
The sea suits were basically spacesuits for underwater wear. 
They came with self-contained rebreathers that allowed a 

swimmer to go under for thirty minutes at a time. During that 
time, the air was recycled, the carbon dioxide scrubbed and re-
turned clean. They were good down to a hundred and fifty feet, 
more if the swimmer was equipped with respirocytes—modified 
blood cells specially tailored to help with oxygen efficiency—
which would help with increasing the time beneath the sea and 
with decompression.

The sea suits came with retractable fins on the feet and webbing 
on the hands to allow stronger and faster swimming. Light colored 
in front and dark on the back, the suits had been designed for cam-
ouflage as well as swimming, the same way any sea denizen was 
marked to make them hard to see from above and from below.

The men and women were young and moved like soldiers, 
flicking their hands to clear the swim webs and reaching for the 
weapons they carried in waterproof holsters attached to their 
chests. They had a selection of pistols and machine pistols. I cata-
loged them automatically.
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chapter two



Mara stared at the approaching team. I called them that in my 
mind because I knew that was what they were.

“Mara Parker, stand your ground and you will not be hurt.”
Parker? I placed the name at once. Parker had been Mara’s 

maiden name, before she had married Simon Blake. This memo-
ry, wherever it was, came from a time before their marriage.

All of this information processed quickly. I uploaded it as a 
matter of course, then reached out for Mara’s hand and jerked her 
into motion. I didn’t know if I actually initiated the move or if it 
was something Simon Blake had done. Parts of the memories that 
came to me were just that: memories. The past got tangled up in 
my present. If I didn’t act within the memories, I lost them. I had 
tried simply being an observer on two of the last sequences that 
had returned to me. I had lost both of them, and those memories 
had not come back.

The team charged after us, but they were in the soft sand of the 
beach and their going was slowed. That gave us a fleeting edge I 
knew we needed to capitalize on.

At my side, Mara stumbled, then got a rhythm going. She was 
a natural athlete, had been a runner back in university, and the 
adrenaline spiking her system increased her ability. That was only 
temporary, though, and I knew the adrenaline crash that followed 
would demand heavy payback.

Shelly suddenly stood in front of me. She looked aggrieved 
and agitated, and I knew that she hated feeling helpless. I had 
been with her once when she’d tried to talk a woman out of taking 
her own life in a suicidal jump from an apartment building. Talk-
ing hadn’t worked. The woman had plummeted to her death.

“The house, Drake. It’s your only hope.” Shelly waved us 
forward.

I ran, dodging from tree to tree as we took a zig-zag path back 
to the house. Bullets raked the ground and the trees and brush be-
hind us, but I knew the team wasn’t trying to kill us. Not yet.

Shelly faded away just as I ran toward her, pushing through 
the last bits of her. I felt a chill as I crossed the space she had just 
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been standing in. I had not known she had manifested some kind 
of physical presence.

The last ten meters to the house were bereft of trees and brush. 
The grounds were immaculate, a section of tamed tropical para-
dise. We had no cover. I didn’t hesitate because the only advan-
tage we had was the lead we had from the start that was now 
rapidly disappearing.

Breath rasped through my lungs. Even though I had experi-
enced the sensation and the stress before, I still was not accus-
tomed to it. As a bioroid, I didn’t breathe. My continued existence 
didn’t hinge on oxygen exchange. That something so fragile could 
mean the difference between life and death was still astonishing 
to me.

I had always known how vulnerable humans were. That was 
part of the basic programming of the neural channeling, and I had 
extensive anatomical background added for my position as a New 
Angeles homicide detective. I would never forget how Shelly No-
lan had died in my arms.

“You’re not going to get away, Parker.” The man’s threatening 
voice was projected through a speaker system designed into his 
sea suit. It was a psychological weapon designed to break down 
a quarry’s defenses.

Mara looked over her shoulder, trying to see how close they 
were, because she’d been spooked by that voice. She stumbled 
and nearly fell, her floppy hat falling from her head. I caught her, 
managed to keep us both upright, and powered on toward the 
small flight of steps that led up to the cabin. Our feet pounded 
against the real wood floors.

