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“A-are we...are we...gonna die in here?” Major Marks mumbled in the dark.

Leon, Marks, and the General waited, still trapped in the unlit rock room deep inside the center of the Earth, the holding chamber they had been placed in by a group of Lizard People working for the Annunaki. 

Darkness all around. No way out that I can see. But I've gotten out of worse things before where I thought I was gonna die—got to keep that faith. For Jennie...and Mary, Leon thought.

“It feels like they're boring into my mind!” Marks said, his voice rising. He pressed his hands to his eyes, trying to block out the pressure.

“The Greys do that,” the General said calmly. “Don't give them the chance.”

“But how?” Marks shrieked.

“Relax, son. Just put the thoughts out of your mind when they come. And keep doing it,” the General said, putting his hand out to touch Mark's arm. Marks groaned as wave after wave of alien thoughts tried to read and influence his mind.

Leon had been fighting off the mental intrusions of the Greys, too, but he was better at keeping them out, due to the practice he and the General had before. Still, it was not an easy thing to do and took a lot of energy and focus that could be better spent on making plans for survival. But those were the thoughts he didn't want them to pick up on, so he kept moving his mind onto other things.

Down the passageway, the Lizard People worked to revive the Annunaki who had been left on Earth from their suspended animation after centuries. The three human captives, Leon, Marks, and the General, could hear the sounds the Lizards were making, speaking in strange words and...singing. The singing was perhaps the most disturbing thing of all; high-pitched chirps, clicks, and hisses that went up beyond the human range of hearing. But the sounds were muffled and at a distance, and faded out, much to the relief of the humans.

Leon and the General had groped along in the darkness and searched the walls and floor of the small chamber the Lizards had locked them into more than once, but could not, as of yet, find any escape. The ceiling was too high to reach, even with one of them on another's shoulders. Marks had done nothing, except go into a state of shock.

Still, Leon and the General knew better than to let the conditions they found themselves in dictate what was possible. They had been trapped by Greys before and got out, so they believed they could get out again. They had to believe this, they knew, or they might give up on even the idea of it.

Marks, however, did not. He rambled on and complained, talking like there was no way out, it was all over, and they were going to die. 

“We’re going to find a way out of here!” the General snapped at Marks. “Do you want to get out of this?”

“Of course I do!” Marks said. He sounded on the edge of tears. Not having any combat experience, he was still a bit green and not used to survival in tough situations.

“Then act like it! Stop talking like that, and get your head on right,” the General said, shoving Marks a little.

“A-alright,” Marks said, sniffling.

“It better be alright! You've got to pull yourself together. There's no telling when our chance to escape is going to come, and you'd better be ready and waiting for it.” 

Marks was silent.

“He's right,” Leon added. “We've been in bad spots before and gotten out of them. You've got to keep the faith that you'll make it out, and be ready to act when you need to.”

“Yeah,” Marks agreed, nodding in the dark. “Sure. Anything you say.”

Leon remembered the times when he thought he was never going to get out of a seemingly impossible bind, but somehow he always did. He knew something was watching out for him, and it helped him to keep a glimmer of hope alive, even in the darkest situations.

“Don't think about being trapped in here. Think about something else. Think about what you're going to do when you get home,” the General instructed Marks, annoyed.

“I'll try,” Marks said, his breath hitching. Tears rolled down his face. He was glad it was dark so the others couldn't see him crying.

“I know it's hard, but hang in there,” Leon offered. He wanted to say more, but didn't know what to say. So, he shut up instead of saying something that might upset Marks more. The last thing they needed was Marks going off the rails any further, as that would make an escape attempt tougher.

I'm not going to let him spoil my chances of getting back to my family. We've got to turn him around.

“What about the robots? Is there anyway we can control them from here?” the General asked.

Silence.

“Marks?” the General repeated.

“Uh, sorry. No. They've taken our helmets and arm controls. I don't see how we could do anything, even if the robots were still able to function, which I doubt. Who knows what they've done to them by now?” Marks said.

“That's what I was afraid of. You don't have a micro controller hidden in your body somewhere by chance?”

