What if technology became available to swap bodies, so the rich could pay for the poor to take exercise for them?
How would it feel to be hunted down by a predator – and to know its thoughts?
If a trap was set to catch humans what would it look like?
Where is God? Is He off in another universe somewhere continuing His creative urge?
These ideas, and more, are explored in this stunning collection of speculative short fiction.
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Beyond The Dystopia
Seth was excited beyond reason. For the first time in his short life, he was going to leave the mainland and visit his uncle on the Islands. This would involve a full day’s driving in a solcar, a possible night of camping in the wilderness, and two whole days at sea on one of the cats he’d seen many years ago in the port: a whole group of adventures, back to back.
 He’d only ever spoken to Uncle Samuel over the linkup. Seen a projected image of the grizzled ancient-looking man. His father encouraged it on a regular basis; in this huge world, it could get lonely if links weren’t maintained between people who were scattered right across the globe.
 They got ready to set off from the villa at first light to get in a full day’s driving. The house guardian reckoned on a full 24 hours of good weather ahead for their journey.
 “Sure?” asked his dad jokingly.
 “Oh, ninety-five percent” replied the machine jovially. Seth smirked; sometimes the guardians had a better sense of humour than people.
 “What about the other five?”
 Banter with the guardians was part of daily life. Seth had never seen them as machines, but as members of his family, just as many did with their animal companions. He’d been brought up to think that, as had his father before him, and his father before him, until Mother-knows-when.
 “Don’t forget to say goodbye to your ma,” Seth’s dad said.
 Oh, why? He wanted to get going on the adventure! He called up the link to his mother, who was as ebullient as always on his appearance. 
 “Delighted to see you!” He glimpsed bright iridescent flashes behind her as she spoke: her tropical birds. They were fluttering around her home, freely. “I hope you enjoy your adventure. You’ll love this trip; I did it myself many decades ago. Make sure your father shows you one of the construction plants when you go for a flight.”
 “Yes.”
 “Get a good look at Mother’s Dome when you’re on the Central Island. It’s absolutely marvellous!”
 “Okay.”
 “Oh, and don’t forget to give my regards to your uncle Samuel.”
 “Of course.”
 “You’ll be fascinated, I promise you.”
 “I will.” Sometimes the talk of adults was tedious. Why did they remind you to do everything three or four times? It was time to break off. “Dad’s got the solcar loaded. I’ll have to get going, ma.”
 “Good. I’ll see you in a week. Love to you – and may Mother’s Love take care of you!”
 “And you. Bye!” He ordered the connection over.
The road was just wider than their solcar, and constructed of earth-coloured durafoam. Their ride on it was smooth, if a little winding where they encountered a wooded valley. According to the car’s radar there wasn’t another vehicle for over 200km; they had a clear run to the coast. The forest crowded in unendingly as they hummed along. Sunshine flashed through branches. Ten kilometres out, they zipped past a forest clearer, which had moved smartly aside for them. Wild animals were kept at bay by the vehicle’s ultrasound, so that the only kills they saw were the occasional pile of feathers, no doubt the work of local lynxes. Here and there they passed a clearing, where machines carried out forestry work. With so much timber in the world, wood was a well-used resource, being both practical and beautiful.
 Seth stared at the car’s light-sensitive skin, glimmering in broken light seeping down through the foliage. It sped along, making hardly a sound. Seth dozed. When he woke, it was cooler. The roof had been closed and light from a low sun was shining into his eyes.
 “Almost at the seaside,” said his father. He seemed as full of anticipation as Seth. ”It’s been a good run, so we won’t have to camp. We’ll spend the night at the port.”
 The trees thinned, and they shot downhill between some tawny cliffs, where yet another group of machines carried out shoring-up tasks against coastal erosion. Ahead of them Seth saw the vast grey ocean, glittering all the way to the horizon like a living carpet. The car descended fifty metres or so to a tiny settlement of 
