
FERRIS by Peter Vodden

PART ONE

No, not a hangover. Something else. Burnt air flavour in her mouth, and joints aching 
like influenza virus. Darkness.
Nightmare:
A man screaming in grand terror. Such a high-pitched sound, you wouldn’t think a 
human voice-box could make that sort of noise. Light and shrapnel and the corridor is 
full of mans. They are everywhere; up the walls, clinging to the ceiling. Most of the 
emans are in various states of self-immolation. Some of the imans are raging 
bloodlust, those of the dead and dying are dissolving, fading into the floor in a ghostly 
cascade. In slow-motion she watches him kneel to the ground, gathering up bloody 
handfuls of his own entrails. Prayers? Augury? Mason waves the laser cannon, 
shouting at her. Move! Mason’s iman is huge, a snarling Minotaur complete with 
horns and cloven hooves. She laughs as consciousness finally fades into a deep and 
very private darkness. Mason drags her the last few metres and tosses her bodily 
through the hatchway. 
 
Ferris opens her eyes. Cold light floods inwards, negating the dream. The translucent 
hood of the jump cot limits her universe to a tiny bubble of personal space. Webbed 
and padded, it is such a small and comfortable cocoon. 
 
Glyph: Standby
 
In peripheral vision, an unbidden eman begins to form. So someone else is awake. 
Quickly, into the PPM Mantra:

The man is mine,
I fetch the man, I control the man, I dismiss the man.
The man is mine.
The man is mine,
I fetch the man, I control...

After just three repetitions, mental control is sufficiently restored and the unbidden 
eman fades. Relaxing, Ferris realises that the pain she has been suppressing is no 
longer there. Finger the lid release.

The jump cot yawns, mutant oyster disgorging its human pearl. Moving slowly, Ferris 
levers herself up, stretches sinew, cracks the vacuum between bones. There are four 
other cots in the small alterspace-shielded cabin of her scoutship. Two are powered 
down. One is open but empty. The final cot still cradles its occupant. Fetch. No eman, 
so he’s still asleep. The iman could be Mason; it is definitely not Proctor. But then it 
could be anybody.
Unpredictable. Dismiss. 

You stink. Get to the canteen. Get coffee. Occupy the mind because there are 
important memories, boxed for now, but sooner or later they are going to have to be 



processed. If you don’t deal with your life, your dreams will. And then you wake up 
screaming.

As expected, the empty alterspace jump cot must have held Proctor, the third principal 
in this act. “Doctor” Proctor to the other prisoners, although Ferris knows that he has 
no formal training or qualifications. In the canteen his emaciated frame is leaning up 
against a bulkhead. Clothes and flesh appear to be loosely draped over his shoulders, 
as if his entire body had been assembled by a trainee. Overweight? Enjoy the miracle 
of ultra-rapid weight loss: Join a prison colony in orbit.

The eyes in his bony, hawkish face track her with an uncomfortable combination of 
awe and suspicion. 

“We are alive.”  Pause. “No thanks to that maniac.”

He expects a response; doesn’t get one. Tries again. “I thought about trying to damage 
his cot.”

“What stopped you?” She knows the answer. Proctor is not a complex person. 
Severely damaged maybe, but at least his psychosis is conspicuous.

“I ...”  Embarrassment. Averted eyes. He fiddles with the pocket of his grey boiler-
suit. “I never killed anyone before. If it came down to it I don’t think I could.”

(Glyph: Full Operational)

Ferris mentally reviews Proctor’s case file. An estimated two thousand four hundred 
human lives extinguished by “Doctor” Proctor’s remote ministrations over a period of 
four years prior to his detection and incarceration. Most of the victims believed that 
they had accidentally contracted whatever disease it was that killed them. The relevant 
powers had not acted to dispel that illusion.

“I’m glad you didn’t.” And that is the truth.

Ferris busies herself requesting coffee from the canteen’s food dispenser. From behind 
she can feel Proctor’s eyes moving across her body. His gaze is unclean and 
unwelcome, but he will only letch when he believes he is unobserved. He greatly 
under-estimates her abilities. 

The final drop of coffee falls towards the dark surface in the mug. In Full Operational 
mode, she observes its motion, watching as it falls, then hits, a tiny corona rising, 
spreading into tiny droplets like a flower, as the central column surges upwards, then 
falls back into the liquid. Ripples blossom, race across the surface of the hot coffee 
and are reflected back from the rim to flutter and die. 

