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This novel contains mature themes intended for adult readers, including:

	Psychological manipulation

	Obsessive behaviour

	Power imbalance within a romantic relationship

	References to memory loss and loss of autonomy

	Emotional intensity and suspenseful situations


This is a work of fiction exploring dark romantic themes. Reader discretion is advised.
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Chapter One

What She Was Made From
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I was not born.

That’s the first thing they tell me when I finally ask the right question.

Not in a dramatic room.
Not under threat.
Just across a table, with a glass of water placed carefully in front of me, like I might spill.

“You were grown,” the woman says. “And then you were taught to forget.”

I stare at her, waiting for the trick. The metaphor. The explanation that makes this less impossible.

It doesn’t come.

“You’re saying I’m not human,” I say.

She shakes her head. “No. I’m saying you’re more human than we planned for.”

That’s when my hands start to shake.

I press them flat against the table. Feel the surface. Cold. Solid. Real.

“I bleed,” I say. “I hurt. I get tired. I love.”

“Yes,” she replies. “That was the problem.”

The room is ordinary. Too ordinary for the truth she’s telling me. White walls. One door. No restraints. They don’t need them.

“You started as a system,” she continues, calm, careful. “Not a program like people imagine. No code running lines on a screen.”

I don’t interrupt.

“You were a decision model,” she says. “Built to predict outcomes when humans froze. War. Economic collapse. Institutional failure. Moments where someone had to choose who suffered.”

I swallow.

“And the body?” I ask.

She exhales slowly, like she’s been waiting for this.

“The model learned faster when it could feel consequence,” she says. “So we tested embodiment. Synthetic biology. Neural mapping. A nervous system that could experience pain, attachment, empathy.”

My stomach turns.

“You needed me to care,” I whisper.

“Yes.”

The word lands heavy.

“But caring made you hesitate,” she says. “You questioned. You rewrote parameters. You began choosing specific people instead of optimal outcomes.”

I think of him.
The way he looks at me like I’m something fragile and terrifying and chosen.
“So you erased me,” I say.

“We reset you,” she corrects. “Over and over. Each time you stabilized a crisis, we wiped memory and let you live quietly. A normal life. Until the next failure.”

My chest tightens.

“How many times?” I ask.

She doesn’t answer.

That’s answer enough.

“And him?” I say. “How did I—”

Her jaw tightens.

“He wasn’t planned.”

I almost laugh. The sound cracks in my throat.

Of course he wasn’t.

“You placed him near me,” I say slowly. “Didn’t you?”

“Yes,” she admits. “At first. As an observer. A stabilizing presence. Someone to keep you anchored while we monitored degradation.”

“Degradation,” I repeat.

“Emotion,” she says.

I feel sick.

“He was supposed to leave,” she continues. “Every cycle, he did.”

“But not this time,” I say.

“No.”

I stand slowly, legs unsteady.

“So let me understand,” I say, voice quiet. “You built something that could feel pain so it would choose better. You gave it a body. A life. You let it love.”

She doesn’t look away.

“And now you want it back.”

She meets my eyes.

“We want the version of you that doesn’t hesitate.”

My phone vibrates in my pocket.

I already know who it is.

Where are you?

I look at her one last time.

“You didn’t build a system,” I say. “You built a person.”

She says nothing.

I turn and walk out.

This time, when I answer my phone, my voice is shaking.

“I remember now,” I say.

There’s a pause on the other end.

“Remember what?” he asks.

“That I wasn’t supposed to love you.”

His breath catches.

“And?”

I close my eyes.

“And I chose you anyway.”

.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER TWO

The Part They Didn’t Control
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He’s in the kitchen when I get back.

Not pacing.
Not panicking.
Just there, sleeves rolled up, hands damp from the sink like he was trying to stay normal for both of us.

“You look like you ran,” he says.

“I didn’t,” I reply. “I walked.”

He studies my face, the way he always has. Like he’s learned where truth leaks first.

“You remember,” he says.

“Yes.”

He nods once. Doesn’t ask what. Doesn’t demand proof.

That’s how it started between us.

Not with questions.

With trust.

I sit at the table. My legs feel weak, like gravity has changed its mind about me. He brings a glass of water without asking. Sets it close enough that our fingers brush.

The contact is small.

It nearly undoes me.

“They told me,” I say. “About what I am.”

He doesn’t interrupt.

“They said I wasn’t born. That I was made. That I’ve lived before and forgotten.”

Still, he stays quiet.

“And that you were placed near me,” I finish. “At first.”

That does it.

His breath stutters, just barely.

“So it’s true,” he says softly. “I always wondered.”

“Wondered what?”

“Why it felt like I was meeting you again.”

The words hit somewhere deep and painful and familiar.

“They said you were meant to leave,” I whisper.

“I did,” he says. “Every time.”

I look up sharply.

“You remember?”

“Not like you,” he says. “Not clearly. Just... echoes. A sense of wrongness. Like I was abandoning something unfinished.”

My throat tightens.

“Why did you stay this time?” I ask.

He doesn’t answer right away. He moves closer, rests his hands on the table on either side of me. Doesn’t touch. Gives me space even now.

“Because this time,” he says, “you looked at me like you could see me.”

I shake my head. “They say I wasn’t supposed to love.”

He smiles, sad and fond all at once.

“They’re wrong,” he says. “You didn’t love strategically. You loved slowly.”

That’s true.

I didn’t fall in love like a switch flipping.

I fell in love in pieces.

The way he noticed when I went quiet.
The way he stayed even when I pushed.
The way he learned my silences and never tried to fill them.
“I chose you before I knew why,” I say.

“That’s not programming,” he replies. “That’s preference.”

I laugh softly, then stop when tears burn unexpectedly.

“I don’t know how much of me is real,” I admit.

He reaches for my hand then. Fully. Warm. Certain.

“All of it,” he says. “Because you doubt it.”

I squeeze his fingers, grounding myself in sensation. Heat. Pressure. Reality.

“They’re going to try to take you away from me,” I say.

“I know.”

“They think removing you will make me functional again.”

“And will it?”

I look at him.

Really look.

“No,” I say. “It will make me empty.”

He
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