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PREFACE
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Welcome to a future shaped by choice.

Blue Star is a compelling blend of weaving together ancient climate fiction, cli-fi, climate change fiction, and environmental science fiction, mysteries, environmental warnings, global politics, and cosmic adventure. As Earth faces mounting ecological crises and the consequences of humanity's treatment of the natural world, unseen forces watch from beyond the stars.

At the heart of this story is a race against time. Through a unique first contact sci fi books narrative, readers discover a hidden struggle between extraterrestrial civilizations seeking to influence humanity's future. Combining the visionary themes of eco sci-fi and ecofiction with the deeper questions of spiritual fiction and metaphysical fiction, Blue Star explores consciousness, free will, and mankind's relationship with both the Earth and the universe. 

When first writing this story, the Persian Gulf conflict had just begun and the world was teetering on the verge of all-out warfare, so it was a natural choice to include this scenario briefly into the story. There was no way of knowing which way the conflict would go, so time-travel was introduced, along with the concept of changing history through the combined effort of individuals, working towards a common goal.

This concept is not new – I have come across it several times in the past, in films, books and lectures, but the idea was reinforced when a friend showed me a video that emphasized that we can change our reality through projecting our combined positive thoughts. This book is my contribution to spreading that message.
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PROLOGUE
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Earth is known by many names.

To its inhabitants it is home. To scientists, it is a living system of interconnected oceans, forests, atmosphere, and ecosystems. To future generations, it may become either a warning or a promise. From far beyond the limits of human perception, others know it simply as the blue planet.

For centuries, humanity has looked to the skies searching for answers, unaware that it is itself being watched. Hidden from view, advanced civilizations observe a world standing at a critical crossroads. They have witnessed countless planets rise, flourish, and decline. They understand a truth that humanity is only beginning to discover: the greatest threat to a civilization rarely comes from beyond the stars. More often, it comes from within.

As a work of climate fiction and cli-fi, Blue Star explores a future shaped by the choices humanity makes today. It is a story rooted in the growing challenges facing our world, where environmental degradation, resource depletion, and political ambition combine to place unprecedented pressure on the delicate systems that sustain life.

Blending climate change fiction with epic interstellar adventure, the novel examines a planet approaching a turning point. Rising ecological stresses, dependence on finite resources, and the unintended consequences of technological progress become the battleground upon which humanity's future will be decided.

At the same time, Blue Star expands beyond traditional environmental themes into the realm of climate change science fiction and environmental science fiction, asking a profound question: what if the fate of Earth affects far more than humanity alone? What if the survival of one world has consequences that ripple throughout the cosmos?

The story unfolds through the lens of a hidden first contact sci fi narrative. Extraterrestrial civilizations have long monitored Earth's development, quietly observing humanity's triumphs and failures while respecting a universal law of free will. Yet as environmental pressures escalate and global tensions mount, remaining silent becomes increasingly difficult.

As both eco sci-fi and ecofiction, Blue Star reflects on humanity's relationship with nature, exploring whether a species can continue to exploit its environment without eventually facing the consequences. The novel presents Earth not as a collection of separate nations and resources, but as a living world whose balance depends on the choices of those who inhabit it.

Beneath the action and adventure lies another journey. Drawing on themes of spiritual fiction and metaphysical fiction, the story explores consciousness, personal responsibility, and the possibility that thought itself plays a vital role in shaping reality. It asks whether humanity's greatest evolution may be not technological, but spiritual.

Ultimately, Blue Star is a story of hope.

It is the story of a world facing immense challenges, of unseen guardians watching from the shadows, and of a future that has not yet been written. For while the warnings may be real, the outcome remains uncertain.

The choice, as always, belongs to humanity.

“The Blue Star is like a precious gem in its raw state. Only special people have the insight to look beyond and see the real beauty. Once the outside layer is polished, everyone sees and admires the gem, drawn to it for whatever reason.”

Dawn Farr
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CHAPTER ONE
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BIRTH OF ASTAR

“Your thoughts shape the universe, Zakeera. Guard them well.”

The White-Star's words echoed in Zakeera’s mind, not as a lesson but as a warning. He stood at the helm, jaw clenched, eyes fixed on the looming threat ahead. Beneath his calm exterior, a storm of doubt and anger churned - emotions he’d spent years learning to master. His mentor’s teachings had always seemed abstract, but now, with the fate of worlds at stake, they felt urgent and real.