She carries the mug of steaming coffee over to the small seating area, puts it on the 
aluminium table. Facing Proctor and the door, she arranges her limbs in a stance that 
appears casual. The first few minutes after Mason’s waking are critical, and high risk. 
He is fundamentally upredictable. That’s why the Guild wants him.



(Un-Predictable: Adjective. Erratic, unstable, uncertain. In Predictive  
Psychoanalysis, used to describe an individual whose likely actions cannot be  
predicted or altered via the technique of Personal Psychology Manifestation (PPM).  
See: Predictive Psychoanalysis, The Guild Of.) 

Proctor speaks. “I don’t suppose there is any point in asking where we are going?”

“Correct. But since it doesn’t matter anyway, we are going to Old Earth. More 
precisely, Guild Headquarters.” 

Blood drains visibly from Proctor’s face. He has some idea of the extraordinary power 
and influence that the Guild exerts over the planet of its origin. “You said it doesn’t 
matter. Does that mean I die before we get there?”

Poor sod. He really is in a sorry state. “I don’t know.”

“Really?”

“That knowledge is not one my mission parameters.” Again, the truth.

For some reason, that does not permit Proctor to perceive himself safely back in the 
uncertain arms of Lady Luck. Relax him. Otherwise he might spook Mason, and then 
there could be violence.

Fetch.
 Proctor’s iman appears crouched on top of the food dispenser. A sleek furred creature 
with multiple faces, it looks like a curious otter. Bizarrely, it is reading a book. 
Dismiss.

“You are here only because you were Mason’s cell-mate. Left behind, you could have 
provided information to possible pursuers. The Guild is not interested in you.”

That seems to satisfy him, at least temporarily. He moves over to the table, kicks a 
seat into place and slides into it.

There is noise in the corridor. Ferris carefully places her coffee mug on the table. 
Muscle-groups flex, prepare for explosive activity. Never forget. This man is 
classified fundamentally Unpredictable. Touch of fear?

Mason begins to whistle as he approaches. His overlarge hand (and hairy, she notices) 
grabs the doorframe, eases his body sideways into the canteen. He is about 1.9 metres 
tall, muscular, built like a warrior. And ludicrously handsome. His left hand is 
gripping the laser cannon. Must have been cramped in the cot with that ugly weapon 
for company.

He effortlessly generates a hollywood fantasy smile. “Well, boys and girls, isn’t this 
pretty?”



Ferris eyes him, projecting wariness. She could relieve him of the weapon any time, 
but for now it is perhaps better that he doesn’t know that.

Proctor can’t hold back his anger. “Hell Mason, you didn’t have to start a fire-fight! 
We were clean out of there, no trouble. Why, for God’s sake? That just wasn’t 
necessary!”

Mason does not take his eyes off Ferris. “Wrong, Doc.” He grins again. Cocking the 
laser-toting arm up at a rakish angle, he leans on the food dispenser. “You see, like 
you, I was not about to say no when little Miss Guild-Person just walked into our cell 
as easy as you like, and said, we’re leaving. So I followed along, watching the lady 
doing her mind-trick thing with the guards, and I was genuinely impressed. Sure 
enough, we were just walking right out...”

He sniffs, pauses dramatically before continuing. “Then I started to get this weird 
feeling, like, suddenly I’m not in charge of my life anymore. So, I decided to change 
the odds, that’s all”. He hefts the laser cannon to add emphasis. “But now comes the 
interesting part of the story. The guards suddenly woke up from their daydreams. Crap 
hit numerous fans. Dead people all over the place. I looked around and Miss oh-so-
mighty Guild-Person was frozen to the spot, pissing her pants. Very strange.” He is 
looking directly at her, challenging her to explain. 

But she doesn’t know.

That memory is boxed. She hears Mason’s words, understands his description of 
events, but it is hearsay - she was not there. The boxed memory is isolated in a 
construct in her wet-ware. The storage constructs are there to protect her from other 
people’s horrors - a form of mental buffer. Without such augmentation, Guild field 
operatives would not remain sane for very long. As for the events on the prison 
colony, her conscious mind has no recollection, and will not have, until she chooses to 
open that box.

If you don’t deal with your life, your dreams will.

She ignores the challenge. “You can put the weapon down. You are not going to use it 
just now.”

“Your magic tell you that?”

“No, just common sense. Even on its lowest setting, that thing will punch a hole 
through both hulls. Then we all breathe vacuum.”

