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Chapter 1: About Me
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My name is Sabina Hines, though I secretly prefer Sabina Eisenstein. I was born in 2019 and have just turned eighteen. I was born in South Africa, but I've lived in Sydney for as long as I can remember; my parents migrated here when the racial tensions back home turned violent.

Some people say I'm beautiful, and maybe they're right. I'd describe myself as tall and slender, with symmetrical features and a clear complexion. My hair is blonde, my eyes are blue — and sometimes they even glow when the True Maker speaks to me. None of that makes me unique, though. Beautiful girls are a dime a dozen, and physical beauty fades.

No, what makes me unique is that I've lived a previous life. Before I was Sabina Hines, I was Sabina Eisenstein. I know plenty of you will scoff. The claim doesn't sound that original — countless people insist they've been everything from Napoleon to Hitler to Elvis in a past life. Reincarnation is a central belief of major religions like Hinduism and Buddhism, after all.

But my reincarnation story really is unusual. You see, my short life as Sabina Eisenstein took place in the distant future. I lived between 2875 and 2887, the daughter of a Martian revolutionary named Keila Eisenstein. The True Maker had tasked me with stopping the extraterrestrial Xeno queen Rangda from corrupting the Zeto Crystals and tyrannising the Milky Way. There are seven primordial Zeto Crystals scattered through the galaxy, but I was responsible only for the Terran one, since the others were inaccessible.

I failed. During the interplanetary wars and the Armageddon that followed, Rangda killed my physical body, which forced the True Maker to destroy Rangda — and in doing so, she also inadvertently destroyed the entire Milky Way. In the seconds before the great explosion, I begged the True Maker to give me another chance. She answered by resetting time so I could be born again, and she tasked me with defeating Rangda before her demonic powers grew too strong. Looking at my options, I decided 2019 was an excellent year to be reborn, and I got to pick my parents.

2019 worked for a few reasons. The technology was advanced enough for me to reach my goals, but there was still much to discover, and I like that. More importantly, 2019 was the year two people with the right DNA could meet and conceive me. It wasn't going to be easy. They were already in other relationships, and my biological father, Marvin Orchard, would die before I was born. Using my powers, I nudged them into a brief tryst at a restaurant. I watched the whole thing happen, and while it wasn't glamorous and I'm not particularly proud of it, it had to happen. I also convinced my mother not to have an abortion, and not to tell her husband John that I wasn't his biological daughter.

Anyway, that's enough about me for now. Let the story begin.
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Chapter 2: Daydreaming in School
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I was daydreaming in class, working out how to convince John to pay for a trip to Jerusalem. The city wasn't safe for a girl travelling alone, and I didn't want my parents to come with me; my real objective could get them in trouble. Maybe I could use religious zeal as my cover? John would certainly be pleased if I visited the holy city of his ancestry — he's a devout Jew.

While I was daydreaming, Joshua approached me. Joshua was every teenage girl's dream: good looks, charm, first-team player in rugby, soccer, and cricket. Not my cup of tea, though. I wasn't particularly interested in sex or boys, and my looks were more curse than blessing, with boys constantly approaching me.

"So, I'm having this party Friday night. Would you like to come?" Joshua asked.

"But Josh, I thought you had rugby on Saturday morning?" My reply made him uneasy for a moment, but he recovered quickly.

"Well, I guess I'm doing both," he said.

"That's okay; you're still young. You'll be fine."

"So, umm, do you want to come?" Joshua asked, nervous now.

Did I? The answer was a definite no. Taking various substances to unbalance my brain chemistry is a dumb idea. Then I remembered something. My secret half-brother, Eric Orchard — the same age as me — had mentioned a girl from my class he liked. Lindsey. If Lindsey was going to the party, I could help Eric out. He'd been struggling with depression, mostly from growing up without a father, and while pairing 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?" I asked.

Joshua looked at me, puzzled. "Yeah, Lindsey said she's thrilled to come. As for Eric — why do you ask? No one likes him."

