


Appreciate I woke up heaving from the nightmare I just had. My palms were sweaty 
and my heart was beating so fast that I could hear my blood course through my 
veins, metaphorically speaking of course. I tried to stand but my feet were wobbly. 
After taking a few deep breaths, I managed to stand up without fearing my face 
meeting the ground. 

I walked to the kitchenette of my small apartment that I moved into after finishing 
college. 

My search for a job had been fruitless but I still had hope, considering I had just 
graduated. I had been working at a small café and earned just enough to provide 
food for myself and pay the rent. 

I had no idea what my nightmares signified. All I knew was that I had to run and I 
couldn’t stop. Like someone was chasing me. 

I shook my head and filled a glass of cold water before gulping it down. Come to 
think of it, these dreams have been coming more often and they feel more real each 
time. 

The next morning I went out for a walk. The cold morning bit into my skin and 
rubbed my hands together. I was walking through Central Park admiring the 
beautiful snow covered view. The view of the city was gorgeous. 

It was too early for too many people to be around, but I liked it this way. Peaceful, 
serene. 

I tugged my coat closer as a shiver ran down my spine before I smelled something 
nauseating sweet. My vision got clouded. The last thing I saw before blacking out was 
the beautiful white snow covered trees. 

  



I woke up feeling groggy, it was like someone threw a dozen of bricks on me. I 
opened my eyes and tried to blink the black spots away. 

To say that I was shocked to see the room was an understatement. I expected a 
black room with no furniture but I was overwhelmed by the beautiful and elegant 
room. 

The elaborate décor was a step up from a shabby apartment. 

There was a window towards my left, it was more like a glass wall, which led to the 
outstretched balcony. Surprisingly, I recognized the view. It was something I had 
dreamt about when I was a kid and recently it made a guest appearance in my 
nightmares in the form of drowning. 

“It’s quite a vision, isn’t it?” a soft delicate bell-like voice said catching my attention. 

I turned around and gaped at the red-headed lady standing at the door. Those dove-
like crystal blue eyes reminded me of someone, I just couldn’t put a finger on it. Her 
scar-covered face and her rigidity expressed her challenging life. 

“Avelyn, are you alright?” she asked, her voice devoid of emotion but her eyes 
conveyed her genuineness and the fact she was worried. The question had to be 
rhetorical because the answer was obvious! 

 “I’m perfectly fine. I mean, how could I not be? Considering I just got kidnapped 
and don’t have any idea where I am. Everywhere I look I am overwhelmed with déjà 
vu. I’ve had several nightmares about drowning in that lake. So, of course, I’m 
perfect!” I snapped. 

“I realize you must be upset right now, but I mean you no harm, none of us do. 
You’re destined to save us. You are needed here to fulfill your destiny!” she said 
with such vulnerability that my heart broke at the thought of the pain they went 
through. 

“Who are you?” I asked. 

“Roselyn, your sister.” She said. 

  



“What?” I asked incredulously. 

“Avelyn, you’re my little sister.” She said. 

“I heard you the first time. I meant what as in how is that possible.” I scrunched my 
nose. 

“Twenty years ago, a war broke though. People of our organization waged war 
against each other, somewhat like a civil war. Our parents died in the war but I 
managed to make it out with you. After I left you at the orphanage, I came home to 
the aftermath of the war. I faked alliance with the ZARA.” She said. 

“What organization?” I asked. 

“We are a secret division of homeland security. We were formed during world war 
one. Back then there was this organization, Zoron Aatiik Rymar Ammadigano, or 
ZARA, it’s of some unknown origin. Apparently, ZARA had infiltrated us and its 
roots run deep into our hierarchy. Our director was ZARA.” She said. 

“You said something about destiny,” I asked hesitantly. 

“A prophecy said you are to lead us to the war, rebuild our society.” She said, the 
fear evident in her voice. 

“Prophecy? I thought you were government agents.” I said. 

“The Extra-Terrestrial Scientific Development, ETSD. There is a world beyond us. 
Prophecy is just science. In ancient time people believed heavens were filled with 
gods and monsters and magical worlds. Then as time as time passed those beliefs 
faded into myth and folklore but it is all true. They do exist and beings that were 
once viewed as gods are like aliens which lead to a bottomless box of questions. Like 
telekinesis.” She said. 

“You’re not crazy, right?” I asked “It’s quite a stretch for me. I mean, secret 
government divisions, us being related. You could just as well be a hallucinating 
kidnapper.” I said. 

“I sent you away for safety and as for believing me, this should help.” She said taking 
my hand. 

Visions flashed in front of my eyes and I sunk to my knees as the pain rippled 
through my body. 



“Oh lord.” I gasped as I saw a young Roselyn running away from a crumbling tower 
with a child in her arms, me, as two people got shot, our parents. 

She was telling the truth. 

  



“What do I have to do?” I said when I could finally stand up. 

“Well, first you need rest. Let the chloroform wash away from your system.” She 
said. 

“I would have come if you had asked. The kidnap thing was too much.” I said. 

“That would have dragged unnecessary attention. Not many people are truly ETSD 
anymore. It only goes by that name so the government funds continue. I can count 
the people I trust on one hand, literally. Our telekinetic abilities are going to be quite 
helpful.” She said. 

“Telekinetic abilities?” I asked as my eyes went wide baffled with shock, I had never 
exhibited any powers! 

“I have the ability to exert, as in show people things, like the vision I just showed 
you, influence emotions and things like that. You can read minds and feel what 
others are feeling. I make people feel anything, like pain, but you can take it way, 
even someone senses like sight, smell.” She said. 

