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Foreward

This book should not exist.

The events detailed within these pages are classified at a level beyond Top Secret, buried under a labyrinth of national security directives, disinformation campaigns, and official denials. The story you are about to read has been, for decades, the most closely guarded secret of the modern era. To speak of it was considered treason. To believe it was considered madness.

I am a journalist by trade, an investigator by nature, and a skeptic by necessity. I began this project intending to write an exposé on government waste at a remote facility in New Mexico. I believed the story of Dulce was a classic conspiracy theory, a folktale for the paranoid. I was wrong.

What I uncovered was not a simple story of misallocated funds, but a tapestry of horror, heroism, and a hidden war that has been waged in the shadows of our world. The journey to the truth was long and perilous, paved with threats, dead ends, and the ghosts of those who knew too much.

This narrative is not a work of pure fiction. It is a reconstruction, a synthesis of hundreds of hours of interviews with the few surviving first-hand witnesses who were brave enough—or broken enough—to break their oaths of silence. Their accounts, given in safe houses, anonymous hotel rooms, and under conditions of extreme secrecy, form the backbone of this book.

I spoke with retired members of the intelligence community who provided fragmented documents and verified the existence of programs like “VIOLET UMBRA” and “PROJECT SERPENT’S TOOTH.” I tracked down former employees of defense contractors who spoke in hushed tones about “Biological Entities” and “non-terrestrial technology.” Most crucially, after years of searching, I made contact with individuals directly involved with the military response. Their testimonies, often harrowing and emotionally raw, provided the minute-by-minute, heart-pounding detail that brings this story to life. To protect their identities and their safety, their names and certain operational details have been altered, but the core of their experience is presented here as it was told to me.

The story of Captain Jax Ryder and Talon Squad is a composite, a narrative vessel to carry the overwhelming weight of the truth. It is an amalgamation of the experiences described to me by multiple individuals who lived through variations of these events. “Jax Ryder” represents the courage and resolve of the soldiers who faced the unimaginable. “Kaya Vance” embodies their tactical brilliance and unwavering loyalty. The fates of “Ben Simmons” and “Luis Garcia” reflect the profound personal costs that were paid.

Why come forward now? Because the witnesses believe, as I have come to believe, that the public has a right to know the nature of the world we truly inhabit. The geopolitical landscape is shifting. The entities and ambitions detailed in this book were not eradicated; they were merely scattered. The silence surrounding these events is a danger in itself.

Some will dismiss this book as science fiction. That is the result of a disinformation campaign that has been brilliantly effective for over forty years. I ask only that you read with an open mind. The witnesses I interviewed had nothing to gain and everything to lose by speaking with me. They are not seeking fame or fortune; they are seeking catharsis and a final, desperate warning.

The battle for Dulce Lake was real. The heroes and villains in this story are real. The threat, I am sorry to say, is still very real.

This is their story.
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The Inheritance

FORT CARSON, COLORADO

0730 HOURS

The scent of cordite hung thick in the artificial dawn, a metallic tang that coated the back of Captain Jax Ryder's throat. Around him, the "mock" Iraqi village—a collection of plywood and cinderblock structures—was being systematically dismantled by his team.

"Room clear!" Sergeant Kaya "Vixen" Vance's voice crackled in his earpiece, calm and professional. A moment later, she appeared in the doorway of the central structure, her M4 lowered, her dark eyes scanning the perimeter through her goggles. She didn't need to say the two "hostile" targets inside were neutralized. Jax had heard the precise, double-tap of her shots from his position.

"Copy, Vixen. Gremlin, status on that door?" Jax spoke into his mic, his gaze sweeping over the dusty courtyard.

A burst of static, then the youthful, energetic voice of Private First Class Luis "Gremlin" Garcia. "Almost there, Cap. These new electronic locks are a pain. It's like they don't want us to win." A final, triumphant beep echoed from the building to their left. "And... we're in! No bangs or whistles, promise."

"Moving in," came the deeper, steadier voice of Corporal Ben "Doc" Simmons. The medic, his rifle slung, moved forward with his aid bag, ready to treat the "civilian casualty" dummy inside. The entire exercise, from breach to secure, had taken under ninety seconds. Flawless. Textbook.

Yet, as the "ALL CLEAR" signal blared over the training ground's speakers, Jax felt a familiar, hollow sensation in his gut. It was too clean. Too scripted. For the last six months, their training ops had felt less like preparation for real-world combat and more like a theatrical performance where the ending was pre-ordained. The enemies were predictable, the challenges just difficult enough to make them feel accomplished, but never truly tested.

