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Prologue

D

espite of the killing-machine chem-trails and electronic smog we produce, in order to keep humanity in dark ignorance, it is becoming fashionable to believe in multidimensional living. The fast and high frequency energies coming from the macrocosm trigger the penial gland. This action clears the bridge between the conscious and the subconscious, and let the memory of wholeness flow in.  

The long-oppressed sexuality is also gaining new meanings as the strongest base for emotions, the motions of existence.  As far as I am concerned everything is sex, for everything carries the essence of life, creation and evolution. 

In the interrelated universe every energy mass navigates existence according to its level of intelligence, while affecting the evolution of others. Ignorance attracts unawareness and knowledge pulls wisdom.    
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THE FIRST ENCOUNTER

T

here was a quiet beep on the tracker. Hades took note of it while continued to look at the events on the monitors in front of him. The excitement blended with anxiety mirrored the happenings on his face. “Good, good, good,” murmured to himself “I like this. Lucky, I didn’t go there today. They managed very well without me.” He turned off the monitors and plunged into his favourite armchair. “Let me relax here a bit before I make an inventory. I need to know the losses and the gains.”

As his head touched the cushion on the furniture’s backrest, the censor detected the overpowering exalted waves fast spreading from the energy mass nestling in. The mind reader assessed the plans for the immediate future circulating in frenzy, trying to create fast choices according to the requirement of the situation. As the result was published, the equipment started the organising task by creating a list and prioritise events according to their position.      

Suddenly he remembered the beep. The importance of the signal couldn’t be doubted for a moment. Only one creature was trained to use his personal alarm and he would not dare to use it in vain. 

„Let’s see what’s so urgent,” whispered Hades, and pressed the knob firmly. 

„Sir, your student has arrived.” 

„What student, I don’t remember having one.” 

„The one your sister sent.” 

„Oh, really, I hoped she was only kidding.” 

„As far as I can see the soul-creature is real or a mighty good hologram.” 

„Okay, I am on my way. Try to entertain it, please. Does it show a preferred gender?” 

„Nothing particular. It may take a minute or two to figure it out for certain.” 

„Never mind, just do it. I hate the game they play,” he replied and transferred his weight on the arms of the chair in an attempt to get up. “Wow, this was nice!” ran through his mind. “I definitely needed this mind rejuvenation process,” he admitted and made his way through the hall.  

„So, my sister wasn’t joking. She must have something boiling on the stove sending me a highly trained and faithful disciple to teach. Did she forget that I am the Enemy? I think she wants something,” the god pondered.

“What it might be?” continued the train of thought, Hades. “I don’t remember being in a territorial fight with her. We usually don’t fight over space, unlike the rest of the family. They often get into major quarrel over minor matters. Minor for me I might say. They only stick together when the war is against me. I am the Common Enemy that keeps the family together. Looking at it from this angle I am the glue in the Universe.” 

He found his discovery very amusing. Like most members of his family, he treasured the feeling of being important. 

“We’ve come a long way. As the first 18 multiplication of the creator force, we had it all. The Knowledge, the Understanding, the Capabilities. Yes, well, when you have it all, you have nothing. Life just stands still. There are no more aims, no more struggle, no more learning, no more living. We perish in peace and harmony. Slowly the universe stops moving and at one point, falls apart. So, I really am the glue in the universe! It comes handy that I have this uncontrollable zest for living and adventure. It all started with Hera. My sister, Ariadne, is a good wife but Hera is impish, unpredictable, strong and passionate.” 

His thoughts returned to his favourite sister. 

„How is she down on Keta?” he wondered. „Must be very lonely there. Things she had to go through because of my stupidity. Darling beautiful! I must pay her a visit one of these days.” 

With these words in his mind, he arrived to the office building. Looking into the copper triangle monitor noticed that the visitor was around two and a half meters tall, very slim and dark-haired creature. 

“By gender it originated from the male camp. His energy level is quite low and his polarity is totally messed up. Coming from Keta it is almost understandable. He is from the third generation and – heavens - my grandson!” assessed Hades the newcomer. 

He did not know how to take this news.

“I hope Hera didn’t give his second number away. No, she wouldn’t. We spent few thousand stormy lives together here and there...They make up my best memories.” 

The love for his sister made him soft and smiling. However, he realized that she outsmarted him again. To send his own grandson, who is in Mekai’s army and ask him - the enemy - to further his education, is not only extremely shrewd but also very cruel. 

“Well, existence is not easy. Not even for us, gods,” he murmured.

Reaching the office, he stopped at the door and listened. 

“Why you?” questioned the stranger the Chief News Collector in Marawi language. 

The visitor did not reply straight away.

“My newly found grandson is not familiar with the dialect yet,” crossed Hades’ mind. 

“I don’t really know,” replied the newcomer. 

”Then again, he decoded the first spoken language of Keta, quite nicely” smiled the god proudly. 

“My Master thought that I was ready to face the Evil God,” continued the guest. 

“Evil god, that’s what she said? It sounds awful and totally untrue,” added the collector. 

“Oh no, not at all. She never says that. Always tries to make him look better and nicer! But we don’t believe those amazing stories about the wonderful brother and helpful ally. Never really understand the reasons behind her praises.”

“That is what they think of me? Interesting. I wonder why?” mused Hades and started walking towards his living quarters while making a quick inventory of the past hundred years of his existence. “I have done some things that could be considered evil,” he pondered. “But look at Zeus or Mekai, even my dear wife Ariadne. I always fight against injustice. However, a fight is a fight. There are always casualties.” 
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CONNECTING WITH THE BEYOND

L

esley was sitting in his office. He liked this place. It was in the basement of his substantial house. Few years back, when he was made redundant, they converted the garage. 

Today he didn’t come here to work. The New Moon was strong and the widely opened star gate offered an excellent possibility for packing the unwanted problems and headaches and sending them into the universal rubbish collector at the end of the channel. Fortunately, he and his family didn’t have much to be troubled by however, Les had never missed the opportunity to work on the improvement of his physical eyesight that caused him some discomfort. He was a highly intelligent man and understood the cul de sacs of earthly existence. He had never forced changes, only welcomed them, and diligently worked on the given tasks. 

His faithful guides stood behind him waiting for his questions. The heavy air around suggested the presence of strong but strange energies. 

