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Recov 

A twitch of Eric Marten’s fingers and the velvet ribbon fluttered to the floor. Unfettered, 

the parchment unfolded into a blaze of gold and scarlet lettering. His prayer that the summons 

was a prank vanished within a heartbeat. The message slipped from his nerveless grasp to drop to 

the floor as a voice intended to freeze anyone within hearing range emanated from within the 

elegant communication. 

“Eric Marten, the Genetic Selection Board has chosen you. Congratulations! Only a few 

perfect males receive this honor.” 

Marten wanted to slam his door shut and hide. But the subsonic orders in the note had 

done their work. He could not move. 

A new voice, metal sharp, penetrated the stunned man’s senses. “Mr. Marten, you will 

accompany me to the recovery center.” 

The command pulled Marten’s gaze from the certificate on the floor to the speaker. 

Although he had never seen one other than in a tri-di newscast, the 25-year-old recognized an 

android. Unlike the court pages of ancient times who would have delivered an imperial 

summons, the Genetic Selection Board enforced its demands with a trio of heavily-armed robots. 

A shred of intelligence pierced the shock. Survival instincts, long forgotten since 

childhood, surfaced. “I… I’ve got to pack some things,” he stalled. 

“Anything you need will be supplied,” the android responded, the inflectionless tone 

somehow harsh and demanding. “Please come, now!” 

Steel-cabled fingers wrapped around Marten’s wrist. The pressure tightened. A low moan 

escaped from his narrowed lips. The vice-like grip loosened slightly, but not enough for him to 

escape. He sensed his neighbors listening from the safety of their tiny, one-room apartments. 

However, not a single person dared to open their door. Only the featureless row of gray squares 

greeted Marten’s search. 

Anger faded beneath the realization no one would miss him. He had no family, no real 

friends. He could disappear without anyone acknowledging he ever existed. Urban legends of 

people disappearing into GSB re-education schools and never returning filled Marten’s mind. 

The face of Jorad, a classmate who went for special tutoring and was never seen again, floated 

up from deep within Marten’s memory. The paralysis broke. This can’t be happening, he swore 

in silence. He struggled to break free of the arm restraining him... to no avail. 

“You will come. NOW!” A bone-bruising tug accompanied the request. The android’s 

inhuman force half-dragged Marten down the hall. At the snub of a lock pinging off the wall, 

Marten looked back, hoping to see something to rescue him from the GSB troopers. But the 

sound was only one of the android guards sealing the apartment door with unbreakable tape. 

Unable to think, he walked in a stumbling shuffle to the elevator where another android 

waited. The sight of the blazing eyes reminded Marten of an old fairy tale his mother told him. 

He feared that like the character in the story, he too would perish in fire. Only his death would 

come from the robot’s eyes, rather than a dragon’s breath. 

He gathered strength at the android’s silence and stepped into the elevator. The floor 

dropped out from beneath his feet as the high-speed transport fell on silent anti-gravity beams the 

hundred levels to the main lobby. Gasping for breath, Marten watched the signal lights rapidly 

flash. He had always hated the claustrophobic elevators and especially the floating during the 

rapid descent. This time, thanks to the metal grip of the robots on both sides of him, his feet 

never rose more than two inches above the floor. 



 

 

The law enforcement officer on duty at the lobby desk was Marten’s last hope to end the 

nightmare. He tried to call out to the man, but only a groan pushed its way past his lips. Hope 

grew when the guard turned at the noise. The LEO looked past Marten. 

“Tell them it’s a mistake,” Marten croaked. Instead of challenging the obvious abduction, 

the gray-uniformed guard turned his back to stare at the blank wall. The doors to the parking lot 

slid open. 

Outside, sunlight glittered off the transport helicopter. Its coal black color and the bright 

red GSB symbol emblazoned on the side gave the impression of a deadly animal. Marten 

stumbled his way into the dark interior. He registered the door slamming shut and the sound of 

the rotor turning over. Succumbing to the monotonous noise, his surroundings faded into the 

background. 

~ * ~ 

A gray-haired GSB officer met Marten at the door of one of the orientation offices. In 

contrast to the emotional blankness of the notification android, the greeter offered a warm 

handshake. Marten tried to explain the summons was a mistake. But the man ignored Marten’s 

words as if he was an automaton himself. 

