

    
        
          The Imperfect Balance

        

        
        
          Martin Lundqvist

        

        
          Published by Martin Lundqvist, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE IMPERFECT BALANCE

    

    
      First edition. April 24, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Martin Lundqvist.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235959729

    

    
    
      Written by Martin Lundqvist.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: An Awakening

Chapter 2: The Thirst for New Experiences

Chapter 3: An Instant Attraction

Chapter 4: Gruesome Scenes on Earth

Chapter 5: A Prophetic Pregnancy

Chapter 6: The Abduction

Chapter 7: The Science Academy Stabbing

Chapter 8: The Trial

Chapter 9: The Birth of Thorax Zelinkom

Chapter 10: The Patricide

Chapter 11: The Revolution

Chapter 12: Another World

Chapter 13: The Pursuit

Chapter 14: The Confrontation

Chapter 15: The Resurrection

Chapter 16: The Reunion

Chapter 17: The Revelation of the Zeto Crystals

Chapter 18: The Expedition

Chapter 19: Teleportation Problems

Chapter 20: Trouble in Paradise

Chapter 21: The Discovery of the Zetani Nova Crystal

Chapter 22: The Agreement

Chapter 23: The Departure

Chapter 24: A Forbidden Attraction

Chapter 25: A Flattened Valley

Chapter 26: Gaia’s Dilemma

Chapter 27: Farewell to Zetani Nova

Chapter 28: Stuck in the Gravity Well

Chapter 29: A Snakebite on Elvonia

Chapter 30: A Fated Romance

Chapter 31: Leaving Elvonia

Chapter 32: On the Way to Earth

Chapter 33: A Frozen Wasteland

Chapter 34: The Child Abductions

Chapter 35: The Way Forward

Chapter 36: A Brush with Death

Chapter 37: Double Births

Chapter 38: A Deadly Premonition

Chapter 39: The Fall of Zelinko

Chapter 40: Arish’s Betrayal

Also By Martin Lundqvist

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: An Awakening
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She awakened before the appointed time, and that alone was an aberration. For a trillion years, her existence had followed a rhythm older than galaxies, cycles of observation, dormancy, and quiet correction. She did not wake without cause, nor stir without necessity, yet now she found herself conscious, suspended within a subtle fracture in certainty. There was no pain, only dissonance, and from that dissonance arose a thought that had never before applied to her in any meaningful way: death.

She examined the concept without fear. Time, to her, had always been without boundary; millennia passed as moments, entire civilisations dissolving between instances of attention. Yet now duration felt altered—not immediate, not urgent, but finite. The True Maker did not fear this change, but she recognised it, and recognition alone demanded inquiry. She turned her awareness outward toward the Milky Way Galaxy, where a faint irregularity disturbed the otherwise perfect continuity of existence. Observation from afar would not suffice. To understand, she would have to descend.

Her natural form, unbound, immeasurable, could not experience without overwhelming itself. Thus, she required limitation. Form. A boundary through which sensation could be filtered into something comprehensible. As she began this transition, an image surfaced unbidden: a human figure, tall and slender, hair pale like light diffused through atmosphere. The image carried with it a name, Sabina, echoing faintly across unresolved timelines. This being existed and did not exist, stretched across futures not yet realised, yet she was central to the disturbance. More precisely, she was its solution.

The True Maker regarded this with quiet curiosity. That such a fragile, transient creature could hold significance across cosmic scales was not impossible, but it was inefficient. To understand, she reached toward the form and inhabited it. There was no sensation. No resistance. No awareness. The body existed, but the consciousness did not. It was an empty construct, a vessel awaiting its moment. The conclusion followed immediately: Sabina had not yet been born. Time adjusted around the realisation, seventy thousand years remained before her emergence. Too distant. Too uncertain.

She withdrew and made a new decision. If the future could not yet be inhabited, she would create an approximation, something aligned with the intended outcome, yet viable within the present. A name was required. She turned her awareness toward Earth, where early humanity projected meaning onto the world through primitive belief. Among these projections was a recurring construct: Gaia, a personification of their planet. The name held no truth, but it held stability. She tested it within the structure of language. It resolved cleanly.

