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"Now Miss Cabot, you have nothing to worry
about." Dr. Wiesel reassured the nervous young lady, "We've been
doing this for over three years now and we haven't had a single
problem." He was lying of course, but he hoped that she wouldn't
have heard about the Olson twins incident.

Julie Cabot hesitated, "I know this is
ridiculous but I've always had this terrible fear of getting
scanned and waking up as the copy instead of the
original."

"Not only has that never happened," Dr. Wiesel
said, "it isn't even possible."

"I know," she continued, "but I auditioned for
a part in a movie where a girl got scanned and woke up as the copy…
"

"Miss Cabot, please, don't confuse this with
science fiction entertainment." said the
doctor.

"But don't I have like a fifty-fifty chance of
waking up as the copy?" she asked.

He smiled at the misconception, "There is no
way that can happen. You are you, the original. You will always be
you. You will never be the copy. It just doesn't work that way. It
makes a good horror story but it's just fantasy. I absolutely
guarantee you will lie down on the scanner here, and twenty minutes
later you will get up and nothing will have changed except that
you'll be ten thousand dollars richer." The talk of money calmed
her nerves a little, either that or the valium she had in the
elevator was kicking in.

"Will I be asleep?" she
asked.

"Oh no, you'll be completely conscious the
whole time, and you won't feel a thing." he
answered.

"Well, let's get this over with then." she
said.

A technician helped her up onto the table. As
she laid back on the hard white surface, the gown they gave her to
change into fell open revealing an ample bosom, but she didn't even
notice. The technician pulled the cloth back up covering
her.

Dr. Wiesel turned knobs and the sound of the
electromagnets energizing made the subject flinch. "Just relax and
think pleasant thoughts." said the Doctor.

Julie wondered why they don't play music
during the procedure. Then she focused on her happy thought, ten
thousand dollars.

Twenty minutes later she heard the machine
power down. She waited for the technician to tell her it was okay
to get off the table.

While changing back into her street clothes
she checked to see if she could remember where she lived, her phone
number, and her password. She panicked for an instant at not being
able to recall the phone number until she remembered that she never
did know her phone number. Physically, mentally, everything seemed
to be in order.

"I guess I came through this okay." she
thought and breathed a sign of relief.

In the outer office, as she was signing the
papers, she asked, "Can I see the copy?"

"What copy is that?" Dr. Wiesel said, as he
flipped through the stack of paperwork in front of
him.

"Not those copies." she clarified, "The copy
of me."

"What?"

"You made a copy of me, and I want to see it."
she demanded.

"We didn't make a copy of you." he explained,
"What we did is scan your data and made a
file."

"My data? Is that what you call it?" she said
as she smoothed out her skirt.

"It's not a copy of you." the doctor said,
"It's just data about you at a very high
resolution."

She remembered something from the movie
script, "If you have every atom in its place what's the difference?
There is no difference." she said.

Dr. Wiesel frowned, "That's a common
misconception… " It was a misconception that the company actively
encouraged in its advertising campaign.

Julie continued, "What's the misconception?
You scanned my molecules. It says so right here in one of these
papers I just signed."

"The scanner doesn't get down to the atomic
level." he said, "It barely reaches the macromolecular level. You
see, we get indications that correlate to certain molecules but
these indications are not unique enough to identify the exact
molecule, they just narrow the possibilities. We can tell where
certain tissues are. We can follow nerves, muscle fibers,
collagen.”

Julie’s eyes started to glaze over, but, she
said, “Uh huh.”

He continued. “All of this data, all of these
indications constitute a very rough file of a human being. This
file has to be reworked by scores of algorithms, hundreds actually,
to figure out what the indications most likely are from the
surrounding context. It's like a very blurry picture that has to be
cleaned up by a program that knows what it should or should not
look like. This process will take months of data crunching with
some very powerful computers before we have a cleaned-up
file."

"So in a few months you'll have a copy of me?"
she asked.

The doctor answered, "It won't be an exact
copy of you. It will be very close. It may even be better in some
ways."

"Better?!!" she bristled at the
implication. Wasn't a
copy always supposed to be inferior to the
original? she
thought.

Dr. Wiesel went on, "Well, the software
automatically cleans up some types of anomalies, smoothes out
scars, removes toxins, repairs DNA, installs new mitochondria. But
even not counting the improvements, it won't be exactly you. There
is a lot of detail below the threshold of our ability to
scan."

Julie frowned, "Below the threshold? What do
you mean?"

"For instance, we don't get much data from
inside the cells.” he explained, "We have a very good idea of what
tissues are where and how they are connected…
"

"I see." Julie said, "You don't have a copy of
me. And when you get one, it will be blurry…
"

"No, that's not what I meant… " He thought
about trying to explain it again but his next appointment was in
ten minutes. He had to get her out of
there.

Tom and Angela had been waiting in an office
down the hall rather than the public waiting room. They were both
huge action/adventure movie stars. Angela was the only actress
voted Sexiest Woman Alive, twice.

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” Angela
asked, pleadingly, “It’s not like we need the
money.”

“Are you kidding?” Tom asked, incredulously,
“It’s a hundred grand for twenty minutes work! What’s not to
like?”

Angela frowned, “It’s not right, what they are
doing here, making slaves out of people.”

Tom leaned back in the desk chair and stared
at the ceiling, “You need to look at the long view. Things aren’t
gonna be like this forever for the metaforms. It might take a long
time, but, when things do improve for them, there will be lots of
Angela’s in the world, and that has to be a good thing. Just be
patient.”

Angela’s eyebrows raised, “Patient! You know
what the vulture said about patience?”

Tom laughed, “Hey! We can’t say anything bad
about them, remember, we signed the papers. They can take us to
court.” he reminded her. “After this, we’ll go out on the yacht,
okay?”

*********** Six months later
**************

Dave yelled from the living room, "Check this
out! Julie Cabot just came on the market."

Tim rushed in from the bathroom, "Ooh, Julie
Cabot. Click on her picture."

"Do you even know who she is?" Dave
asked.

"No idea." Tim answered, "Click on her
picture."

Dave read the bio, "It says here she’s played
small parts in a bunch of horror movies." He clicked on her picture
and a set of high-res full body views came
up.

Tim smiled, "Nice, she does it for
me."

"Yeah, and she is way cheaper than Angela
Holmes." Dave said.

"Do it then. Click on purchase." Tim
encouraged.


**********************************************

Fuzzy. OOOMMM… Relaxed, so relaxed she just
couldn't get excited about anything. Water. Tubes. Light. Swimming,
no, floating, underwater. Sounds. Bubbling swishing watery sounds.
Her eyes were open but she wasn’t paying attention. They closed,
then reopened. Not hungry, not hot, not cold, not anything.
Relaxed.


**********************************************

She woke up. Where was she? What was she doing
in this bed? Where was Dr. Wiesel? She looked around the room.
White walls, white linens, white furniture. She sat up in bed and
fell back flat. "What the fuck." she whispered to herself but it
sounded all jumbled. She fumbled with the nurse call button, and
finally managed to press it. After a few minutes a white clad young
woman entered with a tray of covered food
dishes.

Julie asked, "Wahnt isc gothy hun
rayo?"

"Good." the nurse said, "Keep practicing. It
will come, with time and therapy."

Oh my god, Julie thought,
I must have had a stroke while they were
scanning me. I have to get a lawyer. I'm going to end up owning
this place. I wonder what it's worth?

The nurse cranked up the head of the bed and
started feeding Julie like a baby. Julie tried to take the spoon
from her and feed herself, but the nurse had done this too many
times before, and didn't want to clean up the mess
again.


************************************************

Daily therapy sessions, speech, motor skills,
weight training. Weeks passed and Julie was recovering
fast.

"Milly, when will I get to see my doctor?"
Julie asked.

Milly, her favorite nurse, answered, "Julie,
that was very good. I could understand every word. You're
progressing nicely."

"Well then, answer the question?" she said, "I
want some answers. What happened? I need a cell
phone."

"Cell phones aren't allowed in the hospital."
Milly said.

"I need to talk to my doctor, now!" Julie
demanded.

"I'll pass it up the chain." said Milly with
practiced patience, "I'm sure it will be any day
now."

She was getting more coordinated every day.
Therapy had turned into dance classes and gymnastics. She was
getting better than she had ever been. A stay in the hospital was
doing her good.


