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Synopsis: Recreating Genius - a very wealthy
man and a collector of antique music and instruments, loses his
wife and young son in an accident and becomes an alcoholic, but
always holds out hope that he can regain that lost happiness one
day. A scientist contacts him, he sobers up, a plan is made, and a
secret lab is funded. What emerges from the efforts of the doctor
and the money provided by the man, is something that no one could
have believed, let alone the man himself.

 


 


The set of laws that prohibited human cloning
had various fanciful and technical names, but to all parties
concerned the purpose of the laws was very clear. Even years before
the first, slightest signs of success had become evident, such
experimentation was forced deep within the underground. Of course,
the drive had always been there to use cloning for the ultimate
purpose of making human life.

With the UN’s aggressive prohibition in place
on a global basis, not a single government had even considered
funding the research. There were operations functioning underground
though, some of them staffed with the most promising minds in the
world, all funded by very rich, eccentric benefactors who each
possessed a nearly maniacal determination; eccentric benefactors
such as the famed Bartholomew Richardson.

Bartholomew Richardson had never considered
the need to delve into science in the past. He had mused over the
sensationalized news stories of successful animal cloning with less
than halfhearted interest. His devout philanthropy had been
relegated mostly to his first passion in life: Music. All over the
world, Bartholomew had donated opera houses and funded symphony
orchestras in response to this passion, so science had been nothing
that piqued his interest.

He was a compulsive collector of antiquated
sheet music and instruments. Much of his collection was on loan to
some of the country’s finest museums, and it was often said that
his personal collection, kept secret within his own home, rivaled
that of any collection of music in the world.

Bartholomew could play many of these
instruments, including the old ones that had long since fallen out
of regular use in performing and recording, as well as some of the
true masters ever had. His own son was just a toddler now, but
Bartholomew dreamed of the day that the boy would take to these
instruments and this wondrous music with a shared level of
passion.

 


 


It was in the summer of 2015 though, when a
terrible accident had robbed him of his wife and young son; the
true loves of his life, and plunged Bartholomew Richardson into a
world of darkness unknown to him before. There was no music there,
only immense sorrow. He soon lost all interest in anything he’d
ever cared about, fixating only on what had been so unfairly taken
from him.

For a long time, Bartholomew Richardson was
on a downward spiral. For the once great and envied man, a form of
madness was beginning to take hold of him. He receded from the
public eye and quickly faded from the interest of most of the
world. There was, however, one man who was still keeping tabs on
Bartholomew Richardson, watching him from afar.

Doctor Tobias Matthews had also been doing
all that he could to remain unseen by the public eye. This was
accomplished easy enough.

When he was young and living in Munich, Dr.
Matthews had been acclaimed one of the most intelligent and
promising scientists of his time. His work, from the beginning, had
been groundbreaking, innovative and very promising. What’s more,
Dr. Matthews had positioned himself on the border of a scientific
field that, once explored more fully, would redefine the laws of a
natural life as we know it.

To be in such a revered position in the world
of science comes to very few people, and Dr. Matthews knew that. He
also realized how other people could and would be jealous of his
success, especially when it came to sensitive items of interest.
His mere presence amid such experimentation was often brutally
volatile and now, after almost forty-five years of constant hard
work, it had forced him to flee the only home he had ever known and
renounce his German citizenship. Dr. Matthews finally had to slip
into the great melting pot – the United States of America.

For years, the most miniscule bit of Dr.
Matthews’s work had been under the constant scrutiny and attack of
the United Nations, but it was not their prohibition of such
experimentation that had forced his hand and driven him from
Germany. Rather, it was the competition that had done him in – the
better funded, and lesser known, scientists in Europe who had made
it necessary to leave. They had the money, thus the power, to
establish their work in anonymity while they forced Dr. Matthews to
halt his research, his life’s work, and flee. Or so he had made it
appear.

So it was that when tragedy fell upon
Bartholomew Richardson, Dr. Tobias Matthews began to pay very close
attention, waiting patiently for over a year to make certain the
timing was perfect before he exposed himself to anyone.

