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The Saga Terra Gaia is a vast interconnected fictional universe, divided into five Stages that follow the main storyline. Each Stage is subdivided into multiple Phases, with crucial events marking the beginning of a new Phase.

 

Readers can start with any of the first three Stages that most appeal to them, always respecting the Phases to avoid jumping ahead in the storyline. The saga encourages exploration of its worlds, characters, and mysteries, with each novel complementing the others. It's normal for some details to remain unclear in a specific novel; thus, we invite readers to keep reading to uncover all the secrets.

 

There are two types of novels: Fundamental novels, which advance the main storyline of each Stage, and Essential novels, which enrich the universe, expanding the lore and exploring the background of characters and plots.




Chapter 1

Emergency in Vatican City

August 25, 2010 – 3:30 AM – Vatican City

 

She adjusts her microphone and checks with her cameraman to make make sure the majestic structure behind her is perfectly framed. Once everything appears aligned and she receives the confirming signal, she begins the live broadcast.

“We are reporting live from the surroundings of St. Peter’s Basilica here in Vatican City. Multiple reports have reached us indicating that, under police orders, a full evacuation of the city is underway. So far, the reasons behind these extreme measures remain unknown,” Lorenza reports, correspondent for Channel 7’s Night Watch.

At a different point near the Basilica, another night correspondent is fully engaged, deploying his best journalistic skills to keep the public informed as events unfold.

“According to what we’ve been told, there may be a fire in the underground area of the basilica, which would explain the evacuation. Police have established a security perimeter, and we are doing everything possible to get closer, though we keep being stopped without receiving any details about the situation. A short while ago, we managed to speak with one of the many priests, who told us that the fire alarms went off while they were asleep, around two-thirty in the morning. According to his account, the officers responsible for safeguarding Vatican City arrived and evacuated everyone. For the moment, we have no further information; the situation is completely sealed off. No one is offering details on what is happening, and the Italian police refuse to disclose any additional information,” Dante reports for Channel 3.

With no assistance, he runs audio and video tests on his own, ensuring everything is functioning perfectly. Then, seeking a strategic location that offers the best visual backdrop, he prepares to start recording.

“As you can see, the entire area has been cordoned off, and uncertainty is widespread. Priests and nuns continue evacuating the facilities, while residents and tourists crowd the surrounding streets, creating a scene of confusion. Rumors of a possible virus leak are circulating, and police are doing everything they can to keep the situation under control. We cannot confirm who arrived in that mysterious helicopter; we only know it landed near the Fontana della Conchiglia. Dear followers of my channel, I will continue broadcasting until we know for certain what is happening. We have a right to be informed. Wait a moment—I think I see several journalists heading toward a specific point. Someone might be about to clarify the situation. Please stay tuned while I move over there,” Orlando communicates to his online video channel.

Within seconds, a large group of reporters gathers around him, expectant and eager for any news or update about the ongoing situation.

“Please, everyone, I need you to remain calm,” a police officer requests. “This is simply a fire inside the facilities, and following safety protocols, we had to evacuate everyone to protect their lives and avoid obstructing emergency response efforts. I want to deny the rumors of a virus escape—please avoid spreading such misinformation. We are strictly following protocol. Even in minor emergencies, drastic measures must be taken. We will keep you updated, but I need you to join the rest of the people behind that line. Please avoid misinformation; everything is under control. Allow the firefighters to do their job.”

 

August 24, 2010 – 8:25 PM – New York, USA – North America ATCWC Headquarters

 

Impeccably dressed and holding steaming coffee cups, two agents walk through the corridors of one of the most enigmatic buildings on the continent. Patricia Bellamy, a woman nearing fifty with long, shining golden hair, questions her colleague about the urgency that dragged her here when several other matters demand her immediate attention.

Thomas, not appearing particularly moved, explains that the underground base of Luna Corporation’s division—located beneath Vatican City—has been shut down due to an attack.

“Do you think we should involve Alexander?” Patricia asks with a hint of uncertainty.

“He’s already en route to Rome, but he’ll be present for the conference with Dylan and the G3 leaders,” Thomas assures her.

“And the special forces team?”

“Blackbourne has already been informed. His team will be ready to deploy in less than twenty minutes.”

“Perfect,” Bellamy replies decisively as they both enter one of the briefing rooms.

“Bellamy, take a seat. I want you to lead this mission,” orders Dylan, the director of the ATCWC. “The entire building is at your disposal. Cameron has high expectations for you.”

“Thank you, sir. I’ll do whatever is necessary to contain this incident.”

“I hope so, Bellamy. Under no circumstances can this incident go public. I trust Thomas has briefed you on the location,” Dylan reiterates.

“Yes, he has. It’s in Vatican City.”

“Then you understand why this is so critical—and why it represents a global-level threat. Any mistake exposes us, and everything could fall apart. In twelve minutes, the presidents of the United States, China, and Russia will join the conference. Alexander, are you there?”

“Yes, Dylan, I’m here,” responds Alexander Morningstar, CEO of Luna Corporation, speaking from one of his private jets.

“Let’s speak directly, no sugarcoating. Tell us why the situation is so severe,” one of the attendees requests.

“The underground complex of Luna Corporation collaborates with Vatican researchers in developing mystical abilities in test subjects. Essentially, we are awakening abilities humanity lost when the lost continent sank,” Alexander explains.

“In simple terms, you’re creating bioenergetic weapons,” Dylan interjects.

