
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Sinewy muscles... eyes shimmering like pools of molten silver reflecting the enigmatic depths of the universe... Is he the salvation Jazz seeks or is he a danger to her very soul?

	 

	 

	Jazz lives on the run, constantly evading the Bruens and the harshness of human society. But when she stumbles upon a brutal assault on a group of captive women, her world is upended. Before she can act, a mysterious alien arrives, swiftly dispatching the attackers, leaving Jazz both bewildered and captivated.

	Zev, seeks sanctuary on Earth already claimed by the formidable Demonbruens. Amidst the unfamiliar terrain and hostile inhabitants, Zev crosses paths with Jazz, a brave human determined to liberate the captives from their tormentors.

	As the fate of his species hangs in the balance, Zev must navigate the delicate balance between duty and desire, between a quest to save his people and a love that could reignite his spirit.
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Chapter One: The Invasion

	 

	 

	Jazz Lawrence held her hands over her ears to block out the wails and cries of her neighbors and people outside as they fled to avoid capture by the aliens. The walls of her hideout were quite solid, as were the walls of her home, yet the sounds still penetrated. Jazz’s body quivered with an overwhelming sense of terror as she desperately sought refuge from the cacophony of agonizing screams and cries.

	Overnight, the sudden descent of the Demonbruens on Earth unleashed an unanticipated wave of alien invasion, leaving behind a trail of devastation and pandemonium.

	Almost a week had gone by, but it was a night Jazz would never forget. She huddled in the corner of the makeshift panic room that her father had built. Merely a week prior, life had been normal. Now, all she yearned for was a mere echo of her parents’ voices once more, to continue the argument with them about completing her medical training, and to listen to her father’s daily condescending remarks.

	Alas, that was gone forever.

	They were gone...

	Her father for sure...

	Her mother?

	Could she ever find her?

	Save her from those monsters?

	She would die trying...

	When Jazz closed her eyes, her mother’s screams echoed through her mind. The Demonbruens had taken her mom that first day of the invasion. Her screams had alerted Jazz that something was not right, and she had rushed from her room and peeked over the upstairs railing. What she had seen would change her life forever. There were black-skinned aliens in her home and one of them held her mother against him as she tried to reach for her husband.

	With trembling limbs, Jazz shut her eyes tightly, still haunted by the memory of her mother’s shrill cries fading away as the aliens snatched her away on that fateful first day of the onslaught.

	The Demonbruens, Demons, as Earth’s inhabitants called them, called themselves Bruens. Many of them had similar features, square jaws, black onyx skin, and unusual dark eyes with swirling teal centers. Their height ranged from six and a half to seven feet of solid muscle covered with metal armor. They looked extremely primitive. Their headgear sported long curved horns on both sides. Other Bruens appeared to be a blending of part machine and man. But their faces were the same, with minute differences in the colors of their eyes. The one holding her mother stood out. That one had the whitest hair she’d ever seen, scars on his face, and one eye was almost completely closed from thick scar tissue. Thick leather bands interlaced with some type of animal teeth were bound around his right upper arm. The left was covered in a shoulder plate that extended to his wrist.

	In a brilliant flash of light, the alien and her mother were suddenly gone. Her father had fought the one remaining creature only for it to strike him with a clawed hand the size of a sledgehammer that sent him flying across the room. He had landed at the foot of the stairs, his sightless eyes gazing up at her. It was an indelible image etched into Jazz’s consciousness, destined to haunt her...

	Her gasp had alerted the other creature of her presence because he’d glanced up just as she carefully backed away. Jazz had quietly crawled to the hall closet that had been converted into a panic room by her father, a security specialist with the government.

	Alone in the dark space, she had cried silently, tears trailing down her cheeks, pooling between her fingers, before sliding down to her t-shirt. The wooden floor vibrated as the creature’s heavy footsteps pounded and moved from room to room, searching. She knew he was looking for the source of the human sound and almost gave away her hiding spot when the splintering of the closet door ripped from its hinges penetrated the small space. Jazz held her breath, hoping the false panel she hid behind was enough. After not detecting her, he was gone minutes later. She had never felt so scared and alone in her life.

	Jazz had stayed in the panic room throughout the day, finally venturing down to cover her father, her tears choking her as she forced herself to look at his broken body. A man always so full of life, a life that was snuffed out in seconds.