 


 


At the same time, Bartholomew Richardson
faded into the woodwork of society. He now moved about completely
unnoticed, no longer pointed out as the rich music aficionado he
once was, and the anonymity was something new to Bartholomew. He
had taken up a regular seat at an old cracked booth in the back of
a greasy dive in a questionable part of town. The dive and its bar
hadn’t been frequented by the upper class in forty years, but
Bartholomew could care less. He was happy in his old booth,
satisfied to be alone and without the bother of attention.

Hardly anyone came into the old dive anymore,
and the few that wandered in were regulars who kept to themselves,
happy for the aloneness the dive afforded them. Although the
bartender knew all the regulars by sight, and some by name, he
treated each of them as if he had never seen them before. As the
owner of the dive, the barkeep knew that he gave them a place to
disappear anytime they wanted. It was the barkeeps version of good
customer service. They all understood each other.

So, it was a perfect setting for Dr. Tobias
Matthews to approach Bartholomew Richardson for the first time.

 


 


As was his daily habit at this point in the
day, Richardson was drunk when Dr. Matthews took a seat across from
the man in his old cracked booth at the back of the dive. Quickly,
Dr. Matthews realized that Richardson was practically drunk beyond
comprehension; so much so that the doctor could hardly introduce
himself

“Mr. Richardson, Sir, I’m Dr. Tobias
Matthews,” the doctor said, trying his best to keep the nervous
jiggle out of his voice.

Richardson mumbled something in response, and
then took a long swig of the glass of straight liquor sitting on
the rickety table.

Dr. Matthews looked at the drunken man while
his carefully molded hopes of help came crashing down on him as he
listened to the few slurred words. He was scared his window of
opportunity had closed tight.

“I’m terribly sorry,” Matthews said in a
shaking voice, hoping the drunken man who could hardly raise his
eyes to Matthews’s face could at least hear him. “This has been a
huge mistake.”

The doctor moved out of the booth nervously,
heading for the dive’s door.

“Wait!” Richardson’s loud voice froze the
doctor in his tracks not far from the booth. “What sort of a doctor
are you, exactly?” Bartholomew slurred.

Matthews stopped mid-step, turning back to
the red-eyed face that had asked the question, wondering in his own
mind if the effort was even worth it. Would Bartholomew remember
what they discussed? Would he make decisions and then later blame
it on alcohol? He felt skeptical, but he also knew he needed
Richardson’s help. And all Matthews’s other options had dried
up.

He eased back into his seat, took a deep
breath and began all over again. He intentionally intended to speak
vaguely, to delay full explanations for a time when Bartholomew
Richardson was less drunk and the environment more private. The
main purpose of today was to make sure he would be able to meet
with Richardson again.

Despite his drunken state, Richardson’s eyes
focused on him, narrow in their scope of the doctor’s face, clarity
evident.

“Write down your number for me,” he commanded
in a surprisingly calm voice, as if he understood the doctor’s need
for anonymity, as well as his own. “I’ll call you soon.” His voice
faded and he appeared to slip back into that profound drunkenness,
his eyelids closing out Matthews.

Quickly, Dr. Matthews scrawled his phone
number down on a napkin and pushed it across the table, hoping
Richardson would remember and that the waiter wouldn’t just pick up
the napkin and trash it. His eyes peered at it solemnly; his entire
future, and maybe the future of the entire human race, hinged upon
the phone call to the number on the napkin.

But to Matthews’s surprise, Bartholomew
Richardson quickly plucked the napkin off the table and stuffed it
haphazardly into his shirt pocket without even looking at it. He
flicked his hand at Matthews, an obvious form of dismissal to the
doctor.

Doctor Matthews once again rose from his
seat. Richardson picked up his half full whiskey glass and stared
at it, apparently weighing something about it or its effect on him
in his wobbly mind.

Richardson nodded to himself as if making a
pact with the amber liquid. He released a long sigh that seemed to
deflate his entire body, then he raised the glass to his lips and
literally threw the rest of the drink to the back of his throat. He
knew it had to be his last one.