“Mr. Marten, welcome,” the greeter chirped. “I am Smythe. Anything you need during 

your stay at the GSB, I will get for you.” He gestured Marten to a conformable chair before 

leaning against the corner of the desk. 

“Eric… may I call you Eric?” Without waiting for a response, Smythe went on as if 

approval had been given. Most of the rehearsed spiel seemed babble to the stressed Marten. That 

is, until he heard, “The board selected Lauren Archer-Woods as your match.” 

All the fear he had felt since the unexpected departure from his apartment vanished. 

Marten’s throat convulsed several times before any words came out. “Are you telling me my 

recov will be the Lauren Woods?” Marten rasped. “That I would be her perfect mate?” 

Smythe’s smile grew at Marten’s interest. “We don’t use the word, recov, here. We prefer 

the term, animated citizen. And, yes. The board determined you are her genetic match. I’m sure 

you’ve heard all kinds of rumors on the streets about what we do here. That an animate, or if you 

wish a recov, is a ghost.” 

Marten flinched at the lack of emotion in Smythe’s gaze, and could not ignore the rapid 

staccato of his heartbeat. He had heard some of the whispered stories. They ranked from match 

donors disappearing for failure to perform, to the outlandish tale of a recov drinking their 

match’s blood in order to extend the length of time the recov stayed animated. 

The greeter took a deep breath and continued with his speech. His tone turned flat with 

the monotone of something said to many times. “Our animates are as real as you or me. Ms. 

Woods will be alive. Let me assure you we do not steal your sperm. After a standard medical 

exam, I’ll show you to a suite of rooms assigned for the period of your training. I’m sure we’ve 

anticipated all your needs. This evening I’ll come by to answer any questions. I suggest you use 

the time to review the guidebook.” Although Smythe’s tone returned to the flatness of 

bureaucracy, it contained a hint of steel that made it sound more like an undeniable order. 

The allotted hours blurred by for the still shocked Marten. After reading the same page 

five times and still not being able to remember a single word, he gave up and lay down on the 

bed. One thought rose that cleared the fog and sent his pulse racing. Lauren is alive—and mine. 

He replayed in his mind the holographs of Woods’ tragic death. Film footage of the 

charity benefit captured the deranged fan’s shot that ended the actress’s brilliant career—and her 

life. Authorities never discovered why the assassin selected Woods. Besides being an award-



 

 

winning actress, she was also a skilled diplomat and known for her charity work. Although her 

death occurred years before he was born, it didn’t affect Marten’s feelings. He had loved her 

from the first moment he had seen her on the holo-screen. 

A chime and the door irising open to admit Smythe jarred Marten out of his reverie. The 

scene that had dominated his thoughts vanished to be replaced by the reality. 

“Are you ready for the next orientation phase?” the greeter asked. A voice command and 

the wall-size mural of the Smokey Mountains dissolved to a dull gray. 

The face of a beautiful young woman formed from the blankness. Lauren Woods’ 

signature pout wavered, and then solidified. The projection seemed more real than any hologram 

Marten had ever seen. Her dark eyes sparked with vitality. Mountain Laurel, the perfume made 

famous by the actress, wafted into Marten’s senses. The burgundy brocade gown she wore 

rustled as she appeared to walk off the screen. An arm raised in entreaty. 

Unthinking Marten reached out. 

Smythe’s voice shattered the illusion of the hologram. “Eric, based on your profiles, the 

GSB determined a secluded mountain cabin for the greatest likelihood of a successful match. A 

fully-automated lodge in the Smokey Mountains has been made available. Ms. Woods’ 

reconstitution will take place on second rest day. Between now and then, instructors will tutor 

you on the special medical needs of an animate.” 

A leer crept onto Smythe’s face as he paused. “To ensure your appropriate physical 

responses, you will be provided a special diet and this apartment is supplied with subliminals.” 

Marten’s face paled at the greeter’s obvious lechery. 

The GSB agent’s voice now took on intractability. “Eric, you will have ninety-six hours 

to create a child or sanctions will be applied. Of course, you will be returned to your apartment 

after the reanimation period ends. After a suitable period at a re-education center for debriefing, 

that is.” 

“How long?” 

“It varies. It depends on how successful you are.” Smythe said. The smile that tweaked 

his lips did not reach his eyes. 

