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The light that oozed from the massive machine-built 
structure of the Nergüi platform was almost like a second 
star, out here in the far rim of the Solar System. A mix of 
colours that predominated around amber, speckled with 
bright blues, greens and reds – much like the astronomical 
jewels of the surrounding star field. 
 Dr Galen Goren re-adjusted the filters on his visual 
cortex with a quick thought-command and turned away 
from the wide, thin window that overlooked the nearby 
industrial facility. The large, utilitarian room brightened 
significantly as the organic part of his brain processed the 
higher input of light. Staring out at the platform’s super-
structure without dampers on always made his head hurt. 
The space in between this building and the industrial 
facility was cluttered with the crystal sculptures of his best-
friend and lacklustre business partner, Arron Mas, and the 
bright electric lights tended to catch the myriad surfaces in 
painful coruscating flashes as the sculptures drifted around 
in zero-G.  
 Galen shook his head, the tightly bunched chords of 
electric muscle around his neck flexing with the movement, 
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as he thought about Arron, the ‘Crystal Garden’ and what 
an epic demonstration of his remarkable waste of talent. 
  And time, Galen thought, frustration blending into the 
first stages of anger.  Arron was late. 
 The features of his manulf face wrinkled as the synaptic 
bridge processed his emotions and conveyed them, 
regardless of the fact there was nobody else there in the 
temple-like room to see.  He’d opted not to cover his frame 
with flesh.  It was a top-line model from Kjeld Botonitics.   
The blue-grey fibres of synmov – electric muscle – were 
exposed across his entire figure, so that to some he 
appeared like a walking, talking anatomical mannequin.  
The look was good for business. Out here, where machines 
outnumbered organics by a considerable degree, 
functionality was just as important as aesthetics, warping 
the definition of ‘the look of the success’. 
 The name Abdur Razzaq, a corporate thug from Dubai 
(Earth) slithered across the floor of his mind and took the 
full focus of his growing anger.  It wasn’t Arron Mas who 
was to blame.  Razzaq – and the criminal syndicate he had 
latched around Galen like a horse bridle.  
 How the hell did Razzaq find out?    
 Galen knew that wasn’t important right now. What was 
vital was how he reacted to the immediate threat.  Bold 
action was needed.  And that required Arron to be here as 
planned. 
 
 
 

 
 
  
 
She stepped out from the Subtak pod with the grace and 
elegance of a catwalk model.  Her long limbs encased in 
highly glossed carbo-plastic, bright scarlet in colour; the 
tight, stylised curves the best in design from Hitochi 
Karawaki. She paused for a moment, appreciating the view 
through arcing walls of fu-glass, of the platform’s dispersed 
superstructure where it radiated away from the nub-station 
on rods that were dozens of miles in length. Powerful lights 
glittered off every surface.   
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 Sansan Kalinka savoured this moment of return – 
before the feeling of dread swept in like the inexorable tide 
of an approaching doom. Her human eyes, large, blue, set 
within a fleshy, organic face that was both attractive and 
based directly on her true form, swivelled left and directed 
the slow turn of her head and machine body. She turned 
and stared past the receding lines of the Nergüi platform, to 
the inky blackness beyond the glare of the lights, where, out 
there, some 50,000 AU away, was planet Earth. An invisible 
speck at this distance.  Place of her origin.  Cradle of her 
early years of struggle and failure. And now, threatening to 
tear down the gold-plated walls of her new life of success. 
 Mother what have you done? And why am I so scared to 
go back?  
 Sansan began walking towards the arrivals lounge, a 
UTOC Marine already opening up the portal at the far end of 
the fu-glass passageway to direct them to the security 
check-in.  His gaze caught a fraction of her then did a 
double-take. She beamed a smile. He didn’t look away. 
 The three other passengers, all sweaty flesh and 
creased clothing, who had also travelled through from the 
other side of the First Arterial gave her a wide-berth, as if 
wary of encroaching on her personal space, both 
intimidated and impressed by her blend of machine-design 
and raw, unblemished human beauty.  Icon of the Hitochi 
Karawaki fashion laboratories.    
 Her pace slowed as something her attention drifted out 
through the fu-glass to a nearby industrial facility. 
 Goren-Mas Corporation.   
 Long forgotten memories pushed through the filters of 
her past, and abruptly she recalled her years of working 
there, next to the Crystal Garden and a life occupying the 
chassis of a dull, grey Sony Houseman.  She’d given up her 
body back on Earth to pay off her debts and shipped out 
here to start a new life at the bottom rung of the ladder.  All 
the sacrifices she’d made had led her to this moment.  At a 
crossroads of risk to help her only remaining family, versus 
an assured future of growing fame and reward. 
 Her eyes lingered on the view.  There were many more 
sculptures in the Crystal Garden. Arron Mas had been busy 
during all these years.        
 Arron Mas, a fond smile touched her human lips and 
expanded across her face.  Focus of her earliest immature 
fantasies.  The one she had always yearned to be loved by. 
Her knight in shining carbo-plastic armour.  Who would 



4 

have swept her away, like he did so many others, and inject 
her life with excitement and luxury. 
 “Welcome to Nergüi,” the UTOC marine greeted her. His 
youthful features were stitched by uneasy attraction to her 
form.  “Security is this way.”  
 
 
 

 
 
  
   
