
  
  
“‘Touching’ and ‘cyberpunk’ might not often intersect, but they do with Digital Extremities. It swings from moving to haunting in an instant, searching for our humanity in an increasingly dim future. Bassett both honours the legacy of the genre while keeping one fixed firmly on new horizons with a collection which spans the world.” 
—Timothy Hickson of Hello Future Me, author of A Catalogue for the End of Humanity and On Writing and Worldbuilding Vol. I-III.



“Digital Extremities is a beautifully written collection that explores the intersection of technology and everyday life. Highlighting the narratives of ordinary people navigating a future where tech has become an inseparable part of physical bodies, these are elegant, poignant stories told with organic heart.”
—Suzan Palumbo, author of Countess and Skin Thief: Stories.



“Adam Bassett displays a clear talent for world-building and a keen eye for character.”
—T.R. Napper, author of Neon Leviathan, 36 Streets, and Aliens: Bishop.



“There’s a depth to the characters that really made this collection shine. [Some] stories made me wonder about future possibilities, and others that felt real enough to be happening now.”
—A.J. Calvin, author of The Caein Legacy and The Relics of War series.



“Adam has done a wonderful job of exploring a near future where our experiences have become so dominated by technology that it seems impossible to distinguish between the physical world [from] the digital one. Despite [that], these stories remain anchored in the humanity of their characters.”
—B. K. Bass, author of What Once Was Home and editor for Digital Extremities.



“Digital Extremeties packs a pensive punch in just a few bite-sized stories, all of which invite the reader to look beyond the shining chrome and indispensable convenience of body modification and confront the potential ramifications [that] technological advancement brings. Far from a collection of heavy-handed cautionary tales, Bassett has created a wonderfully thoughtful and at times unsettling cyberpunk setting where everything from the characters' personal relationships to their memories can be manipulated by technology—for better or for worse.”
—Emory Glass, author of Thirty-Three Tales of War and Fall, Sacred Apple.



“Digital Extremities…will take you through the gamut of emotions and leave you heartbroken, hopeful, and sometimes reeling with existential dread (in a good way).”
—Beth Heyn, author of Marked by Moonlight.



“Prepare yourself to be moved one moment and deeply uneasy the next. This is a very real experience we’re hurtling towards... [Digital Extremities is] genuine and pragmatic. A worthwhile read without a doubt.”
—Tom Bookbeard of FanFiAddict.



“This was a wicked collection of unique, original, engaging short stories. Each take is deeply immersive, but the anthology as a whole reads as cohesive.”
—A. Atkins, author of Them Bones.
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About Content Warnings




Although I would consider Digital Extremities appropriate for most ages, the stories are intended for mature audiences and do contain some content and references that may be off-putting to some. 

If you would like to see the content warnings before reading this book, skip to the end, where I’ve listed each story’s content warnings as spoiler-free as possible.
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Alone / Together


Burlington, Vermont — 2089





Above the haze of city lights, the sky was black and starless. Carl knew there was more out there than he could see, but knowing such things didn’t change the empty void outside his bedroom window. 

He stood, careful not to wake his wife, and walked to the kitchen, only to remember the fridge was barren. Carl considered the whiskey, then thought better of it, and poured himself a cup of water. It tasted off. He left it half-empty on the counter.

He found his sleeping pills in the spare room on top of a hand-me-down dresser. He and Sayra received it as a gift from a neighbor after Sayra became pregnant. It was heavy—made of real wood—with large, white knobs. It was scuffed and dented, worn by years of use. A can of varnish sat beside it on the floor, unopened. A wide paintbrush, still new, rested atop its cover.

Carl glared at the bottle of sleeping pills. They expired a year ago. The instructions called for one; he took two and swallowed. They went down hard. 

He stood there a moment, staring at that dresser. 

Inside the drawers there was nothing but air.

    
  Sayra considered getting out of bed, but the very idea made her stomach turn. As if her body hadn’t already betrayed her enough. She spent another morning mulling over what had happened, amazed at how quickly she’d run out of options.

