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The desert had kept its secret for one hundred thousand years.

Professor Adrian Vale stood at the edge of the excavation site, the cold wind sweeping across the endless stone valley beneath the pale Egyptian moon. Archaeologists, soldiers, and scientists moved silently around the massive trench, their faces illuminated by portable floodlights. Nobody spoke louder than a whisper anymore. Not after what they had uncovered.

At first, they believed the remains belonged to an unknown prehistoric civilization. The skeletons were buried nearly thirty meters beneath layers of fossilized earth, preserved impossibly well for something older than recorded human history. But the deeper they dug, the clearer the terrifying truth became.

These were not human bones.

The skulls were elongated, smooth like polished obsidian, with enormous hollow eye sockets facing toward the heavens. Their limbs were thin and unnaturally long, each hand ending in six delicate fingers. Around the bodies rested fragments of a black metallic material no scientist could identify — a substance untouched by rust, heat, or time itself.

Adrian removed his gloves carefully as he stared at the largest corpse lying in the center chamber. Even after decades studying ancient civilizations, every instinct in his body screamed that this thing did not belong on Earth.

And yet... it had died here.

A young assistant approached him nervously, holding a translated fragment recovered from the chamber wall.

“Professor,” she whispered, her voice trembling, “you need to read this.”

Adrian took the stone tablet, his eyes scanning the ancient symbols.

Then his blood ran cold.

Because the message was not a warning.

It was a countdown.
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The Discovery

––––––––
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The helicopter blades carved through the desert air as Professor Adrian Vale stared down at the endless wasteland below. From above, the Valley of Ashes looked dead — a scar of black stone and dust hidden far beyond the tourist routes of Egypt. No roads. No villages. Nothing but silence stretching to the horizon.

Exactly the kind of place where history buried its nightmares.

Adrian adjusted his glasses and checked the coordinates again on the tablet resting against his knee. The message sent by the excavation team had been short and urgent:

We found something impossible.

Normally, he would have ignored such exaggeration. Archaeologists often mistook excitement for importance. But this time the request came from Dr. Elias Mercer, one of the most respected paleontologists in the world — a man who had once publicly mocked conspiracy theorists and ancient alien believers on live television.

Mercer did not scare easily.

Yet during their satellite call the night before, Adrian had noticed something unusual in his old colleague’s face.

Fear.

The helicopter descended slowly onto a temporary landing platform surrounded by military vehicles. As soon as the engine died, the heat slammed into Adrian like an open furnace. Soldiers stood guard around the perimeter with automatic rifles, their expressions hidden behind dark glasses.

That alone was enough to unsettle him.

An archaeological site protected by armed military meant only two possibilities: a weapon... or a secret.

Mercer was waiting near the entrance to the excavation tunnel. His beard looked untrimmed, his clothes stained with dust, and deep shadows rested beneath his eyes as if he had not slept in days.

“You came fast,” Mercer said quietly.

“You sounded terrified.”

Mercer forced a weak smile. “I am.”

The words hung heavily between them.

Adrian followed him through the camp while researchers rushed between equipment stations carrying scanners, fossil containers, and laptops. Nobody spoke much. The atmosphere felt more like a hospital during a plague outbreak than a scientific expedition.

“What exactly did you find?” Adrian asked.

Mercer hesitated before answering.

“At first, we thought it was a burial chamber from an unknown civilization. Then we carbon-dated the surrounding sediment.”

“And?”

Mercer looked directly at him.

“One hundred thousand years old.”

Adrian stopped walking.

“That’s impossible.”

“Not the worst part.”

Mercer handed him a digital photograph.

The moment Adrian saw the image, his stomach tightened.

The skeleton lying inside the chamber was humanoid... but horribly wrong. The skull was too large, stretched backward into a smooth oval shape. The ribcage was narrow and elongated. Six fingers rested on each hand like the legs of pale spiders.

“No deformities?” Adrian asked quietly.

“None.”

“No mutations?”

“We checked.”

Adrian stared at the image again.

The skeleton appeared almost elegant in a disturbing, unnatural way. Around it rested fragments of dark metallic material covered in symbols unlike any language ever discovered.

He looked back at Mercer.

“You think this is extraterrestrial.”

“I think,” Mercer replied carefully, “that if this becomes public before we understand it, civilization will lose its mind.”

A deep rumble echoed across the camp.

The ground trembled beneath their feet.

Several workers shouted from the excavation entrance.

Mercer’s face suddenly lost all color.

“That shouldn’t happen,” he whispered.

Before Adrian could respond, another tremor shook the valley — stronger this time.

Then the screaming began underground.

For one terrible second, the entire desert seemed to hold its breath.

And from somewhere deep beneath the earth...

something screamed back.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two

[image: ]




Beneath the Earth

––––––––
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The scream that emerged from the excavation tunnel did not sound human.

It echoed through the valley like metal grinding against stone, high-pitched and unnatural, vibrating deep inside Adrian’s chest. Every conversation across the camp stopped instantly. Workers froze. Soldiers raised their weapons toward the entrance.

Then came the gunshots.

Short bursts of automatic fire exploded underground.

Mercer grabbed Adrian by the arm. “Move!”

The two men ran toward the tunnel as terrified researchers stumbled out into the daylight covered in dust. One woman collapsed near the entrance, sobbing uncontrollably.

“They’re dead,” she kept repeating. “Oh God... they’re all dead...”

A soldier pushed past Adrian with three others behind him, rifles ready. Their commander shouted into a radio for backup, but static was the only response.

Inside the tunnel, emergency lights painted the narrow walls in deep red. The air smelled of sand, sweat, and something else Adrian could not identify — a sharp chemical odor like burned electricity.

The deeper they descended, the colder it became.

That made no sense.

Outside, the desert temperature was above forty degrees Celsius, yet icy air now flowed upward through the ancient passageways.

Mercer slowed near a reinforced steel door installed by the excavation crew only days earlier. Bullet holes covered the metal surface.

One of the soldiers nearby looked pale beneath his helmet.

“What happened?” Mercer demanded.

The soldier swallowed hard before speaking.
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