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The Keeper (Protagonist)

NAME: Kaelen Dross

Age: 22

Origin: A quiet agrivillage on the fringes of Nairobi Sky-District.

Kaelen’s hands are always rough from soilwork. Farming still exists in the villages, though most food is lab-grown in the cities. His eyes, an unsettling shade of storm-grey, sometimes flash silver when emotions spike — the first hint of his awakening. His hair is shaved close, not out of style but because he burns through clippers when his body temperature spikes at night. His body is lean, wiry, not sculpted like a soldier’s but coiled like a predator unaware of itself.

Kaelen is stubborn, suspicious of outsiders, and has an odd habit of staring into the distance as though listening to something only he can hear. He dreams vividly, sometimes waking with blood dripping from his nose or soil under his fingernails though he never left his bed. The village calls him “half-there,” and he doesn’t disagree.

Kaelen is the lens of discovery. His awakening is messy, terrifying, and violent — not a gift, but a curse at first. He’ll embody the horror of powers you can’t control and the thriller urgency of being hunted.

He wakes from a nightmare in which time rewinds and fast-forwards uncontrollably. Outside, the livestock are all dead — their hearts stopped simultaneously, their bodies untouched. He doesn’t know it yet, but his vibrations caused it. That’s when the alien hounds arrive in the distance.

The Obscura Agent (Protector/Mentor)

NAME: Seris Veyra

Age: 37

Origin: Once a corporate security specialist in the floating city of Echelon Prime, now vanished into the Obscura.

Seris wears a cloak of woven stealth-fibers that ripple like liquid shadow when she moves. Her face is striking, not because of beauty but because it seems carved in contradictions — sharp cheekbones softened by tired eyes, a scar running from jawline to collarbone that she never explains. Her arms are sleeved with shifting tattoos, alive with microcircuits that store cloaking codes and pulse faintly under her skin.

Coldly efficient, almost clinical in her assessment of people, yet protective to the point of ruthlessness. She’s the type who will shoot someone in the leg to keep them quiet if survival demands it. She carries guilt — too many Keepers lost under her watch. That guilt makes her both hardened and deeply human.

Seris is the thriller element — the one who plans, equips, and trains. She knows the alien tech, their strategies, their psychology. But she also embodies paranoia: she doesn’t trust anyone, not even other Obscura members at times.

She watches Kaelen through a cloaked visor, recording his awakening from afar. When the alien hounds close in, she breaks cover for the first time in weeks, revealing herself with chilling precision — silenced plasma shot, hound collapsing mid-lunge, smoke curling in the moonlight. Her words to him: “Congratulations, Keeper. Now you’re prey.”

The Alien Hunter (Antagonist)

NAME (CHOSEN CLOAK-name): Varuun

True Origin: Hunter-Caste of the Oryx Collective.

In human disguise, Varuun looks unnervingly perfect — tall, symmetrical, skin flawless but too flawless, like a mask pressed too tightly. His smile never quite reaches his eyes. But when the mask slips... his true form is a nightmare: obsidian skin veined with molten cracks, four eyes blinking out of sync, and a jaw that unhinges wider than a human chest, lined with rows of teeth like glass shards. His hands can split open along the palms to release tracking spores.

The hounds he commands are worse — skeletal yet armored, with eyes that glow blue not with light, but with an abyssal absence. Their howl bends air itself.

Cold, ritualistic, obsessed with “purity of purpose.” Varuun believes the Keepers’ powers are a cosmic infection that must be excised. Yet he also envies them — his fixation borders on religious. To him, the hunt is both duty and worship.

He embodies the horror of the alien threat and the thriller urgency of the chase. Through him, we see infiltration attempts, hounds unleashed, time warped during combat.

The moment Kaelen awakens, Varuun senses it across dimensions. In his lair, he peels off a failed human-skin mask, lets it slough wetly to the floor, and prepares the hounds. When he speaks, it’s in a voice layered with echoes, “Another light has flared. Fetch me its ashes.”
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Book 1 “The Obscura”

Act I – Awakening the Prey
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The year was 7421 A.D.

The sky over Earth had not been natural for centuries. Too many satellites and floating cities scarred the atmosphere with neon trails, each one buzzing like an insect against the black. On nights like this, the heavens looked stitched together with fire.

But above the clutter of human progress, something else moved.

It came cloaked, bending light around its skin, a vast shape hidden in the folds of the stars. The orbital defenses — those blind, mechanical sentinels humans trusted — scanned right past it, never sensing the predator slipping silently into their world.

Inside the ship, the air was a metallic chill. Along the walls, hounds stirred in their pods. They weren’t dogs, not anymore. Their spines were exposed, lined with glowing marrow, and their eyes were not lights but holes where light dared not exist. When their lids peeled back, their pupils shimmered like deep oceans with no surface. The sound of their waking was not a growl, but a vibration that made the air feel thinner.

At the heart of the chamber stood Varuun.

He stripped his human mask carefully, like peeling wet fabric from skin. The false flesh sloughed onto the floor, steaming slightly as if rejecting the air itself. What lay beneath was a nightmare half-formed: obsidian skin fractured with glowing cracks, four eyes blinking out of rhythm, and a jaw that could stretch wider than a man’s chest. His breath was not warm but frosted, curling vapor that smelled of copper and ash.

One by one, he checked the hounds, pressing clawed fingers against their ribcages until they vibrated in response. Loyal. Eternal. Hungry.