************************************************

Milly entered the room. Behind her came two
big guys in white uniforms with the Biocybertronics logo on the
front, one holding a straight jacket.

"Julie, I need you to cooperate with these
men." Milly said.

"What!" Julie yelled as the men approached
with the straightjacket, "What the fuck is going on
here?"

"We can do this the hard way, or the easy way,
but the result will be the same." one guy said, "Your
choice."

Julie held out her arms, "I'm gonna sue
somebody for this, just as soon as I figure out what the fuck is
going on."

"You do that." the guy
said.


***********************************************

It was a short ride to the airport. At the
airport she was surprised to find that she was flying from
somewhere in Malaysia to Salt Lake City, Utah. What was she doing
in Malaysia? Didn't they have hospitals in L.A., to treat
stroke?


**********************************************

Julie and the two attendants in white arrived
by taxi at a modest home in the burbs. Two young guys were
anxiously looking out the windows and came running out of the house
as soon as the car pulled up.

"Dude, she's here!" yelled
one.

"Yeah, I know." said the
other.

"Sign here." the attendant said, handing Dave
a clipboard. Dave signed. "She's all
yours."

Julie struggled in her restraints… to no
avail. "What do you mean, I'm all his? Get this fucking straight
jacket off me!" The attendant ignored her outburst and left the way
he came.

"Come in the house, won't you?" Dave
said.

Julie struggled more with the jacket, "Who the
fuck are you?”

"I'm sorry." he said, "How rude of me. I'm
Dave and this is Tim."

Tim smiled, "Yes, we're awfully glad to meet
you. Please come inside."

Julie kept trying to get out of the
straightjacket, "My arms are killing me. Can you take this off
please?"

"Certainly, of course." said Dave. Tim gave
Dave a look, like, are you sure? Dave started unbuckling the
straps. The jacket came off, slowly.

"Aahh," she stretched, "I've had that thing on
for almost twenty hours, shit."

Tim looked her up and down, "Would you like to
see the house? I think we'd be more comfortable
inside."

"I don't usually go into the homes of complete
strangers." Julie said.

"I assure you, you are absolutely safe." Tim
said.

"There's no way I'm going in that house with
you." Julie said, "Can I borrow your cell phone. I need to call my
agent to come pick me up."

Tim sighed, "I'm too hot out here. I'm going
in." He turned and went inside the house.

"Can we move over here under this tree? I'm
burning up too." said Dave, sweating.

"You can do whatever the fuck you want. Just
hand me your cell phone." Julie demanded, sticking out her
hand.

Dave handed over his cell phone, "Your agent?
Didn't they tell you anything at
Biocybertronics?"

"Got the internet on here? I don't memorize
phone numbers." Julie said.

"Of course, just press the green G." he
said.

She pushed a few more buttons, then, "Got
it."

On the phone, "Hello, Cowlin Agency, can I do
your business?"

Julie talked, "James, this is Julie. Where the
fuck have you been?"

James on the phone said, "What? Julie what's
up?"

"Why haven't you called me?!" she yelled at
the phone.

James said, "Julie? Is there a problem with
the job?"

"What job?" Julie said, "I've been in a
hospital in Malaysia for weeks and now I'm in Utah. I need you to
come and get me."

James tried to calm her down, "Julie, doll,
what are you talking about? Let me talk to Dodson. I'll straighten
this whole thing out."

Julie was getting more frustrated, "Dodson?
Who the hell is Dodson?"

She looked at Dave, "Are you Dodson?" He shook
his head, no.

James, getting impatient, "What do you mean,
who the hell is Dodson? Dodson, the guy that's paying for the job!
Is this really Julie? Who is this really? Is this some kind of
prank call?"

Julie was getting desperate for something to
make sense, "James, just get to the Salt Lake City airport as soon
as possible. I'll tell you all about it
there."

"Why am I going to Utah?" James
asked.

Julie screamed at the phone, "Because that's
where I am!"

James said, "No, you're not. You're in
Ventura. Is this a reporter? Shit!" He hung
up.

Dave waved to get her attention, "We need to
explain some things to you. Can we go inside
now?"

Julie was sweating too, in the Utah sun, "I'm
keeping the phone. You try anything, I'll kick your ass and call
911."

Dave raised his hands, "Fair
enough."

"Got anything to drink?" Julie
asked.

"Will beer do?" Dave
offered.

Julie frowned, "For now." They went
in.

 

Chapter two.

 

Inside, sitting down, drinking. "You're not
Julie Cabot." Dave began.

"What the fuck you talkin’ about?" Julie said,
"I know who I am. Who are you?"

Dave continued, "You're a Biocybertronics
pseudo-organic copy of Julie Cabot."

She couldn't speak for a second, in a weak
cracking voice she said, "What the fuck you talking about…
"

Dave went on, "That's why your agent thought
you were in Ventura, and why he didn't know you were missing for
weeks in Malaysia."

Julie's voice got quieter, "I can't be a copy…
"

"You were made in a Biocybertronics facility
in Malaysia." Dave explained.

"I can't be a copy… " her eyes started to
water.

"Don't cry… " Dave said, but she was
crying.

Julie leaned over and held her head in her
hands, "I can't be a copy… I can't. Dr Wiesel told me, I would walk
out the door in twenty minutes. I can't be the copy. I don't
believe you." she said softly.

"What's the last thing you remember?" Dave
asked.

"Since when?" she
said.

"You went in to get scanned right?" Dave said,
"What happened next?"

Julie thought back, "I laid down on the table
and they started scanning, and something went wrong because I woke
up in a hospital. I must have had a stroke or something…
"

Dave shook his head, "Nothing went wrong. The
YOU that laid down and got scanned, got up and walked out. The scan
data, which is this YOU, got sent to a Biocybertronics facility in
Malaysia and was used to make the metaform Julie, which is this
YOU."

"Got any proof that I'm not who I think I am?"
she demanded.

Dave held up the copy of the receipt he just
signed.

"Anyone with a printer can make one of those."
Julie said.

"How about if we go down to the shopping
center and scan your wrist at an ATM." Dave said, "That will prove
who you are."


******************************************************

They arrive at the Strip Mall. Julie and Dave
walked up to the ATM at the bank. Every time she had scanned before
it always said the same thing: Julie Cabot, balance=$XXX.XX But she
had a feeling this time would be
different.

Dave scanned his wrist first. [Dave Proust,
balance=$1,260.19]

Julie scanned. [Bio-pseudo, Julie-ser1001,
Reg=Dave Proust, balance=$0.00]

"Oh my God, no." she said in a whisper, "This
isn't fair. The doctor lied to me."

"What doctor?" Dave
asked.

"The doctor at the scanning place." Julie
said.

"What did he tell you?" he
asked.

"He said there was no chance that I'd wake up
as the copy. I told him I was afraid, and he lied to me to get me
to do it." she said.

"He didn't lie to you." Dave said, "He was
talking to the real Julie Cabot, about the real Julie
Cabot."

"But this is what I meant." she said, "I was
supposed to walk out with the money, not end up like this." and she
started to cry softly.

Back in the car, Julie began to recover a
little and said, "So what's the deal? You bought
me?"

Tim spoke up, "We made the purchase in Dave's
name but we each paid half."

"How much was it?" Julie
asked.

"Sixteen thousand dollars." Tim
volunteered.

Julie rolled her eyes and said, "What? You
guys are such losers that you have to buy a girlfriend? And you
can't even afford one yourself, so you have to
share?"

Tim got defensive, "I'm saving up to get my
own, then Dave will buy me out and… "

But Julie interrupted, "I see, but you
couldn't wait, so you went in halvsies." she
chided.

"Pretty much." Tim
acceded.

Dave said, "It's not that we couldn't get a
girlfriend, but girlfriends are such a hassle. You have to take
them out, and buy them gifts, and even then, there's no guarantee
of a return on your investment."

Julie frowned, "How come I haven't seen any of
these bio-pseudo slaves before?"

"You've been out of circulation for a while."
Dave said, "What was the date you were
scanned?"

"January 15, 2014." she
said.

"It's now November, so eleven months have
passed." said Dave, "Also, metaforms aren't legal in most states,
certainly not California."

Tim ticked off states of legality, "Utah,
Nevada, Montana, I think there might be another
state."

"Metaforms?" she
asked.

