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Part I:  Remembrance

Do you remember my love burning bright
Holding watch against the night?

Do you remember the look in my eyes
As I lost myself among your sighs?

Do not forget me, my love, my dear
For not being remembered, is my greatest fear.


Chapter 1

The only thing she could remember was pain.

The whip lashed out, striking her across the back again.  A sharp burning sensation assaulted her, as harsh as if any white-hot knife were flaying her skin.  She screamed again, but her cries were muffled.  Her mouth had been stuffed with a rag then sealed crudely by tape that had been wrapped around it.

She struggled to break free of her restraints.  She was hanging from her wrists, strong leather cuffs binding her to a chain that stretched up tightly to the ceiling.  Her legs were shackled to a bar attached to the floor that kept her spread-eagle.  As much as she tried to wriggle, squirm, or escape, it was futile.  She could not move.  She could not get away from the harsh lash.

Tears stung her eyes and ran cool against her flush cheeks as her ravaged body shook from her sobs.  Her back felt as though it were on fire.  She struggled to breathe.  With her mouth sealed, she could only inhale through her nose, and that was quickly becoming congested as she cried.

Why was this happening?  Why was the man doing this to her?  What was she being punished for?

She’d lost track of time since she’d been escorted into the room by the three uniformed men.  She didn’t know who they were or what they were doing.  One of them spoke to her calmly as they shackled her and gagged her.  She hadn’t any reason to fear them.  In fact, she even felt like she trusted the man who spoke to her.  She wasn’t even afraid when she saw the naked man enter, holding the whip.  That all changed when she discovered what the whip did and how much it hurt.  It felt to her as though the man had been whipping her forever.

Crack after crack of the whip, the man continued to punish her.  He was not breaking the skin, but it felt like he was.  The pain was so great, she could hardly endure it.  She tried begging with him – pleading with him to stop – but the gag muffled her cries for mercy.  Not that the man would listen to them anyway.  The smile on his face and the erection he had indicated he was enjoying himself far too much to stop.

She finally broke, hanging limply from her numb wrists.  She hung her head and sobbed quietly, focused more on trying to breathe than the pain.  When she stopped reacting to the lashes, the man stopped whipping her.  He stepped before her and grabbed her by the face, making her look at him.

He was an older man, in his fifties.  Tall, slightly overweight, and bald with only a ring of hair circling from ear to ear behind his head.  He had harsh brown eyes that looked at her like she was filth, undeserving of any shred of human dignity.

“Oh no,” he muttered.  “You don’t get to check out so soon.”

He held smelling salts under her nose, and the pungent odor of ammonia shocked her out of her daze.  Suddenly, the burning sensation from her back returned to her consciousness at full strength, and she was once again in agony.

The man chuckled.  He reached up and pulled the tape from her face, letting it fall to her neck like it was a mock piece of jewelry.  He pulled the rag from her mouth, and she gasped desperately for air, gulping it down as though she were a drowning woman.  When she’d finally caught her breath, all she could do was sob.

“Why?” she asked.  “Why are you doing this?”

“Because it pleases me,” the man said as he walked to a bench that had a multitude of instruments on it, stationed against a wall in the dark room.  He stood, looking down at them, pondering which to use next.  She felt fear grip her gut when she saw him pick up a black leather whip that contained a number of smaller lashes on it.  He made a few practice swings in the air as if to test it, and appeared to be satisfied with the choice.

“No…” she begged as he approached.  “PLEASE!”

He paid her no mind.  He began striking her breasts with the multi-tongued whip.  Each lash struck the soft, fleshy skin of her chest, making it feel as though she were being assaulted by nine whips all at once.  Each breast quivered as it was struck, the skin upon them growing red from irritation as it was hit, again and again, leaving harsh marks behind in the whip’s wake.

She cried and screamed and struggled to turn her body away, but she could not.  The man was relentless, having found a rhythm as he pummeled her chest, over and over.  Her nipples cried out as they were battered with each strike, burning from the punishment being inflicted upon them.  Long red lines quickly marred her breasts, her supple skin now red and ravaged, welts slowly starting to form as they were beaten, making them even more tender.

Tears streaked down her face, her body shaking from her sobs as she pleaded for mercy, screaming with each painful blow.  It hurt so much, she almost missed the lashes to her back.

Eventually, the man stopped.  She hung limply, her breasts red and swollen and bruised, aching in such a painful way she couldn’t help but wish she would pass out so she could no longer feel the agony that her body was in.  Every muscle ached.  She could no longer feel her hands, and her arms felt as though pins and needles were pricking them for having hung above her head for so long.  Her lips trembled, drool trickling out of her mouth as her throat burned from all the screaming.

“Why?” she whimpered.  It was all she had the strength to say.  “Why?”

“Shut up,” said the man as he casually punched her in the stomach.  

His fist hit with surprising force.  She flinched as her body reacted to the blow, sending shocks up into her chest as the muscles in her abdomen cried out.  She immediately felt nauseous and coughed, choking on her own gasp from when she was struck.

The man walked to an intercom on the wall and pressed the button.

“New position,” he said.

The doors to the room opened and the three men who’d led her into the room appeared once more.  Two of them carried a table between them and set it down as the third man walked before her.  He grabbed her cheek and looked into her puffy red eyes.

He was young.  Blonde.  Good looking.  And just as uncaring about her plight as her tormentor.  He held up a small device which scanned her eyes with a red laser light.  He looked at the instrument in his hand and frowned.

“Only four more hours on this one,” he said.

“More time than I need,” her tormentor replied.  “Please get her in the second position.”

The other two men began to undo her restraints.  She looked at the blonde man before her, her eyes pleading with him.  For some reason, she thought he’d help her.

“Help me,” she whispered.  “Please… please help me…”

The blonde man looked at her, his face blank and emotionless.  “Don’t worry,” he said.  “This will all be over soon.”

As soon as her restraints were off, she collapsed into the blonde man’s arms.  They carried her to the table, laying her on its hard wooden surface.

“Please…” she begged to no one in particular.  “Help me…”

The men strapped her wrists down once more, along with her neck.  They mounted metal stirrups to the table, which they placed her legs in and strapped them to, spreading her open so her pussy was on full display.

