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“Journey with cosmic energy beings as they face the challenges of fighting for what they believe. Witness a romantic love affair filled with pure selflessness. Beautifully done.” - Ashley Ebba, Tantric priestess, yoga teacher, and model
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CHAPTER ONE
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Poseidia. Capital of Atlantis. 11,000 BCE. 

My new green eyes startled open when we touched down, though the landing was as seamless as the hull of our starship, the Seraphinite. Somewhere along the 1.3 million light years between Ahlaiele and Atlantis, I must have dozed off. But I couldn’t have slept long. We had been told the trip would take half an hour in Earth time. Not bad for covering 10 times the length of the Milky Way in less time than it takes most humans to bathe and dress. 

“Elysia? Are you okay?”

At the sound of my Earth name, I smiled at Ava even as I struggled for breath. Stirring my freshly minted humanity, I swung one leg easily enough from the travel pod. The other limb prickled with a thousand pins I couldn’t see so I dragged it to its mate. Glancing around, I couldn’t help but wonder how my crewmates had mastered movement so quickly. My Ahlaielian companions (who I was still used to seeing as light, color, and vibration) were darting about in stunning, solid forms—bodies that required oxygen in regular, rhythmic doses. Gripping the pod’s smooth lip, I willed air into my lungs.  

“I ... I’m fine, Ava.” 

“You know what ‘fine’ means to the humans, right?” asked the Silver Ray as she gently sat next to me. She leaned closer, as if sharing a secret, her straight black hair falling forward to sweep my shoulder.

Among our crew, Ava was the only one who’d been embodied before. Multiple times through the centuries, in fact, but in an organically androgynous form. Because of the nature of this assignment and the resulting surgeries, this was her first tour of duty as a female and the first since the severing of her mesmerizing powers of persuasion. 

“I’m sure it was in the manual.” I looked at her sheepishly. “The one I never read.”

“Oh, nobody read that thing!” 

We giggled. From across the room, Captain Kendrick and his Gold Ray partner, Quenna, sent us curious glances.

Unlike Silvers, who on Ahlaiele are pure peacemakers, Golds are bold leaders, often called upon to guide civilizations in wise ways of abundance. They’re capable of channeling any kingdom’s currency, literally out of thin air. Or at least they can unless their souls have been split—as had Kendrick’s and Quenna’s—for the purpose of taking human form. The thought made my stomach turn. 

I knew it shouldn’t. We’d been assured wholeness would be restored once the assignment was over. Still, I found it hard to ignore my gut and the angst whispering to me that nothing would ever truly be made right again. 

Ava draped an arm around my shoulders. With her shorter and slightly heavier frame, it felt every bit the security blanket she intended for me. “Well, you know how people will say they’re fine when they’re really anything but fine, right?” she asked. 

“Sure. It’s part of the vernacular. Or perhaps part of their charm.”

“Exactly!” She patted my knee. “I think ‘fine’ really is an acronym meaning ‘fragile, insecure, neurotic, and emotional’.”

We snickered again, more softly but still loudly enough to draw stares. Across the room, Will (another of our crewmates) playfully tousled Quenna’s hair until he’d teased a grin. Then he turned shiny black eyes upon Ava and me.

“Hey, y’all,” he said in a raspy drawl. “I’ll be damned if that rocket ride wasn’t slicker than snot on a doorknob.” Ava and I groaned as his lean frame eased behind the control desk. 

“It didn’t take him long to develop a way with words.” Ava looked amused as Will’s spidery fingers skittered across the keyboard. 

For all his lightheartedness, Will carried warrior energy. Before the surgeries, he could summon any weapon as an instrument of Highest Light. Now he and Ava were ready to brave the dark regime Poseidia’s new king was conjuring—without so much as a pocket knife or bargaining chip between them.

“Not long at all.” For some reason, I was near tears. “So I really can mean it, then, when I say I’m fine?” I was feeling weak and nauseous and rather beyond human speech so I sent her a mind-message the old way—telepathically. 

Mind-messaging was our only Light Ray gift we were told would even halfway translate into our new bodies. Although that, too, felt like energy moving through molasses. Thank you for your calming presence, dear friend. It means more than I can say.

“As long as we’re here, I’ll think there’s something wrong with you if you don’t mean it.” 

In my head I could hear her. Slightly fuzzy, like whispers beyond a door. But there was no mistaking that comforting tone. I’ve got your back, my beloved. For as long as we are here. For as long as you need me. And then some.

Those words had become our mantra once we were chosen for the mission. On Ahlaiele, loyalty and support are a given. But the thickness of Earth’s third-dimensional reality creates the illusion of an impenetrable veil, a separation from Oneness for humans, and none of us knew for sure if we’d fall prey to this oppressed type of Lesser-Light thinking once we arrived. So we wanted to be ready to uplift and encourage each other whenever difficulties arose. 

I worried that was what was happening to me. Had I somehow slipped behind the mantle already, only to be swathed in its gossamer shroud? I felt isolated, alone, and (as much as I hated to admit it) cloaked in death.

And then some, I messaged back as what felt like electricity surged through my body. I didn’t need to turn my head to know who had arrived behind me.

“Ladies,” he murmured, and I thought—not for the first time—that hearing his honeyed human voice was every bit as pleasant as his whale-like Ahlaielian tone.

“Hey, Hunter.” Ava’s grin reflected her happiness at seeing my Purple Ray companion. Purples envelop the energy of what we call “healing and feeling”. Within our pairing, I was the psychic feeler (an empath) and Hunter was pure wizard, having performed both magic and miraculous healings. Before the crystal scalpel procedures, anyway. “You know, human doesn’t look half bad on you.”

“I guess I clean up okay.” Hunter shrugged good-naturedly. “You’re looking elegant as always, Ava.” Skirting the travel pod, he kissed her golden-brown cheek. I watched as that simple action sent tawny bangs tumbling over his forehead, and I couldn’t help but gawk. The psychic surgeons in charge of his physicality must have sculpted him from the depths of my most secret appetites, because his very presence quickened my pulse.

