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Prologue

 


Since the discovery of the light speed
synthesizer, it had not taken humankind long to colonize their
immediate galaxy and beyond. Within five generations, space travel
was the norm and the floundering Earth was all but extinct.

One lone starship, which providence brought
into Earth's orbit, contained the technology for such exploration.
Little did the peace loving guardians, known as The Trinz, know of
the race they had come to save. Earth's toxic atmosphere was no
longer contained within its own galaxy. Pollution spread across the
stars, across species and the insignificant rock just three planets
from its star became the business of The Trinz. They came to help,
driven by their compassionate souls from the far reaches of the
universe to provide the means to escape the world dying from
within. Humankind, unable to deviate from their intrinsic nature,
began to spread, conquer and guzzle resources from world to world.
Systematically, humans expanded into space feeding on every
available resource.

Galaxy after galaxy was conquered and
pillaged before the relentless force of human nature moved to the
next prize. Metal stations under giant domes dominated planets
draining their wealth and "civilizing" their species. Zones were
created and space traffic monitored. Alpha Zone led into Bravo,
before Charlie, Delta; the purge went on. Within a century, the
human infestation was at breaking point. Races plotted against
their foe, rebellions targeted ships and bases as death and war
became rife and evolved into the norm. Human response to its own
corruption was to plunge deeper into space, recruiting allies and
acquiring wealth to fund the armies that pillaged the universe.
Many species had united with the humans, too afraid of their might
to refuse.

The Trinz tried to guide and mentor the
primitive human race as they navigated the stars to no avail. Their
arrogance proved too powerful. The Trinz retreated back to their
own world, far from the reaches of the strange species so similar
to themselves yet so primitive that it had inadvertently inflicted
on the universe. They bided their time, awaiting the inevitable
fall of the human race. Advanced in technology, their ability to
travel through the power of the mind enabled them to reach a few
good souls. Through dreams they managed to exert their influence.
They met in a world called Killanti; mind within mind they
whispered tales of an exotic paradise; tales of the old ways of how
to live at one with all that surrounded them. These few fled from
the chaos, guided to a new world to live in harmony with the
universe. The rest stayed, living in the desolation humankind
created. There they waited; praying for a miracle.


Chapter One

 


As her eyes opened and the early rays of the
simulated daylight bombarded her senses, a cry of disappointment
escaped Jenni's rosy, swollen lips. She reached up a hand and
touched the tender flesh, feeling where the pressure of rough lips
had assaulted them with desperate fervor as she bid a passionate
farewell only moments prior. It seemed so real, her head throbbed
where it struck a rock and her fingers gently explored the spot.
Gasping Jenni felt the tender swell of the lump and recalled how
she lost her footing on the rock. Her dream returned as it did each
and every night. Yet this time it changed; this time he had been
there. He revealed himself, no longer content to linger in the
shadows of her mind.

It was a dream that haunted Jenni's every
waking moment, pulling her back to blessed slumber each night. Her
days were spent moving from task to task in a kind of trance, her
mind elsewhere, thinking of the vivid dreams that were becoming
more and more real.

Jenni's colleagues noticed a change in her in
recent weeks. They commented on the way her pallid skin contrasted
with the dark circles that rimmed her pale blue eyes. Their concern
was touching to a girl who had no remaining family. Jenni, at the
tender age of twenty three, was the youngest navigational pilot
assigned to a seeker vessel. Her grades at the University of
Holborn 4 had been exemplary. At her post on Chicago 3, Jenni was
in charge of navigation. Her role was to patrol and seek out rebels
who may be harbored among the, thus far unchartered, planets of the
Romeo Zone.

She was content with her lot. She loved to
charter the planets and stars, marveling at the beauties of the
universe. Jenni loathed the created atmospheres of the planetary
domes. She longed for the freedom to explore a planet such as the
one in her dreams where fresh air prevailed and greenery surrounded
her. The feel of her bare feet on the soft, damp grass appeared to
her as real as the constant presence that eluded her until last
night. For last night, the bare chested man sought her out and made
himself known to her.

The dreams started shortly after the tragic
death of her parents. Jenni was eighteen. She had just begun her
space pilot training and was awaiting her first leave. She planned
to spend time with her parents on their home world of Texas 9, in
the Lima Zone, when news of their demise reached her. Jenni's grief
had been raw. Her tears fell relentlessly and none of her
classmates could rouse her from her mourning. Sleep brought her
only comfort as it blocked out the pain that ripped through her
heart. At first, Jenni dreamed of a world cloaked in mist that
swirled and moved in mysterious patterns around her. She sensed
mountain ranges looming through the vapor, but no concrete images
would form in her mind. Each wakening, she would try in vain to
recreate the land she conjured in her dreaming. After many nights,
hills and valleys had taken shape and Jenni felt a calmness that
aided her sleep and refreshed her tired mind. Each night she would
long for slumber to engulf her so she could escape from the metal
world in which she resided to the landscapes of her dreams.