Fear grew in her chest, causing her to breathe heavily.  But she had no more strength to struggle.  Her body had given up on her.  She felt so tired, and was in so much pain…

Once she’d been strapped to the table, the men turned and left, leaving her alone with her tormentor once more.  He stood, gazing between her legs with a sick smile on his face.

“What a beautiful pussy you have,” he said, running his hand over it.  “We’re going to have to give it some much deserved attention, aren’t we?”

His words sent shivers up her spine as she closed her eyes, dreading what was to come.  The man walked back to the table and took a very short leather strap from it.  He knelt down before her, and started flogging her tender pussy with the harsh device.

Her legs quivered with each blow as the strap landed hard on top of her clit and pussy lips.  Each sharp smack sent a jolt of pain through her loins and left a burning sensation behind.  She struggled against her restraints, crying and moaning in pain as her poor pussy was tortured.

“Please!” she screamed.  “PLEASE!”

Smack-smack-smack went the lash as it crashed over her vagina.  Her right leg involuntarily jerked with each blow.  She tried twisting her hips to get away, but it was no use.  The straps on her thighs dug into her skin, keeping her tied to the cold metal stirrups which held her spread open.

“Oh, God…” she moaned, a desperate plea to a higher power to end her suffering.

Smack-smack-smack…

Her pussy slowly turned red, growing puffy and swollen as it was beaten with the rough leather.  Her tormentor would stop occasionally to rub it, causing her to gasp in pain as his hand stimulated the burning sensation.  Then, he’d go back to his whipping.

The torment of her pussy seemed to go on forever.  She gazed up at the dark ceiling, helpless, in agony, unable to do anything but endure the pain.

Something tingled in the back of her mind.  She felt as though she’d suffered through this before.  As though what was happening happened over and over again.  It was a queer sense of deja-vu, one that was difficult to focus on because of the pain.

She felt the leather straps bite into her wrists as she pulled against them, her muscles tight as she suffered through the torturing of her pussy.  She looked around, desperate for something to distract her from the pain.  She tried to think of something – a memory of some type – a happy place she could go to in order to escape this horrible man who was hurting her so badly.  But she could not remember anything before waking up and being brought to this room.

It was as though there were a black hole in her mind.  A barrier of darkness which she could not get past.  It struck her as odd that she couldn’t remember what she had for breakfast that morning.  She couldn’t remember where she lived.  Goodness – she couldn’t even remember her name!

Finally, the man stopped striking her and got to his feet, looking at her red and swollen pussy with satisfaction.

“Excellent,” he said.  “Now you’re ready.”

He took the tip of his cock and began running it up and down her burning slit, causing her to cry out in pain.  He laughed at her reaction, pleased with it.  He slowly pushed the head into her.  She gasped.  The skin around her pussy cried out as he forced his way past it.  She was dry, and his cock felt harsh and unwelcomed within her.

Then, with a violent thrust, he shoved himself all the way into her.  She arched her back as she struggled to accept him, crying out once more.  He leaned forward and his rough hands latched onto her ravaged breasts, sending shivers of agony through her as he gripped them hard and began fucking her.

The table rocked with each thrust as he pumped away at her tormented pussy.  She looked at him, tears in her eyes as he leered down at her, a wicked smile on his face.

“How’s it feel?” he grunted.  “Tell me how it feels…”

“It hurts!” she sobbed.

“Yes… good…”

“You’re hurting me!” she cried.

He moved a hand from her breast to her throat, wrapping it around her neck and squeezing.  His grip was tight and vice-like, and she began to struggle to breathe as he thrust his cock deeper and deeper into her.

“You deserve it!” he sneered.  “All you bitches deserve it!!!”

Her mouth hung open in a silent wail of despair.  She didn’t understand.  Why did this man want to hurt her?  Why was he so angry?  What had she done to deserve this?

“That’s it,” he breathed.  “That’s the look!  Yes!  You’re so innocent… so innocent…”

The intensity of his thrusts increased.  He’d been fucking her so vigorously, she had gone numb between her legs.  She could barely feel him anymore.  She could barely feel her entire body.  Darkness began to creep into the edges of her vision as she struggled to breathe.

“That’s it…” he said again.  “THAT’S IT!”

He drove his cock deep inside her, arching his back as his body tensed.  He practically howled as he orgasmed, cumming deep inside her.

He released his grip on her neck and latched back onto her breasts, squeezing and tugging at them like he wanted to rip them off.  The pain snapped her back from the brink, and she gasped and coughed as blood rushed back to her head and oxygen back to her lungs.

Finally, the man relaxed, a far-off look coming over his face as he smiled to himself.  He let a pleased sigh escape him, and released the grip he had on her bosom.  He slid his cock out of her and stepped back.

She breathed heavily, grateful for the respite.  She hiccupped between quiet sobs as she struggled to catch her breath, every part of her body singing in pain.

“Good girl!” the man said loudly as he shuffled to a chair and plopped himself down.  “God damn, you never disappoint.”

She looked at him as he grabbed a small towel from the table with the instruments on it and wiped the sweat from his head.  He sat slumped, looking pleasantly tired.  She didn’t understand him, and she certainly didn’t understand his words.  She’d never met the man before in her life.

“Please, let me go,” she begged, her wrists hurting badly.  “I just want to go home…”

The man chuckled.  “Home…” he muttered.  “Jesus Christ you’re a piece of work.”

He got back to his feet and approached her, looking down at her smugly.  

“I always end up telling you this,” he said.  “You have no home.  You’re nothing.  A piece of trash I can use and discard at my pleasure.”

He rubbed her cheek with his hand, and she recoiled at his touch.

“I’m glad you don’t remember,” he said softly.  “The way you beg and plead… it’s always new and fresh.  If you remembered, you’d never do that.”

“What are you talking about?” she whined.  “Why are you doing this to me???”

The man sighed, as though the questions annoyed him.  He walked back to the intercom.

“Position three,” he said.

The men re-entered the room.

“No…” she said as they began to release her from the table.  “No!”

“How much time do I have left on her?” her tormentor asked.

“About two more hours,” the blonde man replied.

