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The official designation of the creature chained in the middle of the lab was Test Subject 65, but the stewards who had been responsible for looking after her for the last two months had taken to calling her Mira.

It had started off as a play on words – a Mira-image, some wit had called her – but over time, it had stuck. Now, the only time she was referred to by her scientific label was on the rare occasions when her donor came to inspect her progress. Today, for the last time, she would be known by her lab name. After that, who knew?

She was naked, as was pretty common for the specimens the lab dealt with, and a heavy steel collar had been placed around her throat. Once she had got to the size they had planned for her – twenty or so years, by normal standards; a little over three weeks thanks to the growth factors they were using – it had been locked on, and it hadn’t been removed since.

That would all change tomorrow.

The man standing on the other side of the one-way glass sighed. This is the last one, he thought to himself. No more. It was too much. He’d be turning his back on the biggest payment he had ever been offered – astronomical, in fact – but he was already scared that the damage to his soul was going to become permanent. Every time he saw a clump of cells divide and multiply, knowing that they were going to grow into a full-fledged woman with only one purpose, he died a little more on the inside.

That was, of course, if Miranda Blake would let him leave. Seeing the look in her eyes as she watched her own body chained and waiting through the glass – or at least, a perfect replica – made him think she might be ruthless enough to stop him by any means necessary. It was a harsh look, cruel and hungry – even more so than usual.

Perhaps it wasn’t a good time.

As far as geneticists went, Remy Okada was the best in the business. It had cost FarCorp a lot of money to bring him onto the team, but he had made it back for them a hundredfold. The real coup hadn’t been the discovery of the cloning process – that had been perfected years ago, after all. Okada’s value to the company came in his discovery of an aging process: how to make the donor cells develop at a rate far more quickly than normal, allowing them to grow full-sized replicas of whoever they wanted in a matter of months, and then reset the aging process back to a normal rate whenever they wanted, or even to stop it altogether.

Most people who came to FarCorp’s genetics division were rich beyond words – they pretty much had to be – and had a very specific list of requirements. Usually, it was a celebrity, but there had been several cases where clients had requested they receive a clone of an ex-lover: one, back in the early days of the program, had requested his high school crush, kept at the age of seventeen forever.

Okada hadn’t liked the implications of that.

He didn’t have much time to let his mind wander. Ms Blake had begun tapping impatiently on the two-way mirror that divided them. In the cell on the other side, Test Subject 65 looked up suddenly, with fear in her eyes. Even though he knew for sure that there was no way the woman in the observation room could see them through the glass, Okada could have sworn that she was staring right into his eyes.

The look on her face seemed to say only one thing.

Help me.

The look of desperation seemed to please Miranda. A faint, icy smile crept onto her lips, and unnerved Okada greatly.

No one had requested a clone of themselves before; Miranda had been the first. If he had been forced to hazard a guess, Okada would have said that the idea of doing the kind of inhumane things he suspected most of their clients did to someone who looked and sounded exactly like them might have been too much for them to take. There seemed to be no danger of that in this case, though.

Ms Blake had been waiting for the opportunity right from the moment the procedure had been perfected. The idea of having her own personal little house slave – and whipping-girl – had always played heavily on her mind, but to have one that was untraceable? That didn’t exist in any records, that couldn’t escape? That would have no life except through her? That was just divine.

Having a slave that was genetically identical appealed too. Partly, it was vanity: at thirty-five, Miranda Blake’s body was something to be admired, and she fully expected it to remain that way. Her hair, still a bright and natural red, seemed to repel greyness the way her face repelled wrinkles, keeping her smooth and flawless with minimal effort. Her body was toned and tight, her curves shapely and undeniably feminine. If she had been able to stand men, she would have had her pick of them, all wrapped around her little finger, desperate to be used by her...

But it wasn’t just the aesthetic appeal. For Miranda, it was the opportunity to test her own pet theory. As a woman who had worked her way up from nothing, she had long wondered if she was naturally gifted in her ability to cope with adversity, or whether her upbringing had moulded her. It was the eternal question: nature, or nurture? Society, or genetics?