I thought about explaining that Eric had a purer soul than he did, and that there was more to life than good looks and success, but I knew the prissy approach wouldn't get me anywhere. Instead, I took Joshua's hand, looked him in the eyes, and spoke softly. "Please invite him for my sake. He's lonely, and he won't cause any trouble."

I could feel Joshua getting aroused as I held his hand. Off-putting, but also a relief. It pained me to reject someone who genuinely liked me, but in Joshua's case he was just sexually attracted to me — he'd be fine. I studied his face, watching his thoughts settle, until he finally spoke. "Yes, you can bring your gay friend to the party."

I considered pointing out that Eric wasn't gay, but I didn't. It served everyone better for Joshua to see Eric as gay and not a rival for my attention.
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Chapter 3: At the Chess Club
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Later that day, I was playing chess against Eric. Chess was just an excuse to meet in a safe, friendly environment. Eric didn't know we shared a biological father; I'd kept that to myself because I'd foreseen that telling him wouldn't end well. Either he'd think I was a crazy liar, or he'd believe me — and I'd have destroyed his memory of his father, Marvin Orchard. Eric had a glorified image of the man, who'd died when Eric was only a few months old. Revealing that Marvin had an affair before his death wasn't the way to go.

I enjoyed spending time with my half-brother, even if he had tried to kiss me once — not knowing what I knew — which had freaked me out.

Today I decided to lose the chess game in exactly thirty-seven moves. My mental connection to the True Maker made chess too easy for me to win; even the highest difficulty on the computer wasn't a challenge. But losing in a specific number of moves was much harder than winning — it took more brainpower to lose in a particular way than to simply win. I had to manoeuvre the game carefully, and I could feel it stretching my thought patterns. After acing the thirty-seven-move target, I smiled at Eric and complimented him.

"Well played, Eric — you beat me again," I said. Eric looked back at me, but he wasn't pleased.

"Sabina, stop letting me win on purpose. That's not how real life works," he said.

I feigned surprise. "I'm not letting you win. Why would you say such a thing?"

"I saw you beat the AI on the holographic chessboard the other day. You beat it at Kasparov level — one of the hardest difficulties ever beaten."

I looked at Eric and decided to come clean. I laughed and said, "Yes, you're right. I lost on purpose. But only because I enjoy spending time with you."

"You like spending time with me, but you lie to me?" Eric asked indignantly.

I decided that was enough. I grabbed Eric's hand and looked deep into his eyes. "I didn't lie to you. I let you win to build your confidence. Unfortunately you were too smart for me, and you saw right through it."

Eric sighed. "Ignorance is bliss. I'd rather not know you lost to me on purpose."

"It sure is," I replied, smiling cheekily.

I changed to a lighter topic. "So, Eric, do you want to come with me to Joshua's party on Friday night? Lindsey will be there." I winked at him, and for a moment I saw a smile reach his eyes before melancholy pulled him back under.

"Sabina, you know I'm not really a party person. And Joshua has always been an arse to me. Why would you want to go?"

"Because Lindsey will be there, and I think you'd be great together. As for Joshua, ignore him. Have a few drinks, talk to Lindsey, and have fun."

Eric nodded but didn't look convinced. "Okay, I'll come. But only because you'll be there."

"Good. Now let's play another game. And this time, I won't let you win," I said, smiling.

Walking home, I thought about what Eric had said about Joshua. Should I really go to the party? I don't like parties, or being around people my age taking recreational drugs to alter their minds and chase peer approval. I was happy with my mind exactly as it was. A cup of tea while studying the design of a flower was far more interesting than ingesting chemicals to feel accepted. And if I ever wanted physical closeness or fantastic sex, I'd much rather share it with my full awareness intact.

When I got home, I asked the AI in my room to play my favourite album, The Best of Chopin. I found peace in the perfect balance and harmony that only good music can bring.
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Chapter 4: Friday Before the Party
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On Friday night, I met up with Eric in Bondi Junction. He looked dashing in a marine-blue MJ Bale suit, white shirt, and yellow tie. That was a relief. If I was going to help my secret brother win the girl of his dreams, his appearance would matter. I know what's inside is what counts, but appearance shouldn't deter people from getting to know someone's inner beauty. As I walked up, though, I studied him more closely. He looked sweaty, nervous, and slightly drunk. Oh, Eric, why were you making things so difficult?