Arron Mas couldn’t believe his luck.  The creature that came 
walking out of the arrivals lounge was like something from a 
classic Manga stim.  She was incredible, stunningly crafted 
scarlet plating covered delicate bundles of the finest woven 
synmov he had ever seen; limbs, torso and skull, all 
gleaming in the building’s soft illumination.  And central to 
the visage was the human face; white skinned, blue-eyed, 
pink glossed mouth and the hints of naturally blonde hair 
on her eyebrows; the low, broad and smooth forehead 
terminated where metalled prongs of the cowl pinched down 
through flesh and defined the merge with machine. 
 He’d only come to the Subtak nub-station to see off a 
male friend who had shown up earlier in the week; several 
days of drinking cocktails and smoking stim-pipes and 
gongs.  His brain chemistry was scrambled but he still had 
enough focus to know that Galen wanted to see him at some 
point today. Actually, Arron knew he was already late – but 
the female figure held onto his attention. 
 Who are you? The question seemed to burn with such 
intensity that she actually looked his way. The faintest 
flicker of recognition on her fragile porcelain features, or 
was it shock?  
 A resolve settled into the woman’s expression then, and 
Arron recognised the hallmark of female guile. She strode 
across the hydrogel padded floor towards him, flicking out 
long scarlet legs that ended in high-heeled shoes made of 
blue metal, a subtle wiggle to rotational-jointed hips, a 
smirk spreading across her lips. 
 “Arron Mas.” She called out as a greeting. 
 He was stunned. Heads turned his way.  People were  
greatly interested and obviously impressed.  He gave his 
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adamantanium skull a quick shake.  Like his best friend, 
he’d gone the whole full-conversion route, zippering his 
mind from flesh into a Riken Alpha-CYB3, diplomatic 
model.  The complex alloy chassis was wrapped in vat-
grown flesh and muscle, giving him the standard Riken 
Alpha build of a stocky weight-lifter but with a far better 
aesthetic appeal than the standard combat models.  Unlike 
Galen, who actually had his entire brain, nervous system 
and core organics surgically stripped out and transplanted 
into a machine-frame, Arron had gone for a black-ball 
approach and had his entire state of self-recorded and 
placed within a piece of cybernetic hardware the size of an 
adult thumb: the cerebral codex.   
 “Cat got your tongue?” she asked playfully as she came 
to a stop in front of him. She was tall, very tall, and very 
thin. 
 He was staring. Covering it with a backward step and 
guffawing he allowed a natural smile to spill across his face.  
“Do I actually know you or is this something my so-called 
friend has put you up to?” 
 She cocked her head to one side, a glaze of nostalgia 
coating her eyes.   “Dr Galen Goren.  No. I’ve not seen him 
in a very long time.  Your brother from another mother.  
How is he?” 
 He shook his head again. “This is surreal. How do I 
know you? Or rather why do I not remember who you are?” 
 “I was a very different person back then. Are you going 
to give me a ride? I’ve booked a room at the Kuruvinda 
hotel. It’s near the Mirror Palace isn’t it?”  
 Arron smiled. The woman, whoever she was, knew he 
had a taste for piloting expensive power launches. 
“Absolutely. Of course. Step right this way…miss?” 
 “Kalinka. Sansan Kalinka.” 
 The Mirror Palace. That’s what they called the 
architectural spectacle where Galen lived and worked.  Not 
because it was coated in any kind of reflective material; on 
the contrary it had been built from fused volcanic magma 
generated on a captured asteroid.  It was called the Mirror 
Palace because the lower levels were an inverted mirror 
image of the upper levels, joined to the Nergüi platform by a 
single fu-glass transit tube.  It was impressive but nothing 
compared to the grandeur of the truly wealthy who had 
made Nergüi their home.  
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By the time Arron strolled into Galen’s office, his young, 
flesh-wrapped best-friend was five hours late. 
 “Where the hell have you been?”  Galen didn’t strip the 
anger from his deep, tersely modulated voice. 
 “And good morning to you, too.” Arron responded 
easily, displaying his old-favourite wry smile and absorbing 
the negative tones like an inert sponge. Galen noted he had 
at least dressed properly for a business meeting, even 
though the holographic projections of the clients had long 
since left.  A suit of heavy fabric, charcoal in colour, that 
hung with tailored skill from his bulky frame. 
 “This is serious Arron. You’ve no idea what’s going on 
right now.” 
 Arron wandered over to a large sofa covered in 
voluminous folds of golden velvet and dropped down. There 
was an infuriatingly self-satisfied and smug expression on 
his handsome face.  “So you’re always keen to tell me Galen. 
And I know you want me to get more involved in the day to 
day operations – but I always retreat back to the foundation 
stone of our deal. I come up with the ideas and the money 
and you make them work.”  
 Galen made a modulated version of a sigh, as he had 
no lungs as in the organic meaning of the word, and clasped 
one grey-blue hand across the back of his bare, carbo-
plastic skull.  “I’m not talking about that!” 
 “Besides,” Arron went on oblivious, gazing at the 
expensive leather shoes on his feet as a smile split his lips, 
“I think I’ve just met the absolute woman of my dreams.” 
 Galan snapped his attention onto Arron, puzzlement 
flexing the synmov ridges of his features – his unadorned 
manulf face.  There was no way the clients would have 
mentioned their…  
 No, it was another one of Arron’s deluded journeys into 
the emotional hinterland he called love.  Galen became 
exasperated. “We’re being blackmailed Arron. Our company. 
A criminal syndicate with ties back on Earth. Somebody 
called Abdur Razzaq.  Ever heard of him?” 
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 At last he had Arron’s attention. Sitting bolt upright his 
friend gazed directly back at him and slowly shook his head.  
“How bad is it?” 
 Galen shrugged and made a facial gesture as if blowing 
air our through his lips; born-bred habits didn’t go away.  
“It might actually work in our favour. They’re offering to 
supply unlimited primary resources for our new Nanomech 
concept.  But they’re effectively holding a gun to our head. If 
we don’t do what they say then they could tear apart the 
entire company. It would all go.  You’d lose everything you 
put into this thing.” 
 “What do they want?” Arron asked soberly. 
 “An arranged marriage. You and Razzaq’s fifth 
daughter.” 
 Arron made a face as if to say that didn’t sound so bad. 
 Galen lifted a finger, a webbing of neurosyn tendons 
connecting to the back of his hand; it was a prompt for 
caution. His voice softened. “She’s not a looker. And she’s 
all flesh. And lots of it.” 
 A laugh escaped from Arron’s mouth. “So what? We can 
change that.” 
 Galen was shaking his head. “No. Razzaq’s family. 
They’re NuHist-Persians. No fake bodies. No Synthology. 
And that includes you. You’d have to dump the Riken 
chassis and zip yourself into a modified Carbon. I’ve already 
spoken to Clifton Jorgenson at Fujutsan-Brokkel Labs.  It’s 
been arranged. The girl is making a Nascent Virm recording 
today.  There’s a company announcement being made 
tomorrow night – we’re bundling it into a launch party. 
Nanomech preview as part of the union between Galen-Mas 
and TerraGen.  She’ll be there as a Virt. AI emulation 
covering her personality.” 
 “Oh. Shit.” 
 
 
 

 
 
  
 
Arron Mas got in touch as he promised. Of course.  She had 
no delusions about why. She was desirable. Flesh men and 
simicrant (people who had gone through full-body 
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conversion) found her shape tapping into the primal coding 
of the animal brain stem.   He wanted to spend time with 
her; he seemed rushed, apprehensive, but she was busy – 
so he invited her to a party that night.  She said yes not 
knowing if she would actually go.   
 There was a bigger decision facing her. She spent four 
hours in her suite at the Kuruvinda hotel, staring at the 
screen of tangible light projected from the HTMD unit: 
preliminary reservations for a Subtak pod from the Nergüi 
nub-station to Mars Hub, and then another skim to Earth.  
A journey that would take over three years by conventional 
propulsion at a comfortable 1G acceleration was now 
possible in a matter of moments, after the hours of queues 
and security processing.  The prompt flashed every few 
minutes: DO YOU WANT TO CONFIRM?      
 It was a simple yes or no option.  
 She couldn’t decide. 
 Sorry mother, I don’t know if I can do this.  
 