He pulled off his helmet, running a hand through his sweat-dampened, close-cropped black hair. Vance approached, pulling her own headgear off to reveal a sharp, focused face, a faint scar tracing her jawline.

"Another day, another dollar," she said, though her eyes, like his, held a hint of restlessness. "They're getting creative with these electronic locks, I'll give them that."

"They're preparing us for something, Vixen," Jax murmured, his voice low so only she could hear. "Something specific. Something that needs fast, quiet breaches and minimal collateral damage. But they're only showing us the pieces, never the whole picture."

Vance nodded slowly, her gaze drifting towards the observation tower where the brass always watched. "Feels like we're being groomed for a ghost hunt."

The post-op debrief was held in a sterile, air-conditioned room that smelled of whiteboard markers and floor wax. The observing officer, a Major with a chest full of ribbons and a polished, professional demeanor, was full of praise.

"Excellent work, Talon Squad. Timing was impeccable, communication was crisp. Captain Ryder, your command and control were spot-on. Sergeant Vance, your room-clearing technique is a model for the entire battalion. You've all consistently proven you can handle the most complex scenarios we can throw at you."

Jax sat perfectly still, his hands on his knees. The praise felt like a veil. He wanted to ask, What scenarios are these? What are we actually training for? But he held his tongue. In the structured world of the Army, you didn't question the "why." You executed the "what."

Later, back in their squad bay, the mood was lighter. The team was breaking down and cleaning their weapons, the rhythmic sounds of brushing and oiling a familiar comfort.

"Seriously, though," Garcia was saying, his hands moving a mile a minute as he reassembled his rifle blindfolded—a party trick he’d perfected. "I was reading about this place out in New Mexico. Dulce. All these conspiracy theories about a secret base under a mesa. Alien tech, human hybrids, the whole nine yards. People report weird lights, cattle mutilations... makes you wonder what they're really hiding out there in the desert."

Doc Simmons chuckled, wiping down his medical equipment with methodical care. "Gremlin, you spend too much time on those weird forums. The government can't even keep a weapons program secret for more than a year. You think they could hide a whole alien war?"

"Maybe the aliens are better at keeping secrets than we are," Garcia countered with a grin.

Vance was quietly sharpening her combat knife, the shhhhk-shhhhk sound a counterpoint to the banter. "Focus on the real world, Gremlin. The only things we need to worry about are made of flesh and blood and shoot back with bullets we can understand."

Jax listened to the exchange, saying nothing. Garcia's conspiracy ramblings were a running joke, but today, they pricked at the unease he'd felt on the training ground. What if the "what" they were training for was something nobody could understand?

The door to the squad bay swung open, and the room fell silent. Colonel James Miller stood there, his usual jovial expression absent. His face was etched with a deep, weary gravity Jax had only seen a handful of times in his career—always before a deployment to a hellhole.

"Talon Squad," the Colonel's voice was rough, devoid of its usual boom. "Gear down and square yourselves away. You have a briefing. Five minutes. Bring nothing."

The command hung in the air, cold and final. Bring nothing. No notebooks, no pens, no phones. That alone signaled a level of secrecy beyond anything they'd encountered.

The knot in Jax's gut tightened. This was it. The veil was lifting.

They were led not to the usual briefing room, but to a nondescript, windowless concrete building on the far edge of the base, surrounded by a double-perimeter fence. Inside, they were processed by two stone-faced sergeants who collected their dog tags, wallets, and any other personal items before ushering them through a series of soundproof doors marked with warnings about TS/SCI material.

The briefing room was a tomb. The air was still and cold, recycled to the point of tasting sterile. A single, long table faced a bank of large flat-screen monitors, all currently dark. Dr. Aris Thorne stood waiting for them. She was a severe woman in her fifties, dressed in a simple, dark pantsuit, her grey hair pulled back in a tight bun. She looked less like a military official and more like a university professor who had just discovered the equations for the apocalypse.

"Captain Ryder, Talon Squad," she began, her voice crisp and devoid of warmth. "Please, sit. What you are about to see and hear does not leave this room. It is a matter of global security."

The screens flickered to life. The first image was a satellite photograph of a rugged, mountainous region, a large lake visible.

"The Archuleta Mesa, near Dulce, New Mexico," Thorne stated. "For public record, a region of unique geological activity. Significant piezoelectric discharges, minor, unexplained seismic events." New images appeared: graphs of seismic readings, electromagnetic fluctuations. "This has been the official, unclassified story since the 1960s. It is a facade."

She clicked a small remote. The screen changed to a complex, multi-level schematic, a cross-section of the mesa that descended deep into the earth. It looked like an inverted skyscraper, its levels numbered from 1 to 7.

