history had taken a far darker, more brutal path.

Five thousand years ago, the skies of Earth 856 burned with fire. A meteor shower, unlike anything ever recorded in other worlds, descended upon the planet. The impact shattered mountains, boiled oceans, and wiped out countless creatures, reshaping the landscape in an instant. It should have been an extinction event. It should have been the end.

But it was only the beginning.

These meteors carried something far more dangerous than fire and destruction. Radiation, a foreign energy unlike anything native to this Earth, seeped into the land, the water, the very air itself. The creatures that survived—dinosaurs, ancient mammals, and other prehistoric beasts—were irrevocably changed. Some mutated over generations, growing to impossible sizes, towering over forests that once dwarfed them. The most powerful among them reached over 200 feet tall, their massive bodies defying logic and nature itself. Others gained abilities beyond comprehension—some could unleash searing energy blasts, while others moved with blinding speed or immense strength. Some developed armor-like hides, others razor-sharp intelligence, and a few became something even more terrifying.

The humans who had once coexisted with these great beasts were far less fortunate. The initial impacts wiped out entire civilizations, but those who survived found themselves prey in a world no longer meant for them. The newly evolved Kaiju, as they would one day be called, hunted them down, feeding on their fragile bodies until humanity was driven to extinction—or so it was believed.

Now, Earth 856 belongs to the Kaiju. These massive, god-like creatures dominate the land, sea, and sky, each fighting for survival, territory, and dominance. The world is a battlefield, where only the strongest endure. Among them are Omega, the Queen of the Ocean, and Rendakar, her mate, rulers of the seas. There is Glacirath, the predator of the frozen north, and countless other titans that roam the jungles, deserts, and mountains of this savage world.

But the balance of power is fragile. The struggle for survival is never-ending.

And soon, an event unlike any other will shake the very foundations of our Earth.

A rift, not seen in 500 years, has opened—a tear between realities. A passage to another world. And through it, a Queen will fall, dragged from her domain into an Earth unprepared for her arrival.

This has happened before. Some of our greatest legends—stories of dragons, leviathans, and other mythical beasts—all stem from such events. Each time, humanity has fought back, pushing the monsters into myth, turning fear into folklore.

But this time, the tide may be too strong to hold back.

The age of Kaiju is about to begin again... but this time, on a new Earth.
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Chapter 1: Earth 856
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The land was ancient yet young—a world still in its infancy, barely a thousand years old. The air hung thick with moisture, heavy with the scents of rich soil and towering vegetation. Rolling plains stretched for miles, lush with ferns and cycads, their green vibrancy contrasted by the deep blue of an enormous lake at the heart of the valley. Beyond it, jagged mountain peaks loomed like the teeth of a sleeping giant, their slopes shrouded in mist. Volcanoes rumbled softly in the distance, their smoky breath curling into the sky, a reminder that this world was still shaping itself.

Across the plains, great herds of Achelousaurus and Acristavus moved like waves of living armor, their scaly hides gleaming beneath the golden sunlight. The Achelousaurus, stout and powerful, bore thick bosses of bone where horns once adorned their ancestors. They clashed playfully in mock battles, their heads colliding with hollow thunks that echoed across the field. Younglings mimicked their elders, lowering their heads and pushing against one another with far less force, their squeaks of frustration earning indulgent nudges from their mothers.

The Acristavus, taller and more slender, lacked the flashy headgear of its cousins, yet they moved with equal confidence. Their snouts dipped into the thick foliage, stripping leaves with effortless efficiency. Some lounged near the lake’s edge, bellowing softly in communication, their calls a mixture of deep rumbles and nasal honks.

Near the herds, Ankylosaurus ambled along, their low-slung bodies like moving fortresses. Massive, plated backs glistened in the sun, the bony clubs at the end of their tails dragging trenches in the dirt as they walked. A few hatchlings scurried between their parents' legs, their tiny clubs not yet fully formed. One particularly bold youngster attempted to swing his underdeveloped tail at a passing Achelousaurus calf, only to lose his balance and topple over. His mother snorted in amusement and nudged him upright, while the Achelousaurus calf let out a startled honk before trotting back to its own kind.

