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This novel if filled with erotic content meant for adults. It also contains references to physical and sexual assault, along with some scenes of violence. If you are triggered by physical, sexual and mental assault this book is not for you.

This is a science fiction romance novel set in the future. While much of it can happen in our current world the science I have added to this novel is something I came up with on my own. It is not something that can actually happen as of the time this novel was written.
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Just after my seventieth birthday I had my oldest daughter drive me to the day surgery center. The cataracts had gotten to the point I wanted them gone. I needed to be able to see to do my favorite things. It is hard to take photographs when all you saw was a white field over everything.

“Mom, you sure? You aren't young anymore?” 

“Yes honey, I am sure. It is only a day surgery. It is perfectly safe.” I was more confident than my oldest child, but that was always so. At fifty she had settled into her own life and her first grand baby was on the way.

“Well, I'm going to be in the waiting room. So I will be here when you wake up.” She sounded firm and I smiled. She needed to feel in charge and I understood that.

I got checked in and they made me get dressed in one of those silly gowns, thankfully one big enough to cover me. “Mame, the procedure should only take about a half hour. Now because of your age we are recommending full anesthesia. So it will take another hour for you to come out of it.”

I nodded with a smile. “Fine with me, sweetie; can't wait to go back to my normal vision.” She smiled and laid me back on the table, adjusting the overhead light when I winced. The surgery lights were always too bright, no matter where they directed them. 

I closed my eyes and then I felt a terrible pain in my head. Everything went black then and I heard voices calling out a code and things were done. What I wasn't sure, but they were painful and slowly the voices all went out like static on a radio and I fell into a darker place.
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THE LAST THING I REMEMBERED was one of those bright surgical lights in my eyes. Well that and a deep, soft voice asking me a question. I couldn't remember the question, but anesthesia will do that to a woman. The room I woke in was dark and that surprised me. I mean yeah, I had the procedure done in the hospital because I had a few little health issues that made them not comfortable doing the operation in their fancy surgical suite. So I was surprised to wake up in the dark. Usually no matter what a hospital room had lights on. Yeah, they might be dim, but they are there. Okay maybe the nurses thought it would be better on me to wake in darkness since they had been fixing the cataracts I had developed when I hit seventy and pulled the curtains, but it was pitch black. 

For a moment I thought maybe they had messed up and made me blind. On automatic I reached up and rubbed my eyes. They weren't covered and when I opened them there was a little bit of light coming from somewhere. I turned my head and saw that a glow from the edges of the room. It slowly got brighter, but not too bright. It took me a bit to realize that something was different and I mean different.

For starters when you get old everything hurts. It can be a low level pain that you just get used to right up to the sharp pain you get when you are in a position too long. Nothing hurt, not even my eyes, which should after surgery right? 

I actually felt, well pretty good. I took a deep breath and smiled. To be able to take a full chest expanding breath was something I hadn't been able to do, well most of my life. Then I stretched. I mean one of those full body stretches you see young people do. A full, back arched, stretch from fingertips to toes and oh that felt amazing. No cramp in my side, no charlie horse in my calf, just a leisurely stretch like a cat would do when waking. It was unreal and for a moment I thought I must have passed on and this was the beginning of heaven. Of course that was when things truly got interesting.

I was startled then when a soft and deep voice spoke in my ear. “Just go with what will happen next. Don't let them know you are conscious. Don't speak.” Whoever this man was he was trying to warn me about something. For some reason I trusted his voice.

It was then that two things came to my attention. First I was not alone on this wonderful bed and second, well I was naked. I opened my mouth to say something and felt a gentle finger press to my lips. Now a part of me wanted to scream and push him away, but the bigger part, much bigger part I admit, wanted to know why there was a man in my bed. After all it had been years since there had been one. So I nodded slightly and took another breath, this time to relax. 

He spoke again and I realized that his voice was pitched so that only I would hear it. “I will be as gentle as I can.” Then well, things got good.

I felt his fingers lightly tracing down my throat, leaving little tingles of a kind I hadn't felt for years. At seventy I had given up on ever feeling a man's hands on my skin for anything other than medical reasons. I mean really who wants a saggy, wrinkled and scarred woman who let herself go? I wasn't one of those perfect model type women who when they aged looked like they were still in their forties at the worse, no I looked my age.