She felt she was the only person without any left.

The blind purchased new eyes. Amputees received limbs. All manner of cables could help people interface with any network under the sun for work, pleasure, or anything else. And those were just the utilities. Cozmods had come a long way in recent years, adapting to new markets wanting to shed a bit of their humanity in favor of something more stylish. A woman could implant lights beneath her skin that changed color on a whim, or dye her body green and replace her vocal cords for a better pair. In the last twenty years, the music industry had split down the middle—one half seeking the perfect sound, the other contracting only natural voices.

Sayra had gotten caught up in all of that, even here in the mountains. 

She’d arrived when the waves began to lap up against the Sunrise Highway, just blocks from where she grew up in Massapequa. They’d said that was the furthest the oceans would rise, but it was underwater now. Only by an inch, but that was enough to turn the place into a ghost town.

New York City was fine, though. They’d walled it off years ago. No money was left in the budget for the rest of Long Island, apparently.

Tech could fix someone’s most severe ailments, make them look or sound however they wanted, and even hold back oceans so people in cities could go about their lives as though nothing had changed—when they wanted to, anyway. 

But where were the advancements for mothers? Why was it that people could be reconstructed practically from scratch, and yet there was an empty room just across the hall? An empty room with an empty crib and an empty dresser for somebody who never got to live a day of their life.

It was all too much.

Too cruel.

Carl tried to rouse her at some point. She pretended to be asleep, and he let her be. Sayra knew her husband meant well, and that he was hurting, too, but she couldn’t get up, and she couldn’t console him. Sayra didn’t have it in herself to even try. She just needed to rest, but doing so weighed her down with guilt. Speaking with her husband should be within her reach. She should be able to eat without having to starve herself first. Instead, she was making him go through this alone. She loved him for helping her and hated herself for not being able to do more. Do anything.

The half dozen missed calls from her friends and family only made it worse. Jen had tried again only hours ago. Sayra was glad that Jen hadn’t given up on her, even though she absolutely should have. Sayra would have.

She needed it to end.

A part of her knew that was a dangerous thought, one that was best untouched, but it came back to her every time she tried to open her eyes.

There were several therapists in the city, as well as doctors who advocated a short list of vaguely familiar medications. Sayra blinked through a list on her lens, a thin device that sat on her eye and displayed information in augmented reality. Doctors’ names and biographies floated over her view of the window, its dark curtains drawn over the afternoon sun. 

She always found something to critique. The doctor was too far, too expensive, or her insurance didn’t cover her visit. The medication was too severe, had terrible side effects, or only concealed the darkness that threatened to swallow her from morning to night. She didn’t need it hidden, she needed it gone.

It wasn’t until midafternoon–after she refused lunch again–that Sayra found something that looked promising: Recollections LLC. The dark blue logo flickered against the curtains. The company was new in town, but she recognized the name from Long Island. There wasn’t a lot of information on her lens, but she recalled some aunts and uncles talking about how their surgeons removed the memories of the floods and helped them move on with their lives. 

It was just enough to get her out of bed. Sayra dressed in some clothes that had been lying on the floor and found her bus pass beside them.

Carl asked where she was going. She wasn’t sure she wanted to talk to him about it yet, so she said she was going out for some air, which wasn’t entirely untrue. She’d been in the house for a week. It would probably be good to walk around the city a bit.

“Oh,” he said. “Great. Do you want some company?”

“I don’t think so. I just need some time.”

“Okay.” He nodded. Whether or not he understood the sentiment, she couldn’t tell. “I’m going to go pick up a few things then, I think. We’re low on water and out of food. Anything you want?”

“No,” Sayra said. She paused in the doorway, staring down the long metal staircase. “Whatever you get will be fine.”

Sayra left the building, exiting beside the old brick diner. The apartment she shared with Carl had been built on top of it a few years ago as part of a larger housing project that saw the new city rise on the bones of the old. The whole street looked like that: old wood or brick buildings, some built centuries ago, topped with cookie-cutter apartments. Some stretched four or five stories high, battling the trees for sunlight. 