“Oh well,” the tormentor said with a sigh.  “Gonna have to cut this one short.”

She’d found the strength to feebly struggle against the two men who forced her to her knees on the floor and were tying her arms behind her.  She felt the ropes they were using tighten as they bound her hands to her ankles.

She looked up at her tormentor as he stood before her.  Her hair was in her face, obscuring him, but she could see he had some rope in his hands.  He reached out and gently moved the hair from her face so she could see him clearly as he smiled down at her.

“And now, you’re going to die, my dear,” he said.

She felt the cold grip of fear clench her gut upon hearing his words.  She cried out and tried to struggle free, but the men held her in place.  Her tormentor chuckled.

“No!  Please!  Don’t kill me, please!” she begged.

Her tormentor circled behind her.  “The mirror, if you please,” he said.

The blonde man took a standing mirror from the corner of the room and placed it before her.  She saw herself, on her knees, her slim body ravaged – covered in red welts and marks.  Her breasts looked as though a beast had gnawed on them.  She gazed at her reflection.  Her light brown hair was a tangled mess, matted with sweat, framing her face.  Her cheeks were rosy, streaked with tears and dark mascara.  And her green eyes were sad and helpless.  She looked like a used and defeated woman.

She glanced up at her tormentor who stood behind her grinning, holding the rope in his hand.

“Goodbye, my dear,” he said.  “As always, you’ve been a pleasure to work with.”

He quickly wrapped the rope around her neck and pulled tightly.  She jerked as she felt the course fibers dig into her throat.  She tried to scream, but the only noise she could manage was a pitiful gurgle.  She struggled against her bonds, desperately attempting to break free so she could free her neck, but she was bound too tightly.

The men held her steady as she struggled, fighting for her life.  Panic had set in, deep in her gut, and she was deathly afraid.  She couldn’t help but look at herself in the mirror as her tormentor choked the life from her.

Her face was slowly turning purple.  Her full lips were parted, a faint wheezing noise escaping from them as she struggled to breathe.  Her eyes were already half closed.

“That’s it,” her tormentor whispered.  “Look at yourself.  You’re dying.  This is you… dying.”

He pulled the rope tighter and she felt her throat collapse under its pressure.  She felt a wave of sadness wash over her as she looked at her grim reflection in the mirror, darkness slowly creeping into her vision.

Why me? she thought.  What did I do… to deserve this?

She heard her tormentor laugh.  It was the last thing she’d ever hear before the darkness took her.


Chapter 2

Kilmer watched the body fall to the floor.  The client quickly scrambled to his knees, shoving his erection into the girl’s now lifeless mouth.  He pumped away at her for about a minute before he reached his climax.  Sometimes Kilmer really hated his job.

The client pulled out of the dead girl’s mouth, his pearly white semen dripping from her lips.  He stood up, winded, as Kilmer handed him a towel.  He wiped the sweat from his head and then used it to wipe his cock clean.

“Fuck me,” the client said.  “I love seeing the light go out of their eyes.  It’s just so fucking… intimate, don’t you think?”

Kilmer didn’t, but it wasn’t his place to lecture clients on their proclivities.

“Same time next week, Senator?” Kilmer asked.

“Oh, you bet,” the Senator nodded.  “Without you guys, I’d surely be insane by now.”

By now? thought Kilmer, amused.  He had no doubt his particular client was insane.  Without their service, he’d probably be locked up for having actually killed some poor girl by now.  Though, Kilmer figured the Senator probably knew that as well as he did.  A great deal of their clients worked out their homicidal tendencies using their service.

“Do you happen to have the time?” the Senator asked.

Kilmer checked his phone.  “Half past eight,” he said.

“Damn it,” the Senator muttered.  “Gotta get back to the wife before she starts wondering where I’m at so late.”

“I’ll let your driver know to be ready to pick you up,” Kilmer said.

“Thank you,” the Senator replied.  

He left to head toward the locker room to shower and get cleaned up.  Kilmer looked down at the girl lying dead at his feet.  He sighed.  He always felt bad for the Senator’s models.  The only thing they ever got to experience was pain.

“Tommy, Joel,” he said, referring to his assistants.  “Get her down to Recycling.”

Tommy unfolded a body bag, and the two men placed the model inside, zipping it up.  They hoisted her onto a gurney and then rolled her out of the room.  Kilmer then called the Senator’s driver to be ready to meet the client out in the garage, before calling in the janitors to clean and sterilize the playroom.

Kilmer checked the schedule on his phone.  There were currently two more clients being hosted, and three more on the books for later that night.  He had about an hour before they were scheduled to arrive, and the remaining clients weren’t as demanding of assistance as the Senator.  That meant he had some time to kill.

At least until he got the call.

“Mr. Valentine?” came Franchesca’s voice over his headset.  “Mr. Ellstrom needs you in his office immediately.”

Kilmer sighed.  So much for his downtime.  “Is there a problem?” he asked.

“She’s back, sir,” Franchesca replied.

Kilmer rolled his eyes.  “I’ll be right there.”

Kilmer made his way to the elevator and swiped his security card.  All the playrooms and related facilities were deep underground, as to protect not only the models, but also the privacy of their clients.  The offices of the Isis Biotechnology Corporation comprised the rest of the building above ground.  Lars Ellstrom, the man in charge, occupied the top floor.

The stainless steel doors of the elevator opened and Kilmer stepped out onto the dark granite floor.  An image of the Egyptian Goddess which the company was named after was inlaid into the floor before the doors of the office – clear glass, which slid open as he approached.  Franchesca was standing at her desk, looking beautiful in her one-piece beige dress.  Lars always did know how to hire women who were both attractive and good at their jobs.

“When did she get here?” Kilmer asked, not breaking stride as he turned toward Lars’s office.

“Two minutes,” replied Franchesca as she escorted him.  “We called you as soon as she arrived.”

Franchesca opened the secure door to Lars’s office and stepped aside nervously.  Kilmer entered and closed it behind him.

The lights of the city shone brightly through the all-glass walls of the office, the only exception being the wall to the left, which was a gigantic monitor displaying numerous video feed windows, ranging from sports, to talk shows, to the news, all playing simultaneously in a jumble of images.  The office was extremely large, and it took Kilmer many long strides to even start to get close to the palatial desk that Lars was sitting at, having kicked his feet up casually with his hands cupped behind his head in a leisurely posture.