His mentor, the White-Star, had always tried to impress upon him the importance of controlling one’s thoughts. He’d said that the power of projected thought is underrated and underutilized.

“It can be used to empower the positive or feed the negative,” the White-Star had said.

Zakeera’s eyes narrowed as he tried to come in control of his anger at the intrusion by his alien foe.

A voice came from the intercom.

“I’ve never seen a Darket intrusion craft this big before.”

It was Arkaydo, Zakeera’s comrade and closest confidant, calling from the neighboring craft. Their bond ran deeper than friendship - tempered by countless battles, shared secrets, and the kind of loyalty forged only in the crucible of danger. Zakeera, despite his superior abilities, had often set aside his own ambitions to support Arkaydo. That selflessness, he realized, had shaped him as much as any training.

“I have to admit I’m surprised by the size,” Zakeera replied.

The enemy ship filled the void ahead - an arrogant display of power. Zakeera’s pulse quickened. He’d anticipated a Darket incursion, but not this: a single, colossal battleship, as if the enemy believed themselves invincible. He exchanged a glance with Arkaydo on the visual display screen, reading the same mix of apprehension and determination in his friend’s eyes.

The Astar Command’s struggle against the Darkets was etched into Zakeera’s very being. He’d grown up on stories of rebellion and sacrifice - of planets lost and won, of hope kindled in the darkest times. The war had shaped his people, and it had shaped him. Yet, as he stared at the enemy ship, he wondered if he was ready for what was to come.

The war had encompassed the universe, the ferocity of it threatening to destroy whole planets and solar systems. When the Darkets finally realized they’d lost control of their former subjects and that a prolonged war would threaten to destroy a large portion of their remaining territory, they'd agreed to a truce. From that time on they’d resorted to more subtle tactics of manipulation in trying to win new member planets to their regime, concentrating their efforts on solar systems on the outer fringe of the galaxy. 

It was because of this that Zakeera was surprised the Darkets had resorted to their warfare mentality in their attempt to add planet Earth to their conquests. The Darkemire philosophy had always been the same: consume, extract, conquer. Worlds were measured   by resources, never by their beauty or their ability to sustain life.

“They obviously don’t realize we’ve anticipated their move,” said Arkaydo.

“Yeah!” Zakeera replied. “The White-Star’s decision to set up a base on Mars to monitor intrusions into this nine-planet solar system was wise. The Darkets obviously thought this would be an easy conquest, the people of Earth not having the technology to defend themselves.”

“So, they send one battleship?”

“Arrogance,” said Zakeera. “Without our presence here, which they’ve obviously not expected, they’d have had an open entry to this solar system, so a single battleship would be all they’d need. Technology on Earth is at its infancy, so the people of that planet have nothing at their disposal to counteract the Darket force.”

“They don’t appear to be aware of our presence yet, Commander?” said the pilot of one of the other patrol craft under Zakeera’s command.

The Commander smirked.

“Their arrogance will be their downfall. I think it’s time we gave them a wake-up call.”

Zakeera passed his hand over the monitor screen in front of him. The alien battleship, which was visible through the transparent perimeter of his craft, was soon displayed on the monitor screen. He zeroed in on the primary power driver on the enemy ship. With a flick of his hand, he sent a bolt of laser power hurtling towards it.

“Wakey, wakey!” said Arkaydo, as the power drive on the enemy craft exploded.

Zakeera grinned as he imagined the sudden panic and confusion aboard the Darket craft. He was not surprised when the battleship suddenly disappeared.

“These guys are so predictable,” said Arkaydo.

“They sure are,” said Zakeera, as he altered the frequency of his own craft to try and match that of his opponent.

For the next few minutes, the accompanying Astar spaceships and the alien battleship appeared, then disappeared on and off, as each tried to discover the frequency of the others. When the alien saucer finally gave up on that tactic, Zakeera had already anticipated their next move.

“Activate barrier force-shields,” he barked over the intercom.

A bolt of energy flashed from the enemy battleship. However, Zakeera’s foresight had once again proved his superiority in battle. The force-shields surrounding their hulls easily deflected the energy bolt without damage to their spacecraft.

“That’s it,” said Arkaydo. “They’ve just used up their reserve power. Without their primary driver, they won’t be able to accomplish their aim now.”

The Darket craft disappeared once more.