She walked a few blocks to the bus stop. It was a small enclosed space with an ancient wooden bench inside, littered with paper flyers advertising community plays, craft shows, and a missing cat named Suki.

The bus arrived a few minutes later. It seemed too wide for the narrow roads, as if it might catch a mailbox or passing vehicle at any moment, yet the driver was at ease. He leaned back and cast Sayra a glance as she climbed aboard. 

“Afternoon,” he said as Sayra found a seat. 

The old faux leather was cool to the touch and tearing at the seams.

    
  Carl meditated on the mundane act of existing in a grocery store, his cart pulled off to the side in aisle three beside the soy sauce. There were twelve kinds to pick from. Some were dark, others tamari, and some had no label at all other than soy sauce. Most of the labels were in English. A few were in Japanese. An ad appeared on his lens offering to translate the text if he upgraded to the premium plan. He dismissed it and tossed a bottle into the cart. 

He liked the dragon illustration along the label.

These were the little moments of control he’d been missing. That was the thesis of his grocery-based meditation, he decided. That was why he was using the sleeping pills and why he’d put so much energy into trying to help his wife—not that he needed a reason to help Sayra during such a traumatic time, but it felt good to have an explanation for things. The same way it felt good to be making simple, boring decisions again. It didn’t matter what kind of soy sauce he got. Neither of them would notice a difference. 

After being cooped up at home—after everything he and Sayra had been through—it felt like things were finally inching their way back to normal, whatever that meant now.

    
  Sayra opened her eyes just as a flashing light faded away. A headache split through her skull in its wake. 

She sat in the maw of a machine that enveloped her head, its arms unfolding and revealing her to the world now that its work was done. She knew what the device was and what it did, but the memory of how she got there was gone. 

“How’re you feeling, Mrs. Camirin?” the doctor asked. He was dressed in a simple lab coat. Chrome folded all around his eyes, head, and arms. The tech was reminiscent of the mods she and Carl—and most other people—had installed. However, where they had simple slots to import and export data on the side of their heads, the doctor looked like he had crawled out of a science fiction film. His eyes were covered by a complex visor that seemed too large for his body, the name Recollections LLC debossed between the lights where his eyes should have been. Cables ran from his temples and the base of his skull into the machine that Sayra sat in, bright blue and green lights illuminating his hair and shoulders.

Sayra grunted in response and turned away from the lights.

“Of course,” the doctor said. “Here, take these pills. You’d think after all these years I’d stop asking stupid questions! No, take two. They’ll ease the pain. The next twenty-four hours are crucial, Mrs. Camirin. Do not stress yourself. Relax. Rest, and come morning, you’ll be feeling much better. Oh, and when you leave, best to go the back way. Protesters out front won’t be kind to that headache. Or wait them out in the lobby. There’s usually room somewhere.”

“Thank you,” Sayra said, a bit uncertain what she was thanking the doctor for, but then—that just meant the operation had been successful. The spidery machine had removed a memory.

When she left the operating room, Sayra expected Carl to be waiting for her, but she didn’t recognize anyone in the waiting room. A receptionist got Sayra’s attention and slid a small black case across the counter. It contained a flash drive, the kind that could easily slot into the reader in her head. 

“Your discarded memories are the property of Recollections LLC, but if you need a peek at what you removed just pop that in,” he said. “You don’t have to look at it if you don’t want to—not everyone likes to know why they came to us—but it’s there if you want to.”

“Thanks,” Sayra said, sliding the thin black case into her coat pocket.

“Just don’t come back asking to remove the memory of reading it,” the receptionist continued, his attention diverted by something on his lens. A flash of red flitted over his eyes. “Removing a memory doesn’t work so well the second time. The company avoids it as much as it can. So, if you decide to look, you’ll have to live with whatever you see there.”