Exotic getaways like this were expensive. Living space on 
Earth was at a premium, with most of the populace living in ar-
cologies made up of buildings hundreds of stories tall; all fertile 
land outside of the megapoli was used for growing crops. Fringe 
areas, like this beach, were sometimes left for tourist develop-
ment when the land was vulnerable to salt water seepage that got 
into the ground water. Most plants would not grow well in those 
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circumstances, but mangrove swamps and orchids still proved 
profitable, even though people couldn’t eat them. However, cor-
porate execs still liked to use the wood and flowers as stations of 
power unattainable by the masses.

I waved my hand in front of the reader. The temporary e-ID 
that had been overlaid on the back of my hand flashed through the 
security system and the door unlocked. I pulled us through and 
slammed the panic button on the wall beside the door.

Immediately, the door locked and armored shutters dropped 
into place over the windows. In seconds, the cabin became a rela-
tively impregnable fortress.

Guests that came to the beach to stay were generally wealthy and 
wanted to get away from their other lives, including the necessary 
security teams that lived with them on a daily basis. The incidence 
for kidnapping in these areas was high. That was one criminal en-
terprise that remained extremely profitable, enough so that the low 
rate of success for practitioners still didn’t deter efforts.

Most criminals weren’t as well-trained as the team that closed 
in on us.

I thought rapidly as I studied Mara to make sure she wasn’t 
harmed. If this memory was from before the time she had rede-
signed the neural channeling software that Haas-Bioroid used to 
manufacture their units, the ultimate success she was to have with 
MirrorMorph, Inc. lay before her. Her company was small, com-
pletely under her control, and was successful enough to provide 
her a lavish lifestyle.

So she had escaped the threat that currently faced us.
“Simon, do you know what’s going on? Who are those people?”
“I don’t know.” The answer was the truth. I didn’t know, and I 

knew Simon didn’t know either. I felt his thoughts stirring in mine, 
closer than I’d ever been to him before. Closer even than when I’d 
taken his last dying breath in a hospital years from now.

Mara wasn’t one to sit back. She’d trained her whole life to suc-
ceed and to problem solve. She ran to the bedroom we shared—
they shared. I didn’t remember any of their intimate relationship. 
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As a homicide detective, I knew about such things, but I had no 
experience with them. Pleasure bioroids, on the other hand—
specially programmed and equipped male and female bioroids—
spent their whole careers experiencing such things.

I followed her.
Throwing her sunglasses on the bed and grabbing her PAD, 

Mara keyed the unit to life and tried to connect with emergency 
services. She looked at me, grim and desperate, her eyes round 
with fear. “I can’t get out. The signals are jammed.”

The panic button I’d hit to lock down the cabin was supposed 
to send out a distress signal. I didn’t trust it now. The attack had 
been too well choreographed to hope for that to work.

I wondered why they had chosen to attack during the day in-
stead of coming at night when Mara and Simon would have been 
sleeping, or at least caught more unawares. I deduced that there 
was a timetable in play that I wasn’t aware of—something un-
expected had occurred and now they only had a brief window of 
opportunity to achieve success.

Before I knew what I was doing, I knelt by the bedside and 
reached under the mattress. I pulled out an H&K 12mm pistol, 
expertly dropped the magazine to check the load, then racked the 
slide to chamber a round. Next to the pistol, there were two ad-
ditional magazines of ammunition.

Mara stared at me like she’d never seen me before. “Simon?”
“I told you there were things you didn’t know about me, Mara.” 

I stood and tucked the two magazines in the thigh pouch on the 
lounging shorts I wore. I kept the pistol in my hand and crossed 
the room to her. I put my empty hand on her shoulder, felt her skin 
warm against my hand and her muscles taut with fear. “We’re go-
ing to be okay. I just need you to listen to me. Can you do that?”

“Where did you get the gun?”
I didn’t know, but Simon did. “I brought it with me.”
“Why?”
“Because I wanted you to be safe. You knew the risks when 

you booked this island. I warned you about this.”
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“The chances of a kidnap attempt were small. That’s what we 
were told.”

