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  Dedication


For Alisha McGinnis, with love
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Replica

A Drifter Series Tale

Brutal Combat 

On a Distant World

Humanity wages a galactic war using clone soldiers 

to fight the human/alien hybrids known as The Not-Men. 

These clone soldiers aren't behaving as expected. 

One squad of five experiences id or ego divergence once they enter combat: 

One is a coward; 

Two's injured; 

Three's a psycho;

Four's dead; 

and what about Five?
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  Beyond Apocalypse Newsletter


If you enjoy apocalyptic horror, thrillers, and science fiction tales, you will love Stephen Alexander North’s prose fiction. Join his  Beyond Apocalypse Newsletter to get the latest news, updates on book releases, free stuff, and more. 
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  News Postscripts and Interview Excerpts



“Why clone people? To begin with, there literally aren’t enough people for all the expansion we plan. Secondly, we just don’t mature fast enough. Is there risk? Of course there is, but with the accelerated growth and maturation of clones, we get the added benefit of ego-shaping. These people are happy doing whatever role we give them---and they are as human as we make them! Human reasoning controlled by conditioning! With clones, we don’t run the risk of partial memory wipes! Don’t get me wrong, there is tremendous value in life-experienced humans…just some difficulties to overcome with hardened criminals or political dissidents. Nothing insurmountable. Clones can also be bred for different environments, or cross-bred with the possibly extinct humanoid DNA we’ve discovered on a number of planets. These are exciting times to be alive, whether natural-born or created! The fetters of ignorance have been cast off, and we, my brethren, are on the cusp of eternity and eternal life!”

Horace Iskander-Mote, CEO of Inspired Genomes (a subsidiary of Rayburn Biotech, and Dolen Incorporated)

“Outbreak of Zhor-Jasten Virus in five planetary systems closest to Sol! Millions stricken and feared dead! The 3rd and 47th Fast Response Fleets are reportedly on station to contain this horrific situation! No answers given as to origin.” -Jaz Solgen, United-Systems News

“The true, awful reality is that we need people. Any people: clones; synthetics; androids; vagrants; indigents; criminals; the terminally unemployed; military deserters; and whatever we can scrape up out of retirement or mental health facilities. This isn’t a joke. We are considering hiring Pru-Stanian levies directly into the Border Legions…” -Fleet Sector Marshal Jerard Givens, Telchar Station HQ, Rokarn’s World







  
  Replica


The crew compartment smelled of dried sweat, body odor, and death. Blood was under my fingernails. My black body armor was battered and filthy. All things I was intimately familiar with, if I could trust my memories.   
The guys sitting on the bench next to me and across from me all had my face. Not only that, they were me, exact replicas until the Dolen Corporation sent us into combat. Now there was divergence. Some of us were wounded, others burned, or covered with mud and the blood of others. Some of us had killed, while others hadn’t fired a shot. One of us, Number Four, didn’t make it back when they recalled us. I’d seen him die. 
I reloaded my rifle and each one of my three extra magazines. That gave me four hundred rounds.  
Proctor Jensen’s voice came over our helmets’ earphones: “Five, situation report!”
That was me. I wasn’t sure Jensen was real. A feminine voice, but none of us ever saw her that I know of.  
“I killed two Not-Men, and have a superficial wound on my left thigh,” I answered.
“You witnessed Four die. Assess your mental state,” Jensen commanded.
I’d seen Four die, and it was like watching myself in a mirror, as if I’d been shot in the forehead with an explosive bullet. Some of his bones and bloodied flesh struck me. I wasn’t able to process how I felt yet. The truth amounted to dark joy, but I forced myself to answer, “Rage, fear, and grief.”
Was Jensen analyzing my voice when I answered? Perhaps I gave something away.
“You feel something for the others?”
I looked them over. Number One looked shell-shocked. I was certain he hadn’t fired a shot. Last I’d seen of him, he was hiding in a bomb crater alongside a row of rotting bodies. The blood and rancid bits of flesh on him weren’t his own. He wouldn’t meet my eyes or anyone else’s. Number Two had been burned when a vehicle he was crouching behind blew up. The left side of his face was bright red, and that eye was weeping pus. They must have drugged him up to keep him alert and quiet. Number Three, the one sitting beside me, sneered when I looked his way. He’d killed everyone who crossed his path, along with civilians. Maybe he wasn’t sneering. Either way, I didn’t think he was friendly. None of my clones were. 
In fact, I was sure we all hated each other.
I’d gone berserk, but I didn’t kill anyone I wasn’t supposed to.
Not yet anyway.
What did the Dolen Corporation do with failed experiments? Might as well find out. 
“Answer me, Number Five!”
“Would you care about copies of yourself, Proctor?” I asked. “None of these things are my friend or comrade. What is the point of giving us the same face? Is this some sick experiment?”
“Any of the rest of you have anything to add?” Proctor Jensen asked.
“I didn’t sign up for this,” Number One asserted. “I’m a living, breathing person, and I have rights. I can’t and won’t kill people.”
“Then you will die and probably get your brothers killed along with you,” Jensen replied.
“They aren’t anything to me,” One answered. “This fight isn’t my fight!”
“It is everyone’s fight, and I can make your life a living hell.”
“You already have,” One said.
“Either way, you all are going back in. Failure isn’t acceptable. You are serving the human race. Be proud and do your duty. This complex is our enemy’s last bunker. They are fighting to the last.” 
There was no sense in arguing. One way or the other, we’d die or accomplish what was required of us. I didn’t want to die, even if I knew I was disposable and easily replaced. What made me so special that they made copies of me, anyway? Surely there were better soldiers available than I?
“Reinforcements are on the way. Number One, you are going to drive. Number Five, you take the gunner’s position. You will blast the entry doors open with the auto-cannon. Once that is done, you will all disembark and carry the assault below ground. Take no prisoners.”
None of us had any answer to that other than hurrying to obey. One cranked
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