“Yes, but the goal is not to develop weapons. It’s to find a way to alter our bodies in order to awaken those abilities—just as we agreed four years ago in Progressus.”

Progressus is the space station hidden from humanity, where decisions that shape the progress of the seventh humanity of Terra Gaia are made by public governments, the shadow government, and the galactic command.

“Don’t try to dress up what you’re doing, Alexander. Everyone here is well aware of Luna Corporation’s dark business,” Dylan reprimands.

“Then there is nothing more to add, Dylan,” Alexander replies, downplaying the issue.

“What exactly will we be facing down there?”

“Who’s asking?” Alexander questions.

“This is Patricia Bellamy. It’s a pleasure to cross paths again, Alexander.”

“Bellamy will be coordinating this operation, Alexander. It was Cameron’s order, so you two will need to remain in constant communication,” Dylan informs them.

“I’m at your disposal. Going back to your question, Patricia—what we’re facing are unstable experiments. Individuals who were once human are now irrational creatures with highly surreal abilities. Some can multiply their body’s cells by absorbing moisture in the air; others can create organisms by cutting pieces of their own bodies; some are capable of controlling people—even the dead—and others…”

“Alexander, sorry to interrupt you. Please welcome Cooper, Anton, and Mao,” Dylan cuts in firmly.

“How severe is the situation, Dylan?” asks Cooper, the President of the United States.

“This is a level-seven threat, sir. The experiments in the underground base are part of Project Ignitus magicam. We believe it was them, sir. The Elanai-Ontarior group has claimed responsibility for the attack,” Dylan responds.

“Is the Council aware?” Cooper asks.

“Yes. I’ve been informed they will contact them. In three hours, the ship to take them to the space station for the meeting will depart.”

“I understand. Dylan, you have all the resources of America and Europe at your disposal. I expect Anton and Mao to say the same. I believe we all agree this threat must be contained immediately,” Cooper emphasizes. “Alexander, what will your role be in this situation?”

“You know very well, Cooper, that I must remain neutral,” Alexander reiterates.

“Is the Chaos Dimension involved in this?” Cooper asks.

“No, they didn’t attack from there. They attacked from outside the planet,” Alexander replies.

 

Cooper asks, “Understood. Dylan, what alternatives do we have if the strike team fails?”

“I’d like to add something, Dylan and Cooper. Some of the experiments can multiply by absorbing other organic beings, and others can control large groups of people. If they reach the surface, we won’t be able to contain them without causing a massacre,” Alexander warns.

“Based on what you’re saying, Alexander… Sir, we have no choice but to consider nuclear warheads.”

“Anton, could you have a nuclear missile ready?” Cooper asks.

“In less than thirty minutes, you will have a missile aimed at Vatican City awaiting my authorization,” Anton replies without hesitation.

“Dylan, once again we’re placing our hopes in you and your team. Keep us informed at all times,” Cooper requests.

“Yes, sir. Leave everything in our hands,” Dylan assures them, and the three presidents disconnect from the conference. “Alexander, are you still on the line?”

“I’m still here, Dylan.”

“Sir, Alpha Team is on the way. They’ll arrive in less than an hour,” Patricia Bellamy informs everyone present.

“Excellent. I want everyone to take their positions. I need updates on everything happening in Vatican City and any information circulating online about this situation. We cannot let a single detail slip,” Dylan orders the room. “Bellamy, I want you to maintain a direct line with Blackbourne at all times. If he and his team need anything, don’t hesitate to provide it.”

“Yes, sir. I will.”

“Perfect. I’m handing control over to you. Take my seat and focus on containing the threat,” Dylan instructs her before sitting beside Thomas.

Patricia looks around at everyone present for a moment. They sit around a large circular table, working at their computers. The room is surrounded by massive screens on every wall, reporting the current status of the planet.

With determination—and a touch of fear—Patricia walks toward Dylan’s seat, positioned a few meters away from the table. From there she can speak without being overheard by the others.

“Soldier, can you hear me?” Patricia asks as she establishes direct contact with Aarón Blackbourne.

“To whom do I have the pleasure of speaking on this lovely night?” a voice replies on the other end.

“This is Patricia, Aarón. I’m in charge of this operation,” she responds, confidence infused into every word.

“Well, well, the boss’s protégé. And I don’t mean that show-off Dylan—I’m talking about Cameron.”

“You know him?” Patricia is surprised by the revelation.

“I may not hold a high-ranking position like you all, but the work my team does—and our results—have earned me the chance to meet the people in charge, my lady.”

“How unexpected, soldier. It seems your reputation truly precedes you.”

“Nah, most of it is exaggerated. Without our special suits, we’d have been in a cemetery long ago. But what can I say? Work is work. Tell me, boss—first time leading an operation of this scale?”

“Yes. Although I’ve taken part in numerous operations, it’s always been from Intelligence. I’ve worked with you before, soldier.”

“Glad to hear they finally put someone competent in charge,” Aarón remarks, and Patricia can’t help but let out a soft laugh.

“Dylan is very capable…”

“Oh come on, Patricia, he’s not listening. You don’t have to praise him. I’ve seen him at his best and at his worst, and although he tends to rush into things sometimes, most of the time he acts correctly. Anyway, let’s focus on this. They still haven’t told us the mission specifics. They just shoved us into this metal bird and threw us into the game.”

As Blackbourne’s Alpha Team supersonic helicopter cuts across the skies toward Vatican City, Patricia briefs him on every detail of the mission.
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