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Prologue
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In the vast expanse of the universe, Earth was once a sanctuary for its inhabitants, a beacon of life and civilization amidst the cold void of space. For centuries, humanity thrived, unaware of the cosmic forces that watched from the shadows, their eyes set upon the blue planet with curiosity, envy, and hostility.

The first signs were subtle—strange lights in the sky, unexplained phenomena, whispers of extraterrestrial visitors. 

Years of secret government coverups globally of aliens with a hidden agenda. All the while planning the day, they could step into the light and show themselves.

But the truth became undeniable as the invaders descended upon Earth in full view of all the humans, their ships blotting out the sun and casting the world into a perpetual twilight. The invasion was swift and brutal, leaving cities in ruins and societies fractured. Humans had become enslaved to their alien masters.

Five advanced alien groups, each with their agenda and motives, carved the planet into territories and imposed their rule with an iron grip. 

	The Reptilians, here for millions of years fierce and cunning, unleashed mutant predators to sow chaos and fear across the world. They controlled the Americas.

	The Anunnaki, ancient and powerful, sought to reclaim their dominion over the Earth in the Middle East and surrounding territories.

	The Reptoids, working closely with the Anunnaki, conquered Europe and Asia and placed a New World Order Emperor on the throne in Rome.

	The Greys, part of the peacekeepers, were cold and calculating and monitored human colonies in Australia with detached efficiency as the only free men left on the planet.

	The Anunnaki rebel god Nukirizik had his unique human army under his mind control. They had the Caribbean and part of the Eastern United States.


Near the end of the conflict, the Reptilian Queen sent a special squad to detonate their hidden base under Antarctica. The explosion and shockwave caused massive waves and flooding that destroyed the last human resistance and ended World War III.

The rebuilding process was slow and controlled by the alien masters. 

Amidst this turmoil in Australia, a fragile resistance emerged among the free humans. Scattered groups of survivors, driven by hope and desperation, fought to reclaim their world. Among them were the Truth Dreamers, a band of humans with unique abilities led by the Mystifying Dylan Bryant. Gifted with ancient supernatural powers, Dylan and his followers sought to uncover the secrets of the invaders and find a way to escape the dark world their home had become.

Yet, within the shadows lurked betrayal and ambition. Calvin, the new leader of the Gardner of Souls society, directly worshipped the alien called Nukirizik, who could steal souls. He became Dylan’s adversary and pursued his dark path, driven by a thirst for power and vengeance.

His relentless hunt for Dylan and his people added another layer of danger to their already difficult journey.

With a new round of alien attacks on the horizon, the Truth Dreamers embarked on their quest to find a way to face the challenges that tested their resolve and unity. From the desolate landscapes of a ravaged Earth, their journey was fraught with peril and uncertainty. The destiny of humanity hung in the balance, teetering on the edge of destruction and rebirth.

This is the story of their struggle, hope, and unyielding determination to find a new beginning amidst the darkness. It is a tale of survival and resistance, ancient secrets and cosmic conflicts, and their desire to escape from the dark world.

As the battle lines were drawn and alliances shifted, the Truth Dreamers knew their fight for the future had begun and were ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead.
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The Aftermath

After the relentless invasion, a haunting silence descended upon Earth's once-thriving cities. The conquerors, with an iron grip on dominance, plunged humanity into a desperate struggle for survival. Once a sanctuary for its inhabitants, the planet now lay captive to the rule of five advanced alien races.

Gone were the vibrant hues of blue that adorned the sky; now, a sickly grey tainted the heavens, a result of smoke, ash, and ice crystals lingering in the air. The sun's feeble rays battled against the thick smog, casting an eerie glow, a constant reminder of the world's new overlords.

Dark clouds loomed, casting a somber pallor over the desolate wastelands that had replaced once-thriving landscapes. The invasion wreaked havoc, not only in physical destruction but also in the unraveling of society's fabric—tearing apart families, shattering dreams, and sowing seeds of fear and distrust.

The aliens had already staged themselves in the world governments and military, replacing key people with their own. They stopped humans from responding to the attacks and took over the media coverage.

The remaining human Governments worldwide scrambled to resist, but their feeble attempts crumbled before the advanced weaponry and tactics of the extraterrestrial forces. 

