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For Susan, who got me into this mess.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

AI USE STATEMENT


[image: ]


No Generative AI Training Use.

The Author expressly prohibits using his Work (novels, short stories, poems, or nonfiction) in any manner whatsoever for purposes of training artificial intelligence technologies to generate text, including without limitation, technologies that are capable of generating works in the same style or genre as his Work. The Author reserves all rights to license uses of the Work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

Author’s Note: No artificial intelligence (A.I.) or predictive language software was used in any part of the creation of this book, nor will it ever be for any of my works. (I do use a spelling checker.)
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“Time travel and conspiracies combine with sensational robotics in this science fiction thriller. Furiously fun. Terry Persun will keep you guessing and wanting more.” —Kay Kenyon, author of THE ENTIRE AND THE ROSE
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BIOMASS: Rewind

“Terry Persun’s BIOMASS REWIND has everything I love in a novel:  fully fleshed characters, thought-provoking science, and a story that grips you by the throat until the last page...while still leaving you wanting more. If Orson Scott Card and Isaac Asimov had collaborated on a novel, it might look something like this book. Highly recommended!” —James Rollins, #1 NY Times bestseller of KINGDOM OF BONES
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I love a book that makes me think about what makes us human. From the opening, bone-rattling descent to a new world, Terry Persun takes us on a twisting journey of discovery that reminds us that friends can be enemies, enemies can be friends, and “intelligent” isn’t the same as “most intelligent.” —Eric Witchey, author of LITTLE DEATH, winner of the International Book Award for Visionary Fiction
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Gripping and highly original. A courageous premise made vivid and frighteningly believable. —Kay Kenyon, science fiction and fantasy author of MAXIMUM ICE and THE GIRL WHO FELL INTO MYTH
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Doublesight

“Lately fantasy rarely surprises and seldom delights, but Terry Persun’s novel DOUBLESIGHT does both and more. Richly textural, complicated in character, and presenting a world unlike any other, this debut imbues new blood into the genre. It is a stunning fantasy for the new millennium.” —James Rollins, NY Times bestselling author of THE STARLESS CROWN
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“Persun’s captivating new fantasy raises the art of shape shifting to a new level. Enter the world of Doublesight where man and animal are one. A fresh adventure awaits!” —Janet Lee Carey, author of DRAGONSWOOD
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Praise for Wolf’s Rite

“Llwellyn Smith is angry, arrogant, cynical, contentious, and obnoxious. Before too many pages...you’ll be devoutly wishing that something would happen to this central figure of Wolf’s Rite. Something does, and it should happen to everybody.”

—Jerry Spinelli, author of Star Girl

“Persun tells his story with skill and insight, both Wolf ’s inner struggle and his Native American experience.”

—M.E. Morris, author of The Sand Crabs

“When Persun writes of man/nature, he writes of us—not to us—and shows us images we can’t simply blink away.” —Robert Fulton,  editor and author

Literary Awards: “Wolf’s Rite” was nominated as the fiction book of the year by ForeWord magazine, and won the POW! Book of the Year Award as well as the Star of Washington Award.
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Foreword
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​First, welcome to my community of readers. Let me emphasize how important it is for you to become familiar with my website, terrypersun.com. It is the hub of my operation. There are offerings there that are unique to my website -  coupons, discount notices, new release information, e-books, audiobooks, novellas, short stories, or other interesting media that you will find nowhere else.

I invite you to subscribe to my newsletter so I can keep you updated on what’s happening in the community.  Go to terrypersun.com to sign up.

Reviews can mean the difference between success and failure for indie authors.  Please submit a review  to Goodreads as well as your favorite online bookstores. If you’re not familiar with Goodreads, please email it to me.  Thank you!

With warmest regards,

Terry Persun
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Prologue
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Each person in the small crowd acted as though in a hurry, vying for position near the curb, pushing the crosswalk button, and yet trying not to touch anyone, not in that neighborhood, anyway. Harvey felt the anxiety, the nervousness around him. And the game that everyone bought into—making sure there was no eye contact.

Someone might try to sell you drugs, or proposition you for sex, or worse, if that were possible.

Harvey felt no different than the rest of them. He had only shown up to help his stepson, who didn’t even want his help. He had helped his sister-in-law recently, too. He was just trying to be nice, thankful for how his life had changed.

After his divorce, he had felt horribly alone, unwanted, and rejected, until he met Tess. He hardly recognized her when they met, recalling her briefly after all those years ago in high school. When he had dated Tess’ sister, Sandra, back then, he had only met Tess a few times. Had he known then that it was Tess he was meant to be with, perhaps he’d still be married. Tess had changed his life for the better, so why not help her family as much as he could?

The traffic light appeared to be hung up, or time had slowed. The crowd gathering at the corner felt as though it grew in mass and volume every second. People around him stared at the lights waiting for them to change.

He felt someone’s hand on him and checked for his wallet.

Then something happened.

Were they moving in anticipation before the light changed? He shuffled forward. His foot felt the edge of the sidewalk.

Had one of the women sounded shocked? Did she gasp? Did someone yell, Wait!?

He lost his footing, dropped off the edge of the curb, tripped somehow, and pitched forward.

His head ached. He felt blood ooze out. His shoulder burned with pain. He heard noises, people shuffling, some screaming, and then everything faded.
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Chapter 1
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Fred tried to stay out of everyone’s way. He liked his job as janitor. It was a nice way to spend his evenings. After retiring from the Air Force, what better thing to do than to clean things up for others? He’d always appreciated the sense of accomplishment cleaning gave him, the look and smell of a tidy workplace. It wasn’t until Jamee Patterson crumpled the paper involving a potential job, then threw it at Fred with the rude, offhand comment, “This is below me. Maybe you’d like to take it on,” that he even thought about the detective agency and what each of the others did for a living.

He knew, of course. He’d even reviewed their cases from time to time when he was bored, but until then, he never thought of getting involved. Not really.

The crumpled paper hit him in the side, but he ignored it and finished emptying Jamee’s trashcan into the large plastic bin he used to collect everyone’s trash at the end of the day. When he returned the can next to her desk, she said, “Don’t forget your next case, Freddy,” and pointed at the paper lying on the floor.

He didn’t like being called Freddy, but he didn’t complain either.

Politely, he bent over and picked up the case report. He placed it into his pocket instead of the trash bin. “I’ll save it for later,” he said, as a comeback—not much of one, but one he enjoyed even if Jamee didn’t get it.

That evening, between scrubbing the bathrooms and buffing the floors, Fred sat down for a ham and cheese sandwich, pulled the crumpled papers from his pocket, and read.

No wonder Jamee didn’t want to get involved, at first glance it looked like a cheating spouse job. She worked with numbers all day—something like this probably appeared mundane, too domestic, nothing like the large scale bank or Wall Street stuff she usually worked on. But, as he read further, it became apparent that the case involved a suspected murder—still something Jamee wouldn’t be interested in. Maybe one of the others would be better to take the case on. He went to set it aside, but something about a stepson caught his interest. He also had a stepson, and trying to engage with him had been difficult over the years. Fred understood how strenuous such a relationship could be on a marriage, too. He’d had his difficulties with Mel because of Clark, too. He thought it would get better once Clark moved out, but with Mel going through menopause, well...

He set the job request form down and laughed at his own musings. He shook his head. What a life. He took a deep breath, then picked the paperwork up again. He held the case report in one hand, the rest of his sandwich in the other. Maybe he’d try
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