A ripple passed through him, subtle but undeniable — another Keeper had stirred. Across the planet, in some quiet pocket of land, a human’s vibration had spiked into the frequencies the Collective feared most.

Varuun lowered his head, his four eyes shuttering and opening again with insect precision. His voice was a layered thing, like multiple throats speaking through one mouth.

“Another light flares.” His jaw stretched, rows of glass-shard teeth catching dim light. “Fetch me its ashes.”

The hounds answered in unison. Their howl wasn’t sound. It was a bend in reality — a ripple that made every object in the chamber tremble.

The ship tilted, angling toward Earth’s atmosphere. It descended like a blade, unseen, unstoppable.

And on the ground below, in a sleeping village far from the neon towers of the cities, Kaelen Dross woke with blood running from his nose.

He sat up, chest heaving, ears ringing with a sound that didn’t exist. His small room was dim, moonlight leaking through cracked shutters, but everything looked wrong. The clock on his wall ticked forward three times, then backwards once. The candle on his table flickered, froze, then resumed its flame.

And outside, in the goat pen, every animal lay still. Not slaughtered. Not torn apart. Just... dead. Their eyes glassy, their bodies untouched, as if something had pulled their hearts from their chests without breaking skin.

Kaelen clutched his head, heart hammering. His storm-grey eyes caught the moonlight, flashing silver for an instant he didn’t notice.

Then came the sound.

At first, it was only a vibration, a hum in his bones. Then it grew louder — a howl that wasn’t a howl, stretching the air itself thin. The windows shuddered. The animals, though dead, seemed to twitch.

Kaelen stumbled to the shutters and pushed them open.

Beyond the fields, at the edge of the dark tree line, shapes were moving. Low, skeletal, wrong. Their eyes were holes in the night, and when they lifted their heads, the void inside them stared back.

The hounds had arrived.

Kaelen didn’t know it yet, but he was already prey.

The Village Boy

THE VILLAGE SLEPT UNDER a thin silver moon, the kind that painted the fields in half-light but left the shadows thick and patient. On the outskirts, where crops gave way to scrub and stubborn soil, a small hut leaned against the wind as though it might topple if not for the weight of its own history.

Inside, Kaelen Dross stirred from uneasy sleep.

His dreams had been violent again — not bloody, but fractured. He had seen goats frozen mid-leap, droplets of water hovering in the air like glass beads, and stars wheeling backward across the sky. When he woke, his pillow was damp with sweat and a thin trickle of blood ran from his nose to his lip.

The room was quiet. Too quiet.

Kaelen sat up, pressing a hand to his chest. His heart raced, thudding double-time. He glanced at the clock on his wall — a cheap, plastimetal relic his uncle had bartered from the city markets. The second hand ticked forward three beats, then jumped back two. Again. Again. The pattern was wrong, broken.

He stared, breath shallow.

Then the candle on his bedside table wavered. Its flame bent sideways, froze, flickered, then burned again as though time itself had stuttered.

Kaelen whispered to himself, “Not again.”

He swung his legs off the cot, feet meeting the dirt floor, and stood. His knees wobbled, his stomach churned, and for a moment the world tilted around him like a poorly balanced top. He pressed a palm against the wall to steady himself.

Outside, a sound drew him to the window.

The goats.

He shoved the shutters open, cool night air rushing in. The pen below was wrong. The animals weren’t bleating, shifting, chewing as they always did at this hour. They were still. Too still.

Kaelen ran outside barefoot, dirt biting his soles. His breath came fast, fogging in the cool.

Every goat lay collapsed on the ground, their bodies twisted into strange positions. Their eyes were glassy, wide, and staring — all fixed on the same patch of sky. No blood. No wounds. No struggle. Just silence.

He dropped to his knees beside one, pressing trembling fingers to its neck. Nothing. Another. Nothing. All gone.

Kaelen staggered back, clutching his head. His temples throbbed, his vision blurred. The night air seemed to pulse in rhythm with his heartbeat, as though the world itself was holding its breath.

Then he felt it — a vibration deep inside his bones, as if something enormous stirred beneath the ground, using him as its drum. His storm-grey eyes flickered with a brief metallic sheen, silver flashing and fading. He didn’t notice, but the goats did. For one instant, their dead bodies twitched, legs spasming, eyes rolling in their sockets.

Kaelen gasped and stumbled away. His breath hitched, ragged. His hands wouldn’t stop shaking.

He wanted to scream for help, but his throat locked. Somewhere in him, he knew the others wouldn’t understand. The villagers already called him “half-there,” too strange, too different. If they saw this... they would call him cursed.

The clock in his room ticked inside his skull again, forward three, back two. The sound rang louder than his heartbeat.

Kaelen pressed his palms over his ears, crouching low among the dead goats, whispering over and over:

“Make it stop. Make it stop. Make it stop.”

But the night didn’t listen.

The night only waited.

The silence didn’t last.

It began as a hum, so low Kaelen thought it was in his head. But the goats’ stiff bodies trembled, dust lifting from the ground as though the earth itself vibrated. His teeth ached with the sound.

Then it came again — higher this time, stretched into a long, bending howl. It wasn’t animal. It wasn’t machine. It was both, and neither. The air bent with it, shimmering like heat over stone.

Kaelen’s stomach dropped. He staggered back toward the hut, every instinct screaming to hide. But already he felt eyes on him — many eyes.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
IRENE NGANGH





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