Now, with the girl, she had a chance to find out for sure. How far could she – Miranda herself – be pushed before she broke? Naturally, she was reluctant to risk causing herself permanent damage – but now she didn’t have to. Now there was someone else who could take the damage for her.

There was always the question of what would happen to the girl after she had been subjected to Miranda’s torments – assuming she survived, of course – but overall Miranda wasn’t worried. There was always the training program. If the girl couldn’t take it... well, there were ways to wipe her clean and let Miranda start again.

If she chose, she could spend the rest of her life breaking this toy, causing it unimaginable suffering and then letting it recover just in time to begin anew. The thought made her tingle.

She clicked her fingers at Okada and he looked up. ‘Let me see her file,’ she said. ‘I want to make sure of the details before I start.’

He handed her Mira’s chart, and she scanned it hungrily, looking for any detail out of the ordinary.

‘What’s this?’ she asked eventually.

‘What’s what?’

Miranda tapped her finger angrily against the clipboard. ‘Here, dumbass. In the buyer field. “Victor Rostov.” Who the fuck is Victor Rostov?’

‘Let me see.’ He took the file from her and scanned his eyes over it. There wasn’t much point: he had agonised over every word over the past three weeks. ‘Ah. It’s a cover name. You said you didn’t want it to be traceable back to you. No one questions the name if it sounds like it belongs to a Russian oligarch.’

Miranda tutted, satisfied. ‘And what about the after-treatment?’

‘We put her down for everything, but that’s just a formality. If the section is left blank, people get suspicious. At the moment she’s down for sedation in an hour, and then...’

‘And then what?’

She knew what happened next; Miranda knew what happened to all of the girls who were sent off for treatment. Okada tried not to let his mind linger too long on the procedures he had heard were performed on some of the girls. Breast implants. Lip alterations, to give them that perfect blowjob pout. The injection of a special hardening solution into the throat, to seal off their vocal chords and render them silent for six months at a time – that is, if their owners chose not to have the process renewed.

‘The full works,’ he said quietly. Even though the plan wasn’t for Mira to really be subjected to it – that it was just an administrative cover-up – the thought still made him shudder. What if Miranda changed her mind a little way down the line?

Mira would be likely be spared the lab’s training program, though. Okada couldn’t figure out whether that was a blessing or a curse. The eight successful projects so far had all been subjected to what the trainers euphemistically referred to as ‘behavioural re-alignment’. He didn’t know what went on down the corridor, but he knew enough to be sure he wouldn’t wish it on anyone: a look at the results taught him that. Eight girls had gone into the program, scared and innocent. Seven had come out brainwashed and obedient, sex-craving and desperate to please.

The last one, Okada had never seen again.

Would it be better for Mira, who would be acutely aware of everything that happened to her? Or would the effective lobotomy that came from the training program be the lesser evil?

It was a question he didn’t want to mull over for long enough to find any answer. Either way, the thought sickened him.

Last job, he thought idly. One last job and then I’m out.

Miranda snapped him back to reality. ‘I’m going in,’ she said curtly. ‘Switch off the security cameras. I don’t want there to be a record of this.’

‘Yes, Ma’am.’

‘And make yourself scarce for a couple of hours.’

‘Ms Blake, I have work to do here. The lab...’

‘I don’t care about the lab. Go and grab yourself a coffee. Drink until your bladder bursts for all I care. But you stay out of this room for the next two hours. Understood?’

Okada nodded. The work could wait. The look in her eyes told him she meant business – as though she had ever meant anything else.

He took a keycard from the holder on the wall and slid it across the research desk towards her. ‘That’ll get you in.’

‘Good.’ She span it round in her fingers a few times, fiddling with it. If he hadn’t known better, he might have suggested that she was nervous about what she was about to do. ‘Now, get the fuck out of here,’ she said at last.