	Fueled by relentless hunger, she made her way through the dimly lit hallway toward the kitchen, her steps purposeful, yet she remained cautious and focused on the task at hand, reaching for food and water. The piercing flashes of light that seeped in through the windows were a stark reminder of the war raging outside.

	She retreated to her refuge and swiftly consumed the banana and apple, washing them down with a gulp of water.

	As twilight descended upon her neighborhood, Jazz went back downstairs and braced herself to confront the sight of her father’s lifeless body sprawled at the foot of the staircase. For a few moments she lifted the blanket and closed his eyelids to hide his sightless eyes. With a heavy heart, she fought back tears that blurred her vision, swallowing hard against the lump in her throat. She kissed him on the forehead and whispered a soft goodbye, then covered his face again. Gently, she fetched and spread her mother’s cherished rug beneath his motionless form, wrapping him in its familiar embrace before dragging the bundle out to the backyard. There, beneath the solemn gaze of the sky, she dug his final resting place, her tears mingling with the soil as she laid him to rest beneath the quiet umbrella of the large oak tree. Darkness descended and the stars twinkled down on the mound of dirt and the young woman kneeling beside it murmuring a quiet prayer and farewell.

	Dread engulfed her anew when later that week, aliens invaded her home again. She dared to crawl to the banister and peer down. They looked like the same ones that had seized her mother and killed her father. Quickly, she hurried back to her hiding spot. She could hear them below, tearing her home apart. Paralyzed by fear, Jazz fought her rising panic. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she waited for them to discover her hiding place. But they never found her. After they’d left, Jazz knew one thing, she had to get out of there. If she stayed, she was certain they would continue to return until they had completely raided her home and possibly discovered her in the process.

	Determined to elude capture and seek sanctuary elsewhere, Jazz packed her old backpack with a sleeping bag, extra blanket, clothes, necessities, and whatever food that would keep a while, tied her long curly black hair into a ponytail, then left her home and deftly avoided the incessant surveillance drones circling overhead, employing instant cold packs to veil her body heat.

	Jazz held her breath as she waited for the Seeing Eyes to change direction. She had named the large eyeball-shaped drones as such because they were ever-present and monitored by the aliens. She had witnessed people who had encountered the machines getting cornered and snatched up by the invaders and had learned from a fleeing refugee that the machines worked by detecting heat signatures given off by humans.

	The drones whizzed away, and Jazz slowly let out the breath she’d been holding. She gradually moved between two houses, kneeling at the sidewalk to check if all was clear, before racing across to the opposite side of the street.

	At the back of the houses was an alley that was covered by overhanging trees. Many of the homes had alleys behind them. She could walk the city blocks for hours without fear of discovery. Jazz had passed so many vacant homes with smashed windows and doors torn from their hinges, the occupants either escaped or captured.

	What would have once been nice gardens had been trampled, the flowers and shrubs flattened. The swing sets in some of the yards swayed in the breeze, creaking as if in memorial to a long-forgotten child. What terrified her the most was the isolation. She was alone and exposed to the unknown edifices that gaped at her with open doors and half-closed windows. Who knew if there were Bruens hiding within waiting to snatch fleeing humans.

	Jazz’s heart raced as she carefully maneuvered through the debris while constantly hiding from the surveillance drones that scanned the area for human heat signatures. She had quickly learned to evade them by using the instant cold packs to mask her presence. As she made her way toward another abandoned alley, she couldn’t help but feel a chill running down her spine at the sight of the desolate neighborhood. The once-pristine homes now lay in ruins, with broken windows and trampled gardens.

	Suddenly, something caught Jazz’s eye—a small shadow moving behind one of the shattered windows. Her curiosity piqued she cautiously approached the entrance of the old historical home. The massive structure loomed over her, its walls still standing but its floors and ceiling long gone. Blast marks covered the interior, and broken furniture and toys littered the floor.

	She couldn’t shake off the feeling of unease. The cold, murky sky seemed to seep through every crack and crevice, and the broken dolls scattered on the floor only added to the haunting atmosphere. This was once a happy family home, now reduced to a mere memory of what it used to be.

	Dismissing the shadow as probably nothing, Jazz turned to leave, but a soft whimper caught her attention.