Alien technology, incomprehensible to humanity, unleashed laser-like beams that seared through cities, and an impenetrable force field rendered potent weapons useless. Hope seemed elusive in the face of an unrelenting onslaught.

Diverse cities, once characterized by unique architecture and cultural heritage, now lie in ruins. Skyscrapers stood as crumbling testaments to human resilience, reflecting shattered dreams. Streets echoed with desolation, alien patrols weaving through the debris of once-bustling life.

Once the dominant species, humans now lurked in the shadows, living in perpetual fear. The invaders showed no mercy, quashing resistance with ruthless efficiency. Families were torn apart and held captive in alien-controlled labor camps, turning lively neighborhoods into lifeless prisons where hope was a distant memory.

The conquerors exploited human labor, reducing them to pawns toiling endlessly in mines, factories, and construction sites. Emaciated and drained, the humans yearned for basic needs that were once taken for granted.

As the initial shock of invasion subsided, a sinister new world order emerged. The invaders, shrouded in human guise, implemented plans to control and enslave. Microchipping became their insidious tool, disguised as medical advancements and improved security. Governments and influential figures were coerced into compliance-mandated chips for every human—a web of constant surveillance and control.

Earth had become a twisted shadow of its former self. Once vibrant cities were now bleak, lonely places, their streets patrolled by alien drones and foot soldiers in cold, black combat uniforms. The invaders didn’t bother to hide their dominance anymore. Most of them had shed their human disguises, walking openly in their natural forms—scaly, grotesque figures from nightmares that had now become all too real.

The sky over New York City, once a symbol of human achievement, now bore the logo of the Reptilians and their allies. Giant banners unfurled from the remains of skyscrapers, marking the conquered lands. The sounds of human life—laughter, conversations, children playing—were replaced by the heavy thrum of alien equipment and the endless drone of announcements echoing through every district.

Earth now bowed to the dominion of five alien governments. Only the Peacekeepers in the Australian region offered a glimmer of freedom to the unchipped humans—the last hope for a beleaguered humanity.
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The Colonies

The morning mist clung to the air, casting a perpetual grey hue over the landscape, a constant reminder of the aftermath of the war that had torn through the world. One year had passed since the conflict ended, leaving scars on the earth and its people. The aliens, compassionate in their way, worked tirelessly to cleanse the atmosphere, but the damage caused by the Antarctic explosion lingered.
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In Australia, amidst the chaos near the end of the war, upon the rugged expanse of the northwestern coast, a titanic Reptilian spacecraft cast its menacing shadow on those beneath it. Within the confines of its metallic hull, an evil agenda stirred, orchestrating the release of mutant predators into the world below, a grim testament to the depths of alien malice. With calculated precision, these aberrations were set loose upon the unsuspecting human populace, their onslaught marked by ruthless efficiency and relentless terror.

Yet fate had dealt a cruel blow to this otherworldly vessel. The cataclysmic shockwave of the Antarctic explosion tore through its structure, sending it hurtling downwards to an ignominious crash landing within Australian territories controlled by the Cryptic Greys. Stranded and forsaken by their queen, the stranded Reptilian aliens found themselves marooned in a hostile realm, severed from their kin and bereft of hope.

Nevertheless, amidst the wreckage of their shattered craft, they clung to survival with a tenacity born of desperation, wielding advanced weaponry to carve a tenuous existence in this alien landscape. In their plight, they turned to predatory instincts, launching sporadic raids upon human encampments, sating their primal hunger with the flesh of their captives.
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The alien Grey peacekeepers, now watchers remotely from New Zealand, monitored the human colonies in Australia, ensuring the peace accords among the extraterrestrial races held. Yet, their control over the humans in their territories tightened. Limited technology data trickled down to the inhabitants, and only protective weapons were permitted—handheld devices firing the equivalent of beanbag rounds.

Within the veil of darkness, secret weapons forged from the ingenuity of humanity lay concealed, evading the gaze of the Greys. Defiance came at a steep price; murmurs circulated of dissidents being exiled to the dangerous reaches of the northern edge of the continent, abandoned to the chilling embrace of an ancient city teeming with Reptilian monstrosities bred for combat. These abominations bore the genetic imprint of Earth's prehistoric dinosaurs, honed into relentless predators designed to stalk and slaughter humanity with savage enthusiasm. They were the embodiment of primal fury unleashed upon an unsuspecting world.