So much for that theory. Okada left the lab quickly, but as soon as the door closed and the electronic latch fastened behind him he felt overcome by a profound sense of guilt for what he was a part of – what he had become.

‘I’m sorry,’ he whispered to no one in particular. ‘I’m so, so sorry.’

It didn’t ease his mind at all.

Miranda Blake watched through the window as the scientist all but ran down the corridor away from her, before she closed the blinds. Let him run, she thought. He was no more use to her, or to the company. They had his notes, and the lab were producing specimens with a 98% success rate. By now, Dr Remy Okada was much more of a liability than an asset, and if he found himself involved in a tragic accident in the near future she wouldn’t be the least bit surprised.

FarCorp didn’t like to leave loose ends.

She turned her focus to the girl in the observation room. Her fierce red hair stood out prominently against the beautiful white of her skin – skin that Miranda remembered from almost a decade and a half ago. Now, while still incredibly supple and pert for a woman of her age, it was beginning to show the first signs of the advancing years. On the girl in the room, Miranda could see the clock turned back and frozen in place – her body as it once was.

It made her hate the girl more than anything else in the world. More than that, it made Miranda want to hurt her.

She reached under the console and pulled out the conditioning bag. The tools in there were designed for use on difficult subjects, those who had a rebellious streak that would one day be broken by FarCorp’s training program, but today they would be put to a much more productive use. Miranda peered inside, making sure that everything was present and correct, and then gave one last look at the console screen. Okada had done as he was told. The security cameras were off, and the sensors were undergoing their routine testing cycle. Whatever happened in that room would be strictly off the record.

Miranda smiled as she pocketed the keycard and headed for the door. Now the fun could start.

The girl didn’t look up as Miranda entered the observation room. There didn’t seem to be any reason: new people came and went on a daily basis. There were only two or three of the lab techs who she had formed any attachment to, and this stranger wasn’t any of them. Even if she had wanted to, she couldn’t have gone over to greet her. The heavy collar that had been locked around her neck was attached by a chain to the far side of the room. It allowed her enough slack to move across to the sink and to get onto the bed, just about, but there her freedom ended. There was no way for her to get closer to her new visitor until the woman came further into the room.

Instead, she waited.

The girl sniffed the air. The stranger’s scent was subtle: perfume, an elegant odour that was nothing like that worn by the lab techs, all of whom tended to smell like disinfectant and rubbing alcohol. There was something else, though. Something that undercut it. It took the girl a moment or two to figure out that it wasn’t just one scent, but a blend of two.

The first was sweat, the kind that comes just after a burst of adrenaline and just before a fight. The second was arousal.

Instinctively, the girl felt her body tighten: this new woman was trouble, she could tell. Worse still, she had brought the bag with her. Bad things came out of the bag – painful, humiliating things that she wanted no part of.

Miranda smiled as she watched the girl shy away from her. Whatever the reason, her new toy saw that she was a force to be reckoned with, and that pleased her. She had always had a natural force of personality, but now she had the proof: she could even terrify herself.

‘Stand,’ she said simply. The girl didn’t move.

Ah well, she thought. If she wants to do this the hard way, she can be my guest.

Miranda reached into the bag and pulled out the cattle prod. It had originally been designed for much stronger animals – the primates down at FarCorp’s pharmaceutical lab, in fact – but the team had learned very quickly that on a lower setting it could be very effective at convincing the girls to behave. It certainly seemed to do the trick. As soon as she saw the long red stick emerging from the canvas of the bag, the girl jumped to her feet.

Too late.

Miranda pressed the twin connections against the girl’s flesh and pulled the trigger. The scream it produced filled the room and soaked its way into the soundproof coating: even if Okada had been in the lab, he wouldn’t have heard a thing.

Miranda smiled as the girl yelped and struggled to get away, but the heavy steel collar around her neck – and the equally heavy chain which attached it to its bolt in the corner of the floor – stopped her dead in her tracks. 

There’s no point trying to run, you stupid slut, Miranda thought to herself. There’s no one coming to save you. The sooner you realise that, the better it’ll be for you. Maybe.