Suddenly there was a scratch on the double-glazed window. Les turned towards the sound. He could not see anything however, his highly trained senses reassured him, that a group of slow energies entered his office. He was not surprised at the least. He put on his animal shamanic robe, got his sword and shield, cleansed his pendulum and waited for the visitors to enter into conversation.

His pendulum was swinging wildly while he felt a strong hold on the left shoulder. The hold was followed by a voice. 

“We want you to organize souls for us,” uttered the hand’s owner. “My master understands our position.” 

Les looked at his pendulum while posing the question. 

“Who is your master?” 

“He is the great Ceatan, the master robot and the robot master,” replied the voice. 

“What is to be done now,” murmured Les seemingly to himself, however, very much hoping that his guides were standing by with a reply and ready to get into action if and when necessary. 

“I suppose I need to call Hera, Zeus and probably Hades too. After all, Ceatan is the number one creation and officer of the latter.”

“Why don’t you approach your great master Hades with this request?” Les startled the speaker with the thought. 

“Well, my master wants to take over from Hades and work together with the others to help humanity and Earth,” was the quick reply.

“Really, and what is your role in this uprising?” was Les’s forward question. 

“You are very curious. Don’t forget that I only came to you because there is no way of getting near to your master. I am hoping that you would put this request to her,” kept his cool the visitor. 

“I see, you want me to talk to Zeta, in your behalf.” 

“Well, Zeta or Hera, whatever you want to call her. We understand that she is one of those on Earth who deal with these matters,” was the continuation. 

Les looked around. Although he could not see anyone, was very happy to notice the energies of his guides beside him. 

“And what if I don’t do it?” asked Les while trying to figure out if the visitor was a machine or an astral body. 

“I doubt that you would dare,” approached him the energy mass with an arrogant push. 

The overwhelming power assured Les, that the visitor is an astral body, meaning that his physical body is on the planet. 

“My physical body knows you very much down here and has some power. I can make your life miserable.” 

Les smiled in amazement and fright. “So, what is your name down here?” he asked the robot. 

“You must be joking,” he said aloof. “I only tell you that my name is Anir, here and there and I am very important,” added the visitor. 

“All right, let me think about your proposal,” said Les. “I don’t have a word in it, you know. Anyway, I tell my master.” 

“Good, good, good,” was the reply. “I leave you to it” added the robot and left.  

After Anir’s departure Les looked into the big mirror on the wall. He saw himself as a powerful and majestic bear in his shaman robe, the belt on his waist with the pockets, full of goodies. He saw the sword with its exquisite handle. The picture in the mirror pleased him. When he moved his eyes a bit above his mirrored head, he noticed a light bluish patch. 

“I think my eyes are playing tricks on me,” he thought. “It is something I cannot improve, unfortunately. I worked so much on them and everybody helped,” added with a deep sigh and moved to the right. The patch in the mirror did not move. Les looked at it mesmerized. Then turned around. There was nobody there. Nobody to see and nothing to sense. He posed for a moment and brought his sight back to the mirror. The patch was still there as if in waiting to communicate. 

“Who are you,” Les enquired. The patch came nearer. 

“I thought you would never ask,” started the communication from behind. 

The voice suggested it to come from a male. The language he used was neither Hungarian nor resembled any other that Les happened to recognize. However, he understood every sound of it. 

“This is strange but very satisfying,” he murmured proudly to himself. A pat on the shoulder woke him from the self-indulging dream. His wife Christie was standing behind and looking at him strangely. 

“Come on Les, what is going on? You are admiring yourself in the mirror! Is everything all right?” 

“Yes, dear. We need to talk to Zeta.”  
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MEETING HADES

H

ades, the prodigal son, stepped into his office. There was no sign of the hard authority on his face. He looked at his CNC (Chief News Collector) with a secret smile in the corner of his mouth, while assessing the visitor. One could never be careful enough, nowadays. Too many robots are around. The real danger came from the highly sophisticated “human machines” created and coded by the god himself. “The whole world is upside down,” sighed Hades. “So, let’s see the truth,” murmured as he closed the door behind him.  

“Peace,” greeted the stranger Hades while collected its essential particulars from his energy field. The result put a broad smile on his face.

“Well, he is an earthling after all,” finished the examination, Hades. 

“Peace and happiness,” was the reply. “I am honoured to be here,” continued the visitor. “My name is Nagy Zoltan,” offered his hand to his host.  “Out of Earth I am known as Mabek.” 

“Nagy, Nagy... do not tell me, I think you are from one of those Arabic countries, where they still use the remnants of the ancient Ketean language. Or you could be from Magyarorszag, where against all odds, many words are spoken from the first earthy way of communication.” 

“Excellent, I am from Magyarorszag, or Hungary, as it is called by the English-speaking population. I am sure you know that my master has a base there.” 

“I should have figured,” added the host. “You gave your family name first and your other name, Zoltan, is the Latin version of Sultan. You Magyars are very funny thinking that it is a true Magyar name.” 

His words brought amazement on Zoltan’s face. 

“What do you mean, it is not?”

“Forget it for now. One day I might tell you all about it,” closed the subject Hades. 

“Anyway, how do you know that I am who you think I am?” turned Hades towards the visitor intriguingly. 

“I did my work of checking” he replied with a great deal of pride.

“What did you check?”

“Among others I looked at your soul number. It is definitely 16.”

“How do you know?”

“My guide was telling me.”

“What if he or she was lying or it wasn’t your guide, or I play a trick on you and I am here to destroy you.”

“Zeta would not let it happen.”

“You have deep trust in your master. It is good.”

“Yes, I do. Well, most of the time. Sometimes I think I do not need her anymore.”

“He is a man after all. Trying to stand on his feet without help from a woman,” crossed Hades’ mind.

“So, how do you feel now, here, without her?”

“Frightened. And excited.”

“All right, you ought to have some rest before we start working on your education” suggested the god. “Mahin will see you to your quarters.”
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SWEET TOGETHERNESS

Z

eta looked at the clock next to her bed. It showed 7 o’clock in the morning. 

“I really need to get up” she was saying it to herself. “My first patient comes at 9.00 and I have to get ready for him. After that, I have a quick lunch if I can and go to court. Today is my divorce. I think it will be granted. It would be good to end this agonizing story.” She closed her eyes in pain. 

