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PROLOGUE
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The blue planet Earth has so much to offer, with its majestic mountains, bountiful forests, and deep blue oceans. Few people ever take advantage of seeing all the sights. But there is a certain other planet, inhabited by a people void of emotions, without bodies, who have forgotten what it’s like to truly live. They can’t remember what it is like to love, to fear, to hate, or the joy of touch, taste, smell, and sight. For the last twelve thousand years, they have been coming to Earth for a vacation of sorts, to experience what it’s like to be human. The humans they inhabit wake afterward as if they had a dream. Their friends, associates, and family suspect something is different, but are never able to put two and two together before the guest leaves and returns them back to their regular lives... well, most of the time.
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CHAPTER ONE - THE SOJOURNERS 
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On a not-so-ordinary and ancient planet, in a distant sea of galaxies at the very edge of our own universe, a large gathering was underway. The event took place every eleven Earth years, when the Earth’s Sun reached solar maximum, the peak of its cycle.

Millions of years ago, the Anatoli had shed their physical forms and become beings of pure energy—a model of perfection. They had transcended four-dimensional reality, ascending into higher dimensions where they could fully access and manipulate the Source code of the All-Source through technology no other species had ever approached. The one drawback was the loss of bodily senses. Over millions of years, that loss was forgotten, and the Anatoli thrived. They became a dominant force in their galaxy, riding waves of light across the known universe, ever expanding their knowledge.

But after countless eons of perfect existence, something changed. The Elders sensed trouble ahead—trouble they could foresee but not prevent. The eldest among them were fading; their conscious force was dimming. After long collective study, they concluded the cause: a fatal lack of physical stimulus. Without it, their people would be extinct in just ten million Earth years. They needed drastic action, something that defied the very laws from which they had arisen.

As the most advanced beings in the known universe, they could not halt the fading on their own. The Elders proposed a radical solution: stimulation from elsewhere. Their attention turned to the blue planet Earth.

The key to their power lay in uniting their individual energies into one vast Source. Working in perfect agreement, they devised a lottery to select Sojourners. Only twelve thousand names would be drawn each cycle, to avoid overburdening the humans most likely to survive the process. Winners attended conditioning and education, learning how to select and inhabit a patron.

Choices were offered in classifications: Adventure, Romance, Fun, Danger, Decadence, and Mystery. Patrons were matched in advance by DNA profiles, brain receptor molecules, and probable outcomes. Not every human possessed the necessary matrices, so precision was essential. Once tagged, a patron became the target for a Sojourner’s light.

Most journeys lasted one Earth day. For those who chose Mystery, however, the rules differed. They received a new, random patron each day for five days. Few selected this path; the analytical Anatoli feared both the overwhelming stimulus and the risk of harming incompatible hosts. None knew that Mystery offered the Elders the richest data, or that free choice was required for the process to work.

The time for the next lottery arrived. With flawless precision, the selected Sojourners assembled to confirm their choices. Two of them, Belem and Hedon, spoke quietly.

“Have you chosen your patron?” Belem asked.

“Danger,” Hedon replied. “I hear it is the most stimulating.”

Belem paused, then said, “I chose Mystery.”

Hedon considered this. “Few choose that. The unknown can be... unpredictable.”

“I know,” Belem answered. “Yet it calls to me in a way I cannot fully explain.”

An Elder appeared to each separately, accepting their choices and delivering final instructions. They must remain the full allotted time—no longer. A human brain could safely contain Anatolian energy for five days at most; beyond that, reasoning would erode, dissociation could follow, and permanent damage was certain. Should the patron die during occupation, the Sojourner would perish too, lost forever to the Source.

The Sojourners learned the effects on their hosts. Harm must be avoided; humans provided the richest sensory and emotional experiences yet discovered. To prepare, they focused on their tagged patrons. They would ride a pulsed beam of light faster than light itself, navigating vast spacetime with meticulous accuracy to reach Earth during the narrow solar window.

Once inserted, they would share all the patron’s memories for seamless blending and total control. When they departed, the human would believe it had all been a dream. Mystery travelers would leap from patron to patron daily, and on the fifth day must be in open terrain for safe return.

No Sojourner was to alter a patron’s life in any lasting way. Upon return, experiences on the blue planet must remain private—an order the Elders gave without explanation, their collective gaze turning briefly inward.