Marten tightened his fists. His skin became almost translucent at Smythe’s implied 

penalty for failure. 

Smythe’s voice softened only to the level of a teacher instructing an errant child. “Eric, 

Lauren Wood’s memories, emotions, and desires will be totally intact. Only the actual moment 

of her death will be blanked out.” In what Marten realized was probably the only real feeling the 

man had shown, the GSB agent added, “I envy you. You will have one of the most beautiful 

women of all time.” 

For the next two weeks, an intense longing for the familiar surroundings of his apartment 

gripped Marten. It alternated with an equally strong desire to hold Lauren Woods in his arms. 

Anger rose during one particularly painful medical procedure intended to enhance the success of 

the match. Such a severe depression followed that he wondered if the city had re-issued his 

apartment. And who received the few belongings he had accumulated in his life. He began to 

notice that the closer the time came for the reanimation, the more he resented Smythe’s presence. 

It always seemed as if the man showed up each time Marten’s attention slipped. Almost as if the 

room was under surveillance. 

A childhood memory of another room, smaller with less elegant furnishings sent 

Marten’s pulse racing. Cameras had recorded everything that occurred within those plain, gray 



 

 

walls. He remembered finding the lenses hidden behind the molding. His gaze roamed the room 

and focused on the wall screen. It could easily be used as a monitor. 

Just the fact that he considered the possibility sent a tremor through Marten’s chest. From 

childhood, obedience to the government, and especially the GSB was so ingrained into people 

even the existence of conditioning was generally received as heretical. 

Soft words in his mother’s voice came back. “Be true to thyself, son. Family above all 

except honor.” He remembered the last time she said them... the night she disappeared. Pain 

burned through Marten’s brain. The full memory of the GSB surveillance and of his mother 

dragged away by two uniformed men flared into life. With every mental probe he threw, the 

images became clearer until he again experienced the agony of the erasure process. 

Marten threw himself into the studies, searching for a way to control the anger at the 

remembered pain. He refused to acknowledge the one thought that kept returning. Lauren would 

soon undergo the pain of the erasure process. 

~ * ~ 

A changed Smythe knocked on the door. This time, unlike the emotionless man Marten 

knew, the agent wore an air of anticipation. With only a preemptory, “follow me,” he strutted out 

of the room. Marten followed the other man through the massive warren of tunnels that formed 

the GSB complex. Stopping, he noted the sign, recov130802 on the door. The agent’s firm hand 

on Marten’s back sent him stumbling into a large laboratory. 

The reconstitution pod filled the center of the room. Technicians in long, blue coats 

clambered over the massive cylinder, hooking up wires and soldering control cables. Pent up 

energy vibrated in the machine. Large red numbers on the wall counted down to the pod’s 

activation. Marten glanced down at his wrist where the time on his new watch matched that of 

the wall display. Unthinking, he formed an intense hatred of the device. At the time of his 

greatest joy, the watch represented his greatest sorrow. Marten knew once Lauren took physical 

form, instead of displaying the current time, the numbers would count backward a second time. 

When it reached zero, Lauren’s recovery period ended. All the energy maintaining her physical 

form would dissipate. And, he would lose his first, and only love. 

~ * ~ 

The scent of the tall pines filled the cabin. It seeped from the log walls and wafted in 

through the open windows. But, the serenity of the high mountains was lost on the building’s 

sole occupant. Muffled echoes of Marten’s rapid pacing filled the entire building. Not even the 

fire blazing in the stone pit in the center of the lounge area failed to capture his attention. After a 

quick check of the time, his frenetic strides around the room resumed. 

The sudden absence of forest noises reached the agitated man. His ears strained to hear 

the normal background sounds. But the chirp of crickets and lyrical sounds of songbirds 

remained missing. Then he heard a soft footfall, then another. Before Marten could move, the 

footsteps stopped. 

Smythe pushed aside one of the large wooden doors. Marten’s gaze ignored the man. It 

was the metal tank the GSB officer pulled behind him that froze the pacing Marten in mid-stride. 

The sight of the portable incubator reminded him that the child—his and Lauren’s child—would 

have no mother. Or, he corrected, a father. The GSB raised recov children in special education 

centers. Despite the bureau having spent billions of credits on adjusting the attitudes of the 

masses to accept the centers as the source of the world’s future leaders, Marten felt disgust at the 

idea of a child in the hands of the GSB. And the depth of his feeling surpassed anything he had 



 

 

ever felt before. How could he feel that way? No one could break the conditioning. Even if they 

knew about it and wanted to. 