Turned away from the light and tried to relax a bit longer. While she was there, lying in bed, covered with the warm, thick duvet, she took a last look at her very short and eventful marriage. 

“Here we are, two weeks before the third anniversary and it all goes down the drain,” went through her mind. 

So much has changed during these three years. She gave up her work in London, moved to Budapest and started to build a new life. 

“Was it worth it?” she pondered. 

She realized that she couldn’t put off the stock taking any longer. She knew that it was necessary to ease the pain. 

“Yes, today is the day,” she said and took the usual motion of jumping out of bed. 

Suddenly, there was a firm grip on her shoulders that forced her to stay put. The touch made her shiver. At first, she could not see the energy, only smelled it. A deep, sweet, masculine, forceful and sensational fragrance filled her nostrils, carried the promise of an overwhelmingly satisfying sexual intercourse. 

“Oh, Sweet Creator, aahh, I need to get up. Really, ahhmmmm.” 

A wet, warm and soft sucking took over her left toe that spread on, taking the right toe first and finally covered the feet under the duvet. Zeta focused and let the familiar face taking shape in front of her eyes. The dark, bushy hair, strong straight nose, lushes, dark red lips, fiery black eyes and this absolutely perfect, beautiful body with its strong curves and moving muscles brought a grateful smile on her face. Closed her eyes in comfort and enjoyed the currents pulsing through her body. 

“My darling brother, you never let me down. Do you love me?” 

“Very much, sweetest and enjoy your body even more,” replied the man. 

“You are only saying it because you feel ashamed for the behaviour of your earthly soul. Why didn’t you teach him, why didn’t you help him to remember? He is so lost!” continued the woman. 

“Hush Hera, hush...” he said and pressed his warm lips firmly on hers. His tongue started its way, gently opened the teeth and disappeared in the mouth. She lifted her arms and tried to caress him.  

The hands were slowly coming up on the firm back and dancingly lost themselves in the hair-jungle. The lips opened, giving full access to the sucking and licking tongue. 

They seemed to forget Earth and all its pain. The mouth released the tongue and allowed it to make its way down on her body. 

“I should have taken a shower with a softening lotion and put some perfume on,” ran through Zeta-Hera’s mind. 

The man noticed the apprehensive tightness in her muscles. 

“Let it be, my sister, you are Hera now. You do not need lotions and showers. You can change your body and be anything you want. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, Hades, my darling brother, I understand,” replied the woman and with a curving motion helped the tongue to reach her nipples. 

The gentle and wet sucking made heavenly sounds while a big warm hand travelled through the stomach and landed on the navel. The tongue followed it shortly, licking its way deeply into Hera’s soul. The woman cried out. 

“How very interesting,” she thought. “My husband would do it very similarly. It is something he seems to remember knowing.” 

Hades noticed her wondering thoughts.

“Look, what you have done to me, sweetest,” he said leaving the navel and showing his café au lait coloured extremely sizeable erected penis. “It is all yours. Any way you want it.” 

The woman sat up and slipped closer to the inviting masterpiece. “Let me kiss it, my love,” she said and leaned over it. 

Her long red hair fell on the soft and sensitive skin. Let her warm breath comfort the penis while she enjoyed inhaling its sensual fragrance. 

“Where is your beautiful tongue that I enjoy so?” pleaded the man in desperate waiting. “Let me have it, please. My cock dies without it. Do not make him suffer any longer, my darling.” 

Hera smiled and opened her mouth. The tongue reached out but instead of landing on the longing cock, started to caress the sensitive skin behind the balls. The sharp and forceful motion fastened and developed into slow sucking. With one hand she made her way to the anus and caressed softly around it, playing with the hair cheekily. Her other hand found the penis. The head was slippery wet with desire. She put a firm grip on it with her fingers and slowly pulled the skin back. Hades gave out a loud cry, grabbed her head by the hair and pushed it towards his penis. 

“Come on, you bitch, suck my dick,” yelled and forced his manhood into Hera’s mouth. 

First, she fought with him a bit longer but the hard and wet penis finally disappeared in the abyss of her mouth. 

“Oh, you fucking whore, you know how to play with a man! You are the best, you bitch! Come on, make me happy,” he moaned. 

A shiver ran through Hera’s spine; the shiver of joy, of happiness and ecstasy. She slipped under the man between his open legs. The hard cock popped out of her mouth and ended rubbing itself to her face, making it all slippery wet. The man moved down to make space to his tongue in her mouth. 

“You darling, you. My little whore, my angel, let me enjoy your tongue in my mouth,” he whispered. 

While their tongues made passionate love to each other, Hades moved his right hand down to find the sweetest womanhood in the Universe. The fingers played down on the shaven mons pubis and reach the labia. She was soft, chubby and full of sex, waiting to be taken. With his big hand, the man went down between the legs, gently taking them apart. Hera gave him way. The stroke got more and more passionate until the fingers opened the labia and found the juicy lips. He played with them for a while to make them even harder and gently merge his pointing finger in the vagina. Down, down and up and down again. 

The movement made loud squelching noise and released extraordinarily sensual fragrances. The man pulled his finger out, brought it up to his nostrils and took a deep breath. After, with an intoxicated smile on his face the finger disappeared between his lips. 

“You are so tasty,” smiled Hades and pressed his lips on hers. 

“Only with you. I feel so much a woman with you” whispered Hera. “Fuck me my great bull, fuck me hard,” and continued sucking his tongue. 

“You want my cock? Are you dying for my big cock, you whore? Don’t worry I will fuck you hard and forever. I will fuck you apart but first I say hello to your gorgeous, juicy pussy, all right?” 

Hades got up from the bed, stepped to the end of it and pulled Hera down with her feet reaching the floor. The kisses started up on the knees and continued on the inner side of the thighs giving green light to everything that would follow. The tongue reached the end of the thighs and pushed the legs further apart. His hands opened the labia, lifted his head and looked at it. 

”It is so beautiful,” he observed. “The great valley of life with a running river.” 

“Jump into it my love,” she whispered in agony. 

“Not yet,” lowered his face the man. “I want to taste your clitoris first.” 