The woman standing before him turned and looked at Kilmer as he approached.  She had mocha skin and dark curly hair pulled back in a tight pony tail.  She wore a sharp navy blue pantsuit, her badge clearly displayed on her belt.  Her brown eyes narrowed at Kilmer as he approached.

“Agent Riles,” Kilmer said as he walked up.  “Back so soon?”

“Valentine,” Riles replied.  “Still answering your master’s call like a good little guard dog, I see.”

“It’s why they pay me the big bucks,” Kilmer muttered.

She handed him a folded legal document, which Kilmer glanced at, though he already knew what it was.

“Yet another surprise inspection,” Lars said with a smile, referencing the notice Kilmer was looking at.  “I say, Agent Riles, this is beginning to border on harassment.”

“The FDA is well within its rights to inspect any and all premises where biomedical activities are taking place,” Riles replied.

“Thinking something has changed since you inspected us last week?” asked Kilmer, handing the notice back to her.  “Or do you just like being a pain in the ass?”

“It’s why they pay me the big bucks,” Riles responded, mockingly.

Lars got to his feet with a sigh.  “Really, Agent Riles, you know better than anyone that Isis is completely above board.  We go to great pains to make sure we do nothing wrong.”

“Nothing wrong?” sneered Riles.  “You make people and then toss them away like garbage.”

“They’re not people,” Kilmer said.

“They look like people,” Riles shot back.  “They act like people.  They think and feel like people.”

“But they’re not,” interjected Lars.  “Our clones do not have a living consciousness.  They’re little more than shells.  No memory.  No family.  They don’t pay taxes or vote.  They don’t have opinions on things.  They’re just sacks of blood and bones who enter this world and leave it 24 hours later.  Nothing more.”

“Yes, I’m well aware of the legal basis for declaring manufactured humans to be without even the most basic fundamental rights,” said Riles.  “But I’ve seen these people.  They do think.  And they do feel.  And they deserve better than what you’re doing to them.”

Lars sighed.  “Agent Riles, these ‘people’ as you call them only exist for the span of a day before their cellular structure breaks down.  Is it really worth fighting for the rights of something that dies so quickly?”

“If I had it my way, you wouldn’t be able to make these monstrosities at all,” Riles said.  “The idea of disposable humans is repugnant.”

“Tell that to the military,” Lars said.  “And families of all the soldiers our combat models have saved by going into the warzones first.  Or all the cancer and AIDs patients whose lives were saved by the drug trials our medical models were subjected to.”

“And the sex models?” Riles asked.  “Who should I talk to in regards to those?”

Lars chuckled.  “You could try talking to Kilmer here.  I’m sure he could set you up with any of your liking.  I hear model 26 is quite popular with the ladies.  His donor was the sports star Travis Johnson.”

“I’m glad you think this is amusing, Mr. Ellstrom,” Riles said, her voice cold as ice.  “It just means you’ll be sloppy enough to make a mistake that will give me the evidence I need to shut this entire disgusting operation of yours down.”

“Well, until such time, Agent Riles, my operation stands.  Feel free to conduct your inspection.  As always, you shall receive our full cooperation.”

Lars nodded to Kilmer, who got on his headset.  “Tommy, Joel,” Kilmer said.  “Please meet Agent Riles and her team in the lobby,” he looked at Riles.  “Will you be searching the employee housing levels as well?  Or just the production facilities?”

“We’ll start with your labs, and work our way up,” she said.

“Very well,” replied Kilmer.  “Tommy, alert Dr. Narco that the FDA will be paying a visit to his lab.”

“Yes, sir,” Tommy acknowledged.

“Will there be anything else, Agent Riles?” Kilmer inquired.

“Not at this moment,” she said, striding toward the door.  “Gentlemen.”

As soon as she was gone, Lars’s cocky demeanor disappeared and he looked outright angry.  “That fucking bitch,” Lars growled, slapping a clock from his desk in frustration.

“Relax,” Kilmer replied.  “She’s not going to find anything.”

“I know she’s not going to find anything!” Lars snapped.  “She knows she’s not going to find anything!  That’s not the point!  As long as she keeps shining a spotlight on us, the press is going to continue dragging us through the dirt.  We’re a hair’s breadth away from another congressional ethics hearing we can’t afford, and you just know Riles is itching to get on the stand in front of cameras and preach that bleeding heart bullshit you just heard her espouse.”

“What would you have me do, then?” Kilmer asked.

“Fuck if I know,” grumbled Lars.  “Tell Narco to hurry his ass up with our little plan.  That would be a good start.  Is the Senator still here?  Maybe we can ask him to have her dealt with in the meantime.  Get him to apply enough pressure to get her reassigned or something.  Lord knows we have enough dirt on that sick bastard, we should cash it in for a favor or two.”

“He is one of our most loyal clients,” Kilmer said.  “I’m sure he’d fight for us if we asked.”

“See to it, then,” Lars replied.  “I take it his session went well?”

“He was very satisfied, sir, as always,” Kilmer said.  “He’s grown quite fond of model 47.  She responds the most to his… predilections.”

“Yes, I’ve noticed.  Many clients seem to be requesting that model more and more,” Lars mused.  “I wonder why that is?”

“It’s because she the most aware, sir,” Kilmer responded.

Lars gave him a curious look.  “Aware?”

Kilmer frowned.  He probably shouldn’t have said anything.  “She… seems most aware of who she is,” he said.  “The other models are more vacant.  47 is more emotional.  Empathetic.  Caring.  The customers seem to respond well to that.”

“Hmmm,” muttered Lars.  “That’s interesting.  I wasn’t aware there was any difference in the models aside from their looks.”

“There isn’t sir,” Kilmer replied.  “Frankly, I might be reading too much into it.  Could just be the cloning process used with 47 is slightly more advanced so it only seems like she’s more aware.”

“Yes, you’re probably right,” Lars replied.  “We’re currently working on model 48.  She’ll be our most advanced model yet.  I’ll be sure to ask the R&D boys about this awareness thing.  Seems like a good feature to include.  I’m sure clients would be willing to pay extra for such a thing.”