Hunter kept chatting with Ava, but I didn’t hear a word. I was lost in my own reverie. Ever since I could remember—for countless centuries before being granted this human form—I’d fantasized about the flesh. And all too often I’d caught myself daydreaming about what it might be like to have a physical relationship with Hunter. We’d never discussed it, though. In fact, through all those eons I’d kept my yearnings to myself because the few times I’d felt brave enough to hint around, to see if any of my companion Rays had similar longings, I had discovered I was obviously the only Ahlaielian capable of lust. Of slipping from the virtuous thoughts that were supposed to be the only possible mindset in Ahlaiele’s Highest Light frequencies. 

Needless to say, I had long ago come to believe there was something wrong with me. Why else would I alone dwell on the vulgar vibrations we missionaries were always helping other worlds rise above? And with no physical body to boot? No flesh and blood capable of sharing the sensual delights I had all my life thought too much about?

No flesh until lately, anyway. Looking at Hunter, I trembled to think I finally had a physique ready for pleasures like holding hands. Or kissing. Or other desires I didn’t dare name. The ones that singed my cheeks and made me crave them all the more. Skin on skin. Unhushed cries. Broken sighs in silky sheets. Hair and hands and lips and legs entangling. Touching and holding. Or writhing and releasing. 

As my mind wandered further down that dangerous road, Hunter’s gaze met mine. I could see as he crinkled one eye into a wink that he had an idea of where my shameful thoughts had been, and my face flushed. For some reason, the surgical team had made me a redhead. Not a bad thing at all, I’d thought, until I realized redheads seemed to blush more easily than other humans.

“Now, if this one could just get those long legs working,” he kidded.

“Oh, uh, I’m fine, Hunter,” I sputtered. 

Ava burst out laughing, just as I realized what I’d said. I bloomed a deeper shade of rose, then tapped my feet as if to show them how strong I felt. In truth, I thought I might faint if I stood, yet I didn’t understand why I was the only one struggling.

“You’re not fooling anyone, El,” Hunter replied, his voice kind yet firm. “Least of all me.” His green eyes, mirrors of my own, surveyed my energy field as his hand hovered six inches from my body. Purple light waves crashed over me, and I found I could no longer sit up. Hunter caught me as I collapsed and helped me lay back in the travel pod.

“What is it, Hunter?” Ava’s guarded tone drew Will across the chamber.

“She’s too permeable,” Hunter muttered as I shut my eyes, trying to still a runaway heartbeat.

“Too permeable?” Will asked. 

“Yes,” Hunter replied. “Her energetics have always been, shall we say, more sensitive than most. Even on Ahlaiele.”

“I think we’ve all known that,” Ava murmured.

“What happened?” Kendrick’s commanding voice told me he was now standing to my right, but I dared not look. Keeping my eyes closed seemed to slow the vertigo spinning me around the ship.

“She’s leaking energy,” Hunter explained. “Too much, too fast. There are holes in her auric field.”

“But why?” Quenna demanded.

“She’s suffering the effects of being split off from half her essence.” I felt Hunter studying me. “I mean, we all are, in our own ways. I know I could look around and tell each of you how your system is still reeling from the separation. But with El, the very sponge-like quality that allows her depth of feeling is being wrung out by Lesser Light. So now she lacks enough male energy to hold her spirit inside her physical vessel. That’s why the vibrations here are having such an easy time with her. Gui is already sucking and stealing. It will happen to all of us eventually, since every one of our natural defenses has been compromised. But it’s worse for El.”

“We need to move quickly, then, now that we’re here on the ground.” I could feel Quenna’s growing impatience. “Get the balancing frequencies planted and get out. Before we all end up like El.”

“Indeed,” Kendrick sighed. “What I’d like to know is why we saw no evidence of this issue prior to leaving Ahlaiele.” 

“Even with all the days we spent in the third-dimension replicator, it wasn’t enough,” Hunter replied. “Especially since we had no way of duplicating what gui would do once it got its teeth into her.”

“So what now, Hunter?” Ava asked. 

“I need to take her into the Tranquility Room and see if I can still channel enough of the Purple Ray to seal and heal those gaps.” 

“All right. Do what you have to do.” Kendrick’s voice radiated its customary confidence. “Will, I’d like you to take charge of the reporting desk. Ava, I want you to remain on board, in case your assistance is needed. Quenna and I will disembark and deal with the Atlantean High Council. Agreed?”

“Agreed, Captain,” they responded in unison.

I heard swift steps and hushed voices. Then Hunter’s muscular arms gathered me from the travel pod.

“I’ve got you, El,” he whispered, and I think I sighed as I curled into his chest. I vaguely thought if I died I would go pleasantly enough, cradled in those arms. As he carried me, I felt momentary warmth and vibration, and then I drifted into darkness.
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For some time—I’m unsure how long—I floated in and out of awareness. I lay in the ship’s chapel (the Tranquility Room) on one of its rounded couches. Downlights studded the ceiling’s curved darkness like stars. Then there were Hunter’s closed eyes, his lashes casting feathery shadows on cheeks as hard and smooth as stone. At some point, I watched him light candles with the wave of a hand. And at another, I felt his palms on either side of my head, and so much purple poured through my third eye I believe I fainted.

“Elysia,” he whispered. From some deep stillness, my consciousness arose. I tried opening eyes too heavy to lift. As I sank again into the abyss, he rested his hand on my forehead.

“El, come back to me.” Golden light flooded my mind. Suddenly, I was alert, staring into twinkling eyes. “Hey, you.”

“Hey, yourself.” My lips felt too thick, and when I tried to move I couldn’t.

“Take it slow,” he advised. “It’s just the energy work. I can’t channel efficiently here, so your body’s still assimilating what I was able to do.”