His tongue opened the lips and caressed them softly. Then found the hugely grown sensual clitoris. His lips closed up on it and his tongue started the sucking motion. Hera’s hips moved, followed by the body’s swaying rhythm. The muscles in her vagina moved. Hades noticed the thin stream of greyish white fluid coming from it. He gently forced his hands under Zeta, grabbing the two hard muscles, lifted them up, and entered his tongue deeply into the abyss. Hera moaned in ecstasy. Opened her legs wider to make access for the man and continued swinging and swaying. She felt the butterfly getting nearer to the vagina. 

“God, I am going to come,” she whispered. “Fuck me with your tongue, lick me dry, I love you. I am coming, I am coming, lick me out.” The tongue and the vagina got into a frenetic dance until the vaginal fluid stopped pouring and softened the swaying movement. 

“Oh, yes, you are mine, totally mine. You are my woman,” whispered Hades into her ear. “I will fuck you now, fuck you hard, you bitch.” Kneeled up, wide opened the legs in front of him and slowly pushed his penis into the dark and bottomless abyss. Hera closed her eyes and let her body follow the rhythm of love.

Zeta turned. 

„Sweet God, I need to get up,” she yelled and hopped out of bed. “I had a very interesting dream,” she remembered. “It was the best sex of my life!” 

She opened the duvet, like she usually does every morning. A deep, sweet, forceful, masculine and sensational fragrance hit her nostrils. “I must be dreaming still,” she wondered and pinched herself. “Ouch! No, it has really happened” she said and brought the duvet up to her face.
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THE WAY HOME

Z

oltan, alias Mabek from the third generation, the grandson of Hades, said his thanks and the appropriate greetings, as he learned, and started the seemingly short walk towards his living quarters. Mahin was called away urgently so he only had time to point to the direction Mabek needed to follow. He could see the place nice and calm, sort of inviting and waiting for him. As he put one leg after another his mind produced many confusing thoughts. 

“He looks harmless, this Hades, I don’t know why people are so frightened of him. Well, he plays tricks. That is natural. He has authority and air, however, there is mischief in his eyes. As if he was playing a game with everything and everybody. I think we are going to have good times together. I still do not exactly know why I am the one chosen to come and learn from the Big Master. I must be very good to deserve this trust. Yes, I think I am very good, otherwise my master wouldn’t have sent me. Probably I am the best of all her students,” gazed into the distance with steamy eyes. 

While he was getting more and more proud of himself and his ego got bigger and bigger, he felt a healthy tiredness in his feet. 

“I cannot be tired from this short walk. The atmosphere feels all right, I can use my own newly found physical body perfectly and I am in good shape. Anyway, I am about to reach my quarters.” 

As he was taken away from his favourite thoughts of feeling important, he looked up to summarize the situation. The road in front of him still had some length, actually looked very similar to the one he started to walk. A strange feeling ran through his stomach. His self-importance disappeared, he shivered and looked behind. Hades’ headquarters faded out of view. Slowly turned, however there was nothing around whatsoever. 

“I lost my concentration, I think. No, I cannot afford to do that. Let’s see what is going on.” 

While he was murmuring these words to himself, he took his copper triangle out of his belt and started to work on it. Managed to set it to the local frequency and focused the monitor. 

“Oh, no! I am getting further away from Hades and also from the building that was appointed to be my quarters on my stay here! How does it happen? What’s to be done? I ask Him to help me,” he thought and put his fingers on the edge of the triangle. “I cannot do that. I am not a little baby and I know few things. It might not be everything, but enough, I think. Right, let me concentrate. What would Hera do in my place? I don’t know. However, I can ask her. She said that we could call her anytime if we were in need. Should I? I am sure she would not mind.” As he formed those questions, the answers started to flow in. He gave a sigh of great relief. Following his master’s instructions, he checked, if his destination, the building he saw when he started his walk was real or a hologram. It was for real. After, he had to assess the energy coordination of that building. 

“I think it cannot be done by ordinary measures. Let’s see what do I have in my belt?” 

Listening to his guides, he grabbed the pyramid he brought from Saturn and kept in one of the small pouches on his belt, ready to use when time arises. Pointed it to the destination and allowed the very fine energy beam to travel. The flowless thread, that did show no changes in frequency, suddenly stopped on its way. The hindrance came from a wall of a star gateway. Zoltan opened his eyes in amazement and stood petrified in front of this miraculous creation of the God force. Then he pulled himself together and searched for the right move in his brain-computer. 

“There it is. I need to change dimensions. Oh God, as if it was that easy!” 

Dimension changing has always fascinated and frightened him at the same time. Carefully learned the adaptation of the move, making certain that his ego stayed out of the way and now here is the opportunity to put the information into practice. 

He didn’t want to think, just to do it. Felt the great power of his guides and helpers behind his motions. By the time he finished the last part of the exercise, tiredness came over his physical body. He searched for something to hang onto...

Some time must had passed by. He noticed that the light has changed. Could not see the source or feel the importance of finding it. The main concern in his mind was to reach his quarters as soon as possible. This is what he has to do. Hang onto the aim. Nothing else matters. 

Struggling with the break of concentration he realized, that he was connected to the ground by the back, although there was no pulling power of a solid energy there. He tried to lift the legs. The order was formed in the brain-computer; however, the legs stayed heavily on the ground. “What about the arms?” he thought. Put all his strength into the routine motion but it did not change the situation. 

“What am I to do?” he asked desperately anyone who happened to hear him. “Calm down, just calm down. I need to calm down. Why am I panicking? Panic is the result of fear. Fear is the result of lacking experience. Since you do not have the experience, you don’t know what it is you are frightened of. Therefore, fear is an illusion. Anyhow, how can you be frightened of something you do not know? That is stupid, totally stupid. Not to mention, it is not the right time for panicking. Is there a right time for this unnecessary self-indulgence? I cannot fail my master and above all, I cannot fail myself!” he added aloud.

With great effort, he located his main energy centres than cleansed and equalized all seven of them. With the help of his perfectly sharpened intuition started to search for the one that appeared to be the best for communication. He knew that it was the time to force his enormous ego into the background. A faint smile left his lips. Suddenly remembered the battles he fought with Zeta regarding his cockiness and over appreciation of his capabilities. “Well, she proved herself again,” he thought. 