Mason’s face declares that he is considering a riposte, but eventually, he simply 
smiles and places the laser-cannon slowly onto the top of the food dispenser.

Proctor takes advantage of the hiatus to enter the conversation. “Mason…we’re 
heading for Old Earth.”



For the first time since entering the canteen, Mason allows his eyes to flick away from 
their lock-on with Ferris.

Off guard?

“Then we both know what’s going to happen, don’t we?”

Hell and damnation! Not off guard for a split second. The speed & calmness of his 
response to Proctor’s information means one of two things; either he already knew, or 
he is augmented. But the ship’s scans said that Mason has no wet-ware installed. A 
standard human can’t think that fast. So he knows, or has previously guessed, their 
destination. Hence, he has already formulated a plan of action.

Without pausing, Ferris replies, “I do. You don’t. Bluff. You think that you will 
request the ship to communicate with the Guild, and declare me hostage against your 
freedom. You will probably try it anyway, but now that you are forewarned, you will 
not be surprised when the Guild spokesperson instructs you to kill me.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“I know. However, you do not think in the same way that the Guild thinks.  You see 
three people in the canteen of a small scoutship. The Guild, on the other hand, will see 
a resource which they desire i.e. you, and two other resources which are expendable 
and replaceable. Shit! Mistake - that will unsettle Proctor…
 
That is, me and the ship.

Good recovery. Now concentrate - this is crucial… They will act immediately to 
nullify your perceived advantage. The best way to do that is to remove me from the 
equation. Hence they will instruct you to kill me.”

“Nice people you work for.”

“The Guild is powerful precisely because it understands the importance of individuals 
in the context of the grand scheme. It’s nothing personal.”

That was bit pathetic. How much of this is true? More than you care to think about,  
lady…

Does he believe it? No way to tell. Mason is unpredictable. Try Proctor.

Fetch.
Proctor’s eman is showing extreme fear, but generalised, impersonal. Good - his 
belief in her predictive capabilities may rub off on Mason.
Dismiss.

Mason seems to relax a little, shifting into a more matter-of-fact mode. He could 
easily be smart enough to fake it. “How long until we have real-time communications 
with your people?”



“100 minutes, 150 max.”

He picks up the laser weapon. “I’m going for a walk. Be here in 90.” Without waiting 
for a reply, he swivels with astonishing grace, and, gripping the bulkhead, swings his 
huge body smoothly into the tiny corridor, and away.

Ferris and Proctor make eye contact, briefly. He declines, as expected. She has 
survived the key stage, but how well? She Glyphs up the analysis module in wet-ware, 
formulates a mission assessment.

Not good. Success probability 60%.

There are unpredictables all over the data, mostly stemming from Mason of course, 
but other factors are now vectoring in at impossible angles, making the assessment as 
good as worthless. Sod it. Time to ease off the throttle.

From the point of entering the canteen, Ferris has been using her wet-ware in Full 
Operational mode for about 10 minutes, the tiny modules lodged inside her cranial 
cavity boosting her intellectual speed and capability to something like four times that 
of a standard human. Such luxury comes expensive in metabolism. With at least 100 
minutes to go before the ship can attempt communication with the Guild, and Mason 
apparently pacified until then, there is nothing left but to wait. Her bluff (if it be such) 
will be called at that time.     

Glyph Standby

Coming down from a high, and with a soul-pain that is tangible, Ferris’ mental and 
physical capacity fades, dying away to something primitive, something ugly and 
Neanderthal. Only for a moment, she is fully aware of the enormity of that loss; and 
then equally suddenly, all that remains is the knowledge.  The knowledge that with a 
thought, with an imagining, with a wish, the blessed state can be attained. A state in 
which standard humans appear slow and stupid. A state in which things can easily be 
achieved; things that Ferris cannot remember, cannot now imagine.

PART TWO
 

Back in her personal cabin, Ferris sits cross-legged on the sleep bunk. The ship will 
deal with her two charges; although limited, it is not unintelligent by any means. It 
will allocate accommodation, provide them with sustenance, and give out general 
information on any subject except the flight plan and the mission. 

Glyph: Communications.

“Ship?”

“Here.”



“Scan Mason again please.”

“Done.”

As before, the data reveals nothing extraordinary about this very far from ordinary 
man. No augmentation. Some residual internal scarring, but that would only indicate 
limited access to medical services at some time in the past. Athlete-slow pulse, 
breathing deep and even. Not even the slightest sign of stress.