 
 

 
 
  
   
Arron Mas convinced himself everything was going to be 
okay.  The party was in full swing, set within the cavernous 
Great Hall of the Mirror Palace.  The Great Hall contained 
the dual ground floors of both upper and lower aspects of 
the building, where the opposing gravity fields of the two 
identical halves converged.  As such, stairways that met at 
the gravity-line, in the absolute centre of the Hall, created 
an Escher-type effect as they twisted through 180 degrees 
to allow users to enjoy the shift in gravity from one artificial 
sense of up, to the other. Like the elaborate creations in the 
Crystal Garden, most of the design concepts were his.  
 Everyone who needed to be there was there. Great 
throngs of industry leaders, innovators, media journalists 
and society tycoons. Dr Galen Goren was highly respected 
in every circle.  Which was probably why the threat of 
blackmail had had such a swift and profound effect.  
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 He hadn’t probed into the reasons of what, how and 
why. Arron trusted Galen to handle it, as he did with 
everything. 
 The Virt of Delshad Razzaq was there, projected directly 
into the VIP balcony by the building’s management-chip, 
the holographic representation behaving as she would 
based on the AI-emulation software translating the 
recording made of her and beamed via SwiftlYte (not cheap) 
from Earth to the Nergüi platform.  With standard beam 
communications it would have taken over 9 months for the 
recording to have arrived. 
 Long trails of glossy dark hair, sprinkled with coarse 
ground fragments of precious gems, helped to disguise the 
misshapen mounds of her fleshy bulk; swarthy skin 
glistened with a film of nervous perspiration and highlighted 
the patina of fine dark hairs above her lip and running 
down the sides of her face.  Arron spent time with her as 
appropriate, he was polite but inside his mind he was 
squirming.  He used gong-pipes, modified for simicrants 
who had no lungs to inhale chemical vapour, to dull his 
senses down to a state of shambling consciousness.  
 And then she glided in. 
 Rising up through zero-G, contained inside the 
transparent fu-glass tube that connected the Reception Bay 
to the Great Hall.  A slow comet of glistening scarlet 
carapaces polished to a radiant eye-grabbing shine; the 
gaps between the exquisitely designed plates provided 
glimpses the fine-weave of her synmov muscles, now freshly 
oiled and gleaming in the passing sweep of various lights.  
The smile painted on her beautiful human face was genuine 
and delightful to behold. To Arron she looked like a Princess 
who had secretly stepped out of a pumpkin coach in the 
search for a handsome Prince.  Her nearly laughed when he 
realised she was wearing crystal shoes.  
 All heads turned to observe her entrance.  An usher 
caught her hand as she stepped out through a portal in the 
side of the tube and gravity took hold.  
 People began to flock towards her. She acknowledged 
the converging crowd with an even wider smile, but her gaze 
drifted around them until her eyes found his. 
 Arron felt like he’d been stabbed.  He grabbed a cocktail 
goblet from a nearby surface and knocked back the meta-
alcohol; the internal surface of his chassis responded to the 
chemical bonds and opened channels that filtered directly 
to his organic brain.  His mind-state might be loaded into a 
chunk of cybernetic hardware but the cerebral codex still 
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needed an organic brain to function with a human mind. 
Being conscious in a purely digital state was a quick 
journey into madness, so he’d been informed. 
 The cocktail cut through the fug of the gong-pipes and 
motivated him into movement. He said farewell to the sullen 
Virt of Delshad Razzaq with little apology and made his way 
from the VIP balcony. 
 
 
 

∆ 
  
 
 
