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“Remember, Nemo, the Veo are our enemy.” 
Nemo awoke, confused, finding himself in a ward, he tried to sit up, only to be stopped by a blue hand. 

“Don’t move,” a gentle, voice said. Nemo turned and found himself staring at a woman with blue skin, orange pupils, and tendrils sprouting from her head instead of hair, the features of a Veo. 

“Hey, Artemis,” Nemo said, forcing a weak smile to his partner, “what happened?” 

“The “Anonymous” escaped.”

Nemo sighed, angry and disappointed that he let those xenophobes got away again, after everything they had done to his loved ones. He still remembered what happened in Berlin, the fire, the cries still plagued his nightmares. 

“You almost did not make it, you had a hundred surgeries, most of your lower spine had to be reconstructed using artificial nerves and bone cement, your left arm was regenerated via stem cells, your hippocampus and neurons regrown, so you will experience loss of long-term memory,” Artemis added, still worried about Nemo’s condition, almost crying at the state he was un. 

Nemo silently laughed at his stupidity for worrying over the dream. If the Veo were his enemy, he would be dead. Their ground-breaking technology had not only saved his life but also reimagined the world. Chronic illnesses and large-scale pandemics were relics of a backward past. Humans now had a better quality of life than ever. 

5 months passed, Nemo was discharged and fully recovered, but he cannot return until he passed the second mental assessment.

Nemo sat silently across from the hologram of a tall, uniformed man, he had a gaze so sharp, introspective, and piercing that Nemo felt that a hole was being drilled into his mind. 

“Colonel,” Nemo muttered. 

“How are you feeling?” Wagner asked. 

“I cannot remember the details of my early life, but otherwise my memory is intact. I am experiencing strange memory pieces of unfamiliar events, like that of me in Vorkuta,” Nemo replied. 

Wagner nodded, but something felt off for Nemo, his gaze looked very uneasy to him as if he was troubled, no, fearful of the fact that Nemo’s memory was starting to have cracks. 

“Remember Berlin?” he asked. 

“Yes,” Nemo replied in anguish. “That was the first “Anonymous” attack, a bomb went off, killing humans and Veos alike, I was there, still a civilian.” 

 “You have passed, report back to your unit tomorrow.” 

“Thank you, sir,” Nemo stood up and saluted, barely able to contain his excitement of returning to the frontlines, not seeing Wagner's worried and troubled gaze behind him as he left.                   

2 day later, Nemo and his team visited a prison in Mexico to retrieve an important “Anonymous” member for questioning, which will be conducted in their safe house in the USA. 

To their annoyance,  they found themselves stuck in a traffic jam across the border, moving at a snail’s pace. 

“At this pace, we will never arrive!” Damis groaned, banging his hands on the dashboard loudly after reading the self-driving vehicle’s display screen. 

Artemis sighed, knowing their teammate’s hot temper.

Nemo eyed the vehicles around them intently like a falcon after a wounded bird. “Activate scanner,” he ordered. 

Damis keyed a command. The spare tire on their armoued SUV’s roof rack kicked into action and started spinning, in reality, it is a scanner designed to see through walls.. Now, they are looking for the contents hidden in the hover cars around them. 

“Gun,” Nemo said, pointing to the image of a van on the screen, which showed men holding metal objects resembling firearms. 

“White van 2 lanes right, 3 o’clock, armed men spotted, all vehicles to activate scanners,” Nemo ordered his team over the radio. 

Very soon, more hostiles were around them.

Nemo gulped, realising with dread that their convoy had been surrounded by armed men. 

Damis reached down into his seat, pulling out his rifle, Nemo did the same. 

“We must be engaged to engage,” he ordered. “Do what they do, if they get out, we get out.” 

By then, the men in the vehicles started to stare at Nemo intently like wolves seeing a rival pack.  If not for the fact that Nemo and his team were all masked up to conceal their identities, Nemo was certain that they could see the sweat of apprehension on his face which had soaked his mask. 