The throat chakra seemed to be on the required frequency for chatting. With deep concentration called his guides and waited for the well-known sound coming from far away. A kick on the leg woke him from his meditative state. 

“Hi Man, what’s up?” Zoltan opened his eyes and stared at the being leaning over him. His vagus nerve was pumping in his neck while he struggled to open his mouth. 

“I have never imagined that I could be lost for words,” he thought. “It appears to me that life changes faster than I can follow. Let us stay calm and collected, like an English cucumber, as Zeta would put it. I’ll try to breathe properly. One, two, three...All right now, I concentrate and look straight at it.” With his eyes wide open looked straight at the face above. His initial fright disappeared and a soothing familiarity took its place. 

“Wait a minute, she looks like my guide, Linaha!” ran through his mind. ”At least, that is the way I imagined her to be.” 

The female being broadened her face and said: 

“Yeah, Yeah, very clever of you.” 

He showed a strong sign of relief. Now, everything is going to be just fine. 

“Linaha, I need your help!” 

“Whaat, did I hear it right? Have you actually admitted that you are in a big shit? Above all, you want me, personally, to pull you out of it? Well, life is full of wonders, even here, in the fifth dimension. I mean in this dimension you earthlings prefer to call the fifth. You are crazy people with this naming and relating,” she added with a musing satisfaction on her intriguing face. 

“Did you just say that you were in the fifth dimension? So, you are only a hologram here?” Zoltan uttered the words with fright but elegant ease. 

“What you mean, only?! But I am not. Not a hologram, I mean. At least not here. Why did you think I was? Well, does not matter. It must be one of your strange explanations. And what do think where you are? I mean your, so-called, body? On Earth or the Moon? No, my Darling, you are, where I am and I’m telling you, it is the fifth dimension. You have a lot to learn yet.”     

“Yes?! I am in the fifth dimension?! Oh, Darling Creator, I have done it!” he shouted and wanted to jump up from the ground. 

“Hey man, slow down! In this dimension your body functions differently. You want me to help you or you want to be the wise guy who does everything by himself?! Doesn’t really matter, you would come to me in the end.” As she was asking this question, turned her back on him, chuckling.

“Yes, she laughs about me that is for sure,” Mabek thought. “I am a stubborn mule who breaks legs and arms to get his ways.” 

“Please Linaha, I really need you now. I apologize for the headaches I caused you with my big-headed egoism,” managed to utter Mabek. 

Linaha nodded in deep satisfaction. 

“Naturally I help him for that is my job, however, I want him to crawl a bit longer. It definitely does him good” she murmured to herself. 

“So, you want to get up from the ground, yeah?” she said aloof. 

“Yes, please,” admitted Mabek quietly. 

“All right. I’ll see what I can do. But promise to follow my instructions fully.” 

Mabek frowned, however, since he had no choice, made that promise.

Linaha knelt down beside him and lifted her left arm. The man had the opportunity to look at her features in details. The oblong face carried a faint bluish colour that had a hue of green in it. As she turned, her waist seemed very small, almost like a cable that connects two objects. The upper part was narrow without the slightest sign of breasts. The lower part started up with a big pear-like energy mass that ended in two long and thin twigs. As she stretched her arms, they grew even longer and seemed to reach the sky. Linaha kept the pose while the cord from her solar plexus touched Mabek’s and pulled his body up the ground. 

“Here you are!” yelled Linaha. “Now, do not move! Listen! First of all, you need to clear your mind. You are not an earthling anymore. Your thoughts are stronger and purposeful. That is how you change places. Since you have no reflex, your thoughts would take you wherever you wish to be. Maybe wish is not a right word, for here one does not have time for this stupid earthly indulgence. You people down there! Waste so much time with not getting anywhere. When I am bored that is how I amuse myself. Watch you being stupid. Great fun. Anyway, here it is customary to control your energies with thoughts. Let’s try.” 

Mabek pulled himself together and uttered a vague question. “You mean that I stay like this forever?” 

Linaha looked at the sorrowful face. First, she felt the itch of laughter but changed her mind when she realized the seriousness of the situation. 

“Of course ... not. It only happens in this star gateway between Hades’ territory and your quarters. The idea is to make it very difficult for the curious visitors. You need to change energies three times on your way to him and three times on the way back. I hope you’ve learnt how to control it now. If not, call me and I would run to help you. Is it okay? You understand that I only come if you call me. Yes?” 

“Yes, I understand, dearest Linaha.”  

Zoltan wobbled ahead. His legs and arms moved aimlessly not helping in shortening the way.

“Come on, pull yourself together,” was saying to himself. “Focus and do, that is what Linaha said”. 

He lowered his centre of gravity into the root chakra. Then he lifted it slowly to reach the forehead chakra.  “Yes, that is it,” he observed and let the body follow the order. Few minutes later he reached the quarters that was appointed to him while staying on Ursa Major star formation. At the front gate he was asked to step into a mirror that sealed up behind him.

„Another star gateway,” he realized happily when his feet reached the ground. His eyes found a totally different world. The meadow, full of flowers, gave a fragrance of summer and the butterflies played hide and seek with the ladybirds. A creek, that was cheerfully caressing the stones, interrupted the vast green. The delicate Japanese style wooden bridge offered save crossing to the passer by. Over the bridge the meadow continued. There was a cottage style building with red tiled roof and large windows.  The white string curtains were nicely arranged and fastened with a bow on each side. 

„If I did not remember meeting Hades yesterday, or whenever, I would think that I was on Earth, in a village,” ran through his mind. „Or am I? Can I be on Earth and having dreams? It is a bit weird but possible.” 

Mabek walked through the hallway and opened one of the doors.

“Wow, just like on Keta! It seems they wanted me to feel at home here,” he cried out loud. “Well, it is much more luxurious than my apartment in Budapest. However, it definitely feels like there.” 

Before entering he took his shoes off. He remembered Zeta doing it all the time. 

“I am certain she is able to see me here and would tell me off if I did not do it,” he mused. 

The thick carpet on the floor felt soft. In the room, there was a huge, bedlike piece of furniture, about thirty centimetres above the ground covered with a very pretty, thick and woven textile. It felt very comfortable and inviting. For a moment he played with the idea of lying down but the thought of Zeta seeing him lazing, while on an important mission put him off.  