Okay, that was intimidating. 

  



When I woke up a few hours later there was a note beside my bed. 

Be careful when you leave the room and ensure that no one sees you. We’ll be 
waiting for you in the lab. It is in the basement, just look at the map. 

~R 

‘We’ who? I went to the bathroom adjoined to the room to wash my face. I looked 
at myself, I looked a shade or two paler than usual, my eyes had dark circles and 
even though I was suffering from a bad case of bed head, I felt more confident than 
ever. 

I took in a deep breath as I peeked out the door to see if the path was clear. 

I snuck down to the basement and walked the room with a rusty door. 

The inside was nothing like the outside. The room looked like it was far from our 
time. There were three people in the room. Rose and two others. The lady on the 
big computer screen was vigorously typing in the air but it looked like there was a 
transparent keyboard. 

 While I was admiring the completely futuristic place I felt a sting in my neck. 

“Ow!” I yelped.  

“Sorry, had to give you the antidote for the cloaking serum.” A man said. 

“Avelyn. This is Davis Brown and that is Kristin Baker.” Rose said. 

“Hey,” I said. 

“Now that you’re here we can get started with our plan,” Kristin said walking over to 
us minimizing the computer screen with a wave of hand. 

“What plan?” I asked. 

“We are going to give people a choice. Stand by us or…” Rose started. 

“Or what?” I asked frantically. Nothing this dire could be good. 

“Or die.” Davis completed and I saw black. 

 



“Ave!” I heard someone calling but all I could hear was die. 

“You’re not serious,” I said worriedly.  

“These people aren’t good. We’re giving them a second chance but letting them put 
the entire world in danger, not acceptable.” Kristen said. 

“No, there has to be another way!” I said desperately. 

“I wish there were, I am not quick to pick the path of violence either but I’ve had 
twenty years to come up with a plan. I have no other option, it is us or them and I’ll 
choose my people over theirs any day.” Rose said. 

“I refuse to believe that I’m supposed to have a hand in this act of terrorism. If you 
do this, you’re just as bad as them.” I said. 

“And if we don’t we’re just as dead as a corpse. They caught wind of our treachery, 
they are the traitors, not us. We swore to protect the world and that is where we 
stand even if it means we’re labeled murderer.” Davis said. 

“Like I said. I refuse to take part in any of this.” I said walking out. 

“Ave!” Rose called after me but I kept walking until I found an empty room. I 
looked up and gasped. This wasn’t what I expected. 

  



I looked at the room, a lab like the other one but the inscriptions on the table was 
what drew my attention. The place was messy filled with different papers. My hands 
skimmed through the research. 

This was my mother’s private lab! 

I thought about the two choices I was given, choose the family I had lost over my 
better conscious or choose the right thing and possibly lose my chance at happiness. 
Though both the choices had bad outcomes. 

The first one could very well mean the world would be in danger and the second 
one meant that I had to be responsible for god knows how many deaths! 

Why couldn’t choices be easy? 

  



“Ave!” I heard Rose’s voice as she neared the door when a particular research 
caught my eye. 

When she entered the room, I was furiously rushing through the research my 
mother did. It seemed like the best option here. 

“Rose, what if there was an option number three. No deaths.” I said. 

“Sweetie, I tried to think of every possible outcome but it always ends with either 
side dead. If mom were here she’d know what to do.” She said. 

“I think she did leave us a third choice,” I said handing her the papers in my hand. 

“Even if that were possible, which it isn’t since we don’t have resources or someone 
who can do this.” She started but I stopped her. 

“I can. I will.” I said. 

“We don’t have enough time.” she argued. 

“Buy me a few more days, besides the mission is purely suicidal without us,” I 
smirked. 

“Two days.” She said walking out.  



The next two days were spent testing serum after serum on either Rose or myself, we 
had decided to keep this under wraps. 

We had toned the effect down by a lot. Today was the day all our hard work will be 
tested. My first scientific breakthrough and yet I knew no one could know. 

Rose watched the door as I slipped into the maintenance room that led to the main 
air conditioner. Just as I was about to climb up to reach the vents someone grabbed 
my legs and I tumbled to the floor. Thankfully the vials were still safe. 

“What are you doing?” Davis demanded. 

“Opening gate number three,” I said coyly. 

“What makes you think that’s even plausible?” he challenged. 

“What makes you think war is the better option?” I retorted. 

“You little child, the plan was going perfectly well until you spoiled it with your 
childish ethics. These people don’t deserve to live!” he screamed. 

His voice was loud enough to draw Roselyn’s attention. 

“Dave. What are you doing?” she asked. 

“Stopping you from making the biggest mistake of your life. They destroyed our 
lives, we deserve revenge!” he said and before I knew it there was a knife to my neck. 

“Retreat your plans. Or else.” He threatened. I smirked, I wasn’t a trained martial 
arts student for no reason. I elbowed him in the solar plexus and stepped on his 
insteps before thrusting his nose into his brain with the heel of my palm. He’d be in 
severe pain but not dead, I wasn’t a murderer. 

I quickly climbed the ladder to reach the high ceiling as Rose checked on her friend 
and broke the vials in the duct as the air-conditioned spread the memory serum. 

Project Restart had been initiated. The place had been on lockdown so everyone 
would be affected. It cleared selective memories, you’d remember your family, your 
friends and your life but you’d forget the sorrow, the war, and the pain. 

Sometimes a clean slate is the best option. 