Time passed and the dream did not fade;
rather the world grew around her. New life sprung up as flowers and
streams appeared. Jenni was soon among the fragrant growth,
strolling through gardens that seemed to be hers alone. Small
flying creatures buzzed softly in her ear as gentle breezes
caressed her face. The grass beneath her feet was as soft as the
covers on her bed and she reveled in the sensation of sinking her
toes into its lush pile.

The man appeared one night at the edges of
her consciousness as if watching her wonder and contentment. She
tried to turn her head and observe him fully, but he remained
elusive and distant. Jenni could feel it was a male presence. She
didn't know how but she just knew. Each waking, Jenni would try to
recapture her dream; try to piece together the puzzle of his
identity. As he continued to observe her, Jenni felt a sense of
peace settle upon her. His presence somehow brought comfort to her
pain and loneliness. She tried to engage him, tried to draw him
into her dream more fully. She sensed a deep reluctance, a wave of
regret that left her breathless. In the dawn, Jenni would awaken,
her face wet with tears as she mourned for her own loss as well as
a loss she could not explain.

With time, Jenni began to learn how to move
freely within her dream. No longer was she an observer of her own
actions but in control of them. Each night she would seek out new
wonders, new glens and pools in which she would frolic. Each night,
the same benevolent force regarded her conduct with silent
appraisal.

One night, not long after she had been
assigned to Chicago 3, Jenni's dreams changed. She drifted off to
sleep as usual, eager to return to the land where she roamed free.
Finding herself beside her favorite pool, Jenni shed her loose
white shift and stepped naked into the crystal blue water. The edge
of the pool was shelved, allowing her to stand waist high in the
water. Beyond the rocky ledge the pool opened into a deep clear
lagoon. The motion of her body in the still pool caused gentle
ripples that lapped against her silky skin. Enjoying the sensation,
Jenni threw back her head and laughed with unbounded joy. She
paused as an unfamiliar sound reached her ears. It was a low rumble
as if an animal growled in the dense trees beyond. Waiting to hear
if anything was approaching, Jenni held her breath. When no further
sound shattered the peaceful glade, she continued with her bathing.
Dipping herself under the water then submerging, she repeated the
pattern, finally emerging breathlessly at the surface. Flicking her
long strawberry blond hair so it cascaded down the sun kissed flesh
on her back, Jenni shivered. Chilled by the depth of the water, she
decided to exit the pool and restore her body temperature. The
large, smooth rocks that circled the pool provided a place to lay
and feel the warmth of the sun on her bare flesh, and she eagerly
climbed upon them, stretching out and basking in the glow of the
fiery orb. As usual the perpetual presence lingered out of her
reach, just at the edge of her vision, elusive yet constant.

The sun quickly did its work, and Jenni was
soon aching for the feel of the cool water once again. She stood
up, this time with the thought of diving from the rocks into depth
of the pool. Smooth and slippery, the rocks proved to be a hazard
for the adventurous diver as her foot slipped and she fell into the
water, striking her head on the rock as she tumbled.

As water rushed into her body, quickly
filling her lungs, Jenni sensed a blackness overwhelm her. Her eyes
closed as she lost consciousness. Unsure if she were still
dreaming, Jenni felt two strong hands pull her from the water
across the hard surface of the rocks and onto the soft blanket of
the grassy bank. Unable to open her eyes yet fully aware, she
coughed as a deluge of water travelled through her body, anxious to
make its escape. The same two hands turned her on her side as water
spewed unceremoniously from her mouth. Gasping for air, Jenni
forced her eyes open against the glare of the sun. Two dark eyes
looked back at her from under a scowling set of eyebrows.

"What are you doing in my dream?" she said
with her own frown matching his.

Pulling back from her and settling back on
his knees, his eyes held hers.

"You fell," he answered, holding out her
shift and turning his head as she pulled it hastily over her
head.

"Thank you," she whispered, her throat still
smarting from the submersion. Her hand briefly touched the tender
lump that had formed on her forehead. She drew in her breath as
pain pounded in her head.

Turning his head quickly, the man reached
past Jenni and pulled a large looking leaf from a nearby plant.

"This might help," he said holding the large
green triangle onto her wound.

Eye to eye, Jenni's gaze took in every detail
of the man in front of her. His dark hair curled slightly over his
ears and down onto the nape of his neck. His broad chest was bare
and every inch of his muscled torso was golden brown. His waist
tapered into narrow hips that were wrapped scantily in a cloth of
purest white. She knew him. She felt as if she were looking at
someone she had known for so long yet her eyes only just observed
him. He was the figure in the shadows, the comforting presence in
her dreams.