“Without a doubt, sir,” Kilmer replied.

“Why don’t you have a 47 sent up to my room,” Lars said as he plopped himself back into his chair.  “I could use some stress relief after dealing with that nappy cunt from the FDA.”

Kilmer nodded.  “I’ll have Dr. Narco grow one immediately.”

Kilmer turned to go, but stopped at the door when Lars called out.

“Oh, and Kilmer,” he said.  “Let’s be sure to keep Riles and her boys away from the sublevels.  No sense in disturbing our clients.”

“I will do my best, sir,” Kilmer replied before leaving.


Chapter 3

Riles and her FDA agents were already in the process of inspecting the lab when Kilmer entered.  The clone production facilities took up two subterranean levels of the building, and were by far the biggest department Isis Biotechnology housed.  Tommy and Joel knew the drill by now, and the company’s private security team was out in force, keeping a watchful eye on the inspectors.  Dr. Narco, a lean man with greying hair, a matching beard, and glasses, leaned casually against the wall watching his lab being picked through.

“Doctor,” Kilmer said as he approached.

“Mr. Valentine,” the Doctor replied.  “This is going to put us behind schedule.”

“Couldn’t be helped, I’m afraid.  Lars wants a 47 model sent to his room, by the way.”

The Doctor nodded.  “He’ll have to wait ‘till the FDA is through invading my lab.  I was able to get yours out before we were so rudely interrupted, though.”

Kilmer nodded.  “Thank you, Doctor,” he said quietly.

“A deal’s a deal, is it not?” the Doctor replied.

Kilmer sighed and eyed Riles as she ordered her men around.  “How goes her sample?” Kilmer asked quietly.

A sly smirk grew on the Doctor’s face.  “It’s going through analysis,” the Doctor replied.  “Should have it through development in a week or two.”

“It’s still off the books, correct?”

“I’m not as dumb as I look,” the Doctor replied.  “I know how dangerous it is to illegally clone someone without their knowledge.  All data and records are in the secure lab, off the network and at the Beta location.”

“Lars was asking how much longer?”

Narco shrugged.  “Couple months, maybe,” he said.  “It all depends.”

“Can’t you go any faster?”

“One cannot rush genius, Mr. Valentine,” Narco replied.  “You know as well as I our work at the Beta site is quite complicated.  Samples based off hair take longer than those based on blood.”

Lars wouldn’t like that answer, Kilmer knew.  He checked his watch.  He had to return to the playrooms to oversee their clients.

“Call me if anything goes wrong,” Kilmer said.  “I have to get back to my duties.”

Narco nodded.  “Have fun, Mr. Valentine,” he said as Kilmer walked away.  “All work and no play… and all that jazz.”


Chapter 4

The sun was starting to rise when Kilmer entered his private quarters.  He was exhausted – not physically, just mentally.  The stress of having the FDA around on top of dealing with his normal duties was wearing on him.

He sighed as he tossed his keys on the kitchen counter and plugged in his phone to its charger.  When he entered his bedroom, she was there.

She sat on the edge of his bed, naked, looking at him with her big, bright eyes.  It had pained him to see her beaten and strangled earlier.  She was such a kind girl.  Loving, caring, gentle… she didn’t deserve to be treated so harshly.

“Hello?” she said.

Kilmer smiled.  “Hi there,” he replied.

“Who are you?” she asked, the same way she did every night.

“My name’s Kilmer.”

“What’s my name?” she asked.  “I… I can’t remember.”

“Persephone,” Kilmer told her.  “But I like to call you Percy.”

“Percy…” she said, smiling.  “It’s pretty!”

Kilmer chuckled.  “Yes, it is…”

He unzipped his jumpsuit, crawling out of it and hanging it up in his closet.  He turned and saw Percy looking at him.  He was always amazed at how curious she looked.  So innocent – so much like a child.

“You’re so beautiful,” she said.

“Thank you,” Kilmer said.  “As are you.”

“Really?” she asked.  “Am I beautiful?”

“Come,” Kilmer said, reaching out his hand toward her.  “Let me show you.”

She got up and took his hand, and he led her into the bathroom, turning her toward the mirror.  She looked at herself, as if surprised to see her reflection.  She touched her cheek, and Kilmer watched as she came to realize her reflection mimicked her movements.

He gently brushed her hair aside and breathed her in at her shoulder.  She smelled so clean and wonderful… like peaches and cream.  He kissed her shoulder gently, working his way up to her neck, and heard her giggle.

“That feels good,” she said.

“I know,” he replied.

She turned to face him.  “Would you like me to bathe you, Kilmer?” she asked.

“I’d like that very much,” he said softly.

Percy ran the bath as Kilmer undressed, tossing aside his clothes and stretching.  He looked at himself in the mirror.  He was still muscular and defined, but he’d been slacking lately and it showed.  He made a mental note to find time to visit the gym more.

Percy’s eyes seemed to soak in his naked body as he climbed into the tub, the water warm and soothing.  She climbed in behind him, and he rested himself against her, a pleasant sigh escaping from him as his entire body relaxed.  She gently massaged his shoulders, working the stress and tension out of them expertly.  Though clones had no real identity, they could be programmed with knowledge of how to do certain things.  The sex models knew how to pleasure their partners in every way imaginable.  Kilmer found himself thanking whomever decided they should know the art of massage.

“Does this please you?” Percy asked.

“It does,” said Kilmer with a sigh.

“You’re so tense,” she said.  “It feels like your muscles are made of iron.”

“Well, it was a long, long day at work…”

Her fingers continued to knead away at his shoulders, working the stress from them.

“Tell me about it,” she said.  “Tell me about your day.”

Kilmer opened his eyes.  That was an odd request.  She normally never talked to him when they were in the bath.

“It… it was a tough one,” he said.  “Lots of stuff going on.”

“Such as?”

Kilmer chuckled.  “Why are you so interested?”

“Because… you interest me.”

Kilmer turned his head, looking back at her.  Her eyes met his, and he did indeed see how curious they were.  She smiled at him.  That smile made him sad.  For a moment, the briefest of moments, he allowed himself to believe she was the real deal.  That she wasn’t just some cheap imitation of the woman he loved.