 


It was four very long, worrisome days before
the doctor’s phone rang. He was shocked to hear the very clear and
coherent voice of Bartholomew Richardson. Doctor Matthews tried to
visualize how he might look in person now compared to the drunk he
had met in the dive’s booth.

“I’m sending a car for you this evening,” the
clear, deep voice said. “You will be coming to my home to meet with
me.” The doctor recognized the bravado of the world-shaking man
that he had seen on all the television shows and listened to when
he gave lectures; it was a markedly different voice than he had
head at the dive.

“Yes, Sir,” is all that the doctor managed to
say before the click of the phone sounded from being returned to
the cradle. His mind reeled nervously as he scampered around to
ready him for this most anticipated and important meeting. He had
no idea what time the car would come for him.

 


 


Richardson had taken a cab home from the dive
the night he had met Dr. Matthews, stone drunk as he was. Once
home, he tacked the napkin Dr. Matthews had given him to the wall
close to his bed. He stared at the napkin until he passed out with
his mind stirring a strange and new concept.

Early the next day, Bartholomew Richardson
awoke with his head pounding and his hands shaking the same way
they had done every morning for a long white. He pushed himself out
of bed and headed for the bottles of liquor in the kitchen
cabinet.

But today, instead of pouring himself a
straight shot to start his day, Richardson ceremoniously poured the
contents of each bottle down the kitchen sink drain. He was sober
enough to know that it was going to be a hard time to get through,
and that he would regret this action in the next hours of turmoil,
but Richardson had made a pact with himself the night before.

There would be no more drinking. He was going
to need a very clear head to deal with Dr. Matthews and the doctor
would see through Richardson’s bullshit. Liquor would not be a part
of the equation.

 


 


For the next four days, Richardson was
directly in the center of alcohol withdrawal, complete with the
physical and emotional signs, such as screaming, crying and daring
himself to go get another bottle. But he withstood the trauma and
turmoil, finally emerging with a clear enough mind to call Dr.
Matthews and start the ball rolling.

Finally, Richardson’s mind was free of the
liquor and he could think clearly and effectively.

 


When Doctor Tobias Matthews arrived at
Richardson’s house, the assistant who had driven him there also
showed him inside and took him quickly through the massive house to
a large set of doors.

“Mr. Richardson is inside this room, Sir.
Just walk in and you’ll find him.” He wouldn’t go any further, and
the doctor wasn’t sure that he wanted to either. The assistant
left.

The doctor swallowed hard and drew in a deep
breath. He knew that this was something that had to be done. He
needed Bartholomew Richardson very badly and the doctor thought
there was at least a slight reciprocal from Richardson.

He drew in a second breath, put his hands on
the knobs and pushed open the double, massive doors in front of
him. Dr. Matthews was astonished to find a museum of sorts before
him.

The walls were lined with glass cases, all
filled with old sheet music and various other interesting artifacts
relating to music. There were pianos of all kinds, mostly gigantic,
beautiful grand pianos, throughout the cavernous room.

In its center, sat Bartholomew Richardson
before an old, prized harpsichord. He stared contemplatively at a
picture sitting on top of it, oblivious, it seemed, to the other
man walking towards him.

As he neared the harpsichord, Doctor
Matthew’s recognized the young boy in the ornately framed picture.
If he hadn’t studied Richardson so thoroughly before, he wouldn’t
have known in a single glance that the picture was Bartholomew’s
young son.

Richardson looked up suddenly as the distance
between the two men became nothing, fixing the doctor in his
gaze.

“I’m…I’m sorry to disturb you.” Matthews
stammered awkwardly, shattering the pristine silence of the room.
“I can wait outside.”

“Nonsense,” Richardson declared coolly. “You
are where I intended you to be at this time.” The doctor could
instantly tell that Richardson was sober, though his hands still
shook in the soberness. He was relieved to find Richardson this way
versus the drunken state of their past meeting.

Matthews cleared his throat, ready to launch
into a story that he had rehearsed in his head a thousand times,
but Bartholomew held up one finger and silenced him. There was no
presentation needed; no pitch to make. He had researched a great
many things about the doctor on his own in the last few days. He
understood much about this man who so humbly stood before him now,
as well as his probably purpose for wanting this audience.