He is either a Zen Master or an ice-cold psychopath. Which ?
 
Glyph: Rest - 20min. Full Power-down.

Ferris lays back on the bunk, slowly closes her eyes. She feels the wet-ware in her 
head, the extra-sensory modules in her chest cavity, and the various weapon systems 
embedded in bone and muscle, as they roll over into rest mode. She feels her body 
temperature dropping, as her heart rate slows. And the dreams begin.

Exactly twenty minutes later, Ferris sits up screaming. Soaked in sweat, and shaking, 
she staggers to the hygiene unit, strips and bathes in the tiny water spray cubicle. 
Warm soothing jets, sluicing the nightmares off her skin, flushing daemons down the 
extraction vents. Eventually she emerges feeling washed, but not clean.
    
Decision time. Whatever happened at the prison colony, it is tearing at her sanity. 
Tendrils reaching out through her dreams, looking for chinks in her psychological 
armour, threatening to explode out of its wet-ware container and into her 
consciousness. To attempt to deal with it now could seriously distract her, taking the 
focus away from her mission parameters. Not to deal with it could result in a 
catastrophic breakdown at some future time. No point in Glyphing up an analysis - the 
wet-ware that contains the boxed memory does not know what it holds, any more than 
she does. It is an entirely human decision.

Glyph: Full Operational

Glyph: Unlock

The container in her mind clicks open. At Full Pperational level, she will live this 
experience at something like four times faster than it actually occurred - subjectively, 
of course, it is entirely real. Another part of her mind knows that this is replay, and 
that sooner or later must come the memory of the decision. The critical point at which 
she, in the original version, had decided to lock this experience away, for later 
consumption. Why? But now the memories come, unrolling like a ticker-tape into her 
mind…

 The Guild mission briefing data, and the landing codes, had been good. The fake 
credentials were not. An ordinary human would not have got past the first level of 
security, but Ferris was no ordinary human. It had been a simple matter to summon an 
iman for the security guard in command of main docking bay reception. An image 



began to form, generated by specialised modules deep in her tertiary wetware, and 
subsequently inserted directly into her optic nerve.

The guard’s face didn’t move as he stuck out his left hand and grunted, “Pass Check.”

Behind Ferris’s eyes, the guard’s id-manifestation solidified, and she read it. His mind 
was on tick-over. He was thinking about his own future - career? Possibly. She 
summoned the ego-manifestation. Sure enough, the eman animal looked a little like 
him, but it was wearing a uniform altogether more grand, more important. Now the 
iman seemed to take on an air of expectancy. Yes! Easy. He had applied for a 
promotion. She had the lever. All she had to do was lean on it.

“I need your full co-operation here. If that is forthcoming, then I dare say certain items 
in the pipeline may be looked upon favourably. I think we understand each other?”

The effect was pleasing enough. Visibly jolted, the guard drew himself to attention 
instantly.

“Of course, Ms. er..”, he gave her fake pass a cursory glance, “Sorry, Captain Bering. 
Sir. Full co-operation.” 

As he waved her through the barrier, she filed his data, and concentrated on 
manifesting for the next human who was standing twenty meters away at the next 
obstacle - the body scanner. The first man had been easy, a simple finger exercise. 
Now she was going to have to convince this one that the he really did not need to look 
at that old-fashioned body scanner. And if she failed, he would look at the monitor, 
and inside her skin, he would see an awful lot of stuff that was not flesh and bone.
 
Fourteen minutes later, she was in the cell with Mason and Proctor. The weird little 
man was easily persuaded to leave. Mason acceded but remained alert, intensely wary. 
He watched, fascinated, as she deftly manipulated the security personnel.

Any sufficiently advanced technology is indistinguishable from magic.

What Ferris was actually doing was using quantum computing in wet-ware. Inside her 
head, image and sound analysis was being used to examine minute statements of body 
language; a reflex twitch of the iris, a tiny waver in a voice, all signs invisible to a 
normal human. This data was processed, and the resulting knowledge presented back 
to her in simple visual images that Ferris could read - had been intensively trained to 
read. In her artificially enhanced awareness, it was like being able to see right down 
into a person, to pin back their psychology in vivisection. She used the ego-
manifestation, the eman, to see each subject from their own point of view, to see the 
person in the form in which they projected themselves onto the world. She used the 
id-manifestation, the iman, to read their inmost emotions and desires, their hopes and 
their fears, as simply as one might read a rhyme in a child’s book.

