Clone Shoot


“Okay, so... one more time?  So I can be sure I get it right?”


Brenda looked over at the man in the driver's seat.  Harvey smiled and nodded, clearly approving of the brunette's professional attitude.


“It's a photo shoot.  Simple enough,” he said.  “I'm sure you'll be fine.  Just go over it again for me.”


“Well, all right.”  Brenda nodded back.  She leaned into the passenger seat, playing with strands of her long brown hair with her red-painted fingernails.  “The photo shoot was supposed to be with one of the new model of clones.  Clones of me.”  She beamed proudly, drawing another smile from the driver.  “But there was a production delay, so none are quite ready yet.  So I'm going to fill in.”


“Pretty much,” he agreed.  “We'd already booked the shoot and everything.  We're really grateful to you for doing this, Brenda.”


“Sure thing,” she agreed amiably.  She looked over at him, a trace of nervousness visible on her face now.  “Since it's safe... right?”


“Oh, perfectly safe,” he agreed immediately.  “I called the cameramen and the actor myself just before picking you up.  They'll even be using a trick to make sure it's safe for you.  You'll see it, it's obvious.  They'll edit it out of all the pictures and the recording later.  That, or use it as a prop, I'm not entirely sure.”


“Okay,” Brenda agreed, relieved a little more by hearing him repeat that for the fifth or sixth time now.  “I mean, no way do I want to go all the way like my clones will!”  She giggled a little nervously.


“No indeed,” he agreed, and laughed.  “Don't worry, everything's set up and everyone's forewarned.  Just pretend you're one of the clones and do everything you're told, and stay in character until they say cut.  Afterwards our techies will make it look like it went all the way even though it won't have.”


“Okay.”  Brenda nodded again.  She shivered in her simple black skirt and tank top as she imagined the scene she would be acting in.  “This is going to be... intense.”


“You sure you can do this?” He looked over at her, looking uncertain.  “It has to be convincing, you know.  And you're not a clone, you're the real thing.  The clones will be modified to obey and perform, but you're one hundred percent natural.  Can you really do it?  Act like a clone?  Let things happen, and do what they tell you to?”  He paused.  “That means letting the actor do whatever he wants to you.  You know what that means, right?  And what the whole photo shoot is all about?”


“Sure,” she said, and meant it.  “It always fascinated me, and since I know it's safe, I'm sure I'll really enjoy it.”  She smiled widely, excited.  “I mean, can anything go wrong?  No, right?”


“Nope,” he agreed, smiling reassuringly.  “Everyone knows who you really are and even if by some chance things started getting out of control they have orders to make sure you're okay, by any means.”  He shook his hand.  “Won't be necessary regardless, but you have that added safety net too.”


“Wow... great, then,” Brenda said, taking a deep breath.  “Okay.  So I'm ready, then.”  She smiled at him.  “I'm little miss obedient clone.  I'll do everything they tell me to and enjoy it.”  She took another deep breath, excited by her thoughts.


“It's okay if you show a little fear, though,” Harvey said.  “Even the clones will show some fear.  They'll obey commands, but they'll be scared sometimes while doing it.  You can be fearless if you like, and if you can, but if the girl looks a little scared... that tends to sell too.”  He looked a little sheepish as he admitted that.


“I bet,” she agreed, and giggled.


“Okay, then.  Here we are.”  He pulled up to the driveway of a small suburban home.  “That's the house right there.  So just walk up, ring the doorbell, and play the obedient little clone girl.  Don't look at the cameras; be natural.  The actor and cameramen won't give you any instructions; they'll be filming as soon as you ring the doorbell.  Okay?”  He handed her a small black leather case, about the size of a purse.  “In here's a fake purchase slip.  Offer it to the actor like any of your clones will to their buyers; don't make a big deal of it.  I'll pick you up after the shoot.”


“Okay.  Thanks, boss.” Brenda gave him a peck on the cheek, then stepped out of the car.  He smiled at her, waved, and drove off, leaving her in front of the house.


She took a few deep, steadying breaths.  She tried to get into the mindset of a clone; obedient, ready for anything, and unquestioning.  It excited her; she knew what all those clones of her would be doing once they hit the market.  She knew she would get to have a small taste of it, but unlike them, without going all the way.


She made her way to the door, walking the driveway on her black high heels, took another breath, and rang the doorbell.  She put a wide smile on her face.


The door opened.  Standing there was a muscular guy, wearing a pair of jeans but no shirt, his hair cut short but a similar brown color as her own.  Her breath caught in her throat as she imagined what she would be doing with him soon, but she kept her smile on and said the words any of her clones would: “Hi.  I'm Brenda.  You ordered me?”  She offered him the black folder with the fake clone purchase slip.