    After seemingly forever, the long vehicle queues inched forward, resulting in the lanes separating them clearing, giving them a clear, unrestricted view of Nemo’s exposed convoy. Nemo immediately unlocked the door. 
The doors of the white van opened. 
“Move,” Nemo ordered, and they rushed out of their vehicles amid the confused and terrified screams of civilians as they see several armed personnel suddenly appearing on the road. Before the men could react, they found themselves surrounded  by Nemo’s team. 
Damis raised his rifle at a man who had already gotten out of the van, holding a pistol. 
“Drop it!” Damis ordered. 
The man threw Damis a murderous glare, his tattooed finger moving to the trigger.
“No!” Artemis yelled, rushing forward, training her pistol on the man, and the others in the van who had reached for their weapons. 
“Calm down,” Artemis assured, “surrender, we won’t shoot.” She placed her pistol back into her holster while outstretching her left hand at them, attempting to defuse the situation to avoid shooting on a road filled with civilians. Nemo kept his rifle raised at them. 
Seeing her blue hand, all the men in the van turned their gaze to her, recognising her to be a Veo and their faces became twisted with anger and hate. The man outside the van swayed his weapon back and forth, contemplating whether to shoot her. 
“Do you want to die?!” Damis warned. 
The man let out a primal yell and raised his pistol at Artemis.
“Bang!”
The man slumped onto the van, blood splattering onto the white surface, in front of him was Artemis, having redrawn her pistol and fired. The man’s wide-eyed face of shock, as he dies,  is a testament to her unmatched speed. 
Nemo was unsurprised, for she had won all their western duel games. 
Nemo and the others quickly gunned down the remaining armed men. Very soon, the van became a crimson hornet nest. 
More gunshots and screams were heard shortly after. 
Nemo reloaded his rifle and returning to their vehicles amid the sirens as border guards pulled up to maintain order. 
An hour later, Nemo and his team arrived at their safe house. Immediately, they dragged the unconscious prisoner out of the boot, strapped him on a raised table, and yanked the bag covering his face off, revealing a man with dishevelled hair and a scruffy beard. If one were to throw him into a group of homeless beggars, he will go missing. 
Nemo plunged a needle into his neck, injecting a chemical into him. The man awoke instantly, groggily staring at the masked people facing him. 
“Solomon,” Nemo said, folding his arms, “second in command of the “Anonymous” because you killed the other contender,” he sneered. 
Solomon laughed, his voice coarse owing to lack of use. 
Damis showed Solomon a picture. 
“Tell us about this,” he asked. 
Solomon’s eyes blinked in excitement upon seeing the device, he then smirked at Damis. 
“No.” 
“What?” 
“You heard me, stupid baguette,” Solomon taunted, only for Damis to punch him squarely in the face, causing blood to flow out of his nose. 
“Well?” Damis asked. “Let’s try that again.” 
Solomon coughed, coughing out a tooth and splats of blood, looking at them in boiling rage. 
Nemo approached Solomon, “want another round?” 
Angered, Solomon headbutted Nemo in the face. “You can’t hurt me, weakling!” 
Recovering from the impact, Nemo took off his mask to wipe the blood on his face. Upon seeing Nemo’s face, Solomon’s eyes widened with horror. 
“You! Vorkuta!”  Solomon yelled, his face ghastly pale and drained of colour, Nemo watched in confusion as he thrashed against his restraints, trying to escape, smearing them red, as if he witnessed a horror beyond human comprehension. 
While Nemo remained stunned and confused over the fact that Solomon seemed to know him and mentioned Vorkuta, a place he had phantom memories of, his teammates wheeled a machine over, together with doctors. 
“Seems like psychological methods work better. This works by pulling out the most traumatic moments in your memory and playing them over and over until you tell us what we want,” Damis explained. 
Before Solomon could say another word, the doctors pulled the machine over Solomon’s body, injecting anaesthesia into his body, then proceeding to implant the machine’s wires into his head. 
The anaesthesia’s effect quickly disappeared, and Solomon’s horrified screams resonated throughout the room, like a child in a haunted house. 
Visually disturbed, Artemis grimaced and looked away. 
“I…will…talk,” Solomon spoke, his speech incoherent with all the foam flowing from the edge of his mouth, spasming uncontrollably, his mind on the verge of breaking. 
“That’s a canister for a biological weapon, it works by releasing a programmable nanobot virus that targeting all non-Earth originated life forms, as DNA profiling of Veos revealed zero overlaps with any Earth life. We intend to release them into space from a floating rocket platform, and using Jupiter as a catapult, launch itself to the edge of our solar system, where the nanobots will be released, multiplying themselves by siphoning carbon deposits on asteroids and other planets, spreading throughout the solar system, killing all alien life on Earth and those that enters.” 
 Artemis immediately pulled Solomon towards her, disregarding the fact that he still had wires in his brain. “Tell me the coordinates, now!” she yelled right into Solomon’s face. Nemo was astonished that the usually gentle and calm Artemis suddenly became so aggressive and panicky. 
Solomon whispered a coordinate into Artemis’ ears, before passing out from the mental torture.  Artemis flashed them onto a screen. 
“Near Midway.” 
Nemo immediately suited up into his full combat exoskeleton. 
Before he could give orders, a sudden jolt of excruciating pain swept through his head, Nemo grimaced, holding on to his head as he collapsed onto the floor, feeling as if someone is bashing his head continuously with a hammer. 
“Nemo!” his teammates yelled worriedly. 
 Nemo was in too much pain to respond to them, slowly his vision started blacking out, and the last thing he saw was his team rushing towards him. 