For precious moments, we gazed at one other. Hunter stroked my hair, and in the quiet I admired his strong chin and ridiculously straight posture. He’d been gifted with an athletic body that always observed proper carriage. Even though he sat beside me on a made-to-be-sunk-into couch, his spine was erect, his broad shoulders perfectly square. 

“Where are the others?” I asked. 

“Quenna and Kendrick are meeting with Poseidia’s High Council still. Ava and Will are manning the control deck. They’ve been trying to update the Elders as I mind-messaged them about how you’re doing, but the computer circuitry isn’t responding, so they’re on standby for now.”

“So how am I doing?”

“Fair to middling is how I think Will would put it.”

“Seriously, Hunter. Why was I so ill?” 

“I think you’ve just taken ‘homesick’ to a new level is all.” 

I couldn’t decide if I should allow him the white lie or not. He and I both knew my truth button was infallible. It scared me he would even think of fibbing. “Hunter—”

“It’s not a lie, El,” he countered, clearly reading my train of thought. “In some ways, your energy structure is longing for Ahlaiele’s higher, cleaner vibration.”

“And in others?”

“And in others, Lesser Light is longing for your higher, cleaner vibration. Your empath’s sponge-like makeup is putting you in grave danger here.”

“What does that mean to the mission?”

“The mission? Lords with Swords!”

“Hunter, please—”

“El, I’m talking about your life, your safety, our future—things that go well beyond the mission for me!”

“But we’re here for a purpose—”

“Absolutely, we are. But not for long, if I can’t find a way to protect you. And if I can’t do that, the mission is lost. Perhaps even before it begins.” 

He caressed my cheek, and chills quivered me. It was a sensation I’d always yearned to feel. And though I feared I was falling prey to Lesser Light influences, right there in the chapel, I couldn’t help wishing he would touch me elsewhere.

“What are you saying?” I asked.

“Somehow we underestimated the strength of their frequencies here.” 

“But you seem so ... unaffected.”

“Not unaffected,” he retorted. “Just not incapacitated. I do have concerns about Quenna; she’s battling hard to adjust. But you ... let me put it bluntly: If I hadn’t channeled enough of the Purple Ray to replenish your leaking life force, I believe you would be dead by now.”

“For the love of Oneness,” I sighed. “So I ... I’m not able to hold proper boundaries here, is that it?”

“That’s the heart of it, yes.”

“Hmmmm.” Some piece of my mind was beginning to turn on his words. “Well, what if I made myself essentially invisible? In fact, what if we all did? So gui wouldn’t notice us in the first place?”

“I’m listening.”

“Okay. Look at this.” Closing my eyes, I mind-messaged him. No words, just an image. “What do you see?”

“A perfect circle. Three equally spaced dots along its bottom circumference. With a break in the line—an opening—separating two of the dots.”

“Yes.” 

“And this hieroglyph means ... what exactly?” 

“Many things,” I murmured. “I first saw the symbol right before we left Ahlaiele. When I traveled to the Outpost Library.” 

“I thought visiting was forbidden.”

“I was only granted access because an Ahlaielian seer sought me out. She asked if I’d be open to deeper guidance for our mission and gave me the code to unlock the Manuscripts of Antiquity Chamber.” I tried to lift my shoulders, and he helped me sit up. “I spent hours perusing the beautiful volumes without finding anything. Then, right when I was about to leave, a Lemurian text fell off the table and opened to a page on emotion and Lesser Light.” 

“And?” Hunter’s clear eyes searched my own. 

“It explained how like attracts like. We’ve known for all these centuries of ministering to other worlds how Lesser Light draws shadows to itself. How it lures the negative energies of others and pulls them into its collective consciousness like a magnet grabbing steel. But the text said our own combative efforts actually cause it to thrive, too. That our zeal to control feeds instead of curbs, just as surely as any of the lower emotional frequencies matching its own. I believe that was what I was meant to know. What the seer knew I needed to find.”

Hunter’s perfect brow furrowed. “I’m not sure I’m following,” he said. “How does knowing that make you invisible? What are you suggesting?”

“We have to ignore gui,” I explained, “so it weakens and starves. We can’t nourish it with our fear, as so many humans do. Nor can we let it feast from our desire to fix it. Not here. Here we must act with indifference.”

“But we’re missionaries, El,” he argued. “We’ve been trained to pay gui attention. To root it out in our humble attempts to rid the Universe of it. And it’s always been our job to fix it. It kind of goes with the turf.”

“I know. But we’ve never eliminated Lesser Light, have we? Not in a single galaxy where we’ve preached. And the trouble is, here in Earth’s dense vibration—in these physical forms—we lack the supreme protection Highest Light has always afforded us. Our impenetrable shield is gone, because here we have access to much more than the unconditional love that’s been our only vibration. Here we are privy to the whole realm of emotion, with its accompanying frailties and short-sighted impulses. We’ve only just arrived, and we’re all feeling the change. It’s not just me.”

“Yes,” he muttered in agreement. “And we’ve yet to leave the ship.” He paused in thought and then nodded. “Okay. So how do we ignore it?”

“The symbol I showed you holds the key,” I replied. “The Lemurians called it the Circle of Emotion, and it’s a metaphor for all that is. Humans are like that middle dot on the forefront of all that is, deciding in each moment what’s taken into experience, forming perceptions by which way they’re looking. Either they’re staring at the dot beside them on the unbroken line, which represents all that they love, or else they’re watching the dot across the gap, which stands for all that they fear. And all they’ve not yet healed. ”

“So they choose with a simple turn of their heads.”

“Yes. Notice the three dots are equally spaced on the circle. It means humans are equally close to both love and shadow, equally in reach of what they desire and what they don’t want. And most humans get conditioned early on to stare across the gap. To focus on all the things that feel wrong. But that type of thinking is what creates a break in the flow from Source, and through that breach gui creeps into their unguarded awareness.” 