"It's you," she breathed as her hand reached
out and inadvertently touched the solid wall of his chest.

"Hamen." He filled in his name then smiled
wryly at her. "This has never happened before," he explained.

"How many dreams do you get into then?" Jenni
asked, pulling her hand away stung by the thought hers may not be
the only dreams he visited.

"Myself, only yours," he said quickly as if
sensing her feeling of betrayal. He grabbed her hand and held it in
his own. "My people often use the dreams of races to communicate.
We rarely leave our world these days. The universe has become a
place where we no longer feel safe."

"That I can understand," Jenni agreed. "There
is much unrest among the races."

"Your people should never have entered space.
You were not ready. The primitive urge to control has caused much
damage."

Jenni flushed angrily and pulled her hand
from his warm grasp. "What about the good we have done?" she
argued. "Many races have come under our protection."

"Races that would not have needed protection
before the greed of the human race polluted the universe."

"So, why save me!" Jenni's rage boiled up
within her. "One less human to concern yourself with from the
safety of your planet."

Hamen looked aghast. "I could not watch you
drown. What do you think I am?"

"I am dreaming," Jenni said. "I would have
woken up before I died."

"Not in this dream," Hamen said softly.
"Don't you awaken each morn feeling as though you have lived each
one of your dreams?"

"I do," Jenni acknowledged. "I swear my skin
looks browner and my hair smells of the breeze." As she spoke she
looked down at her arms that had indeed developed a darker tone in
the light of the natural sunlight.

"You are in a place called Killanti. It is a
place where dreams are a reality yet still remain a dream. The
Trinz have selected you as one of The Elected. They have a purpose
for you and I am your guide."

"A purpose for me? I don't understand," Jenni
said.

"Some humans have a soul that is open to
change. The Trinz aim to bring those souls together to build a new
future across the universe.

"How can this be? I am in my bed. This is
just a dream."

"It is, yet it is so much more," Hamen said
mysteriously.

Jenni pulled herself up to her feet. "I have
certainly been having some strange dreams lately," she mused. "So,
if I was to do this," she continued recklessly, pulling Hamen to
his feet and bringing her arms around his neck, "it would be real?"
She leaned closer and touched her lips to his, pushing her tongue
out to tease his closed mouth.

Hamen's arms came around Jenni's waist and he
pulled her into his hard body. She could feel his desire pushing
against her lower body, and her hips moved instinctively against
him. The same low growl she thought she heard earlier came again
from his parted lips as his tongue thrust into her pliant
mouth.

A sensation beyond anything Jenni had ever
felt before pulsed through her body. It started at her lips then
blazed a trail through her body, pausing to stimulate her nipples
and purged through to her inner core causing her knees to
buckle.

"My people have lived millennia, and yet I
have never experienced such sweetness," Hamen whispered low into
Jenni's parted lips. His tongue tasted her then pulled back
revealing a tongue that was divided in the middle and moved on both
sides with reptilian grace. Each fork moved independently as he
leaned back towards her, hungrily claiming another kiss.

Jenni's mouth was filed with the exploring
tongue. It both filled and tasted, possessively claiming her. Jenni
rubbed against him, terrified of what may lay hidden beneath the
thin cloth between them. Whatever it was bulged against her as if
struggling to be released.

Jenni had some experience with men. During
her grueling training program, she often relaxed in the seedier
bars of Lower Level 6. Here she would sit and watch the
interactions of species as they attempted to bridge the cultural
difference and find some comfort so very far from home. Often Jenni
would return to her quarters alone, but on occasion she indulged in
a little comfort of her own, usually fuelled by the intoxicating
vapors of Garland (the steaming herb discovered in Foxtrot Zone
that if mixed with liquid nitrogen and inhaled through a straw
could simulate the effects of an old fashioned "skin full"). For a
few credits it could be purchased at any bar and consumed with
blissful release from the stresses of the day. Jenni had, so far,
stuck to the human race, but she was not adverse to the potential
of inter-species relationships. It was not as taboo as it had once
been although many factions still favored pure blood races.

Jenni's mind was bombarded with the
sensations of Hamen's kiss. His tongue was skilled at reaching
erogenous zones inside her mouth she had never known existed. Jenni
could not help but wonder what else that tongue of his could
stimulate. As if reading her thoughts, Hamen chuckled, a low
throaty laugh. He pulled back from the kiss, his dark eyes burning
with desire.

"We should stop this," he said, his breath
catching in his throat.

"Why?" Jenni's own eyes widening in surprise.
This was, after all, her dream, and she was damn sure she did not
want it to stop.

