
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 





It was the tail end of September 2004 in the small town Two 

Rivers, Massachusetts. The warmth of summer was seeing 

its final days as the cool autumn air began to settle in. Onyx 

Technology Ventures, a technology company that provided 

hi-tech solutions to businesses, was on the brink of a major 

announcement. 

They touted that there was a technological breakthrough that 

could forever change not only the tech world, but the world we 

inhabit as a whole; however, you wouldn’t know that looking 

from the outside. Workers sat at their cubicles, moved from 

office to office carrying stacks of papers with them, engaged 

in a little conversation at the water fountain as well as other 

typical activities you would normally see in any big company. 

Just by observing the employees, you would think that it was 

just another day at the office. Among the sounds of file cabinets 

opening and closing, phones being answered, and every other 

little event, it all served as a mask to shroud the fact that a 

history-defining meeting was about to take place. 

The meeting was located in the back of the main work area 

where a rather elongated conference room was concealed 

behind a closed door with windows blocked by Venetian blinds. 

This room housed the CEO of Onyx Technology Ventures as 

well as his executive staff as they prepared to discuss this 

technological breakthrough. While nobody could see inside of 

the room itself, those who were lucky enough to sit close by 

could faintly hear the voice of the CEO. 

“...and with this technology, a revolution on many fronts is 

coming. Our lives are about to get not just simpler, but smarter.” 

stated the muffled voice of the CEO from within the conference 

room which was met by a round of applause. 



The meeting had concluded and we see a lone man, young in 

age, sitting in a chair behind his desk. His office was pretty 

lavish as one would expect from the owner of a company. His 

desk, oversized and made of cherrywood, set the theme for the 

office. His chair was made out of a combination of cherrywood 

and burgundy leather. There was a burgundy leather sofa 

against the right wall of the office as well as numerous copies 

of his own chair lined up neatly against the left wall. 

Behind his desk was a rather large window that overlooked 

the main parking lot. Fake plants, medium in height, sat on 

both sides of the large window.  A large portrait of an older 

gentleman was affixed above the CEO’s left shoulder up on the 

wall. 

The young man removed his glasses and pinched the bridge 

of his nose, letting out quite the audible sigh. Just then, a 

secretary in a black business suit holding a file in her arms 

approached him. She placed the file down on his desk and the 

young man picked it up, flipping it open. 

“Rough day so far?” 

The young man looked up and saw her standing there with her 

hands cupped in front of her. She wore smile on her face as 

she tried to be comforting since it was obvious that he was 

under a bit of stress. 

“You could say that, Alice, but this is just the beginning. There 

is still so much more that needs to be done. If we’re going to 

deliver this technology to the world, we will have to work twice 

as hard as we did to develop it” said the young man as he 

placed the folder back down on his desk. 



Alice, age twenty-eight with blonde hair and blue eyes, walked 

over and retrieved the file folder and held it tightly against her 

body. 

“Don’t work yourself to death, Mikomi. Even geniuses need a 

break every now and then.” 

The young man was Mikomi Saigo, he stood six feet tall and 

sported black hair and deep blue eyes. He is son of Ryunosuke 

Saigo, the former CEO of Onyx Technology Ventures and the 

main whose portrait hung on the wall behind him. Mikomi 

inherited the company from his father when he passed away, 

becoming its youngest CEO, but despite being twenty-four in 

age, he has been at the helm of the company for nearly two 

years and has been responsible for its rapid growth. 

“Please, Alice… I’m not my father.  I know my limits.  Even still… 

I wish he could be here to see what I’ve done. He was the true 

genius after all. This breakthrough was his realization. I simply 

rearranged the pieces of the puzzle and put it all together. I 

guess you could say was I cleaning up the mess he left behind.” 

Alice shook her head slightly and simply smiled before she 

spoke up once again. 

“Well… after that meeting, I’m sure you wouldn’t mind a minute 

or two to unwind. How about I get you some tea? That should 

help take the edge off for a bit.” 

Mikomi cleaned the lenses on his glasses before putting them 

back on. Even though he had a bit of a stress headache, he 

managed to put on a smile for Alice. Mikomi sighed internally 

as he realized that Alice was just trying to comfort him after a 

nerve-wracking day. 