	She cautiously followed the sound and couldn’t believe what she found—a malnourished German Shepherd curled up on what used to be a sofa. Its ribs and bones were painfully visible beneath its matted fur, evidence of neglect and abandonment.

	With slow and gentle movements, Jazz approached the dog with an outstretched hand until it weakly nudged her palm.

	Jazz lowered herself to the ground and unzipped her backpack, rummaging through its contents until she found what she was looking for, three cans of Spam. She had scavenged them from a nearby house and they were now her most valuable possession. She opened one can with a satisfying hiss, and a congealed pink lump slid out onto the sofa in front of the stray. The dog’s dry tongue eagerly licked at the edges of the meat as Jazz carefully fed it small portions. Once the first can was finished, she opened another and continued to feed her new furry companion. Jazz then used the empty tins to hold water for the thirsty dog, who lapped it up eagerly. She stroked the dog who gratefully licked her hand in between gulping down the meat. In a glance Jazz noticed it was a female.

	Jazz pulled a blanket from her backpack and covered the shivering dog, tucking it around its thin frame. But every time she tried to leave and find more suitable shelter for herself, the dog would bark loudly as if sensing danger. Jazz put a finger to her lips. “Shhh,” she whispered, “you don’t want them to find us.”

	As if understanding what she said, the dog laid her head down on her front paws and gazed anxiously at her. Jazz tried again to leave but a loud bark stopped her. Sighing, she moved back to the sofa and plopped down onto the floor in front of it. The dog’s cold nose nudged the side of her neck, followed by a cold wet slap of its tongue against her skin. It appeared she was not going anywhere tonight. Jazz rummaged through her bags until she found the other two cans of meat. She fed one more can to the dog and ate the other then decided to stay where she was for the night.

	The temporary cover of the four walls was better than sleeping outside where scavengers could sneak up on her and steal her stash, or worse... kill her. Jazz unzipped the sleeping bag and wrapped it around her, then leaned back against the front of the sofa. The soft nuzzling from the dog eventually became soothing snores that lulled Jazz into a deep sleep.

	 


Chapter Two: It’s Sad to Be Alone

	 

	 

	Jazz rubbed her bleary eyes and raised her head from resting against a warm furry leg. “Shit!” she groaned, lifting a hand to block out the early light of dawn seeping into the room. “What the hell?” Her neck was stiff and sore from sleeping in the odd position all night. A sloppy wet tongue slid along the back of her neck, causing her to jump away from the tattered sofa and tumble forward into a dusty cushion that had fallen from a nearby chair. “Fuck... fuck... fuck!” she muttered, swiping at her face to remove the dust clinging to her skin. Behind her, she heard the scuffling of rats as they scattered among the debris.

	Jazz crawled to her backpack, pulled out a packet of wet towelettes, took out several, and scrubbed across her face, cleaning off the remaining dust and doggy slobber. Her companion remained reclined on the sofa, her head on her paws watching Jazz’s morning ritual.

	In the distance, Jazz could see a reddish glow in the sky. Fire, she thought. The sight had become all too familiar since the invasion. Those who were not taken had torched homes of the dead in an attempt to rid the city of the pervasive scent of rotting flesh.

	The sight was a warning. She needed to move and do so quickly before they chose to torch the homes in this neighborhood, though so far, she hadn’t come across any corpses. Opening her last can of meat, she halved it. She cut the dog’s portion into bite sizes and placed it in front of her. The meat was gone in an instant. Next, she pulled out a bottle of water, poured some into one of the empty tins, and placed it so the dog could drink. After tossing the trash in a corner, she packed up the rest of her gear, swung the backpack over her shoulder and headed for the front door. Behind her, she heard the tapping of paws on the wood floor as the dog followed her. “Go back... shoo,” she ordered, motioning with her hands to try and keep the dog from following her, but the animal kept coming until she sat at Jazz’s feet, her tail slowly wagging. She didn’t know how she could keep a pet when she could barely survive on her own, but it appeared she now owned a dog because she didn’t have the heart to force it to stay.

	As she walked down the stone steps with the dog beside her, she noticed a collar with a metal tag shaped like a bone around the dog’s neck. Bending, she turned the tag over. Maxi was engraved on the metal. “Maxi,” she said aloud, and the dog’s tail began to wag. “Maxi, I’m Jazz, and from now on, we stick together, okay?” Maxi looked up at her, her tail beating a pattern in the wet dirt.