And so, a macabre dance of survival unfolded, with the Greys, in their inscrutable wisdom, offering dissenters as sacrificial pawns to the Reptilian interlopers, consigning them to a fate of gruesome consumption at the hands of their Reptilian overlords. In this desolate tableau of cosmic intrigue and dangerous alliances, the struggle for survival knew no bounds as the residents of two disparate worlds clashed in a battle for supremacy amidst the shadows of the unknown. 

The Greys had left air vehicles resembling old zeppelins, scouting craft for the immediate area. They also left hovercraft that moved silently across the ground, bringing supplies to and from the free human compounds.

*
[image: ]


Carolyn, the leader of the Truth Dreamers, and Dylan had been told by the Greys of another settlement on the Southwest Coast, surrounded by similar alien colony ships and underground bunkers, a haven for those fortunate enough to escape the chaos.

These huge bunker silos in the ground held thousands of people. In the case of these two locations in Australia, they were primarily the wealthy and connected that made it to the silos. On these alien colony compound ships, it was whomever the Greys could save during the evacuation of the world outside of Australia.

The human settlers in the southeast established their compound outside Melbourne, finding solace amidst the remnants of a world changed by horrific events that haunted many.

This diverse mix of survivors emerged with different backgrounds, beliefs, and cultures, weaving a new tapestry of normalcy in a forever-changing world.
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Carolyn was the leader of the Truth Dreamers when the war caused them to flee their headquarters in North Carolina and flee to a rallying point near Austin, Texas. 

The Truth Dreamers' roots go as far back as ancient Sumer. In modern times, they aligned with the Freemasons in Europe and the United States. They were a clandestine group with many skill sets, including magic. 

During the war, as the invaders continued to push past safe zone borders, the Greys and other peacekeepers helped them escape and positioned them in Australia. After arriving at the compounds, Carolyn maintained the leader position, and several newcomers joined them. 

Dr. Ronald Bullock became part of the Truth Dreamers compound ship alongside some survivors. Before the war, he garnered recognition for his contributions to the environmental justice movement alongside other esteemed African American scientists. With early assistance from the Greys post-war, he established a laboratory. Over time, he became Carolyn's trusted confidant; she relied upon him for his rational problem-solving abilities.
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It had been one year since the end of the war, and like a breeze carrying tales of hope, an airship from the West descended upon them. On board were survivors who, like those in Melbourne, had weathered the storm within an alien compound ship during the disaster.

Carolyn and her new trusted assistant, Ronald, welcomed the newcomers with a mix of caution and curiosity. The West offered peace and friendship, a chance for alliances to strengthen the resilience of the scattered human survivors.

After careful deliberation, Carolyn and Ronald agreed to embark on a journey to meet the leaders in the West just outside Perth, laying the foundation for a pact that could reshape humanity's future.

The visitors brought both tidings of cooperation and caution. Their airship had faced adversity in the form of Reptilian alien resistance near a downed spacecraft on the northwest coast. Armed with laser weapons, the Reptilians proved formidable adversaries, rendering stun weapons ineffective in their struggle to escape the hostile territory. Worse still, the Reptilians were now aware of the human survivors wielding alien Greys technology. 

The rugged terrain between the northwest coast and the southwest acted as a natural barrier, preventing direct attacks on the compounds east of Perth. It was a fragile peace, a delicate balance in the face of looming threats.

Leaving one ambassador behind to foster understanding and collaboration, the airship set sail westward, carrying hopes and expectations for a brighter future among the survivors. Carolyn entrusted Dylan with the leadership of the Melbourne compound, a man with unique abilities and the strength to guide his community.

"Take charge, Dylan," Carolyn urged, her eyes reflecting determination and concern. "Protect what we've built here. Allison and Rodney will be by your side. Cover for me until I return."

Dylan nodded, silently promising to safeguard the compound and its people. As Carolyn and Ronald boarded the airship bound for the West, the compound held its breath, awaiting the outcome of a journey that could either strengthen the bonds of survival or unravel the fragile threads that connected them all.