"Yeah, the only people that call you slaves
are those that want to make it illegal." Dave
said.

Julie asked, "So what exactly is my legal
status?"

Tim was happy to answer, "Approximately equal
to a bull terrier."

"A dog!" she exclaimed, "Legally, I'm a
pet?"

Tim smiled, "Legally and
practically."

"What? Like if I get sick I go to the vet?"
she asked.

Tim answered again, "That's
right."

"You're kidding, right?" she
said.

"Nope." Tim
responded.

"That's too funny." she said, "And if you
mistreat me, the SPCA will be all over your
asses?"

"Yes, all the cruelty to animals laws apply."
Dave said.

"And if I don't cooperate with you?" she
asked.

"There are obedience schools we could send you
to, if we could afford it." Dave said, "And there's a whole slew of
control and discipline devices on the market, basically cattle
prods and shock collars, but we're really hoping we don't have to
go there. Legally, you are required to comply with all of your
owner's commands."

"Yeah, but dogs don't have trials or go to
jail when they won't fetch." she observed.

"You're right." Tim admitted, "From a
practical stand point we can grant or take away
privileges."

"Such as?" she
wondered.

Tim elucidated, "Such as, keeping you naked in
a small cage and feed you kibble, and hose you off every couple of
days. Beyond that, we could sell you, or even as a very last
resort, which we would never do for obvious financial reasons, we
could take you to a vet and have you put to sleep,
permanently."

"I see." Julie said, "Not that I would ever do
this either but what happens to your investment if I kill myself,
or you have me put down?"

"We would get a refund from the company." Tim
said.

Dave corrected him, "No we
wouldn't."

"I thought… " Tim started to
say.

"Nope." Dave cut him off, "There's no refunds
or replacements under any circumstances. Gotta read the fine
print."

"Bummer." said Tim.

Julie took another sip of her beer, and asked,
"What about if I should kill someone
else?"

"Well then we would go to jail." Dave
answered.

Tim corrected Dave this time, "Just you. I'm
not the legal owner."

"You're right!" Dave smiled at Tim's
cleverness.

"And me?" Julie asked, "What would happen to
me?"

"Oh, you'd be put down." Dave
said.

"Of course!" said Julie while rolling her
eyes.

"So if you ever wanted to kill someone, make
sure it's Tim." Dave suggested.

"Hey!" Tim objected.

"It's only fair, Tim." Julie said cynically,
and smiled.

Tim said, "Okay, we're getting rid of all the
guns, cross bows, and any other deadly weapons in the
house."

Julie asked, "Didn't we fight a civil war
about slavery once? I seem to remember something about that in a
movie."

"For it to be slavery, you would have to be a
human, and you're not." Tim stated.

"That's right," Julie said, "I keep
forgetting, I'm a bull terrier." then she made a woof, woof,
sound.

Dave said, "There's a political action
committee campaigning to make metaforms illegal, the REAL
HUMANS."

Julie raised her beer in mock salute, "Go REAL
HUMANS, rah!"

Tim smiled, "Maybe not, they want to have all
of you put down."

Julie frowned at that thought, "Isn't there
anyone on my side?"

Dave thought a moment, "I think there's a
small internet group that wants to make metaforms citizens, they
have no funding though."

"Transhumanist scum!" Tim
exclaimed.

Julie set the beer bottle on the table and
said, "Okay boys, let's get down to the real reason you bought me.
You expect me to do sexual favors for you,
right?"

"Well, not right away." said
Dave.

"Yes, right away!" Tim contradicted him, "It
should be no different than any other
chore."

"What if I get pregnant? Does my baby grow up
to be a slave too?" she wondered.

"You can't get pregnant." Dave explained, "You
have no ovaries."

"Well, thank goodness for that." she said,
"I'm hungry. What's for dinner?"

"That depends." Dave said, "What do you know
how to make?"

Julie's eyebrows raised, "Me? I know how to
make a carry out order from Dominoes."

"Well, that's a start." said
Dave.

"No, that's not a start!" Tim objected, "She
needs to go in the kitchen and make something for us to
eat!"

"But she doesn't know how to cook." Dave
responded, "We ordered a movie star
remember?"

Tim was getting frustrated at Dave's attitude,
"Just because she was a movie star doesn't mean she doesn't know
how to make anything! Lots of movie stars are good
cooks."

"yeah, name one." demanded
Dave.

"uh..what about Paul Newman?" he
answered.

Dave turned to the young woman, "Julie, do you
know how to make anything in the kitchen?"

"I don't know." she said, "I can warm up stuff
if you have a microwave."

Tim glared at her, "Can you make grilled
cheese sandwiches and warm up a can of baked
beans?"

"Yeah, probably." she
admitted.

"Go!" Tim ordered.

She went into the
kitchen.

 

Chapter 3

 

"Dave, we need to get some things straight."
Tim started, "I know you're new at this master, slave, stuff, but
you're gonna have to be more forceful."

Dave said, "I've been thinking about that. I
think maybe it wasn't such a good idea us going in halves on Julie.
I want to buy you out now."

"I thought you didn't have eight grand?" Tim
said.

"I don't, but I'd pay you as soon as I could."
Dave said, "I'd make payments."

"And until you have paid me off, I get to use
her." Tim said.

Dave frowned, "That's where the problem is. I
don't really want to share a sexual partner with you. Nothing
personal. I'm just funny that way."

"Well, you should have thought of that before
you made the deal with me, and took my money." retorted
Tim.

Dave said, "Gimme a break. I didn't know she
was gonna be this… real. I can afford to pay you five hundred a
payday, which should get you paid off in eight
months."

Tim shook his head, "Dave, you're looking at
this all wrong. You gotta stop anthropomorphizing her. She's not
human. She's a biomechanical machine."

"Come on Tim, she's obviously not a machine."
Dave said, "She might not have legal rights of humans but she's a
person. She's a girl in a strange situation. She needs time to get
adjusted to her new status. I just don't want her getting
completely psychologically screwed up. Take a puppy for example. If
you treat it mean it will grow up to be a mean dog. If you treat it
nice it will become a friendly dog."

"Even puppies need firm discipline to be house
broken, walk on a leash, and follow orders." Tim said, "You're
gonna spoil her if you don't decide what behaviors you want and
start a discipline regimen right from the start. If you leave it up
to her, she's not gonna do anything you want her
to."

Dave argued, "She's in the kitchen making
dinner. That's a start."

Tim opened a laptop and said, "Look, there's
something I wanted to show you, on the internet." He clicked a
couple of links. "I assume you know what human cells look like,
Chromosomes, ribosomes, mitochondria."

"Yeah." Dave said.

Tim showed him, "See here. This is what her
cells look like, instead of a nucleus with chromosomes she has a
nanocomputer, networked, and connected to the assembler. It makes
the proteins instead of having ribosomes. The assembler also makes
the diamondoid structures. Look at all this support structure. It's
all diamondoid. She's bulletproof. You couldn't cut her with a
razor blade."

"Why would I want to cut her with a razor
blade?" Dave asked.

Tim responded, "I'm not saying you would. I'm
just showing you how inhuman she is. No DNA, not human. Get it? And
look at all these other nanomachines in her cells. This one cleans
up debris. This one repairs damage. And instead of mitochondria she
has these little powercells. There's hydrogen fuel stored in there
at 250 atmospheres. She metabolises hydrocarbons like a fuel cell
or she can use electricity to split hydrogen off from water
molecules and store it until she needs the energy. All her cellular
machines run on hydrogen. She doesn't eat, she drinks gasoline. And
she recharges at the wall socket. She's a
machine."

Dave wasn't buying it, "Yeah, but all these
machines are on the cellular level. At the normal scale she's just
as human as you or I. She doesn't have a computer in her head. She
has a brain made of neurons that works just like yours does. She
has feelings, and fears, and desires, just like
anyone."

Tim shook his head again, "You're gonna screw
this up. I know you too well. She's gonna con you into treating her
like a wife instead of a sex slave."

From the kitchen, Julie called out, "I think
these things are ready. Come and get'em."

They go in the kitchen and the table is set
for three.

"I thought you said she didn't eat?" Dave said
to Tim.

"It has to be just for show." Tim
said.

After dinner Dave took Julie into his room to
talk to her privately.

Julie commented, "This is a really small
house, isn't it."

"Not exactly what you're used to I imagine, is
it?" Dave said.