Eventually the girl’s whimpers died down. She might have been forcing herself to be quiet, but Miranda knew that the feel of the cattle prod against her skin would have burned its way into her memory the way it had burned and danced its way across her flesh: there was no way she would forget it any time soon. It was a good sign. Perhaps she would be trainable, even after Miranda was done abusing her. Miranda rather liked the idea of having a maid around the house, broken into complete obedience.

If not, there would no doubt be people willing to buy her. Even as a street whore, she would likely fetch a good price.

But no, that was for later. She hadn’t had her fun yet.

‘What’s your name, girl?’ she asked.

The girl didn’t respond; instead, she looked at Miranda with a mixture of puzzlement and fear. Miranda sighed, and made as if to touch the cattle prod’s contacts against her once more. The very idea seemed to spur her into action. ‘Mira!’ the girl yelled, crossing her arms over her body, desperate to hide her most sensitive areas from becoming the prod’s next targets. ‘My name is Mira!’

‘Who calls you that?’

‘The lab techs,’ she said in a low voice, almost a whisper. ‘They call me that behind my back. They don’t think I know, but I do. I hear them.’

Miranda shook her head. ‘They’re wrong,’ she said slowly. ‘Your name isn’t Mira. You don’t have a name until I choose to give you one. Do you understand?’

The girl paused. ‘I don’t...’ she began, but that was as far as she got before Miranda pressed the twin points of the cattle prod against her thigh and pulled the trigger again. Electricity ran through the girl’s body and she cried out in agony.

‘Let me ask again,’ Miranda said, as though talking to an idiot child. ‘Do. You. Understand?’

‘Yes! I understand!’

‘Then repeat it back to me. What’s your name?’

The girl turned her eyes to the floor, still shaking from the shock Miranda had provided. ‘I don’t have a name.’

‘Until...?’

‘Until you choose to give me one.’

Miranda nodded to herself. It was satisfactory, but part of her was disappointed by how quickly the girl had given in. It didn’t say much for her genetics. She liked to think that, if she ever found herself in this poor bitch’s position, she’d at least be able to maintain enough dignity to fight back and withstand a couple of little jolts of electricity, but it seemed that this girl was lacking much of a backbone.

Pathetic, she thought to herself. Absolutely pathetic.

She clicked her fingers and pointed to the floor. ‘If you’re going to act like a worthless little slut,’ she said, ‘you can fucking well start behaving like one. From now on whenever you see me, I want you on your knees where you belong. Standing is too good for you.’

The girl didn’t protest. Quickly and silently she collapsed to the floor, head bowed, eyes down. Miranda couldn’t help but feel slightly cheated. Surely if she were in this situation, it would have taken more than a few zaps with a cattle prod to get her to give up her dignity like this? Was it really a commodity that the girl – the stupid, worthless piece of meat – that knelt in front of her was so willing to give up?

Breaking her might prove to be a little too easy.

It was hard for Miranda to be too disappointed, however: seeing the girl’s tight body prostrating itself so quickly into submission made her cunt tingle with excitement. To know that that body belonged to her just added an extra thrill.

But wasn’t that the point? It wasn’t just that she owned the body in the present: she had owned it in the past, too. Once upon a time, those curves had belonged to her. She could remember admiring them in the mirror, watching with pleasure as men – and women too; there was no point pretending otherwise – lusted after her. Had she used her body for personal gain? Perhaps – but why not? It had been hers to use, hers to exploit. Now, she could see why it had been so easy for her to bring people under her spell.

She found herself lusting after the girl, and she meant to have her.

Miranda crossed over to the wire-spring bed, and sat down on the thin mattress. The girl didn’t move. It was a good sign; already, she had learned her place. There wouldn’t be any rebellion. Miranda could see it in her eyes. She had the look of a zoo animal that has felt the whip one too many times. There was no spark there, only blind obedience.

Disappointing, perhaps, but there were other uses she could be put to.