 “Hey,” a voice called out next to him, Nemo turned, realising he was in Vorkuta again, at the edge of a cliff. But this time, there was someone around him. He looked at the man, to his absolute shock, it was Solomon. 
 Nemo looked at his hands, noticing that they are covered in “Anonymous” tattoos. 
“Why am I with Solomon? Why am I an “Anonymous” terrorist?” Nemo’s anxious mind raced with questions as he watched this strange yet scarily familiar memory unfold. 
Solomon raised a shotgun at Nemo. 
“There can only be one.” 
Before Nemo can understand the situation, Solomon shot him straight through the lungs. Nemo gasped, collapsing as he slowly suffocates, his blood dyeing the white sheets of snow under him crimson red. 
Solomon then kicked the dying Nemo off the cliff. Nemo was shocked, finally understanding why Solomon was so terrified to see him. 
He was the rival Solomon “killed”.
None of this made sense to Nemo, if he was with the “Anonymous”, how could he be at Berlin, struck down by the bomb, watching his loved ones slowly succumbing to their injuries in the inferno while lying there helplessly in anguish? 
Just as he was thinking this, another memory popped into his head. He was once again in Berlin on that fateful day, but he was no longer lying on the pavement following the explosion. Instead, he was standing in a building, overlooking the smoke. He looked around, seeing something that scared the living daylights out of him in his hand. 
A detonator. 
“Was this intended?” he asked in the memory.  
   Someone sighed behind him. 
   “I travelled back in time to save humanity from a horrible future, I didn’t intend to hurt any humans.” 
Nemo froze in shock, recognising the voice to be from his dream. 
“We need smarter weapons, something that targets only them.” 
Nemo was utterly devastated by this revelation. He was not the counter-terrorist  avenging his loved ones, he was the terrorist chest deep in blood.
“Why had I did it?” he asked himself. 
Then it all clicked as his missing memories came flooding back to him, he remembered his mission. 
The “Anonymous” was founded by a time traveller from the future, a future in which the Veos had conquered the planet, forced all humans to migrate to East Asia, starving out majority of the population and reducing survivors to second-grade citizens. All the aid they had given is merely a sugar-coated bomb, distracting humans from their real intentions while infiltrating into human society to spy for their fleet, which will arrive in 4 years. 
 “Wake up!” an angry voice awoke him from his thoughts, finding himself now handcuffed to a bed in a ward, surrounded by 2 Veo doctors, Wagner and a guard. 
Nemo stared at Wagner angrily. “You put my brain into a blender.” 
Infuriated, Wagner overturned the chair next to him in a fit of rage. 
“Whose memories do you think those were? My nephew’s! He died there, thanks to you!” he roared in anguish and rage. “When they found your body, they insisted on this science project, to brainwash you into one of us, hoping you can eventually reveal critical intel.” 
“We gave you a second chance, now finish your end of the deal, where is your leader?” he asked, furious.  
“I am sorry about your nephew,” Nemo apologised sincerely, aware that he was collateral damage. 
Wagner turned to the doctors. Out of their view, Nemo slipped a scalpel from the table next to him. 
“Patch him to the machine,” Wagner instructed. 
The doctors wheeled a torture machine over. By now, Nemo had secretly opened his handcuffs. 
The guard stopped by the bed to help set up the machine. Seizing his chance, Nemo quickly sprang from the bed, grabbing the guard’s riot shotgun and firing 2 shots, incapacitating the doctors, then wrestling the shotgun away from the guard, knocking him out with the stock, then raising pulling the trigger at Wagner, sending Wagner flying back, hitting against the wall and knocking him unconscious. Nemo then quickly pried the guard’s equipment off, wearing them and rushing out of the facility. He needs to complete his mission, and stop his former team. 