In the kitchen he found a kettle, a toaster and a simple cooker. The cupboard was full of goodies: lot of herbs and spices with tin fish and pâté, some pasta, jam, mustard, horseradish, rice and flour. 

“I will not die of hunger that is for sure,” he wondered smiling. “Food does not seem to be important here. At least not for me.” 

He opened every door with curiosity, hoping to find something new, something out of the world, unknown to him, something from here. After closing the last door with disappointment in his eyes, walked back to the bedroom and decided to lie down after all. As he was taking his plastic jacket off, a loud voice started to talk behind him. 

Mabek didn’t dare to turn. Suddenly his arms lifted up in the air and he looked like a scarecrow on a cornfield. Fear took him over. His concentration was completely broken. The rhythmical pounding in his ears became loud. One - two – one, one – two – one. Li – na – ha, Li – na – ha. 

“That it is. Linaha is the answer. Yes, Linaha!” he shouted. 

“Behind you, my dear. Been talking to you for a while now, so just look at me when you have finished cleaning your pants, yeah?” chuckled the woman. Mabek turned in relief. 

“Oh, it is only you! Thank God,” he shouted scrutinizing the place. Although his eyes almost popped out, he did not manage to see or feel anybody, let alone Linaha.

“Pull the curtain on the wall,” continued the chuckle. The man stepped forward and opened the very intriguing but beautiful hanging textile on the wall.  

The motion exposed the laughing Linaha on big screen. Her oblong face had quite a lot of green in it now. Matching up to this colour she wore a long, blond hair-shower that came down to the middle of her still very thin legs. The cable waist was covered with a golden coloured transparent shawl.  The pear like buttocks grew bigger under the glowing pinkish miniskirt. The chuckling sound coming from the wall interrupted Mabek’s scrutiny. 

“What about my boobs, man?” added Linaha provocatively. 

“Wow that is it! I felt something strange about you. Strange, however warm and soothing. Yes, your boobs. God, they are big!” uttered Mabek. 

“Oh, yes. I popped down to Earth to make inquiries about your taste in the opposite sex. Round and full, I was told. So, I decided to pay attention to my non-existent boobies. I must admit I have no idea why or what. Anyway, as your guide, it is my duty to keep you happy while you are away from your beloved land. So, there you are!” 

The man scratched his head showing that he was using his brain. 

“It’s all very nice but I can’t touch them, can I?” 

Linaha looked puzzled. 

“Why would you want to touch them? They do not give me any feeling,” she added. 

“What you mean, they do not give you feelings? Where did you get them from, Linaha?” asked Mabek. “You should try Mars, the third pyramid. They are able to construct boobs that feel and look real,” he suggested.  

“What do you mean by real? They look all right to me,” said Linaha lowering her eyes. 

“Sure, they do. But the feeling is missing. You lived on Earth, did not you? According to my studies you, as a guide lived there and learnt everything about the earthly existence. I also remember that you should have been a woman, something similarly odd in looks and probably very small breasted. Don’t you remember? Didn’t you dream about bigger ones, then? What about men? Did you have any around?” Zoltan continued his sudden interrogation. 

“You are getting very personal. My last life on Earth was spent in a convent with 8 females and 2 males. Yes, I think the goat was a female and the donkey was a male. The other male or male looking creature was the gatekeeper in the hidden stone building. What a life it was!” cried out Linaha and continued. “Answering your question, I do not remember thinking about my tits or the importance of them. What did you say about Mars and the 3rd pyramid?”

“I just suggested it to try. The bath is excellent there. You may enjoy a champagne bath, a refreshing plunge or a self-catering plastic surgery. I will take you there, one day...” 

The man seemed to get lost in thoughts. 

“I do not really know how to get there from here.  Anyway, you are my guide, you will show the way.”  

Linaha smiled at him cheekily. 

“All right, my darling, I love when you speak dirty. Sometimes I listen on when you try doing it to your sweetheart” she chuckled. 

“It is something not really funny.” Mabek wide opened his eyes. “You are telling me that you listen in?! God, Linaha, I hope you do not watch!?” Linaha could not hide her satisfying laughter anymore. 

“I most certainly do. How can I help you when you get into a mess when I am not around? You want me to be available but you do not want to be watched. That is silly.” 

Mabek looked in front of himself disturbed. 

“You mean you laugh at us? Or, only at me? Am I so bad?” turned to Linaha. “Tell me, honestly, am I so bad?” 

The woman looked at him with deep sadness in her eyes but a minute later her expression turned into a grim.

”I don’t know if you are fishing for compliments or genuinely doubt yourself. I think both. There is no time for self-pity here. However, just in case you are crying over your inadequate understanding of life, I am here to comfort you. No, you are not bad. I think you are wonderful. Come here. Sit down with me,” waved at the man. 

“With you, in the wall? How can I do that? You are on cosmic television.” 

“That is true, but it only is a transmission.  I do not need to be there or anywhere near the screen. Do you remember the copper triangle you keep in your belt? The one you took from the first pyramid on Mars?”

“You mean the one in a pouch on my belt! Yes, I have it.” 

“All right. Do you know how to use it?”

“Naturally. I use it to assess the energy structure around me when I feel down-under. I turn on the TV and watch. That is what you talk about?” 

“Not exactly. First you take it out of the pouch and cleanse it well. Then, in this case, you enlarge it.”

“How big?”

“As big as you want.”

“How do I do that? Zeta taught us, but it feels different in practice.”

“Okay. Hold your palms out in front of you, next to each other, facing upwards. Place the triangle in them, in a way of keeping one corner in each palm.  Pull your palms apart while focusing very hard on your aim. As the triangle grows in your hands, getting bigger and bigger, feel the weight getting heavier and forcing your arms downwards. That is the moment when you have to release it. In no circumstances you should keep holding it! Release and fix!”

“All right, I have done it. What is next?”

“Project yourself into it as if it was a mirror. Can you see?”

“Yes, I see something, some colours...yes, I think my head is there!”

“That is no good, no good at all. You should see the whole body otherwise the exercise can damage your own energy field. That is something we definitely try to avoid now. Pay attention and pull the triangle upright with your right thumb. You need to work fast!”

