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Chapter One

The phone started to ring just as Anika
began the process of disarming the security system for her postage
stamp apartment and continued through her working a little
feverishly at the locking system.

She was exhausted from her shift at the
factory. She wouldn’t have thought there was much that could lift
her from that fog, but there was something about the tone of the
ringing phone that jangled along her nerve endings and had her
thoroughly rattled by the time she managed to get the damned door
open.

Which was when the frigging thing
stopped!

Glaring at the blank screen, she
dropped the burdens she’d been juggling to manipulate the security
control and the locks to the floor and secured the door behind her.
Having pretty much lost interest in the frigging phone when it
stopped jangling, she headed to the tiny bath, stripping as she
went.

The cubicle was barely big enough for
her to turn in place—and she wasn’t even an average sized
human!—but the water could be counted on to be hot. A half hour,
she thought dreamily, would go a long way to helping her feelings,
but of course the damned thing didn’t have that option. She got a
two minute rinse, two minutes to lather up, and then the final
rinse to get the soap off was three minutes.

She debated whether she even felt like
struggling to soap down.

She’d managed to lather maybe half her
body when the frigging phone cut loose again.

Probably her mother, she thought with
some irritation.

How she could manage this kind of
timing from halfway across the galaxy was beyond Anika!

The debate was brief. If she bailed out
before rinsing she would have to sleep in the damned
soap.

Instead, gritting her teeth, she
ignored the persistent demand and waited for the rinse
cycle.

The shower helped but it was a long way
from restorative.

Still wrung out, she trudged to her
locker and removed undergarments and a faded jumpsuit, worn thin
from use.

When she’d pulled on the undergarments,
she draped the jumpsuit over her shoulder and headed to the com
unit to see what messages had been left.

A jolt of alarm went through her when
she saw there were ten messages.

Days went by when even the damned scammers and marketing people
completely ignored her!

Six were from her mother.

The other four were from the Colony
Seven Group and the Spaceport Authority and those completely wiped
out any residual anxiety as to why her mother had called so many
times.

Hands shaking, she pressed the replay
on the first of the messages.

“Colonist Anika McNeal—you
are to report to the CSG Medical Center for a pre-flight physical
between the hours of 8:00 AM and 12 Noon on Wednesday, September
19th.
If you fail to report or fail the physical, your name will be
returned to the queue for a later expedition.”

The shock that rolled over Anika was
like being buffeted by an invisible force. She literally rocked
back on her heels. Her knees wobbled. She glanced around vaguely
for support instinctually, but finally wilted to the floor without
even attempting to reach her couch/bed barely an arm’s length
away.

Twelve years.

She’d been accepted into
the colonist program when she was barely eighteen, gone through the
entire program to prepare for colonization—and then she’d waited
through five missions—waited for years to begin her life.

She thought about that with a sense of
misuse, but honesty compelled her to mentally adjust that
assessment.

It would be more accurate to say she’d
waited for the life she wanted, the life on the new
world.

She had made sacrifices in a sense. She
had searched with a fair amount of desperation for a compatible
partner.

Well, that wasn’t altogether true
either.

She hadn’t felt any sense of
desperation at first. She’d been young and naïve and certain she
would find the right man. She’d begun to feel desperate after she’d
passed the twenty five mark with nothing to show for her efforts
but more and worse failures.

No one, that she’d met, had any
interest in a long term relationship.

And by long term, she meant
weeks.

She’d found no shortage of guys that
wanted to fuck, but even at that they had no interest in more than
one go round.

She’d gotten suckered in to that a few
times by lying bastards that suggested they wanted a relationship
before she’d learned to be more cautious, but eventually, she’d
given up altogether.

If she wanted a family—and she did—she
was going to have to buy the seed and forget about a human male
companion and settle for a robot to help her with her family and
homestead.

To that end, she’d been saving
religiously for years. She’d moved in to the postage stamp
apartment—temporarily—to save as much money as possible while she
waited.

It was all she really needed anyway and
cost next to nothing. She couldn’t afford to accumulate a lot of
belongings when there would be very limited space on the
transport.

But she’d begun to believe the promise
of a place on a colony ship was as big a lie as the ‘dating’ sites
that promised partners who were ‘like minded people looking for a
relationship’.

“Finally,” she muttered,
trying to absorb it, thinking that saying it out loud might help
her ‘feel’ it as an indisputable truth. “I’ve been called. I’m
going!”