“I’m not that interesting,” he muttered.

“Oh, I don’t know,” she responded.  “Everyone has something about them that’s unique, or different, or worth talking about.  Like… how did you get this scar?”

She traced her finger along a scar on his chest.  Kilmer looked down at it.  “Rock climbing,” he lied.  He didn’t know why he felt the need to lie.  Maybe because it hurt too much to share the truth.

That’s when she began to hum.

It was a sweet tune.  One she used to hum all the time when she was alive.  Kilmer had asked Dr. Narco if he could implant that in the models that were sent to him.  How he loved to hear her hum that tune… the same one her mother used to sing to her growing up.  Hearing it brought a smile to his face, and Kilmer allowed himself to be happy as he relaxed in the warm bath, with the ghost of the woman he loved massaging him and making all his worries fade away.

Finally, he sat forward and got to his feet.  The water in the tub sloshed as he stood, his muscular body wet and glistening.  She looked up at him with her great, big, innocent eyes.  He reached down and gently guided her to her feet.  He pressed his body against hers, their skin wet and slick as they rubbed against each other.  He leaned in and kissed her, her soft lips eagerly meeting his as their tongues danced, lightly playing with each other.

Kilmer pulled back and chuckled at how Percy blushed shyly.  He always forgot that it was always her first kiss.  He cupped her face, and looked her deeply in the eyes.

“I love you… so much…” he said.

She grinned brightly.  “I love you too, Kilmer,” she whispered.

“Would you come to bed with me?” he asked.

“Of course.”

They stepped out of the tub and toweled each other off.  He guided her to his cock, and she shyly gripped it through the towel.  They both giggled like teenagers who were getting their first chance to explore a body of the opposite sex.

Kilmer tossed the towel aside and scooped her up into his arms.  She squealed with surprise as he held her, cradled as a groom would hold his bride to bring her across the threshold.  He carried her into his bedroom and set her down gently, crawling on top of her until their faces met.  She wrapped her hands around his neck and they kissed, softly and deeply and lovingly.

Kilmer ran his hand along her body, feeling the smooth curves of her hips to her waist.  Her supple and tender skin, still warm from the water of the bath, made his hand cry out as he moved them over her.  He cupped the mound of her breast, and felt her nipple stiffen as he ran his thumb over it.

He kissed down her neck and heard her gasp, her chest heaving beneath his as she breathed deeply.  He looked down at her, her cheeks flushed, her eyes half-closed with arousal.  She looked at him like he was the only man in the world, and for that, he was grateful.

“I want you…” she whispered.

“You already have me,” he whispered back.  “You always do.”

They kissed again, and Kilmer could feel her hand work down to his cock.  She gently held him, stroking him with her petite grip.  He immediately responded, his erection growing to the point where it began to ache.  He could feel the tip of him press against her warm, moist pussy.

She guided him into her, and he immediately felt the warm, wet sensation enveloping his cock as he immersed himself within her.  He gasped at the feeling.  She was so snug and welcoming, he couldn’t help but think about how wonderful she always felt.  Whenever he entered her, he felt as though he were home.

Percy moaned as she accepted him, her fingers digging into his back as he slid all the way inside her.  She gazed at him, her eyes wide, as though she were shocked at how good he felt.  She whimpered softly before he covered her mouth with his again, kissing her passionately as he slowly began to work himself in and out of her.

“You feel so good,” she moaned.  “You feel so good!”

“So do you,” he replied.  “We’re meant to be together.  We’re supposed to be together…”

He sped up his thrusts.  He could feel the soft sensations of her vaginal walls against his cock as he delved into her over and over.  The sweet, silky sensation of her juices as they lubricated his entry.  He could feel her body quiver as he made love to her, sending ripples of pleasure through her loins with each firm and deliberate stroke of his cock.

He looked into her eyes as he began moving quicker.  He always loved her eyes so much.  When she looked at him, he felt her again… as though she’d never left.  As though she were right there with him in that moment, feeling the love he had for her, and returning it to him just as intensely.

“Percy…” he breathed.  “Oh, Percy…”

“Kilmer,” she replied.  “I love you… I love you, Kilmer…”

Her voice was like music to his hears.  He felt his heart pound in his chest, his gut swelling with emotion.  In that instant, she was back – his wife was back!  He cried out with joy, held her close, the intensity of his lovemaking quickly building to a crescendo.  She held him tight, her gasps and sighs singing to him as he lost himself in her.  Her sounds, her smell, the feeling of being inside her – they all overwhelmed him.  There was nothing else in the world but her.

He felt the pressure building in his cock, ripples of ecstasy flowing from his loins and down his legs.  His muscles were tensing, preparing for his inevitable release.  Finally, when he could hold back no longer, he plunged as deep as he could into her, the amazing sensation of his cock exploding, sending pulse after pulse of his cum shooting into her.

She cried out as she felt his release.  His back was arched, his teeth gritted tightly as he growled, pushing as much of his seed out into her as he could.  Her hips wriggled and her legs shook beneath him, and he felt his whole body quiver in response to her pleasure.

Finally, he collapsed on top of her, having spent the last drop of his release.  He breathed heavily, like a drowning man who’d just surfaced for air.  She held him cradled in her arms as he nestled himself in the crook of her neck, so closely he could feel her breath on his ear.  His cock was still inside her, still in the warm and welcoming embrace of her womanhood.  It felt so good, he never wanted it to leave.

“My baby,” she cooed, stroking his hair.  “My sweet baby…”

That’s when Kilmer began to sob.

Quietly, at first.  He held onto her, unable to keep the tears at bay.  He wept like a child, and she did nothing in response but hold him, and let him release his burdens.

He hadn’t cried like that since she’d died.  He had no idea why he was crying now.  Maybe the stress wasn’t a good mix with the emotions she’d made him feel.  Maybe he’d held on too tight for too long.  Whatever the reason, he needed the release, and she was giving it to him.

When he was done, he rolled off of her, lying in the bed, face up.  He felt exhausted on every level now – mentally, emotionally, and physically.  She crawled up and laid her head on his chest, snuggling up to him.  He could feel her there as he drifted off to sleep, his arm wrapped around her, holding her so close he could feel her heart beat against his body.