"It is not my mission to seduce you," he
explained. "I am to lead you to a life more fulfilling; a place
where you can live as you do here in your dreams."

"Such places no longer exist," Jenni spoke
wistfully, "only in memory and legend."

"You are very wrong. Beyond the reach of your
corrupt kind, planets have remained pure."

"I am sure I would not be dreaming such
disrespect for my kind." Jenni felt her anger building once again.
"I am sorry I even tried to kiss you now. This dream is turning
into a nightmare!"

Hamen's expression darkened with rage of his
own. "Do not speak of such things here," he warned. "The dark
dreams belong in a different realm and," he added, stepping forward
with a grim set to his mouth, "I believe you did more than try to
kiss me. I think you were very successful. Perhaps I need to
refresh your memory."

The vehement objection Jenni planned to make
disappeared from her lips as Hamen's mouth moved quickly over hers.
His tongue flicked over her lips with a delicate caress that made
her lips part, inviting his more intimate exploration. Her sigh,
was her consent as his assault began.

After the longest kiss Jenni ever
experienced, she pulled away and threw back her head to gasp some
fresh air. Hamen took full advantage of the graceful curve of her
neck and ran a trail of burning kisses along her throat and down
towards the rise of her ample breasts. Instinctively, her body
arched towards him, thrusting the hardened peaks of her aroused
nipples towards his hot, wet mouth. She cried out as his split
tongue ventured to feast on the protruding nipples as they pressed
through the fabric.

"No!" Hamen pulled away again, his eyes
showing the depth of his confusion. "I am sorry. I should not have
done that. I have observed you for so many dreams, and each time I
yearned to speak with you, to touch you. I...you...in the water,
you looked so inviting. It was torture to keep back."

"I still do not understand," Jenni tried to
change the subject as her body still ached for his kisses, for his
touch and what would inevitably follow.

"Your time is almost up for tonight," Hamen
reminded her. "I will find you when you sleep tomorrow. It is all I
can do. I will try to explain more and I think you will have more
questions."

"And if I don't come? If I dream another
dream?" Even as she spoke the words, Jenni knew it was a ridiculous
notion. She dreamed the same dream for so long, she knew no
other.

"You'll come." The certainty in his words
matched what Jenni knew in her heart.


Chapter Two

 


Before the solemn looking panel, Hamen
lowered his gaze. His feet suddenly seemed more interesting than
the scrutiny of his elders.

"How did it transpire?" the middle figure
asked for the third time, his frown expressing a mixture of
confusion and disappointment.

"As I have said, father, she fell. Her head
was struck and she submerged. I feared for her life."

Hamen reluctantly raised his head and met
with the intense stare of his father. As well as his role of
parent, Ju was on the Elder Panel responsible for the Killanti
Project. It had taken Hamen several attempts to convince his father
to allow him onto the Project; the risks to the mind of the
participants were as yet unknown. Making telepathic connections
across the expanse of the universe would inevitably take its toll
on the minds of the Trinz that volunteered.

"It is unheard of for two to meet in such a
place," Wren, the eldest of the three, stroked his long white beard
as if the answer would be found in the rhythmic action.

"Did the two of you make physical contact?"
Ju shuddered as he spoke the words.

"I pulled her from the pool," Hamen wisely
stopped there; he knew adding the details of their tryst would have
resulted in his banishment from the Killanti Project. If there was
one thing Hamen was sure of, it was that he fully intended to
return to Jenni that night and for many others besides. The
sensation of her kiss and the feel of her eager body had kept him
up during his own rest time and pacing the floor of his
chamber.

The Trinz were an old race, some said as old
as the universe itself. They had been through the primitive rites
the humans were still enjoying, those of physically coupling and
taking a mate. The Trinz had evolved a method of reproduction that
took place in the clinical world of their highly advanced
laboratories. Couples, without the demands of sexual intimacy, were
more able to maintain steady, fulfilling relationships based on
mutual respect and companionship. Without the tension of sexual
jealousy or infidelity, separation was rare and contentment the
norm. In Killanti, Hamen had been awakened to the ways of old and
his body was a whirl of testosterone and lusty desire.

"It is imperative you return again today,"
Lori, the third member of the group counseled. She was blessed with
a devout wisdom that afforded her authority in the panel. Her eyes
sized up Hamen as she spoke. "We must discover more of this change
in state. Discover if the wounds inflicted upon the human were
transferred into her own wakening. Do you think you could initiate
more physical contact with her?"

Hamen was sure Lori worded her question with
a humorous lilt. His flush of color gave away his emotions yet his
words remained admirably disinterested. "I could try," he
drawled.

"Then that is settled," she smiled. "This is
indeed an unprecedented development but
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