“You’re saying a human’s fate on Earth depends on which way that head is turned?”

“Yes. Humans get so used to the sucking and starving, they think the mindset of ‘there’s never enough’ is a normal way of being. Of course, in that weakened frame of mind, they’re much easier to manipulate. Something Poseidia has used to its advantage for centuries.”

“So we ignore the gui?”

“Yes. And heal our shadows.”

“You know I’m used to healing anything, El. At least I was before the surgeries ...” He sighed. “But healing ourselves here—”

“All that’s needed to heal here is to feel good,” I interrupted. “To flood ourselves with positive emotions, with Highest Light. To focus on feeling the frequencies of love and gratitude in a type of Oneness Prayer to the self.” 

“You’re kidding.”

“No, I’m not.”  

“That’s it?!”

“Hunter—”

He cut me off. “So let me get this straight. If I use us and our current situation as an example ...” His voice faded, and he shook his head.

“Go on. Please.”

“I would be standing beside you on the unbroken side of the Circle of Emotion. As love.” His eyes searched mine for confirmation.

“Yes, that’s true.”

“And on the other side of you, across the gap but equally as close to you as I am, would be a most vile and corrupt Atlantean. The most evil representative of Lesser Light I can imagine.”

“That’s also true.”

“And so you’re asking me to ignore my gut reaction, my training, my deeply entrenched judgments about how we need to outwit and outmaneuver gui and rescue all those serving Lesser Light from the error of their ways. In essence, pay no attention to the Atlantean. But instead focus my whole heart and soul on simply feeling good. And you’re saying the way to feel good is by focusing on Highest Light—on feeling for the frequencies of love and gratitude—in spite of circumstances and surroundings.”

“That’s precisely what I’m asking of you.”

“For the love of Oneness, El.” He reached for my hand, and we sat for what seemed like an eternity. His warmth pulsed through my palm, comforting me like the heartbeat from home that it was.

“I know it’s a tough concept to wrap your mind around,” I said at last. “Especially since we come from a place where only Highest Light exists. And yet if we’re to consider working with these natural laws and densities of Earth, this idea requires us to surrender. Into complete allowance of Lesser Light. To rest easily in her arms, becoming one with her darkness, so there’s no boundary between. To accept evil without reaction, to refuse to look at where we ourselves are gouged and bleeding, and instead hold fast to the belief it’s somehow all good. I think it’s the only thing that will work.” Tears misted my eyes. “I believe it’s ultimately why no magic potion or mighty sword has yet helped Atlantis. Because gui has only continued to fatten herself off all the longing the witches and warriors have unknowingly fed her, in wanting so desperately to effect a change.”

“Yes. I feel the truth in your words.”

“But saying a Oneness Prayer—the act of conjuring feelings of love and gratitude—won’t engage gui. There’s no distress signal beckoning her. No crumbs for her to consume.” I looked at him with all my heart’s intensity. “I believe it’s the only plan we can draw upon to stop feeding the dense collective consciousness. So we can do what we came to do. Plant the necessary balancing frequencies. And go home.”

“It’s not the idea that troubles me.” He surveyed my hand’s every contour. “It’s how this would play out in real life, in real time. When we’re the sheep among wolves. And we’ve ventured into their dens.”

“Hunter—”

“And they’re hungry.”

“Look, I know this is challenging—”

“Challenging?!” Fire leapt from his eyes as he leaned closer. “Challenging was being able to channel enough energy into you with what’s left of my healing abilities so you didn’t die right in front of me. Okay? That was challenging!” Again he shook his head. “But this ... this is surely madness!”

“Is it?” I could feel an inner strength rising from within. “Is it really madness to try a radical approach? To allow what is simply to be? To surrender to something no one’s yet been able to harness or tame, let alone destroy, in spite of any number of gifts and efforts?”

“But to surrender? When we’ve spent eternity as crusaders?” 

“Yes.”  

“But how do we pull something like that off?” His question was directed as much to himself as it was to me. “Just the idea of holding the frequencies of love and gratitude, while plunked down in the midst of tension and tentacles, is enough to shiver my soul. Especially without our Light Ray endowments.”

“I feel the same. But we will do it because we have to. Because I believe it can work. Because if anyone can get it close enough to perfect, we can. And because I don’t see any other way. Do you?”

“You know I don’t.” 

“Well?”

“Okay.” He sighed, then looked deep into my eyes. “I’m in.” He squeezed my hand gently with his and ran his thumb across mine.  

“We’ll have to get the others to agree.”

“Let me handle that. Right now you just focus on putting two feet on the floor.” 

Shakily I stood, his arms steadying me. His hands made me feel so deliciously alive. I shoved aside guilty thoughts, the ones insisting gui had engulfed us. He bent toward me as I caught my breath. And then those lips skimmed my cheek before, all too soon, he withdrew.

“Hunter, please ...” I begged, looking up at his face that was still so close to mine. I felt dizzy and weak and elated all at the same time. And in spite of my shame, I didn’t think I could bear it if he moved away. Disappointment and longing emanated equally from my fingertips as they twisted in his mane.

“Please you I will. And soon, as you’ve been desiring long before we had these supple bodies,” he whispered. “And yet these feelings, this ... yearning—like the flesh—is new to me. So I wish to savor you, in small doses. A little ecstasy at a time.”

“How very patient of you.” 

“I promise you’ll not wait long.” Tenderly—with such sensitivity it did, in fact, gentle my desires—he again kissed my cheek. “But now I’m supposed to return you to the control deck.”

“Understood.” I had no idea why, but in that moment I felt such crushing loneliness I wanted to sob. And yet I had to admire him for choosing restraint over indulgence. Of course, he was right. Why did he always have to be right?

