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This book is about love between different worlds. Have you ever felt that you would feel like an alien to be living in someone else's world?  From that idea these stories were born, each with their own life lessons.           

I have a fascination for Science Fiction. I wanted to explore  types of planetary terrain with more of a focus on dynamics of people than technology. Whether aliens really exist or not, who knows but even on other planets their life force would've began with love. This is my first book in this genre. I have three more in the writing. Cheers to the alternate realities that lie between us.
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A trickling thunder met the horizon. Dew drops almost suspended as the storm subsided. Orange skies filled the distance. The space between nature and herself was sparking clean.  

Far away a station shuddered. A painted tarmac glistened. A blank beach stared upward past the orange.      

Tired and worn she shook the sand from her head again with her hands. Squinting, she stood up from beneath the tree. Suntanned, she wore a short, white eyelet lace, A-cut dress. Mussed short white pixie cut hair, beach flats cupped her feet. Diamonds on her ears shone in the sun.

"Why, there is Eve herself," he said quietly to himself  through the strangest looking glasses. He stared a moment longer then disappeared nearby.

With no ideas on where to go from here she steadied forward. She had saved her money all year long for this trip. Now this.     

Turning the night around in her mind to mentally focus on why she was standing there with the sun bearing down. They had danced around the small fire pit, she and her friends. A little tipsy she wandered off behind a rock to pee. Then she sat down for a moment, enraptured in the exotic essence of the island. She gazed up at the stars and before long she curled up and slept. Just like that. It had been a long flight. It had all caught up with her, the excitement, the heightened energy, the ultimate!  

No one went looking for her apparently. She woke and the music was gone and so was everybody else. No lanterns to guide her way she had walked by moonlight in the direction she believed would lead her to the hotel. The group of them had walked to the beach. They weren't that far but there was nothing to show her the way. She must've walked further than she thought in her little bit more than tipsy state.  What was a landmark in the near dark? She couldn't even find the fire-pit or her phone, but she still had her small boho bag. Daylight will show, she trusted.          

She continued her walk until she met a tree. There she sat and again fell asleep, lulled by the sound of the waves. Waves were a dreamer's favourite friend. In that moment everything was perfect.                  

Now, with each footstep she carried on knowing that she was lost. In fact she could not be more lost. She had no sense of direction. This had happened before to her. Years ago when she had done her clinical internship she would get lost if she was on the wrong floor of the large winding nursing home. She'd gravitate intuitively toward the elevator to get some sense of where she was as it was all new to her. Another time she went to the Montreal Jazz Fest. She had a day to herself to roam the downtown. In utter bliss of the music and the movement of people she cascaded through every venue she could, admiring the musicians as they played. Then dreamily wandered past various stores looking for flowers to buy. Before long she was very lost and out of place but since she didn't like a worried feeling, she didn't worry. Instead she asked people how to get back and  though she didn't know the language everyone was very helpful. Those she asked directions of checked the address she had written on her hand because she had no paper, and pointed her eventually to the correct bus. You would think at forty-five she would've fine honed a sense of direction, but this was different. There were no people. Not even a friggin' bird she noticed, maybe because of the rain.

He sensed her contradiction in stance. One moment she stepped assuredly, the next she either stopped to think or looked around. What was out of place?  Well, her of course. Did she realize how far she had walked? Most people couldn't achieve it. He wondered how long it would take for her to sense him. Some did, some didn't.

A predator you may think? No, not. Not at all. Someone far different.

By afternoon she was hungry. She turned to look around as if a pizza stand would suddenly appear and there was a banana instead, so she ate it. Where did it come from? It was just laying there as if waiting for her.            

It was too hot and she had to retreat from the sun so sat under a tree again. Nothing but sand, the treeline behind her and the ocean. This was impossible, how did she get here? “Well, I will just have to sit here until someone finds me,” she decided. “I'm tired of the quiet,” she began to close her eyes.

"Let me be your compass." The lightest green eyes smiled at her. "Do you have a name here?" Now, lost in the moment she almost forgot it. "My name? It's Lara, pronounced like Clara. Where did you come from?" she asked him.           

He smiled again with a slightly furrowed brow and paused before answering. "What don't you know?" he replied. Then he waved his hand and cast away the dimensional shadow of the branch. She started to remember...maybe she had met him before. "How w..." Then he placed his first finger in front of his pursed mouth, "shhhhh." 