The moment came. The Sojourners aligned themselves. With a flash of light, they were gone.
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CHAPTER TWO - JOHN AND SARA
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Upon arrival, Belem’s nested memories informed him that he was standing in a large grassy field, when he then felt something fall on his foot. He looked down to see a dog that he knew was called Skip. Skip had dropped a plastic disc called a Frisbee on his foot. Belem breathed in deeply, and felt a rush of oxygen and the emotions his host had toward the beloved dog. He bent down, picked up the Frisbee and knew he was supposed to throw it. As he released the smooth colorful disk, Skip took off, jumped high in the air with a twist of his tail and caught it in his mouth. Skip returned the slobbery plastic disc to him and Belem enthusiastically tossed it again. Skip then returned it a second time, and dropped it beside Belem’s foot. Belem leaned over and patted the dog on his head. Skip panted as his tongue draped over his lower teeth, his light brown eyes fixed on his master and ears alert. Belem could feel love for the dog, and felt very proud of his furry companion. When Belem sat down in the grass, Skip jumped up with his paws onto his chest and began relentlessly licking him on the face. Belem began laughing because he enjoyed this very much. Then Skip rolled over for his belly to be rubbed, which Belem did with joy. He could feel the deep connection that this man had with this animal. How curious. This was such a pleasant experience that if it were possible, he would enjoy having his own dog, but his planet didn’t have dogs. In fact, he could not remember it had any animals at all. Belem played with the dog and gazed up at the deep blue sky as white and grey tinged clouds drifted above him. He drew in and savored all of the sounds and smells. He had never felt fur before, or grass or leaves. He knew what all of the smells were, having the memories, but he had never experienced them before. Memories were not the same as experiences. He reasoned that experiences were like memories but with many layers of greater sensory perception. The depth and beauty of emotions was completely different and he was in awe of it.

Belem gazed across the green grassy field, seeing other humans enjoying their fine day at the park. He looked down at his feet, and then to his hands and thought how strange it was to need such things. To be confined to this body yet able to extend its perception through the senses. The Anatolians had much higher evolved forms but could not feel all the things the way that humans did. The yellow sun felt warm on his face, and the wind gave a gentle cooling to his skin. He smelled the grasses, flowers and trees which were all so wonderful. All these scents mixed with the smokey aroma of chargrilled hamburgers. As he looked in the direction of the chargrilled aroma, he saw a woman he recognized as Sara, the human’s mate. She was cooking on a small grill, so he decided to go check it out closer.

Belem and Skip walked over to Sara, and she said, “You boys work up an appetite yet?”

Belem listened to the sound of her soft voice which was different than his. Because Anatolians are neither male nor female, this struck him as very curious.

“Hey John are you hungry yet? Would you like to eat?” Sara asked, one hand on her left hip and spatula held up in the other.

“Oh yes that sounds wonderful!” Belem answered.

Sara gave him a crooked smile and told him to sit down. She then filled a white paper plate with a hamburger, potato salad, and yellow corn chips. He took the plate, drawing in the aroma, and watched her make her own plate. She gave Skip his own hamburger plate also, which Skip made short work of before they could eat theirs.

“Oh yes, Skip likes hamburgers also doesn’t he.” Belem said.

Sara stroked Skip between his soft ears and said, “We can’t forget our little four-legged son, can we?”

Belem smoothed the furry ears on Skip’s head and said “Yes he is a good son isn’t he.”

Sara looking satisfied at the answer then asked, “So how is your burger, John?”

Belem had never eaten before, since there was no need for it where he came from. Their Source, star and planet replenished them. Belem carefully picked up his burger in two hands, and took a bite while sauces lightly dripped onto his hands. The flavors swirled around in his mouth, and his tongue felt the pure goodness of it. Wanting to repeat the experience he took another bite, and this time he closed his eyes and savored it as his lips drew in. He rolled the happy combination of ingredients around in his mouth so each taste bud would get a chance. The moist warm meat was infused with the smoke of the charcoal grill and flavored with salt, pepper, ketchup, mustard, cheese, dill pickle and nestled in a toasted bun. It was magnificent! So, Belem ate every bite and licked his fingers clean. He was going to really enjoy this!

“You were hungry, weren’t you?” Sara said.

“This is the best burger I have ever eaten!” he said.

It was in fact the only burger he had ever eaten. Sara smiled at him with those dimpled cheeks and said thank you, then leaned over and kissed him on his ketchup flavored mouth. Belem reached up and felt his lips where she had kissed him. Her lips were soft and warm and he recalled John’s memories of them doing more than kissing.

“Would you like to make love now?” Belem said.

“Let me finish my potato salad first.” Sara said with a laugh.

“Of course, let’s finish this wonderful meal, and then we shall make love,” Belem said as though this was perfectly natural.

“That’s no way to woo a girl who hasn’t even finished her picnic yet.” Sara countered.

Belem thought she might be sensing that something was different about John. He thought that maybe he wasn’t fooling her and felt his heart rate increase as the emotion of fear came over him.

“I was just kidding John.” Sara said, her freckled forehead slightly creasing between her eyes.

“Oh yes, I was also kidding.” replied Belem.

Sara gave him a strange sideways look, smiled and leaned in and gave him a long deep passionate salty kiss.

She whispered, “Wait till I get you home.”

Belem thought to himself that the kiss was as good as eating his burger as he felt his whole body give in to Sara’s kiss. He also noticed his body chemistry change and other strange sensations. Most of his other senses shut down to give priority to what they were doing. He tasted the potato salad on her lips, which added to the pleasure of her kiss. His heart rate was elevating, and his blood flow increased to the point that he was aware that his reproductive organ was swelling in size.

He looked at Sara and said “Look at what has happened. It seems that your kiss has altered my condition. It has made me hungry. I mean horny,” and laughed.

Sara rolled her eyes smiling. “You better control that thing before someone sees it.”

Belem placed his hands over top of it, “I can’t make it stop.”

Sara’s voice changed to a softer and deeper tone. Her eyes closed a little and she said, “If you’re done eating, maybe we could walk back home, and take care of that problem.”
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