“Well, I’ll give them full marks for trying,” said Zakeera.

He didn’t bother to try to match their frequency because he already knew they would use the cloak of invisibility to escape. He relied instead on his monitor screen, as did the other Astar pilots, tracking the energy signature of the alien craft as it tried to flee.

He pursued his quarry relentlessly, matching every directional change with the strategic positioning of one of his companion craft. It was like a galactic chess game, but the Darkets were no match for the wily and experienced Commander. The Darkets were built to rely on logic for their moves, but Zakeera had the added advantage of his intuition. This, combined with his superior intellect, made the exercise more of a game than a battle.

Zakeera smiled and his eyes sparkled with the excitement of the chase. He was sure he had them, but he felt no compassion - after all, they were only soulless creatures, mutations cloned by the Darkemire regime. He knew they were a combination of intricate circuitry and biological organs and membrane, obtained from mutilated animals collected on previous trips to planet Earth. He’d often encountered these vile creations and was always repulsed by their appearance, which was rather grotesque, although humanoid in shape. 

Despite their ugly appearance, they were highly intelligent, a wonder of mechanical wizardry, able to think and reason for themselves, but devoid of emotion. The Commander knew that because of this lack of emotion they would accept failure as calmly as they would acknowledge success.

From his viewpoint in space, Earth appeared less like a planet and more like a living organism. Few worlds supported such a diversity of life. Oceans, forests, deserts and polar regions all existed in a delicate equilibrium. 

“Herd them towards the Arctic wastelands,” he commanded his squadron, “away from the populated areas of the planet.”

With each strategic move of the patrol craft the Darkets were becoming more restricted in their options of movement. They were diving closer to the planet surface. In desperation, they tried a last-minute ploy to evade their pursuers, heading first to the east, then to the Northwest, but in vain. Each escape route was effectively cut off.

The Commander’s body quivered with excitement, like a boy engrossed in a video game. With his blood pumping fast, the nerve endings in every part of his body were attuned to the peak of sensitivity. He anticipated every move and counteracted each one with the precise maneuvering of his Fleet.

As the Darket craft skimmed the treetops of the Siberian Forest, the creatures pushed the self-destruct lever on their control panel, for they were programmed to leave no evidence of their technology for others to glean.

Zakeera had expected this move also. As he barked a command to reactivate the force-shields around their craft, he imagined the bewildered response from the dwellers of Earth.

The blast tore through the Siberian wilderness, a blinding flash that blew the patrol craft up to the outer atmosphere and left Zakeera numb. He watched in horror as shockwaves rippled across the planet, flattening forests and scattering terrified humans. Guilt gnawed at him - he’d done what was necessary, but at what cost? The faces of the innocent, oblivious to the cosmic war raging above, haunted him.

“Meteoroid Hits Earth”, declared the newspapers, to explain a phenomenon of which they were totally incredulous.

The people of planet Earth were ignorant of the concept of nuclear fission, because in terrestrial time the year was 1908 and their development technologically was in its infancy. It would be several decades before they would discover the might of nuclear power, so the explosion and destruction at Tunguska was beyond their comprehension. Most of them believed Earth to be the center of the universe, so they were unaware that their planet was under surveillance by extraterrestrial civilizations. They were also unaware that these beings were split into two definite groups, and that their interest in Earth was intense.

High above Planet Earth, the patrol-ships were stabilizing themselves after the impact of the blast over Tunguska. The craft were protected from the full force of the blast by the force-shields surrounding them, but the impact of the explosion had blown them into the outer atmosphere. They regrouped and descended to the planet surface to survey the damage. 

Zakeera stared at the scorched landscape below. Millions of trees had vanished in seconds. To the people of Earth, it would become a mystery, but to him it was also a warning. A forest was more than timber. It was a living system, breathing balance into the atmosphere and sheltering countless forms of life. The destruction of even a remote wilderness left scars that could take generations to heal.

“Thank goodness we drove them away from the populated areas,” the Commander murmured, more to himself than the others. “We’ll have to try and prevent this from happening again in the future. It could result in widespread destruction on the planet surface. We’ll report the incident to the White-Star administrators and see if they can come up with a solution. Now let’s head for home.”