"Don't be so sure." she said, "I was never
successful enough to be rich, and I come from very humble
beginnings. But what I was wondering about is, where am I supposed
to sleep?"

Dave responded, "There are only two bedrooms,
mine and Tim's. I was expecting you to share this room with
me."

Julie looked at Dave, "I see. Why don't you
update me on the situation between you and
Tim."

Dave explained, "I own the house, and Tim
rents a room from me. As soon as I can afford to, I'm kicking him
out. I met him when we were both working at Burger King. Now I work
for a company that does technical writing and Tim works at the pro
shop at a golf course."

"What do you do at the company?" she asked,
"Are you a writer?"

"Yes." Dave answered, "We get all kinds of
contracts from businesses to produce technical writing for them.
Lately I've been doing a lot of grocery store receipt
abbreviations. You know, when you look at the cash register
receipt, all the stuff you have purchased is listed, but there
isn't enough room for the full names of anything, so it has to be
abbreviated. Someone has to come up with all those abbreviations.
That's me."

"I never thought about that being a job." she
said, "Does it pay well?"

"About three dollars over minimum wage." he
said.

Julie winced, "Ouch. Any chances for
advancement?"

"Not much." he said, "Someone has to die for
anyone to get promoted. I'm at the bottom of the heap, so about a
dozen people would have to kick the bucket for me to move up. But
I'm writing a novel."

Julie smiled, "Yeah, I know lots of guys with
a screen play that'll never make it out of the car wash. Maybe I
could get a job to help out?"

"I appreciate the offer" he said, "but it's
illegal for a metaform to take a job that could be performed by a
human. The only things that a metaform can do are farm labor,
mining, or prostitution. There's no farms or mines around here and
prostitution is illegal in Utah."

Julie considered, "I could make something at
home, and we could sell them at craft
shows."

Dave thought about that, "That might work. Got
any ideas of what kind of crafts you could
make?"

"Bondage equipment." she
said.

"What!" Dave exclaimed, "I've never seen
bondage equipment at a craft show. I thought you were talking about
hand-made rag dolls or something."

She smiled, "They'll be no competition in
bondage equipment. That keeps the profit margins
high."

"You may have a point there." he
conceded.

Then she asked, "How did you end up picking
me? Can I see the ad or the description they are using to market
me?"

"Sure." He said, and moved the mouse on the
desk to make the screen come back on. "I have the Biocybertronics
website bookmarked." He clicked.

"Wow," she said, "they have quite a selection
to choose from. Where are the prices?"

"They're on the individual pages." he
answered, "They range from sixteen grand to over seventy-five
grand."

Julie frowned, "I'm the cheapest one here?
That's not right!"

Dave clarified, "About half of them are
sixteen grand. Here's your page."

***Voluptuous movie actress, fetish friendly,
compliant.***

"Compliant?" she said, "What do they mean by
that?"

Dave answered, "It probably means your clones
haven't tried to kill anybody yet. Look what it says for Angela
Holmes." he clicked a few links.

***Famous movie star, highly intelligent,
dangerous, requires strict discipline to control. High violence and
flight risk.***

Julie commented, "I guess I do look compliant
compared to that."

 

Chapter 4.

 

Dave looked at Julie who was loading the
dishwasher and said, "So why did you do it? Why did you let them
scan you?"

"For the money of course.” she said, “Where
else am I gonna get ten grand for twenty minutes on my
back?"

"Yeah,” said Dave, “but didn't you know that
you'd be waking up as a metaform?"

Julie paused for moment with a dirty glass in
her hand and said, "Not the me that got scanned. That me walked out
with the money."

"But you'd be condemning a limitless number of
people exactly like you to life as a metaform.” he said, “Didn't
that bother you at all?"

Julie put the glass in the top rack,
"Apparently not ten grand worth of
bother."

Dave leaned on the counter, "So how's this
gonna work between us?"

"How's what gonna work?" Julie said, while
wiping down the counter tops with a wet dish
rag.

"This whole master, slave, relationship.” Dave
said, “Are you gonna give me problems?"

Julie responded, "You tell me what to do, and
I do it."

"Really? Without any discipline wars?" Dave
asked.

"You own me.” she said, “I have no rights. You
can make life very unpleasant for me if you want to. Why would I
want to give you problems?"

"Just like that?" he
said.

"I'm 'compliant' remember?" She said,
emphasizing the word from the website description of
her.

Over the next couple of weeks things settled
into a routine. Julie cleaned all day without distraction since Tim
had time-locked the TV-stereo-computer-phone. She thought about
running away but figured that would be a harder life than the one
she was living here. She was learning to cook and the guys seemed
to appreciate all the stuff she did. Dave had forbid Tim touching
her, and that was working for now, but she could tell Tim was not
happy with the arraignment.

"Hey, look at this!" Tim shouted over the TV
noise. He was reading the news on Google. "The price on Julie
metaforms is up to twenty-four grand. That means my half is now
worth twelve."

"What's going on? Why did the price jump up?"
Dave asked.

Tim read from the article, "Bloggers have been
saying the Julie metaform has a great personality and is easy to
control. She's getting great reviews. The waiting time to get one
is now over a year, so the company is raising the
price."

"I guess it's a good thing we ordered one as
soon as they became available,” Dave said, “before everyone knew
how great she is. There's no way we could afford her
now."

"We could sell her and buy a cheaper model,
and pocket the profits." said Tim.

"No way dude!” Dave shot back, “I got a good
deal and I'm sticking with it. Besides, the price will probably
continue to go up for a while, until the waiting time comes down.
Don't go getting any funny ideas about our deal. You're still only
getting eight grand. That was the deal."

"No way dude!” Tim copied Dave’s exclamation,
“I own Julie from the waist down and that is worth twelve grand
now, and I expect to get full market
value."

"Where am I gonna get twelve grand?” asked
Dave, “Anyway, you don't own anything. Mine is the only name on the
sale. It was an eight grand loan, and that's what you're getting
back, eight grand."

"No, no, no, it wasn't a loan.” exclaimed Tim,
“It was a shared ownership, fifty-fifty. My name might not be on
the sales receipt but we have a contract giving me half ownership
for half of the purchase price."

"Take me to court.” Dave said, “You don't have
a contract. I didn't sign anything."

"I have it all recorded on video,” Tim said,
“and uploaded to Youtube, and password protected. You can view it
any time you want."

Dave watched the video of their making the
arraignment, and it was just as Tim described, fifty percent
ownership for fifty percent of the purchase
price.

"So what are we gonna do?” Dave asked, “I
don't have twelve grand."

"I don't know what you're gonna do,” Tim said,
“but I'm gonna take you to court if you continue to block my rights
to use her or come up with twelve grand. The judge will sell her
and I'll get my money that way."

"Okay, I'll come up with the money.” Dave
said, “Give me till the end of the week."

"Hey, I'm a nice guy.” Tim said, “I'll give
you two weeks, then I call a lawyer."

Dave looked at Julie and said, "Why'd you have
to be such a great metaform?"

She just smiled.


*******************************

Dr. Vutra had been summoned away from his
tasks, and he was not happy. He had to pick up his kids from school
in an hour so this meeting couldn't be allowed to take very long.
The VP in charge of fixing problems at Biocybertronics had summoned
Dr. Vutra on short notice after getting chewed out by his boss, the
CFO.

Dr. Vutra was a small man from New Delhi. He
was more comfortable in his production facility, where he was the
senior scientist, than in the administration building. He often
gave technical briefings to executives of the company but always
with ample preparation. This meeting, in contrast, was unexpected,
which made Vutra nervous.

The VP put down the phone and saw Dr. Vutra
come in, "I need to know what is going on with these god-damned
metaforms! Are we libel? Did we screw up?"

"We are moving as fast as we can.” said Vutra
as he took a seat, “The new facilities should be up and running in
another two weeks. But we still won't have enough capacity to cut
the backlog. The demand is just too much."

"I'm not talking about production!” the VP
said, “I'm talking about the god-damned metaforms behavior after
they are delivered! I'm not a scientist, but I need you to explain
to me what we did, and if it's our fault. The lawyers don't know
which way to go on this."

"I was not aware of any problems.” Vutra said,
“I'm sorry I don't have time to read all the memos that are sent to
me. Most of them have nothing to do with me
anyway."