Mabek put his thumb out in front of him and concentrated hard. With a pulling motion he managed to straighten the triangle. There he was. His head, followed by his body appeared on the brass screen.

“Well done, man!” yelled Linaha with excitement. “And now, send the picture over to the big screen.”

“What do you mean, send it over? How?”

“Just close your eyes and focus. Give orders. You are a soldier on Keta, aren’t you? So, give clear orders!”

“Right. Appear on the wall! The picture, I mean. The picture in the triangle, appear on the wall, next to Linaha!”

There was a sudden flash in the triangle and on the wall. The connection was made successfully. The man was faced with his own perplexed looks, while Linaha chuckled her head off. 

“What’s happened? I feel very strange! I think I am here in the room and I am also there with you! I can touch you and feel you! Come on Linaha, I am getting insane!” 

“Calm down. You are not losing your mind, although it would do you good. You have managed to carry out something that we call multiplying. You know, that you do on Keta by looking into the mirror or having your picture taken.”

“What do you mean? I feel nothing – apart from some pride – when I look into the mirror at home. I remember Zeta was saying something about it. Even then I could not grasp the idea.”

“Because you are a non-believer. I must admit, that it is not easy. Your physical body is a heavy and solid energy mass. You only feel the shift, if you concentrate hard.” 

“Linaha, do you mean the shift happens to us every time we look into the mirror or have our picture taken? Isn’t it damaging?”

“Each time you do it, you lose a bit of your soul, for you give it away to create an image, resembling of the human being you became. I am sure you heard about magicians, sorcerers, even healers who work with photographs. And there is Shamanic work or the Royal Art of Witchcraft. They work with mirrors. That is why.”

“You suggest we shouldn’t do it? I mean looking at ourselves in the mirror and taking photographs?” 

“There are tribes and group of people who do not allow you to take a photo of them for the same reason. However, as with everything, there is a solution to the situation. You can use one of your gadgets that you earned during your learning process, to build a temporary transparent shield around yourself, when needed.”

“Anyhow, now you need to familiarise yourself with this place. There is no time to waste. Do not forget, you are here to learn. Consider yourself very lucky. Hades is a big master and he is not known for sharing his vast knowledge. He must like your master very much to do it for her.”

Mabek showed a grim face hearing that.

“Man, I hope you didn’t think he does it for you! You are only the object through which he conveys his love and caring. And what love and what caring! Now it is yours to enjoy. Take advantage of it!”
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WHERE ABOVE AND BELOW MEET

T

he road to Zeta’s house was totally congested and the white car moved inch by inch towards its destination. The couple sitting in the car looked quite apprehensive. They set there quietly, looking at the traffic and thinking about last night’s events. After all, they both witnessed the visitor.  

Zeta opened the door and let Christie and Les in. She liked these two very much. Christie’s full of love and naïve innocence that made her frightened of everything, that appeared to carry the slightest hostility, and Les’ confident honesty how he admitted to right and wrong. 

From the coded telephone conversation, they had earlier, Zeta understood that something serious was simmering on the stove. 

She made her own enquiries and arranged the time and place for a meeting with the Council. They were also very concerned about the soul-granting and insisted on consulting the 12 Magi. 

The channel for conversation had been set up. However, it needed to be checked again just before the actual exchange of thoughts. The security reached the highest level all around. New star gateways were created and old ones destroyed. A notice to Mekai, Hades and Zeus was sent out and an army of entities were put on the job. The breach of security was expected from Keta, therefore all the open and sleeping communication channels had to be examined and blocked. 

Sitting down comfortably on the sofa, Zeta was checking her energy centres one by one. When she reached the solar plexus, a burning wave freed itself and aimed on something in front of her. Although could not see it clearly, she understood that somebody was standing very close in front of her. Somebody, who presented danger to the operation. Fortunately, she never had to be deeply concerned with this kind of danger. However, it made her think about the safety of her associates. Glanced at the visitor and turned back to Les and Christie. 

“They should not notice the danger,” she prioritised her thoughts. “Christie gets over-anxious quite easily and it makes her ill. Les is different. He is always ready to fight. Good. I will talk to him later.”

“What is it, Zeta?” asked Christie straight away sensing the change of frequency in the room.

“Not important really, just checking the communication channels,” replied Zeta. “They seem blocked.” 

“So, what is the situation?” enquired Les impatiently. 

“They agreed to the soul giving. And we figured out who the person is. I mean on Earth.”

“Tell us, please!” shouted Les and Christie at the same time.

“You know him very well, unfortunately,” she turned to Les.

“Oh God, he is somebody really bad, yes? Why do we want to give a soul to bad people?” asked Christie.

“We hope that the soul would make them better human beings,” said Zeta.

“All right, tell us who?” jumped up Les. 

“Gabriel Smith. You know, the guy who stole lands from people.”

“You mean the one who built the palace in the centre and donated it art?” ask Christie.

“Yes. But first he named the palace after himself.”

“Sweet Jesus, I mean Zeus, and all the others! That is something! Why would he get a soul, does not he have one already?” said Les.

“No, he has not. He is a robot. Didn’t you know?” enquired Zeta

“Not really. We have never thought of it. Now I understand how did he do all he did. No soul, no feelings. That is it. Do you really think that he tells the truth?”

“We’ll see. Before granting him a soul, he has to do few things to prove his loyalty.”

“What is it?” asked Christie. 

“He has to help us capture Ceatan.”

“And what about Hades? What does he say?”

“Hades now understands the seriousness of the situation down here. He works with us. Not to mention, that Ceatan became self-contained, needing nobody to guide him. He removed the code that Hades put in him and now he wants to take his master’s place. It is very dangerous. He has no fear. He is capable of coding other robots also. We have to eliminate him before he damages earthlings further.”

“What do you mean by damages us further?”

“I mean he is able to put chips into beings, especially into robots down here. And as you know, it would definitely be a disaster.”

“All right, tell us what to do. We do it,” said Les convinced. Next to him Christie was sitting with widely opened eyes and a badly concealed fright in the corner of her mouth. Zeta looked at her with a secret smile. 

“Right. I need to talk to the Magi first. They are the ones to decide. After that I tell you what to do.”

