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​​Prologue
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Deep beneath the ancient temple, the Portal Guardian stirred in his tomb.  The Ankhs’ immense burst of energy between the worlds had sluggishly awakened him from his eternal slumber.  After several long moments in the pitch darkness of the granite sarcophagus that housed his body, he allowed his life force energy to fill every fibre of his being that had been in a deep hibernation since the final day of the Sirian exodus of Earth.  Touching the cold stone by his left shoulder, the heavy granite lid slid open, allowing the musty darkness of the ancient tomb to saturate his senses.  Sitting up slowly, he stretched the stiff muscles of his upper body to circulate the blood through the atrophied muscles.  He spoke a few words in his ancient language, his tight vocal chords stretching painfully as the tomb illuminated all around him with a soft blue light, reminiscent of his home planet, Isis II and her beautiful blue sun, Sothis.
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The ancient Guardian reached out telepathically, far above his sunken tomb, to where the portal was located.  There was no one there.  Strange, he thought to himself.  Lifting his body out of the granite sarcophagus, he walked over to where a large rectangular blue crystal console stood, covered in a dull layer of ancient dust.  Touching the crystal, it began to glow a deep, rich indigo blue, filling the room with its luminescence.  An image of the portal appeared, but there was no one in the stone chamber.  Several piles of strange-looking garments lay on the stone floor just outside the dolomite limestone circle.  Touching the blue crystal once again, he watched the recorded scene flow into a hologram around him.

He observed the tall, bulky men attired in metallic armour standing inside the portal circle.  He had never seen these beings before.  Where had they come from?  He watched as a young woman placed her hands into the activation lock, attempting to connect with the Power Ankhs.  After several moments, she succeeded in opening the portal between the worlds.  He was amazed at what he saw.  His sluggish memories began to collate, and he recognised the female as Pleiadian.  They were a telepathic race not unlike his own, having originated from a common world aeons ago.  Yet, he did not remember anything about the heavyset humanoid warriors that accompanied her.

He touched the blue crystal screen once again, terminating the hologram.  Communicating telepathically with the crystal monitor, he questioned it as to the origin of the strange humanoids he had observed with the Pleiadian woman.  The ancient blue crystal advised him that there was a Mother Lode crystal, Pleiadian in origin, upon the Earth, half a world from where he was.  Within moments, he was connected telepathically to the Atlantean Power Crystal.

“Welcome, Guardian, we are honoured to be in your presence.”  The Mother Lode whispered, tickling his mind with its feathery touch. 

“I am honoured to meet you, most ancient of the Pleiadian Power Crystals.  I was awoken from my slumber by the opening of our Ankh portal in this world.  Were you aware of this Mother Lode?”  

“Yes, Guardian.  We felt the power surge of your Ankh Crystals as they activated the portal between the worlds.  We will advise our Guardian upon her arrival of this event.”

“I saw your Guardian here in the Ankh chamber.”  He transmitted a mental image of the young Pleiadian he had witnessed on the crystal hologram recording.

“No ancient one, that is not our Guardian.  That is the Erran Pleiadian Guardian of the Power Crystals of Herculobus.”  The Mother Lode transmitted the image of the rogue planet to him.  “Our Guardian is Maya Pleiadian, who are known as Atlanteans on this planet.”  

“Mother Lode, I have been asleep on this world for many aeons.  I am unaware of how long.  Can you download the history of the Pleiadians inhabiting this planet now, the Atlanteans that you call them?  I must be aware of all that has gone on here since my departure into the deep slumber.  I also observed these tall humanoids with the young Pleiadian woman, obviously not of her race.”  He transmitted an image of the burly warriors he had seen in the chamber.

“Yes, Guardian, those are the Osirion, from the constellation of Orion.  They arrived many thousands of years ago on this planet, long after your people left through the Portal.  The Atlantean Pleiadians arrived at a much later date.”

“Why did these Osirion use the Ankh Portal for?”  He questioned the Mother Lode.  “The Ankh Portal’s use is forbidden by those not of Sirian blood.  The Osirion have no right to enter our sacred world.”

“Ancient Guardian, we do not know why the Osirion entered your world.  We can, however, extract the information from Power Crystals of Herculobus, for they contain all the memories of the Pleiadian Guardian that activated the Ankh Power Crystals.”

“Please, Mother Lode.”

“Guardian, we have obtained the information you require.  Are you ready for the download?” 

“Yes.”  He felt the soft fingers of the Mother Lode crystal entwining itself deep within his brain to transmit the massive download of thousands upon thousands of years of Osirion and Atlantean history upon the Earth.  

Moments later, he disconnected from the Mother Lode, rubbing his forehead to ease the searing pain that coursed through his brain from the millions of images that had entered his mind at the speed of light.  Inhaling several deep breaths, he opened the sealed door to his tomb, the heavy basalt stone scraping slowly across the floor as the ancient mechanism came to life.  A draught of cool, damp air swirled about him, carrying an odour of freshly dug earth and rotting vegetation.  Entering the murky stone stairwell, he ascended the steps slowly in the dark, his powerful eyes adjusting to the blackness until he could see every carved stone in perfect detail.  Several moments later, he opened the sealed stone door to the Ankh chamber, entering the dimly lit room where strange blue light fixtures had been put into the stone walls to provide weak illumination.