“Damn.”  Galen muttered to himself. He saw the incredible 
female arrive, the way the entire party began to gravitate 
towards her whilst Arron led her through the various 
clusters of people he knew.  He was introducing her to 
everybody. 
 Glancing across at the VIP balcony he saw the way the 
Virt of Razzaq’s daughter was watching with hooded eyes. 
The whole experience would be being recorded and 
dispatched back to Earth once the party was over. Galen 
knew he had to ensure the party ended as he had planned: 
with Arron and Razzaq’s daughter announcing their plans 
to marry to consolidate TerraGen’s partnership on the 
Nanomech deal. 
 He used though-interface and his synaptic bridge to 
send out a flash message to his staff with instructions for 
all guests to be kept out of his way for the foreseeable 
future.  The reaction was immediate if barely perceptible as 
ushers began to politely intercept anybody within walking 
distance of Dr Goren. 
 Cranking up the resolution and focus of his Gentec 
eyes he spent a few minutes with his attention fixed on 
Arron and the girl, whilst easing through the party.  He had 
the house management-chip scan her public broadcast tags 
and then compare them with data mined through audio-
visual capture of her.  There was always a 1st class private 
investigation service on call for his use 24 hours a day 
(Earth standard).  A FRIEND CALLED FIVE, was the agency 
selected on random rotation by his chief security advisor.  
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 The first results washed back with a match across 
disparate data-sets. Sansan Kalinka. Freelance PR 
consultant and techno-aesthetics expert (2nd class) 
currently 4 plus years into a 5 year contract with Hitochi 
Karawaki.  She’d recently arrived from beyond the First 
Arterial, travel plans consistent with a journey from the 3rd 
Arterial plexus where Hitochi Karawaki  was making a huge 
name for herself amongst the large human populations 
there.  A distant part of the Milky Way galaxy.  The human 
obsession with appearance spreading like a virus through 
the wormhole network. 
 Out on the tightly sweeping, ascending curve of a 
spiralling ramp that plunged up through the heart of the 
Great Hall like a DNA helix, he spied Arron leading the 
female off onto a small adjoining platform where divans 
allowed guests to get away from the crowds for a while; this 
one was unoccupied.   
 What are you both up to?  
 He was mildly surprised to see she had worked for 
Galen-Mas a number of years ago. Junior assistant in the 
gelweed fabrication studios; shaping raw gelweed extract 
into components for the test and R&D division.    
 Secondary data-sets further corroborated everything 
she said she was and her reasons for returning to the Solar 
System.  Except… 
 Red flag. 
 She’d been overhead by numerous devices capable of 
listening to audio that her mother, back on Earth, was sick 
and in need of palliative care. This contradicted the latest 
status of the mother, as supplied by AF-C5 who had just 
crash raided her private medical insurance records. The 
mother, Earnestine Kristin Kalinka, based in a low-rent 
zone in New Tokyo’s Buffer, was still working as a cook in 
one of the cafes at the spaceport’s Ames Terminal. Galen 
knew the sort, a place frequented by 3rd Class technicians 
who supported the clunky engineering bots that serviced 
the orbital skip and sub-orbital launch industry.   
 So why was she here at the party? Was it coincidence 
or by design that she’d met Arron Mas? Was a rival 
corporation paying her to derail the deal with TerraGen? He 
wouldn’t mind so much, espionage was a part of the 
technology development industry, but he couldn’t tolerate 
the risk of fallout if Razzaq executed his blackmail threat. 
 Galen decided to act swiftly and aggressively.  
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The party was lavish beyond belief.  Sansan had 
experienced great wealth and great poverty, but this pushed 
the boundaries of the luxury out into new realms.  She 
relished the way her Takara frame created such a storm of 
interest. The Kuruvinda hotel had done an amazing job of 
disassembling, cleaning, oiling, polishing and reassembling 
her exterior components and synmov fibre bundles.  She felt 
pampered, relaxed and desired.   
 Now she was here with Arron, in the confined embrace 
of a divan concealed from the crush of the party by the solid 
structure of the spiralling ramp.  The deep-set cables of her 
biosyn and chemosyn systems were pulsating with her 
heightened emotional state. Signals flashed through her 
synaptic bridge; peripheral awareness of system status 
rather than warnings.  She felt more in control of her life 
and her destiny than at any point before, and yet, her 
feelings seemed to be skirting the edge of a cliff. 
 Down below, a surging, turbulent sea of guilt and fear 
about her mother, the situation the woman had gotten 
herself into and the risk of becoming tainted by a psychic 
darkness if she made the journey back home. 
 “It must be a sign!” Arron enthused, adjusting the 
position of his muscular bulk on the divan so he could rest 
an arm along the back and touch the carbo-plastic plating 
of her hand.  “You being here. It has to mean something. 
Why now? Why this day?” 
 Touch sensors created a feedback loop inside of her 
sensorium.  The position and pressure-ratio of his fingers 
against the polished scarlet surface of her hand.  Emotions 
tightened, born-bred responses to desire fuelled further 
pulsations through her biosyn and chemosyn cables.  If 
she’d had lungs she knew would have been having difficulty 
breathing right now. The machine-based reality gave her an 
opening and the strength to plough through. Her flesh-face 
smiled with easy confidence as she looked him in the eyes.  
 “Is today of importance to you?” she asked. 
 “God, yes. I’m supposed to be announcing I’m getting 
married.” 
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 Her mind stumbled. Amber alerts flashed through her 
sensorium. A physical feeling like falling although it was 
just a trick of her brain.  All those years she had watched 
Arron playing the flirt with a procession of woman, from 
full-humans to the cybernetically enhanced through to pure 
simicrants, and here she was, presented with her chance to 
enjoy the taste of that particular fruit… 
 The smile held firm on her lips. “Is it selfish, do you 
think? To want something so much – whatever the cost to 
somebody else?” 
 “I don’t know. It depends…” he turned his face away, 
the movement highlighting the profile of his features.  “I owe 
a great gratitude and loyalty to my best friend. But… I’m so 
confused right now.” 
 She uncoiled herself from the divan and rose up onto 
her long legs. Gazing down at him she saw the uncertainty 
in his synthetically crafted face.  “I’ll make it easy for you. 
I’m going out to the Crystal Garden.  I want you to make 
something for me. One of your creations. I want it to linger 
there like all the other examples where you’ve demonstrated 
your love, or lust, for another being.” 
 He grinned, sheepish and crestfallen, a look that 
quickly evolved into an expression of profound realisation. 
“Wow. You managed to not to make that sound cynical or 
judgemental.” 
 “I’m not judging you Arron. I want to give you a choice.” 
 A serving-droid floated up from the depths of the Great 
Hall and drifted over the low railing of the platform carrying 
a tray. Its chip-voice was cultured and polite, “Bonsoir 
Monsieur Mas. Dr Goren has asked me to prepare you your 
favourite cocktail – he is otherwise engaged but wishes to 
toast the honour of your friendship.” 
 Arron scooped up the goblet and sniffed, eyes fluttering 
with some kind of boyish delight, “Son-of-a-bitch.”  
 Sansan smirked and watched the droid float away out 
of sight.  Then back to Arron.  “Your favourite?” 
 “Yes. Goddamn yes. And very, very hard to get.”  Arron 
knocked it back and closed his eyes.  
 “Well. You were talking of signs. There’s one for the 
other direction. I’ll leave you to think it over.”  
 She walked away. 
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He exhaled and latent memory from a time when he had 
lived in flesh brought the ghost of a stinging, vaporous 
aftertaste into the non-existent mucus lining of his mouth 
and nasal cavities. Calvados from the Carigiet-Defries 
vineyard in Southern France.  1984.  The real-thing, laced 
with meta-alcohol to twist his chemosyn receptors. 
 Arron slumped further into the soft embrace of the 
divan, feeling the weight of the potent alcohol pressing down 
on his non-physical form. 
 What was he going to do? Burn a friendship and 
possible even risk the entire business for this…feeling, this 
connection, this bond to another simicrant?  
 His movements grew sluggish. 
 It felt like too much gong.        
 Dr Galan Goren. My best friend.  
  They were the last conscious thoughts Arron Mas had 
as the complex poison detached itself from the bonds of 
meta-alcohol once through the Riken filters and swarmed 
into his brain. 
 
 
 

∆ 
  
 
 