“Okay, pretty human suit,” he joked. “Let’s go.”
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“I thought we’d lost you,” Ava uttered through tears, embracing me as Hunter and I entered the control room. Before Will could hug me as well, a chime sounded and he slid back into his seat. As he typed, the rest of us slipped into the silver command chairs that formed a semi-circle with his.

“Love note from home?” Hunter asked, glancing at the screen hovering just beyond the reporting desk.

“Yup.” Will frowned as he finished typing. “Our transmitter’s down, and in spite of all the repair codes I’ve initiated, they still haven’t gotten a damn one of my communications. But our receiver’s good. This one says your mind-message was garbled, Hunter.”

“Yeah, well ... I was a little distracted.” Hunter winked at me. “Right, El?”

I smiled in response. He was flirting with me! I hoped it was dark enough so no one would notice my face had flowered another fantastic shade of scarlet. Being a redhead was fast becoming the bane of my earthly existence.

“Mind-messaging seems challenging to do with clarity here,” Ava remarked. “So I can only imagine what it’s like beaming a signal back home, across all those light years.”

“Evidently, we all should have read that manual,” Hunter quipped, which brought groans and more laughter. 

Looking around at these souls seated next to me, my Ahlaielian companions, I felt overcome with gratitude. This family of mine, who was brave and loving enough to come here and help balance this unstable place without so much as a smidgen of their formidable talents, was a blessing. My greatest blessing. 

Since being chosen for this mission, I’d been praying to be able to trust, to let go of the idea we’d have been better off venturing here with our souls intact. To have faced gui while standing in all our power. It was a true test of faith, of surrendering to Oneness and allowing ourselves to be used as Right Action dictated, knowing Highest Light would be guiding and directing. I only hoped Ava and Will would resonate with what I’d shared with Hunter. Try as I might to search and feel and allow some other idea to come, no other options had surfaced.

“Not that I want to change the subject, but there’s a matter of business at hand,” Hunter said at last. He filled the others in on what we’d talked about in the Tranquility Room. 

“Lords with swords!” Will exclaimed. “Never dawned on me our feelings would be what pulls these bastards close.”

I nodded in agreement. “This is much more complicated than I initially thought,” I said. “I understood our mission as getting in, getting Highest Light energies planted, and then getting out before they realize what we’ve been up to.” I took a deep breath. “But we have been programmed to react powerfully to gui, with all that data-dumping on how to defend and deflect and be on guard. If those are the very things attracting it, well, that makes things much more complicated.”

“Wait,” Ava interjected. “Certainly the Elders must have considered this? They must have known, right? Perhaps they thought they had no choice but to send us anyway?”

My stomach turned. “I’m afraid there’s more,” I said. Another wave of nausea hit, but I forced myself to keep speaking. They needed to hear the truth my emotional body was screaming at me. “Our predicament is no accident.”

“What?” Ava’s dark eyes widened. Before she could say more, Hunter was at my side, his hand between my shoulder blades. I could see and feel intense purple light radiating through and around me.

“It’s happening again, El. You need to listen and do exactly as I say.” Hunter’s tone still held that softness I felt I would never tire of hearing, but there was no mistaking the stone-like strength of his intention. Feeling more and more lightheaded, I nodded.

“Close your eyes. Now breathe,” he commanded. I did as he instructed.

“That’s it. Breathe in the Oneness Prayer. No other thoughts, no other words, no other feelings.” He placed one white-hot hand on my solar plexus and another over my forehead. In my mind’s eye, I saw a mass of tangled thoughts and feelings writhing around my midsection. As I flooded myself with love and felt immense gratitude for Hunter’s aid, the grip loosened. Little by little, the contortions eased. I floated in No-Mind, in the space filled only with the comforting purple light of home. And my beloved’s hands.

I know not how long I drifted. But suddenly my eyes opened, and I found myself staring into Hunter’s reassuring face. 

“Hey, you,” he whispered. 

“Hey, yourself.” I felt my deeper passions again stirring for the healing angel before me. 

“No, you don’t,” Hunter cautioned. “No feelings right now. You are to remain in No-Mind. It makes it easier for the three of us to shield you. Which we need to do until we get you stabilized.”

“I’ll do as you say.” My voice wavered in my ears. “And yet I have to share what happened. I was gifted with insight.”

“All right,” Hunter muttered. “But keep your eyes closed. And remember to remain in No-Mind.”

Obediently I nodded, and then I told them how we’d all been deceived.
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“This is deeper and more far reaching than we ever would have considered,” I began. As if preparing for a long story, Ava and Will retreated to the chairs on either side of me, while Hunter crouched at my feet. Even in that posture, he kept a straight spine. Looking around at their sober faces, I could feel them bracing for some brutal truths. And yet I knew there was no way they were prepared for what I was about to say.

“Go on, El. It’s okay,” Ava coaxed. 

“I’m not sure exactly where to start.” 

“How about someplace near the beginning?” Hunter suggested. 

“Okay.” I closed my eyes and found it easier not only to find words, but to remain in No-Mind. “Ahlaiele has been breached. Lesser Light forces have infiltrated her highest quarters. And I’m uncertain, even if we complete this mission, that we’ll have a home to which we can return. At least one we recognize.”

“Well, kiss my go-to-hell,” Will muttered. “Are you sure?”

“I wish I weren’t.” I squeezed my eyes together—hard—so no feelings or tears would come. “But I’m positive. While it’s a fact my psychic gifts don’t function fluidly here, the vibration of authenticity still runs through my core. Though, like with mind-messaging, information travels along my truth channel much more slowly in this dense atmosphere. But since Hunter’s healing, a clear knowing of our circumstances has been welling to the surface. Just now it reached my consciousness. What I tell you is what has happened.”

“How can this be?” Ava’s whisper broke into jagged pieces, piercing my heart.