I let out a shivery breath as his fingers trailed down between my breasts and then around one to lightly trace the nipple. I bit my lip and shivered then. There was just enough light for me to look down and see his hand and my breasts. I opened my mouth instinctively to let out a surprised gasp and his mouth came down on mine, swallowing that gasp. He turned that motion into a deep and oh so arousing kiss as his fingers kept teasing my skin.

Why did I gasp? Well like I said before last I remembered my body was seventy years old with all that entailed. You know deflated breasts, bloated belly and spotted skin? Well my breasts, from the quick look I had, were back to the full and perky size they had been when I was twenty. Actually they were better. More sensitive and I mean more sensitive. The belly that had been bloated since I had another surgery was flat now and I wanted to see what else was changed, but well his kiss stole any thought from my head. I shivered and reached one hand up to slip into his hair. It felt crisp and silky as it moved through my fingertips. The strands were long and I think they would brush his shoulders and down his back if I was paying attention.

He broke the kiss and whispered, “No sounds if you can help it, love. Reach up and hold the headboard. They want to see everything.” I nodded once and reached up to the headboard and found it was metal and there were places I could curl my fingers. I had a brief thought I shouldn't let him do things, after all wasn't I a woman who had once led marches for equal rights? But I had no idea where I was and let’s be honest I wanted this, so I did as he requested and then he moved his lips down the same path as his fingers.

When his lips moved to the nipple he had been teasing, his fingers lifted my breast up and I felt his tongue laving it. Oh my lordy, my nerves must have gotten more sensitive because oh yeah that felt so good. Like first time being touched by the love of your life good. I felt pleasure that slithered down my body and when he lightly nipped me, heat built down in my nether regions.

I bit my lip and arched up to him and he smiled against my skin. He alternated licking, nipping and suckling, switching from one breast to the other and I had to clench my jaw to not moan out loud. I won't say I didn't make a sound, because well, breathing is a sound right? And I was breathing a bit hard when his hand started sliding down my belly.

After decades with little touch, this was almost too much. I had a good idea what was going to happen; after all it wasn't like I was a seventy year old virgin. I had been married once, had lovers and even children and grandchildren, but oh my skin was quickly begging for more touches and I was taking little shivering breaths.

When his hand slid down the curve of my belly to brush my mound I panted and licked my suddenly dry lips. He lifted his head back up to whisper against my lips. “Open for me, love.” I did, opening both my lips and my thighs.

He first licked along my lips and then darted his tongue in to tease mine then he stroked along my lower lips, testing the moisture there. He deepened the kiss as he slowly slid a finger inside me and my hips lifted to meet him. He stroked me slowly, easing a second one in and rocking them in and out.

In an instant my body adjusted to the pleasurable feeling and I rocked against his hand. It may have been a while, but I knew where I wanted to feel his touch. I let out a little breathy whimper and he pulled out of the kiss and I felt his thumb circle my bud. I nearly jumped out of my newly sensitive skin when he did that. The jolt of pleasure was a long lost friend and I wanted more.

“That's right, love.” His voice was a little growly, as if my rising need was making him hotter. Which if I was thinking would have made sense, but well I never was good at thinking when someone was arousing me. He stroked me, teasing and I was rocking to his hand. “More?”

I nodded and he found a rhythm with his fingers that had me panting hard. Just as I was straining toward something I hadn't felt in years, he stopped and slid his fingers free of me. I whimpered, quietly but yeah I whimpered. He didn't leave me hanging for long though. He moved from being pressed to my side to lie between my legs. He had moved like water and soon I felt his mouth where his fingers had been. Oh that was better, as he darted his tongue around my bud I nearly lifted off the bed. 

He had wrapped his hands about my thighs and somehow managed to hold me down as he drank me. He teased and tasted and soon I was near the peak again. I couldn't stop the moan this time. I mean yeah it was quiet, after all even in the old days I was a quiet lover, but oh gods above and below I was straining and wanted to beg him to let me go over the edge. I didn't need to beg though because he suckled my bud and my world came apart. 

My breath shuddered out of me as my whole body stiffened in ecstasy. My hands tightened on the headboard and my gasp was audible. He wrung every drop of pleasure he could out of my orgasm and I was lost in the white out of it. 