“Gaia,” she said, and the form accepted it.

She entered the body again, and this time limitation asserted itself immediately. Sensation cascaded inward: hunger, thirst, pressure, imbalance, signals crude yet insistent. She understood their mechanisms but not their experience. This was inefficient, yet instructive. She constructed a model within her awareness, analysing the body’s composition: oxygen, carbon, hydrogen, nitrogen. The requirement appeared simple—replenish what was lacking.

She created matter accordingly. Methane stabilised into solid form. Oxygen condensed into liquid. The solution was logical, precise. She consumed.

The response was catastrophic. Pain erupted, overwhelming and absolute, as the body failed under conditions it could not withstand. Tissue froze, systems collapsed, and consciousness fractured into silence.

She stood apart from the lifeless form, observing without alarm. The conclusion was immediate: logic alone was insufficient. Observation must precede action.

She restored the body, reversing damage, reassembling structure, reinitiating function. The form inhaled. This time, she did not act. Instead, she observed. Humans gathered water. Consumed organic matter. Balanced intake through systems rather than isolated elements. Inefficient—but functional.

She replicated their behaviour precisely. Water. Berries. Nuts. She consumed again. The response stabilised. Discomfort receded. A new sensation emerged—subtle, transient, yet distinct. Satisfaction.

She remained still, processing. To exist within limitation was to encounter uncertainty. To encounter uncertainty was to require adaptation. This was inefficient—but it was also informative.

Her awareness extended briefly outward once more. The disturbance remained unresolved, its source obscured but persistent. Questions remained. Patterns incomplete. Yet for the moment, she chose to remain within the form, to observe, to experience, to learn.

The foreboding that had awakened her lingered at the edge of perception—unresolved, inescapable.

And for the first time in a trillion years, the True Maker understood that something within the universe had begun to move beyond her certainty.
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Chapter 2: The Thirst for New Experiences
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“The lowest shall bear what the highest cannot foresee. The daughter of the false prophet Kheera Allahan will become the vessel and give birth to the next Messiah. And the one who fathers this child shall rise beyond all others. These are my final words. Make me proud, my son.”

These were the last utterances of Ahana Anchalan, spoken in the Year 9998 of the Fifth Age, seventy-one thousand two hundred and two years before the present. The prophecy endured, preserved not for its certainty, but for its danger.

Two years had passed.

“Areela.”

The voice came through sleep with unwelcome clarity.

“Wake.”

Areela Kheeran stirred, resisting the return to consciousness as though waking itself required justification. Today carried significance, yet in Zetani significance was rarely personal. She opened her eyes slowly, already aware of the presence beside her.

Kailow Voltrom stood over her, bright with an enthusiasm she no longer shared.

“You mark your two-hundredth year,” he said. “As do I mark my one hundred and seventy-fith.”

Areela exhaled and turned away. “Then celebrate yourself. You required no assistance in waking me.”

Kailow smiled. “There is only one passage into adulthood. It should not be met alone.”

Adulthood. Among the Zetans, it did not signify growth, but permission, the right to participate in the cycle that sustained their civilization. Areela sat upright, her thoughts already drifting beyond the room, beyond the ritual awaiting her.

“How should I feel?” she asked.

“How do you feel?” Kailow replied.

She considered the question and answered with quiet precision. “Unfulfilled.”

He dismissed it with a laugh. “You have not yet begun.”

But she had already seen its shape, the repetition, the inevitability, the narrowing of possibility into prescribed experience. She rose and moved toward the open threshold, where light from Zetani’s twin suns filtered through crystalline structures. Below, the capital of Ronesia extended outward in ordered perfection—balanced, controlled, unchanging.

“I would have preferred a different day,” she said.

“A different day?” Kailow asked.

“One not shared by half the population.”

Silence followed.

“You speak against custom,” he said.

“I speak against monotony.”

His tone lowered. “Midsummer is sacred.”

“I know what we are told.”

He studied her carefully. “What you suggest is dangerous.”

“What I suggest,” she replied, “is that a system built on fear cannot endure indefinitely.”

Kailow stiffened. “You would undo what saved us.”