I approached him with a smile. "Hi, Eric. Ready for your big chance with Lindsey?"

"Yes — she'll be mine for sure," he said, with false confidence and pretentious arrogance. I shook my head and gave him a disapproving look.

"Eric, if you want my help, you'd better drop the act right now. The Eric I know deserves a chance at love; the Eric in front of me doesn't."

My words deflated him. He gave me a sad look and replied, ashamed, "But I don't know how to act to make Lindsey, or any other girl, notice me."

I gave him a sympathetic look. "Well, I'm not dragging myself to Joshua's place so you can hit on every girl in the room. I'm going there to help you with Lindsey."

"Okay. Lindsey is the one I want," Eric replied sheepishly.

"Good." I smiled, then turned serious again. "First, some ground rules. You're there to build a foundation with the person you love. If you're just there to get drunk and laid, I'll never help you again."

Eric looked puzzled. "I don't understand. What's wrong with casual sex, no strings attached?"

"There's nothing wrong with it. It's just nothing I'm interested in helping you with."

He looked at me for a while, then nodded. "Okay. We'll do things your way. After all, you got me the invitation."

"Good," I replied.

We chatted and gossiped for a while before heading to Joshua's. I'd planned to take the bus, but Eric opted to call an AutoCar Deluxe instead. AutoCar was the most popular app for self-driving electric cabs in 2037, and Deluxe upgraded the standard Toyota to a self-driving Mercedes. It felt good to skip the bus for once, and a short while later we arrived at Joshua's lavish mansion in Dover Heights.
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Chapter 5: The Worst Party I Have Ever Been To
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We stepped out of the AutoCar at the gates of Joshua's parents' mansion. Eric had been wise to splurge on the upgrade; expensive cars were parked everywhere. A group of girls in short dresses and heavy makeup giggled their way in ahead of us, all clearly excited to be at the exclusive eighteenth-birthday celebration of Joshua Harkins, whose father was one of the wealthiest men in Sydney. It didn't impress me.

Excessive wealth led only to corruption, and while I was confident I could become abundantly wealthy if I put my mind to it, I couldn't see how it would make me happier. Living with Mum and John, I had a good life in our modest apartment. Adding five hundred square metres of living space and three servants wouldn't improve our circumstances; quite the opposite. In a mansion, we'd isolate ourselves in different wings and barely speak.

We walked past the security guard and saw that Joshua's parents had spared no expense — hundreds of guests, an army of waiters circulating with trays.

Joshua spotted us and walked up to me confidently. "Welcome to my house, Sabina. You look smashing tonight. How do you like the party?"

"It looks great. Eric and I are both thrilled to be here," I replied with faked enthusiasm.

Joshua's face twisted briefly; he clearly didn't like that I mentioned Eric. He recovered quickly and, ignoring Eric entirely, spoke to me again. "Would you like a glass of Dom Pérignon?" He wore the smug smile of someone certain that dropping the name of a several-hundred-dollar bottle of champagne would impress me.

After a short pause, I replied, "No, I'd prefer a cup of tea — Earl Grey, if possible. But I'm sure Eric would love to try the Dom Pérignon."

Hearing that I preferred tea to expensive French champagne seemed to throw Joshua off. He was lost for words for a moment.

Eventually he asked, "Are you really asking for a cup of tea at a birthday party, Sabina?"

I ignored the sarcasm. "Yes. I'm not interested in drinking alcohol. Thanks for offering, though."

Josh looked dumbfounded but gave in. He called a waiter over. "A glass of Dom Pérignon for me, a cup of Earl Grey for the breathtaking lady, and a bottle of Draft for Eric. The beer matches his socioeconomic status, I reckon."

I gave Joshua a hard look, but he ignored it. "I must leave you for now — I need to attend to the other guests. Please come to my speech later."

"Sure thing," I replied casually.