“The infiltration was carefully planned,” I murmured. “Meticulously so. And by the best and brightest of the Atlantean elite, who have moved among us for a while now.” Slowly I shook my head. “Their Lesser Light ways are so subtle. So seductive. The Atlanteans are masters of Dark Heart energy, the most addictive substance in the universe. Even the slightest taste can lower vibrations ever so slightly. Just enough to hook the most chaste heart’s frequencies, opening the door to hunger. Then need. Allowing the one who wields its power to gain access. And control.”

“With the Elders?” Will exclaimed.

“Yes,” I sighed. “With the Elders. That’s why we were chosen for this mission. Not because of our wisdom or skills—as much as I liked hearing the Elders say that throughout our training—but because of our commitment to Highest Light.” I swallowed hard. “They knew they’d risk everything by asking us to indulge in the tainted frequencies. And so they decided it was easier to destroy us, since we alone possess power enough to stop them and to keep them from poisoning the planet with the blight they now are. Or at least we did, before the surgeries.” A shudder wracked me, as vivid imagery filled my mindscreen. “I can see Ahlaiele before me, how she appears from space. How her vibrant rainbow aura has darkened and grayed, as our fellow Light Rays succumb. As more and more of them writhe with desire for the Dark Heart’s elixir.” 

“Highest Light, no!” Ava breathed. “And so all the preparation and training and data-dumping was just—”

“Smoke and mirrors,” I whispered.

“And the fact we had our souls split?” Anger seethed between Will’s clenched teeth.

“Insurance,” Hunter replied.

“Yes,” I said quietly. “The main reason for the surgeries was not to make us look like the Atlanteans, in the image of their idealized humans, as we were told. But to break our immortality codes.” 

“In the name of Oneness,” Ava sighed.

“They had to ensure—as best they could—we were weakened,” I continued. “Because we were never meant to make it to Atlantis alive. They inserted a computer code into our ship’s programming, which was supposed to shut off life support soon after takeoff. Since the surgeries made us mortal, we should have died well before landing. Yet something must have malfunctioned. Maybe you’ll want to check on that, Will.”

“On it.” Launching himself into one of the command chairs, his nimble fingers whizzed across the keyboard. “You’re right, El. I found the code. And it’s in plain sight. But only if you’re looking. It seems a disruption in one of our ship’s transmitters disabled it.” He let out a low whistle, sinking back into his chair with folded arms. “So let me get this straight. Our home planet’s been hijacked by none other than our most trusted teachers and mentors, who’ve become a bunch of Light-damned junkies. These scoundrels in turn weakened us, programmed the ship so we’d die obediently, and then fired us off to Atlantis. Am I missing anything?”

“That about sums it up.” Hunter’s voice was solemn.

“Perhaps it’s because we were in a debilitated state and had been immersed in such intense training, but it’s odd to me none of us saw this coming,” Ava mused. 

“I had no idea what was really going on.” Hunter had taken to his feet pacing, his jaw hardening by the moment.

“It’s like what Will said about the computer code,” I explained. “We didn’t see it because we weren’t looking. We were coming from a place of complete trust and love. Never before had there been a reason to doubt or question. For me personally, any anxiety or misgivings I was experiencing, I attributed to the newness of having a human body. And the absence of half my essence.”

“It’s disturbing just how cunning their plan was.” For a long moment, Ava watched her fingertips drum the control desk. “But that’s neither here nor there. Right now we have to figure out what we’re going to do moving forward.”

“You’re right, Ava. We need a plan,” Hunter replied. “Will, do you have any idea when we should expect Kendrick and Quenna?”

“They were aiming to be back around dusk.” He moved closer to the screen, his fingers once again dancing over the keys. “Seems the sun should be setting any minute now.”

“That doesn’t give us much time,” Ava said. “But I know I’d feel more comfortable if we could pull something together before they return. At least, if we examine our options now, it should help us decide more quickly on a course of action once they’ve been briefed.”

“I agree.” Hunter stopped and stared at me, his eyes sharp. “El, what do Kendrick and Quenna know at this point? Anything?” 

“Give me a minute.” Closing my eyes, I sat up straight. I took several deep breaths, sinking ever deeper into my truth channel, which felt like a clean, hollow tube running the length of my body. I pulled my awareness as completely into the tunnel as I possibly could, feeling along its length and breadth for any information regarding Kendrick and Quenna. It wasn’t the effortless flow of impressions my psychic gifts usually provided, but images, sounds, scents, feelings, and knowledge infiltrated me nonetheless. When I felt I had enough information, I opened my eyes. “They’ve been mind-messaging the Elders, so our betrayers know we’re alive.”  

“Are they returning to the ship alone?” Ava asked.

“No.” 

“Lords with swords!” Will swore.

“Okay.” Hunter’s voice had never sounded more determined. “So we have to find a way to stay in the Oneness Prayer, in spite of all that’s in front of us. And we have to do it quickly.”

“Yes,” I murmured. “By working together, it will be easier to stay grounded and focused.”

“All right, so we set the intention to hold the Oneness Prayer. And if our minds stray? If we lose focus?” Ava’s large eyes traveled from one of our faces to the next, looking for reassurance.

“Don’t judge it. Just bring yourself back,” I advised. “There are going to be distractions. The trick is not to have an emotional reaction, which creates the charge off of which gui feeds. And we can help each other with this as we go.”

“Meaning?” Will’s raised eyebrows for once made him look hopeful, and his expression fueled my faith.

“Meaning if one of us gets caught off guard, we still have three others holding the intention,” I replied. “At any given time, by working together, we will be an unstoppable force of Right Action. One they can’t see or feel, because we won’t be engaging them. We’ll only be vibrating love and gratitude, which are undetectable.”

“And what if the enemy walks into this control room, crystal lasers drawn, and starts shooting? What if the sole intention in returning with Kendrick and Quenna is to kill us?” Will asked.