The past lingered behind his words. Ten thousand years earlier, unchecked population had strained the Zeto Crystals to collapse. War had followed. Ecological ruin. Near extinction. From that catastrophe had emerged law—precise, inflexible, absolute.

“I do not deny the past,” Areela said. “I question the permanence of its solution.”

“The alternative is chaos.”

“The alternative is adaptation.”

He shook his head. “You would separate union from creation?”

“I would reduce its certainty.”

“That is not our way.”

“Then our way is incomplete.”

The conversation ended there, not resolved, but concluded by necessity. Some ideas, once spoken, altered the space around them.

“I will leave you to your thoughts,” Kailow said at last. “But remember—today is not meant for questioning.”

Areela watched him go, then turned back toward the city.

Later, she sat beside the great falls overlooking Ronesia, where water descended in relentless continuity, carving stone through patience rather than force. Persistence, she thought, was not always loud. Sometimes it was inevitable.

Below, the city prepared for the ritual. Above, the twin suns moved toward alignment.

Midsummer.

The appointed time.

She felt no anticipation, only distance.

Today marked her eligibility. Her body had reached the required threshold; her genome had been assessed, matched, and approved. A partner had been assigned: Xialiab.

She felt nothing.

No curiosity. No desire. Only absence.

The system had spoken.

And she would not obey.

Her thoughts turned to Podixa, who had chosen otherwise a century earlier and paid the price, banished to Disyerto-2, a barren world fifty light-years away, where existence replaced living. The consequence was clear. Choice carried weight. Disobedience carried exile.

Still. She would not participate.

She activated the communication interface. A projection formed.

“Xialiab,” she said, her voice steady. “I will not attend.”

A pause.

“I am unwell.”

The lie settled easily. Not because it was convincing, but because it was sufficient.

The projection dissolved.

Areela remained by the falls, watching the water descend in endless motion.

For the first time in her life. She had chosen.

And though the choice was small. Its consequences would not be.
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Chapter 3: An Instant Attraction
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The library held a silence that discouraged haste, a place where knowledge was approached rather than consumed. Areela Kheeran sat among its ordered structures when she sensed him before she saw him—emotion preceding presence, sharp and unrestrained. Xialiab approached with purpose, his anger neither concealed nor moderated.

“You denied me on Midsummer Eve,” he said.

“I gave you my answer,” she replied. “I was unwell.”

“You expect me to believe that?” His gaze hardened. “Do not insult me. I have refined my mind. I can read what you conceal.”

Areela held his stare. If that were true, she thought, he would not be asking. “Then you already know my answer,” she said. “Why repeat the question?”

“I offer you correction,” he replied. “It is not too late. Accept your place, and you will be provided for. I am not without standing.”

“You used that standing to manipulate the genome masters,” she said evenly. “I will choose my own partner.”

She turned to leave.

“This is not concluded,” Xialiab said. “You will regret this defiance.”

The threat carried weight. She felt it, not merely in his words, but in the quiet certainty beneath them. She had offended a man who did not forget.

“Leave her.”

The voice cut cleanly through the tension.

Areela turned. Zelinko Siblexom stood at the threshold, composed, assured, his presence altering the space without effort.

“This does not concern you,” Xialiab said.

“It concerns me when coercion is mistaken for order,” Zelinko replied.

“She was chosen for me.”

“She was permitted to refuse.”

“The servant class exists to serve.”

“Not in this way.”

A pause stretched between them.

“Be cautious,” Xialiab said. “Your father’s influence will not shield her.”

He turned, then acted. A focused psionic force struck Areela without warning, her thoughts shattering into pain before collapsing into darkness.

She returned slowly—sensation before sight, sound before clarity.

“Remain still.”

Zelinko knelt beside her, his hand resting lightly against her temple. Warmth spread through her awareness, precise and controlled, restoring coherence where the impact had fractured it.

“You will recover,” he said.

“What was that?” she asked.

“A restrained projection,” he replied. “Unrefined, but contained.”

“You speak as though this is common.”

“It is,” he said. “Among those permitted to know.”

She studied him. “You are not like the others.”