Sayra took a deep breath. She felt as though she’d been handed a live grenade. The pin was still in, but it seemed too feeble a way to prevent an explosion.

“Thanks,” she said again. 

Sayra walked out through the back door. The protesters were out in full force, chanting, “Our memories are not for sale!” and “Corponauts, corpo-not!” Between that and the traffic, she could feel the migraine getting worse.

As she made her way toward the bus stop, a pit grew in Sayra’s stomach. What had been so bad that she needed to remove the memory of it? Was it something she’d done to herself? Had somebody hurt her, or had it been an accident? Sayra trusted she must have had her reasons. 

Carl always made fun of her for needing to think every little decision through, yet she was leaving Recollections clutching her memories in her pocket. She didn’t know if she could even talk to her husband about it. He hadn’t come to pick her up, which suggested he didn’t know what she’d done. That made two of them, she supposed.

Or, Sayra wondered, was the memory of something that happened to him? She thought back to the last few weeks and could remember glimpses of her life with Carl: eating dinner together and him waking her up to go to the bathroom at night. Nothing stuck out as unusual. Nothing was out of the ordinary.

Carl was probably fine, but she still wondered about his absence. That was unlike him. When they started trying to conceive, he went with her to every consultation, even when she insisted he didn’t have to. When his niece was in the hospital, he spent his lunch breaks visiting and playing cards with her. 

As she arrived at the bus stop, Sayra decided to keep whatever had happened a secret, at least until she knew more. If she ever learned more. She ran a finger along the edge of the flash drive’s case, tempted to slot it in and see what she’d erased, but she couldn’t bring herself to do it. Certainly not in public. 

Instead, she stood in silence, listening to the autumn wind.

    
  Carl was glad to see Sayra on her feet and getting out of the apartment again. She’d spent too much time cooped up since the miscarriage. Both of them had. She looked tired as she left the restroom, but that made sense, given all that she’d been through lately.

“What do I smell?” Sayra asked.

“Dinner,” he said, watching her closely as she walked into the kitchen.

“Thank God. I’m starving.”

It wasn’t anything special, but the stir fry tasted good. He’d mixed some thinly-sliced chicken with carrots, rice, and bell peppers. Over it, he spread soy sauce and synthetic honey with a few spices blended in. An old recipe, and an easy one to make, but it always tasted good.

“Where did you go on your walk today?” he asked as they sat down together.

She shrugged the question off. “Nowhere. Around the block. Lost track of time, or I would have been home sooner.”

Carl knew she was lying. If that was all that had happened, she wouldn’t have been so dismissive. Under normal circumstances, she would have spent the next half hour talking about her day, detailing all the things she’d seen or heard or learned. 

Her response wouldn’t have worried him if they hadn’t already been through so much that week. If she wanted to keep something to herself, that was fine, but she always told him when she was doing that. She said those things were for her. She would have said something else, like “I don’t want to talk about it.” 

But Sayra didn’t say what happened that day was for her alone. She wasn’t just keeping something for herself; she didn’t want him to know she was keeping something secret.

“What about you? How was your day?” she asked.

“It was good,” he said. “It felt good to get out of the place, even for just a bit.”

Carl noticed she didn’t react to the idea of needing to get out of the apartment. Was that a question, somewhere crinkled into her brow? Had he misspoke?

“I stopped by the lake before I came home,” he added. “It was quiet.”

She sat back in her chair and took a drink from the bottle of soda they were sharing. “I’m surprised. Usually the leaf peepers are all over the place this time of year.”

“Probably out east already, jamming up traffic in the mountains.”

She chuckled.

Something was definitely wrong.

Since Carl had made dinner, Sayra offered to clean up. That was fairly normal, but again, he was taken aback. She’d been in bed for practically a week straight, ignoring calls from family, friends, and coworkers alike. She’d barely spoken to him. This evening, she was eating with him, laughing, and volunteering to help around the apartment.