Her heart skipped several beats as she
voiced the thoughts she couldn’t seem to accept. The urge to burst
into tears of sheer joy rushed over her.

She fought it. Abruptly surging up onto
her knees and crawling to the console, she punched callback on her
mother’s message, ignoring the other message from CSG because she
had a bad feeling that message wouldn’t be nearly as welcome to
her.

They hadn’t called and left
messages twice to
get her to her appointment for her physical. There was no shortage
of volunteers for colonization.

The second message was something else
and probably unpleasant.

She wanted to bask in good news for a
little while before dealing with bad.

“Finally!” her mother
exclaimed when they connected. “I’ve been calling for hours! Where
have you been?”

Anika blinked at her mother. “I was at
work. What’s wrong?” she gasped.

Belinda McNeal beamed at her abruptly.
“Nothing’s wrong! You’ve been called! Finally! You’ll be coming
out! Honest to god, I was beginning to think this was just a scheme
to get rid of me! I’ve been here going on five years and still no
Anika!”

Anika felt the blood rush
to her face and then away again. “Mom! You know I wouldn’t do that!”
When her mother had realized her only child would be leaving Earth
and might or might not ever be back, she’d begun to save to pay for
passage to the new world. Naturally enough, the ‘free seats’ on the
colony ships were reserved for young colonists. It wasn’t that the
colony was closed to older residents, but they needed able bodied
young people to build and the young could pay their passage in
labor.

Older colonists might or might
not.

They’d both thought Belinda would
follow her daughter out to the new colony, but it hadn’t turned out
that way. Belinda had gotten passage money and sailed away to await
her daughter’s arrival.

And they were both still
waiting.

Belinda laughed. “Yes, I know. But I
could hardly believe it when they called me looking for you!
Finally!” Her smile faded and resentment took the place of her
smiles. “It sucks that you didn’t win anything on the seed lottery
… but … we’ll think of something! I’m going to get my
grandchildren!”

Anika uttered a choked laugh and then a
sob and then ‘lost it’. Her mother was staring at her worriedly
when she finally got a grip.

She used her jumpsuit to wipe her nose
and eyes.

“Oh my god! I’ve been
called! I have to get ready! I’ve only got a few days! I’ll call
you later!”

She broke the connection before her
mother could object and ran several circuits around the tiny, one
room apartment before she realized she hadn’t finished dressing.
Tossing the jumpsuit she’d used for a hanky, she went to her locker
and pulled out a similar one piece suit and scrambled into it. By
the time she had, she’d managed to remember where she put her
‘travel’ notes and headed to the drawer that she was certain held
them.

Ten minutes later, after emptying most
of the drawers in the cabinet, she’d unearthed her
notebook.

Flopping on her couch/bed, she opened
it up and squinted at the jumble of notes.

Dismay filled her.

She’d hand written it over the years
since she’d been accepted into the program, and she could hardly
make out the half of it.

One thing she’d underscored, though,
was the need for a domestic.

Those scribbles represented years of
searching, anger, desperation, and finally acceptance.

Well, not really acceptance if she was
honest.

Even now ….

She sighed. She’d been working really
hard to ignore the bad news she’d known instinctively had come with
the good.

Trust her mother to throw that out to bust her bubble when she
hadn’t even finished enjoying the good news!

She just needed to keep her head high,
hold on to the great news, and figure out how to make the rest of
her dream come true.

She’d signed up to be a
colonist as soon as they opened the rolls for volunteers—when there
had been nothing to go to but a raw, primitive … Eden-like world—so they
claimed. Even so, even if it was as wonderful as they claimed, it
was a scary thought—leaving Earth forever to live on an alien
world, but the future she was facing on Earth was just too bleak to
accept if there was any chance of changing it.

She wanted the chance to have a family
and raise them in a healthy environment.

She couldn’t believe it
when she was selected. It had seemed like such a long-shot. She was
beyond excited, began to make immediate preparations. But she
wasn’t among the first group chosen to go—or the next group. Over
the intervening years, each time they announced a new expedition,
her hopes soared, but, time and again, she was disappointed.
Finally, when she’d decided she was never going to be picked to go, she
had been.