Once Josh had left, I turned to Eric. "What a dick, mocking us like that."

Eric shrugged. "Well, on the bright side, I do prefer beer. But, Sabina, you do drink alcohol. I saw you drinking when we celebrated your birthday."

"I know, but I'm not here to lecture people on the dangers of psychoactive substances. Sometimes a small white lie is useful."

After we got our drinks, we set out to find Lindsey and her friends. When we did, I walked up to her, gently took her hand, looked her in the eyes, and said, "Hi, Lindsey. Eric is here, and he's very excited to see you."

Lindsey looked surprised at first, but when she saw Eric, she burst out excitedly, hugged him, and said, "Hi, Eric! I'm so glad you came tonight. We're going to have a great night."

Eric's face turned red — a mixture of happiness and shyness — and he was astonished by what he'd just heard. He recovered quickly, and soon they were deep in conversation. They had excellent chemistry. I excused myself and stepped away from the group. While I was glad to be helping my half-brother, I was also a little ashamed of using my powers to influence Lindsey's mind. I was sure they'd make a loving couple, but was it really my place to decide what happened in other people's lives?

I was pulled out of my philosophical thoughts when Joshua approached me, noticeably drunk. "Sabina, I need to talk to you," he said.

"I'm all ears."

He leaned in and whispered, "I need to talk to you in private. It's important."

I studied him. I could feel his carnal desire for me. He could have practically any other girl at the party, yet he was fixated on the one who'd rejected him. I worried about what might happen if I followed him to a private room, and what I'd have to do to defend myself. Then I caught myself — maybe my preconceptions were blurring my judgement, and he deserved a chance to talk to me in private. He had invited me to his party, after all, a favour I hadn't extended to him on my own eighteenth. The least I could do was hear him out.

"Okay, Joshua. Lead the way."

I followed him into a bedroom and was unnerved when he closed the door behind us and blocked it with his body. Did he intend to rape me? I'd have to do everything I could to avoid hurting anyone. He gave me a menacing look and spoke. "I don't understand why you keep rejecting me, Sabina. Everyone else thinks I'm a great catch. I find you so mysteriously enchanting. I'm crazy about you."

I looked at him and replied calmly, "I suggest you find someone you actually like and take her out, because I'm not interested in you like that."

"But why do you keep rejecting me?" Josh hissed.

"If you must know, I'm not looking for a partner right now, and even if I were, I don't think we'd be compatible. Now please let me leave. You're making me uncomfortable."

Josh looked at me with eyes full of desire and self-hatred. I'd seen those eyes before, on Dov Dorevitch, an enemy in my former life. "No!" Josh exclaimed. "I will have you tonight, whether you want me or not. You'd better get ready, Sabina."

In my former life, as the saintly prodigy-child Sabina, I'd have been wracked with grief for failing to purify Joshua's soul. But that version of me had been torn to shreds by the demon Rangda, because she was too naïve and good-hearted.

I'd learnt my lesson. I'd give Joshua one chance to repent and save himself. After that, he'd be solely responsible for what came next.

"Are you frecking kidding me, Joshua? You just threatened to rape me. Step aside and leave me alone, or you'll regret it."

For a moment, it seemed to work. Joshua looked confused and didn't know what to say. Sadly, the darkness soon returned to his eyes, and he said in a chilling voice, "I will have you tonight, Sabina. I'll be the one to take your virginity, and there's nothing you can do about it."

With that, Joshua lunged at me and pinned me to the bed. There was no way I could fight him physically — he was a very fit, very strong athlete, and I was just an average girl. I grabbed his arm as he tried to pull off my pants, stared defiantly into his eyes, and spoke with a commanding voice. "Joshua Harkins: by the power bestowed upon me by the True Maker, I command you to let go of evil and repent for your sins."

The effect was instantaneous. The darkness and the urge to dominate drained from Joshua's face, and the boy now crying on the floor beside me would almost have been pitiful if he weren't so explosive and unpredictable.