Beyond the lake, near the edges of the towering conifers, Camarasaurus fed leisurely, their long necks swaying like ships at sea as they stripped leaves from the highest branches. Their deep, resonant calls vibrated through the air, a prehistoric melody blending with the rustling of wind through the trees. Occasionally, one would lower its massive head to drink, its throat pulsing as it swallowed the cool water.

Yet, within the shadows of the ancient trees, a predator watched.

The Tyrannosaurus rex remained motionless, his dark scales blending seamlessly with the gloom. His yellow eyes flickered with intelligence, locked onto the movement of the herd. He had waited for this moment—timing was everything. A single misstep could turn the tables, but patience was a hunter’s greatest weapon.

His gaze settled on a straggler—an old Acristavus lagging just behind the herd, its steps slower than the rest. The tyrant’s nostrils flared, drinking in the scent of aging flesh. He crouched lower, powerful muscles coiling like steel cables. The ground beneath him trembled slightly as he prepared to strike.

And then, the wind shifted.

A juvenile Achelousaurus suddenly caught his scent, throwing its head back and releasing a shrill alarm call. The herd reacted instantly—heads shot up, bodies tensed, and within seconds, the once-peaceful valley erupted into a storm of movement. Dust filled the air as hundreds of feet pounded against the earth, stampeding toward the safety of the open plain.

The Tyrannosaurus erupted from the shadows with an earth-shaking roar, his massive frame tearing through the underbrush as he lunged toward his target. The Acristavus, though sluggish, forced its tired muscles to move, bellowing in fear as it attempted to flee.

The chase had begun.

The Acristavus ran for its life, its lungs burning as its hooves tore into the soft earth. Its heartbeat thundered in its chest, eyes wild with terror as it felt the ground tremble beneath the monstrous footfalls of its pursuer.

Behind it, the Tyrannosaurus rex closed the distance with terrifying speed, each stride devouring the ground between them. The predator's powerful muscles coiled and uncoiled like a living machine, driving it forward with unstoppable force. Then, the tyrant threw his head back and released a roar—a sound so immense, so bone-shakingly powerful that it rolled across the land like an earthquake.

It was the voice of death itself.

The very air vibrated with its fury. Every creature in the valley felt it, deep in their bones, an invisible force that shook them to their core. The Acristavus, already running for its life, felt the roar inside its chest, a primal warning from the depths of time. Fear surged through its body like fire, pushing it faster, harder—until its foot snagged on a cluster of jagged rocks.

The world flipped.

The Acristavus tumbled forward, crashing onto its side in an explosion of dust and broken ferns. It shrieked, legs kicking, desperately trying to stand. But the Tyrannosaurus was already there.

The predator loomed over its fallen prey, hot breath rolling from his gaping maw like steam from a volcanic vent. His golden eyes burned with ruthless hunger as he inhaled the scent of helplessness. The Acristavus flailed, screaming, knowing its end was near.

The Tyrannosaurus rex raised his head and roared again—a triumphant, earsplitting bellow that declared his dominance over the land. His saliva dripped onto the writhing herbivore as he prepared for the killing blow.

And then—

A sound split the heavens.

It was not a roar. Not the call of any living thing.

It was a crack.

A deep, world-breaking explosion that sent shockwaves through the ground, rattling trees, sending ripples across the vast lake. The Tyrannosaurus froze, head jerking toward the source of the sound. Every dinosaur—Achelousaurus, Acristavus, Ankylosaurus, Camarasaurus—stopped in their tracks, heads snapping toward the sky.

The heavens were on fire.

Giant balls of flame pierced the atmosphere, streaking downward like the wrath of gods. The sky, once blue
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