He slowly pulled away and waited for me to come back to myself before he moved up and laid his body on mine. The feel of his toned and warm body on my skin had me shivering and I could feel a part of him I wanted to explore pressing against me. “Are you ready?”

I nodded and then he slid into me. Now as I said before I was no virgin, but for a moment I felt like I was. I could feel him stretching my inner walls and for a brief second there was a bit of pain. He paused, fully inside me before he withdrew. I could see his dark eyes above me, with a mix of desire and concern in them.

I lifted both my lips and my hips to him and we moved in the age old dance of lovers. I couldn't continue to hold the headboard and slid my hands over his shoulders and down his back. My legs wrapped about him and for a time we were all sensation and hard breaths. 

I dug my nails into the firm flesh of his bottom, urging him to go harder and deeper and he did so. I was lost in the feel of two bodies rushing toward pleasure, but a part of me could hear voices in the background. He was too good for me to really pay attention to the words I heard though. When he lifted up on his arms to drive deeper I looked down our bodies to where we were joined and then up into his eyes before I lifted up my body so I could lick and bite his skin.

I wanted to devour him and pleasure him as he was me and when I saw his eyes rolling closed I knew I was. As his body thrust into mine I tightened my walls around him and rocked harder. Once more I felt my body starting to tense. He sped up his thrusts, panting as hard as I was and I dropped back as he drove me over the edge again. I let out a hard breath and a tiny moan just before I felt him stiffen and then flood me with his seed.

I watched his face as the pleasure tore through him and then smiled, shivering. There is nothing more beautiful to me than a man who had given me an orgasm having one of his own. His arms shook and then he slowly sunk down to rest on his elbows just above me. He looked deep into my eyes and then a tiny smile crossed his face; a face that I could now see clearly.

He had a square jaw and full lips. High cheekbones and a smooth forehead with a dark lock of wavy hair that dropped to cover one eye. He panted above me, trying to catch his breath. He opened his mouth to say something when the voices I had ignored got louder.

“Adam, move away. Let us see Eve now.” 

He closed his eyes, taking a deep breath with a clenched jaw. It was obvious he did not want to move. He whispered, “Just do what they tell you and I will explain when they stop.” I dipped my chin and swallowed down the whimper when he pulled from my body. 

He stood and I got a good look at the man who had just made love to me. He was tall with broad shoulders and a slender waist. His skin was an overall rich golden tan and my mouth watered. His hair was dark and as I thought flowed past his shoulders and down his back. I smiled and licked my lips and he shook his head slightly.

“As you can see, Eve is very responsive. The addition of subject thirty five's data has shown a remarkable advancement in sensitivity. The testing will resume for your enjoyment in one hour.” The speaker sounded like a cross between a scientist and a salesman. 

I heard a shuffling sound and then another voice spoke. “Eve, get up and move to the bathing chamber.” I stretched and sat up. As I did the lights came up and I saw that the room was four walls, two doors and a bed. I slid off the side and walked toward Adam, who opened the second door for me and with a tiny sweep of his hand gestured for me to enter.

The room on the other side was white tiled and contained what I expected. It was a bathing room. Adam shut the door and then cocked his head to the side as if listening. I started to move to him and he held up a hand stopping me. He reached into the glass sided shower and turned the water on before taking my hand and pulling me inside.

He placed a hand over my lips and then smiled. “I knew you would wake this time.” 

I opened my mouth and then closed it. Now that we were out of the bedroom my mind was starting to click about things. Like this wasn't a dream or the afterlife. It took a few deep breaths and fish like motions before I managed to say anything. “Where am I and what the hell?”

He laughed softly and pulled me into his arms. “You are at the institute, Angel.” He sighed, resting his forehead against mine. “It isn't quite hell, but I am sure it isn't how you thought you would wake up.”

I pressed to him instinctively, my body having a mind of its own and wanted a lot more of his. “No, I expected to wake up in a hospital bed with bandages on my eyes. Not with a whole different body and a super hot man making love to me.”

He sighed and chuckled then. “I can explain, if you stop distracting me.”

It was then I realized that I was running my hands down his sides and trying to stroke him. I gasped and blushed. “What the, I didn't even...”

“It's the chemicals they pump into the mating rooms, Angel.”

I took a breath and realized I could smell Jasmine and Lavender in the air. Two scents that I had loved when I was younger. I knew they were said to be aphrodisiacs, but I hadn't had this overwhelming desire when smelling them before. 