Murder was a despicable act, but that was what he had 
done. Him – Dr Galan Goren.  Businessman. Philanthropist. 
Inspiration to a new generation of human simicrant.  
 He had taken another man’s life and that was what 
Abdur Razzaq had apparently found out.  The 
circumstances, extenuating though they were, would not be 
important when the media storm blew oxygen and fuel into 
the furnace of scandal; a sensational, deplorable, highly-
profitable news story.  
 Galen felt a detached sense of relief when the service-
droid scanned Arron’s vitals and reported everything was 
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green. He wasn’t entirely certain what substances his friend 
had consumed during the evening and the poison he’d 
applied carried the risk of dangerous miscibility. He had the 
droid take up a position to prevent anybody else from 
entering the platform, and then the surveillance system to 
monitor the progress of the female – Kalinka – as she made 
her way from the Great Hall and down to the Crystal 
Garden.    
 That was when he understood her plan. She wanted 
Arron to follow her there. She wanted to seduce him – in 
private – in the very place she knew was where he did such 
things. 
 Who are you Ms Kalinka and who do you really work 
for?  
 It didn’t really matter.  By the end of the night she 
would be quietly removed from the party, in a comatose 
state, and placed within a secure facility for a few days.  It 
wasn’t legal but then neither was murder – and this, Galen 
considered, was the lesser of two evils. His chief of security 
would handle the fallout afterwards.  Money tended to go a 
long way in making such matters go away. 
 Detaching himself from the body of the party, he made 
a graceful exit like a host with many important matters to 
contend with.  Once within private area of the building, he 
instructed the management-chip to step change security 
protocols to a non-recording state. Nothing from the party, 
from this point forward, was to be held in any form of 
memory medium. Then he activated the Virt of Arron Mas.  
 Inside the Great Hall a representation of his friend 
stepped up onto the VIP balcony and smiling to the crowds 
below, took hold of Delshad Razzaq’s hand. 
 The night would end as he had planned. 
 Galen stepped through a portal into a gravity tube and 
dropped upwards towards the public observation bay for the 
Crystal Garden.  As he journeyed through the deserted core 
of the building, he commanded a service-droid to meet him 
with two goblets of the modified Carigiet-Defries calvados. 
One poisoned. One clean.  
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When she saw the imposing blue-grey figure of Dr Goren 
floating across the Crystal Garden towards her, clutching 
two sealed cocktail goblets, she realised instantly that Arron 
wasn’t going to appear. 
 She didn’t feel sad or even dejected. Just sure of the 
fact that she, not another man, was in control of her 
destiny. 
 It was odd, watching Dr Goren approach. He glided 
through the catch-cables and the slowly drifting profusion 
of crystalline sculptures – mathematics and geometry 
shaped by human will – with a confidence that was calm 
and yet stormy.  The synmov fibres in his small, compact 
frame were more densely packed than others she’d seen; it 
conveyed an interesting air of subdued strength.  The 
fleshless face, what aficionados of pure state simicrants 
called being manulf – was grim and yet brutishly handsome. 
It was the face of a creature used to wielding great power. 
 And something else. The very essence of him. The aura 
that no machine mind could ever recreate or convey, it was 
potent.  One talent she had inherited from her mother was 
her ability to sense and read the Ku of any living being, as 
the old books described it. 
 “Hello,” she greeted as he curled his knees, lifting them 
towards his chest, the movement causing his glide through 
zero-G to shift, his body rotated. With perfect deftness he 
uncoiled his legs and held a foot out to connect with a 
catch-cable, bringing him to a stop before her.  
 “Good evening Ms Kalinka.” 
 “Is one of those for me?” 
 Dr Goren went to offer her a goblet with his left hand 
then paused, as if having an internal dialogue.  “Can I ask 
you something? Why are you here? Not the platform. I know 
your journey plans. But why here, this party, tonight?” 
 “You sound like you don’t approve,” she quipped, yet 
inside she wasn’t sure what she felt.  This man already 
knew her name and other details. 
 “I’m just trying to understand.” 
 “My motives?” 
 “For one, yes.” 
 “I’m in love with your best friend. I think I’ve been in 
love with him for most of my life.”  She said it freely, with 
passionate abandon.  She was in control.  
  There was another pause. Longer this time. The 
electric blue glow of his visual implants seemed to be 
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penetrating all her machine fabricated layers searching her 
very soul. Something inside of her chest shifted; it wasn’t 
real, just a feeling, an emotional discharge. This man’s 
energy was complex and yet… 
 “And you’re here to make sure he’s not going to marry 
that girl, right?” 
 “No.” She protested.  His tone was loaded like a spring-
trap. She didn’t like it.  “I might be in love with him but I’m 
not out to ruin his life. And he didn’t come here, so I’m 
assuming either he sent you on his behalf or you stopped 
him. Either way, he didn’t rise to the challenge. He’s not 
here. He doesn’t get a second chance.” 
 That seemed to amuse him. The contours of exposed 
synmov around his face flexed and created a lop-sided 
smile. He looked down for a moment.  “Then maybe I was 
wrong about you.” 
 “Don’t let my good looks fool you.” 
 Dr Goren glanced up at her and held her gaze. “You are 
quite the alluring creation.  You’re very beautiful.” 
 “Thank you Dr Goren, but I can assure you I’m equally 
beautiful on the inside.  Are you going to offer me that drink 
or is this a part of your strategy to make me feel unwelcome 
at your party.” 
 It was as if he had forgotten he was holding them and 
for a moment she saw a concerned expression ripple up 
over the surface of his naked.  He nodded, once, as if 
coming to a decision, then held out the goblet in his right 
hand.  She unsealed it and took a taste. Strong flavours 
raged across her organic tongue, the stinging vapour of 
hard liquor on the soft tissue at the back of her throat. 
Behind the flesh façade the Takara frame was hard at work, 
processing the meta-alcohol, opening channels directly to 
her brain.  
 She eased the goblet slowly away and made to gust air 
from lungs that didn’t exist. “Is this what you gave Arron?” 
 He nodded, then added, “Sort of.” 
 “It’s very nice.” 
 “So are you.” He confided with little emotion.  He was 
staring at her. 
 “Are you making a pass at me Dr Goren?” 
 “I don’t know.” 
 “You don’t know? I find that hard to believe.” 
 “Sometimes life throws you a curveball.” 
 “Is this where you gain my confidence and then offer 
me a huge bribe to go away?” 
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 He physically recoiled a few centimetres, as if suddenly 
doubting his position in this dialogue. “No. Is that what you 
want?” 
 “No,” she soothed and was aware of the feeling in her 
chest flutter at the glimpse of his vulnerability.  Her human 
eyes went to the untouched goblet in his left hand. “Are you 
not going to join me?” 
 He shook his head, not looking away from her. “I have 
to go. But I’d like to see you again. Soon.” 
 “Tomorrow?” 
 “Perfect.” 
 “And your best friend? He seemed awfully keen to see 
me too. I don’t want you both falling out over me.” 
 “He’s getting married.” 
 “Of course.” She conceded with little conviction. The 
moment hung in the space between them. Began to form 
into something else. “Well then, goodnight Dr Goren.” 
 “I’ll have an usher meet you and escort you out. 
Goodnight Ms Kalinka.” 
 
 
 

 
 
  
   
The unconscious form of Arron Mas was carried out from 
the party between a cluster of service-droids who held him 
gently within extended manipulation-fields.  A few late-night 
hangers-on observed without surprise.  It was as per his 
reputation for excess in most things, besides, the former 
long-term bachelor was undoubtedly enjoying a final burst 
of freedom before the marriage he had announced from the 
VIP balcony earlier.  Everything was as it should be. 
 