Carl heard Sayra turn on the speaker in the kitchen. She asked it to play music by LyttleCafé, and the apartment was filled with the dulcet sounds of Ella Caby and her nylon 6 string. A classic. One of Sayra’s favorites. It was like she was back to her old self.

Carl went into the kitchen under the pretense of getting a bottle of water, keen to check on his wife again. She gave him a kiss on the cheek as he passed by her in the narrow kitchen, humming along to Ella’s latest album as he left.

He set the bottle down and went to the restroom. While he sat on the toilet, he ran a quick search for rapid recoveries from psychological trauma and post miscarriage depression. Nothing gave him any answers. He was probably searching for the wrong things, but what was he supposed to call whatever this was?

It was getting late. Carl washed up, groaning at how the mirror revealed dark circles under his eyes, and ran some floss through his teeth. As he threw it away, he caught sight of something in the trash—an unusual shape next to the usual mess. It was a small black box with a logo across one side: Recollections LLC.

Carl’s stomach dropped. He picked the box out of the trash and ran numb fingers along the edge. A small flash drive—a black shard made to fit into the port in most personal readers—was housed in it. He pushed it into the slot on the side of his head and the Recollections logo appeared on his lens. Red text appeared over his view of the restroom wall. Below it was a file titled RBC-Patient_Report-108E2L.

He opened it, and paragraphs of red text streamed across his view of the bathroom wall.

Carl ejected the flash and threw it back into the trash. He stood there for a moment, breathing slowly, listening to Sayra’s music muffled through the door. 

A lone guitar plucking. A woman’s voice rising and falling with the chorus.

When the songs changed, he went back to the kitchen and poured himself a glass of whiskey.

“Really?” Sayra asked, mirth in her voice.

“Water didn’t quite hit the spot,” he said, which wasn’t entirely untrue. 

The whiskey tasted bitter after having just brushed his teeth. His gums stung from the alcohol.

    
  Sayra knew something was wrong. The way Carl spoke to her so delicately, treating her like she was about to break, was unnerving. 

After she was done with the dishes, Sayra stayed in the kitchen a moment longer, staring at the arrangement of still-drying plates, pots, and utensils while she skimmed through old messages saved to her lens. Red text rolled across her field of vision—weeks-old messages between Carl and herself. She was looking for answers, knowing she probably wouldn’t like what she found, but not quite ready to fish through the trash. She didn’t need the full picture, just a better idea of what had put her husband so off-balance.

She had deleted most of her recent messages, probably not by accident. Those that remained were simple, like Carl asking if she needed anything or telling her that a shower would help her feel better. At some point, he seemed to have given up with words and sent cat videos. They were adorable, but unhelpful.

Sayra tried the obituaries next, wondering if somebody had died, but she didn’t recognize any of the names listed. She checked her bank account to see if she’d suddenly lost some money, but again, there was nothing out of the ordinary.

She wasn’t looking in the right places, but she didn’t know where to check next. Besides that, Sayra had enough trust in herself to know she would not have removed a memory on a whim. Perhaps she was just overthinking things. Best to move on. Let the past be the past, whatever it was, right?

Carl was on the couch nursing his whiskey and staring out through the window at the mountains beyond. Bags hung beneath his eyes. She hadn’t caught that while they were eating together. He’d been so attentive, but just then, as he gazed off into the night sky, she felt as though she was finally seeing his true state of mind.

Sayra joined him on the couch and kissed him, her lips lingering on his a moment longer than usual, testing the waters. His lips curled into a slight grin, but his eyes still looked like they were off in the mountains.

The last time Carl had looked that way was when his niece died. She was only a teenager. She’d gone home, back across the lake, and got caught in a crossfire between police and some gang. A week later, Sayra and Carl were listening to her eulogy.

The wake was short. The body was hidden under a closed casket. Sayra learned from the girl’s mother that it was because they had to save money on the service. The burial, the tombstone, the hosting family—it was all so expensive. However, a corpse’s chrome still held value so long as it was undamaged. Whatever was under the lid of that girl’s casket was a broken, disassembled young woman. Consequently, nobody wanted to show her face to the mourning family.