He walked over to the Ankh Power Crystal, placing his large hands into the carved recesses of the Crystal monolith.  Leaning his head against the cool crystal, he rested for a few moments while images of the beautiful world he had forsaken aeons ago raced through his mind.  He had given up his mortal life to become an immortal Guardian and to guard the Ankh Portal for all of eternity.  Now he was being called upon to face a new threat that had entered the Sirian world from Earth.  With all the information he had received from the Mother Lode Crystal, the humanoid Osirion, Tshrnau, was searching for an ancient piece of Sirian technology that would allow him to control all the Power Crystals in the known galaxy.  Removing the technology from the dimension on which the Sirians now existed, through the portal, would mean the death and destruction of his people, for it was that same ancient technology that anchored their dimension into existence.

Pulling himself away from the Ankh, he realised that he would need another Crystal Guardian to open the portal to Isis II so that he could return to warn his people.  The bridge between the worlds remained open as long as a Guardian’s hands were placed upon the Ankh.  He needed the help of the Mother Lode Guardian of Atlantis; only she would be powerful enough to open the portal.  The young dark-haired Guardian he had seen earlier would never be able to reopen the portal without killing herself; she had already been greatly weakened by the immense shock of the powerful Ankhs.  

Leaving the stone chamber, he made his way up the newly excavated tunnel that had been filled in aeons ago with earth and rubble by the last of the Sirians to conceal the passageway into the portal stronghold.  Stepping outside into the dense, humid air, he gazed up at the thick jungle canopy above his head, marvelling at the colours of the leaves in the trees, the bright flowers, the cacophony of brilliantly plumaged birds and other creatures singing and calling out to one another.  Making his way over to the ancient river that slowly flowed through the jungle, he kneeled on the sandy riverbank, dipping his hands into the cool water and drinking from his palms, the sparkling elixir of life.

Refreshed, he gazed at the beauty of the greenery that had overgrown his ancient city, the temple palace barely visible beneath the twisted mass of live vines and tree roots.  It was late in the day, the shadows were growing long, and night would be riding in quickly upon the slight breeze that had begun to course through the sticky jungle air.  He could feel an unknown source of radiation in the thick atmosphere that clung to his skin like a dirty shroud.  Shrugging off the sensation, he spread his immense black wings and, with a single formidable jump, lifted powerfully above the ground, beating the heavy air with deep, hard strokes.  Within moments, he was high above the dense jungle and the river meandering lazily through the greenery.  The pale yellow sun was making its way slowly down towards the western horizon as he flew rapidly in its direction, heading for the home of the Atlanteans.  He would be travelling for several hours, yet the sensation of the cool air at the higher latitudes felt so good upon his dark wings that he wanted it to last forever.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​Two


[image: ]




Early that afternoon, Deanu arrived at the Power Complex following an urgent call by one of her Crystal technicians.  A massive power surge had disrupted the Mother Lode’s output several hours earlier.  Her thoughts, however, were elsewhere, her legs carrying her automatically to where she had to go while her mind was on E’jah.  Her beloved husband would be returning to Lahmu for another full moon cycle at the end of the day, and she was missing him already, especially since she had planned to spend the day with him.  Descending the stone stairwell that led to the generating chamber, she walked over to the pulsing rainbow mound of live Power Crystals that reached to the ceiling, minutely scanning the stone floor for any new Crystal growths that might have fallen off during the night.  Satisfied with not discovering any, she rounded the corner of the immense Crystal mass, coming face to face with a tall, strongly built, athletic man with skin the colour of dark honey.  Intense black eyes, darker than the night, regarded her curiously.  He appeared to be in his late thirties or early forties; it was hard to tell.

“How did you get into this chamber?  Who are you?”  She demanded, stepping back from the stranger, her heart pounding painfully in her chest.

His powerful empathic connection immediately flowed over her, removing her fear, soothing her anxiety.  He reached out to her telepathically.  “Please, Guardian, do not fear me.  I have come for your aid.  May I speak with you?”

Deanu’s green eyes widened.  “Are you Pleiadian?”  She queried mentally, keeping a safe distance between them.

“No.  However, we originated from a common ancestral planet many millennia ago.  I am Amun-Ra, of Sirius.”  He declared in her mind, his smooth-toned voice gentle, yet commanding.

Deanu shook her head, trying to process what the alien intruder had just said.  “The Sirians disappeared aeons before our people arrived on this planet.  They are a long-dead race, practically a myth to us.”

“I assure you, we do exist.  Not on this planet, of course, but my people are alive and well for the moment being.  I am a Guardian of the Power Ankhs, or Power Crystals, as you call them.  I am an eternal Guardian, left upon your Earth to protect the portal to my world.”

“You are immortal?  How is that possible?”  Deanu’s turquoise-green eyes widened in awe, her gaze taking in his strongly muscled, yet practically hairless, torso.  He was unclothed, barefoot, except for a fine iridescent shimmering white loincloth wrapped around his slim hips over which a black belt with intricate metallic symbols was etched beneath a silver ankh wrapped about his waist.  The diaphanous material he wore stretched to mid-thigh, detailing every muscle.  He appeared almost godlike, she thought to herself.  His long, straight jet-black hair fell to below his wide shoulders, a few stray strands lifting delicately in the gentle breeze created by the cooling units of the Power Chamber.  Around his strong, lean neck, he wore a simple, but finely worked ankh of hammered silver metal with a single glowing Power Crystal in its central arch.  Never had she seen anyone wear Power Crystals before; it was strange, yet terribly alluring.