Adam watched as I worked things out and then smiled as I took a half step away, crossing my arms over my belly to keep my hands from wandering his oh so touchable skin. “There must be more than flower essence in it.”

“They just add binders. You have been changed.”

“Yeah, you noticed? I mean really?” I gestured down my body and shook my head. “So why did I go under as a seventy year old woman and wake up as a twenty year old sex fiend in bed with Adonis?”

He laughed and stepped under the hot water. “Because your family signed a form donating your body to science and you died on the table.” 

I watched as he ran a cloth down his chest to his flat belly and blinked, biting my lip as that cloth moved lower. “Ah, what? They donated me to science? That wasn't what was supposed to happen.”

He nodded and continued to clean himself as I watched. “All the dolls in this institute were donated after death. They took our DNA, mixed it in their vats and we come out in new and better forms. Or so they tell those they sell us to.”
I stepped back till my back hit the glass and ground my teeth. “This can't be real. They can't do this in 2023.”

He rung out the cloth he had been using and reached for a second one, soaping it up as he did before stepping toward me. “It isn't 2023, Angel.” He started to slowly wash my body and I shivered as I let him. “You died three centuries ago.”

I wanted to take that cloth away from him and demand answers, but yet again my body was screaming to do more than just stand there. It took a few dozen deep breaths and clenching my fingers around the stability bar before I managed to talk again. “So I'm in some kind of science fiction fantasy now?”

He stepped closer and reached around to wash my back. “If it is easier then yes, but please let me tell you what I can before they decide we need to do round two.” I nodded and listened, all the while fighting the urge to drop to my knees and taste him. 
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“For the past two centuries the Institute has been playing with the human genome. At first it was just breeding for the perfect, in their minds, human. Then it was to blend other creatures with the human.”

“To make the perfect soldier, right?” My voice was definitely filled with disgust, but it didn't bother Adam.

“At first they wanted to sell soldiers that would take orders without arguing, but when a new CEO took over they moved to making the best concubines and assassins. Men and women who would be bought as perfect dolls and toys and could with a flip of a switch be turned into the perfect killers.”

I watched his face when he said that and I saw anger and something else. “I take it the problem was that the dolls still were humans with thoughts of their own that made that not work the way they wanted.”

He nodded. “So they made the chemicals, ones that no doll could ignore.” Then he smiled, “Or so they think.”

“Okay, I'll give you all this, but why me? I wasn't a solider or fighter in life. I was a storyteller, a singer and well a wife and mother. I was a mess physically from birth. Hell I wasn't even all that pretty.”

He wrapped me up in his arms and shook his head. “You are and were beautiful, Angel.”

I let my arms go around his ribs and shook my head. “Not really, but you are sweet, Adam.”

“My name is not Adam. Just as your name is not Eve.” He then whispered a name in my ear.

I felt a jolt, a swift little pain in my forehead when he said his name as memories started to form. I was just reaching for them when a tone filled the room and he stepped back. “Show time again, Angel; just do what your body wants.” His eyes looked sad, but there was a smile forming on his face as the air once more filled with the scent of Lavender and Jasmine.

I shivered all over and the urge I had been repressing took over and I dropped to my knees. There before me was what I wanted and no words would stop me. I looked up at him, licking my lips and then slid my hands up his corded thighs. I felt a quiver as I did so and leaned forward to lick the water that was sliding down his skin.

With one hand I cupped his sack and the other curled about his rod to stroke him slowly. I felt him hardening in my hand and leaned closer to take him into my mouth. The taste of him was overwhelming. Clean, healthy, male and something I once loved. I licked and suckled, swirling my tongue as I did so. Memories of years earlier in my life guided me to do things that I knew made a man moan and he did.

His fingers came down to tangle in my hair and guide me. With each slip of my lips he grew longer and harder and his hips rocked. A part of me knew we were being watched, like some kind of live action porno, but the part of me filled with the chemical didn't care. In fact it loved putting on a show. I had never been one to want my love making on show, but the idea that we were being watched made me hotter.

Adam panted, hissed and moaned with each thing I did. I felt powerful as I teased and worked him to frenzy. This was not the almost sweet love making we had done on the bed, no this was pure lust and need and when he tried to pull back, I took him deep into my mouth and started to hum. Fun fact, humming isn't exactly easy when your mouth is full, but I had mastered this little art in my teens. The vibration would drive most men nuts and Adam was no exception. He groaned and both hands came down on my head as he truly started thrusting into my willing mouth.