Zakeera passed his hand over the console in front of him. A replica of his craft appeared on the screen. As he touched his hand lightly on a point on the perimeter of the diagram, the energy of that portion of the craft was immediately altered, creating a vacuum in space into which the craft was thrust by the atmospheric pressure surrounding the rest of his ship. With this superior technology, the distance between planet Earth and the Astar base on planet Mars could be travelled in a matter of minutes, so it wasn’t long before the red soil of Mars appeared through the transparent perimeter of his ship.

To the people of Earth, who were somewhat limited to third-dimensional awareness of the physical realm, the planet Mars appeared to be sterile and dead. However, members of the Astar community had mastered the fourth and fifth dimension. When they inhabited a planet like Mars, particularly when they were using it as an observation post, they did so on a higher vibration, so that their occupancy would not be obvious to third dimensional people. Therefore, their presence on Mars would not even be detected by Terrestrials should they ever reach the point where they managed to travel to that planet.

As Zakeera’s craft docked, he received a telepathic communication, instructing him to report to the administration sector of his community. It didn’t matter that this sector was over five hundred miles from where he was presently. He simply headed for the nearest teleporter, one of many situated throughout this community on Mars, these being the main form of transportation.

“Zakeera, wait a minute,” called Arkaydo as he disembarked from his own craft. “I was thinking we might all meet in the café to celebrate our successful mission. It’s not often we bag such a big prize like a Darket battleship.”

Zakeera pursed his lips, looking sideways at his companion.

“A celebration might be a bit premature,” he said, skewing his mouth. “I’ve just had a telepathic request to report to the White-Star.”

Arkaydo’s eyes widened slightly as he looked questioningly at Zakeera.

“Oh!”

“Yeah!” said Zakeera. “I have a feeling they’re not going to be happy about that big blast.”

“It certainly would’ve shown up big time on the Astar monitors,” Arkaydo agreed.

“Yeah! Although we didn’t have much choice at the time, I think they’re probably worried about the impact on the inhabitants of the planet.”

Arkaydo smirked.

“That blast would’ve shocked the hell out of them. The light from it would have been visible halfway around the planet.”

“I think that’s why there’s such urgency for me to report. You carry on - I’ll catch up with you later.”

“Good luck, Commander,” one of the other pilots called out.

Zakeera acknowledged with a brief nod, then turned to the teleporter unit. As he stepped into the cubicle, the circular crystalline tube closed around him. He punched in the coordinates for the Administration Sector. He then closed his eyes temporarily, concentrating his thoughts in preparation for the journey. The teleporter dissolved his physical body into millions of molecules and beamed the mass to a receiving module in the administrative sector. This ability to center his energies and enter a trance state was imperative for a safe transmission.

As the teleporter dissolved his body into light, Zakeera’s mind drifted to his youth. He remembered the long days of training, the pressure to excel, the hunger to prove himself worthy of White-Star status. His mentors had seen his potential - and his flaws. Ambition had driven him, but it was Arkaydo’s friendship and the lessons of humility that had tempered his spirit.

At the age of nineteen, he was permitted to enter the meta-function awareness examinations. The outcome of those examinations qualified him for his Star status, which determined his role in life.

The young Zakeera had aspired to White-Star status. He knew that the White-Star achievers were the elite of society because they were exceptionally gifted in all meta-functions. Usually only one in two hundred and fifty thousand of the population achieved that level of awareness. It was the men and women of White-Star status who formed the central administrative body for the entire planet, and the rest of society accepted them as the leaders because of their abilities and great wisdom.

It was Zakeera’s obsession for gaining this status that was his ultimate block to achieving it. His superiors recognized his natural leadership ability and his single-focus determination to achieve his goal. They also noted, however, that these same traits had inflated his ego, and this was preventing the development of his full metaphysical potential.

When this was brought to his attention by the White-Star supervisors, he was forced to acknowledge he had flaws. He’d already come to realize that the White-Star achievers had reached the pinnacle of success only through self-sacrifice. He knew there was no fear of ego or dictatorial traits developing in these administrators, because their abilities had been achieved by overcoming their lower natures. The community was a living example of an extended family, where everyone contributed to the wellbeing of all, and even the leaders were regarded as elder brothers and sisters.

When he opened his eyes again, he was at his new location, but he waited for a while before exiting the teleporter unit. He’d learnt from experience that too hasty an exit from the teleporter could result in an embarrassing stumble, where his body had not fully materialized, his legs still feeling leaden, almost alien from the rest of his body.

When the sensation normalized throughout his entire torso and limbs, he stepped forward. The blue star emblem on his epaulette flashed momentarily, an indication of his rank in this society.