   Nemo’s team walked through the launch base, clearing the area for any hostiles. The facility was completely automated, but they still needed to be careful. 
Suddenly, they heard the roaring sound of a jet engine above them, looking up to see a VTOL slowly landing in front of them. 
Alarmed, they rushed to the VTOL, guns raised at the door as it opened. 
To their surprise and joy, it was Nemo, alive and well. 
Damis waved as they lowered their guns. 
Nemo sighed, knowing what he has to do. 
“Sorry,” he apologised. 
“Wh—” before Damis could reply, Nemo flipped out his shotgun and shot him squarely in the chest, sending him flying onto the floor. Nemo had loaded both his shotgun and pistol with non-lethal EMP rounds, allowing him to deactivate their exoskeletons and incapacitate them without killing. 
He drew his pistol out too, expertly shooting his shocked teammates, his teammates no match for his skills. Very soon, he was the only one standing in the clearing. 
“Why?” Damis groaned as he tried to reach for his rifle, only for Nemo to kick it away. 
“You will understand,” Nemo replied, shooting another bullet into Damis, incapacitating him. 
Nemo looked at the empty pistol in his hands, with no alternative, he reloaded it with a magazine of live bullets from Damis’ vest and proceeded to the launch room. 
Nemo carefully opened the door. The launch room was filled with monitors, lighting up the room brightly, despite having no lights.
Noticing someone in the room, he raised his pistol. The person too, realised his presence and turned, raising her pistol at him. 
“Artemis,” Nemo said, with a fearful and angry expression, for he knew she was a spy for the Veo invaders. 
“It hurts me to see you looking at me with those eyes,” Artemis replied sadly, her eyes glistening. 
“Traitor!” Nemo yelled in rage. 
Artemis sighed, keeping her pistol back into her holster. 
    “Neither of us can compromise,” she remarked. “You don’t want to lose your home. My home planet is gone, Earth is the only alternative. If you release that, my kind goes extinct.”
“I had foreseen such a confrontation, but I clung on to my fantasies. How foolish. Seems like only one of us will be leaving this room alive today. Let’s settle this, western style.” 
Nemo nodded, keeping his pistol back into his holster They both turned around, 3 steps away from each other. 
They both turned back immediately, having redrawn their pistols and raised them at each other. 
“Bang!” 
Artemis collapsed, clutching her throat, blood spewing out everywhere. 
Nemo looked at the smoking bullet hole on the wall next to him, stunned. “No way she could have missed that,” he thought, disbelieving that he was the one to win. 
“This…wasn’t…the future…I…imagined…for…us…”  she croaked, dying. 
Something salty flowed into Nemo's mouth, he touched his face, they were wet. 
“Why am I crying for her? An alien scum?” Nemo thought in disbelief. 
He went to the control panel, launching the rocket and simultaneously uploading a computer virus to knock out all world militaries. 
Watching the white trails of the rocket break the beautiful yellow and red sunset, Nemo closed his eyes, understanding he had essentially committed genocide against a whole species. 
But else could he have done in this cruel world?
“If only this world can be reimagined,” he lamented. 
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