“You are truly curious, Guardian.  You have never come across a Sirian before, have you?”  He smiled kindly at her, his full lips revealing beautiful, strong, white teeth.  His almond-shaped ebony eyes appeared to glow with an aberrant light, with long, fine, equally dark lashes curling slightly upwards as he regarded her in silence.

“No, Amun-Ra,” Deanu replied breathlessly.  His physical presence and empathic connection were more potent than any she had ever sensed before.  His overpowering sensuality flowed through and over her like a current of electricity.  So many sensations coursing through her body made her feel faint.  Something about him was familiar, but she could not figure out what it was.  She shrugged off the strange impression for the time being.

“Are you all right, Guardian?”  He whispered in her mind, snapping her out of her reverie.  She looked up into his obsidian eyes, feeling the depths of his eternal soul at that moment.  Catching her breath, she stepped back, distancing herself once again from the stranger.

“I am sorry.  Your empathic connection is very strong.  Much more powerful than an Atlantean.”  She apologised.

He smiled down at her, stepped forward, and took her small hand into his large one.  “Please, do not be sorry.  I have never seen such a beautiful woman as you.  Eyes the colour of the warm sea on a hot sunny day.  Makes me want to be mortal once again.”  He murmured, his dark eyes never leaving her face.  His potent life force flowed through his hand and into her body, warming her very soul.

A technician suddenly entered the Power Chamber, startling her.  She glanced back at Amun-Ra, but he was gone.  She shook her head, trying to clear the strong emotions that were still present from the empathic connection.  

“Where did you go?”  She asked, watching the technician as he took readings from one of the monitors across the room, oblivious to her presence across the room.

“I am right next to you.”  He whispered in her mind.

The young technician left the chamber, the sound of his steps fading as he ascended the stone stairs.  Amun-Ra suddenly materialised beside her, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.

“How did you do that?”  Deanu whispered, her green eyes wide with amazement.

“The Ankh Power Crystal around my neck makes me invisible when need be.  I can raise the vibrational resonance of my body to match that of the Power Crystal’s, therefore making me oscillate at a much higher frequency so that I seem to disappear from your reality.”  He explained to her.

“That is so amazing.”

“Yes, I guess you could say that.  Now, we must talk.  I have an urgent situation on my hands right now, and I need your help to return to my world.  Is there a place we can talk without being disturbed?  There are too many people around us right now; it is distracting for me.”

Deanu pondered for a moment.  “The gardens are quiet at this time of the day.  We will have privacy there.”

“Yes, you are right.  I flew over the gardens on my way here.”

“Where did you station your ship?”  Deanu asked, curious as to why there had been no mention of a strange vessel in the city.  Maybe he cloaked it?

Amun-Ra laughed a deep, throaty chuckle in her mind.  He studied her intensely, his empathic connection smooth and warm as his eyes glimmered coyly.  

“I have no ship, Guardian.”  With a shudder, his immense black wings unfolded from behind his back, moving slightly in the chamber, ebony feathers lifting gently in the circulating air of the aeration units.

Deanu gasped, stepping back, her eyes wide with astonishment as she tried to wrap her mind around the presence of the winged man before her.  Never had she ever witnessed such beauty, power, and strength wrapped into a single being.

“You have wings?  How is that possible?”

“I was not born like this.  The Power Ankhs bestowed this gift upon me when I was made immortal.”

With another shudder, his large wings disappeared from her sight.  She craned her neck, trying to see around his back.

“My wings are always there, Guardian, but I vibrate them at a high speed so that they remain invisible.  I don’t want to scare anyone.”  He smiled down at her.

“Yes, that is a good idea!  Let us take a walk down to the gardens, shall we?  I think it would be better for you to remain invisible.  I am a bit too overwhelmed to explain all this to our Elders.”

“Of course, Guardian.”  He whispered with a demure smile, just before vanishing from her sight.

Descending the stone steps of the Power Complex, the sun hot upon her hair, Deanu could easily sense the Sirian’s powerful presence beside her.  She could hear the whisper of his dark wings as a gentle breeze ruffled them.  At that moment, a feather caressed her below the left shoulder blade on her bare skin, creating a euphoric sensation that shot through her lower body, almost sexual in nature.  She gasped at the intense feeling, glancing at the space beside her as they reached the base of the pyramid.

“Are you all right, Guardian?”  Amun-Ra whispered in her mind once again, a slight touch of amusement in his mental voice.

“Yes, quite fine!”  She replied abruptly, trying to calm her raging emotions. 

They walked down the white marble path that led to the flowering gardens in the heart of Azh’Laakia.  The heady scents of flowering trees and bushes filled the air, the high humidity making her skin slightly damp to the touch.  A sudden cooling breeze flowed over her as once again, feathers delicately touched her skin, but this time, fluttering all the way down the open back of her crystal-threaded robe.  She gasped audibly at the sensation.  It stirred something deeply primal within her being, creating an awareness that opened up a past life memory from an unfathomable part of her mind.  An ancient emotion hidden within her very cells stirred for the first time in her life.  Why was this happening?  Did the Sirian trigger something with his presence?

“You seem taken with the hot weather, Guardian; I fanned my wings to give you a bit of cooling air.”  He murmured in her mind, his voice smooth as silk.