Unfortunately, she had passed the
‘peak’ reproductive age. She’d done her best to ignore that but she
was nearly thirty now and even though it was a proven fact that
women could, and did, have perfectly healthy, normal children into
their mid-30s without any exceptional help of modern science, the
organizers weren’t risk takers—not when it came to the citizens of
the new world. Anything that was not 99.9% guaranteed was a no
go.

It was grossly unfair, but she wasn’t
the only female in that category—which was also unfortunate. There
were, in fact, so many over the years that it was almost harder to
get on the damned donor list for ‘volunteers’ to fertilize her eggs
as it had been to get on the short list to go. She didn’t win the
donor lottery.

Because they’d removed her from the
list when she passed twenty eight.

She knew they had.

For a handful of moments, despair
washed over her—but it was brief. She wasn’t the kind of person to
give up.

She would find a way.

She always did.

It wouldn’t even have been necessary to
get on the lottery if she hadn’t had such rotten luck with men in
general.

But then again, it was the very fact
that men were so eager to ‘donate’ and so reluctant to commit
themselves to even a short term relationship that had led to the
great sterilization project to start with.

It had taken a very long time for the
men to admit that it was men who were the problem with
overpopulation. Everyone was too focused on the fact that it was
women who actually produced the off-spring to consider that one
male could, and often did, impregnate multiple females. A woman
might have one to three children, but quite often the male had
already produced multiple children in other relationships and/or
moved on to produce more. The only thing that made them the least
bit cautious was the fact that they could be tracked down and end
up having to pay child support.

In the end, it was their wallet that
actually decided things. Despite every effort, scientists simply
had not managed to produce a male birth control that was reliable
and didn’t cause the unpleasant side-effects that discouraged men
from using them. Vasectomies were the only procedure that worked
100% of the time, but men were reluctant to get that done. The
wallet finally convinced them—the vasectomies were free and they
were allowed to collect and store sperm(also free) to produce their
families at some later date and they didn’t have to worry about
being hit up for child support until or unless they reached a point
where they were ready for commitment.

Not that she believed for one moment
that the men actually wanted families. She certainly hadn’t managed
to track down one of those rare individuals!—but they knew if they
decided to settle their chances weren’t good if they couldn’t
produce. Women settled to produce and raise families NOT for the
convenience of men who’d grown too lazy to stalk pussy.

So—finally—she had her ticket to the
new world, but no way to produce the family she’d wanted—no
seedlings—which was her reason for wanting to go at all.

After some consideration, she finally
decided that, as much as she hated to accept it, she had to face
the fact that she wasn’t likely to find a relationship now that
she’d passed her peak ‘freshness’ date.

She had been saving all the years she’d
waited to be called up, though, and she had a nice little nest egg
now—because she’d had to wait so damned long! She hadn’t decided,
specifically, what to do with it beyond using it to buy her dream,
but since the family was the heart of it, it wasn’t hard to
conclude she’d have to cough up a chunk to make that a
reality.

The immediate problem was that, even
with money the babies might be out of reach.

But she decided to cross that bridge
when she came to it.

The first order of business was to
secure a helper.

She told herself there was still a
chance she might find a partner among the colonists, but she knew
the pool was going to be even smaller and the odds
higher.

It didn’t matter, she told
herself.

She was going to get a domestic to
partner with her to rear her family.

A male robot so that the children could
at least have a facsimile of a ‘normal’ family.

They were heavy.

It was going to take a chunk of her
savings and most of her weight limit, but it would be worth
it.

And she doubted she could
get one after she
got to the colony.

It wasn’t a risk she was willing to
take, anyway.

With that thought at the forefront of
her mind, she settled in front of her console and began a search
for retailers.

She wanted the absolute top of the line
if she couldn’t get the ‘real thing’—as close to the real thing as
she could possibly get!

“Jesus Fricking Christ!”
she exclaimed when she’d looked at the price tags on the first site
she pulled up—top of the line Hercules 500 models—the ‘freshest’
available, which meant about a decade old since nobody could afford
the damned things. She’d thought she had managed to save up a
respectable nest egg, but she damned well couldn’t afford top of
the line!

For a few minutes she considered trying
to hit her mother up for the rest, but then she realized she still
hadn’t bought her sperm seedlings for her nest.

Or really any of the things she was
going to need to set up a household on an alien world that had only
been colonized a little over a decade previously.

“I’m just going to have to
set my sights lower,” she muttered.

Disappointed and resentful, she went to
the new and good, then the ‘certified refurbished’ like-new used
dealers. Even those prices were almost nosebleed high, though, and,
after a while, she worked her way down to used dealers.