 
 

∆ 
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Galen paced the long temple-sized office like a caged 
animal. A Pharaoh stuck within a tomb of his own making.  
It was late but he could not rest, could not relax. It wasn’t 
like him to suffer the physical torment of worry but what he 
had done to Arron Mas made him feel sick. 
 And this woman, it was as if she had projected herself 
directly into his brain and taken up residence. He couldn’t 
stop thinking about her. 
 Even whilst he had listened to the congratulatory 
message from a smugly grinning Abdur Razzaq, his 
emotions had failed to ignite with rage. Razzaq and his 
insignificant company TerraGen, would never had been able 
to leverage such a proposal without the spiked cudgel of 
blackmail held over Galen’s head.  On the contrary, the 
Goren-Mas Corporation could have bought TerraGen 
outright.  
 No, the fury didn’t come.  Instead he found himself 
sinking through uncertainty, joy, confusion and a yearning 
desire to have Sansan Kalinka in his arms. 
 The lights of the superstructure gleamed through the 
narrow window that ran the length of the chamber, picking 
away at the shadows to reveal artefacts of great age and 
historical value.  Like Abdur Razzaq, he was a collector.  
There was a certain hard-to-define pleasure from holding 
something that had been documented by scholars and 
scribes through centuries of human Earth history.  
 My kingdom for a horse… 
 Galen rotated 180 degrees and strode to the far end of 
his work space.  Then it struck him.  Why was Kalinka 
delaying time here when her mother was supposedly sick 
back on Earth? A fact he already disputed.  If she was a 
liar, an agent of some kind, or just a clever manipulator, a 
grafter with an angle to play… that would be his way out.  
 He spoke to the Nergüi platform representative for A 
FRIEND CALLED FIVE, bypassing his chief of security who 
was probably enjoying her sleep right now.  The AF-C5 rep 
listened to his instructions without comment and promised 
to report back as soon as possible. 
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The suite at the Kuruvinda hotel was as silent as a tomb. 
No lights.  Hard space pressed up against the large windows 
but she’d slid them to 100% opaque. Just a blinking of 
standby icons above the HTMD and some faint illumination 
from the seam of the emergency crash-pod bolted into the 
bulkhead wall.  The only sound came from the small 
circular cleaning-bots that whirled like dervishes across the 
surface of her scarlet plating.  She’d removed most of the 
carbo-plastic components as soon as she’d returned from 
the party. Now she moved about the room like a skeletal 
creation of golden electric-muscle. 
 The sense of being in control had slipped through her 
fingers like molten metal.  Abruptly her destiny felt 
anchored to this man, Dr Goren, like the Nergüi platform 
was anchored to the metaphysical anomaly of the First 
Arterial. 
 Maybe she should just go back through?  Return to the 
distant edge of the galaxy and forget about her mother and 
the two men who rotated through her mind like converging 
stars on a collision course. 
 She felt terrible. As if her decision to delay returning to 
Earth had set in motion a cataclysmic chain of events.   
 The demons have started pulling on the chains of the 
torture machine, she thought hotly. 
 So much of her early life had been plagued by the 
misfortune brought about by the elemental things that 
attached themselves to her energy.  Psychic vampires.  
Demons.  Violent beasts from the very edge of human 
reality. The boundary of the Quantisphere. She had read so 
many books.  She knew what dark science her mother had 
dabbled with.   Centuries earlier the Church would have 
hunted her mother down and burned her at the stake as a 
witch.  Not the tragic victims of jealousy and 
misunderstanding who had merely practiced healing.  The 
worship of the Black Man with the Horn of Sacromon. The 
Dark Goat of the Woods with a Thousand Young.  Since 
then the Church had lost the teeth that gave it such a bite – 
the delusion of the Age of Enlightenment. The Man Cult of 
Reason that merely brushed aside the True Belief like the 
pagan idols of an isolated village.  And in that absence of 
organised large-scale defence, the monstrous enemies of 
Humankind had waxed and grown in robustness. Earth – a 
focus for their loathsome, boiling hatred of the Ku bound in 
flesh.  



21 

 Sansan clutched the carbo-plastic frame that encased 
her human face.  What was she going to do?  Her mother 
had done something foolish and was in desperate trouble, 
there was no doubt about that. But did she, Kalinka, have 
the toughness of Will to go up against the creatures her 
mother had become entangled with? 
 Or was she going to hide here and pretend she was 
falling in love with a man she had only just really met? 
 Holding up her hand, she gazed at the parts that made 
up her fingers, metal joints, delicate synmov fibres, the 
bulge of deep-set cables carrying biosyn and chemosyn 
systems. No flesh, but her Ku was still potent.  
 
 
 

 
 
  
   
Arron Mas slept a narcotic sleep. His dreams were pleasant 
but dark clouds were forming, clumping together and 
growing in height at the edges of the place his mind found 
itself.  The adamantanium chassis twitched as nerve-
impulses fired from his brain.  A service-drone watched over 
him and kept Dr Goren informed. 
 
 
 

∆ 
  
 
 
The information did not make any sense.  Sitting in the 
brightly illuminated expanse of his office, he spoke directly 
with the AF-C5 rep via an encrypted video call, and asked 
her to verify the details.  
 Earnestine Kristin Kalinka was crashing towards 
clinical insanity.   
 The cook was still working but her erratic behaviour 
was being covered by colleagues. All employees of the Earth-
based café – the Bon Durant – had been identified by AF-C5 
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operatives as members of a repulsive local sect: Church of 
the Unclean Womb. This included Sansan Kalinka’s mother.  
The report described a front of pseudo-mystical mumbo-
jumbo and help for those born into poverty and broken 
families. The Church cleansed through spiritual co-
operation and ‘taking something back’ from those who had 
never gone without.  It targeted and ensnared the weak and 
the vulnerable and promised them strength.  Members 
carried out low-level crime, in servitude, to fund the sect’s 
inner circle. Each member lived in the hope that one day 
they would be chosen to join the inner circle. Some 
apparently did, and quickly disappeared from public sight. 
 It made for sinister reading. And talking with the AF-C5 
rep did nothing to dispel Galen’s sense of disquiet.  
 Earnestine Kristin Kalinka believed she was about to 
die, so a duped sect member had revealed.  It was a 
punishment for stealing from the sect. Jewellery, stolen and 
otherwise acquired through nefarious means, passed 
through the church headquarters on a regular basis and 
sold-on to criminal fences.  Earnestine had taken something 
for herself and been caught. The sect’s leader – Cray – had 
made a rare nocturnal appearance, it seemed, at a recent 
church gathering and made her stand to account.  Cray had 
fastened a piece of incredible amber jewellery around her 
neck.  
 The duped sect member had boastfully claimed the 
necklace sapped the life-essence and memories from a 
victim and conjured one of the sub-Princes of Hell at the 
moment of her dying breath to drag away her soul. 
 Galen was both appalled and intrigued that such 
ludicrous ideals could persist deep into the 21st century.   
 Worse, Earnestine Kristin Kalinka could not remove the 
necklace because she was no longer aware she possessed it 
– apparently an integral element of the supposed…curse. 
 What struck a nerve with Galen was the AF-C5 
surveillance team had documented the necklace around her 
neck.  It looked antique and remarkably out-of-place on the 
café cook, but nobody mentioned it.  Video footage of 
Earnestine showed a frail, wasted figure, far older-looking 
than her birth age, shuffling about the kitchen like a 
withered husk, muttering, mumbling and glancing about at 
distant corners as if dreading the sudden appearance of 
some unseen thing. 
 Galen thanked the AF-C5 rep and asked her to keep 
her Earth-based team on standby. 
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 Then he contacted the Kuruvinda hotel and confirmed 
Ms Kalinka was still there.  
 