The man smiled a bit and nodded.  He took the folder, opened it, and looked the purchase slip over like any real buyer would, then put it away again.  “Yes, I did,” he said, and stepped aside to let her pass.  “Come in.  We can start right away.”


She saw the cameras and cameramen right away.  The room just beyond the entrance was large to both sides; three cameras had been set up in the dining area to film what would happen in the living room section.  A man stood behind each camera, all of them silently aiming at her or the male actor; two other people, one of them a woman, stood back with hand-held cameras for still shots.  Brenda had to fight not to look the setup over.  “Thank you,” she told the actor, stepping by him and into the living room.


The living room had only a few pieces of furniture.  The main feature was an old purple sofa with a couple of sky blue pillows on the ends and visible signs of wear and tear on it.  To the side of it was a small end table with a half-filled beer on it and a full bottle of Baby Oil.  Right behind the sofa was a small square mirror, hanging slightly askew; hanging near it was a length of thin yellow rope.


Brenda's heart rate accelerated.  The Baby oil was a pretty suggestive article to have lying around; she knew what it would be used for.  She'd read the company's many informational fliers, after all, even if she'd never expected to apply any of the techniques detailed therein.


“It's been a long day for me,” the actor said as he closed the door.  She moved to the sofa, which she figured would be the focus of the action, and turned around to find him already starting to unbutton his jeans.  “Let's get straight to it.  Get undressed.”


She blinked at him, a little surprised but also excited.  Harvey had been right; she would have to act exactly as one of her clones would.  The actor's words had been an order, and any of the clones would know it as such and obey.  So without allowing herself to hesitate, she reached up and slid her tank top over her head, set it aside on a chair, and moved on to her skirt to do the same.


He wasn't wearing underwear.  When she straightened up from removing the skirt, she found him standing there in all his glory: muscular, tanned, and quite hung.  She froze for a moment only before reaching up to start undoing her black bra.  A clone would continue to obey, even if like the original Brenda she would be excited by his nakedness.  A clone wouldn't hesitate to drop her bra, exposing her big round breasts, so Brenda didn't; nor would a clone hesitate to pull down her black thong, so she didn't either.  She continued to obey his order to undress until the order had been completely obeyed.


“Nice,” he said, putting his hands on his hips and looking her over, the stance somehow making his penis look even bigger.  The photographers took pictures of him and of her.  “Not shaved below.  Just like I wanted.”  Brenda fought to fight back a blush; she was, indeed, mostly unshaven around her crotch.  “Hmm... put your high heels back on.”  Silently, she obeyed.  “All right.  Get on the couch.  Doggy style.”


She swallowed, hoping it wouldn't show on the cameras, and she turned toward the couch obediently.  Wow, he was really going to treat her like a clone; they were built to serve in every way.  He wasn't going to bother with foreplay, he was just going to take her and have his fun, then dispose of her.


As he neared her, Brenda became worried.  She could act like a clone, but would her body cooperate?  Clones were engineered to lubricate the moment they sensed they would be needed for sex, but she was a real, natural woman, so...


He gripped her hips as she knelt on the couch, and with his other hand he guided the head of his penis to the opening of her womanhood.  She sucked in a breath, determined to cooperate as obediently as she could.  It wasn't like sex would be in any way new; she was used to her body, and being filmed during sex wasn't unheard of for her either.  But if she wasn't wet enough things could look bad for the camera...


He drove into her, and she gasped loudly.  Without resistance his thickness plowed into her all the way, and he immediately brought his other hand to her waist to start fucking her in a fast rhythm.  She gasped at his thrusts, as her clone would have, but she marvelled as she realized what had happened.  She'd been getting so turned on at the thought of having to obey any and all his commands that she had been wet and ready.


Though he went at her fast and hard, he really was a professional actor; he held off his orgasm for a while, long enough for the cameras to record a few minutes of nice, easy-to-sell sex.  Brenda ended up doing like her clone would have: she went into orgasm from the fucking before he did.  Only after she had did he start groaning in turn and release his load into her.


She panted, somewhat spent, but she stayed still in the doggy position as he caught his breath.  A clone would generally not move until told to, and since she was supposed to be a clone, that meant she couldn't either.  She had been a little nervous about all this, but so far she had to admit she was enjoying pretending to be just a clone.


“All right.”  He finally pulled out of her.  It was abrupt, so she sucked in a loud breath.  “I have to go out tonight, so let's get this done quickly.  Sit.”  He gestured at the couch.  She obeyed, sitting without a word.  “Okay.  High heels off.  Can't risk hurting my pet.”  He stepped toward her, and he surprised her by reaching up at the wall behind the sofa.  His hand came down holding the end of the rope she'd seen there; she was dying to look at what it was attached to, but she knew a clone wouldn't look.  Instead she quietly started to pull off one of her high heels, as ordered.