“Well hell!” she snarled
when she’d studied those prices. “Fifteen percent more and I could
get a frigging new model, god damn it!”

Struggling to hang on to long held
dreams, she began a search for ‘used’. She had to have something.
She didn’t have a fucking clue of how to go about rearing children
let alone how to care for infants!

She was sure she could take a course,
but it wasn’t like having experience! And a programmed robot had
‘experience’.

Of course, her mother had
said she would help, but she knew that meant her mother wanted to
enjoy the grandbabies and give them back. Their well-being
was her responsibility.

Finally, she managed to find a shop
that had a few used robots that she thought she might be able to
afford.

Unfortunately, the site was pretty
basic and there were no pictures of the robots listed as ‘very
affordable and available for sale’.

And there were a lot of sold out
flags.

She called the shop owner.

He looked disreputable.

She resisted the urge to cut the
connection immediately.

She had good security and she wouldn’t
be here much longer anyway.

“I’m looking for a
domestic. I’m headed to the new colony and I need a partner to help
me with my family.”

In spite of all she could do, she
couldn’t help but blush as the man looked her over speculatively.
“You got credits to pay? I cain’t do no financing if you’re headed
out to any of the colonies.”

She studied him cautiously. She didn’t
want to sound like she didn’t have the money to buy, but she also
didn’t want to be cleaned out by a crook.

And he didn’t look like an upstanding
citizen.

In fact, she wasn’t convinced she
should even talk to him let alone do business with him. “If I had
enough to buy new, I’d be buying something new—not used. But I
think I might be able to get one of yours.”

His eyes narrowed. “You need a
domestic, you say?” he said slowly.

“Yes. I’ll have work when I
get there and I have to work off passage, as well, so I’ll need a
domestic for the household and to take care of the
children.”

He nodded, his eyes shifting around
with mental calculations. “I’ll get back with you in a little bit.
I’m pretty sure I’ve got something, but I’ll … uh … have to check
it out to make sure it’s in top working condition.”

That didn’t actually sound very
promising, but she thought if it was in working condition she might
be able to get by with it.

It would be better than nothing and,
given that everyone that went was required to have needed skills,
she should be able to find someone on the colony world, Beauterre,
to work on it if necessary.

She wasn’t certain what he meant by
‘little bit’, but she was too wound up to just sit around twiddling
her thumbs. She spent a little more time searching for other
possibilities, but, unfortunately, she didn’t see anything more
promising than the robot he claimed to have. She did find some
clunky ancient ‘household robots’, but they were task oriented and
none had true AI. They might be helpful, but they weren’t worth
spending what the shopkeepers wanted for them.

She could do the work
herself.

Or just let it go to pot if she was too
tired to do it and keep the money.

Giving up on the search after a little
bit, she got up and did an inventory on her possessions to decide
what she would take with her.

 


 



Chapter Two

He had memories from
‘before’. He could not make sense of them. They were a jumble of
brief flashes of images that did not seem to fit together, but he
was certain—now—after a great deal of consideration—that they not
only were memories, they were his
memories.

In any case, it made no sense that he
would have sprung into existence in a sea of garbage.

But that, unfortunately, was one of his
more extensive, solid memories.

Mountains of rusting, twisted metal,
the stench of rotting vegetation and other things even
worse.

Scavengers.

There had been a battle for the pieces
of him that were strewn about, buried or partially concealed by the
mounds of refuse.

He had been in darkness before
that.

He had been in darkness for a timeless
time after that, aware of some things—lights, smells, sounds—but
mostly aware that his internal power supply was so low he could do
nothing but hang on to that spark for fear it would be completely
extinguished and he would lose even the fragments of memory he
still possessed.

Then the darkness lifted and he was
able to open his eyes, to see and to grasp what he was
seeing.

He was lying upon a gurney, staring up
at the bright lights that seemed very familiar to him.

There was nothing about the room he was
in or the man working on him that seemed the least bit familiar,
though.

The man noticed he was staring at
him.

“Shit! God damn thing’s on!
Pull the fucking plug before he does something we’ll all
regret!”

The loss of his expanded senses was
almost instantaneous, but not complete, not even at the minimal
levels of before.

This was not the place where he had
come into existence, but it was a similar place—at least in the
sense that humans were working to put him together, to hopefully
fix whatever had been damaged and replace whatever was
destroyed.