Miranda hiked up her skirt past her thighs, and shimmied her underwear down. As she slipped them over her patent leather heels, the girl looked up for the first time. It was a brief movement – nothing more than a flicker of her eyes – but Miranda caught it.

Her hand swung around in a wide arc, catching the girl off-guard. The girl collapsed to the floor under the force of it. ‘Did I fucking say you could look at me?’ she yelled, her voice threatening to breach the cell’s soundproofed walls.

‘No,’ she said, immediately turning her eyes back to the floor. She made no effort to run away. ‘I thought...’

Another zap, followed by the girl’s high-pitched squeal.

‘Don’t you fucking argue with me, slut,’ Miranda said. ‘You’re going to have to learn this one way or the other. You’ll either do as you’re told – exactly as you’re told – or I’m going to make you scream.’ Miranda leaned in close, until her face was level with the girl’s. To an outside observer, it might have seemed like an almost tender gesture, but the whisper in her ear was anything but. ‘I’m going to make you scream anyway,’ she said. ‘But if you don’t piss me off too much, you might survive it. Maybe.’

Of course, her survival – in the strictest sense at least – was a given. The girl had cost far too much to have her life extinguished out on a whim, but she didn’t need to know that. In fact, Miranda thought, letting her believe that she was entirely expendable could only help to keep her well-behaved.

One day, though, girls like her truly would be expendable. One day, the cost of the cloning process would come down to a point low enough that the products could be discarded and destroyed for any infraction, real or otherwise – at least, if you had the money. That wasn’t to mention the immense profits that could no doubt be made from selling snuff films. The clones, from a legal perspective, had no rights – or that was going to be their lawyers’ case, the first time it came to trial. There was no doubt they’d win, but there seemed to be no point in testing the boundaries of law before they had to.

For now, hurting the girl would have to suffice.

Miranda reached forward and grasped a handful of the girl’s long red hair. She pulled her head forward and held it in place between her legs. The girl was a quick study: even with Miranda’s pussy just inches away from her nose, she kept her eyes downcast, desperate not to get herself into more trouble than was necessary.

‘Look at it,’ Miranda barked. The girl’s eyes moved upwards slowly, taking in the view. ‘From now on, my pussy is your entire world. This is the only reason you exist. Do you understand?’

The girl nodded.

‘Say it,’ Miranda said. ‘I want to hear it come from your own lips.’

‘Yes. I understand.’

‘Yes, what?’

The girl paused, unsure. ‘I don’t know what...’ she began softly, but Miranda cut her short with yet another bite from the cattle prod.

‘Are you really so fucking stupid?’ she said. ‘You call me Goddess. Do you understand?’

She nodded again. ‘Yes, Goddess.’

‘And why are you going to call me Goddess, slut?’

‘Because you told me to?’

Another shock, and another yelp. ‘Because. That’s. What. I. Am.’

‘Because that’s what you are! You’re a Goddess!’

‘Better,’ Miranda said, satisfied. There was just something about the girl’s screams that stoked a fire inside her; she knew without even checking that her pussy would be absolutely drenched. ‘You’ve never gone down on anyone before, have you?’

‘No, Goddess.’

Of course she hadn’t. The girl was new, untouched – virginal in every sense of the word. Miranda would shortly leave her mark, like footprints across a fresh snowfall, but that could wait. That lily-white flesh would bruise and break under the force of a crop, her ass would stretch, her cunt would cry out to be filled...

But first, there was her tongue.

‘Pay attention,’ she said. ‘I’m going to show you this once, and I think that’s being generous.’ She jerked the girl’s head forward. ‘Lick,’ she said sternly.

The girl reached out a tentative tongue, unsure how to continue. When she first made contact, Miranda felt a frisson of electricity shoot through her. How long had it been since she had had such a tender touch against her sex? Come to think of it, how long had it been since she had had any touch? She didn’t have time for intimacy; intimacy, as she reminded herself as often as she could, was for the weak.

But here, like this...