Marks shook his head. “No.”

“The cameras on our clothes!” Leon whispered, astonished.

“What about them?” Marks said.

“They're able to see in the dark, right?” Leon said.

“Yes, so what?” Marks answered.

“Well, if Control is still getting a signal from them, maybe we can send a message to Control,” Leon elaborated.

The General stood up, leaning on the rock wall. “Leon, that's brilliant!”

“Thanks,” Leon said, smiling. “If it works.” He frowned and furrowed his brow.

“It’s doubtful they’re getting a signal...” Marks said. “If there were, they'd know where we are because of our biochip trackers, but I don't see anyone busting in here to save us. Even if they did, those Lizards and Greys would kill them in no time.”

“Well, we’ve got to try!” the General shouted.

Leon got up, too. “Anyone know sign language?”

“A little,” the General said.

“Alright, I'll stand in front of you, and you can make some signs for help into the cameras on my clothes,” Leon said.

“Good,” the General agreed. He got up and moved towards Leon's voice, in the dark. He felt with his hands for Leon's shoulders and made sure he was in front of him. “Now, stay still.”

“Right.”

Then, the General worked his hands in sign language, saying they were captured, in trouble, and to help them. He signed that the robots were close by, but they had no way to call them, and that they were shut down. He asked Control to get a fix on their position and tell the robots to break them out. And to send help. Heavily armored help. Quickly.

“Alright,” the General said, “it's done. Whether they get the message or not is a different story.” He sat back down on the dirt floor and breathed out heavily.

They waited in the dark as sounds from the other passageway reverberated in the tiny rock chamber. They heard creatures crying out and large machinery being moved.

“They must be getting busy,” the General said. 

“Oh, God!” Marks blubbered.

Leon thought of his family and his home, and if he'd ever see them again.

The three of them could do nothing more but sit in the dark and wait—and pray.

But there might be help on the way, I've got to remember that. Pray about that.

“There's a chance Control was able to receive our message, so don't count that out,” the General said, echoing what Leon was thinking.

“I keep thinking about that and hoping...” Leon said.

“Good. Just think positive, that they've gotten our message. Thoughts are things, son, remember that,” the General said, poking Marks with his finger.

“Yes, sir,” Marks said weakly, then went silent. 

The sounds of rustling chains and metal came into the holding room, as Lizard People made sure the doors to the inner chamber where they kept the Annunaki in their stasis tubes were securely locked. They had just fended off a visit by Leon, the General, Marks, and their squad of robots a short time ago, and now the Lizards wanted no interruptions while they raised up their ancestors they had been waiting thousands of years to revive.

“Where did these Lizard People come from?” Marks said.

“That’s a long story, but I guess we have the time,” the General said. He repeated to Leon and Marks what he had been told: The Lizards were created by the Annunaki, the same as humans have been, or as much as humans have been. When the Annunaki came to Earth in its distant past, there had been cave people, the early humans wandering around. So too, were there all manner of animals, including lizards and other reptiles. The Annunaki took samples of DNA from the reptiles, blended them together with their own DNA, and made the race of green and scaly, but humanoid, Lizard People who walked upright on two legs to be their vicious servants.

The Annunaki favored different races for different purposes, the humans to work above the surface toiling for them, and the Lizards to work below the surface preparing a place for the Annunaki to rest during the long period between visits from their planet, Nibiru. Why the Annunaki didn't come to the surface was because they knew of the destruction and cataclysms their returning planet would cause, and to remain up there would have been suicide. 

Besides, they were waiting to go home and be reunited with their own kind, and going into suspended animation seemed the best option for their long-term survival; they didn’t like humans very much and had no desire to mingle further with them. And they had their Lizard slaves to watch over them and keep them safe deep inside the Earth.

For long ages that worked. It was not until modern times that the entrances to the inner Earth had been found by secret military groups around the world. Before that, the passages and lairs deep under the surface had been the stuff of legends. There was talk of a race of Lizard People who lived within the Earth, guarding the Annunaki creatures, but no one had been able to find a way into these places very easily. And, if they did find a way into the hidden chambers, they were usually killed by the Lizard People who took great pleasure in destroying those who would dare to try and infiltrate their realm.