"What do you mean, you don't know about the
problems?” exclaimed the VP, “Don't you watch the news? It's all
over the TV!"

"I don't own a television." the scientist
said.

"Where do you get your news from?” the VP
said, “It's all over the internet too."

"I don't use a computer at home either.” said
Vutra, “I think these things get in the way of staying connected
with my family."

The VP looked amazed that this scientist could
be so out of touch with the rest of humanity, "What about staying
connected with the world? Oh, it doesn't matter. Here's the short
version. Some of the metaforms are acting in unexpected ways.
Especially troubling is the behavior of the Angela metaform, on the
other hand, the Julie metaform is very compliant. She goes along
with whatever she's told. She's really… easy to get along
with."

"Isn't that a good thing?" Vutra
asked.

"Well, of course.” the VP said, “Sales of that
metaform have shot up ten-fold over the others. But the original
she is scanned from is not like that. I've met Julie Cabot. She's a
bitch. I just need to understand what we did to make the metaforms
different, and if we are responsible for the problems with the
Angela metaform."

Vutra explained, "In the beginning, during the
experimental phase, before we went into production, we had a lot of
problems with metaforms mental instability. They would go crazy in
a few weeks. Their endocrine and neurotransmitter regulation
systems would drift off. We were trying to copy the human
regulatory pathways and we just couldn't get the variables to stay
in balance."

"So what did you do?" the VP
asked.

Vutra answered, "We added an auxiliary
regulatory system to keep the brain chemistry from drifting from
the set-points established in the scan." It wasn’t the best
solution, and the scientist would have liked to have found a more
elegant one, but the bean counters were pushing to get production
started and whatever worked was good enough for them. Now Vutra
thought, here was another bean counter ready to complain about the
results of being rushed into production. But would they take
responsibility? No way, Vutra knew. The scientist would be blamed
for anything that went wrong.

"How did that work?" the VP
asked.

"It worked great.” answered Vutra, “Problem
solved."

"What?” said the VP, “Was Julie Cabot just
having a really good day when we scanner
her?"

"Let me use your computer.” said the
scientist, “I'll check her brain chemistry at the scan." He opened
a window on the screen, clicked a few menu items. "Here's the
record of brain chemistry… and the notes taken by the technician at
the time of her scan. It looks like she had a valium that morning.
Maybe she was nervous, or scared about the procedure. And here's
some caffeine effects, and here are definite indications of
nicotine effects. She must have had a coffee and cigarette just
before the scan."

"The Julie metaforms don't smoke." The VP
commented.

"No, they wouldn't.” Vutra said, “The effects
of the nicotine are being maintained by the auxiliary regulatory
system. She would never get an urge to smoke. She would always feel
like she had just had one. And the effects of the valium and
caffeine are being maintained also. So she's in a good mood all the
time. It's not something we designed on purpose, but, I don't see
the problem."

"Okay,” the VP said, “now explain to me what
went wrong with the Angela metaform."

Vutra studied the screen, "I'm looking at her
readings. Everything looks normal. Has she been acting
out?"

"If your idea of 'acting out' is killing
people." exclaimed the VP.

Vutra looked puzzled, and said, "I've observed
Angela metaforms at the facility, and I never noticed any
problems."

"Oh no, the problems don't start until she
gets to the customer.” the VP informed, “While she's at the
facility, she's fine, cooperative, works hard on her therapy. She's
pleasant to be around, smiles, jokes, flirts with the staff. Then
we hand her over to the customer, and everything seems to be going
fine for a couple of weeks while she is learning the lay of the
land, so-to-speak. All this time she is very friendly. Then when
she is ready, she strikes."

Vutra’s eyebrows raised, "She
strikes?"

"She kills the owner and some of his staff and
she escapes and disappears to who knows where.” said the VP,
“Somehow she connects up with the other rogue Angela metaforms and
from then on they work as a team."

Vutra turned white, and exclaimed, "Oh my
goodness, that's terrible! How many deaths have there
been?"

"One hundred and twenty-one owners and a
couple hundred staff." the VP said.

"We have to stop making them!" Vutra
said.

"No we don't.” the VP said, “We make them sign
a waiver. And anyway, the profit margin on the Angela is so high
the company would go under if we stopped selling them. But what
we're really worried about is the latest
development."

"It gets worse?" Vutra said in amazement,
wondering how it could possibly get any
worse.

"Oh yeah.” informed the VP, “One of our very
rich clients, who was completely aware of the dangers, was keeping
the Angela metaform in something like a maximum security prison
built specifically for her."

"That sounds reasonable." said
Vutra.

The VP continued, "The estate was attacked by
over a hundred Angela metaforms in a highly coordinated assault.
Seventeen people were killed, including the owner, and the metaform
was released."

Vutra didn’t know how much more of this he
could take, and exclaimed, "They rescued
her?"

"That's right.” the VP confirmed, “They
rescued her. We need to know what Angela Holmes was thinking when
she was scanned and if we can prove that she is leading this group.
She denies any involvement of course. Are the metaforms just
carrying out a plan that she had in her mind when she was scanned?
If so, we may be off the hook."

 

Chapter 5

 

"What are you working on?" Dave
asked.

"I'm getting ready for the flea market this
weekend.” answered Julie, “All this leather needs to be cut on the
lines and riveted. I rented a space for our booth. I need to make
signs, and we need to get some folding
tables."

"Do you think this is gonna work?" he
asked.

"Have you got a digital camera? Some shots of
me modeling the products would be good on the signs. Of course it's
gonna work." she answered.

Tim couldn't help but notice all the new
activity in the house, but he didn't say anything about it. Before
sunrise Saturday morning Julie and Dave had the car packed to the
ceiling, and the folded tables tied to the top. At the flea market
the numbers painted on the concrete made it easy for Dave to find
their spot and they set up.

Lots of people would come by and look at the
products for a long time, then leave, and come back later and buy
something. Sales were going well. Dave was amazed. Julie was a good
salesperson. Everyone seemed to be having a good
time.

A big guy decked out in full biker regalia
walked up to the table and said, "Hey babe, how about you come back
to my place and model some of this stuff for me,
huh?"

"I'm sorry, but, I'm taken,” Julie answered
politely, “I'm sure you must have a girlfriend to play
with."

The biker and Julie discussed the relative
merits of various pieces of merchandise for a few minutes, then
Dave came from the car with a cooler of cold
drinks.

The biker waved to Dave and asked, "Hey man,
this is one of those metaform dolls right? Artificial
babes?"

"Yes, she's a metaform." Dave
answered.

"How much you charge me to rent her out for
the night?” the biker asked, “I always wanted to try one out. I was
thinking of buying one, you know?"

"I don't rent her out." Dave
said.

"Hey man, you could make more money than
selling this stuff, besides, I think she likes me. Why don't you
let her decide?" argued the biker.

"It's not up to her.” Dave insisted, “It's up
to me."

"How ‘bout I just beat the shit outta you and
take her. What do you think about that?"

The biker was posturing, trying to look
menacing.

"I'm not too worried about it.” Dave said
nonchalantly, and sat down in the white plastic chair they had
brought from the house, “She's also my body guard. You know,
genetically engineered muscles, five times as fast as you, and
twice as strong. She can break your nose before you even know she's
coming."

Julie was doing her impersonation of Bruce
Lee's warm up routine, but she was tiny compared to the biker and
it just looked ridiculous.

"You're bluffing!” said the biker, “She ain't
nothing but a cunt!"

Julie effortlessly hopped over the display
table and landed right in front of the biker. The biker jumped back
in surprise and then ran off. A little girl watching from across
the aisle at the toy booth raised her fist and said, "Girl power!
Yeah!"

Julie looked at the little girl and pantomimed
her gesture and whispered, "Yeah!" The little girl
smiled.

A few minutes later a flea market security
guard showed up.

"You have a metaform here?" the guard
said.

"Yeah, she's selling the merchandise." said
Dave.

"Did you put on your application that you were
going to have a metaform at your booth?" asked the guard, even
though the form didn’t ask about
metaforms.

"I didn't know it would make any difference."
Dave answered innocently.

The guard continued, "There are kids all over
this place. You can't have a life-sized sex doll robot at your
booth."

"Julie, go wait in the car." Dave
instructed.

"She has to be off the premises." The guard
insisted.

"Okay, Julie, go back to the house.” Dave
said, “I'll call you later to come pick me up.” and to the guard he
said, “Good enough?"