It didn't take long really, no more than a few minutes, when he let out a long moan and emptied himself into my mouth. I swallowed down the first few blasts and then leaned back and stroked the rest onto my face and breasts. I knew we were being watched and voyeurs, no matter the year, seemed to love to see semen on a woman's face. Adam shuddered as his flow slowed and then stopped and with shaking hands he pulled me to my feet and kissed me hard and deep.

I purred, literally purred like a cat, and ran my hands around to his ass and rubbed my body to his. Yeah, the old me was going on and on about that, but I was not thinking so well at the moment. When he pulled out of the kiss I knew that this was just the first act of this little show. 

You would think after a second hard orgasm in just over an hour would mean he was done, but nope. The scent in the air grew stronger and I felt his cock growing hard against my belly. He turned me so I was facing away from him and placed my hands on the rod before stroking his hands from my breasts down to my thighs. He nudged my legs apart and with his hands on my hips, thrust into me from behind. 

Now one thing about sex in a shower is that you better have something to hold onto. It is slippery and well a fall can hurt. Height is a factor most of the time too. Adam had to be nearly six feet tall and this body I was in was a good hand span shorter. I was partially on my toes and his knees were flexed, but that didn't matter. What did was just how hard and deep he could go and oh did he. With each thrust he was hitting that place that most men have no idea exists; that elusive wonderful spot that women dream of having stroked and as he hit it over and over I felt quakes starting.

With a deep moan, he slowed his thrusts and I could feel his fingers tighten on my hips. It was as if he wanted to go harder, to reach that peak we were searching for, but couldn't. Instead he pulled out of me and pulled me backwards. Before I knew what was happening he was sitting on a bench that I hadn't realized was there and he sat me on his cock, facing a screen that showed the audience.

Inside my mind I was squirming, but my body kept moving. My arms stretched up and curled around his head as he licked and bit my shoulder. With one hand he guided the motion of my hips and the other reached around and rubbed my bud. “Go ahead and make noise now, Angel.” He whispered, panting and thrusting harder into me.

As if his words were a key my mouth opened and moans filled the air. I rocked, taking him as deep as I could and while still encircling his head with one arm I let my other drop down so I could squeeze my bobbing breast, kneading it and tugging the nipple in excitement. He quickly had me writhing in need and pleasure. “Come for me, love.” 

He flicked my bud and thrust up hard and I did just that. I shattered into a thousand pieces, crying out my pleasure in the air before going limp for a moment. I could feel him shaking and I licked my lips and pulled off him to turn and face him, dropping back down. Then I rode him like a good cowgirl rides her steed.

His head went back and his hand gripped my ass and pounded into me till he shuttered and filled me once more. I licked my lips and looked down into his dazed eyes with glee. The power I felt for that moment was intoxicating. I had taken control of his pleasure twice and he enjoyed it. Leaning down I whispered into his ear. “This isn't just the chemicals is it?”

He shook his head, just enough for me to see it and then eased me off him. Once more he reached for the cloths and we washed the sex off our skin as voices filled the room. “As you see, our Eve has the initiative to take her partner's body and wring every bit of pleasure from it. Adding a bit of her data to your dolls will bring their worth up. Breeding her to your males will of course bring chattel worth much, much more than any other. We here at the Institute have found the way to insure that traits like the drive to mate breeds cleanly to the offspring.”

I shuddered when I heard those words. Was I to be bred to random male dolls like a prized mare to a winning stallion? Could that be what they wanted?

“Bidding will start at one million.”

The wall grew opaque and Adam wrapped his arms tight about me. “Easy, love. Easy.” His lips brushed my temple and I really started to quake. It was one thing to have sex with this man who seemed so familiar, another to be sold for breeding purposes.

“They, they sell us to make babies?” My voice was tiny then.

He shook his head, sighing. “No, they sell ova and sperm and use artificial wombs. They would only sell your body when you run out of eggs.” His arms tightened more and I must have made a squeak because he loosened his arms.

“Angel, you are too valuable for them to make you a brood mare.” His voice was tired and I leaned back to look at him. He whispered something else, but it was too low for me to hear.

