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Chapter 1: About Me.
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My name is Sabina Hines, but I secretly prefer Sabina Eisenstein. I was born in 2019, and I have just turned 18. I was born in South Africa, but I have been living in Sydney, Australia, for many years now; since my parents migrated there as the racial tensions in South Africa turned violent.

Some people say I am beautiful, and maybe they are right. I would describe myself as tall and slender, with symmetrical features and a clear complexion. My hair is blonde, and my eyes are blue, sometimes even glowing when she is talking to me. There is nothing unique about my beauty though, as beautiful girls are a dime a dozen, and physical beauty fades as we age.

No, what is unique about me, is that I have lived in a previous life. Before I was Sabina Hines, I was Sabina Eisenstein. I know that many of you will scoff at this, and my claim itself doesn’t sound that unique. After all, countless people are claiming to have been everything from Napoleon, to Hitler, to Elvis in their past lives, and reincarnation is a major belief of significant religions such as Hinduism and Buddhism.

But my reincarnation story is unique. You see, my short life as Sabina Eisenstein was in the distant future: I lived between 2875 and 2887. Born to a Martian revolutionary by the name of Keila Eisenstein, the True Maker tasked me to stop the extra-terrestrial Xeno queen, Rangda, from corrupting the Zeto Crystals, and to stop Rangda from tyrannising and destroying the Milky Way Galaxy. While there is a grand total of seven primordial Zeto Crystals in the Milky Way, I was tasked with protecting the Terran one, as the other ones were inaccessible to me.

I failed at this task during the interplanetary wars and galactical Armageddon that occurred, and Rangda killed my physical body, forcing the True Maker to destroy Rangda. But, when doing so, the True Maker also inadvertently destroyed the entire Milky Way Galaxy, shattering it to micromolecular debris. Just before the massive explosion and the End of Times, I begged the True Maker to give me another chance to set things right, and she answered my pleas by resetting time so that I could be born again. The True Maker tasked me with defeating Rangda, before her demonic prowess grew too powerful. Looking at my options, I decided that 2019 was an excellent year to be reborn, and I got to pick my parents. 

2019 was a good year, for several reasons. The technology was advanced enough to enable me to reach my goals, while there was still a lot to be discovered. I like that. More importantly, 2019 was the year that two individuals with suitable DNA to be my parents, could meet so that I could be conceived. It wouldn’t be easy, though, as they were both already in relationships, and my father, Marvin Orchard, would develop incurable cancer a few months later and die before I was born. Using my telepathic powers, I influenced my biological parents to meet and have a short tryst in a restaurant, while their partners were waiting at their tables. I witnessed the whole thing, and while it wasn’t glamorous, and I am not particularly proud over what I did, it just had to happen. I convinced my mother to not have an abortion and to not tell my dad, John, that I am not his biological daughter.

Well, I guess that’s all you need to know about me for now, so let the story begin.
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Chapter 2: Daydreaming in School.
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I was daydreaming in school, thinking about how I could convince John, to pay for a trip to Jerusalem. The city wasn’t safe for a girl to travel alone, and I didn’t want my parents to come with me, as I had an objective that could get them in trouble. Maybe I could use religious zeal as my reason for going? John would certainly be happy if I visited the holy city of his ancestry, since he is a devout Jew.

While I was busy daydreaming, Joshua approached me. Joshua was every teenage girl’s dream: Good looks, charming, a first-team player in rugby, soccer, and cricket. However, he wasn’t my cuppa tea. I wasn’t particularly interested in sex or boys, and my good looks were more of a curse, than a blessing, as boys kept approaching me. 

“So, I am having this party Friday night ... Would you like to come?” Joshua asked.

“But Josh, I thought you were playing Rugby on Saturday morning?” I could tell that my reply made Joshua slightly uneasy, but he found himself quickly. 

“Well, I guess I’m doing both.” Josh replied.

“That’s okay, you’re still young and should be fine.” I said. 

“So umm, do you want to come?” Joshua asked nervously.

Did I? The answer was a definite no. Taking different substances to disbalance the chemical responses in my brain, what a dumb idea! But then I remembered something: My secret half-brother, Eric Orchard, who was the same age as me, had spoken about his feelings for this girl, Lindsey, from my class. If Lindsey was going to the party, I could help my brother out. Eric has suffered from depression, mainly from growing up without a father, and while partnering him up with Lindsey wasn’t necessarily the best long-term solution, I wanted to see him happy.

“Are Lindsey McGowan and Eric Orchard coming to the party?” I asked. 

Joshua looked at me with a puzzled expression, and replied, “Yeah, Lindsey said she was thrilled to come. As for Eric, why do you ask? No-one likes him.” 

I considered telling Joshua, that Eric had a purer soul than he had, and that there was more to life than good looks and success, but I realised that such a prissy approach wouldn’t yield any favourable results. Instead, I took Joshua’s hand, looked him in the eyes and spoke with a soft voice, “Please invite him for my sake, he is lonely, and he won’t cause any trouble.”

I could sense that Joshua was aroused when I held his hand. While this was a bit off-putting to me, it was also a relief. It pained me to reject someone who genuinely liked me, but in Joshua’s case, he was merely sexually attracted to me, and he would be fine. I studied his face to get a hint of his thought-pattern, and, eventually, he spoke. “Yes, you can bring your gay friend to the party if you want.” I thought of pointing out that Eric wasn’t gay, but I didn’t. It served everyone better, if Joshua perceived Eric to be gay, and not a competitor for my affection.
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Chapter 3: At the Chess Club.
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Later the same day, I was playing chess against Eric. Chess itself was just a reason to meet up in a safe and friendly environment. Eric didn’t know that we were related, that we had the same father. I had withheld the information from him, because I had foreseen that telling him the truth would not be a clever idea. Either he would believe that I was a crazy liar, or he would believe me, and I would have destroyed his memory of his father, Marvin Orchard. Eric had a glorified image of his father, the father that died when he was only a couple of months old. Destroying that image, by claiming that his father had an affair just a few months before his death, was not the way to go.

I enjoyed spending time with my half-brother. Although, because he didn’t know that we were related, he tried to kiss me once, and I freaked out.

This day, I decided to lose the chess game in 37 moves. My mental connection to the True Maker made chess too easy for me to win. Even the highest difficulty level on the computer wasn’t a challenge. But losing in a certain number of moves was a lot more challenging, as it takes more brain power to lose a game in a certain way than to win. I had to manoeuvre the game, and I could feel how it widened my thought-pattern. After acing the target of losing in 37 moves, I smiled at Eric and complimented him on what a good match it was. 

“Well played Eric, you beat me again,” I said. He looked back at me, but he didn’t look pleased with winning the game. 

“Sabina, stop letting me win on purpose. That’s not how real life works!” Eric said

I faked my surprise and replied, “I am not letting you win. Why would you say such a thing?” 

“I saw you beat the AI at the holographic chessboard competition the other day. You defeated the AI at the Kasparov difficulty level, one of the most difficult chess games to ever been beaten.” Eric revealed

I looked at Eric and decided to come out clean. I laughed and said, “Yes, you are right. I did lose on purpose. But that’s just because I enjoy spending time with you.”

“You like to spend time with me, but you are lying to me?” Eric asked indignantly. 

I decided that this was far enough. I grabbed Eric’s hand and looked deep into his eyes. “I did not lie to you, I let you win to build your confidence. Unfortunately, you were too smart for me and saw through it.”

Eric sighed, and said, “Ignorance is bliss. I would rather not know that you lost to me on purpose.”

“It sure is!” I replied while smiling cheekily.

I decided to change to a lighter topic and said, “So Eric, do you want to come with me to
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