The girl’s tongue traced a path between her labia, teasing her wetness, constantly threatening to caress her clitoris but always pulling away at the last second. If Miranda had known better, she would have said it was deliberate, but surely that wasn’t possible? How could she have known?

But of course... what other explanation could there be? The girl knew Miranda’s body because she had Miranda’s body. Every inch of it – every bone, every sinew, every nerve ending – was as familiar it could possibly be; locked up for twenty-four hours a day, what option did she have except to play with herself? How else could she wile away the time?

Miranda couldn’t have planned it better.

The girl’s tongue moved northwards, as though it had lost its shyness, and began to circle Miranda’s clit.  The long, slow licks were a thing of the past; now, the girl’s actions were quick and deliberate, designed with no other purpose than to push Miranda on to the orgasm that she felt she so richly deserved.

‘Good girl,’ she moaned out. ‘Such a good girl.’

If the girl heard her, she didn’t respond. Instead, she kept her focus; fear of pain and the tight grip of Miranda’s fingers in her hair saw to that. She continued on and on, a toy with one purpose in life: to serve her Goddess until she was used up and could be cast aside.

This is it, Miranda thought as she felt her body tense in expectation of the orgasm she knew was coming. This was the dream: another human being that she could own completely, whose entire life she could control. Who would be terrified of her, and the punishments she could provide.

Yes...

Whose body could be bent and broken, safe in the knowledge that there would be no repercussions.

So close...

Whose mind could be twisted to any shape she liked. Whose beliefs could be ripped apart, and replaced with only one thought: devotion to her Mistress.

No, not her Mistress.

To her Goddess.

Goddess.

As the word echoed through her skull, the skilful licks of the girl – her girl; her slut and whore – brought her to the climax she had been craving. Her back arched and her grip on the girl’s scalp pulled even more tightly, but she didn’t stop licking until Miranda’s body began convulsing with pleasure, losing itself in the joy of her new situation and the fingers entwined in her hair fell away.

That was her chance to strike, and she took it.

With her eyes closed in a fog of ecstasy, Miranda didn’t notice the girl’s hand rummaging around underneath the bed frame until it was too late.

The syringe came as if out of nowhere, and darted into the side of Miranda Blake’s neck like a targeted bee sting. The sedative that had been loaded inside it, carefully hidden under the girl’s bed earlier in the week for just this opportunity, would have been enough to put down a bear: For Miranda, slight of frame as she was, it would likely knock her out for at least eight hours.

Miranda’s eyes widened for a second as her mind struggled to accept what had just happened, then gradually closed, like twin Venus flytraps around two unfortunate insects. The last thing she saw was the smile on the girl’s face. It was a cold, merciless grin, and oddly familiar.

As darkness swarmed around her, Miranda recognised it as her own.

The ring of keys detached from Miranda’s belt easily, and it didn’t take long for the girl to use them to remove the heavy steel collar that had been kept around her neck. Immediately, she found herself astonished at just how strange it felt: for the first time in the three weeks of her existence, she was free. No restraints, no manacles, no overbearing security protocols.

It was, she thought, a feeling she could get used to.

The girl dressed quickly, stripping the older woman of her clothes with as much speed as she could manage. They fit her perfectly; Miranda’s rigid adherence to personal fitness had left her with much the same body she had had at the age of eighteen, and Mira’s lithe physique filled out the clothes effortlessly.

She could feel her heart beating in her chest. Her body was running on adrenaline, every noise making her jump, every second stretching itself out into an eternity. Soon, she thought. Almost there.

Once she was dressed, she turned her attention to the woman lying unconscious on the floor. The collar and heavy chain sat open next to her, but within seconds she felt it click closed around her tormentor’s neck. For a brief, fleeting moment she thought she saw the older woman’s eyelashes flutter and wondered if she was coming to, if she somehow realised what was happening to her. It didn’t last. Before long, Miranda’s eyes stopped moving.

Mira found herself feeling slightly disappointed. Despite the risk of her captive waking up and shouting for help, she almost found herself praying for it. She wanted Miranda to know what was going on. She wanted her to suffer – but still, there would be plenty of room for suffering in her future. That would have to suffice.