“Yes, thank you,” Deanu replied shakily, a little taken off guard by the sensation the Sirian had exposed her to.

Finding a quiet corner in the garden, she seated herself on a pink marble bench.  The cool stone felt refreshing in the afternoon heat.  She pulled away a damp strand of auburn hair from her face, wishing that she were swimming in a cool jungle waterhole.

Amun-Ra materialised, seated beside her.  She could feel the tantalising electricity that seemed to emanate from his body, raising the fine hairs on her arms.  He was watching her face intensely, his dark eyes filled with an ancient wisdom.  He gently took her hands, placing them between his smooth, large ones as his gaze began to mesmerise her.

“What are you doing?”  She whispered, unable to formulate a thought due to the heated currents of electricity that began flowing into her body.

He smiled down at her with his enthralling almond-shaped eyes.  “Just relax.  I am going to transmit the information necessary for you to understand why I need your help.  Close your eyes, Guardian and follow my voice.”  He whispered in her mind.

Several long moments later, she opened her eyes to Amun-Ra, who was watching her intently.  She removed her hands from his, self-conscious of the way he seemed to peer into her very soul.  There was something about him that she couldn't fathom.  It was as if she had known him before, in another time, another life?

“I understand now, the Crystal Guardian from Herculobus opened the portal to allow a very dangerous warrior from the planet Lahmu, Commander Tshrnau, to enter your world.  I feel your concern, Amun-Ra.  I agree, if you do not stop him, he will destroy your world and ours.  Therefore, I will help you open the portal so that you may return to Isis II.  Time is of the essence. I can’t wait around to meet with the Elders on this.”  She stood to her feet while he followed suit.  

“We must leave for the portal now.  Can you obtain one of your vessels to transport us to my temple?”  

“I must talk with my husbands first.”

Amun-Ra looked at her curiously.  “You have mates?  More than one?”  He grinned at her, his dark eyes dancing mischievously.

Deanu stood to her feet.  “My work for the day is terminated here.  I suggest you accompany me back to my home.”  She quickly replied, trying to have him focus on something else than her husbands.  She wondered how Enkarath and E’jah would react to meeting Amun-Ra.  Her emotions were sporadic and hard to control; they would be the first to notice her state of mind once she returned home.

“Of course, Guardian.  I will follow you to your ship.”  He stood to his feet, disappearing from her view once again.

They walked in silence to the landing platform.  Deanu could sense his presence on her right, with only the gentle padding of his bare feet upon the polished marble path reaching her ears.  They arrived at the nearest of the eight immense flat-topped step pyramids that served as landing platforms, climbing the stone steps to her bubble ship.

“I refuse to embark upon that machine, Guardian.  I will follow you at a distance.”  Amun-Ra declared, manifesting before her as he warily eyed the miniature ship. 

“We have a good distance to cover; you might not be able to keep up with me.”

“I’ll follow.”  He stated firmly.  His large black wings suddenly appeared, gently stretching out to their full span.  With one powerful swoop, he leapt into the dense air, rapidly rising far above the city with only a few powerful strokes of his formidable dark wings.

Deanu watched the Sirian in wonderment as he wheeled and dove high above the crystal spires of Azh’Laakia.  He resembled an enormous black raptor hunting in the blue skies as he glided upon the hot air currents in lazy circles, waiting for her to leave.

“Are you coming, Guardian?”  He smiled into her mind, amused at her bewilderment.

“Yes, I’m boarding my ship right now.”  She replied breathlessly.
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Amun-Ra followed the small bubble ship from a fair distance.  The vessel was rapid, more than his powerful wings could keep up with, but he managed to contain it within his line of sight.  His powerful eyes scanned the sprawling green jungles beneath him, dotted with the occasional gleaming white step pyramids and buildings that lay scattered across Mayach.  Deep blue rivers cut through the dense forest, shimmering like precious gemstones in the hot yellow sun.  His lungs expanded with each powerful upstroke of his wings as his thoughts returned to the beautiful green-eyed Atlantean woman.  

He had sensed her recognition of him when they had first met in the generating chamber.  He remembered her as vividly as if he had seen her only yesterday.  When he had encountered her for the first time, his immortal heart had stopped beating but for a brief moment.  It could not be, not after all this time, but it was she.  She was Dei-Annu in her last reincarnation on Viraco, the beautiful blue-green planet that had orbited the Pleiadian star, Maya.  Her features were similar, the hair a different colour, but the eyes never changed.  The same haunting sea green eyes that he had fallen in love with aeons ago when he had travelled to Viraco to aid the Atlantean Elders with implementing their first Power Crystal energy grid.  He recognised her familiar essence when he had connected empathically with her.  The energy signature was identical.  She perceived him on a soul and body level, but her conscious mind had not yet made the sacred connection.  It would happen eventually, he thought to himself.  She would awaken one day to the full memories and remember the sacred love they had once shared.

In the meantime, it would take all his willpower not to sweep her into his arms and embrace her deeply, making love to her for hours on end.  The scorching heat that swirled in his loins at the thought of possessing her was almost painful.  He had not felt that emotion in millennia.  Even during his long stay on Earth before the eternal slumber and when the last Sirian finally departed for Isis II, he had enjoyed the bodies of countless women, too numerous to recall, their faces but a blur in his ancient memory.  However, Dei-Annu’s touch, embrace, and fragrance were still fresh in his mind; he had never forgotten her.  She had been his only true love.  