Dylan, seeking solace and guidance, entered the church structure. Alone in the quiet room, he knelt and prayed to the creator God of the multiverse for wisdom, his thoughts a silent plea echoing through the sacred space. During his meditation, an unexpected shift occurred as Dylan felt his consciousness transcend the boundaries of his physical form.

Suddenly, he dreamed, soaring through the structure's roof and floating upward into the vast sky. Bright and shiny orbs surrounded him, dancing like fireflies in the night sky. Dylan sensed the order was re-established for the departed souls, a realm where they could travel to purgatory, be reborn, or await the end of days to reunite with the creator.

Amidst the celestial beauty, a brilliant light approached, masking Dylan's vision. A deep and echoing voice, unmistakably that of an angel, resonated, "Peace be with you and all those who believe." Dylan attempted to speak, but the angel continued, revealing dire news from the West.

"Those in the West have succumbed to followers of the Anunnaki God, known as Nukirizik. They possess the same evil device that stole souls, the one you encountered in Cuba. The human leader has changed, but evil remains. Beware, for their ambassador masks an aura possessed by an exceedingly evil soul. Look beyond the surface; he is not as innocent as he appears."

As the angel spoke, a sense of urgency filled the dream space. Dylan's friends, who were journeying to the West, were in grave danger, their fate hanging in the balance. The angel, bound by the rules of non-interference, only to be a watcher, emphasized the limits of divine intervention, leaving the future of this world to unfold.

Dylan felt himself descending back into his body, returning to the room within the church. Yet, he was not alone. The ambassador stood at the entrance, observing him with a gaze that held secrets and concealed darkness.

Dylan rose to his feet, determination etched on his face. Pulling back his hood, his eyes glowed a bright white, and his palms emitted a radiant glow. Both hands raised, pointed towards the ambassador, and immediately, the aura around the stranger turned a sinister bright red. The ambassador smirked, unfazed by the revelation.

The air inside the church was thick with tension. With its soft candlelight flickering against stained glass windows, the once serene sanctuary now hummed with an eerie energy. Dylan stood at the altar, his breath slow and deliberate as he watched the shadows lengthen. He had felt this presence before, lingering at the edges of his dreams—an evil force sent to destroy him.

"So, you know who I am, do you?" The ambassador’s voice cut through the silence, a mocking chuckle following his words. His figure was cloaked in darkness, but the glint of his eyes betrayed his sinister intent.

Dylan squared his shoulders, his eyes narrowing. "It doesn't matter who you are. All I know is that you're evil, and those who went back with your people are in grave danger. The Truth Dreamers will prevail," he declared with a steely resolve.

The ambassador sneered, his form flickering like a dying flame before erupting into hellfire. His body expanded, becoming a towering inferno as he lunged at Dylan, the ground beneath him cracking from the heat. Dylan didn't flinch. Instinctively, he channeled his energy, and a beam of pure light shot from his eyes, meeting the creature head-on.

The impact sent shockwaves through the church, the walls shimmering with the force of their clash. Spells and energy clashed, and their battle escalated into brutal hand-to-hand combat. The demon grew more prominent with every passing second until it loomed over Dylan, ten feet tall, its fiery form casting grotesque shadows across the church.

Dylan's mind raced, but his body moved with an instinctive knowledge, casting spells and countering the demon’s attacks with an ease that startled even him. Each move felt as though it had been lying dormant within him, waiting for this moment to awaken.

"You're drawing from the shadows," Dylan muttered under his breath, realization dawning. He knew he had to change tactics. With a deep breath, he recited an ancient incantation, his voice steady despite the chaos. A brilliant burst of light erupted from his hands, flooding the church with a radiant glow. The demon shrieked, its dark power weakening under the intense brightness.

Suddenly, the church door slammed open, and Allison burst in. Her eyes darted to Dylan and then to the towering demon before her. Without hesitation, she raised her energy wand, which emitted focused sound waves. She aimed it at the demon and fired, a concentrated beam of sound hitting the creature with enough force to stagger it.

"You!" the demon roared, turning toward her. In one swift motion, it conjured a fireball and hurled it in her direction.

Dylan’s heart sank as he screamed, "Allison!" But it was too late. The fireball engulfed her, and in a flash, she was gone, reduced to nothing but ashes.