Richardson surmised that he knew the real
purpose of this requested meeting, and he had thought long and hard
about it. His mind was made up as to what he would do.

“My son is gone, Doctor. I could not ever
hope to attempt to replace him.” He watched the nervous doctor
carefully, now certain that his guess had hit home.

“But it is possible now, isn’t it?”
Richardson asked slowly, lowering his voice to barely more than a
whisper. “I know that you have been doing much research in this
area.”

The doctor inhaled heavily, steeling himself.
Then he nodded thoughtfully and did his best to match Richardson’s
tone, trying to be on an even level.

“Yes…” Doctor Matthews began slowly as he
pushed the question over in his mind, careful to approach it calmly
and without too much excitement.

“Theoretically, that is.” He smiled coyly.
“With the proper facility and resources…and a viable sample of the
DNA that is to be copied, it is now possible.”

His eyebrows rose, stressing these final
words, knowing the emotional and lasting impact they would have on
Bartholomew Richardson. And ultimately, on himself.

 


 


This is precisely the reason for Dr. Tobias
Matthews seeking an audience with the great Bartholomew Richardson
in the first place. He knew that the rich man was deeply grieving
the loss of his son and wife, and he also knew that he would be
gullible for the doctor’s research into cloning.

Not only did Richardson possess the wealth to
provide a proper facility as well as the funding for every resource
Matthews would need, but Richardson would also have the will to
pursue the research other people would freak out over. Matthews was
banking on Richardson’s love for his son – what loving father
wouldn’t want to bring back such a son lost in tragedy?

All it would take is a tiny sample of the
boy’s DNA, a bit that could surely be procured easily enough, and
Doctor Matthews was confident that an embryo could be reproduced.
Essentially, the boy would be the same; with a completely new
chance at life.

As if he could sense the thoughts inside the
scientist’s rambling mind, Richardson turned his gaze once more to
the picture of his son. An overwhelming sense of longing filled the
air around him. Then he spoke, making his words very deliberate and
clear.

“My son could never be replaced,” he said
softly. “Even if a child could be brought forth that was
genetically identical, he would never be the son I lost. Though I
would love him and nurture him as if he were, there would be
millions of tiny discrepancies no matter how I tried to recreate
the life that my son had known.”

He turned his gaze out over the large room,
almost seeming to draw strength from the sight of the pianos all
around him. “And there’s one big one,” Richardson added, “Namely,
he would never know my wife, his mother.” His demeanor was solemn
but he did not break.

Doctor Matthews was crushed; he felt the doom
of rejection seeping into his bones. His body began to shake from
the inside out. He fought himself to keep from being reactionary;
not wanting to respond to the comment too quickly. He looked around
himself nervously as he chewed his lip, searching for the right
words with which to make his case.

Richardson shocked him back to reality by
pressing a single finger down on one of the harpsichord’s keys,
suddenly filling the room with its mournful and monolithic tone.
The doctor nearly jumped out of his skin at the sound of it. When
his gaze fell back upon Richardson, his eyes were closed and he was
lost in some deep thought that Matthews knew better than to
interrupt.

In his other hand, Richardson tightly held a
small glass cylinder, his thumb rubbing the side of it like a lucky
rabbit’s foot. His head drooped forward and his fingers danced over
a few keys nimbly, twinkling out a beautiful, tiny melody on the
high notes of the old harpsichord as easily as any musician would
have done it. Matthews was surprised that the man could play so
well, and with only one hand. Richardson stopped playing as
suddenly as he had begun. He turned and stared at Matthews.

“This harpsichord was Wolfgang Amadeus
Mozart’s own instrument, Doctor,” he said, as his eyes opened more
and his posture returned. “He was a genius, much like yourself. Did
you know that he composed Andante in C when he was only five?”

Richardson straightened himself more erectly
and turned towards the doctor with a curious intensity in his
gaze.

“My son would have been five this year,
Doctor Matthews.” He let the words hang before him.