“Percy…” he muttered, before sleep took him.

When Kilmer awoke, Percy was still wrapped in his arms.  He looked down at her face.  Her eyes were closed, her lips slightly parted.  She looked like an angel to him, one he’d caught while she was falling to Earth.  It made him sad to think she had to leave this world so soon.  He glanced over at the clock.  She was set to expire in two more minutes.

Percy opened her eyes and looked up at him.  Models didn’t sleep.  Kilmer knew she’d been awake while he slumbered, and had stayed still so as not to disturb him.  He ran his hand gently over her head, feeling the silky softness of her hair.

“Why are you sad?” Percy asked.

Kilmer couldn’t help but smile.  Somehow she knew what he was feeling.  She understood emotions.

“I’m sad because you have to leave soon,” he whispered.

“I could stay longer, if you like.”

“No,” Kilmer said with a sad sigh.  “You can’t.”

“But I want to,” Percy said softly.  “I don’t want to leave you.”

Kilmer felt his heart ache at her words.  He hugged her close and kissed her gentle lips, resting his forehead against hers.

“God, I miss you so much…” he said, emotion welling in his chest.  He tried to fight off his tears, but they came upon him once more none the less.

Percy reached up and wiped them from his cheek.  “Don’t be sad,” she said.  “We’ll see each other again.”

“I know,” Kilmer muttered.  “It just won’t be the same.”

“Yes it will,” Percy whispered.  “It’ll be just like when we went to Bora Bora… after we were married…”

Kilmer’s eyes snapped wide open.  He sat up in bed, looking down at the woman in his arms, the cold tendrils of shock wrapping around his spine.

“What did you say?” he asked.

He could see the light fading from Percy’s eyes as he looked at her.

“Goodbye…” she whispered, trailing off as her expiration came upon her.

Kilmer grabbed her and shook her, as though he could will her to keep from going.  “What did you say?” he yelled.  “WHAT DID YOU SAY???”

Percy did not answer.  She stared vacantly at the ceiling, now a hollow, empty shell.  Kilmer let go of her and backed away, his sheets crumpling around his legs.  His heart hung heavy in his chest as he looked at her body.  It was as though she’d actually been there – for a brief second, his wife had returned to him.

And then she’d died, all over again.


Chapter 5

Kilmer kept his thumb pressed against the bell to Dr. Narco’s quarters, hoping the incessant ringing would get the Doctor to hurry his ass up and answer the door.  Finally, the entrance opened.  The Doctor wasn’t his usual meticulous self.  His hair was messed, his glasses crooked, and he was unabashedly naked under an unbelted robe.

“Good God, what the hell is it???” he asked.

“I need to talk to you,” Kilmer growled as he pushed his way past Narco and into the apartment.

“By all means, come in,” the Doctor grumbled.

Kilmer looked around at the living quarters.  It was more spacious than others, befitting the Doctor’s position at the company.  Kilmer noted the two expired models on the rather large bed.  Their skin was pale, suggesting they’d been dead for quite some time.  That wasn’t a surprise.  Sometimes the Doctor preferred to use models before they were sent to Recycling.

Narco walked to his kitchen and put on a pot of coffee.  “What the hell time is it?” he asked.  “You know I’m useless before 9 AM.”

Kilmer turned and faced the Doctor, his eyes making it clear he was not in the mood for the Doctor’s typical snooty attitude.

“I’m going to ask you some questions, Doctor,” he said.  “And if you lie to me, so help me God, I’ll snap your scrawny little neck.”

That certainly got Narco’s attention.  He looked at Kilmer and regarded him briefly, as if trying to determine if the threat were serious.  “What’s this about, Mr. Valentine?” he asked.

“The one reason… the only reason I came to work for this company, was because of my wife,” Kilmer said, his voice softly menacing.  “I’ve seen her beaten, abused, and used by other men… but I was willing to endure that, because it meant that I got her back every night.”

“Yes, that was part of the arrangement when you signed over her genetic rights to Isis,” Narco said.  “What of it?”

“I was made to understand that clones couldn’t remember their past lives,” Kilmer said.  “You said that their minds couldn’t be grown with memories from their donors intact…”

“That’s correct—“

“THEN HOW DID SHE REMEMBER???” Kilmer screamed.

Narco was taken aback by Kilmer’s sudden outburst.  He looked at the man, confused and more than a little nervous.  “Mr. Valentine, I’m afraid I’m a tad in the dark here,” he said.  “Perhaps you’d care to fill me in on what’s happened before you decide to shout at me?”

Kilmer sighed, trying to get a hold of himself.  “The model 47 you sent up to me last night,” he said.  “She knew something.  Something only my wife – my actual wife – would know.”

Narco blinked at Kilmer as he processed the news.  “That’s impossible,” Narco said.

“Then how did it happen?”

Narco frowned.  “What did she say, exactly?”

“She mentioned our honeymoon in Bora Bora,” Kilmer said.  “She knew we were married.”

“I see…” said Narco.  “Do you still have pictures of your wife?”

“Of course.”

“Do you keep them displayed in your apartment?”

“What does that have to do with anything?”

“Perhaps the model saw the pictures and assumed she was the one in them with you,” he said.  “Her mind might have created the reality that she was married to you.  It could have all just been an extension of the model’s empathy formulating a fantasy that happened to mirror reality.”

“I have lots of pictures of my wife, Doctor,” Kilmer said.  “That doesn’t explain how she knew specifically about Bora Bora.  Models don’t know about geography!  They don’t even know they’re in the United Fucking States.  So how did this one know about some spec of an island half a world away?”

“There could be any number of reasons…”

“Then tell me what they are!”

“How should I know?” said the Doctor with more than a bit of exasperation.  “Maybe the assistant who brought her to your room mentioned it?  Maybe she saw it on television?  I can’t give you a definitive answer.  All I can tell you is that it is scientifically impossible for a clone to harbor the memories of its donor.”

Kilmer glared at the Doctor briefly before taking a seat and rubbing his hands over his face.  He was frustrated.  The model’s words had shaken him, awoken painful feelings he’d worked hard to keep buried.  Was he really over-reacting to this?