The Lizards held their realm sovereign for thousands of years, until the Greys came to Earth and started to make tunnels and lairs of their own. The Lizards killed many of the smaller Greys who had been sent as drones to construct their tunnels under the Earth's crust. Rarely did the Greys penetrate deep enough into the Earth that they would run across any of the Lizard People, but when they did the Lizards were able to kill them quickly and easily. 

It was not until the tall Greys entered the tunnels the drone Greys had built that things started to go sour for the Lizards. With their advanced intelligence and superior weapons, the tall Greys were able to subdue the Lizards. The Greys started to develop an interest in their activities and began to study them. 

At first, the tall Greys simply observed any Lizards they came across, not venturing far into their realm, as they had a mission on Earth: build their underground and undersea bases to prepare for the takeover of humanity. But later, after the Greys had been all but defeated on Earth, and in space, by the troops led by Leon and the General, the remaining tall Greys that had survived made it their mission to recruit the Lizards to their cause. It was a race against time however, as the rogue planet was coming, and great destruction on the Earth was near.

The tall Greys knew they had to master the Lizards, as they outnumbered the Greys and would certainly take over Earth, with or without the Annunaki, once the majority of humanity was wiped out due to the meteors that were sure to drop down in the rogue planet's wake. And that would happen soon, if the countermeasures the secret space program had put into place with Leon, the General, and Marks failed. There probably wouldn't be another chance to divert the rogue planet as easily, if at all. 

Even if the plan proved successful and the planet was moved far enough away from Earth that the comets did not strike it, there would still be the Lizards and the Annunaki to deal with...along with some Greys that had somehow survived, or where perhaps created anew.

Leon sat in the dark where the Lizards had stuck them and thought about these things. That some Greys had survived was bad enough, but they were tall Greys at that, the more aggressive masters. 

What if they start cloning themselves again and produce another Grey army?

He shuddered with such thoughts and worked to put them out of his mind, which was hard when the noises from down the tunnel kept coming.

“What the hell are they doing? I can't take it anymore!” Marks whined.

“Keep it down and relax,” the General said.

Leon said nothing, just sat there in the dark, wondering if they were going to get out of this one.

But the Lizards and the tall Greys were not in the dark. 

The chamber they were working in was well illuminated, even moreso than before, as the glow from the crystal lamps had been increased. They needed it bright, as it was a medical procedure that was being carried out on the “sleeping” Annunaki, reviving them from their suspended animation. 

In case something went wrong the Lizards would need to be able to clearly see what they were doing. Not that the Lizards didn't have the ability to see in the dark, as they did, but that type of vision tended to lack fine details.

Under the watchful supervision of the tall Greys, the first of the Lizards who had been entrusted with the task of caring for the Annunaki stepped forward. One of the tall Greys gave the signal to begin by gesturing with its scepter. The timing of this event had been planned centuries ago, and the tall Greys were making sure it ran on schedule. The Lizards knew the schedule too and had been keeping it, as it was crucial that their masters be revived at a certain time according to the celestial alignments. 

But now, the tall Greys had moved in and taken over the Lizard's domain; they had their own vested interest in seeing that the scheduled awakening went as planned. The tall Greys wanted the Annunaki at the height of their powers, as they planned to use that power for their own purposes. They had not given up on their goal to conquer the Earth by stealthy means and saw the awakening of the Annunaki as a great boost to their own plan, if they could enslave them to their will. 

The Lizard nodded, as the tall Grey moved the scepter, and touched the control panel on the side of the stasis tube that had been the resting place of the Annunaki within for a very long time. The tube was much larger than the Lizard, and the Lizard felt awed to be standing there, so close to what it considered to be a deity—one of its Makers.