Movement off to her left, on the floor, caught her attention.  She saw the various shades of green and she knew what she was seeing even before her eyes could fully take it in.  It was a huge snake, its skin unnaturally soft and scaleless.  It was just barely starting to slither around the edge of the old sofa, but already she knew why it was moving now and not before: the rope the actor held was tied loosely around its body.  It hadn't moved until he'd started pulling it into the view of the cameras.


Brenda's heart started to pound.  This was it; this was what she was here for.  She was here for the snake.


This was a publicity shoot, and she was standing in for the new product: clones of herself.  But the commercial would feature another of the products from the same company; that snake.  Another genetically modified living pet.


Clones could be pets, but they had a short life span.  They weren't supposed to live for more than a couple months, tops.  It had something to do with the complexity of a human brain.  The other pets the company made had longer life spans, but that meant they had to be fed regularly.  But since cloned girls were expendable anyway, someone in the company had quickly made the short jump from selling girls as pets, to selling girls as pet food.


Brenda's clones would be no exception.  They were being marketed as happy, obedient fuck-toys, 'grown' specifically to be enjoyed a short while and then fed to whatever pet needed sustenance.  So this photo shoot, here, would be used to sell Brenda's clones, and would serve to demonstrate a typical use for one: fuck her, then feed her to your pet.


She swallowed, imagining it.  He was about to feed her to his pet snake, or at least that was the scenario for the photo shoot.  In a minute or two he would order her to start sliding her body down that snake's throat, and like her clones would, she would have to obey without hesitation.  She would be destined to die inside it and be digested like any clone would be.


Good thing it would all be fake.


Harvey had made sure of it.  He'd called them, spoken to them, and had even set up the 'prop' they would use to keep her safe.  That rope, she realized: it was being used to pull the snake into the room, but it was probably to keep her from sliding all the way inside.  Like Harvey had said, they'd let her go in most of the way, then they'd edit the work afterwards to make it look like she'd been fed to the snake for real.  And even if things got dicey, she would still be safe.  They had orders to keep her safe by any means necessary, he'd said.  One of their snakes really wasn't much of a loss; they'd literally cut it open to get her out safely if anything went wrong.


The sofa moved as the man sat down next to her, and it startled her back to herself.  How long had she been staring?  Damn, she'd been so enthralled by what was about to happen that she'd fallen out of character...


“Yeah, he's impressive, ain't he?” The man said, and she was immediately grateful for him covering up her reaction.  He was a professional, all right.  “Love him.  So I gotta make sure he gets only the best meat.”  He reached out and took her right hand, and pulled it to his penis.  She took the cue and started gently pumping it.  “Only the best for my boy.  The brand new Brenda.”  She actually blushed.  Though he was just speaking rehearsed lines, the sales pitch for the new clone type --- which would, after all, carry her name --- it was still a little flattering.  Though her clones would be sold for sexual gratification and feeding to animals, they were still her in appearance.


“Yes, he's a very nice specimen,” she said, leaning back a little.  There; not too much, not too little.  Just a small word of agreement with her buyer, as a clone would.


“All right.  Here, boy,” he said, pulling on the rope again.  The snake slid forward, its snout heading toward her feet; they'd probably kept him hungry for the shoot, so he saw her red-painted toes and probably knew she was his meal.  “Now, lean over me.  Suck me.  Put your feet in his mouth.  And take off that high heel.”


“Yes, sir,” she said, acting the part.  Though she wondered if the cameras could see her excitement, she tried to hide it as she obeyed.  She leaned sideways, presenting her right foot to the snake, while lifting her other foot behind her to pull off her remaining shoe.  At the same time, she brought her mouth toward the man's penis, even as he pulled on the rope to drag the snake closer and took hold of the beer on the small table nearby.


The snake knew what it was supposed to do.  Its lips closed over her toes, tasting her as it would a clone.  Though normally Brenda, a natural woman, would have triggered an unfavorable response, the paint on her toenails had been provided specifically to override the snake's built-in failsafe.  After all, if their genetically engineered pets started eating perfectly normal, non-clone women, that would result in far too many lawsuits.


The snake's mouth was wet and cool, not unpleasant at all.  Shivering with excitement instead of cold, Brenda brought her other foot to its mouth and let it take both in simultaneously.  The snake slithered forward, the rope helping it rise upward a little, and with no resistance it slid up her legs to her knees.


“God,” she whispered, before closing her eyes and focusing on the man's penis.  Would a clone say anything at all at this point?  She wasn't sure.  She thought so, but she didn't want to risk ruining the shoot.  He'd ordered her to suck him, and an obedient clone would do just that, regardless of having a snake sliding up her body.