Mira checked her reflection in the glass mirror-wall of the cell, and nodded to herself: it wasn’t great, but it was satisfactory. It wouldn’t pass any close inspection – at least, not immediately – but it would certainly be enough to get past security without being remarked upon.

Mira swiped her way past the sensors using Miranda’s keycard, and breathed a sigh of relief. She was free. If she wanted to run, she could. She could escape, and no one would ever be able to find her.

Instead, she headed into the office.

‘It worked, then?’ Okada said. He had been pacing nervously, waiting to see if their plan had been successful. He was a smart man, she thought, but he had such little faith in his own abilities.

The girl nodded. ‘Like a charm. You were right about her deciding to turn the cameras off. She let her guard down as soon as she saw me. Is everything else fixed?’

‘I’ve changed the transport log,’ Okada said. ‘She’s expected in the training ward within the hour. Silencing, brainwashing, surgical enhancement... she’ll get the full package.’ He had expected that he’d feel guiltier than he did, somehow, but was relieved to find that he did not. If there was anyone who deserved that treatment, it was Miranda. With her mind wiped clean, she would no longer be a danger to anyone. There was no chance she’d be able to repeat the work that FarCorp had put into motion.

‘And after that?’

‘General sale,’ he said. ‘There’s an off-book buyer lined up... Russian, I think. Anything that gets her as far away from here as possible. It’s safer that way. For you, I mean.’

Mira nodded thoughtfully. ‘So it’s over, then?’

‘I think so. Your creation was never recorded. Genetically, you’re identical to her, so that will get you past any DNA security tests. Naturally, you look younger, but nothing that couldn’t be explained by saying she had a touch of rejuvenative plastic surgery. As far as I can see, it’s flawless.’

‘And I’ll be able to shut down the project for good.’

‘Yeah,’ Okada said. ‘The amount of influence Ms Blake had in this company, you could probably bring the whole thing crashing to the ground if you wanted to. They’d deserve it.’

‘I know. But that can wait. For the moment, just making sure no one else suffers is enough.’

Mira stood up as though to leave. Okada had wondered exactly what the girl would do once she was free, and had come to the conclusion that the first thing she would do would be to put as much distance between herself and FarCorp as possible, but now it seemed like nothing could be further from the truth. She was going to stick around until she was satisfied. There was work to be done.

‘Thank you,’ she said. ‘You saved my life. You’re a good man, Dr Okada.’

‘Remy, please.’

‘Remy, then.’ She kissed him softly on the cheek, and not for the first time he noticed how astonishingly beautiful she was. How had this girl – this sweet, gorgeous slip of a girl – grown into the callous monster that had been Miranda Blake? It didn’t seem possible. ‘If there’s anything I can do for you, I want you to let me know. Apparently I’ve managed to find myself in kind of a powerful situation all of a sudden.’

‘Just look after yourself. And...’ His voice trailed off. And what? Don’t become the same old Miranda Blake? Don’t let that happen to you? It was good advice, perhaps, but it didn’t seem right to say it out loud.

‘And what?’

‘Nothing. Just look after yourself.’

‘I will. Promise.’ She headed for the door, and swiped her keycard for exit.

‘I don’t blame you for any of this, you know,’ she said breezily as she stood halfway between the lab and her freedom. ‘The mistreatment over the past few weeks, I mean. You were always kind to me – or at least, as kind as you could be without raising suspicion. But there are people I do blame, though. Lots of them. And one day I plan to make sure that they get everything that they deserve for what they did. Absolutely everything.’

‘That sounds like a threat.’

She shook her head and smiled. ‘Oh no. It’s not a threat. It’s a promise.’ The words sent chills down his spine, and he hoped with every fibre of his being that she meant what she had said about not blaming him.

By the time he had recovered, she had gone. All that was left was the faint clacking of her shoes down the corridor, and a strong sense of foreboding about what the future might hold for the people who found themselves in her way.
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