“Welcome, Commander Zakeera.”

The telepathic greeting was strong and clear. He barely had time to acknowledge the welcome before they continued.

“Please proceed to the violet room.”

The curved doors of the circular room slid silently open as he approached them. Walking confidently on, he headed instinctively for the column of violet light in the center of the room. He could see the figures of the White-Star members who were seated around the perimeter of the chamber. They were all illuminated in a suffused pale mauve light that was coming from the pelmets above their heads. They did not greet him verbally, because they seldom used speech, but relied instead on the direct link-up of mind to mind, as was normal with all members of Blue-Star status upwards.

Stepping into the violet ray, Zakeera felt his mental defenses soften. The White-Star tribunal’s presence was overwhelming - wise, inscrutable, and yet, somehow, compassionate. He braced himself for judgment, but also for guidance. He knew that his actions would be weighed not just for their outcome, but for the intent behind them.

“We have noted the problem,” came the telepathic reply from the White-Star spokesperson. “We thought this might happen. We have already discussed this matter, and we feel we may have a solution that will help to avoid widespread destruction from self-destroying Darket craft.”

The White-Star members looked around at each other with thinly veiled humor.

"The loss of life concerns us," said the White-Star. "But so does the damage to the planetary systems that sustain life. Forests, rivers, oceans, climate patterns. These are not separate things. Harm one, and eventually all suffer. We feel the problem may be avoided by the use of mental persuasion."

Zakeera hesitated, the memory of childhood mischiefs - using his powers to bend weaker minds - clashing with the gravity of the tribunal’s suggestion. Was it right to manipulate, even in defense? He searched the faces of the White-Star, seeking reassurance, and found only the expectation that he would choose wisely.

“We note your concern.”

The spokesperson smiled, amused with the vision of the games the young Commander had got up to.

“Please remember, what is morally wrong to use on your peers, is not necessarily wrong when used as a defense against an aggressor.”

“But is it possible to use mental persuasion over vast distances?” the Commander queried. “And will it be effective in controlling beings in another craft?”

“Definitely,” the White-Star replied. “You must remember that the ‘creatures,’ not ‘beings’, that are flying these craft, are manufactured composites, designed to function by using normal thought patterns. They have mental capacity, but no meta-function abilities, and therefore would be easily controlled by a strong projected command. We feel a Blue-Star would have no problem telepathically reprogramming these creatures. If it were their Darkemire creators manning these craft, it would be another story, but it is to our advantage that the Darkets use their hybrid creations to run their errands for them.”

“Indeed,” said Commander Zakeera and a thin smile crossed his lips. “I’ll have to brush up on my latent powers.”

“Yes!” the White-Star replied. “We’ve noted that you have considerable talent in this field. You should enjoy the challenge. We feel the Darkets will probably resort to their smaller infiltration craft, rather than risk a repeat of having to abort a larger invasion attempt. These smaller crafts should be easier to divert to wasteland areas, to disappear without a trace.”

Zakeera’s eyes narrowed.

“What exactly are you proposing?”

“We don’t want to draw attention to ourselves or the Darkets. The people of Earth should not be influenced one way or the other. Now that we have made the Darkets aware of our presence in this solar system, they will not attempt to take Earth by force. You’ll find that they’ll now try to infiltrate the planet’s community through manipulating key people in the world governments and societies. We cannot allow this to happen.”

“We cannot allow the people of Earth to become aware of our presence either,” said Zakeera.

“Exactly,” the White-Star replied. “We must act as silent guardians, thwarting the efforts of the Darkemire Realm, who will try to unduly influence the earth society. The universal law of freewill must prevail. The people of Earth must choose, of their own free will, the positive or negative path. If we were to disclose our presence here it would unduly influence that decision.”

Zakeera frowned.

“I’m still not sure what you’re suggesting?”

The White-Star members smiled in unison.

“We cannot have you blowing the Darket craft out of the sky, for all to see,” said the White-Star spokesperson. “Neither do we want the Darket craft self-destructing in populated areas. You’ll have to use your powers of mental persuasion to merge with and control the pilots of these craft, guiding them to remote areas and crashing the craft before they are able to make a spectacle through their self-destruction, as they did with this recent episode.”

When Zakeera later caught up with his friends in the café, he explained to them what the White-Star had suggested.