When she had mentioned her mates, an abnormal pang of jealousy shot through his heart.  He had felt that same pang long ago, on Viraco, when he had seen her with another Pleiadian Guardian like herself, with whom she was in a relationship before he had arrived on her world.  She had left her lover to be with him even though their time together would be brief.  Their intense affair lasted for only a few short months before he was due to return to Earth to shut down the portal to Isis II for good and to enter the eternal slumber.  He had promised her that when he awoke, he would search for her and that they would continue their relationship where they had left off.  Now, instead of one rival to contend with, he had two.  This would be interesting, to say the least, he thought to himself.

Approaching the coastline, he could perceive in the distance a vast, calm turquoise sea that stretched endlessly into the horizon.  The small crystal ship was barely a visible dot ahead of him as it began to descend at a gentle angle toward the coast.  His keen eyes could discern the numerous white stone buildings along the shoreline.  The Atlantean ship suddenly dropped out of view, flying low over the jungle as it prepared to land.  With a dive, Amun-Ra followed the path of the small vessel, keeping his eye on where it would land.  Gently, he glided on the warm air currents, his outstretched wings casting a fleeting dark shadow over the tall treetops.  He approached the two-story white stone home, aiming to land where three ships, including the small ship the Guardian had been on, stood stationed in the long flowing grasses to the rear of the house.  

Landing gently in the clearing, he folded his wings up against his back, activating the Ankh crystal around his neck to render himself invisible as he left the shelter of the tall fruit trees for the gleaming white stone dwelling.  His ultra-sensitive hearing picked up the sound of two men’s voices conversing with Deanu as he walked down the stone path.  He did not yet understand the Atlantean language, but eventually, he would be able to speak it soon enough.  For now, telepathy would be his only way to communicate with them.

***
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DEANU HASTENED DOWN the stone path, having landed her bubbleship next to the speedster and the dragon ship.  There was no sign of Amun-Ra; hopefully, he had not gotten lost somewhere over Mayach.  She could see Enkarath and E’jah down on the beach, enjoying the warm day.  Enkarath had decided to forgo his duties in Kemet to spend the afternoon with E’jah before his friend left for the red planet.  The two men were lying on towels in their bathing trunks, enjoying a jug of mead between them.  She could hear them laughing as she approached.

Enkarath was the first one to notice her as she came down the incline.  His golden eyes were glowing with interest as she approached.  

“You’re early, my love!  We were just about to go back in the water!”  He exclaimed, finishing his mug of honey mead.  “Come join us, the water is refreshing!”

“You finished early for me?”  E’jah grinned, winking a long-lashed eye at her.

Deanu leant over to kiss E’jah, then Enkarath, happy to see her husbands.  “There’s nothing more I would rather do, but I’m here because something came up.  Come up to the house.”

The men looked at each other, worry emerging on their tanned faces.

“We have a visitor coming to join us in a few moments.  We should go inside and await him.  He’ll be arriving soon.”

Enkarath stood to his feet, pulling his breeches on over his swimming trunks with E’jah following suit.  They left their tunics on the sand, not bothering to put them on, for it was too hot.  

“Someone from the council of Azh’Laakia?”  Murmured E’jah, slipping his arm around her waist as they walked up the embankment.

“No, he’s not from around here.  You’ll see what I mean.”  

***
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“DEI-AANU, I AM OUTSIDE your home.”  The silken voice whispered in her head within moments of them entering the sitting room.

Deanu returned to the door, opening it for Amun-Ra to enter.  He smiled at her, his dark, sultry gaze peering once again into her naked soul.  She raised her mental barriers immediately, not wanting E’jah and Enkarath to feel her unsettled emotions.  

Amun-Ra’s almond-shaped eyes narrowed slightly at her; she knew that he sensed the mental wall she had just erected between them.

“Come in.”  She motioned for him to follow her into the sitting room.  The tall Sirian came face to face with E’jah and Enkarath.

“Enkarath, E’jah, this is Amun-Ra.  He is the Guardian of the Sirian portal here on Earth.”  She introduced the silent stranger to the two men.  “He doesn’t speak Atlantean, so he will converse with you telepathically.”

“He’s telepathic.  How interesting.”  Enkarath murmured, eyeing the newcomer curiously.  

Deanu studied the three men as they conversed telepathically.  Amun-Ra would look from E’jah to Enkarath and back again.  Every few moments, Enkarath would glance at her and back to Amun-Ra.  She could sense that something was bothering him.  He had raised his mental barriers the moment Amun-Ra had walked into the room; she couldn’t fathom why.  Did he feel threatened by the Sirian?

Amun-Ra and Enkarath were the same height, with the Sirian having a slighter build than that of the Osirion engineer.  All three men were bare-chested; their colouring almost the same, except that Enkarath and E’jah’s darkly tanned skin was from the sun, while Amun-Ra’s was naturally pigmented.  His dark skin appeared to shimmer slightly in the sunlight that penetrated the room through the open windows.  She could almost sense his bright aura touching her, making her head swim once again.

“Are you all right?”  He whispered in her mind, snapping her out of her reverie.

She glanced at him just as he averted his dark gaze away from her to continue his conversation with the two men.  Now E’jah was watching her with a dark eyebrow raised slightly.

“Are you feeling okay, my love?”  He queried, catching her sudden emotional spike.