“May I come in?” a lyrical voice asked. 

Marten shifted his gaze to the tall, slender, brunette who walked into the room. 

“Eric Marten, may I introduce Ms. Lauren Woods,” Smythe said with a wave of his hand. 

“Pleased to meet you,” the beauty at the doorway responded. 

“M… me too.” Marten stammered. “Please sit down, Ms. Woods. Would you like a glass 

of wine? I have a bottle of your favorite red chilled.” 

“That would be nice. And Eric—” 

“Yes.” 

“Please call me Lauren. Ms. Woods was my mother.” 

In an attempt to recover his composure, Marten wrenched his attention from the beautiful 

actress. Quirking an eyebrow at Smythe, Marten lifted a glass. A shake of his head indicated the 

other man’s refusal of the offer of the wine. 

“Eric appears to have everything well in hand,” Smythe interjected into the silence. “I’ll 

be off. You shouldn’t need anything. But just in case, the communicators are coded with my 

number. Just say my name.” After his gaze scanned Woods from head to toe, and flashing a leer 

at Marten, he slipped from the room. 

Wine unevenly splashed into the glasses until Marten got his emotions under control. He 

hated the jealousy that flared at Smythe’s familiarity. Then hated even more the fact that he was 

reacting as the GSB wanted him too. Protective instincts were the quickest way to create an 

emotional bond between the matched person and the recov. 

Marten’s fingers brushed against Lauren’s as he handed her the glass of wine. He 

struggled to ignore the growing attraction. To him, Lauren Woods was the ultimate woman of his 

dreams. “I saw all your movies. Tell me, Lauren, did you really do the ski jump yourself in 

Angels Can Fly?” 

He circled Lauren’s smile like a moth to a flame. When she started to speak her sultry 

tones banished Marten’s tension. Soon he forgot she was a recov and lost himself in the 

conversation, until his gaze fell to his wrist and the red countdown that meant Lauren’s second 

death. 

~ * ~ 

Dawn arrived with a serenade of song. The brightening sky reminded the engrossed 

couple it was time for earthly concerns, such as food. Marten didn’t even taste the breakfast of 

eggs, toast, and juice the automated chef prepared. He just watched the beautiful woman across 

the table. Lauren took small bites, relishing the texture and taste of each morsel. Memories to be 

stored for a future both knew would never come. 

The minor housekeeping chores required only a few moments. Cool breezes and the hint 

of heat to come lured them out of the building, and by an unspoken consent, away from the 

temptation of the king-sized bed. Slinging a small knapsack over his shoulder, Marten guided 

Lauren to the shady trail behind the lodge. The pair walked side by side beneath the pines, 

stopping at a small clearing on the lake’s shore. 

“It is so lovely here,” Lauren exclaimed. “Can we sit for a few moments?” 

Since it allowed him to stay with her and away from the controlled atmosphere of the 

cabin, Marten quickly agreed. “Of course.” 



 

 

Hours passed. The rasp of crickets accompanied the soft murmur of the couple’s voices 

as they spoke of everything and nothing. Both avoided all mention of the future. Although her 

skin felt warm to the touch, Marten knew a recov’s lifespan was measured in hours. 

“I used to love the mountains,” Lauren whispered. “I spent the happiest moments of my 

childhood racing up and down the ridges.”  

Marten glanced at the ferns beneath his feet as Lauren’s reminiscence led to his own 

memories. The pain and anger he’d fought all his life came surging forward. At the age of six, he 

had lost his mother. The state felt his father was too important to raise a child. A GSB school, 

one similar to where his Lauren’s child would be raised, had become Marten’s home. 

His gaze returned to the silent woman sitting next to him. “It’s not right. I love you, 

Lauren, but a child needs a mother. We can’t create a child. Genetic match or not.” 

“I agree.” 

Surprised Marten looked up into the recov’s clear blue eyes. 

“You thought it aloud,” she explained. 

“Sorry.” 

“Don’t be. We would have danced around it for hours, if you hadn’t. But the question is 

what should we do?” 

The thought of the cold metal container that would be his child’s home for the four-

month incubation period closed Marten’s eyes in pain. “I love you Lauren, but I can’t.” 