 

 

“You always took good care of my father; almost to the point 

where I think you spoiled him. I even remember him coming 

home one night and realized that you weren’t there to make 

him any tea.  It was quite hilarious watching him try to make 

it himself.” said Mikomi as he leaned back in his chair with a 

reminiscing smile. 

 
“I’ll try not to spoil you too much then. We wouldn’t want you 

forgetting how to be self-sufficient, now would we? In the 

meantime, I’ll go get you that tea, but only because I offered 

and not because I’m trying to spoil you… much.” said Alice as 

she shot Mikomi a wink. 

 
Alice turned towards the door and reached for the doorknob. 

Right when she was about to grasp it, there was a rather loud 

knock, almost to the point where you could say someone had 

pounded on it.  The door even vibrated a bit from the impact 

and it caught Alice off guard. She stumbled back, taking in a 

deep breath as she tried to calm herself down from the shock. 

Alice shook her head as she realized how silly it was to be 

startled by such a small thing. She laughed to herself and went 

to reach out for the doorknob a second time. If the loud knocks 

caused a stir within her, then seeing the doorknob turn on its 

own really caused her to take a step back. 

 
The door swung open and there stood a man in a black 

business suit. He was of average height and build, sporting 

black hair that was slicked back and a pair of sunglasses that 

hid a just barely visible scar over his right eye. He cracked a 

grin as he lowered his glasses and gave Alice the once over. 

 
“Don’t mind me, sweetheart. I’ll just let myself in since it’s so 

hard to open a door for a man these days.” 



 

 

The man, vile in his words, approached Mikomi’s desk and took 

a seat. He disrespectfully kicked his feet up onto Mikomi’s desk 

causing flakes of dirt to fall onto the desk’s surface. Mikomi 

acted a bit cautious as he could tell that this was no ordinary 

man in front of him.  The man pulled out a cigar and lit it in 

front of Mikomi. Despite the blatant disrespect he had shown 

already, he had the nerve to turn toward Mikomi for approval. 

 
“Mind if I smoke?” 

 
Asking for approval as the cigar was already lit seemed like 

nothing more than a formality at this point. Even if Mikomi had 

prohibited smoking in his office, he knew it wouldn’t stop this 

man from going ahead and smoking the cigar anyway. 

 
Within seconds of the cigar being lit, the room began to reek 

from the stench of tobacco. After Mikomi’s only response was 

a silent judging glare, the man shrugged and continued to puff 

away on the cigar. 

 
“Who are you?” asked Mikomi. 

 
The man laughed a bit quietly to himself with the cigar still 

hanging slightly from his mouth. Realizing it might be quite the 

chore to talk with a cigar in his mouth, he removed it and 

tapped the ashes on top of Mikomi’s desk. 

 
“Straight and to the point. I like that about you, Mikomi. You 

want to know who I am, but who I am in name is irrelevant. Who 

I am overall… now that is quite important. You see, your 

company resides in a certain… let’s say… "territory" and things 

in this "territory," especially companies, are subject to a single 

man’s discretion.” said the man before taking a brief pause. 



 

 

“Your father knew of this very well and even paid large sums of 

money so that certain eyes would be blinded, but those days 

have come and gone and those eyes can see once again.” 

 
Mikomi gritted his teeth. 

 
“So, what you’re saying is my father paid off the mafia.” said 

Mikomi with a stern voice. 

 
“You catch on quite quick.” said the man as he pointed his 

finger at Mikomi, the cigar dangling in the same hand. “Your 

father is no longer here and I do sympathize for your loss, but 

you know what they say when you have an apple tree growing 

in your backyard? You simply wait for the tree to bear fruit and 

when the time is right, you harvest it. With that being said, 

we’ve watched your company with the highest interest for the 

past two years and now that you’ve made this technological 

breakthrough, we are very interested in acquiring it for 

ourselves.” 

 
Mikomi gritted his teeth even more. He knew exactly where this 

was heading and he didn’t like it one bit. He wasn’t about to just 

hand over his father’s legacy to this man 

 
“So, in other words, you want me to abandon my father’s work. 

