
 



Jennifer 
Jennifer sat at her kitchen table, sunlight pouring through the blinds 
and dancing across the pages of her notebook. She had always been 
meticulous, carefully weighing every decision that came her way. 
Today, though, was different. Today, her life felt less like her own 
and more like a script written by someone else. 

The choices began subtly. 

“Wear the blue dress,” the voice in her head suggested one morning 
as she stared into her closet. Jennifer laughed it off, attributing it to 
fatigue or her imagination, but she wore the blue dress anyway. The 
compliments she received that day were too perfect to ignore. 

“Take the long route to work,” it said a week later. Despite her 
hesitation, Jennifer followed the advice and narrowly avoided a car 
accident she saw reported later on the news. 

The voice didn’t always speak, but when it did, its guidance seemed 
eerily precise. It wasn’t intrusive, never demanding. It felt... 
protective, like someone watching over her, ensuring she made the 
"right" choices. But who? And why? 

One evening, as Jennifer sat by the window sipping tea, the voice 
returned. 

“Call your mother.” 

Jennifer’s heart sank. She hadn’t spoken to her mother in years, a rift 
born from misunderstanding and stubbornness. Yet, the suggestion 
lingered in her mind, gnawing at her resolve. 

“What if I don’t?” she whispered aloud. 

Silence. 



Jennifer’s pulse quickened. “Who are you?” she asked, her voice 
trembling. 

“I’m here to help,” the voice replied after a pause. It was calm, 
almost kind, yet entirely otherworldly. “Your choices shape your 
path, Jennifer. I’ve been guiding you toward the best version of 
yourself.” 

Jennifer clenched her fists. “But they’re not my choices, are they?” 

“You’ve always had free will,” the voice said. “I’ve only shown you 
the possibilities. It’s up to you to decide.” 

The line blurred between suggestion and control, and Jennifer felt an 
unfamiliar anger rise within her. Was her life truly her own if every 
decision was influenced? 

She picked up her phone, staring at her mother’s number. The voice 
didn’t prompt her this time, leaving the choice entirely hers. 

Jennifer hesitated, then set the phone down. Instead, she grabbed 
her notebook and began writing. 

“Dear Mom...” 

The words poured out of her, messy and raw. She realized she didn’t 
need the voice to make decisions for her anymore. For better or 
worse, she was ready to own her choices. 

Daniel 
Daniel stood at the edge of the pier, the salty breeze brushing 
against his face as the ocean stretched endlessly before him. His life, 
much like the waves lapping against the shore, felt pulled by unseen 
tides. He wasn’t quite sure when it began, but his decisions lately 
didn’t feel entirely his own. 



It wasn’t a voice, not like in the movies. It was more like... nudges. 
Gentle inclinations, pushing him in directions that, at first, seemed 
insignificant. “Take this road instead of that one.” “Skip the coffee 
today.” “Talk to her.” 

At first, he chalked it up to instinct, a heightened sense of intuition. 
But the more he followed these subtle directives, the more his life 
seemed to fall into a strange kind of order—like pieces of a puzzle 
fitting together effortlessly. 

One evening, sitting in his dimly lit apartment, he thought about the 
most recent nudge: “Apply for the teaching job.” 

Teaching wasn’t part of Daniel’s plan. He had dreamed of becoming a 
musician, traveling the world with his guitar and writing songs that 
would inspire people. But his music career had stalled, gigs dwindling 
as bills piled up. Teaching felt like giving up, yet something about the 
idea felt... right. 

He hesitated, staring at the application on his laptop screen. 

“Why this?” he asked aloud, his voice cracking the stillness of the 
room. He wasn’t expecting an answer, but deep down, he hoped for 
one. 

He clicked submit. 

Months later, Daniel found himself standing in front of a classroom 
filled with curious young faces. It was his first day, and the nerves 
coursing through his body were electrifying. But as he started 
teaching, he felt something he hadn’t experienced in a long time: 
purpose. 

The nudges didn’t stop, though. 

“Invite Ethan over for dinner.” Ethan, his younger brother, had been 
distant ever since their parents passed. But Daniel followed the 



suggestion, and over shared laughter and homemade pasta, they 
began to rebuild their bond. 

“Play your guitar at the school talent show.” It felt silly—he hadn’t 
performed in years—but when the students cheered and clapped 
along, Daniel realized how much he missed the stage. 

The suggestions seemed to guide him not away from his dreams, but 
toward something deeper, something more fulfilling. 

One night, Daniel woke abruptly, his mind racing. He sat up in bed, 
staring into the darkness. 

“Who’s doing this?” he whispered. “Who’s making these choices for 
me?” 

There was no reply, just the faint hum of the city outside. Yet, deep 
in his heart, Daniel felt an answer: the choices weren’t being made 
for him—they were being offered to him. 

 