Then, Richardson stuck his hand out towards
the doctor, opening it slowly, revealing the little glass cylinder
that he’d been holding.

“Take it,” he said firmly.

The doctor plucked it from Bartholomew’s open
palm, squinted his beady eyes and peered hard toward it. He then
held it over his head, turning the cylinder slightly to see the
thin filaments within against the overhead lights.

“Hair?” he asked somewhat excitedly.

Richardson nodded his head, smirking coyly.
The silence hung between them for a second.

“It was given to me along with the
harpsichord. It has been confirmed as having come from Mozart’s own
head.” He leaned forward as he spoke, sharing his tantalizing
secret while he watched for the doctor’s expression of
surprise.

Doctor Tobias Matthew’s jaw fell open with
the shock of what he’d just heard, and Richardson smiled at the
effect he knew for certain the hair would have on the
scientist.

“Mozart?” the doctor whispered to himself in
disbelief as he turned the cylinder over and over before his
staring eyes.

“Doctor,” Richardson called in a firm voice,
“I will make certain that you are provided with everything that you
require. Your efforts…your every move will be kept secret and
protected from those that might not be so…understanding about the
research and experimentation you do. I can have you up and running
in a matter of days, once you give me your grocery list of things
you need and your specifications for a proper facility.”

He dusted his hands against one another
symbolically putting a stamp of finality on it all and turned back
to the harpsichord.

“Money is no object, Doctor. Anything you
require will be swiftly provided.” Then, he paused. “Now, go make
me a Mozart, Dr. Matthews.”

The doctor held the glass cylinder firmly but
delicately as he walked proudly from the huge room to the flawless
sounds of Concerto No.1 drifting from the keys of the harpsichord
being played by Richardson. To Dr. Matthews, the entire world, at
least his world, had changed before his very eyes, as had the world
of Bartholomew Richardson. There was nothing more to be said now.
He had work to do.

 


 


It took Dr. Matthews a full week to put the
plans for a proper laboratory on paper to give to Richardson.
Meticulously, he drew every detail into it that he had dreamed of
for years, every room, piece of equipment and every security detail
he could think of. He even included a small living quarters for
himself for the days that would inevitably stretch into nights and
new days when he just couldn’t stop working on something for fear
of losing his thoughts.

He spent three additional days searching for
the best location on which to build the lab, and another two days
interviewing contractors to find one he could trust with
confidence. At the end of the first two weeks after his first
meeting at Richardson’s house, Dr. Matthews again rang the doorbell
of the rich man’s huge house, his briefcase packed with information
regarding the laboratory and all that it needed.

“Come in, Dr. Matthews,” greeted the trusted
assistant. “Mr. Richardson is waiting for you in the piano room.
Please join him there.”

Dr. Matthews proceeded down the hall to the
massive doors and knocked.

“Come in, Doctor,” answered Richardson’s deep
voice.

He entered the room and was again impressed
by the vast amount of collectibles it housed. He walked forward
until he found Bartholomew sitting off to the side where a sofa and
some chairs were located.

“Do you have your plans for the lab with
you?” Richardson asked.

“Yes, I do. Along with the land paperwork and
the contractor estimates for you to look over.” Dr. Matthews pulled
three folders from his large briefcase and handed them to
Richardson.

Bartholomew looked at the title tabs on each
and handed two of them back to Dr. Matthews.

“I’m certain the land deal and the
construction deal are fine, Doctor. I know you wouldn’t settle for
anything less than what you need or how you need it. I just want to
look over your plans, not that I would know anything about them. I
just like blueprints.” He smiled for the first time that Dr.
Matthews had ever seen. He knew they shared excitement about this
project and the fruit it would produce.

“I understand,” Dr. Matthews answered. “Just
let me know if you have any questions, Sir.” He took a seat in one
of the two chairs directly across from Richardson and looked
through some other papers he had brought along.

Bartholomew read through everything Matthews
had given him without saying a word. When he was through, he
stacked the papers up neatly and cleared his throat.

“The only question I have is where the embryo
will be grown. Do you require a female for that?”

“Yes, we certainly will. I haven’t started
that search yet,” Dr. Matthews answered.