“What about you?”

He laughed then. “Oh, I'm not on the block anytime soon, love. I am their favorite visual aid.” As the scents in the air slowly dissipated till the only scent was our bodies and clean water, he sighed.

“Adam,” I didn't know what to say to that. How long had they been making him perform for an audience?
He stood, putting me on my feet and turned off the water. Stepping out of the shower he took a large towel and dried first my skin, then his. There was nothing sexual now, just tender care and I watched his face. His eyes were shuttered, but his body was relaxed.

I didn't know this man, did I? Yes, we had been as close as two people could be no more than five minutes ago, but I felt like I knew him, really knew him. “Why do I feel like I know you?” When he arched a brow at me I lightly smacked his pectoral and shook my head. “I mean more than in the biblical sense. I look at you and I swear I know you.”

He brushed his thumb over my cheek and nodded. “You do, or did.” He looked up at the clock that had appeared on the wall and sighed. “We have a few hours to rest and eat before the next show and I have a lot to tell you, Angel.”

I nodded and then paused for a moment to look at the full sized mirror in the room. I took in my body and shook my head. Like I said before my breasts were full and high, like a young woman. My belly was flat and toned and my hips were definitely not as wide as I remembered. My thighs looked sleek and strong, not too full like before. My coloring was close to what I remembered. I had pale skin, always have had pale skin. There was a blue undertone that once bothered people, but that was just my veins showing through the thin skin. My eyes were the deep, dark blue that I had when young, no longer the milky color that age made them. Over the years my hair had gone from the color of ripe wheat in the field to mud brown to silvery white with times of not so natural hair color tossed in for fun. Now it rippled down to my hips in water darkened blonde. It was fuller than I remembered, but then I loved long hair and this was nice.

What was interesting was that the scars that I had before still were there, if very faint. I used to count them up, holding each one as a badge of honor that I had lived through things. They didn't mar this new body, but I knew they were there and exactly how I had gotten each of them. From the first one from when I was small and fell into the hands of someone who my mother trusted to the ones near my eyes. They were all fine white lines and when I prodded one I didn't feel the underlying layer of scar tissue.

I wrapped the towel around me and turned to look at Adam who was chuckling. “Like what they have done?”

“More curious, I was never this sleek in the life I remember. The old scars are there, but very faint. Why?”

He shrugged and ushered me back into the bedroom we had shared. I darted a look at the bed and let out a little sound. While we had been doing our second exhibition someone had cleaned up and moved things. It was as if more space had been added to the room to hold a table, two chairs and there were robes hanging on a coat rack.

Adam dropped the towel from around his hips and walked over to slip on the black one that looked like silk. It rested just to the tops of his thighs and if possible made him hotter. Now that I wasn't acting like a bitch in heat I studied him.

As I said before his skin was a golden tan that stretched over sleek muscles that my fingers tingled in remembrance of touching. I tried to place the mix of his features to what I remembered back when. He looked like a mix of Asian and Amerind in one mouthwatering package. His hands had long tapered fingers that I knew were talented. He came toward me with a sky blue robe and gestured for me to drop the towel. He wrapped it around me, with light touches that told me he liked my skin too. 

He then led me over to the table, holding the chair for me like an old style gentleman. “The food is better than you would think, but then they do need to keep their prized dolls fed.”

Again the tone and I watched him. “How long have you been a part of the shows?”

He sat back and sighed. “If I said too long would that be enough of an answer?” He shook his head. “No, it wouldn't be I know.” He looked off into space before answering. “I woke up soon after I was decanted. I have been on display for this way for more years than I like to remember.”

I blinked and winced then. “Is there no way for you to leave? To go out and be the man you should be? Are we doomed to be slaves forever?”

He looked at me then, his eyes intense. “I wasn't leaving till you woke up, Angel.”

“But I just woke up,” I was confused. “Why, why stay in this place till I woke up? I don't remember you from my other life.”

He laughed then. “You will, but not from before you died the first time, love. We have a history, one that you will remember.”

The intensity of his voice made something spark in me, but I was still confused. “Wait first time?”

“Eat and I will tell you the sad tale of a man and a woman who were more than they were made to be.”

I dug into the meat and vegetables before me, unsure what they were other than good tasting. “This should be good.” I admit I love stories. In the life I actually remember I would read and watch and even write. Stories
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