 
 

 
 
  
 
Sansan stared at the alternative travel options on the 
holographic projection and then back at blue-grey figure of 
Dr Goren who stood within her suite, hands clasped behind 
his back.  
 “We could make it a grand tour,” he told her. 
 “It’s very generous.” She replied, hating the uncertainty 
in her voice, then looked back at the projection and thought 
about what he had said.  
 The Kalisto was a commercial vessel with luxury 
accommodation section. It was currently in dry-dock at the 
Choma Lab Habitat, undergoing final stages of work carried 
out under contract from Channis Engineering.  They could 
take the Subtak from Nergüi platform to Choma which was 
on the same 33rd radial, enjoy the facilities there – 
incredible scientific discoveries were taking place every day, 
the kind of stuff that she knew would grapple her mind and 
make her dizzy with ideas. And then they would make the 
ten day journey from Choma to Earth.   
 Dr Goren was watching her as she imagined he might 
study a financial report when in public; giving very little 
away. 
 “Earth,” she said. “We would have to put on skin. You 
know…” 
 “Yes. The Flesh & Blood Lobby are against simicrants, I 
know. And their paramilitary wing, FABIAN, would 
undoubtedly try to target us. Not my idea of a relaxing 
break. But we can adapt. Blend in. Synthetic skin, new 
plating for you – less glamorous but still… and we could 
enjoy the sights of Europe. Krakow. Didn’t you always want 
to visit Krakow again?” 
 She had told him so much of her life in the past few 
hours she no longer recalled what she things she had not 
said. 
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 “I…” her words trailed-off, her human eyes looked up at 
the ceiling. If she’d been fully made of flesh she knew tears 
would have been spilling down her cheeks right now. “I 
don’t think I can go back.” 
 “Your mother?” 
 Sansan snapped her gaze onto him; the way he had 
said that suggested a profound mass of inside knowledge. 
 “What do you know about my mother, Dr Goren?”  
 He told her. Without haste or hesitation. He confessed 
he didn’t understand but he also explained he was not an 
atheist.  The very existence of the First Arterial was enough 
to demand openness to the unknown.  And then he showed 
her a report, modern photographs and old-fashioned 
sketches of a piece of elaborate jewellery that was neither 
masculine nor feminine. A necklace with curiously shaped 
amber stones.  The report contained fragments of 
documents associating events and hearsay rumours about 
the history of the necklace. For over four hundred years, 
madness and death had stalked the necklace and all who 
chose to wear it. 
 He brought a sinewy hand up to his chin and held it 
there.  “A curse? A bad talisman? What is it?  I’m at a loss 
to explain how such a thing can… exert any true influence. 
Psychological suggestion, maybe.  I am left clutching at 
conjecture.  But the report speaks for itself. The events 
surrounding that necklace are real. They happened.” 
 “Why are you showing me this?” 
 “You don’t know?” 
 “No.” 
 “Your mother… you know she experiencing an 
irrational problem.” 
 Sansan felt uncomfortable talking about this, but it 
seemed Dr Goren had taken matters into his control. “I 
received a message from her. Cryptic. It was enough to tell 
me she was in trouble. That… dark forces had come into 
her life. It was a desperate call for help. I’ve not heard from 
her since.” 
 “And here you are. This side of the First Arterial.” He 
reminded her. 
 “I’ve not gone any further.” 
 “Why? Because you don’t believe?” 
 “Because I’m scared.” 
  That seemed to satisfy some internal query he’d been 
carrying. He dropped his hand from his chin and moved 
over to be with her.   Sansan wanted to fall into his arms. 
Not because she was weak but because she was grateful. 
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They tangled limbs in an easy embrace. Sensors fired-off 
signals through her brain. Her synaptic bridge wove in the 
emotional context and charged powerful torrents through 
her biosyn and chemosyn cables.  
 “I’ve taken steps,” he told her, sounding breathless 
despite the lack of any lungs.   
 She eased away from him.  “What have you done?” 
 “Paid a team of people to go in. Take the necklace from 
your mother.  Put her somewhere safe so she can recover.” 
 Panic pulsed through her.  “I can’t afford-” 
 He silenced her with the tip of a finger to her lips. “I 
don’t want you to pay me back. I want you to be happy.” 
 They kissed and touched each other as their born-bred 
instincts urged them too. Synthetic materials, numb to the 
subtlety of human touch, worked to interpret and provide 
equivalent stimulation for the minds still dependant on 
organic response. 
 Sex, for simicrants, was a consensual experience that 
took place through contact, leading to a state of digitally 
augmented hallucination. It was said the culmination was 
more powerful than the mere flailing and rubbing of 
physical body parts. 
 