Rage boiled within Dylan, and his vision blurred with tears and fury. "Enough of this!" His voice echoed throughout the church, amplified with a power he had never felt before. He extended his hands, and a torrent of white fire—pure and ethereal—erupted from them. This was not ordinary fire; it was cleansing, divine. The flames didn’t scorch the church or its surroundings. They sought out only the demon, its evil essence.

The demon howled as the flames enveloped it. Its form flickered, shifting between grotesque shapes as it desperately tried to escape. But Dylan was relentless. He stepped forward, his resolve unwavering, and unleashed all his energy into the purifying blaze.

The demon's body began to disintegrate, breaking into countless light particles. It struggled, but there was no escape. With one final gesture, Dylan opened a prison portal, the swirling void sucking the remnants of the demon into it. And just like that, the battle was over.

Breathing heavily, Dylan collapsed to his knees, his body trembling with exhaustion. The church was silent again, but the weight of his victory felt hollow. His eyes drifted to the spot where Allison had stood just moments before. All that remained were ashes. Her spirit orb was gone, the one thing that always connected her to him. There was nothing left.

Tears welled in his eyes as he reached out, his fingers brushing against the cold ground. “Allison...” he whispered, his voice breaking. The angel's warning echoed in his mind, a chilling reminder that this was only the beginning. The actual danger still loomed, but at this moment, Dylan’s heart was consumed with grief. He had lost someone he couldn't bear to lose.

The Truth Dreamers might still prevail, but at what cost?

Suddenly, he felt a burning pain in his chest. As he fled the church, he called for Moriah before collapsing in despair.

Several days later, when Dylan awoke, he found himself in the sick bay. Moriah, Danielle, and Rodney explained that they had considered pursuing Carolyn and Ronald, but others insisted it was a trap. The connection with the West was lost, and Dylan's abilities seemed disabled, a lingering effect of his encounter with the demon.

Dylan transformed into a semblance of a disabled person, confined to a perpetual state of sitting, his gaze fixed into the empty expanse as though every ounce of hope had deserted him. His visage mirrored that of an aged soul, with his hair and beard having grown long and unkempt, reminiscent of the weariness that time bestows upon the spirit. The looping events tormented his mind.
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Four years had passed in the struggle for survival. Dylan, handicapped in his abilities, sought solace in nightly prayers within the church. Something the demon had done had blocked his powers, leaving him to plead to the creator God for restoration.

Exactly four years to the day after the demon battle, Dylan felt an angel's presence. He rushed to the church, praying fervently. The room brightened, and a warm touch rested on his head. The angel's voice resonated, "God has restored your abilities. Use them wisely." The presence vanished, leaving Dylan weeping for those he had lost, armed once again with the power to face the challenges ahead.

With his unique abilities restored, Dylan could now lead the people from the compound, a beacon of hope for the displaced humans. Using King Solomon's black magic again, the sight of auras, astral projections, communion with the deceased and angels, and remote viewing were the threads of power woven into his being. His most formidable skill, the ability to enter and possess another person when needed, would prove vital in the fight ahead. 

Dylan opened his eyes to the heavy thoughts of the past behind him. He rose from his bed and went to grab coffee before his meeting.

He restored hope for others by taking on the leadership role.
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It had been five years since the war ended and four years since the incident with the West encampment. The Truth Dreamers had taken control of the eastern compounds and the remaining humans.

Dylan and Danielle stood on the ramp of their compound ship, his gaze fixed on the approaching lights signaling the return of the dawn patrol. Not everyone chose to reside within the alien compounds; some, driven by their motives, sought refuge amidst the nearby city's ruins. 

Some of the key Truth Dreamers from the doctor Jay's days had formed a group to educate the orphans of the war and relocation transport to Australia. Brandy and Paul Anthony led this group, said their goodbyes, and moved into the nearby ruins of Melbourne.  They were hoping to make a real difference in these children’s lives. Their names faded to memories of the friends they had worked with before the war.

The woods, too, held secrets, and the lights brought tales from those who dared venture into the remnants of the past.

As the patrol returned, Dylan recognized Critter McCool, a familiar face from the early days of the war. "Good morning, Critter. How are the people down in the city?" Dylan inquired.