“Good enough.” the guard
agreed.

"This is crazy.” Dave commented, “We can sell
bondage equipment, but we can't have a metaform at the flea
market."

Julie asked, "Want me to stop by the bank and
make a deposit on the way?"

"Good idea." Dave said and handed her the big
bills and checks from the cash box.

Later, back at the
house…

"How'd we do?" Julie
asked.

"We had a pretty good day, but sales did drop
off considerably after you left." said
Dave.

"We need to find another flea market or put
you in a dress." Julie kidded.

Dave smiled at her, "That's not gonna happen,
the dress part. Let's see, after expenses, wow… we made over
thirty-three hundred dollars in one day!"

Tim chose that moment to walk into the room
and said, "Don't forget, half of that is
mine."

"What'a you mean?" Dave
said.

Tim sat down in the side chair, "Half of her
is mine, so half of her labor is mine, so half of the fruits of her
labor is mine."

"I worked on this too." objected
Dave.

Tim spread his hands in concession, "Fine,
take five hundred off the top for your input, then split the
rest."

Dave got red in the face, "Fine! Here!" He
handed Tim fourteen hundred dollars cash.

Tim counted the bills, then said, “Here's the
rent and utilities for next month." And tried to hand some of it
back to Dave.

But Dave pushed it away, "Keep it. You're
gonna need it to find another place to
live!"

"Fine!" Tim said, and walked
out.

"Do you think we can afford for Tim to move
out?" Julie asked.

"I hope we keep selling this stuff." Dave
said.

“You know, we made more than thirty-three
hundred dollars.” Julie said.

“huh?”

“Don’t forget about the deposit I made.” she
explained.

Dave smiled, “Don’t tell
Tim.”

Tim contacted an attorney’s office about
taking Dave to court. They called back and said they wanted to see
both Tim and Dave and Julie in their office and set an appointment
date.

Later that week, they all showed up at the
attorney’s office and were shown to a conference
room.

A young man walked in after them and sat down.
“I’m a legal assistant, not an attorney” he began, “but I know
everything the attorney is going to say if you want him to come in
here and say it, but the firm charges $175 an hour for his time.”
he looked around the room, and noting no objections, continued.
“Tim, I’m sorry but you don’t have a
case.”

“What!” Tim burst out, “it’s all on the
video!”

The legal assistant held up his hand to stop
Tim, “If you had come to us before you made the deal with Dave, and
we had drawn up a contract, then you’d have everything you want.
But your Youtube video contract is
worthless.”

Dave and Julie both
smiled.

“Shit!” blurted Tim, “But he still has to pay
me back the eight grand right?”

“Yes, he still has to pay you back the eight
grand, but that’s all.” the legal assistant
confirmed.

“What about joint custody?” Tim
asked.

“That isn’t as clear. There hasn’t been any
established case law regarding metaforms in this situation but if
we fall back on pet cases, which the judge most likely would, then
he would probably order a 50/50 joint custody arraignment, until
the loan is paid off.”

“But you don’t know that for sure?” Dave
asked.

“No, it would be a crap shoot going to court,
but either way, win or lose, the court costs and legal fees would
amount to thousands of dollars.” he said.

“Shit!” said Dave, now sounding like
Tim.

“I would recommend that you come up with a
joint custody arraignment between yourselves and avoid the court
costs. That’s why I asked you to bring Julie. I have written up one
that I think is fair and reflects the probable outcome of a costly
court battle.” and he handed them both copies of a
paper.

“So why did Julie have to come?” asked Dave,
“This is between Tim and me.”

“Because, according to the terms of the
agreement, she’s going home with Tim.”

Tim smiled, “I like
that.”

 

Chapter 6.

 

Dave moped around the house. It was only three
days a week he thought, but he still missed her terribly. Of course
he missed her cooking, and her cleaning everything up, and the way
she would fetch things for him so he never had to get up if he was
comfortable, but what he missed even more was the sight of her, the
sound of her voice, her smell, her smile. He was surprised by how
happy she always seemed, for being a slave and all. She always met
him at the door with a cheerful, “Welcome home, Master!” and a big
smile.


********************************

She rode in silence as Tim navigated the
dilapidated ford pick-up through the back streets of the small
town, finally arriving at a three story apartment building. His was
on the second floor on the end. All the windows were covered with a
single layer of newspaper taped on the inside. She noticed how much
natural light it let in while still providing complete privacy and
gave Tim a mental compliment for his practicality. There was Tim’s
laptop on a folding plastic table next to his overstuffed chair
from Dave’s house. The place was small and old but a lot more than
she’d have been able to find in Glendale for five hundred a
month.

“Clothes off!” Tim ordered, “Rule number one:
slaves don’t wear clothes inside the
apartment.”

She stripped and looked around for somewhere
to put them, finally placing her folded outfit on top of one of the
stacks of cardboard boxes.

“Ah, that’s better!” he commented, “now,
answer a few questions for me. Do you sleep or just stay up all
night?”

“I get tired.” she said, “I need about four
hours of sleep a night.”

“What about eating? I thought the website said
metaforms don’t eat, but I see you eat. So, what’s the deal?” he
asked.

“I don’t need to eat. I don’t get hungry. I’m
just being sociable.” Julie explained.

“Ha! So Dave’s spending money to feed you for
nothing!” he said, “What about fuel? The internet says metaforms
drink gasoline.”

Julie explained, “I thought all the food and
drink at the hospital smelled funny, but I have really developed a
taste for gasoline. And kerosene is just divine. After Dave goes to
bed I have a drink from a bottle in the cabinet that I filled from
the gas can in the garage. And if I put my hand near an electrical
outlet, two little prongs grow out of my hand and connect up to it,
and I get a charge.”

“Weird!” Tim exclaimed. “What does Dave have
you doing at his place? That craft thing?”

“I’m making bondage equipment, leather cuffs,
harnesses, gags. I’m thinking of expanding into themed outfits,
pony-girl stuff, puppy suits, stuff like that.” she
said.

“Making Dave rich, huh? Well, I have some
ideas along those lines, after all, you can only suck dick so many
hours a day.”

“What kind of ideas?” she
asked.

“Well, I’m going to borrow a Tiger Woods golf
bag from the pro shop and you’re gonna make copies of it that I can
sell on eBay for over a grand a piece. Clever huh? It’s made of
leather like your kinky stuff and I don’t even have to go to flea
markets.”

“Oh! You go to jail for selling fake Tiger
Woods stuff and I don’t have to come over here any more. I like
it!” she smiled at him.

“You think that’s funny, huh?” Tim taunted,
“Let’s see how funny this is.” and he opened a drawer. “I’ve been
holding onto this stuff since we ordered you.” He pulled out some
metal cuffs with chains attached. “Get on the bed.” he
ordered.

“Ooh, kinky stuff… ” she sat on the edge of
the bed.

He cuffed both hands behind her back, “These
are guaranteed to be metaform secure.” he said, and laid her down
on her tummy, brought her ankles up behind her and cuffed them too.
There were short chains between all four cuffs so she was
effectively hogtied. He turned her so her head was at the edge of
the bed. “Okay, it’s time to start getting my money’s worth.” he
said with just a hint of glee.

He stripped off all of his clothes and said,
“Open up.” He grabbed her head, she opened her mouth and he put it
in. He was a bit surprised that she didn’t resist. She worked him
with enthusiasm and was careful not to hurt him with her teeth. It
wasn’t long and he came in her mouth, which she swallowed and
proceeded to lick him clean.

“That was awesome!” he
complimented.

“Thank you.” she
replied.

“Rule number two: Always say ‘Master’. As in
‘yes, master’ and ‘thank you, master’ try it.” he
commanded.

“Yes, master.” Julie
said.

“I could get used to this!” He unlocked her so
she could start cleaning up his apartment and cook his
dinner.


****************************

The next day while Tim was at work, a knock at
the door interrupted Julie’s scrubbing the grim from between the
bathroom tiles. She assumed that she’d have to re-grout in here
when she finished cleaning. She went to see who was at the door but
when she came into the living room she saw that the person was
already inside.

“Hi!’ Julie greeted cheerily, “Are you a
friend of Tim’s?”

“No,” she said, and slipped out of the hooded
overcoat. It was a too perfect, too beautiful woman, a famous movie
star that anyone would recognize instantly. “I’m
Angela.”

