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A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR
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Twenty years ago, I had a random shower thought.  A tiny grain of an idea I nurtured.  I remember sitting on my couch after work scribbling furiously in a notebook for days on end.  Every time my husband passed by, he’d chuckle and ask if I was writing a book.  He was just being silly and did not know I was actually writing a book.  

My first prose book was, of course, The Secret of Genetic Corp X.  I never had intentions of publishing anything other than poetry, but when my best friend read the rough draft, he encouraged me to release a book.  So, here we are twenty years after the fact, and I’m again releasing the story.  Only this time, I have a lot more experience with crafting my tales.

I’m not ashamed of my first attempt at a book, which is why I chose not to unpublish the original.  In fact, even though I had no idea what I was doing, a lot of the feedback I received on the story was great.  I especially loved when reviews compared my work to Blade Runner.      
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Chapter 1
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Journal entry: September 29, 3045

My name is Zarra Jane, or at least that’s what they told me. I have no recollection of this name or the face in the mirror. Everyone keeps telling me who I am.  I’m hoping I’ll wake up from this nightmare sooner rather than later. Mr. Xavier Winters, who claims to be my father, and Mr. Bradley Perez, who presumes to be my devoted husband, are my tour guides through this bizarre dream.

Dr. Lydia Kruger, my appointed therapist, claims the best way to remember who I am is through exposing me to my life. She also suggested I keep a journal to help jog my memory and to write down my thoughts. She calls it catharsis healing. Yet, I’m not sure I want to remember who I was. Maybe this was supposed to happen. Could this be a chance for me to start over? Should I reinvent myself? How many people get a chance to do that in their life without their memories haunting them?  I could be anything I wanted with nothing holding me back!

My father claims I was involved in a horrible yachting accident while on vacation with my husband Bradley. We were off the coast of Maine when a storm blew over. Apparently, while standing on the deck, a bolt of lightning struck me. Bradley got me back to the medical center wing of Genetic Corp X, the company Father owns, where doctors revived me. Unfortunately, it seems only part of me came back; the part currently sitting here writing in bewilderment in an oversized mansion connected to Genetic Corp X.

Looking around at this home makes me ill. Someone filled the entire place with useless garbage from the early 20th century. Who needs a stove these days, anyway? We have automatic food responders to make anything we ask for. I can tell I didn’t decorate this place and if I did, I must have been high on something.

A key turning in the front door interrupted Zarra’s writing session. A deep voice called out just as the front door slammed shut.  

“Zarra? Are you here?”

Zarra sighed and tucked her journal into an oversized leather pouch underneath the table. She was unhappy with her session being disturbed and that she must now entertain her husband’s Neanderthal bungling.

“Right here in the study, Bradley.” 

Bradley entered the room and stood in front of the desk Zarra occupied. He stood a mere six feet tall. His fluffy blond hair stood out against his tanned skin and almond-shaped brown eyes. Bradley was not the most beautiful man in the world, but he was not completely unpleasant to look at. He sported a black leather jacket, a polo shirt, jeans, and white high-top sneakers. 

Zarra took in the sight of Bradley standing there. She snickered when she realized he looked like a 1980s fashion doll. If his outfit was any sign, Bradley obviously had a thing for early 20th-century décor.  

“Zarra, why are you in here by yourself? You know you are supposed to be supervised for the next few days.” Bradley chided, as he strode around the desk to stand behind her.   

Zarra tensed as Bradley ran his hand through her hair. “I know, but I am just so tired of everything, and I wanted to be alone for a bit. Dr. K said to jog my memory by plunging back into my life. But I don’t think the strategy works very well.”

“Honey, you can’t expect everything to happen overnight. I am sure you will be you again, but not all at once, and not tomorrow.”

Zarra sobbed, “Bradley, I don’t even recognize this reality, or any reality. Your name could be Juan and mine could be Juliet for all I really know. How can someone lose only their identity in this modern day and age?  Why hasn’t our company unlocked the secrets to reversing memory loss?”  

Bradley continued to stroke Zarra’s hair before leaning down and whispering into her ear. “Zarra, don’t say such things. You are my wife, Zarra Jane Winters Perez. I love you. If you can’t remember your old self, then let’s build a new sense of identity for you starting right now.” 

“Bradley, I know you say you love me, and I know I’m supposed to love you, but I don’t know why or how. I think you are right about creating a new sense of identity, but I don’t think I can do that here, where everyone treats me like a fragile doll. Perhaps I should move out and build a new sense of identity on my own in case my memories don’t return. I can’t pretend to be something or someone I have no memory of being. Maybe having a change of venue will allow my memories to return.”

“No! I forbid you from leaving me again! You may not know it, but you are my wife. Wives live with their husbands, and you will stay with me in this house, memory or no memory! You have no right to go gallivanting around this town building a new sense of self when everything you need is right here with me.” Bradley yelled while slamming his fist down on the table. 