Bending a person to your will becomes a lot easier when you can see into their soul.



They were almost there. Ferris was still in Full Operational mode, manifesting 
intensely for the five sullen, bored security guards escorting Captain Bering and her 
two prisoners down the corridor leading to the docking bay, just fifty meters from the 
ship.

Then it happened.

Mason moved. He moved so incredibly fast, faster than anything she had ever seen.

His torso lowered, twisting slightly clockwise. In mid-step, his right foot turned 
outwards as the left foot came down wide and slightly forward. Then he exploded into 
action. The first guard, the one with the laser, dropped to the floor like a stunned 
wildebeest as Mason’s huge hand slammed his head into the wall. Before any of the 
other four guards could react, Mason had deftly scooped up the laser cannon and fired 
off two pulses. The first pulse vaporised the upper left portion of someone’s head. The 
second pulse hit one of the remaining guards full in the face, sending bits of bone and 
gobs of brain matter arcing up towards the ceiling.

Ferris clocked it: 0.23 seconds from the moment he had started to move. She 
visualised the complex Glyph that would switch her wet-ware into Super Operational 
mode. The cost of this in metabolism would be ruinous, possibly even fatal, but there 
was no other option. The Super mode would allow her to mentate for a brief period at 
approximately 20 times normal speed. In 0.74 seconds of objective time, she would 
analyse the mission status, and determine revised tactics.

The consequence of spending the 0.74 seconds of real time in this state was that a part 
of her mind was obliged to watch as Mason casually slaughtered the other two guards. 
Proctor, moving with human reaction speed, at last began to back away from the 
carnage. In another two seconds, guards in the docking bay would have had time to 
react to the noise, and would start to move.

In Super mode, Ferris contemplated what she had just witnessed.

Mason was not human.

But her mission briefing said otherwise. And the ship had scanned him, pronounced 
him un-augmented, a basic human. A guild ship cannot lie - it might suppress 
information, but it cannot tell an outright untruth. And she had manifested for him, 
and yes, the results had been there - albeit random, unpredictable, but they were there.

But you can’t manifest for an android.

And Mason had acted and thought with the kind of speed that is only possible if you 
lack those slow, ever so slow, limbs and senses of a biological life form. Which could 
mean only one thing.

The Guild had set out to deceive her.



Ferris felt a howling cold. A aching madness tearing at the edges of her mind. She 
would not, could not let it in. The Guild, her job, her life, her only family, her reason 
for existence, had planned and executed a deception that had placed her and the 
mission in jeopardy. And now she could not even trust her skills, for her own mind 
had played tricks on her. She had manifested for a machine.

0.71 seconds elapsed. Only one thing to do.

Ferris simultaneously visualised two glyphs - the one for memory containment, and 
the power down that would automatically take her to standby mode afterwards.

The glyphs took effect.

Except they didn’t.

Instead, Ferris instantaneously finds herself not in the prison colony, but in her cabin 
on the Guild scoutship. 

She is still sitting on the bunk. She has a thumping headache. She is trembling. The 
module behind her left eye is glitching, causing random distortions in peripheral 
vision.

So - Mason is an android. Definitely psychopathic. Extremely dangerous. My own  
operational status - unknown, possibly damaged. This is great. Just great..

Glyph: Internal Clock - 5 mins to rendevous.

She thrusts her head backwards, gives out a long sigh, a final bid to calm her raging 
metabolism. To show weakness now would be disastrous. She gets up, walks 
unsteadily to the hatch, and down the corridor to the canteen.

The canteen is empty. She walks to the wall opposite the entry hatch, turns around.

Glyph: Standby. Systems check. Visual cortex 12% damage, repairable.  
Communications nominal. Weapon systems, left-arm non-functional, non-repairable,  
otherwise nominal.

A man walks into the canteen. A stranger.

What !!?? It is Proctor. And yet - it isn’t.

The man looks a little bit like Proctor, but it can’t be, because this man is taller by a 
few centimetres. His entire carriage and demeanour are completely different. He is 
self-assured, confident, capable. His eyes are not Proctor’s eyes. They do not flick 
around with nervous energy. They do not avoid her astonished gaze.

Fetch.



This person’s eman is a small sleek, furry creature. Only this time it has just one face, 
not many. A face so thoroughly calm, so impossibly serene, that it could only belong 
to one kind of human being.

A High One. 

Oh God. How could I have missed it? All the clues were there...