You want me to abandon everything that I’ve learned from him, 

all of the late nights I spent finishing his project? You think I 

could just simply hand it over to you because you barged into 

my office?” asked Mikomi keeping that stern tone in his voice. 

 
The still unnamed man burst out in laughter. Even though 

Mikomi was quite serious, the man found his attitude very 

amusing. 



 

 

“As sharp as a knife you are, but we’re not expecting you to just 

hand it over. We’ll gladly pay you for your work, but it means 

giving up all the rights to it and losing any financial gain, but, 

honestly, what do you care? We’ll give you enough money to 

walk away from this death trap and live a very comfortable life 

for the rest of your days! Seriously, who cares about all the little 

underlings beneath you? They’re just expendable tools anyway. 

They probably won’t even miss you once you’re gone. I’m sure 

some of them might actually be happy about you leaving! There 

isn’t a single company that exists where every single one of the 

employees love their boss.  Surely, you’re aware of something 

like that. So, what do you say, Mikomi?  All you have to do is 

agree to this deal and you’re a made man. Take the money and 

run and leave those ungrateful puppets who dawdle and dance 

for you day in and day out to fend for themselves!” 

 
The offer was met with silence as Mikomi folded his hands and 

rested his chin atop of them. Mikomi closed his eyes as the 

unnamed man sat there with growing interest. It appeared that 

Mikomi was actually thinking this over in his head and the man 

was waiting for a favorable answer. 

 
“Mikomi...” muttered Alice 

 
Mikomi’s eyes snapped open. All Mikomi had to do was glance 

over at Alice to see her looking at him. She didn’t have to say 

another word as the look on her face said everything that 

needed to be said. He knew just by looking at Alice that his 

people were not expendable tools.  His people were precious 

to him and there was no way he could just throw them all away. 

He couldn’t throw someone as sweet and caring as Alice away, 

either. Mikomi let out a sigh as he sat back in his chair, folding 

his arms. He looked right at the man sitting in front of his desk 

and in a stern and clear voice delivered to him his answer. 



 

 

“I think you should leave.” 

 
The man burst out in laughter as some of the ashes from his 

cigar fell to the floor. 

 
“Such iron will you possess, Mikomi. I should remind you that 

either way, whether you say yes or no, we will acquire your 

company in the end so why don’t you just forget about all the 

red tape and just take the money? Trust me, you will be much 

better off that way.” 

 
Mikomi closed his eyes and let out a heavy sigh. He then 

pinched the bridge of his nose as his headache from earlier was 

still bothering him. 

 
He wasn’t in the mood to deal with this so he decided to put an 

end to it all here and now. 

 
“Look” said Mikomi in a defiant voice. “My father may have 

caved in, but I spent my entire life watching him devote all of 

his time and energy to this. The missed birthdays. the missed 

Christmases, all of it was for this one moment. So, again, let 

me say it loud and clear...” 

 
Mikomi stood up and slammed the palms of his hands down on 

his desk with authority before pointing towards the door. 

 
“GET… OUT!” said Mikomi as stern as he could. 

 
The man stood up and grinned which brought the two of them 

face to face. The man removed his sunglasses so that the two 

of them were eye to eye. Mikomi looked at the nasty scar over 

his eye, which was white and clouded over. 



 

 

He was clearly blind in his left eye, but his right eye was brown 

in color and kind of beady. These were the eyes of a man who 

has killed before and now he was giving him the same kind of 

stare as he would give to one of his enemies. 

 
“Have it your way, Mikomi. I’ll let the canary sing for a little 

while longer, but just remember what was said here today,” 

 
The man took one final puff of his cigar and blew the smoke 

into Mikomi’s face.  The man put out his cigar on the surface 

of Mikomi’s desk, but despite all of that, Mikomi didn’t flinch. 

He continued to stand his ground until the man turned and 

proceeded towards the door, putting his sunglasses back on in 

the process. 

 
As the man opened the door, he stopped and looked over his 

shoulder. He pulled his sunglasses down just far enough to 

expose his blind eye. He cracked a wide grin as he raised his 

hand up as if he were waving goodbye to someone. 

 
“I’ll see you again real soon.”. 

 
He walked through the door and Alice closed it behind him. 

