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A Note on This Edition

When we first published Echo Trace, we knew we had a story worth telling—dangerous heroes, impossible choices, and the kind of tension that keeps you up past midnight.

But we also knew we could make you feel it more.

This second edition isn't about changing the story. The plot, the characters, the heart of it—all of that remains exactly as it was. What we've done is deepen the atmosphere, sharpen the pacing, and pull you closer to every rain-soaked safehouse, every fractured memory, and every moment when everything hangs on a single choice.

We wanted this book to be as immersive as we always imagined it could be.

We hope you feel the difference.

— Jennifer Burnside
Spark and Organic Publishing
May 2026
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For all the fractured hearts still learning how to beat again.
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Book One: Ghost Protocol

Dax Callen was a ghost—no name, no past, no attachments. Hired to protect Dr. Lark Winslow, a scientist who leaked classified data on Project Mnemosyne, a black ops program that weaponizes memory and erases humanity.

Trapped together in a remote safehouse, Dax and Lark fought assassins, conspiracies, and the slow realization that the program had already gotten to him. He was one of their experiments—conditioned, controlled, and sent to kill the woman he was supposed to protect.

But Dax broke protocol. He chose her. And together, they exposed Mnemosyne's existence to the world.

The fallout was immediate. Agencies scrambled. Operators went dark. And the Echo Team, the black ops unit Dax once belonged to—became the next target.

Now, in Echo Trace, the hunt continues.

Keller Ward, former Echo operative, receives a retrieval order for a woman left bleeding in a Budapest warehouse. When he arrives, he finds Eden Ryker—his missing teammate, the woman he thought was dead.

She's alive.

But she doesn't remember him.

And she's been programmed to kill him.
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Chapter One: The Package
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Keller Ward hated courier runs.

Too easy. Too clean. Too quiet.

He preferred noise—the sharp crack of suppressed fire, the thud of boots on hard-packed dirt, the static crackle of comms when a mission went sideways and someone had to bleed to fix it. Noise meant certainty. Meaning you knew where the threat was coming from.

Silence meant something was waiting.

And right now, silence was screaming at him.

He swept the warehouse district perimeter again, eyes narrowing beneath the shadow of his cap. Broken streetlights cast uneven pools of yellow across cracked asphalt. The Danube rolled dark and slow beyond the chain-link fence, fog curling off the water like breath from something submerged.

The call had come through Vale's encrypted line three hours ago. Standard pickup. Low profile. No kill orders. Retrieve the asset. Transport to neutral ground. Simple.

Except this "asset" wasn't tech.

It was a person.

A she.

And that was all the briefing said.

Keller didn't like mysteries. Not anymore. Not after Budapest. Not after the ones he'd trusted turned to ash in his hands.

He moved through the shadows with controlled precision, boots silent on gravel, every step deliberate. Just enough ambient light to make the drop zone visible—a broken loading dock behind an abandoned textile plant. The kind of place where bodies got dumped when no one wanted questions asked.

A figure slumped against the rusted crates.

Still. Too still.

Keller's jaw tightened.

He approached slowly, checking angles, and the weapon loose at his side but ready. The shape was small. Female. Bloodied. Breathing—shallow, uneven, but there.

Shit.

He knelt beside her, fingers going to her neck. Pulse weak but steady. Bruises mottled her temple; dried blood caked behind her ear. Her wrists bore deep marks—restraints, ligature burns. Or worse.

He pulled back the hood of her jacket.

And his world stopped.

Eden.

The name cracked through him like a breaching charge, splintering every carefully built wall he'd spent two years reinforcing.

Same sharp cheekbones. Same stubborn jaw. Same scar beneath her chin—from Budapest, from the fall she'd laughed off even as blood soaked through her sleeve. Same dark hair, shorter now, chopped uneven like someone had done it with a blade in the dark.

Same.

But not.

Her eyes fluttered open.

And they were blank.

Flat. Unknowing. Empty of everything that had once burned there.

"Eden," he said, voice low, barely more than breath scraped raw.

She blinked. Struggled to focus. Tried to sit up and winced, hand going to her ribs.

"Who?"

"It's Keller. You're safe."

She went still. Something flickered across her expression—not recognition. Instinct. The way a wounded animal recognizes a predator but can't place the scent.

Then she whispered, voice cracked and small:

"I don't know you."

The words landed like a bullet he hadn't seen coming.

Keller's heart punched his ribs, adrenaline spiking hot and vicious. But his face didn't move. Didn't flinch. He'd been trained for torture. For loss. For worse.

But not this.

Not her looking at him like a stranger.

He wrapped his arms around her carefully, lifting her to her feet with the kind of precision reserved for disarming live ordinance. Her weight settled against him—too light, bones too sharp beneath skin that used to carry muscle and fire.

"Doesn't matter," he said softly, voice steady even as if something broke loose inside his chest. "You will."

As he carried her out of the dark, a shadow shifted high above on the warehouse roof—watching.

Recording.

Waiting.

The program hadn't failed.

It had evolved.
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Chapter Two: Deja Who
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The walls were too white.

Clinical. Sterile. The kind of white that erased shadows and made your eyes ache if you stared too long.

Eden Ryker blinked against the brightness, head pounding with the weight of something she couldn't name. Not pain—though her ribs throbbed and her temple felt like someone had taken a hammer to it. This was deeper. Heavier. The pressure of absence where memory should have been.

Her pulse tripped. Throat tight. She registered details in fragments: clean sheets, medical grade. A soft beeping nearby—heart monitor, maybe hers. The faint antiseptic smell of a place designed to keep things alive.

She was in bed.

Alive.

Alone?

No.

There was a man sitting across the room. Shadowed. Still. Watching her with the kind of focus that wasn't quite threat but wasn't nothing either.

Her breath caught. "Where am I?"

His head lifted.

"Safehouse," he said. Voice low, careful, like he was talking to something fragile that might shatter if he pushed too hard. "Out of range. Off the grid."

She didn't know the voice. Didn't know the face, either, not really. Broad shoulders filling the chair. Dark stubble along a sharp jaw. Eyes that were cold until they landed on her, and then they warmed. Just a little. Just enough to unsettle her.

But nothing sparked. Not in her guts. Not in her head.

No flicker of recognition. No instinct screaming familiar.

Just... nothing.

"Who are you?"

A pause. Almost imperceptible. But she caught it—the
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