He was content enough with that thought
to allow himself to sink deeper to conserve his
strength.

When he ‘awoke’ again, he was in the
same room on the same table, but he had the sense that a great deal
of time had passed. He had no idea why he felt that, but he did and
he was certain it was a correct assumption.

“Run an internal diagnostic
on your systems and give me a report.”

He did so.

It was troubling.

“As far as I can ascertain,
all systems are functioning at 99 to 100%, but there are inhibitors
….”

“Yeah. I didn’t think it
was a good idea to mess with those. Get up. I want to see what you
can do.”

He was still troubled by the presence
of inhibitors, but he obeyed the command and sat up.

An unpleasant surprise awaited
him.

There was no flesh.

He knew, in spite of the lack of
memories, that there should be flesh. He should not be looking at a
form that was all metal and wires.

“I have no flesh,” he said
aloud.

The man glanced at him sharply. “Yeah,
well it looked like shit after your stint in the garbage heap.
Figured we might as well get rid of it. Your nanoes should replace
it. They’re already working on it.”

The man handed him a reflecting glass
and he stared at it, or rather the image reflected back at
him.

It was a horrible thing—a grinning
metal skull only partly covered by bright pink, new
flesh.

A strange sensation washed over
him.

It took him a few moments to comprehend
what it was.

Dismay.

He released the mirror when the man
grabbed it to take it back.

It took an effort to get off the gurney
and when he had, he staggered.

He was dismayed about that,
too.

“Whoa! Watch
it!”

“I do not understand,” he
said. “My diagnostics showed almost 100% function.”

“You’re going to have to
re-learn this body, though. You were dismembered and I ain’t a
hundred percent certain the parts we found go with your torso—well,
originally. There was pieces everywhere. We just gathered up the
stuff that looked like it was in fairly good shape and might be
repaired.”

That made absolutely no sense. “What am
I?”

The man sent him a startled look. “Uh …
you’re a Herc.”

He blinked at the man in confusion. “A
Herc?”

“Yeah. A Hercules 500 … A
Cy … robotic domestic helper.”

* * * *

Fortunately, it did not take long to
regain his sense of ‘self’ so that he was able to perform physical
tasks flawlessly.

Unfortunately, the memory fragments
remained a jumbled mess as he, apparently, was when he had been
found.

They called him Herc—the young man who
had apparently ‘fixed’ him up and the old man the young man called
Gramps.

Herc just did not ‘feel’ right—no
matter how many times they called him that.

Robot also did not feel right. They
were inferior to …?

So could he assume that he was actually
… something else? And if he was correct why was it that they called
him Herc?

There were a lot of things that did not
seem to ‘fit’, but he not only could not make them fit, he could
not figure out why they ‘felt’ wrong.

He thought it might be the inhibitors,
but he had no idea how to disengage those.

At least, he had not figured it out
yet.

To his relief, the flesh they had
removed was slowly but surely re-grown. They had wrapped him in
some sort of bandages from head to toe to protect his internal
workings until the flesh was replaced, and that was better than
looking down at his exposed chassis, but he was very relieved when
there was new flesh—even though that was very thin and very pink at
first and too easily damaged.

His memory was full of holes—and that
disturbed him a great deal—but, physically, his systems diagnostics
reported him at nearly one hundred percent.

Perhaps, he decided, he need only
‘exercise’ his AI and the gaps in his ‘brain’ would also be
mended?

Unfortunately, that was not easily
accomplished. Stimulation for his AI was almost non-existent. He
was given tasks around the shop that required no intelligence and
provided no true learning experience.

Even the humans he had to observe and
learn from were virtually useless. They did very little beyond
grunt at one another, or bellow angrily.

Within a handful of weeks he had
concluded that the shop where he had been repaired had absolutely
nothing to offer him in terms of his AI beyond years to slowly rot
from disuse.

Then, there was excitement. A woman had come to the shop
searching for a domestic to take with her to the new
world.

“I am a domestic?” Herc
asked curiously, wondering, if he was, why it was that that sounded
so very unfamiliar to him.

Gramps shrugged. “You can make him one,
right, Sonny?”

“What tasks will I be
required to perform?”

Sonny looked sullen. “I thought we were
gonna keep him?”