Mikomi fell back into his chair and let out a huge sigh of relief 

as he tilted his head back and looked up towards the ceiling. He 

was relieved that entire ordeal was over, but he still pinched the 

bridge of his nose and closed his eyes as his headache hadn’t 

subsided just yet, in fact, this whole thing made it even worse. 

Alice took a couple of steps towards Mikomi’s desk and placed 

her hand on his shoulder. 

 
“I’m sorry, Mikomi. I should have told you sooner about this. I 

just thought that….” 



 

 

“It’s not your fault, Alice.” said Mikomi as he interrupted her. 

“Everyone has their secrets. Apparently, my father had his and 

I’m sure you were just trying to protect me by keeping silent.” 

 
Alice fidgeted for a second. She still felt bad for not telling 

Mikomi about any of this. She needed an escape for a bit to 

clear her mind and that’s when she remembered that she was 

about to make Mikomi some tea before all of this went down. 

She looked back up with Mikomi and used that excuse to make 

her exit. 

 
“I… I still owe you some tea. I’ll go make it right away.” 

 
Alice scurried out of the office as Mikomi spun around in his 

chair where he looked out the window of his office. Down 

below he could see the parking lot where all of his employees 

parked. He witnessed a couple of them on break chatting 

amongst themselves. 

 
Everyone appeared to be happy and it didn’t seem like there 

was a single disgruntled employee among them. Mikomi was 

filled with a sense of duty that he had to do whatever it took to 

protect them. 

 
“Father… Why?” 

 
Mikomi stood, clenching his fist as he placed it on the window. 

He rested his forehead against his fist as he gritted his teeth 

knowing that he may never know the answer. 

 
The work day continued and soon the golden hour known as 

five o’clock had come. Workers exited the building, got into their 

cars and drove off for the night.  The sun moved through the 

sky and was soon replaced by the moon. 



 

 

Night had come and Mikomi was back at his desk finishing up 

some paperwork. An empty tea cup laid on the desk from earlier 

in the day. The door to his office opened and Alice stepped into 

the doorway. 

 
“I’m about to head out, Mikomi. Is there anything else you need 

before I go?’ 

 
“No, Alice. I’m fine. Thank you for your hard work as always. 

We have a big day tomorrow. The press will be here and I’m 

going to need all the support I can get to make it through the 

bombardment of questions.” 

 
Alice shot Mikomi a smile. Mikomi looked up from his 

paperwork just long enough to catch a glimpse of that smile. To 

say that Mikomi wasn’t captivated by her beauty would be a flat 

out lie, but even though Mikomi found her attractive, he 

couldn’t find any true feelings for her. 

 
Whether or not there was interest on Alice’s side remained to be 

seen. For all Mikomi knew, Alice could just be the friendly type 

who likes to make people feel comfortable. 

 
“I’ll do my best.” said Alice as she took a step backwards 

through the doorway, but stopped. “Mikomi… are you going to 

be alright?” 

 
“What do you mean?” 

 
“About earlier.  You’re not afraid?” 

 
“It’s going to take more than that to scare me. I’m not going to 

let anything happen.  Don’t worry.” 



 

 

Mikomi’s tone was certain, but Alice wasn’t buying the tough 

guy attitude. 

 
“Please be careful, Mikomi” said Alice with a tone of concern in 

her voice. 

 
Mikomi gave her an approving nod and she closed the door, 

leaving Mikomi alone in the building. Mikomi put his signature 

on a piece of paper before placing it into a file folder and 

moving it to a drawer in his desk. 

 
“I suppose it’s time I get out of here myself.” 

 
Mikomi stood up and walked over to a coatrack in the corner 

of his office. He grabbed a light grey suit jacket off of the rack 

and put it on. Mikomi checked his pockets and pulled out a set 

of keys before walking through the door to his office, locking 

it behind him. Mikomi exited the building, wishing the security 

guard a pleasant evening as he passed him. 

 
“You, too, Mr. Saigo” responded the security guard. 

 
Mikomi walked through the parking lot to a row of cars. One 

belonged to him, others belonged to the security guards and the 

nighttime janitorial staff. Mikomi once again pulled the keys out 

of his pocket and just when he was about to insert the key into 

the lock on his car door, there was a loud bang that came from 

behind him. The sound of a gunshot echoed throughout the 

evening air. 