“Then I for one will be grateful, and I’ll know as I die that while I lived I was an incorruptible force of Highest Light.” I could feel Hunter’s admiring gaze as I continued. “But I don’t think it will come to that. Our training has taught us Atlantis is nothing if not an intellectually curious society. Our mere existence—when we should have long since been dead—will pique their leaders’ interest, if they’re true to their nature.”

“All the Atlanteans I’ve ever met were ravenously curious. And our presence may actually plant a seed of doubt as to which Ahlaielian faction is truly in charge,” Ava offered.

“That would be a mighty gift of grace,” Will murmured.

“I’ll be monitoring things energetically and should be able to offer anyone additional support as needed.” Hunter surveyed each of our faces. “If you feel you’re in trouble, look to me.”

“Done.” Will’s countenance was the very picture of acceptance. 

“I’ve got your back, my beloved,” Ava whispered.

“For as long as we’re here,” Hunter added.

“For as long as you need me,” I said.

“And then some,” Will finished. 

Together we breathed and prayed. I could feel us sinking deeper and deeper into a meditative state, where the Oneness Prayer’s vibration wove together, like a hug. Such power I hadn’t imagined experiencing while here on Earth. Then I realized I was sick to my stomach, and in that awareness I understood it kept happening because it meant gui was trying to gain access.

“They’re here,” I whispered.

“Let them come,” Hunter replied. “We’re just breathing in love. And exhaling gratitude.”

Denser and denser the air became, as gui drew near. It was good practice, I thought, because even those few extra minutes allowed us to see what it was like holding the Oneness Prayer as we descended ever deeper into chaos.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER FIVE

[image: ]


A strangling thickness descended as Lesser Light collective consciousness permeated the atmosphere. Only then, with gui literally in my face, did I recognize I’d been experiencing traces of it ever since we landed. As it wafted through the cabin, a hint of perfumed decay announced its presence, and my stomach heaved. Yet I knew there was no time or space for personal reactions then, as the shadows touched down. I needed to rest in the Oneness Prayer, in the unseen invocations of my dearest companions, and breathe, trusting Highest Light was watching over us.

Opening my eyes, I glanced at Hunter. I could feel him determining whether or not gui had engulfed me. I mind-messaged him reassurance, and he graced me with that dimpled grin. My stomach settled, and as Kendrick entered the room, I felt a level of preparedness I hadn’t expected.

“Hunter. How is she doing?” Kendrick’s sky-blue eyes held concern.

“She’s good, Captain.” 

“Are you, dear one?” Kendrick knelt by my chair and placed a hand on my knee. I caught a whiff of tobacco and spirits and knew his returning in an altered state would make him less aware—and more vulnerable to the invisible influences infiltrating the ship. As well as those still waiting outside.

“I really am, Kendrick. Thank you for asking.” I kissed his cheek, and he smiled before turning back to Hunter.

“I’ve been trying to contact you.”

“We’re having technical difficulties.” 

“Yes, I’m aware. We were able to get a mind-message through to the Elders, but only a brief one. And with much effort.”

“Speaking of the Elders, there is much we need to discuss, Kendrick. The sooner the better.” 

“Of course.” His wary eyes assessed Hunter. “Can it wait for now? Quenna is outside with an Atlantean delegation. They were hoping to come aboard to say ‘hello’ and to see to it our crew felt at home.”

“It can wait,” Hunter sighed. “For now.”

“A delegation? Outside with Quenna?” Ava’s dark eyes fretted as she rose from her chair. “We should have welcomed them immediately.”

“I simply wanted to ensure Elysia was okay first.” Kendrick peered at me. “Are you up for a short visit?”

“I am, Kendrick. I would be honored to meet the delegation.”

“Then meet them you shall.” He closed his eyes, and I could feel him mind-message Quenna. Moments later he looked up. “They’re coming.”

I sensed a tremor as the ship’s door parted. Panic pounded my heart faster, and I took the deepest breath I could, willing myself back into No-Mind. In that deeper heart space, I was once again aware of the Oneness Prayer’s comforting cadence. Through its support, I believed I could face what was ascending through the hallway.

Quenna was speaking with three towering beings as they emerged from the ship’s entryway. She looked queenly, as usual, her blonde braids coiled into a bun. For the High Council meeting, she’d donned a floor-length gown, which matched her sapphire eyes. As we stood to greet them, Hunter stepped forward and kissed her pale cheek.

“My lady.” 

“Dear Hunter. It’s good to see you. I’m glad all seems well.”

“All is indeed well.” He flashed his most irresistible grin, and I allowed my heart to soar momentarily. 

“Everyone, I’d like you to welcome our three new friends,” Quenna said, turning her attention to our crew. “Vicastus and Bellaeus are High Council members on Atlantis—very similar to the positions we hold on Ahlaiele. And Alaric is a visiting dignitary from our own Great Central Sun region.”

Hunter again was first to offer greetings. Observing Atlantean custom, he locked forearms with Vicastus and then Alaric as Ava conversed with Bellaeus. Will strolled over beside Hunter, nodding and exchanging pleasantries. And I, pushing aside a rising feeling of inadequacy, met Vicastus’ bold stare as he marched toward me.

“You must be Elysia.” He held my hand before bringing it to his lips. “I am Vicastus, my lady.” He was muscular, with dark blond hair, and wore a white tunic collared and belted with gold and rich gemstones. He looked every bit the warrior-ambassador I felt him to be. 

“Yes, I am. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Vicastus.”

“On behalf of my people, I want to welcome you to Atlantis.” His tone was kind, though it didn’t resonate from his heart. And yet I understood how humans could be susceptible to his spell. “I do hope you’ll be joining some of our representatives tomorrow morning for a Poseidian tour.”

“Of course,” I replied. “Ava has told me much about the markets by the sea. About the art and music and architecture, and I can honestly say I can’t wait to see your lovely city.”