Herc glanced from the elder to the
younger man and back again, feeling a flutter of what he could only
describe as anxiety that he would miss an appealing opportunity
because of Sonny’s possessiveness. “I am certain that I can master
the tasks required of a domestic.”

“You ain’t got no idea what
they are!” Sonny snarled sarcastically.

Herc frowned, analyzing not only the
words they’d said but the tones used. He concluded that Gramps
wanted the money and Sonny wanted to keep him—for whatever reason.
Perhaps carrying out the trash?

He also concluded that he was eager to
be sold. He did not care what tasks might be required of him, the
chance to leave the shop was enough of an enticement. “Will she pay
a great deal for me?” he asked, hopeful that prompting them to
consider the benefit would help his case.

Gramps rubbed his hands together
gleefully. “Damned right! Five thousand credits an’ you ain’t cost
us nuthin! So that’s clean profit!”

“Not exactly,” Sonny
pointed out. “We had to pay those bastards three hundred to get
access to the spot where they dumped all the scrapped
‘borgs.”

Gramps folded his lips together angrily
and stomped Sonny’s foot. “Stupid! You was told ta keep yer mouth
shut about that! And that weren’t nuthin’ compared to what she’s
willing to pay. It’s still a dang good profit. But yer gonna have
to get him presentable so hop to it, you shit ass. If yer so hot to
have a ‘borg you can take some of yer share and go back for another
one.”

Sonny looked disgusted. “An’ I might or
might not find one that can be fixed!”

“Don’t matter right now.
Can you do somethin’ about his … uh … the missing
thingy?”

Sonny gaped at him. “She wants one
that’s a sex toy? How the fuck …? Never mind! I’ll find
something.”

“She said domestic, you
idiot!” Gramps snarled. “An’ she’s goin’ to the colony! Of course
she wants one fer her bed!”

This interested Herc mightily. “I will
be a sex toy? How am I to accomplish this without
programming?”

“Hell! That’s a good point.
He’s need more’n the thingy.”

Sonny smirked at Grandpa. “Somethin’
fer you, then. You can find the programming needed while I hunt the
jewels.”

“This is precious stones?
What am I to do with jewels?” Herc asked, confused.

Sonny snorted. Shoving his pants down,
he waggled the limp piece of flesh hanging from his
belly.

Herc gaped at it, realizing instantly
that he was certainly missing that thing. “It is small, discolored
and ….” He paused to search his vocabulary, “squishy. I cannot
fathom what sort of jewel that would be.”

Grampa uttered a bark of laughter and
kept laughing until Herc began to think Sonny might beat his brains
out with the wrench he was holding. Thankfully, after growling
menacingly for a moment, though, he merely threw the tool down on
the floor and stalked out.

Herc was not particularly pleased by
the ‘jewel’ he brought back. He examined the dead thing with
revulsion, in point of fact. “It smells ….”

“Like something dead?
Probably because I got it off a corpse,” Sonny said
cheerfully.

Herc was briefly horrified, but he
decided that it must be one of the ‘sick’ jokes the pair of humans
seemed inclined to appreciate.

He climbed on the table reluctantly
when instructed to do so.

“Think of it as a … sort of
template for the nanoes,” Sonny said, relenting. “That was missing
when we found that part and the nanoes couldn’t repair something
that wasn’t there. This way, they can … hopefully. Either way,
there will be something there to convince the customer to
buy.”

* * * *

As little as she was convinced she had,
Anika was neck deep in stuff when the shop keeper rang back.
Stumbling over the stuff piled around her, she managed to catch it
on the third ring. The shop keeper appeared on screen. “Any luck
finding something in my price range?” she asked
hopefully.

He grinned at her, showing a set of the
worst teeth she’d ever seen in her life. “I got just tha thing!” he
responded, and summoned someone or something off screen. “He’s a
Herc500—completely operational—AI—nanoes for self repairs
….”

And completely naked.

The bare skin was enough to make her
hyperventilate and go into a catatonic state.

Acting more on instinct than rational
thought, prompted by a panicked need for privacy to get a grip,
Anika ‘accidentally’ disconnected. She covered her face with her
hands the second the screen went black. “Christ! I don’t know if I
can do this,” she muttered.

He was … well, magnificent—every other
word that crossed her mind paled. And yet, even though he looked
like a work of art—sheer male perfection—at the same time he looked
so real she couldn’t wrap her mind around it.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
- CYBEREYS

g

i
i
of
R