Most evil people don't simply let go of evil. They might refrain from evil deeds out of fear of being punished, but the desire to harm others stays with them. After I left the room, I heard an anguished roar, followed by the sound of shattering glass. In shock, and conflicted from the forced influx of light, Joshua had broken a mirror and turned to self-harm — or so I assumed from the terrifying noises behind me.

I had to alert his parents, so I ran to Joshua's dad and shouted, "Mr Harkins! Josh has lost his mind. You have to help him — he's in his bedroom." I didn't stay for their reactions; my body was shaking, and I needed to get home, meditate, and find my balance again.

On my way out, Eric spotted me and saw something was wrong. "Sabina, are you okay? What happened?"

"Josh... he tried to rape me," I sobbed.

"Oh my god. I don't know what to say. Should I call the cops?" Eric asked, a concerned frown on his face.

"No. That won't be necessary. Josh is a lot worse off than I am."

"What? What did you do to the bastard?"

"I didn't do anything. Joshua's conscience got hold of him when he realised what he was about to do. I reckon he went insane and turned to self-harm, but I don't know the specifics — I ran."

In the distance, I could hear an ambulance approaching as I walked away from the house. Eric followed me. "Where are you going, Sabina?"

"I'm going home."

"I'm coming with you. To keep you safe."

"But what about Lindsey?"

"If Lindsey doesn't understand that I have to get you home safely, then she's not the right one for me."

"Thank you," I said as we got into the approaching AutoCar that would take me back to my cosy two-bedroom apartment in Maroubra.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 6: A Sunday Morning Jog and Reflection
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After spending all of Saturday trying to meditate away the shock of the night before, I felt a bit better. I tried clearing my head with an early-morning jog along the coastal path of Malabar Headland National Park. I'm a firm believer in moderate exercise for a healthy life — a light run, some yoga, good stretches afterwards. That's basically my fitness regime. Inactivity is bad for the body and causes premature death, but so does strenuous exercise; elite athletes often die young from pushing their bodies too hard.

As I jogged, appreciating the rugged coast and soaking up the morning sun, I reflected on what had happened to Joshua. In his guilt-ridden insanity, he had used a shard of the broken mirror to chop off his testicles. Or so the online whispers said. He was in hospital hoping to recover, but his testicles weren't going to. I'd spent most of Saturday asking myself whether I was at fault. The young, innocent Sabina of my former life would have been crushed by guilt, but I wasn't. Following my instincts and refusing to speak to him in private would have saved him from himself that night — but in the long run, it wouldn't have changed anything.

Joshua's mind was a product of his inflated ego, born of growing up with a sense of entitlement. His desire to dominate me was the desire for what he couldn't have, and the inability to accept that he wasn't always liked and admired. If I hadn't gone with him, he'd have raped someone else eventually — someone unable to defend herself. In a world where evil exists, it was better Joshua took the damage than that other innocent people suffered.

Friday had made me realise it was time to do what I was born to do: step up my search for the primordial Zeto Crystal, more commonly known as the Holy Grail.

I'd been wrestling with whether it was wise to unleash the true purifying power of the Zeto Crystal. Technically, when activated from its dormant state, the crystal would limit humanity's free will by inhibiting our inclination towards evil. But the concept of free will is an illusion anyway. In this life, I couldn't hover without a plane, swim to the bottom of the ocean without scuba gear, teleport, or reverse time to fix my mistakes. The laws of the universe already forbade me a long list of things; limiting our inclination towards evil would simply make things better.

But to do good in the world, I needed money. Travelling the world in search of the Zeto Crystal wouldn't come cheap. The desire to make money is perfectly natural — it's hard to live in human society without it — but too often that desire becomes greed, and greed corrupts the soul, and by extension humanity.

How would I accumulate it, though? I could spend years working a normal job, but that wasn't very stimulating. Working with others matters, but my goals were bigger than typing on a computer all day or serving burgers at the local fast-food joint. If I wasted time on menial tasks, humanity would have to wait longer for our golden age, and that meant more suffering.

I finished my run and saw an ad for a massive lottery jackpot. I thought about buying a ticket, then realised how pointless it was. I had all kinds of abilities — influencing people, seeing patterns, foresight — but none of them affected the random number generator behind the lottery.