The Lizard entered a code on the keypad that had been handed down through generations, then put the palm of its scaly hand onto the reader, its claws clicking on the side of the glass-like tube. The keypad accepted the code and flashed. The reader scanned the palm of the creature with light, then stopped. The chamber was silent as all the Lizards and tall Greys assembled watched the near-ritual proceedings with focused interest.

The Lizard had started the waking sequence. The temperature inside the stasis tube started to rise. It watched and waited, along with all of the others in the room. Finally, the screen displayed some information that meant the process was moving ahead successfully.

The seal on the tube cracked open with a hiss, and the Lizard jumped back, startled. The sound also scared the other Lizards in the room, who shrank back from the noise but kept watchful. The upper part of the tube began to lift up, something none of the creatures in the room had ever seen happen, as none of them had been born when the Annunaki had been put into the tubes. 

The top of the tube continued to rise until it locked in place, then hinges on the sides of the tube opened, allowing the tube to be swung open. The Lizard opened the door of the tube, fully revealing the body of the Annunaki inside, about seventeen feet long, encased in a type of clear plastic body bag. Wisps of chemical smoke rose from inside the tube as the cold inner layer met the outside air. There were ice crystals on the bag, obscuring the view of the Annunaki within, but there was no mistaking that's what it was, due to its massive body, elongated head and headdress, Egyptian-looking robes, and jewelry. 

The Lizard donned large surgical-type gloves that fit over its hands and arms, then stood looking as different colored chemicals pumped through clear tubes running from the case into the bag. A display screen flashed something in a language the Lizard understood, and a chiming sound came from the computer on the side of the stasis chamber. The Lizard opened up the body bag and exposed the face of the Annunaki lying there for the first time in centuries: It looked like an Egyptian pharaoh with golden skin.

There were large tubes going into the nose, mouth, and ears of the Annunaki, and the Lizard removed these carefully. The tubes were thick, and it had to use all of its considerable strength to get them out; even for the seven foot tall, muscular Lizard, it was a challenge. The tubes dripped fluid as they were removed, and the Lizard was careful not to get any of it on itself. 

The Lizard grabbed a mask-like device and put it over the Annunaki's face, then pushed a button to start it up. The mask provided first suction, to clear the air passages, then a mix of air to the waking Annunaki. 

The Annunaki sputtered and coughed, then opened its eyes. 

It eyes were massive, each one almost a big as a human head. They were dark pits of pure evil, but the creatures gathered around didn't seem to mind. They got down on their knees and offered words of praise to their long-asleep ancestor/creator.

The Annunaki looked around. It didn't need to speak, as it had made its creatures with the ability to hear its voice telepathically—or rather, it had tweaked the natural psychic abilities of the early humans and creatures who were on Earth when the Annunaki arrived. The Lizards, and most of Earth's current creatures, including humans, were derived from a mixture of that early DNA and DNA of the Annunaki. The Annunaki had altered its creations to hone in on its own mind-voice, rather than that of the true Creator or other creatures of its own kind.

Via telepathy, the Annunaki before them told the Lizards and tall Greys in the room that he was pleased that they had done such a good job throughout the eons safeguarding him and the others. Now was the time for them to awaken the rest of the Annunaki. He was also pleased that they had awakened him first, as he was the leader of the Annunaki who had stayed on Earth.

The Lizard helped the leader out of the tube and the Annunaki stood up, towering over the Lizards and tall Greys at its full height of seventeen feet tall. It looked majestic in its Egyptian-type robes with many jewels, necklaces, and rings. It bent down and retrieved a large golden scepter from the tube, also adorned with jewels. This scepter was almost as large as a tall Grey and made their scepter-weapon seem very tiny in comparison.

As soon as the Lizard had seen to it that the Annunaki leader was doing fine, the Lizard moved over to the other tubes and initiated the revival procedures on them, too. The control panels on the chambers flashed and beeped, signaling the impending revival of the other five Annunaki. 

The same procedure was followed and soon there were five more of the giant beings awake and alive to greet their leader. The five looked very much like their leader, except some of them were obviously female; they all had the same sorts of features and coloring, even wore the same sorts of robes but with subtle differences. There was definitely a family resemblance. 