“Hello Ferris.”

She doesn’t answer.

“In response to your unspoken enquiry, I am Alent an-Heren an-Dwenday, Arch-
Mage, Navigator, and High One of the Guild. I am very glad that you are alive.”

“Where is Mason?”

“I disabled it. As you are now aware, it is a construct. An experimental prototype.”

“It’s barking mad.”

“Yes, we know. It developed certain instabilities during the final stages of testing. It 
killed an operative, and was later apprehended by the authorities. They were unaware 
of its nature, and they incarcerated it, consequent to the appropriate judicial procedure. 
Because of the sensitive nature of the experiment, we could not intervene directly.”

“But why didn’t you kill it the moment we boarded the ship?”

“Because to do so would have meant revealing Mason’s true nature - a fact which was 
at that time secured in your boxed memory. As you well know, your wet-ware cannot 
protect you if you are re-presented with specific knowledge. Under such stress your 
wet-ware would have haemorrhaged the memory, causing inestimable damage to your 
own psychology.”  

He’s right. Of course.

“And Proctor?”

“One of my very first. I designed the Proctor persona with the co-operation of a very 
good friend, a long way back when we were PPM acolytes. I have used him many 
times since. Putting him on is like throwing an old comfortable overcoat around my 
shoulders. When I asked for a volunteer to both test and recover the construct, I knew 
how dangerous it could be, and that I would have to be there. Things were arranged to 
ensure that Proctor became its cell-mate.”

Ferris sits down, slowly lowers her forehead to rest it in the palm of one hand.

Volunteer? Volunteer? Oh No ...



“I’m not me am I ?”

“No, you are not.”

“Who am I ?”

“You must know that if I speak your real name, it will trigger the release Glyph, and 
Ferris will cease to exist ?”

“I know it. I exist, damn it. I have memories. I remember my childhood. And yet, 
something tells me that I have been here many times. Just speak it.”

“Your name is Elizeth an-Jarro.”

PART THREE

Two humans (or near-humans) recline in semi-intelligent lounge chairs, each sipping 
a cocktail of socially acceptable mild drugs, mixed to each individual’s stated 
preference. The room, like many in the lower levels of PPM Guild Headquarters, is 
large and spartan in its furnishing. The few decorative items carefully scattered around 
look, and indeed were, ridiculously expensive. The sharp-featured man in a simple 
grey robe speaks first.

“Thanks for calling by. How are you feeling?”

“I’m fine thank you. A-One in fact.”

The slender, athletic looking woman in an exotically embroidered silk kimono glances 
down at her drink, as if finding something there that should not be.

“No residuals?”

“Some, but she’s fading fast. You know I don’t really like Ferris.”

“But Liz, she is only a part of you.”

“Yes. But she’s so, I don’t know - cold, analytical. She’s more machine than human.” 

Her companion, Alent an-Heren an-Dwenday, decides to respect the ensuing silence. 
This was novel. Alen himself was made up of his “native” mind, and currently an 
additional fourteen other personality constructs, all carried in wet-ware, and adopted 
as required. But it had never occurred to him to consider whether he liked or disliked 
any of the other people that he could “become”. They were tools; they served well or 
they didn’t, depending upon the skill and experience of the tool-wielder. Elizeth was 
the best field operative he had ever trained. She carried five personas, all of them 
superbly tuned and efficient in what the Guild termed “esoteric” field work. And now 
she was one of a small group of people who knew.



She knew that the Guild had created and tested a totally artificial humanoid that was 
utterly credible, right down to the minutiae. So realistic in fact, that its body language 
would trigger Manifestation, and therefore survive scrutiny from even the Guild’s 
own most experienced operatives. The possibilities were awesome. Imagine a 
personality construct housed in a cybernetic body, operating independently with no 
human “host”. A creature faster and vastly more powerful than any human being, yet 
undetectable - able to go into deep cover in the most extreme conditions and pass for 
human in all respects, barring an intrusive full-body scan.

Such a pity that it was an insane murderer.

Elizeth moves her cocktail glass to one side, and the chair reaches out a hand to take it 
from her, holding the glass suspended in place within easy reach. “What of Mason?”

“That line of research is now officially discontinued. Thanks to your efforts Liz, we 
now know that we can create an undetectable artificial humanoid - but we cannot 
control it. I’m afraid it’s a technological cul-de-sac.”

She retrieves her drink, takes a long sip. “So there is work for us yet?”

“Who is asking?”
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