Critter grinned, "Same as always, scavenging what they can. Pickings are slim, but we won't go hungry as long as these alien vessels provide. And we're trading some of the unearthed tech with them."

With the morning patrol back inside the walls of the alien compound ships, Dylan called a meeting and gathered with the Truth Dreamers and the other human survivors. They discussed their next steps as the morning sun filtered through the grey sky.

“Guardians, it has been five years since the war ended and four years since those in the West betrayed us. The Gods and the aliens only sit on high and watch us. No one is going to save us except us.” Dylan said to the crowd. A cheer rang out as those there knew he would lead them through this. 

"With my abilities restored, I've seen glimpses of the settlement on the West Coast," Dylan began, his eyes reflecting the kaleidoscope of auras around him. "There are other survivors, but they're harnessing a dark power from an Anunnaki god and his cult of followers. They seek to build an army and march east to eradicate all of us, and especially the Truth Dreamer Guardians."

A hushed silence enveloped the room as the gravity of the situation settled upon the group. Moriah, the steadfast commander of the guardian military forces, spoke urgently, "We can't let them succeed. Our survival depends on unity and swift action. Dylan, can you use your abilities to gather more information on their plans?"

Dylan's resolve deepened as Moriah's words echoed in the room. With renewed determination, he prepared to venture again into the ethereal realms, seeking guidance from the whispers of the departed.

In the stillness of the church, Dylan closed his eyes, his hands raised above his head. He began his remote viewing. He needed no device or chamber, as some of his special abilities allowed him to do this naturally.

His journey into the astral plane began, traversing the unseen threads connecting the living and the departed. The whispers of the souls guided him through the dark corners of the West Coast, revealing the nefarious plans unfolding in the shadows. He could see them but not be seen by them.

Upon his return to the physical realm, Dylan's eyes opened, the weight of his newfound knowledge pressing on him. 

Dylan quickly met with Rodney and the other leaders to review what he saw. “Their leader is using his device on those around him. Their souls are consumed, turning them into wild beasts. They've adapted their weaponry, converting stun weapons into deadly projectiles and arming airships and hovercraft. We must act swiftly," Dylan conveyed, his voice resonating with urgency.

Critter McCool, ever the pragmatist, interjected, "Defenses are crucial, but we need to strike at the heart of their power. Dylan, can your abilities pinpoint the source of this dark energy?"

Dylan nodded, determination etched on his face. "I'll delve deeper into their base. Once we have the location, a strike team can dismantle their power source, which seems to be a small pyramid-shaped device."

Dylan ventured into the heavenly realm again as the compound buzzed with preparations. His remote viewing detailed his enemy's stronghold. The whispers intensified, offering cryptic guidance that only he could decipher. 

Dylan again returned with the information needed to help develop their plan of attack. Moriah stood by his side, "Lead us to victory, Dylan. The future of humanity rests on our shoulders."

Dylan smiled, gave her a nod, and went inside the ship to find Rodney in his lab. He met with him briefly to ensure he was up to speed on all the intel about the upcoming mission to the West, and he was.

As Dylan and his allies prepared for the impending confrontation, they remained unaware of the full power of the ancient weapon that now rested in the hands of their formidable adversary on the West Coast.
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Dylan fixed his gaze upon Danielle; they had been together through everything to get here. He offered her a warm smile that lingered in the air, but her eyes remained fixated on the floor. His reluctance to employ spells or supernatural abilities to find the problem tugged at him, yet an undeniable shift had occurred between them.

Their paths diverged in the initial year following the war as he dedicated himself to establishing the colony. Meanwhile, Danielle gravitated towards Moriah, investing most of her time in the company of her emotional companion. The camaraderie they shared seemed to eclipse what Dylan and Danielle had once cherished.

After the demon attacks, the four years unfolded, and now he questioned whether the passage of time had irreparably severed the bond they once held. His scrutiny intensified, revealing Moriah casting a sympathetic glance toward Danielle. Certainty settled within him at that moment – she was lost to him.

Dylan closed the distance between himself, Danielle, and Moriah. Extending his hand to both, he spoke with a quiet resolve, "It is okay. I understand it was my absence when you needed me most. I accept this; please, do not burden yourself with concerns over my feelings."

Sensing the moment's unspoken weight, Moriah drew Danielle close
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