So what could I do? Online trading was the answer. I had an unparalleled ability to spot patterns and predict events. While I worried that trading would expose me to the corrupting pull of greed, I was an adult now. No matter how I lived, I'd need money, and online trading would cause me the least mental strain.

I went home and checked my online banking. I had a thousand dollars from teaching yoga classes at my local gym. "Here goes nothing," I thought, as I poured my money into the trading account and waited for the market to open.
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Chapter 7: Convincing John to Help Me Apply for a Visa
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A few days later, $20,000 sat in my account — enough to splurge on my upcoming trip to Israel, where my search for the primordial Zeto Crystal would begin. There was one small problem: I needed a visa. The security situation in Israel was so bad that the government didn't let foreigners in without a trusted person vouching for them. That's where John came in. He was Jewish and held an Israeli passport.

My relationship with John, the man who raised me believing I'm his daughter, isn't as good as it could be. It's one of my biggest regrets. John is stable, loving, hard-working — he deserves all the love in the world. Sadly, I just can't make myself care about him the way a daughter should. I blame the circumstances of my conception.

I was reborn because of the spirit of the sacred Sabina Eisenstein, who'd fallen to the evil Xeno queen Rangda in the apocalyptic war of the 29th century. Rather than accept defeat, that spirit convinced the True Maker to turn back time to 2019, when compatible parents for my rebirth were available on Earth. I was reborn as a beautiful baby. I remember how my future self made sure my mother, Ellen, and my long-dead biological father, Marvin, met and had a brief sexual encounter behind John's back. I made it happen, and the guilt of having cuckolded my "father" has kept me at a distance from him ever since. I know John wanted more children, but since he was sterile, it never happened.

So I feel guilty for deceiving John, and I know the truth would destroy his happiness. My mother and I have kept it to ourselves, because the truth would be too devastating for him to bear.

As for Mum, I feel close to her. Ellen is a good woman; her brief tryst with Marvin happened because I influenced her mind to make it so. It was necessary for my rebirth, and if anyone is to blame, it's me.

I met John for a quick lunch in the Central Business District. He had rump steak and chips; I had a vegan salad with avocado, couscous, and grilled tofu. I like vegan food when I can, but it's not my religion, and I don't preach it — strict veganism preached badly causes more harm than it solves.

John looked at me with a worried expression. "Is everything okay, Sabina? You haven't been yourself since Joshua's party. You haven't even been to school. Did something bad happen at the party?"

I thought about how to answer. I didn't want to lie, but I didn't want to tell him what had happened either. Eventually I said, "Yes, something bad happened at the party. But that's not why I haven't been at school."

"So, what's really going on?"

"I needed to make some money for an upcoming project, Dad."

John spat out the coffee he was drinking. "Sabina? You're staying home from school to make money? I thought you didn't even like money or material possessions."

"No, Dad. I don't like being controlled by money or material possessions. But I do need them to live. There's a difference." I paused. "Anyway, I've made the money I needed, so now I need your help."

John looked shocked. "What? What did you do to make money? You've hardly left your room for three days. Your mother's been worried sick."

I smiled, my girlish pride bubbling over my achievement. "Online trading, Dad. I've spent my time trading to raise $20,000 for a trip I want to make."

I handed John my phone with my bank transaction details. He looked, and his chin dropped. "Sabina, this is amazing. How did you do it?"

"I see patterns, Dad. I always have. I just decided to use that ability for something practical."

"And what is this trip you want to make?"

I took a deep breath. "I want to go to Jerusalem."

John stared at me. "Jerusalem? Are you out of your mind? Do you know what's been happening over there?"

"I know, Dad. That's exactly why I want to go. I want to understand it for myself. And I want to learn more about your heritage — about the history of the Holy Land."

John's face softened a little at that, but he still looked worried. "Sabina, it's not safe for a young woman to travel there alone. Especially now."

"I know, Dad. That's why I need your help. I need an Israeli sponsor to get the visa. Will
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