Someone battered at the door and the booming sounds echoed 
through the enclosed cabin.

Simon and I thought furiously. I had the blueprints of the cabin 
in my mind, whether I accessed them off the Net or Simon knew 
them, I wasn’t sure. Either was possible while I was under the 
influence of the memories.

The cabin came with an underground escape route, but I was 
suspect of that course of action. So was Simon. Whoever was 
attempting to break through the security door would know about 
that point of retreat as well.

The frame around the security door screeched and I knew we 
didn’t have much time before the cabin was invaded.

I brought up the cabin’s security system and ran through the 
cameras mounted outside the structure—again one of my bioroid 
abilities that I could apparently access while in the memory. One 
man and one woman were at the front door. The man used a por-
table battering ram to hammer at the door while the woman stood 
ready with her weapon to protect him. Another man and woman 
were farther back toward the rear of the cabin so they could see 
the sides and the rear. I assumed the missing man was probably 
coming up through the underground escape route that let out in 
the jungle a hundred meters away.

“Get your boots on.” I went to the closet and tossed her the hik-
ing boots she’d brought for the trip. While she pulled them on, I 
pulled on a pair as well. We were going to have to run for it. Foot 
protection and ankle support were imperative.

I wished I was in my actual bioroid body, made of stainless 
steel and far more enduring than Simon Blake was. I had already 
died as him once. I didn’t want to repeat the experience, and I 
didn’t know what failure would do to the memories. Maybe if I 
failed to repeat the memories, I’d be shut off from remembering 
Mara. That wouldn’t do. She was depending on me to find her 
and save her.
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If she was still alive.
I pushed that from my thoughts and concentrated on the task 

at hand.
“Focus, Drake.” Shelly stood in the bedroom doorway, but 

Mara wasn’t aware of her. “You know what you have to do. 
You’ve been through doors with me before. You know how dan-
gerous it can be. One misstep, then everything goes wrong and 
somebody dies.” Her face hardened. “Today, you’ve got to make 
these guys misstep. It’s the only chance you have.”

I turned to Mara. “Come on.” In the memory, I didn’t have the 
360-degree vision I had as a bioroid. That was another benefit 
humans didn’t have. So I had to turn my face to Mara to see her, 
since I needed her to know I was talking to her.

Humans were biologically compelled to search for facial fea-
tures in order to recognize individuals. When they thought about 
how someone looked, they thought of features first. That was why 
police investigators were trained to ask for hair and eye color, for 
scars, birthmarks, and other distinguishing features. Height and 
weight didn’t even figure in for a lot of people. Retail employees 
had to be trained to watch for the security tape on the sides of 
doorways to get an idea of a perpetrator’s height.

It was always about the face.
“Come on.” Simon’s voice got louder, more harsh.
Mara came toward me and I took her into the living room. The 

booming noise from the assault on the door sounded even louder 
in there. I stationed her beside the door and spoke to her softly 
between the blows that rained on the door.

“This is going to happen fast.” Boom! “Stay back until I tell 
you to move.” Boom! “We’re going out there.”

Mara shook her head. Boom!
This time the doorframe screeched again and I factored in the 

probability that the door was already too warped to function as 
I’d planned. I had no other choice, though. The plan I had was 
desperate, a long shot in Shelly’s words, but it was all I had.

Or I could try to disengage from the memory. That would mean 
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I wouldn’t learn whatever I was here to learn. Every time one of 
these memories surfaced, I discovered something about Mara and 
what had happened to her.

I locked eyes with Mara, grateful that she couldn’t see the 
blank silver bioroid orbs that I truly had. Now, I trusted, she saw 
only Simon Blake’s eyes. I repeated myself. “We’re going out 
there.” Boom! “Nod if you understand.”

Reluctantly, Mara nodded. I tapped the panic button controls 
and removed the reinforced support from the front door. I stepped 
back a meter and lifted the pistol in both hands. My program-
ming jerked and spasmed for a moment even at this “memory” of 
shooting a human. My hands shook.

Then I calmed, the feeling of wrongness went away, and my 
hands steadied.

Boom!
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