“Wow! That’ll be a challenge,” said Arkaydo.

“Yeah!” one of the other pilots agreed. “Do you think it’s possible?”

“There’s only one way to find out,” said Zakeera.

There was momentary silence while each of them thought about it.

“You know,” said Arkaydo finally, “It’s possible that this could backfire on us.”

“How so?”

“If we’re not able to exert sufficient control over these craft to be able to crash them into desolate areas, some of the debris may be recovered.”

The pilots all sat in silence once more as they sipped their drinks and contemplated the possibilities.

“It’s possible,” Zakeera conceded.

“So, what’s the point?” said Arkaydo. “If that were to happen, we’d make our presence more noticeable than if we simply blew the Darkets out of the sky.”

“Not necessarily,” said Zakeera.

All the pilots looked at him questioningly. He took another sip of his drink, taking his time as he thought about why the White-Stars would have suggested this tactic.

“There’s a lot of distrust between various countries on planet Earth. If what you say is correct and some of the debris is recovered, they’re more likely to think it is a secret weapon of an enemy nation.”

Arkaydo conceded the possibility with a nod.

“Okay! So, what you’re saying is that if any debris is discovered, the military of these countries will keep it secret, in the guise of national security.”

“Yes,” said Zakeera. “If we were to blow the Darket craft out of the sky, this would be visible for all to see. By crashing these saucers, our presence will be less obvious. Even if some of the debris is discovered, it’s more likely to be perceived as terrestrial in origin, a secret weapon of an enemy nation. The knowledge of such discoveries will be restricted.”

Arkaydo nodded.

“So do you think we’ll actually be able to do this?”

Zakeera was silent for a moment while he took another sip of his drink. He smiled.

“I can’t see why not. We all did it when we were younger, until it was instilled in us that it wasn’t correct to manipulate others with our thoughts to get them to do something they didn’t want to do. It should be an interesting challenge to see if I still have the same proficiency after all this time.”

The other pilots chuckled as they each remembered their youthful days when they’d experimented, in their own way, with mental persuasion.

Commander Zakeera didn’t have long to wait to put the new strategy into practice. On his next patrol of planet Earth, a smaller Darket craft was located, just as the White-Star had predicted.

“Keep nearby for backup should I need it,” he said, relaying the message to the other patrol craft. “But let me try a solo attempt first.”

Zakeera closed his eyes, steadying his breath. The hum of his craft faded into the background as he reached out with his mind, threading his consciousness into the alien pilot’s thoughts. The hybrid creature resisted, its will sharp and mechanical, but Zakeera pressed harder, his mental projection wrapping around the pilot’s awareness like a net.

Sweat beaded on his brow. The strain was immense.

For a moment, he felt himself slipping - not just from control, but from identity. His own craft veered dangerously, mirroring the chaos in his mind. The boundary between his thoughts and the creature’s began to blur, and panic clawed at the edges of his focus.

“Zakeera - you’re losing it!” Arkaydo’s voice crackled through the intercom, urgent and grounding.

With a convulsive shudder, Zakeera snapped back into himself. The connection faltered, and the hybrid stirred, reaching again for the self-destruct lever.

“No,” Zakeera whispered, his voice hoarse with effort. He surged forward mentally, reasserting control. The creature froze once more, its will overridden.

But Zakeera knew he was at his limit. Pride kept him from calling for help, yet the cost of failure loomed large. He had always been the commander, the one who succeeded. Now, he was just a man fighting to hold two ships - and two minds - together.

Commander Zakeera steered the Darket craft by controlling the hybrid’s body. At first the flight pattern of the aircraft was erratic and uncertain. He concentrated his thoughts even further, until he felt as though he had become one with the creature, attempting to control the Darket saucer. However, his own craft movement was erratic - it began to career wildly.

“Zakeera - you’re losing it!” Arkaydo yelled over the intercom. “Zakeera! GET YOUR ACT TOGETHER! YOU ARE LOSING CONTROL!!”

The Blue-Star, with a convulsive shudder, brought his full consciousness back to his own body. In doing so, he had to relax his projected control over the Darket creature.

“Whoa!” said Zakeera. “I am out of practice.”

“Yep!” said Arkaydo. “You almost lost it.”

Zakeera wiped the sweat from his brow with the sleeve of his uniform.

“Do you want me to give it a go?” said Arkaydo, a hint of rivalry in his
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