The five were subordinate to the first one, indicated by the fact that they had slightly more modest clothing, smaller headdresses, and less jewels on them. They bowed their heads to their leader in a greeting, once they had each exited their tubes. 

The six Annunaki stood before the Lizard People and the tall Greys, looking them over, like they were inspecting them. Then the leader told them of the plans to come.
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Mary kept in touch with Janet from the UFO group and continued to go to their meetings. But the real attraction for her was the time she got to spend with Janet alone and have psychic readings done. It was a treat for Mary to get some time to do “adult things” while Jennie was being looked after by the sitter. Thank goodness I found a good one, Mary thought. 

After another UFO group meeting, Mary was again invited by Janet back to her place for some private chat and another reading. Mary found that she liked going to Janet's place, as it was unusual and interesting, and made her forget about her present situation of missing Leon, if even for a short time. Plus, Janet was really gifted with her psychic intuition at giving Tarot/psychic readings, so Mary enjoyed that immensely, also—though, it often brought the harsh reality of what was going on with Leon into the light and sometimes revealed things Mary didn't want to see. But she supposed it was healthy to face what was really happening, rather to suppress or ignore it.

“Another reading?” Janet offered, as they were sipping their herbal tea around Janet's dining room table. Mary couldn’t help letting her eyes search out the Tarot decks on the bookcase and the occult-looking books there, but she wouldn’t dare to touch them; this was both out of respect for Janet and also for the items themselves.

“Sure,” Mary said, nodding. “The last one gave me lots to think about.”

“Good. I find that the cards always have a lot to say, if you'll listen to them.”

“Yes,” Mary replied, thoughtfully. “Was it hard for you to learn them?” 

Janet got up and selected a deck from her collection. “Not really. I just seemed to have a...gift for them.” She smiled slightly. “It runs in my family...Yes, my ancestors were witches, you might say, though I prefer to call them wise women and wise men.”

“Were they burned at the stake?” Mary leaned closer.

“Some might have been. They killed a lot of people who were different back then. Now, we have it easier, but don't for a minute think they let us off the hook scot-free!” Janet laughed a bitter little laugh.

“How do you mean?”

“Oh, I'm sure the various government groups who deal with paranormal things have got an idea about me and people like me, those with certain psychic gifts. Governments, and militaries, and all sorts of organizations around the world have had their psychic spies, it's even been admitted. They must still have them, secretly. So, they know about all of this stuff, and a lot more that I probably don't have a clue about, with all of their advanced technology and things they've gotten from the spirits...and aliens.”

“So, you think it's true that the governments know about aliens and have cooperated with them?”

“Oh, yeah!” Janet laughed. “Them and demons...maybe they are one in the same, I’m pretty sure of it. Where do you think most of our technology comes from? I mean, we humans are pretty bright at times, but with the rate that our technology has advanced and keeps advancing? No, I think something else is at play.”

“You think aliens and demons are the same thing?”

“They might be. If not, aliens are controlled by demons, by which I mean evil spirits, sure.”

“But why would the aliens give us anything if they're trying to take us over? I don't get it.” Mary shook her head.

Janet sat down slowly, with the deck in her hands. “Maybe at the beginning, they gave us some things to pacify us, so they could get closer to us and weasel their way into our good graces. Then they could take more from us later, control us. I dunno. I wasn't there. But there are more than one kind of alien that we're in touch with. The Greys are not the only ones who have visited this planet and contacted us humans.”

“You know this for a fact?”

“As good as. There are some in our group who talk about seeing a UFO, meeting aliens, even. But those are mostly the Greys, and the lower, smaller ones at that, the drones. But what the people in our group don't mention in public conversation is that some of the aliens they've seen were different. Some are like huge lizards crossed with humans; they're called the Lizard People, funny enough. There's not much funny about them, however. They are deadly, and not many live to tell the tale after meeting them. That’s what some in our group say when you get them alone, and especially after a few drinks—you'll hear some wild stories! If you thought the Greys were far out, the Lizards will really blow you mind! And there's a lot more, besides.”
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