“Is… is it possible for models to accidentally be implanted with memories like that?” Kilmer asked.

“Memories are formed when neuro-pathways are grown,” the Doctor said.  “We can implant behaviors, skills, language, basic spatial associations, things of that nature.  But actual memories?  In order to do that we would need to grow a brain that mimics the donor’s brain exactly.  It would require detailed scans of the host’s pre-established neuro-pathways and electrical activity.  It would be an incredibly long and difficult process, and even if it succeeded, it most likely wouldn’t be an exact copy.  And to accidentally do it?  Have an anomaly occur in one of the models that just so happens to coincide with a real memory from its donor?  The probability of that happening is astronomical.”

Kilmer rubbed his hands together.  “What if… what if it has to do with her soul?” he asked.

The Doctor chuckled at that.  “Her soul?” he asked, incredulous.

“Sometimes, when I’m with her model… it feels so much like her!” Kilmer said.  “She’ll do these things… things that are exactly as I remember her.  Her giggle, her expressions, her attitude, her nature… it’s like Persephone is actually there.  Maybe you can’t clone her memories, but… it’s as if her soul is actually able to inhabit the body you can clone.”

“First of all,” the Doctor said.  “There is no such thing as a soul.  Secondly, even if there was, it would be impossible to clone.  Souls wouldn’t just jump from body to body.  I think you miss your wife, Mr. Valentine, and you’re looking for something, anything, to make you feel like you have her back.  But everything you’re picking up on is just you putting something there that doesn’t really exist.  You’re projecting the qualities onto model 47 because she is based on your wife, and you want her to be alive.  Wouldn’t you say that’s a more likely possibility than some type of spiritual possession?”

Kilmer cradled his head in his hands.  The Doctor was right.  He’d read too much into the situation.  He stood and looked Narco in the eyes.

“I’m sorry for my behavior, Doctor,” he said.  “I’ve been stressed out lately.  I think maybe it would be a good idea if I took a short break from being with the models.”

“Are you sure?” the Doctor said.  “You could try a different one, you know.”

Kilmer shook his head.  “No, I don’t want any other model.  I’ll let you know when I’m feeling better about it.”

The Doctor nodded.  “As you wish.”

Kilmer took his leave.  After he was gone, the Doctor stood cradling his cup of coffee, his mind running through the conversation he’d just had.  He walked over to his desk and made a call to his assistant down in the lab.

“Walter,” he said.  “Pull everything we’ve got on Model 47.  I want every last bit of data sent up to me immediately.”

“I’ll do that right away, Doctor,” Walter replied.  “Is there something wrong with that model?”

Silence.

“I don’t know yet,” Narco finally muttered before hanging up.


Chapter 6

Kilmer checked the time on his phone.  The next client session was set to begin in five minutes.  The FDA inspection had put the manufacturing behind and the Processing Department was pushing things to the wire attempting to meet their schedule.

Kilmer, Tommy, and Joel stood by the elevator which sent up the models for their appointments.  Kilmer noticed his assistants looked tired from their night of chaperoning the government agents.

“You okay, boss?” asked Tommy.  “You look a little under the weather.”

“Fine,” Kilmer mumbled.  “It was just a long night.”

“You’re telling me,” Joel complained.  “That bitch FDA Agent demanded to see Recycling – twice.  As if the first time wasn’t enough.  And you guys know what it smells like in there…”

“Any word on when these surprise inspections are going to stop, boss?” Tommy asked.

“Don’t worry about it,” Kilmer said.  “Just do your jobs.  Everything is being taken care of.”

The light above the elevator lit up, its cylindrical metal door sliding open.  Kilmer could feel his pulse quicken slightly.  Percy was standing there.  She was clad in a tight, black leather bustier, her breasts practically popping out of its top.  She wore black lace panties with garters, and long black PVC boots which came up to her thighs.  Her chestnut colored hair fell down around her shoulders, and her eyes sported dark eyeliner that made her look sultry.  She held a leather riding crop in her hand and playfully patted her other palm with it as she smiled at them.

“Hello, boys,” she said.

“God damn,” muttered Joel.  “I fuckin’ love the dominatrix editions.”

“You would,” ribbed Tommy.  “Fuckin’ weirdo.”

Percy’s eyes met Kilmer’s as she walked forward, the high heels of her books clicking against the floor.  “Are you the one in charge?” she asked, slapping her riding crop into the meat of her hand with a loud smack.

“Tommy, Joel, wait for the next one,” Kilmer said.  “I’ll escort this one to her client.”

Kilmer took Percy by her arm and began escorting her down the hall toward the playrooms.  As he walked, he kept side-eyeing her.  She was staring straight ahead, a small smile on her face.

“What are you smiling about?” asked Kilmer.

“I don’t know,” Percy replied.  “I just feel… happy.”

“Why?”

Percy shrugged.  “When I saw you standing there after the door opened, I just felt that way.”

Kilmer looked at her.  “You felt happy when you saw me?”

“Should I have felt sad?”

You shouldn’t have felt anything, he thought.  Kilmer stopped and faced her.  She did the same.

“Do… do you recognize me?” he asked.

Percy looked him up and down, briefly.  “No,” she said.  “Have we met before?”

Kilmer sighed, feeling stupid.  “No, we haven’t,” he said, leading her toward the playroom once again.

Percy hummed as they walked.  The tune set Kilmer’s teeth on edge, recalling the emotion from earlier in the day.  He picked up his pace and reached the assigned playroom.  He swiped his keycard at the door and it opened.  The client had already arrived, sitting on the bed in his robe.  Percy turned to Kilmer and smiled.

“Thank you for the escort,” she said, giving him a kiss on the cheek.  She turned and walked inside, her hips swaying enticingly as she approached the client.  “Has someone been a naughty boy?” Kilmer heard her ask as he closed the door.

He turned and began to walk back toward the elevator when he stopped short, feeling as though he’d been struck by a bolt of lightning.

She’d hummed that tune… the tune no other models but the ones sent to him were programmed with.  The tune only the real Percy would actually sing…

So how did she know it?

END OF PART 1

To Be Continued…
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