 
 

 
 
  
   
Arron Mas was confused. The business channel for the 
Nergüi platform’s media network was alight with talk about 
the shrewd opportunism of Dr Galen Goren’s decision to 
purchase TerraGen outright.  TerraGen, the Earth-based 
mining company had been the wild-card surprise for 
commentators earlier in the week when it had been 
announced as a major partner for the new Nanomech 
concept being developed by Goren-Mas Corporation. 
 “So I don’t need to marry that awful woman?” He asked 
his best-friend, who was leaning against the wall of the 
room with an enigmatic smile playing across the exposed 
ridges of synmov.  
 Galen folded his bare, densely woven arms and shook 
his head.  “Abdur Razzaq is being treated by Dubai’s top 
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physicians for psychological issues. TerraGen was facing 
financial disaster due to the poor state of its management 
structure – without Razzaq at the helm it probably would 
have imploded as a business.  The Board almost leapt at the 
offer I made them.  Thankfully they were oblivious to the 
blackmail angle.  Whatever Razzaq knows will go to the 
grave with him.  I’m going to strip out the non-mining 
assets and focus on operations that will yield low-cost 
resources for our Nanomech production.” 
 Arron gazed at his friend with an uneasy feeling that it 
was better not to ask too many more questions. And yet, the 
next words bubbled up onto his synthetic tongue, “To his 
grave?  Razzaq’s dying?” 
 Galen pushed himself away from the wall and glanced 
around the opulent bedroom with a pained expression.  “I 
guess. Probably. It’s hard to actually know the outcome at 
this point.  But I’d say it was likely.”   
 “So, erm,” Arron changed the subject. “Any clues from 
Doc what hit me?” 
 Galen stopped by the end of the bed. “Some kind of 
infection in your biosyn system. Maybe a rare form of the 
common cold.” 
 “Damn. I can’t believe I was out so long.” 
 “Well – that was partly down to me, I had the Doc keep 
you under to make sure you really were better. I know what 
you’re like. You’d have been up and out of that bed and 
dancing butt naked in some kind of club before a nurse 
could have shaken a stick at you.” 
 Arron laughed. His friend was right, of course.  He 
pushed himself upright where he was lying in the bed, “Hey. 
There was a girl…” 
 “Ms Kalinka.” 
 “Yeah. Her.” 
 Galen dropped his gaze to where his hand clenched the 
bed’s ornate brass-work. “You said she was the absolute 
dream of your life.” 
 Arron noted the tension in his friend’s voice.  
“Something like that.  You okay?” 
 Galen looked right at him. The electric-blue glow of his 
eyes seemed to flare with a surge of intensity for a moment 
but then became calm again.  “How would you like to go on 
holiday with Ms Kalinka?” 
 “Are you kidding me?” 
 “I know what you were prepared to do when I asked you 
to marry Razzaq’s daughter. That means a lot to me.  You 
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were willing to sacrifice what made you happy, for our 
friendship.” 
 “Yeah…” Arron trailed the word out like it was a no-
brainer, “And the fact we would have lost shit loads of 
money.”  He chuckled. 
 Galen smiled but the tension was there, in the 
background of his manulf face.  “Well, get your things 
together. You ship out in four hours. Subtak to Choma and 
then a luxury voyage to Earth.  You’ll be meeting her 
mother who has been… under the weather but is recovering 
now.” 
 “Thanks Galen. You always have looked out for me.” 
 “If we can’t count on our friends, what would be the 
point of investing in them?” 
   
 
 

∆ 
  
 
 
Galen didn’t see Arron off.  There was a sensation like 
physical pain gnawing away at the inner core of him, 
despite the knowledge there was nothing organic there. He 
stood at the narrow window that stretched the length of his 
temple-like office and absorbed the realisation he was going 
to be alone.  
 The lights of the platform’s superstructure oozed away 
into the void of space like a second star.  
 Kalinka had already departed for the Choma lab 
habitat, excited to see the experimental work being carried 
out there.  She thought Galen was joining her.  But in the 
back of his mind, he couldn’t shake free from the way she’d 
first told him of her love for Arron – and the sense that it 
was gratitude, and not love, that had bonded her to his 
side.  
 Once Arron got there he was certain they would quickly 
resolve the complications of the situation. Part of him hoped 
Kalinka might head straight back to be with him – but there 
were two bookings on the Kalisto for the voyage back to 
Earth. 
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 And the company’s newest release, the concept of 
Nanomech, was going to require Galen’s firm and steady 
hand on the wheel. 
 As for Abdur Razzaq.  It would be interesting to see if 
the history of the amber necklace repeated itself.  After the 
AF-C5 team extracted Sansan’s mother and removed the 
necklace, the woman had apparently gone berserk.  Galen 
had nearly halted the plan, uncertain about how to proceed, 
worried that whatever attachment had been made between 
her and the necklace might prove dangerous to break.  Yet 
he pressed ahead and had the AF-C5 operatives fly out to 
Dubai and present Abdur Razzaq the necklace as a gift. 
 No sooner had Razzaq took it then Sansan’s mother 
emerged from whatever psychological torment had plagued 
her.  
 In her place, Razzaq became the victim. 
 The decisions Galen had taken to reach this point made 
him feel he had committed pre-meditated murder.  Another 
unpleasant weight to hang against the balance of his 
struggling inner morality.  Was he a bad man? He didn’t 
think so and yet… 
 Internal doubt, the ultimate distinction between 
humanity and machine.  On Earth they considered 
simicrants super-beings.  But even a simicrant could falter. 
 Kalinka strode into his thoughts from the brightly lit 
edges of his mind.  He smiled painfully at the idea of her.  
Her passion and enthusiasm. Her self-belief and the 
powerful spirit that exuded from some place no machine 
could ever truly conceive. 
 Pouting with contemplation, he pushed out the fused 
hydrogel contours that formed his lips and dropped a frown 
to the small projection floating by his wrist.  It contained 
the report by the AF-C5 team. 
 Maybe he could redeem himself by probing further into 
the offensive activities of this so-called church.  Use his 
money and resources to inject some good back into the 
world?  
 It was an idea he could consider, at least.        
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The End 
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Songs of Spheres: 15 short stories 
hand-picked by the author as his 
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a brief introduction to each story. There 
are monsters that squirm and slither 
through the dark spaces beneath our 
feet, our dead are like carrion to them; 
and us, the living, are often victims of 
their hunger for violence and their taste 
in blood and terror. There are men and 
women who prey on the predators - a 
rough justice or karma in action. 
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else can ride the electromagnetic waves? Demonic forces 
that infiltrate the mind through the new technology 
implants of the cyberpunk era. In dream-like realms, brave 
souls adventure deep into the strange worlds conjured by 
far flung minds. What mysteries do they discover and what 
secrets do they bring back with them into physical flesh and 
the reality of Humankind? The King in Yellow regards Earth 
from behind a pallid mask of silk; reposed on a throne of 
madness, corruption and decay within the black tower that 
stands beyond Carcosa. Hastur - the Great Old One that 
must not be named - the bearer of the Yellow Sign, has been 
brought forth. In tales of Yellow Dawn the consequences are 
here for those who dare to see. WARNING: some of these 
stories contain scenes of a disturbing and sexual nature. 
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