“Do we have to come to you or get together in any way?” asked Les. 

“No, I do not think so. We just link up and do it,” replied Zeta. “What are the other issues we need to discuss?”

“I think we should look at Christie’s thyroid gland. She has been having quite a time with it recently, said Les. 

“Come on, it is not important whatsoever. Let Zeta be, I can bear it and it really is nothing,” announced Christie.

“I am very happy to look at it my Darling,” replied Zeta and started working on the project. “I don’t think it is something serious, however, I urge you to always say everything that is in your mind and take it easy. Do not try to solve everybody’s problems. You are not responsible for the actions of others. Well, actually you are. But it is a different scenario,” said Zeta while she was cleansing Christie and looking at her energy field. “Empathy is only useful if you can rise above it and able to offer a helping hand. I also think that you should appreciate yourself a bit more. You see, if you do not look after yourself, there will be nobody to look after your loved ones. Apart from that do your everyday cleansing and healing.” 

Christie slipped down on the couch with guilt in her eyes. A minute later she composed herself and said: 

“Les does it for me. He is very good at it. I cannot really. I do not know how...”

Les looked at her lovingly. He was satisfied with the result. Christie needed him and respected him as the head of the family. His word was still the decisive one. He was good at taking care of them. They did not need to do much just to be. He does the thinking. Good, good, good.

“You should try it. If you have no confidence in your healing abilities, it means that you don’t believe in yourself. You are only a half person this way.”

“I will, I will, I promise. But there is no time. I have so much to do. First, I need to help my daughters. They have so many issues and I always need to be there for them. You know Eszter. She is so unhappy. I cannot bear looking at her. How can I be happy if she is not? This guy is a bad choice for her. And she has no work either. God, how life is difficult!”

“I know, my darling. Still, it has to be changed. Your thyroid gland suffers from your burdens. Your insecurity, your lack of confidence, lack of communication, the responsibilities and duties are all sitting on it,” continued Zeta. “And your thoughts have to be altered and organised,” she added. “Your thyroid gland is an interpreter. It changes impulses into chemicals and releases them into your body. You know that, we’ve done cleansing exercises in AKIA course.” 

“So, how long would it take?” asked Les suddenly.

“What?”

“To do it.”

“To do what?”

“This soul business.”

“Aaa, I see. I think two days the most. I will tell you.”

“All right.”

“Oh, Les, we want to ask Zeta about the visitor, you remember?” opened a new avenue for conversation, Christie.

“Yes, dear. There was a bluish patch of energy around me,” added, Les. “I took it for a male.”

“Was he kind or aggressive?” asked Zeta. 

“He was definitely not kind.”

“I think it mirrored your frustration and doubt about a happening in your life,” replied Zeta. “Clear your thoughts and make peace with events,” she concluded.  

There were no more words on soul-granting. Les was still curious about the details, but he did not dare to ask. He knew Zeta well. When time is right, she tells everything. Until then, there was no point of questioning.
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WHERE HADES RESIDES

H

ades plunged into his hot tub, as he usually does, when feels a bit worn out. The meeting with his grandson made him unusually emotional. The fact that he was sent by Hera put an additional strain on his nerves. 

The cleansing and reviving liquid in the tub massaged his physical body and refreshed his thoughts. The energy mass used in this star gateway was his favourite appearance. The dark brown, slightly wavy hair, light brown eyes and the well-toned masculine body caught the eyes of many goddesses and mortals equally. His faint and mysterious smile lent him playful evilness that promised a well-finished business regardless its nature. 

In this centre the use of a dense shield was inevitable. The stargate, Hades created and furnished, was filled with the air substance similar to that of Keta to suit the requirement of the precision equipment measuring the disturbance in the air. 

After the well-deserved toning, Hades’ attention went straight back to the picture he saw on the monitor before he was called away by Mahin, his man in charge. 

“I managed to break them down after all. What a stupid fight. These robots are getting very sophisticated. I have never thought that they could develop an ego. What a nice place Meghrez used to be! Now they are almost as bad as the Keteans, or as they are sometimes addressed, Earthlings,” the god wondered to himself. He remembered his early days on Meghrez, right after the Council banished him and set up his headquarter on the planet. For a while he treasured the exile. He had ample time to think, research and create. Well, too much time. That is why, he started to create robots. The robots, who are rising up against him now. 

“I think we need to talk about this matter with the Authorities,” bounced back from memory lane. “I will communicate with Zeus and seek his opinion. We might put it in front of the Council at the next meeting. Well, perhaps. If I do that I need to be there since I am the master robot maker. My brother Zeus makes quite good ones also, not to mention Mekai and Enkki. We should not forget about the girls. Zinas, Penka and Phoenix are real masters! However, none of them knows these encoded energy machines as much as I do. On the other hand, it would be nice to see the family or at least those who are members of the Council,” he sighed, pressed a button with his left hand and looked at his agenda on the wall. 

The nicely curved symbols were separated by sharp straight lines, squares, dots and circles. Bunches of other cryptograms drew equilateral triangles of different size and angles. He looked at the star regulator and matched up the information with the appropriate triangle. With his right thumb pointed to its direction, made it turn several times while the symbols found their proper place. 

“Let’s see, what is cooking. It looks like my next move should be Meghrez after all. I collect all the information on its past present and future. I am certain my great brother, Uriel would be willing to help. I delegate the present. Who should I give it to? It is a task that needs determination, intelligence, stamina and a big ego. The collector also needs to be trustworthy. Yes, I know! I give it to my grandson! Mabek, I mean. He’ll do a good job and we will have something to talk about other than my private life. All right; it is done. The present is out. Perhaps I could give some of the past to Mahin. He is dying to have something important to do apart from being my CNC. The rest of the past and some of the future could stay with my faithful computer. I drop the question straight away,” he said and with a sudden move of his right hand closed the agenda. 

As he left the exercise chamber, he closed the door firmly and walked to the computer room. Although Tati, his computer was everywhere, they needed a safe place for the one-to-one conversation. 

“Greetings my friend,” started the god. “I hope nobody is listening now. Would you double check it, please?”

“Sure, sir. Give me a minute.”

“You have all the time you need.”

“I have a strange feeling there is something very important in your mind.”

“What do you mean by feeling?” asked Hades
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