“No need to. I know the perfect person for
it. Young, healthy and beyond trustworthy. She would do anything I
asked of her without questioning it at all. I’ll speak with her
this evening.” Richardson was confident of what he said; Matthews
could tell the matter was settled already.

“That would be wonderful because I don’t know
anyone female. Thank you. Now, I’ve drawn up an agreement between
you and me concerning this project. I’ve already signed it, so you
can read through it and sign if you agree with the terms and
arrangements.”

Bartholomew Richardson raised his eyebrows in
surprise. “Why did you feel the need to do that?” he asked without
taking the stack of papers from Matthews extended hand.

“Well, it is a business deal for which you
are making a huge financial and personal investment. I felt you
would feel more secure with a written agreement.”

“Nonsense!” His voice was firm and somewhat
loud. “If I didn’t trust you, Doctor, we would never have gotten
this far. Do you realize that vial with the hair has never left my
storage place for it? Besides, having a written agreement only
provides documentation, admittance if you will, of what we are
doing. That alone would mean our lives if anyone ever saw the
paperwork. No, my friend, we will not sign any agreement. In fact,
leave those papers with me so I can destroy them
appropriately.”

Dr. Matthews was surprised, but in many ways,
completely relieved with Richardson’s response. He didn’t want
anything in writing either, at least not about the project they
were getting ready to delve into.

“I understand,” he said. “What is the next
step?”

“If it is okay with you, I’m going to give
you a check for one million, Doctor. You take that check to the
bank and open a construction account in your name with it. Give the
contractor whatever he needs to get started, including having him
to buy all the supplies. Don’t put your name on anything but the
bank account without checking with me. When you need more money,
drive out here and I’ll give you another check. There are no limits
and no costs should be spared by you. Only the best of everything.
Understand?”

“Yes Sir, I completely understand.”

“Good.” Bartholomew stood and offered
Matthews his hand. “I’m honored to do business with you, Doctor. We
are going to make a good team.”

 


 


Doctor Tobias Matthews spent the next two
days following Bartholomew’s instructions, the most time consuming
of which was working with the contractor making list after list of
items to be purchased, each one of which had at least two price
quotes to ensure the best deal. The contractor was knowledgeable
and frugal, which thrilled the doctor. He didn’t have to go behind
the contractor and double check things and that made the project
move along at a faster pace than expected.

Most pleasing of all to Matthews was the
excellent deal he got on a large tract of heavily wooded land,
bordered by a hard flowing stream where unused material could be
discarded without any worry of contamination or exposure to eyes.
There was a perfectly half-cleared spot in the middle of the vast
acreage that would be perfect for the laboratory and roads were
already in place as were the utilities. Many years before, the site
had been groomed for an industrial plant, but the plans were
abandoned.

The doctor and the contractor purposely
designed the building so that it appeared to be an industrial
research lab with large delivery doors on the sides and wide
driveways leading to the building. Deep in the underground
basement, however, would be perhaps the most modern science lab
that existed, entered only through several electronic, highly
secured metal doors. A fingerprint would be required to even get
through the first door, after which other various forms of ID would
be needed in order to progress.

The doctor ordered most of the equipment and
supplies he would be using for cloning since he understood the
terminology and the purposes. Plus, the contractor didn’t need to
be involved in petri dishes and storage chambers for live cells.
And the doctor didn’t want to answer any questions. Some of the
material was so highly sensitive and questionable to those who
understood the use that Dr. Matthews purchased it in person and
carried it to the lab by hand, not chancing having it shipped.

 


 


It took nine months of constant work to build
and stock the laboratory, but Richardson never bothered the doctor
about progress – no breathing down his neck, no checking on the
building – nothing. It was the first time in the doctor’s life that
he felt free to do his work, work he had only dreamed of, work he
had to do his way without anyone else intruding. Because of this
trust and privacy by Richardson, Dr. Matthews would be able to
produce perfection, and he knew it.

Finally able to begin his project for
Richardson, Dr. Matthews took great pains in obtaining the viable
DNA from the hair in the little glass container. To ensure success,
he gathered three extra samples; the extras would be destroyed once
one was successfully born.