“I know, my darling. But you’ll be punished if we don’t.” 

“Don’t worry about me.” 

Lauren’s pout of concern disappeared into a brilliant smile. “At least for today we have 

each other.” 

That evening she led the way back up the trail that meandered beneath the pines. Beneath 

bright moonlight, the pair climbed toward a jutting rock ledge. Their hips occasionally brushed 

against each other. 

Despite himself, Marten felt an increasing level of attraction. Damn the GSB, he thought. 

I didn’t eat the oysters, just the steak. They must have put aphrodisiacs in all the food. With each 

step, he found himself reacting to the actress’s presence. 

For several minutes, they just sat on the stone bench. The mountain’s natural serenity, 

and the GSB drugs, overcame all inhibitions. Despite Lauren’s being one of the undead, Marten 

reached out and pulled her into his arms. Her head tilted back, her lips opened in a beckoning 

welcome. He pressed his lips to hers. Lauren’s arm rose and her fingers linked together behind 

his neck. Marten’s pulse soared when her body molded against his. Giving in to the irresistible 

desire, he pulled her to the soft ground. 

~ * ~ 

Sunlight dappled the floor of the cabin and crept toward the sleeping couple. The warmth 

dragged Marten from his deep slumber. The watch’s red hour display flashed from 25 to 24. 

I can’t believe this, he thought. Please not now. His silent prayer screamed skyward. The 

night before Lauren had insisted on the details of her murder. Marten broke the primary rule of 

being a match—he told her. Then held her in his arms until the sobs ended. When she turned to 

him for a consolation as old as time, he could not refuse her. In the shadowed night, she had 

fallen asleep, her head nestled on his shoulder. 

Careful not to wake the sleeping woman, he brushed a hair from Lauren’s face. As if 

aware of his scrutiny, her eyelids fluttered open, a dreamy smile on her lips. Marten felt like a 

drowning man. 



 

 

“Eric, I think you better get the incubator.” 

“No,” he cried. His entire body tensed in denial. “The incubator will take the last of your 

energy. The trainers were adamant. No recov survives the transfer of the child to the incubator.” 

“I know,” she replied. “At least with the tank, the child—our child—will survive.” 

The floor was cold on his bare feet as he padded into the lounge. Unlike the night before, 

when the fire warmed the mind as well as the body, the incubator now shrouded the room with 

its presence. 

“I’ve failed,” he swore. An anger at odds with his low tone raged through his body. I 

didn’t keep my promise and now Lauren will pay the ultimate price. The incubator’s transferal 

energy will hasten the dematerialization. It would steal what little time we have left. 

Another voice, that of his reasoning side, answered. Without the incubator so would the 

child, and Lauren’s sacrifice would be in vain. 

Marten recoiled at the machine’s inhuman feel even as he dragged it into the bedroom. 

The machine purred as it reacted to the presence of a recov. 

“The tank powered up,” he stuttered. 

“It’s all right, Eric. I’m ready to go.” Her words meant to be reassuring, just added to his 

pain. 

His mind racing, Marten sought for other options. “We have a little time. We can wait.” 

Lauren shook her head. A wry smile twitched her lips. “The longer we wait, the harder it 

will be... on both of us. 

“I guess the GSB conditioning didn’t work too well, huh?” she said into the deepening 

tension. 

Martin tried to find the strength to match the lilt in her voice. “No, I guess not. You have 

my mother to thank for that. I could be sent to a re-education center just for considering 

waiting.” Then drawing on a depth of soul he didn’t realize he had, he gave a deep laugh. “I’ve 

beaten the conditioning.” 

“But not the reanimation deadline.” 

Her words drew Marten to the edge of panic until her trademark smile lit up her face. 

“How do you feel about raising a baby girl?” 

As Marten searched for the words to answer, he felt Lauren’s gaze never leave his face. 

“You mean me raise our child, not the GSB?” 

“Yes.” 

“I could do it. I mean, I really could do it. The conditioning’s broken. I don’t have to turn 

the tank over.” 

“Hurry, Eric. There isn’t much time.” 

Fighting tears, Marten placed the incubator on the bed next to Lauren. A sharp intake of 

breath escaped as the machine touched her skin. Reaching out, she laid her hand on Marten’s 

cheek. Already he could feel the warmth of her body fading away. He didn’t know how long 

they held the position. A strident beep from the incubator broke the tableau. The display read 

girl, 3 weeks conceived. 