“Ah, yes. Ava is an avid supporter. I would love nothing more than to see her join one of our governing boards. Now that she’s in a suitable human body, of course.” His eyes wandered to where Ava stood chatting with Bellaeus. There was no mistaking the lust in his face. “I think she’d be perfect.”

“She would be ideal,” I murmured, just as Alaric stepped forward.

“What woman could possibly be more ideal than this fair lady?” he asked in a voice like velvet. My eyes caught sight of Hunter laughing and gesturing with Bellaeus before resting on Alaric’s face. He was strikingly good looking, with light bronze skin and full lips that for some reason kept drawing my gaze. Inwardly I laughed; I thought I’d geared myself up to meet all the clever ways of Lesser Light, but I was obviously not prepared for unadulterated desire. He was magnetically alluring.

He loomed over Vicastus, and his simple black uniform didn’t begin to disguise his impossibly broad shoulders and rippling muscles. Vicastus—and even Hunter for that matter—was dwarfed next to him. In the dim light, Alaric’s eyes emitted an exquisite gold-green beauty, yet there was an icy feel to him that radiated from his core. 

“Alaric, this is—” Vicastus began.

“I know who she is,” he replied coldly, glaring at me. 

For some reason, I felt compelled to run my fingers through his sable and gold hair. High cheekbones only added to his appeal, an observation I felt uncomfortable making, as evidenced by my rapidly flushing face.  

“I’ve waited a long time to see you, Elysia,” he said in that same smooth tone. 

My pulse quickened at his words, even as I felt unnerved by the harshness and ferocity that was coming off of him in waves. 

“My dear, we all feel that way!” Vicastus interjected. “Our High Council and certain close friends like Alaric here have so eagerly awaited your arrival. It’s been eons since a delegation has come from Ahlaiele, you know. So you’re practically a legend among us!” Gently he squeezed my arm. “Would you please excuse me, though? I do wish to catch Ava before we adjourn for the evening.”

“By all means, Vicastus. It’s been a pleasure speaking with you.”

“My lady.” He bowed and then hastened to where Ava stood deep in discussion with Bellaeus and the others. I watched him go, taking the moment to collect my wits and my breath. Alaric and I were alone, and the sensual thrill I felt simply standing beside him made me fear gui was possessing what was left of my soul. How else to explain it? Taking a deep breath, I looked up to find gold-green eyes studying me.

“Quenna said you’re from our own Great Central Sun region,” I remarked as casually as I could, though there was nothing casual about the energy swirling between us. “Is your home far from Ahlaiele?”

“Most recently, I’ve been based out of one of the region’s remote outposts, if that’s what you’re asking. Which isn’t far from Ahlaiele.” His tone was chilly and clipped, and though I waited for him to reach for my hand as a sign of respect, he remained bewilderingly still.

“And you’ve been waiting to see me?” I couldn’t believe how uncomfortable I felt. And how aroused. It seemed strange how everyone else was talking together in a group, leaving us to ourselves. I kept my voice as calm as possible as I extended my hand in the customary greeting. “I must say I didn’t know my reputation preceded me.”

“More than you realize, my lady.” Leisurely he bent to kiss my hand, his mesmerizing gaze locked onto my eyes. Had I tried to look away, I was sure I couldn’t. So I surrendered as best as I could while those seductive lips neared my flesh. 

The pleasurable electricity that shot through my body as his mouth made contact with my skin caused my breath to catch. Involuntarily I recoiled. Even then, Alaric didn’t release my hand—or my eyes. Instead, he surveyed my agitation without emotion.

I felt at once breathless and weak. And shamefully elated. I felt my face blooming an ever deeper shade of red, and I began to wonder if my confusion might somehow serve as a mask for the guilty longing I could neither quell nor deny.

“Forgive me, Alaric,” I stammered, “but I ... I wasn’t anticipating ...” I felt a surge of anger in my field and sensed Hunter had just witnessed what had happened. Finally, I tore my eyes from Alaric’s. Without speaking he released me. 

“I’m still getting used to Atlantean custom,” I mumbled, clawing my depths for composure.

“I’m no Atlantean. And I observe little custom, save what suits my very singular purpose.” He glowered at me with an intensity I found overwhelming. I tried to think, to ground, to bring myself back to the Oneness Prayer, and instead found myself adrift in desires I knew I shouldn’t feel.

“Pray tell what that purpose might be.”

“You will learn. In time.” 

Questions bubbled to my lips, but I knew it was neither the time nor the place to engage him further. In spite of my need to know more. He made me want to feel his body against mine. It was inexplicable and utterly distracting. Frantically, I searched for something—anything—to say that might deflect his magnetism. 

“I’m afraid your mysterious ways have rendered me a bit speechless,” I finally managed. 

“Words can only go so far, anyway,” he murmured. “But feelings, well ... those are a different matter altogether.”

“You ... know of the ways of emotion?”

“Yes.”

“Of all the feeling realm’s ... complexities?” Something made me again risk looking at him. Ice and fire in equal measure numbed and ignited his eyes. And though he shivered and seared my soul, I didn’t wish to pull myself from those gold-green depths.

“Yes, my lady.”

“Such pain,” I whispered. I felt altered, utterly captivated. Transfixed by the spellbinding seduction of that ruthless scowl. I was no longer sure what I was sensing. But it seemed I’d stumbled into such an intricately layered energetic system that I’d become lost. “Eons of heartache. Of—”

“You’re more like me than you may think, my dear Elysia,” he interrupted. And though energetically he’d cut right through my words—effectively loosening any hold I may have been gaining on his inner world—I was still bound by his eyes. “I’m as much snake as human, for good or ill. And snakes are feelers.”

“You’d call me a feeler, then?” My heart was hammering so hard I feared he’d see it through my uniform. 

“Clearly, you are.” 

I didn’t know if I was more petrified or pleased. In all my years as a missionary, no one—not a single soul—from any planet I’d visited had ever seen me for what I was. How
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