“Yes, just tired.”  She reassured him.  She left the room, heading for the kitchen to get something cool to drink.  Her head was throbbing with the beginning of a headache.  She prepared a large jug of cold mango and lime juice, setting out frosty crystal goblets on the stone counter.  Filling a goblet, she drank the cold, refreshing liquid, relishing the coolness as it helped ease the heat of the day.  Once again, her thoughts strayed to Amun-Ra.  The feeling of having known him from somewhere was stronger than before.  When she had perceived the slight golden aura about his body when the sun had touched him, an ancient memory was triggered in her subconscious.  She had an image of her hand caressing his flat, muscled stomach as it shimmered like burnished gold in the morning sun.  She blinked her eyes rapidly from the vision, her lower extremities creeping with sexual warmth once again.  Taking a deep breath, she quelled the sensation before her husbands could sense it.  Emptying her goblet, she poured herself more of the tangy, sweet juice that tasted of sun and warmth.

Moments later, the three men joined her in the kitchen.  Enkarath’s face was tense, his jaw tightly clenched.  E’jah appeared perplexed, lost deep in thought as he reached for the jug to pour himself a goblet of juice.  Amun-Ra’s sensual, dark, feline-like eyes caught her own; for a brief moment, she felt his warm, encompassing empathetic connection brush her, then abruptly slip away.  She took the jug from E’jah, filling the remaining goblets with cold juice, handing one to Enkarath and the other to Amun-Ra.

“Thank-you Dei-Aanu.  It looks quite refreshing!”  He murmured gently, glancing briefly into her eyes as he lifted the brimming goblet to his full lips.

“I’ll take you and Amun-Ra to the portal in Kemet,” Enkarath stated.  He glanced over at E’jah, who nodded his head.

“I’ll stay to gather the children at your parents and bring them home,” E’jah said quietly.

Enkarath finished his drink.  Placing the empty goblet on the stone counter, he excused himself to head upstairs for a change of clothes.

E’jah and Amun-Ra were conversing with each other as they finished their drinks.  Deanu left the kitchen to head outside.  The Sirian’s proximity was playing havoc with her emotions.  It was draining all her mental strength to keep her swirling emotions from being sensed by her husbands.

Moments later, the three men joined her next to the dragon fighter.  Enkarath was attired in a black sleeveless tunic and breeches, carrying a plasma weapon belted to his thigh.  Opening the hatch, he entered the small fighter with Amun-Ra following suit.

“Be careful, darling,” E’jah whispered, his warm eyes filled with love as he kissed Deanu gently on the lips.

“I will.”  She could feel Amun-Ra’s curious gaze upon her as she left E’jah’s side to enter the fighter.

Deanu and Amun-Ra navigated their way into the cramped hold where two benches with safety harnesses occupied the small enclave.  Deanu pulled a harness over her head, motioning for Amun-Ra to do the same.  The roar of the single ion engine came to life, shaking the fuselage as Enkarath prepared for liftoff.  Deanu plugged her ears with her fingers to drown out the screeching cacophony of the thrusters as the small vessel lifted off.  Within moments, they were airborne and hurtling at breakneck speed low over the Atlantic Ocean.

Amun-Ra was seated across from her, discomfort in his obsidian eyes as he rested his head against the padded headrest.

“I never liked ships.  When my people inhabited this world, I flew with my wings everywhere.”  He smiled at her, revealing strong white teeth behind his full lips.  

“Were there other Guardians like you?”

“Yes, we were a group of seven.  Six Guardians left for our new world while I stayed behind.”

“Are they immortal too?”

“No, I am the only one.”

“How is that possible?  What was done for you to become immortal?

Enkarath joined them in the cramped hold, grasping the support beams of the fighter as he made his way over.  Pulling out a large black case from the bulkhead, he slid it next to Deanu, seating himself down on it.

“I’m not interrupting anything, am I?”  He glanced over at the quiet Sirian who was watching him peculiarly.

“No, of course not, my love.  We were just discussing his immortality.”  Deanu replied quickly, trying to reassure her sceptical husband.

Enkarath’s golden eyes widened with amazement.  “Immortal?  Are you serious?”  He chuckled, glancing back at Amun-Ra, who smiled at him.  “You are serious.  All right.”

“I have been asleep on your planet since before your people arrived here, Osirion.”

“I was under the impression that you arrived here on Earth when your portal opened between the worlds.”  

“My mistake.  I did not mention that when we talked earlier.  It’s a long story.”  Amun-Ra replied smoothly, his dark eyes studying the younger man.

“Yet you were explaining that long story to my wife,”  Enkarath replied curtly, his eyes narrowing slightly.  

“Enkarath, I hadn’t had a chance to explain everything that Amun-Ra recounted to me when he appeared in Azh’Laakia today.  I was in a hurry to get home and have you transport him to Kemet.”  Deanu quickly interjected, sensing the emotional tension rise between the two men.  She felt that they were conversing with each other about her.

“Why does he need us to transport him back to Kemet for?  Didn’t he arrive on a ship?”

A shrill alarm sounded from the cockpit.  Enkarath stood up and returned to the front of the fighter.

“Is everything all right?”  Deanu asked nervously, tightening her harness about her shoulders.

“Yes.  The long-range scanners picked up a lone Osirion patrol ship.”  Enkarath replied from the cockpit.  “I’m cloaking the ship right now and taking her down into the lower atmosphere.  I’ll have to pilot manually the rest of the way to Kemet to make sure we aren’t detected.”