	It took the next few days for Jazz to get to where she was headed, a cave system located west of the city, in the middle of the Franklin mountains. As she left the northeast part of the city toward the mountains, Maxi and she left the paved roads and trekked across the rocky paths of forgotten mountain trails. Several times during their journey, she had spotted bands of scavengers in the distance, but she kept out of sight.

	Maxi, whom she discovered was well-trained, stayed by her side. The dog was quite the hunter and on occasion caught wild rabbits for their meal. Jazz had also discovered that the limp she had previously noted was from a glass cut to one of her paws. Earlier that day, she’d taken a chance and raided a pet food shop and found an emergency vest for Maxi and booties and lucked out in finding some medical supplies. She’d cleaned the wound and wrapped it before loading the side pockets of the vest with dried snacks. She’d loaded her own pockets and backpack with other food.

	They’d crossed the summit when a familiar buzzing sound alerted Jazz to the Seeing Eyes, and she dropped to the ground dragging Maxi close to her. She pulled out several of the instant ice packs and squeezed them to activate the liquid. The bags began to cool as she placed the ice packs strategically over their bodies and pulled her blanket over them both. The buzz of the drones was soon overhead, their thin feather-like wings whipping up the sand and dust around them. Maxi emitted an anxious whine but soon calmed down as Jazz stroked the tips of her ears. Unable to detect them, the drones moved on, the buzzing becoming fainter as they dipped over the ridge and out of sight. In the distance, she heard the rapid fire of guns as the resistance shot at the drones. Suddenly, a huge flash of light came from their direction, and then silence. The drones had retaliated. That was the punishment all resistance fighters paid for violence against the Demonbruens. Jazz felt sad for those who had lost their lives. The resistance constantly fought the aliens and the drones, but they were outnumbered and more than often, the aliens or drones won the battle.

	Once the drones were out of sight Jazz quickly repacked the blanket and jumped to her feet, racing through the brush along the path to hide her presence from possible drones. She dodged the mosquitos that wanted to suck her blood like tiny vampires on the prowl. Arms swiping at them, she ran as fast as her legs could go. Three more small hills, and they made it to her targeted destination.

	Once she crossed the last ridge, she spotted the large boulder that hid the dark opening to the cave, her new home. She heaved a sigh of relief. Her father, an avid cave explorer, had discovered the cave system on one of their family camping trips. The site was not on any of the local maps. He had registered it and named it for her, The Jasmine caves...

	Jazz threw her arms up in the air and let out a whispered shout of victory. Without a thought, she pushed the dried tumbleweeds to the side and after squeezing through the narrow gap rushed into the cool darkness of the caves. This was their new home, a new beginning for Maxi and her. Here, the Demonbruens’ Seeing Eyes were blinded thanks to the caves being tucked quite far into the mountain.

	 


Chapter Three: Crash, Burn, or What Don’t Kill You!

	 

	 

	Zev’ El stood before the controls of his craft, adjusting, and modifying the guidance mechanism. His last jump had put him off course, and he had almost crashed into an enormous gas giant. He had followed the coordinates to this section of the universe, attempting to home in on the signal his brothers, Vohn, Kei, Krell, and Sed had detected. His ship, the Eon, was closer than the others, and he’d jumped at the chance once he’d seen that the energy levels emitted were very strong, although fluctuating. Their patterns were random. Wherever the signal originated, the source would provide enough power to support their world until they could relocate the population of their planet. “Eon speak to me... what is happening?”

	The robotic female voice of his sentient AI echoed throughout the ship. “The ship has lost navigational control due to the radiational pull of the last planet,” she explained. “Unless we find a habitable planet to land on so I can initiate repairs, we will be stranded in this system.”

	“Where is this system?” Zev asked, his tone terse. He pulled on the emergency lever as flames burst from beneath the panel. The lever opened the vent that forced the flames out into space.

	“We have entered wormhole R-one-three-five in the spiral galaxy of Cereus. This galaxy is a class one. The one planet with the ability to sustain life is located twelve unis away. The inhabitants are known as Terrans. They are a new and
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