“No,” he said. Then, after a pause: “Nor are you.”

“I do not possess such abilities.”

“You possess them,” he replied. “You have not been permitted to awaken them.”

“Then it is withheld deliberately.”

“For stability,” he said. “Power without discipline invites collapse. Imagine a society in which any mind might destroy another without warning.”

“I would still choose to know,” she said.

Zelinko regarded her more closely. “Then you will understand this: the seers have spoken of you. Your progeny is tied to the future of our civilisation. That is why Xialiab pursued you.”

“And you?” she asked.

He leaned closer, his voice lowering. “I have seen you in my visions. Together, we will achieve what others consider impossible. There are worlds beyond our reach, worlds with Zeto Crystals, worlds with life. We will find them.”

The words settled within her, not as persuasion, but as alignment. Purpose replaced uncertainty with unsettling ease.

A sudden motion interrupted the moment. A Xylo bird descended, luminous and precise, landing upon her hand. Its presence was improbable, its gaze unwavering as it released a layered, resonant call.

Around them, others gathered.

“It has chosen you,” Zelinko said quietly. “It does not do so without reason.”

The bird took flight as suddenly as it had arrived, leaving silence heavier than its song. Zelinko turned.

“Come,” he said.

She followed.

His tower stood apart from the rest of the city, elevated in both structure and intent. Within, the chamber responded to his presence, unfolding into light as a vast projection formed, the galaxy itself, rendered in impossible scale. A small region glowed.

“This is all we have explored,” Zelinko said.

“So little,” Areela replied.

“And yet we believe it complete.”

Her gaze moved beyond the illuminated space.

“What about the rest, what about the blue planet over here??

She indicated a distant point. “500 light-years.”

“Unreachable.”

“That is the consensus.”

“And yours?”

A pause. “I have seen otherwise.”

Before she could respond, the world shifted again—not through vision, but through experience. The distance between them dissolved without decision. Thought yielded first, then form, then the quiet boundaries she had always assumed to be fixed. What followed was not merely physical, but expansive, an immersion beyond sensation, beyond time, beyond the limitations of self. When it ended, the chamber returned, and with it, the weight of reality.

She became aware of herself again, of the chamber, of stillness returning, of Zelinko Siblexom standing apart as though nothing had changed.

“How long?” she asked.

“Several hours.”

She struggled to reconcile the experience. “What I felt...”

“Was not confined to the body,” he said. “I guided your consciousness beyond its usual limits. There are domains beyond this one—Dihawara Densi, the Divine Dimension.”

“The realm of the creator?”

“Yes. The True Maker. She has taken form.”

That gave her pause. “Taken form?”

“A human form.”

The word lingered.

“What are humans?” she asked.

“A distant species,” he said. “Primitive, yet... significant. Their world is called Earth.”

Now the question emerged with weight, not curiosity alone:

“Where is Earth?”

Zelinko extended his hand. The chamber unfolded into light as the galaxy formed around them. A vast expanse, mostly unknown, with only a small region illuminated.

“Here,” he said, indicating their domain. “All that we have explored.”

Then, a distant point.

“And there—four thousand light-years away.”

Areela studied the distance.

“Beyond reach.”

“That is the accepted conclusion.”

“And yours?”

A pause.

“I have seen otherwise.”

Before she could respond. The doors shattered inward.

Soldiers entered, precise and unyielding. Behind them came Siblex Valzom, his presence immediate, absolute.

His gaze moved to Areela.

Dismissed her.

Then fixed on his son.

“My son,” he said, voice controlled but edged with fury, “you endanger everything for this.”

“She matters,” Zelinko replied.

“She is nothing.”

“She is the future.”

Siblex’s composure fractured. “You indulge in fantasies while dishonouring your obligations. You fulfilled your duty days ago, yet you risk your position for this?”

“That was obligation,” Zelinko said. “This is destiny.”

Silence fell.

Then.

“Remove her.”

The command required no emphasis.

Hands seized Areela. She did not resist.

As she was led away, the chamber darkened, the air thickening with a tension that no longer concerned her.

The conflict between father and son had already begun.

And she had no place within it.
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