Green eyes met green eyes and together they stood staring at each others. His skin was very fair. and he had a strong jaw and a straight nose that divided the centre of perfection. His air as light as the reflection off the waves. They almost looked like twins but Lara was much smaller. With a sudden awareness she fainted.

He had little time. This had taken him years to prepare for. It took her moments to succumb. Now what. Too much sleep could hurt her in the after draft. She needed to be alert or all would fail. He had to collect them all. Lara would remember later.   

Sheer magnetic force drew her away from the crowd. It wasn't difficult to. As of now her memory would not serve her - too bad. Eventually there would be people looking for her. So he picked her up with ease and carried her like an infant.                    

He walked along the path of the water, his gaze straight ahead, never wavering. He walked like that four more hours. Then she trembled and woke with a start. Believing she was being kidnapped, without thinking she turned and bit him on the arm. 

This would not do. He threw her emphatically in the water, "Wake up!"          

Sputtering and shocked she stood, fists at her side. "Who are you?" Noticing his size again shouted, "What are you?!" 

He laughed. "Come here," he demanded and as if hypnotized, she did. "I'm not here to hurt you. I am here to show you a place. It's important. You forget. That's normal. It's a place you have been before..." He explained patiently. "Just follow me and don't say a word. It shouldn't be long now." Without many options she did as he said.

Some kind of predestined act is performance. Like when the seas meet a storm in the clouds and raindrops fall. It's all a smooth glide for nature. Quite an upset for the fish. Still they gravitate with the swell and dips of the performance. Nature adapts like that. So did Lara. This fascinating man had some kind of power like the ocean. Adapting moments were all she had. The sense of being lost left her. Replaced by a feeling of being found. A sort of excitement like a smooth torrent inside.

––––––––
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THE BEING, STARED INTO a large glass ellipse that stood on an instrument panel. The interior showed a time piece like one of ancient times, a half triangular shaped object made of glass  stood centred in a white diagram of an almost complete circle etched in a glass base. It rested on a silver raised desker that was part of a maze of similar stands in the control room. He waited patiently for the arm, the triangle to move. When it did he looked upward at a large screen that centred the room. A yellow light beacon showed brightly on the screen. That was his friend cast onto the garden below, the island as they called it. It was all growth from here.

For decades they had done this. For those facing trouble or soon to be discovered. It was abrupt but the only way. The small bright dot that was her gliding beside the beacon could also be seen. He smiled at the thought of her awareness. He watched the couple on the beach get nearer the turn-point. Timing is also a movement as nature is. The turbulence upon entry would cause more rain. With a glide of his hand his crew went into action and thrust the vehicle forward.
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[image: ]


THE SKY HADN'T TURNED violet yet. There was still plenty of light. His walk was determined. Lara kept up beside him. Neither spoke. As they walked she began to forget. She forgot her friends back at the hotel. She forgot her colleagues at her workplace. He felt a couple drops on his skin. He hurried. She forgot her schedule for the next day. She forgot about hunger and the length of the day. She forgot her feet barely touching the ground as she kept up. Then they saw it. In unison, they both looked up at a shooting star. He ran. So did she.                    

The wind burst down in cascading force blowing the sand away, creating a very large dent in the surface of it. The trees shook and the waves were pushed back and grew like a massive force of their own. There were moments of confusion then the brightest light shone through it all. Before Lara could figure out what was happening he grabbed her around the waist and jumped up and into a vast doorway, open for a minute only. Yes, nature times things well and so do beings of another galaxy.

Lara slid across the entrance's floor of the ship and wide eyed stared around her. The room was filled with transcendent ones.  She closed her eyes for the second time that day, now smiling  in a flood of memories. 

“My love, my love, brighter than a shooting star. How far, how far you've come to get me,” and Tracid reached toward her, beaming.

The shooting star went upward back toward the clouds. The mission was not over. It was just beginning as new. Tracid would return over and over again until his kind were complete within the garden and ready to go. Much planning and coordination went into it. Then, whether one by one or in groups he would get them all back by ship. The humans were getting more intelligent, the earth was eroding therefore they would die otherwise. It was time to bring them all home. Lara, he had known since school. They were each other's first loves. Time waves a second hand but none can reach it unless they know the hearts beating bear a clock.
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