“Bradley, even without my memories, I would never allow you to control me. I have every right to make a new life if I want. Even if I could remember our marriage, I’m not sure I’d want to be with you if this is the way you act. Now, if you will excuse me, I’m going to bed!” 

Zarra stormed out of the study, heading to her bedroom. Once through the door, she slammed it shut, locking the handle behind her. Zarra paced from the door to the bed and back again while biting her thumb. 

Bradley charged after her, pounding on the locked door before lowering his voice. “Zarra, wait. I’m sorry. It’s just this is hard on me, too. It’s been a week since the accident, and I’ve missed you. I almost lost you and I don’t know how to cope anymore. Please let me in so we can talk.”

Sighing at the changed tone, Zarra unlocked the handle before cracking the door just wide enough to take in her husband. She searched Bradley’s face for signs of genuine remorse before moving back away from the door. 

Bradley stepped into the room, dropping to his knees. “I just want to be with you. You’re my wife and I love you. You may not know who you are, but I know. Doesn’t that count for something?” Tears hung in his eyes before he stood up and pulled Zarra into his arms. 

Zarra’s face flushed before she pushed him away. “Yes and no, Bradley. Everyone knows who I am but me. It seems like everyone wants something from me. How am I to give if I don’t know who I am? How am I to be happy if I can’t rebuild some sense of self? I know nothing about myself!  Not even the most basic information. I have no clue what my favorite food, color, or anything is! I’m sorry, but this being your wife gig isn’t working. Maybe getting hurt was a good thing. This way, I won’t have any regrets. Good night, Mr. Perez.” Placing her hands on his chest, Zarra firmly pushed Bradley out of the door before flipping the lock back in place. 
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Bradley had been sure his honey-coated words would bring Zarra around.  He stood outside his own bedroom clenching his teeth with his hands balled up into fists. “Fine, then you stupid bitch,” Bradley yelled through the door, “there are plenty of women out there who don’t need to know who they are to please anyone, and they would love to have someone like me around!” Bradley kicked the bedroom door before he stalked away.

Anger coursed through his veins over the fight with Zarra as Bradley made his way down to his office. The threat of Zarra leaving caused him to have a stabbing pain in his chest. This situation was déjà vu. Less than two years ago, Zarra moved out and left. Today was the first time she’d been back in their home. 

Annoyed, Bradley sunk back into his high-backed executive chair. He promised Zarra’s father he would do better this time around, but nothing was going right. Taking out his cell phone from his leather jacket, he pushed the speed dial to Xavier Winters’ home number. As soon as Xavier answered, Bradley yelled into his phone. “Xavier, your darling daughter just kicked me out of my own damned house! This ain’t the deal I expected. At least I could have gotten somewhere if she didn’t have this minor accident.”

Xavier sighed into the receiver before responding, “Bradley, take it easy. Come over to my apartment and we’ll discuss the issue further. Tomorrow, I can see if I can coax my daughter into a better mood. She may simply need time to adjust to being married again. In the meantime, I’ll have someone available to tend to your needs if it would make you happy.” 

“I’ll be there in about ten minutes. It might do me some good to be around a woman who knows her place. Being married to such an intelligent person is a real buzz kill.” 

Bradley threw his cell phone back into his jacket pocket before walking out of his office and into the courtyard of Genetic Corp X. He turned left towards an elevator about 100 feet from the main entrance. Typing in a few codes on a keypad jolted the elevator to life. People always laughed when they said Xavier’s house was underneath Gen X.  But the rumors were true.  Which made the ground floor button Bradley selected on the elevator panel have a whole new meaning. 

When he exited the elevator, Bradley knocked on an enormous set of iron doors. To his surprise, identical twins dressed in belly dancer outfits pulled the double doors open. Bradley gave the women a flirtatious smile. “Not that I am complaining, but where’s Sasha?” He had barely closed the door before the two women danced hypnotically in a circle around him.  

“I thought about it and figured you may want to meet some of our new employees. These ladies need some quality training and inspection. I’d like you to meet Cassandra and Meesha. They would like very much to be trained by the great Bradley Perez,” Xavier explained.

“Yeah, they are alright, I guess. First, can we get down to business? This whole being kicked out thing isn’t what I signed up for. You said you could make her love me again, but I think we were better off before the accident. At least I could get some action off her every once in a while. This one doesn’t seem to be any less headstrong than the other one was, and she’s already talking about leaving me and redefining herself.”

“Bradley Perez! That’s my creation we are talking about. Zarra is more than a cheap thrill. No wonder she left you the first time around. I assure you; she loves you. And apart from the issue with her memory, she is exactly like she was before. My only promise was she would come back to your home. I never assured you that she would stay committed to you as your spouse. That, my boy, is up to you.” Xavier walked further into the room to reprimand Bradley from a closer distance. “You can’t expect her to accept you so quickly after such a traumatic event. Zarra needs a reason to feel the love she has for you. You also need to let her process all the information she’s received in the last few days. She’s a biological being
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