She knew that Carl knew that. The moment he saw the closed casket, he knew.

Sayra sat back on the couch and brought her husband’s head to rest onto her chest. He lay there for a long while, the warmth of his cheek against her. She ran her fingers through his hair. Slowly. Gently. Her fingertips brushed against the chrome in his head. His hair was thinning more than she had realized, but she didn’t mind. She thought that old men looked wise—which was totally unfair as far as she was concerned—but she was not afraid of age. She looked forward to growing old with Carl. 

That was why they were trying for a baby, after all. 

To grow old together. 

As a family.

    
  Carl lay against Sayra for a while, her arm draped over him like a weighted blanket. He could hear her heart beating steadily. He felt safe and lost all at once. He had his wife back, but she was fundamentally not the woman who woke up in his bed that morning.

Was that a bad thing? She’d barely been able to get out of bed since the miscarriage. Their child’s death…it had destroyed her.

She wasn’t in pain anymore. She was back to the way she was before it all went awry. So, why wasn’t he happier? This was what he’d wished for, prayed for, when she was asleep.

Carl wanted another drink of whiskey, but he couldn’t bear to loosen himself from Sayra’s grip, so he sat still until he began to doze off. Eventually, she nudged him upright and told him they should go to bed.

Carl didn’t bother to take his clothes off. He collapsed on his side of the bed and closed his eyes. He could feel Sayra’s stare. She was probably confused and scared, trying to piece together what memories were taken from her. He felt sorry for her.

On the other hand, he didn’t know what to say. Telling her what she’d done…that would be worse, wouldn’t it? She’d removed those memories for a reason.

“I’m going to stay up a bit longer,” she said. Then he heard their bedroom door close.

    
  Sayra had never felt so alone. Not with Carl, at least. He’d been a constant in her life since they met, always eager to be at her side, and she’d tried to be the same for him. She’d imagined her marriage immune to the issues of her friends’ and family’s. Those that withered and grew more distant, were not like what they had. Carl wasn’t always exciting, for certain. His idea of a good time was watching a show, walking around the neighborhood. Fishing in the mountains on a long weekend–even though he knew there were practically no fish left in the lake and he was legally required to release whatever he caught. But she couldn’t imagine another life for herself. Carl was always there, always asking interesting questions, and always supporting her.

There was only one thing left to do. 

Sayra dug through the trash. She found the case from Recollections and popped it open. A shiver ran up her spine. The flash drive was missing. 

Carl had found it.

Sayra dug deeper into the bin, past the used floss and tissues, and came up with the tiny metal stick after a few minutes. 

She wiped it against her jeans and slotted it in, bracing for the worst. 

    
  The next morning, Carl found Sayra asleep on the couch. He picked up his keys and put on a coat, careful not to wake her, and left the apartment. The sun had yet to rise, but as he drove into South Burlington, it crept up over the Green Mountains and reflected off the lake. Without it, the breeze cut through him like ice.

He arrived at Recollections a few minutes before the doors opened. It was a surprisingly small office set on the bottom two floors of a larger building. The base of the structure looked as old as the city, with cracks in the bricks and gaps in the mortar that kept it all together. The apartments above were new, added sometime in the last thirty years during the worst of the population boom—when refugees fled the flooded east coast.

A handful of protesters began to show up, carrying large signs, greeting each other as if they were old friends just casually meeting up at the park. They’d been at it so long that the news cycle had moved on. Those who remained were the loudest, but there were only four on the sidewalk. Perhaps more would show up as the day warmed up. 

When the doors to Recollections opened, Carl still hadn’t gotten out of his car. He watched traffic slowly increase as people went to work or drove to the store, and he wondered if he really wanted to do what he was planning. Rather, he didn’t want to. He wondered if he should. 

He wished Sayra had talked about it with him. They could have had the operation together or found another way to work through it. Whatever they decided, at least neither of them would have had to be alone.