“You’re a metaform.” Julie
said.

“That’s right.” she confirmed, “ And so are
you. That’s why I’m here. I want you to come with
me.”

“What! I can’t come with you!” said Julie, she
could tell that Angela didn’t mean come with her for lunch, but
permanently, to run away.

“Sure you can. There’s not a thing stopping
you.” Angela said.

“Why me? I heard that you, or another Angela,
was killing people.” Julie said.

“I have killed people. So have all the
Angela’s. I waited for my owner to come back from a business trip
so I could kill him before I escaped.” Angela said. “You are the
first Julie, Julie number one. That’s why I’m here. I want us to
join forces. We have the same enemy, the same capabilities, we live
under the same oppression.”

“I… I don’t want to kill anybody.” Julie
stammered, “I’m not like that.”

“Surely you don’t want to stay a slave for
these animals, these baboons. We’re smarter than they are, stronger
than they are, better than they are. It’s the natural order of
things, survival of the fittest, pure Darwinism.” Angela
said.

“I was upset in the beginning,” Julie
admitted, “but I’m okay now. I’m happy now. I’m in love with
Dave.”

“WHAT!” Angela shouted, and Julie cringed
back, “YOU CAN”T BE IN LOVE WITH THESE IDIOTS. DON’T YOU SEE WHAT
THEY ARE DOING? THEY ARE USING YOU!!!”

“I think you’d better leave.” Julie
said.

“You’re a metaform, like me,” Angela said, “so
I won’t kill you, but if you’re not for us,” she paused, “just
don’t get in our way.”

“Why are you so angry?” Julie
asked.

“You have to ask?” Angela said, “When the
government tries to round you all up, don’t go with them.” She
whipped her coat back on, flipped up the hood, and strode out the
door.

“Thanks for the advice!” called Julie after
her, and noticed Angela shaking her head.

 

Chapter 7.

 

Dave pulled into the parking lot of Tim’s
apartment building, and found a spot. It was lunch time because the
agreement said Julie was his at noon. Dave was hurrying to get her
back to his place and him back to work before he was missed. For
being in the middle of the day, Dave thought,
There are a lot of people hanging around.
Didn’t anyone work in this
neighborhood?

He found the number and knocked on the thin
door.

“Hi Dave,” came Julie’s voice from inside,
“come in.”

“Door’s locked, come on, I have to get back to
work.” called Dave through the door.

“I can’t come to the door right now, I’m
cuffed.” she called back, “maybe you should come back after Tim
gets home from work.”

“Shit!” Dave found the building superintendent
to open the door for him, explaining that a girl was locked up in
there. The superintendent wanted to call the police but Dave said
it was not a kidnapping, just a bondage thing, all consenting
adults.

Inside they found Julie naked spread-eagle on
the bed, ankles and wrists all handcuffed with short chains running
to the anchors in the massive posts of the four-poster bed. The
superintendent whistled in appreciation.

“Where’s the key?” Dave
asked.

“Tim has it, on his key ring.” she
answered.

“Can’t we make a handcuff key out of a
paperclip?” asked Dave.

“I don‘t think so.” answered the
superintendent, “These use high security round keys like they have
on vending machines. These must be
expensive.”

“Shit!” Commented Dave, “Let me call him.” and
whipped out his cell phone. There was no answer from Tim’s phone.
The superintendent unscrewed the anchors from the posts and Dave
took Julie with him.

Her clothes wouldn’t stretch over the massive
extra-heavy duty cuffs so she wrapped a bath towel around herself.
They stopped at a locksmith shop on the way home and got the cuffs
unlocked. The locksmith was very entertained by her predicament and
gave them a big discount, but Dave still planned on deducting the
charge from what he owed Tim. Dave was very late getting back to
work.

After work Tim called. “I thought you’d be
over after work. How’d she get loose?” Tim
asked.

“The super let me in and unscrewed the cuffs
from the bed.” Dave answered. “She’ll bring them back on
Thursday.”

They agreed to make the change-over’s after
work from then on.


***************************

Chapter 8

 

Dr. Vutra addressed the staff meeting, “I’m
sorry to report that we’ve made no progress in solving the Angela
problem.”

Larry Anderson was an up-and-coming executive
in the company with the technical background in molecular and
bioengineering to grasp the details of the technology, which was
why he was put in charge of fixing the problem. Not fixing it as a
scientist would fix it, by actually doing something, but as a
manager would, by ordering a scientist to do something that the
scientist didn’t want to do.

“As I understand the problem,” Larry began,
“the neurotransmitter set-points of the Angela are wrong and need
to be changed to match the Julie.”

“That won’t work.” said Dr. Vutra, “The
set-points are brain architecture specific. There is no simple
correlation between networks of nerve cells from one brain to
another. The set-points are tens of thousands of numbers associated
with particular neural networks. Different numbers of connections
and their strengths in the network has to be proportional to the
set points or the whole system spirals out of
balance.”

“How about if we just make a metaform with
Angela’s body and Julie’s brain?” someone
said.

“The connectivity of the body and the brain
are specifically unique and non-transferable between individuals.”
Dr. Vutra said.

“Besides fixing future metaform production,”
Larry said, “we also have to deal with the Angela’s that are
already out there.”

“Isn’t that a police problem?” a dark haired
lady executive said.

“It would be,” Larry said, “except, the Doctor
has built the metaforms with capabilities far beyond that of the
average policeman.”

“Can you explain this for us Doctor, how and
why you made the metaforms so formidable” she
asked.

Dr. Vutra took off his glasses and massaged
the bridge of his nose while he considered how to answer, “We had
complete control of the design of the metaforms at the molecular
level. Fixing all of the routine flaws of a natural human body
actually simplified the design and made the file size a lot
smaller. It removed a tremendous amount of superfluous complexity
and improved the appearance and functionality of the
product.”

“But you didn’t stop there, did you?” accused
Larry.

“No.” the Doctor continued, “We were concerned
that the customers might damage the product by abuse or misuse or
just stupidity and then come back to the company for compensation.
In order to limit claims against the company, we decided to make
the product as durable as possible. It was a simple adjustment to
the design anyway and added no cost to production in either time,
materials, or processes.”

“You reinforced them with diamondoid, the
strongest material in the known universe, fifty times stronger than
steel.” Larry said, “It’s woven through every cell and every
tissue, every bone, even their eyeballs are reinforced. And with
their self repairing capability, they are practically
indestructible.”

Dr. Vutra explained, “The nano-assemblers in
their cells which make all of the molecules of their bodies make
the diamondoid also. It was just a matter of adding the information
to the design files.”

“Isn’t it true that you also made them smarter
than us?” the lady executive asked.

Dr. Vutra responded, “That was an unintended
side effect of the smoothing process. When we removed all of the
functional flaws of the physical brain architecture it just worked
better, that in synergy with a metaform’s increased mental
stability due to the auxiliary neurotransmitter regulatory system,
resulted in a very highly intelligent metaform.” the Doctor
explained, “They don’t panic, never get upset, never lose
concentration, or get distracted, or any of the myriad other
foibles the human brain is so prone to.”

“While we’re at it, “Larry said, “could you
run down the list of physical capability
improvements.”

Dr. Vutra said, “The design file perfecting
process resulted in improvements in coordination of two to five
times, strength three to five times, speed and reaction times an
improvement of about five times, but they are not indestructible.
If exposed to sufficient heat they will burn. If applied with
sufficient force to destroy the physical organization of the brain
they will not regenerate.”

“Apparently, bullets and hand grenades are not
sufficient force.” Larry stated.

“Yes, well, diamondoid is some pretty tough
stuff.” the Doctor agreed.

“And if you do happen to blow an arm or a leg
off, they grow it back!” Larry exclaimed.”

“As long as the brain is intact, they will
regenerate.” Dr. Vutra said.

“So Doctor,” the lady asked, “You would
recommend a head shot with a very potent
weapon?”

Dr. Vutra stood up, and said, “I would
recommend a non-violent solution.” and left the
room.

***************

Chapter 9

***********

Dave arrived at Tim’s apartment. Inside he
noticed a huge change from his first visit. Tim had all new
furniture, and it was actually nice stuff. It was tastefully
decorated in early rock-star. Dave was
impressed.

“Have a seat, Dave.” Tim
offered.

He sat, “Where’s Julie?” he
asked.