“All right, my love.  Just get us there safely.”  She whispered mentally, glancing over at Amun-Ra, who was studying her intently, his exotic cat-like eyes hooded beneath his long ebony lashes.  He leaned back into the headrest, closing his eyes as the fighter rapidly descended to a lower altitude.  She watched how his heavily muscled chest rose gently with each deep breath that he inhaled as the ship sped downwards.  His chiselled abdominal muscles rippled ever so slightly above the sheer material of his loincloth.  She felt the abnormal heat begin to rise from her lower chakras once again.  She quelled the sensation, but not before Amun-Ra opened his black eyes, once again peering into her very soul.  She averted her gaze from him, closing her eyes to shut out the dull roar of the ion engine.

***
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“DEANU?”  Enkarath’s voice sounded in her head from far away.  “Deanu, we are approaching the ancient site of Abdju.”  She awoke with a start, rubbing her eyes.  Amun-Ra was gazing at her with a small smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.

“You are truly beautiful when you slumber, Dei-Aanu.  I have been admiring you all this time.  A perfect distraction from being imprisoned in this rattling metal cage.”  He murmured sultrily.  

“My love?  Did you fall asleep?”  Enkarath interrupted her thoughts once again.

“Yes, I’m awake now.”  She replied, removing her attention from the Sirian.

The dragon ship decelerated as it approached the jungle canopy.  Enkarath manoeuvred the small fighter towards an ancient basalt pier that jutted out into the lazily flowing waters of the Iteru.

Deanu ran her fingers through her long tresses, pinning a few strands that had fallen from her hair combs back atop her head.  Once again, she sensed Amun-Ra’s intense gaze upon her.

“Amun-Ra, you are making me uncomfortable.”  She crossed her arms over her chest.  “You do realise that my husband is here, don’t you?  I don’t want him sensing these strange emotions that you are transferring onto me.  He is, after all, an Osirion, and you don’t want to get on his bad side.”

“I am not transferring anything onto you.  Your ancient memories are awakening within your soul.”  Amun-Ra calmly replied, his eyes shimmering like pools of oil in the low lighting.

“What ancient memories?  I don’t know what you are referring to.”  

“Yes, you know perfectly well what I am talking about, Dei-Annu.  Back at your home, you had a vision, an ancient memory.  I experienced the same thing as you did.  It was your hand and my body that you saw.”

Deanu stiffened, her green eyes narrowing at the dark Sirian.  A flash of anger welled up through her spine, which she quickly quelled so as not to alert Enkarath.  “Were you monitoring my thoughts, Amun-Ra?  Invading my privacy?”  She snapped irately at him.

“I was not monitoring your thoughts,”  Amun-Ra replied gently.  “When your memories resurface, I see and feel the same images and emotions as you.  We are connected at the soul level.”

Deanu’s head began to throb with the beginning of a headache.  She didn’t want to believe what he was explaining to her, but it all made sense now.  Had she encountered him in a previous life, but when?  It was too much for her to take in at that moment.

“Please stop.  I don’t want to hear any more.”  She murmured, rubbing her forehead.

The fighter landed at that moment onto the stone pier.  The jolt of the landing gear touching down on the rock caused her headache to dissipate.  She unbuckled her harness with Amun-Ra following suit.  Standing, she stretched her legs, anxious to leave the fighter and put some distance between her and the Sirian.

Enkarath joined them in the hold, pulling out two radiation suits from the bulkhead.  He handed one to Deanu, glancing at the quiet Sirian at her side.  “I only have two suits.”

“I don’t need a suit, Osirion.”

“Of course you don’t, you’re immortal,” Enkarath replied sardonically.

“I have to put this on?  It’s already unbearably hot out there!  Deanu exclaimed, disappointed at having to wear the cumbersome contraption.

“This site is still very radioactive.  The ship’s sensors are reading a level that becomes dangerous after ten minutes without a suit on.”  Enkarath explained as he stepped into the white outfit.  Closing all the vents, he put on the gloves and started the internal mechanism for the air filtration and oxygen unit.  Checking over Deanu’s suit, he stepped back to open the fighter’s hatch.  A blast of hot, humid air entered the cool interior of the ship.  He led the way from the fighter, keeping Deanu and Amun-Ra behind him as he scoured the river banks and heavy foliage for anything out of the ordinary.  

Enkarath carried his plasma weapon, ready to fire.  Halting, he motioned for Amun-Ra to lead the way.  Once the Sirian had gained a few lengths ahead of him, he glanced back at Deanu, noticing her flushed features through the transparent helmet.

“Are you all right, my love?”

“Yes, just a headache from the flight.  It’s really noisy in that fighter of yours.”  She replied, smiling weakly up at him.  

He pulled her close.  “Stay near.  I know that it’s uninhabited here, but you never know what might be lurking in the jungle.”

“An Igigi?”  She teased, taking his muscular arm as they walked through the tall brush that bordered the jungle.

Amun-Ra pushed through the overhanging dense foliage, following a well-worn path that led to the hidden temple beneath the forest floor.  Deanu scanned the thick, knotted trees, observing the ancient Osirion ruins of Abdju covered in overgrown vines and moss.  

“So this ancient city is radioactive.  What happened?  War with the Igigi faction?”  

Enkarath laughed.  “No, nuclear core meltdown.”  