 
Mikomi’s eyes widened as the world around him became 

muffled. Mikomi dropped his keys on the ground as he turned 

around and fell up against his car as he needed its support to 

remain upright. 



 

 

A closeup of the gun is seen with smoke rising out of the barrel. 

The gun pulled away as a man, who could barely be seen, faded 

away into the shadows of the night. Mikomi couldn’t remain 

upright for much longer and fell to a seated position, leaving a 

streak of blood on the side of his car as the bullet had passed 

straight through his abdomen. 

 
Mikomi began to breathe a bit more heavily as he sat against 

his car. Mikomi held his stomach as he closed his eyes, wincing 

in pain. 

 
“MIKOMI!!” 

 
It was Alice.  She quickly ran up to Mikomi and knelt down next 

to him.  Thankfully, she hadn’t completely left for the evening 

just yet. Mikomi was covered in sweat as the color drained from 

his body. He looked incredibly pale and Alice knew she had to 

act quickly. She pulled out her cellphone and began to dial 9-1- 

1. 

 
“Just sit still. Don’t move. Don’t talk!” 

 
From Mikomi’s point of view, his eyes closed then opened again. 

The world around him began to get more and more blurry. 

He could hear Alice talking, but her words were becoming 

increasingly muffled as the seconds passed. 

 
“A... Alice…” Mikomi thought to himself. 

 
He closed his eyes and opened them again. The world was a 

smear of blurry colors. He couldn’t discern anything anymore. 

Although muffled, he could barely make out what Alice said. 

 
“STAY WITH ME! MIKOMI!” 



 

 

Mikomi’s eyes closed once more.  A few moments later, his 

eyes opened again, his vision still blurry. He could see lights 

passing over his head. He looked around and saw people in 

green scrubs. He realized he was at the hospital and was being 

rushed somewhere. His hearing returned briefly. 

 
“We need O.R. room two prepped immediately. We have a 

young male with a gunshot wound through his…” 

 
Mikomi couldn’t hear the rest of what they were saying as his 

hearing went muffled again. His vision faded back to black for a 

brief moment. His eyes suddenly opened a few moments later. 

He saw doctors and nurses scrambling around him. His hearing 

returned briefly again. 

 
“There’s too much blood loss! We’re losing him! We need to 

operate now! Get him under and get me as much Type AB blood 

as you can, we’re going to need all we can spare!” yelled one of 

the doctors before turning and looking at Mikomi whose vision 

became blurry once again. 

 
“Dammit! NURSE!!” 

 
Those were the last discernable words Mikomi heard. His eyes 

closed one final time. The sound of the world around him faded 

out until there was nothing but dead silence. Mikomi strained to 

hear something… anything, but there was nothing to be heard. 

 
There was nothing but darkness and silence. 

It was over. 

As Mikomi laid there, despite nothing being able to see or hear, 

he could still think. 



 

 

“I guess this is the end… and before such an important day. 

Alice, I’m sorry. I promised you, but… I’m afraid I’m going to 

have to break that promise.” 

 
Mikomi tried to think of something else, but he just couldn’t 

think anymore.  His time had come. A sensation of peace 

washed over him, almost as if he were falling asleep after a long 

day. Just when Mikomi had lost all hope, his eyes snapped open 

and he sat up in bed, gasping for air! 

 
The room was dark, but there was just enough light from a 

nearby window to see Mikomi sitting up in bed covered in sweat. 

His chest was heaving in and out as the anxiety flowed through 

his body. 

 
He quickly looked around the room to see if he could make out 

anything, but it was too dark. Then, Mikomi recalled the last 

memories he experienced. It was of the doctors rushing to save 

his life. It was then that Mikomi realized that he was still in the 

hospital. 

 
Mikomi reached over the side of his bed to find the call button 

for the nurse. He patted the sides of his bed, but couldn’t find 

anything. 

 
“Where is that button? Does this bed not come equipped with 

one!?” 

 
Mikomi began to panic, but then he suddenly stopped all of his 

movements. 