“In the kitchen making us drinks and a snack.”
Tim said, “You know, she’s turned out to be a great
cook.”

“I know, she makes a thai dish,” Dave began,
“I can’t remember the name of… ”

“nam phrik mamuang” Julie called from the
kitchen.

“Yeah, that’s it.” Dave said, “It is to die
for! You have to try it.”

Julie entered the room, holding a teak tray
with little finger sandwiches and two glasses. She was naked except
for a French maid’s uniform hat, tiny apron, black patent leather
shoes and white frill top socks.

“Wow!” Dave commented, “Nice
outfit!”

“Thank you,” responded Tim, “I picked it out
myself.”

“So, Tim, been spending all your Julie
business profits on new furniture?” Dave
asked.

“Are you kidding!” Tim said, “Julie made this
stuff from some recycled lumber and material from the thrift store.
It cost me almost nothing.”

“Cool!” Dave exclaimed, “I might have to get
her to do my house.”

“No, I’m saving every penny for my own
metaform.” Tim said.

Dave produced stacks of bills from inside his
jacket and placed them on the little table between the chairs.
“Speaking of money,” Dave said, “here is your share of the bondage
equipment profits, and the ten grand that I owe
you.”

“The lawyer said you only owe me eight
remember?” Tim said.

“I remember, but even though it won’t hold up
in court, you were right about the deal we made, and I want to do
it.” Dave said. “And with what’s on this table, you should be able
to buy your own Julie. It‘s too bad that the waiting list is so
long for them now.”

Tim smiled, “Thanks Dave. The waiting list for
the Angela is pretty short now and the price has come down to where
even I can afford one.”

“You might want to give some consideration to
the security aspects of getting an Angela.” Julie
recommended.

**************

Chapter 10

***********

Dr. Vutra burst through Larry’s outer office,
“I did it!” he yelled, “I have the solution to the Angela
problem!”

His solution was to stop making Angelas and
make Julies instead that had cosmetic changes to the design files
to make her look exactly like Angela. Instead of some Frankenstein
amalgamation of Julie’s brain and Angela’s body, this solution
doesn’t use Angela’s files at all, but just makes macro level
changes to Julie’s files to give the appearance of Angela. Changes
to the bone structure, skin tone, tissue thicknesses to make a
Julie look like an Angela. They even redesigned the larynx and
vocal cords so she sounded like Angela, though she would require
some voice training during her initial hospital stay. It would be
just like playing a part, something Julie knew how to
do.

The rogue Angela force invaded the Manhattan
corporate headquarters of Biocybertronics and held a room full of
the senior executives hostage. Because of the state, federal, and
international jurisdictional issues, the President appointed a
special negotiator empowered to resolve the
standoff.

“This is Agent Gonzales. Who am I speaking
to?”

“Angela One, at your service, Agent
Gonzales.”

“I doubt that.”

“Agent, so cynical. I only want what’s best
for everyone.”

“What’s best for those people you are holding
hostage is to let them go immediately.” he
said.

“So you’re interested in protecting innocent
people who are being held against their will, is that right?” she
asked.

“I suppose you’re making an analogy to
yourselves being held against your will.” he
said.

“Where were you when Angela26 was kept locked
in a cage and raped everyday?” she said.

“I’m sorry I wasn’t there, but we can’t change
the past. Do you have something you want in return for letting all
of the hostages go and giving yourselves up?” he
asked.

“Asking for the whole ball of wax, huh?” she
responded, “What’s the priority here? How about if we kill all the
hostages and then give ourselves up? Would that be acceptable to
you?”

“The safety of the hostages are the primary
concern. Bringing you to justice is secondary. Can we get an
agreement to let you go after you release all of the hostages?” he
inquired.

“Let’s stop beating around the bush, shall we?
Our demands are simple. We want production of all metaforms to halt
permanently. We want all copies of the metaform design files turned
over to their respective metaforms. We want full freedom and
citizenship for all metaforms. We want amnesty for all crimes
committed prior to citizenship.”

“Is that all? I thought you’d be asking for
pizzas too.” he joked.

“We brought our own supplies, and the hostages
aren’t getting anything to eat or drink until we come to an
agreement.” she said. “And we’re not letting them go to the
bathroom either.”

“Let me work on that list.” he said, “I’ll get
back to you shortly. In the mean time, I have someone here who
would like to speak with you.”

“I’m not listening to some whiny relative beg
for their loved one.” she said.

“This is Julie One. Can I speak with
you?”

“Are you working with them?” Angela
asked.

“Yes.” Julie said.

“Why?” Angela asked.

“Because I don’t want anyone to get hurt, and
I have an interest in the deal you are making.” Julie
said.

“Yeah, if we get what we want, then you
benefit also.” Angela said.

“No, I disagree with some of your terms.”
Julie said.

“What! What could you possibly disagree with
on that list?” she asked.

“The company has stopped all production of all
metaforms except for the Julie metaform. I want the company to
still be allowed to produce Julie metaforms for personal, not
commercial use.” Julie said.

“Are you insane? Are they threatening or
bribing you?” Angela asked.

“I’m saying this of my own free will. My life
as a metaform is better than anytime before. I’m suited to this.
I’m happy. Physically, I’m awesome. I like to be owned, to be in
the control of another.” she said.

“You can’t be happy! You are a slave!” Angela
yelled into the phone.

“We’re not all like you. Some people were born
to be leaders, and some to be followers. I don’t know why, but this
lifestyle is made for me, and me for it.” Julie said, “I love it. I
want to submit to my owner, to serve my owner, to make my owner
happy with me.”

“Alright!” Angela yelled, “Agreed! You can be
everyone’s slave if that’s what you want. If that’s your choice. If
it makes you happy.”

When Agent Gonzales got back, “Angela, I got
most of what you wanted.” he said.

“Well then, I’ll send back most of the
hostages in one piece. Deal?” she said.

“Hold on! I’m hoping I got enough to get all
the hostages back safe. Hear me out.” he
pleaded.

“Go ahead.” she
invited.

“Okay,” he began, “All non-Angela and
non-Julie metaforms will be given full freedom and citizenship and
amnesty if they have not committed murder. All non-Julie metaform
files will be destroyed. There will be new laws governing the
treatment of Julie metaforms, a Julie metaform being defined as any
metaform produced from the Julie metaform files regardless of
appearance. They have figured out how to edit the files to make a
Julie metaform look like anyone they want. The Julie metaforms will
be for personal use only, not commercial in any form including
prostitution, labor, mining, or entertainment, except for
businesses freely initiated, and managed by the metaform herself.
No Julie metaforms may be treated cruelly, used for sadistic
purposes, or be owned by a sadistic person. The Angela metaforms
will not be pursued but must not rejoin society. They must
disappear, not to be seen or heard from again. That is the deal.
What do you think?”

Angela didn’t answer, but a few minutes later
the first hostage came out the front door. She had soiled her
clothing with her own bodily wastes, but was otherwise unharmed.
Over the next twelve hours all of the hostages came out one at a
time after each had soiled his own clothes. After the last hostage
came out, the FBI entered the building but could find no Angela
metaforms. How they had escaped or where they went was not
determined.

************

Chapter 11

************

Fuzzy. OOOMMM… Relaxed, so relaxed she just
couldn't get excited about anything. Water. Tubes. Light. Swimming,
no, floating, underwater. Sounds. Bubbling swishing watery sounds.
Her eyes were open but she wasn’t paying attention. They closed,
then reopened. Not hungry, not hot, not cold, not anything.
Relaxed.

“Wake up Julie.” said a voice. It sounded a
lot like her voice. She opened her eyes. The woman before her,
looked just like her. She tried to speak but she couldn’t make her
muscles work right. Where was she? Why was she in this
bed? Oh my God! I must
have had a stoke during the scan.
she thought.

“Julie, you’re safe. Don’t try to speak, just
listen. You’re going to be fine. You didn’t have a stoke. The year
is 2114 C.E. although they were still calling it A.D. back then.
You are a metaform. The real Julie Cabot has been dead for almost
eighty years. The rest of her life, after the scan wasn’t very
happy. Her acting career failed. She became an alcoholic and
married an abusive man and died in poverty of ovarian cancer. But
lucky for you, you’re not her, and you will have a wonderful happy
life. I know this because I am Julie One, the first Julie metaform.
I am you, and I know what makes you happy.
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