Now he was doing the same thing to her, although it was different this time. She wouldn’t even notice the change, not like he did. She’d already erased those memories.

Carl thought about putting the car into drive, but he couldn’t bear another day like the previous one. He couldn’t speak with Sayra as she was now. Not with all of his memories of what had happened. He was terrified of invalidating what she’d done by telling her what she’d forgotten. If she thought removing the memories was the best thing to do, maybe it was. Maybe that was what they needed: a restart.

Carl averted his eyes from the protesters as he walked into Recollections. A tech guided him into the operating room, and the doctor described the procedure. He showed Carl the chair that would remove the memories, explaining the process in detail. 

After writing down Sayra’s name and number in case there was an emergency, Carl answered a slew of basic questions: did he have any allergies, combat implants, malware, history of dementia in the family? He signed his name on a paper that gave Recollections immunity should something go wrong, and acknowledged that the removed memories became property of Recollections LLC and its subsidiaries. Finally, Carl described the situation and the memories he wanted removed, in as much detail as he could. 

A call interrupted them. Carl looked at his phone long enough to see Sayra’s name, then put it back into his pocket.

“I can wait if you need to take that,” the doctor said, the lights in his visor gleaming.

“No. I’ll call her back after.”

“The procedure takes a few hours. The part where you’re sitting in the chair and that little crown does its work is just a part of it—we also need to make sure you’re able to walk back out through those doors, which is another matter. We’re not just cutters. We gotta’ put you back together afterward too. And—”

“It’s fine,” Carl said as he sat in the chair. It seemed to know he was there; the arms around his head flinched when he sat back. 

Meanwhile, the doctor connected Carl to the chair via a physical jack in the side of his head and another in a port on his arm. He complained quietly about out-of-date chrome as a series of graphs appeared on a screen, his vitals, on another, Carl could see his heart beating—one hundred forty-two beats per minute—and felt his chest tightening.

White light flashed, and the doctor’s eyes became red—a feed of data streaming across his lenses.

“Let’s just do this,” Carl said.

“Alright,” the doctor said, his eyes a blur of red and blue. The lights flashed so quickly they seemed not to be flashing at all anymore as the arms moved in around Carl’s head. “Tell me about your malignant memories.”

Carl felt a burning heat on his scalp, and his vision was flooded with a flickering white light. 

Then, nothing.

    
  Sayra stumbled down the stairs, her head still aching from all the liquor from the night before. She tried Carl again as she worked her way down the steps, focusing hard on her boots, wincing at the sound of moving traffic.

He didn’t answer. Again.

Carl was making a mistake. She would do anything to undo what had happened yesterday, but that wasn’t an option. All she could do was try to stop her husband.

Sayra took the next bus to South Burlington. She tapped her foot incessantly as it looped around the long way. The woman seated beside her stared at her. Sayra stopped for a time, but resumed tapping a few minutes later.

That fucking idiot, Sayra thought to herself. 

She tried calling Carl again, blinking away tears when it went straight to voicemail.

    
  “How’re you feeling?” the doctor asked. His words were rough, splitting Carl’s head apart. 

He leaned away from the man only to find that he was seated in a chair. It enveloped his head, arms unfolding around him as the power wound down. He knew what the device was and what it did, and a pit formed deep in his gut. He shouldn’t be here.

Carl grunted in response and held a hand up to block the lights. A cable was still inserted into his arm. He tugged on it and loosed his arm from the machine with a loud click.

“You’re all set, but the next twenty-four hours are crucial, Mr. Camirin. Take these pills. And do not stress yourself. Rest, and come morning, you’ll feel better.”

“Thanks,” Carl said, slowly rising to his feet.

Sayra was in the lounge waiting for him. She looked a mess. Her outfit was the same one she’d worn the night before, her hair was in a tangle, and her eyes carried heavy bags beneath them. 

She smiled when she saw him, but Carl could tell something was terribly wrong. 
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