“Oh.  I’m sorry; I didn’t mean to be cynical.  There must have been many Osirion deaths.”

“Yes, thousands,”  Enkarath replied quietly as they trudged through the steaming jungle in their humid suits.

Deanu listened to the cacophony of birds and monkeys that cut through the thin insulating barrier of her suit.  She felt the thin material sticking to her damp skin, making her uncomfortable.  She focused on Amun-Ra, who was walking easily through the foliage, and slivers of light that managed to penetrate the dense canopy of trees fell upon his dark, honey-coloured skin.  She was mesmerised by the fluid movement of the long muscles in his back as he strolled ahead of them, his long legs rippling with dense muscle.

Once again, another vivid image flashed through her mind’s eye.  She saw her hand caressing his lower back while the hot sun of Viraco made his dark skin shimmer like burnished gold.  She could feel his smooth, silky skin beneath her fingertips, warm to her touch as she ran her hand up his spine and over the soft black feathers of his wings.  Shaking her head, she pushed the memory away upon feeling the torrid swirling vortex come alive deep within her core.  She clenched her teeth, summoning all of her mental capacity to prevent the burning emotion from surfacing and bursting through her empathetic connection to Enkarath.

Amun-Ra glanced over his shoulder at her, his dark eyes filled with knowing as he experienced her ancient memory in concurrence.  She looked over at Enkarath, who was scrutinising the jungle around them as they walked.  Thankfully, he seemed oblivious to what she was experiencing.  Sighing to herself, she inhaled a deep, shaky breath, trying to quell her emotions.  

Amun-Ra approached a large mound covered with foliage; pulling aside the thick vines and tree roots, he exposed the weathered stone archway that led into the underground temple.  He motioned for Enkarath and Deanu to follow him as he slipped into the dark passageway.  The stone corridor was dimly lit with blue lamps that the Igigi had affixed to the moss-covered walls.  Even through her suit’s filter, Deanu could detect the pungent odour of rotting vegetation that seemed to permeate the heavy, cool air as they descended beneath the forest floor.  Finally, they entered the large stone chamber that contained the two Power Ankhs at its centre.

Deanu gazed in wonder upon the massive black monoliths.  Their glistening surfaces highly polished, yet absorbing all the light available in the dim atmosphere.  The Power Crystals stood tall outside a circle of grey dolomite limestone covered in dark, slippery moss and tree roots.  The granite roof of the chamber was pierced by ancient tree roots that hung down over their heads.  

“Are those radiation suits?”  Deanu queried, studying the seven piles of white lumpy material placed outside the stone circle.

“Yes, similar to what we’re wearing.  Igigi issue, you can see the golden eagle on their shoulder pads.”  Enkarath mentioned, pushing aside one of the suits with his plasma weapon to reveal the small gold insignia.  

“Tshrnau passed through the portal with six of his soldiers?  

“Yes, seven Osirion entered my world,” Amun-Ra said, walking up to the dark granite wall. He touched the ancient stone with one hand.  A heavy block slid aside to reveal a thin blue crystal panel that slid forward until it was flush with the wall.  Touching the crystal, the blue screen shimmered with the recorded image of the Commander and his men within the stone circle just as the Power Ankhs activated.

Enkarath leant forward to scrutinise the recorded image. 

“Anilah activated the portal. Tshrnau and his men went through.  You can see there, in the corner, an Osirion soldier.”  He pointed at the image.  “There, in the background, is another Osirion, most likely an Igigi.  I don’t see any weapons on him, and he appears to be slightly hunched over.  Seems like an older man.”

Deanu studied the image carefully.  “A guide?”  She glanced at Amun-Ra.  “Amun-Ra, the tunnel, and passageways were recently excavated.  Do you have any more images before the Power Ankh’s activation?”

“The crystal data log only records the first few moments before the activation of the Power Ankhs.  I’m sorry; there is nothing more I can show you.”  The tall Sirian replied solemnly.

“Wait,” Enkarath interjected, pointing to a small symbol on the suited shoulder of the older man.  “Can you enhance that?”

Amun-Ra slid his hand across the screen.  He paused the recording, increasing the size of the miniature symbol on the unknown Osirion’s radiation suit.

Enkarath studied the enlarged image of a gold eagle’s head with diminutive Osirion writing beneath the logo.  “It’s the coat of arms for the Igigi Archaeological department.”

“So that is an archaeologist?”

“Yes.  Tshrnau most likely hired him to search for the portal.”

“I must leave now.  The longer I am here, the more damage this Tshrnau will be creating on Isis II.”  Amun-Ra slid his hand once again over the blue crystal, shutting down the device.  The screen slipped back into the hidden recesses of the granite wall while the stone block slipped back into its original position to seal the opening.

“What do you want me to do?”  Deanu asked, looking up at him.

“Once I’m in the circle, place your hands into the carved recess of the Ankh here.”  Amun-Ra began, striding over to the Power Crystal to show her where the machined indentations were placed.  “Remove your gloves.  You then reach out to the Power Ankhs and connect to their energy.  Once the portal opens and I vanish, the Crystals will power down of their own accord, and you can remove your hands.”  He explained, his deep, unwavering gaze never leaving her face.

“What will you do with Tshrnau when you find him?”  Enkarath queried.

“We will detain him and keep him locked away on our world.  We cannot allow this Osirion to return to Earth and reveal our portal.”
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