"This is 'The Lodge'," Thorne said. "A deep-underground military research facility, constructed under the cover of a geothermal energy project. Its primary purpose, since its inception, has been the analysis and reverse-engineering of non-terrestrial technology."

A stunned silence filled the room. Jax could feel Garcia, seated beside him, practically vibrating. I told you so remained unspoken, but hung in the air.

Thorne continued, her delivery brutally matter-of-fact. "In 1979, following a series of... incidents... a preliminary non-aggression and technology transfer pact was formalized with the source of that technology. A species we refer to as the 'Greys' or, in official documentation, 'Biological Entities - Designation Grey.'"

She displayed a slide—a heavily redacted document with a vague, almost child-like sketch of a large-headed, large-eyed figure next to it. The room felt like it had run out of oxygen. Jax glanced at Vance; her face was a mask of stone, but her knuckles were white where she gripped the table.

"The terms were simple," Thorne went on. "We provided a secure, isolated location for their... biological and genetic research. They, in turn, provided technological advancements. The upper levels of The Lodge, one through three, remained under our control. The lower levels, four through seven, were ceded to them. A partition, both physical and electronic, was established and maintained."

She paused, letting the sheer, unbelievable reality of her words sink in. "Seventy-two hours ago, the partition was breached. Not from our side. All communication from our personnel on levels two through five has been lost. A twelve-man security team, sent to re-establish contact thirty-six hours ago, has also gone dark. Their final fragmented transmission contained two words: 'Grey... hostiles.'"

Thorne zoomed in on the schematic. "Your mission is a Search and Rescue. You will infiltrate via an abandoned atmospheric monitoring shaft here," she pointed to a narrow conduit that bypassed the main elevators and primary entrance, "which emerges here, on the abandoned sub-level one. You will navigate to the Level 3 barracks and laboratory wing, locate and extract any surviving personnel. Your secondary, and equally critical objective, is to secure the Primary Data Core on Level 4. It contains the sum total of our research and all interaction logs with the BEs. That data is a strategic asset of incalculable value. It cannot be captured, and it cannot be destroyed."

Jax found his voice, though it sounded foreign to his own ears. "Dr. Thorne. 'Hostiles.' What are their capabilities? What are we facing?"

Thorne's lips pressed into a thin line. "Our data is limited. They possess energy-based weaponry that can bypass conventional body armor. Their physiology is resilient. Beyond that, we are operating with significant intelligence gaps."

"That's not good enough, Doctor," Vance cut in, her tone sharp. "You're sending us in blind."

"You are being sent in with every advantage we can provide," Thorne countered, her gaze unwavering. "Which brings us to your equipment."

They were led from the tomb-like briefing room to another, even more secure area: an armory that looked like it belonged on a movie set. The walls were lined with weapons and armor that were utterly alien. The rifles were matte-black, with smooth, organic lines, no visible bolts or magazines. The body armor was weaved with strange, fibrous crystals that seemed to absorb the light.

A grizzled Master Sergeant with a nameless uniform patch handed Jax one of the rifles. It was lighter than his M4, and strangely warm.

"X-7 disruptor," the Master Sergeant grunted, his voice like grinding gravel. "Emits a focused particle beam. Rechargeable battery pack. It'll cut through things your 5.56 rounds will just bounce off of. Your standard issue is useless down there. This," he tapped the crystalline armor, "is rated for energy bleed. Good luck."

As the rest of the team began the surreal process of suiting up in the future-tech gear, Jax moved to corner Thorne, who was observing them with a clinical detachment.

"Doctor," he said, his voice low and intense. "The truth. Now. What happened to the security team? What are we really going to find down there?"

Thorne studied him for a long moment, and he saw a flicker of something in her eyes—not fear, but a profound, weary guilt. She reached into a briefcase and pulled out a worn, tan folder, the kind that hadn't been used in decades.

"There is a precedent," she said quietly, handing it to him. "The first and only other military incursion into a compromised sector of The Lodge. 1979. The same year the pact was signed. A Delta team, call sign Talon, was sent in during an early... dispute. The official report listed a catastrophic geothermal vent rupture. All personnel were declared KIA."

Jax opened the file. Inside was a grainy psych-ward photo of a man with hollow eyes and a face carved from trauma. The name read: Sgt. Marcus Rourke.

"He was the only one who made it out," Thorne whispered. "He didn't die in an explosion. He spent the next thirty years in a secured VA hospital, completely catatonic, except for this." She flipped to the last page in the file. It was a photocopy of a drawing, done in crayon and pencil. It depicted a crude, seven-level base. On the upper levels, stick figures were shooting at large-eyed creatures. But on the lowest level, the stick figures were being fed, conveyor-belt style, into a vast, central, fleshy shape covered in eyes, labeled in a shaky scrawl: THE ARCHON.