 
“Wait a minute… this feeling…” 



 

 

It was only then he realized that he wasn’t in any pain 

whatsoever. Even if the doctors had fixed the damage, there 

would still be pain from the surgery.  Mikomi pressed against 

his stomach and he felt completely fine. Surely there had to be 

a scar, he thought. Mikomi lifted his shirt and in the moonlight, 

we could see that there wasn’t a trace of damage anywhere on 

his entire torso. 

 
“What’s going on?” Mikomi said out loud and as soon as he 

said those words, he covered his mouth and his eyes widened. 

 
“My voice is…” 

 
His voice was different. It was higher pitched than normal. Was 

it a side effect of the anesthesia? He would like to think that, 

but that didn’t seem like a logical explanation to him. As he sat 

there in the darkness with his hands over his mouth, a door 

opened and light poured into the room. 

 
“Mikomi! Get up! It’s time for school.” said the voice. 

 
“I must be dreaming. That couldn’t possibly be…” 

 
Mikomi recognized that voice.  It was his mother.  Was he at 

his parent’s house? Was this a dream? Mikomi couldn’t say a 

word. All Mikomi could do was sit there and stare at the open 

door, but the light that came from it allowed him to survey his 

surroundings. He slowly looked around and his eyes widened 

even more. He slowly took his hands off of his mouth and 

swung his legs over the side of his bed. He planted both feet 

firmly on the floor and stood. He looked around and instantly 

recognized everything. This was his room from when he was a 

teenager. 



 

 

“Am… am I dead?” 

 
Mikomi then pinched his cheek. 

“Ouch...” 

Realizing that this was no dream, Mikomi slowly turned and 

walked towards the doorway.  He recognized the small hallway 

on the other side of it. Immediately to his left was the bathroom. 

To his right was the living room and around the corner from his 

doorway was his parent’s bedroom. He, indeed, was back in his 

parent’s home. 

 
Mikomi had no idea what was going on, but he knew that he 

couldn’t raise any suspicions just yet. After all, what would 

people think if he just started going around asking basic details 

such as the date, the time of day, and where he was? 

 
Mikomi decided he would head to the bathroom for now. It was 

only inevitable that all of the details would come to him if he 

just pretended everything was normal. Somewhere along the 

way he’d find a newspaper, overhear a conversation, virtually 

anything. 

 
“I guess the only thing I can do for now is play along. Sooner or 

later, I’ll  figure out just what in the hell is going on around  

here.” Mikomi thought to himself. 

 
Mikomi considered this a puzzle and he decided he would 

try and solve it on his own. For now, all he knew was that it was 

time to get ready for school. Mikomi turned left out of his 

bedroom and stepped into the bathroom. 

 
“This… this can’t be real.” 



 

 

Mikomi slowly inched his way towards the mirror. He touched 

his face as he gazed at his own reflection.  Just then... 

 
“I’m afraid it is real, Mikomi.” 

 
Mikomi’s head snapped towards the shower. There was a man 

standing there about six feet, three inches tall sporting medium 

length blonde hair, blue eyes and was wearing a white suit with 

a royal blue dress shirt underneath. He had with him a golden 

cane with a black handle. Mikomi backed up against the door 

and nervously reached for the doorknob. He was paralyzed with 

fear as the man sighed. 

 
“Everyone has that same reaction. I’ve seen it so many times 

I’ve lost count.” said the man with a slight English accent. 

 
The man then took a seat on the edge of the bathtub. 

 
“While fear is a natural reaction, I assure you that there’s 

no need for such an emotion, Mikomi.  You seek answers to 

your questions and I am the one who can deliver them to you. 

Although I’m certain that by answering your biggest question, 

it will, undoubtedly, raise a greater number of questions. So 

I believe the best course here is to be quite blunt about it. 

Mikomi Saigo...you have been transported ten years back into 

the past.  You have been given a second chance.” 

 
Mikomi simply stood there in shock, unable to process a single 

word of what the man had just said. The look on the man’s face 

told that he was serious in his statement.  Even still, Mikomi 

had no idea what to do or how to react. Could this really have 

happened?  Did Mikomi Saigo truly travel ten years into the 

past? 