Marten raced into action. Swift movements separated the life module from the rest of the 

apparatus. Self-contained, it operated on solar energy and had enough storage capability for two 

months. He knew if he had not crossed the border by then, the child would die unless the module 

was reconnected to an incubator machine. He spread open the large backpack the GSB had had 

provided for the clothes and few personal items they allowed Marten to bring to the cabin. Under 

Lauren’s watchful eyes, he slid the module into the carrier and hastily stuffed food packs into the 



 

 

open spaces. A ground cover and bedroll, and a map of the Appalachian Trail completed the 

minimal supplies. 

He walked back to the bed—his footsteps slow, hesitant. 

“You need to go, NOW!” Lauren’s voice was almost inaudible. 

Marten knew her time was short. 

He could almost see the energy keeping her alive dissipate. She was rapidly turning back 

into a ghost. Lauren struggled for each breath, yet she fought to speak. “The GSB shouldn’t 

show up until hour three tomorrow afternoon. That gives you almost a day’s head start. They 

won’t be able to track you in the mountains. Once you reach the Canadian border, the GSB can’t 

touch you. My dual citizenship will protect our daughter from official action. As her guardian, 

you can stay in Canada. You know my past, who to seek out.” 

Calling upon some inner resolve, her voice strengthened. “There should be enough funds 

left in my estate to provide for both of you. My old friends will teach you how to protect her, to 

keep her safe. Then you can pass it on to our daughter—and hopefully to hers.” She drew a 

ragged breath. “Eric, please, go now. If the incubator triggered an alarm, guards could show up 

at any minute.” 

Marten’s head bowed. His shoulders trembled as tears flowed down his face. With a 

moan, he placed one final kiss on Lauren’s cheek. Her cold skin absorbed the warmth. 

The hand Lauren raised to his face, wavered, and then fell to the bed. 

“Goodbye my love. Till the next joining,” he whispered. Shrugging the backpack into 

position, he turned toward the door. His sobs mingled with his soft footfalls. 

~ * ~ 

Years later, a no-longer young Marten stood on a mountain ledge deep in the range now 

called the NorPac Rockies. Gray streaked his hair. Creases kissed his eyes. 

Beside him, a tall, slender, brunette sat on a rock. Curiosity danced in her eyes, but she 

didn’t speak. 

Finally, Marten turned from the view. He had evaded the hunters from the Genetic 

Selection Bureau and kept his daughter safe. But he could not avoid this one final confrontation. 

She deserved to know the truth about her mother. Like Lauren, the younger woman had an innate 

ability for commerce and diplomacy, and was a natural leader. She had accepted the necessity for 

the self-defense training and background in law, as well as the more arcane and primitive means 

of protecting herself from agents of the Genetic Selection Board who slipped across the border. 

However, unlike her mother, Laurena never appeared in films, nor sought the role of 

actress. If anything she avoided having her image captured, and once lamented, “I am an actress 

like my mother. Just not on the holo. My entire life is a role.” 

Marten let the pain of his memory slide away and took a deep breath. When he let it out, 

inevitability filled him. “Laurena, I told you on your sixteenth birthday I’d tell you about your 

mother. You’ve inherited so much of her. Her beauty, talent, intelligence. Her warmth and 

laughter.” 

After taking a deep breath, he whispered, “I met her when she was a recov.” 

  



 

 

Story Behind the Story 

I am not a romantic and don’t write romance. At least that is what I used to say. Duty and 

honor always seemed to take precedence over a happy-ever-after ending. My heroines could 

fight as well as any man, but finding the man of their dreams was not meant to be. 

Even when Recov was accepted for the Romance of My Dreams II Anthology I still 

considered the story as science fiction. It just happened to be in an anthology with romance as 

the central theme. Now, however, I admit it–I write romance. 

I don’t write differently. Except for a few works (such as Recov and my non-fiction), 

action and adventure are still prominent. What has changed is that I worked with multi-published 

romance author Carol McPhee and the romantic streak I had nurtured for years learned to take its 

place alongside action. 

Now when my works straddle genres and are at home in both romance and fantasy, I 

admit that not only do I write fantasy and science fiction, I also write romance. 

Helen Henderson 
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