Jax stared at the childish, horrific drawing, a cold dread seeping into his bones. Their call sign wasn't a coincidence. It was an inheritance.

Thorne's final words were barely audible. "Don't become a footnote, Captain Ryder."
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The Descent

DULCE, NEW MEXICO

0230 HOURS

The New Mexico desert at night was a vast, black canvas punctured by a billion cold, indifferent stars. The silence was absolute, broken only by the whisper of a bitter wind sweeping down from the Jicarilla Apache lands, carrying the scent of sagebrush and dry earth.

Inside the modified V-22 Osprey, the silence was of a different kind—thick, pressurized, and heavy with unspoken dread. The aircraft, its engines muffled to a low, turbine whine and its skin coated in radar-absorbent material, flew nap-of-the-earth, its belly nearly skimming the dark, rolling terrain. There were no running lights, no transponder signal. They were a ghost, moving towards a graveyard.

Captain Jax Ryder watched his team in the dim red glow of the cabin lights. They were strapped into their seats, clad in the matte-black, alien-weave armor. The familiar, comforting bulk of their M4s was gone, replaced by the sleek, unnerving lines of the X-7 disruptors. They looked less like soldiers and more like shadows given form.

Sergeant Kaya Vance was performing a systems check on her weapon for the third time, her movements economical, her face a mask of focused calm. But Jax could see the tension in the set of her jaw. Corporal Ben Simmons had his eyes closed, but he wasn't sleeping; his fingers were slowly tracing the outline of the new, advanced medkit strapped to his thigh. Private Luis Garcia was muttering under his breath, running diagnostics on his tactical tablet, which was now hardwired to the Osprey's secure data-link, downloading the fragmented schematics of The Lodge.

"Five minutes," the pilot's voice crackled in their earpieces, devoid of any emotion. "LZ is hot. No signals, no beacons. You are on your own the second your boots hit the dirt."

Jax caught Vance's eye. She gave him a single, sharp nod. Ready. He did the same to Simmons and Garcia. The inheritance of Talon was a weight on all of them, but they would bear it together.

The Osprey flared suddenly, its engines rotating to a deafening roar as it transitioned to a vertical landing in a small, rocky basin a mile from the mesa. The rear ramp hissed open, revealing the ink-black landscape.

"Go, go, go!" Jax yelled, his voice swallowed by the engine noise.

They moved as one, exiting the aircraft at a sprint and immediately forming a defensive perimeter. The Osprey didn't linger. The moment they were clear, it lifted off, its engines fading back to a whisper before disappearing entirely into the star-dusted void, leaving them in profound isolation.

The silence rushed back in, now feeling predatory.

"Comms check," Jax whispered.

"Vixen, loud and clear."

"Doc, five-by-five."

"Gremlin, reading you. And reading... nothing else. Zero EM emissions from the target. It's a dead zone, Cap. That ain't right."

Using night-vision goggles that painted the world in shades of eerie green, Jax led them on a forced march towards the coordinates. The air grew colder as they ascended the rocky slope of the mesa. After thirty minutes of grueling, silent progress, Garcia held up a clenched fist.

"Contact. The shaft. Exactly where the doc said it would be."

It was an unassuming, rusted steel grate set into the base of a cliff face, nearly invisible behind a thicket of hardy scrub oak. It looked decades abandoned, exactly as a forgotten atmospheric vent should. But the lock securing it was new—a heavy, electronic keypad that gleamed dully in the starlight.

"On it," Garcia whispered, pulling a multi-tool from his webbing. He pried open the keypad's faceplate, his fingers a blur as he spliced in leads from his tablet. "Advanced military-grade encryption... but it's old. Late 70s architecture. They never updated the outer perimeter. Arrogant bastards." A series of numbers scrolled across his screen. "And... we're in."

With a soft clunk, the lock disengaged. Jax and Vance gripped the heavy grate and pulled, the rusted hinges screaming in protest, the sound unnaturally loud in the desert quiet. The opening revealed a yawning, vertical shaft descending into absolute darkness. A cold, damp breath of air exhaled from the depths, carrying a faint, metallic odor that made the hairs on Jax's neck stand up.

"Rappel lines," Jax ordered. "Gremlin, you're on point with the scanner. Doc, you're behind him. Vixen, you've got our six. I'll be in the middle. No lights until we're at the bottom. IR and sonar only. Absolute silence."
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