 


While Dr. Matthews built the laboratory,
Bartholomew connected with an old colleague as the surrogate for
the project. The woman neither knew nor suspected the unlikely and
strange origin of the seed that would grow within her uterus.

Becky Shockley was a dear friend who assumed
that Richardson had finally decided to get his life back together
and have another child, fruit of his sperm and his wife’s frozen
egg. She asked no questions and happily agreed to do whatever he
needed her to do. Becky had been close friends with his wife and
consequently him, so she knew of his deep love and subsequent grief
for the two lost members of his small family.

She also knew that her own crush on him would
never be fulfilled, but becoming a surrogate for his child would
endear her to him for the rest of their lives. Richardson scheduled
a dinner meeting with the two of them and Dr. Matthews in order to
form a pact between them. Becky would never tell anyone, but
really, she had nothing to tell as the origin of the egg would
never be shared with her.

The dinner went very well, and it pleased
Richardson that the doctor and Becky hit it off so well. Richardson
told her that she should plan to move into his house where she
would be cared for by the best doctors in the area, confidentially,
too. They would come to the house rather than her going to them,
and the birth would take place there, too. He was having a room
made ready especially for that purpose. Both the doctor and Becky
were impressed with what money could buy, but they were both
relieved with the measures Bartholomew was taking to ensure
privacy.

 


 


Two days later, Becky waited in Dr.
Matthews’s office at the lab for him to implant the fertilized egg
that she would carry. He led her into his private examination room
adjacent to the office.

“This might sting a little, Becky, but it
won’t hurt.”

“I have a high tolerance for pain,” she
answered him. “I’ll be okay.” She removed her clothes, put on the
paper gown and climbed onto the examination table. She put her feet
in the stirrups and slid to the bottom of the short table. “Ready,”
she said quietly.

Dr. Matthews gathered one of the eggs into
his implanting tool and laid it on a metal tray, then moved toward
her. “Okay, let’s see if I can hit this on the first try,” he said,
spreading the lips of her vagina with the cold, metal tool that
would hold her open for the implantation. Becky cringed a little at
the cold metal’s touch. “I’m sorry,” the doctor said. “I’ve never
figured out how to warm these thing.”

“It’s okay,” Becky said. “Just a little
shock.”

It took only about five minutes for the
doctor to implant the egg into Becky. “Okay, we’re done,” he said,
carefully putting all his tools in a zip lock bag. “You can get
dressed and join me in my office, Becky.”

He took the bag with him and waited for
her.

“I am so glad that Bartholomew and his wife
thought about freezing sperm and eggs for the future,” Becky said
as she came back into the office. “I know that another child is
going to make a huge difference in his life. He loved that little
boy so much.”

Dr. Matthews was a little surprised at her
words, but he quickly realized her assumption and found it to be
perfect. He had worried that she might figure something out or
become curious, but now he saw that she had formed her own opinion,
which fit right in with the need for confidentiality. He smiled at
her for being so mentally dense.

“Yes, more people would do that if they
understood life the way Richardson does. Smart, and especially
rich, people seem to be more futuristic than normal people. I hope
this pregnancy will work and that the child will bring him much
joy.”

“I’m sure it will,” Becky said. “I just hope
it will be a boy.”

Dr. Matthews didn’t dare tell her that he had
already made certain it would be a boy – a musically talented boy
at that. He smiled more broadly, wishing he could shout to the
world that his mission was finally coming to life.

“Are you all settled into Bartholomew’s?”

“Yes I am. What a lovely home he has. I feel
like a queen with the servants bringing my meals to my room if I
want them and not having to done a thing. I hope it doesn’t spoil
me for after the baby is born.”

“It won’t. Your team of doctors will make
their first visit in four weeks, and I’ll come with them…just to
make sure everything is okay. After that, they will see you once
per month and I’ll come about every six weeks. Only the best for
the best, you know.”

“Of course, only the best.”

Becky was sincerely thrilled

















































































































































































































































































































































































THE END
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