“Turn on your back,” he ordered.  She obeyed immediately, though she wondered why for a few seconds.  “Good girl.  He's still a little young; he doesn't stretch as easily as he will eventually.  “So...” suddenly she felt something splattering against her tummy, and she sucked in a breath.  “A little organic baby oil will help him get you down.”


A little advice to new owners tossed into the commercial, Brenda thought.  Smart.  It was accurate advice, as well; the snake continued to slide up her legs with little resistance.  She had no doubt that it would succeed in downing her relatively quickly... were this to be for real, that is.


“Stomach,” he ordered, and she obeyed, shifting her legs inside the snake to roll onto her belly, so that her lower body hung off the edge and end of the sofa's cushions.  The snake twisted a little to follow her movement, but didn't relent in its climb up her body.  The rope around it was somewhere around her lower legs now and still loose.


She kept at him, sucking him as best she could.  She could feel the snake's tight cool flesh sliding up her body in powerful contractions, and she couldn't believe how amazing it felt.  It was like an intense massage, and she couldn't deny the sexual stimulation it was giving her.  This was intense.


In a couple minutes more, the snake's jaws had slid up past her waist and were nearing her breasts.  She felt some slight resistance slide by beneath her pelvic mound, barely noticeable but enough for her to realize where the rope must have passed.  Though feeling it slide up her stomach meant it had passed the wider section of her hips without giving the snake any trouble, she ignored that, concentrating on feeling the muscles around her body and the penis in her mouth.  They were getting close; any time, now, the director would say cut.  The snake was still working her down, sliding her deeper into itself, the rope now pressing up under her breasts... yes, the director would say cut any time now...


“Hurry up.  He's almost done,” the actor warned, his voice just barely strained as she sucked him.  She looked up at him, ready to give him a thanks with her eyes for the warning that the cut was coming.  However when he met her eyes, a shiver went through her, and not one of sexual pleasure or of cold.  His eyes were dead; cold.  Like a man really looking at a piece of property...


For a few seconds, real fear welled up inside her.  Was something wrong?  Had he forgotten Harvey's call earlier?  If they let the snake keep swallowing would they be able to get her out of it safely?


Then reason returned to her.  No, he was just that good an actor.  He was looking at her exactly as a buyer would look at a clone: as property.  Because that was exactly what a clone was.  He'd ordered her to work faster, so she would focus more intently on sucking him off properly.  They'd say cut in time.  She trusted Harvey's word, so she trusted all of them as well.


Then the snake gave another powerful swallow, twisting as it gave almost a lunge, and her trust was being extremely tested.  The rope around it was caught under her breasts as it was supposed to be, and yet she slid in quite a bit more anyway, the snake's engineered skin stretching more than a normal snake would.  She felt the thing's jaws right around her head, her long brown hair bunching up around her face.


She looked up at the actor as the snake paused to swallow again.  His eyes... they weren't quite dead anymore.  But they weren't reassuring, either.  He was staring at her face, and he looked, at most, to be thoughtful... maybe a little chagrined.  She found herself reaching for him with her hands, pressing one hand to his chest and pulling his down toward her with the other.  She panted fearfully up at him as she felt the rope under her breasts start to slip over them.  Her lips had been pulled off his cock, but she barely noticed.


“Cut,” she whispered to him, unable to stop herself.  “Cut, please...!” the snake's muscles contracted around her at that moment, so it was quiet even for a whisper.


He didn't react to her whisper, if he even heard it.  Instead, he reached down to pull her hands off himself, and with bulging muscles lifted the snake's body --- and Brenda's inside it --- off his lap.  He looked her straight in the eyes.  “Guess it was too much to ask,” he said, “right after I got off once.  Guess I'll just have to finish myself.”


And with that, he rolled sideways on the couch, and carefully lowered the snake to the carpeted floor.  Brenda stared at him incredulously as he did so, unable to believe what was happening.  He left her there to squirm, her arms scratching at the carpet as the snake tensed up to take another swallow.  She realized, to her shock, that the pressure of the rope was gone.  The actor had untied it.


Oh, God, she thought.  Something wasn't right.  The rope had failed to hold her out of the snake's stomach, and he'd put the snake down to finish up its meal: her.  Why hadn't the director said cut yet?


No... no, it had to be part of the plan.  Harvey had made sure it was safe for her.  They'd used the rope as a prop, and seeing it not working they were just... playing the show through.  He'd said they'd save her at any cost, even killing the snake.  Knowing they couldn't extricate her easily now, they'd decided to film the complete feeding before cutting her out afterwards.  That had to be it.


The snake lifted its head, and she stared out at the actor, who was standing in front of her now.  Her arms were out only from the elbows to her fingers now, and her face was sliding into the darkness inside the snake's jaws; the actor was staring at her, and now he was jerking off.  He was watching her go, and enjoying it... like any clone's owner would...


The snake swallowed again.  Though she tried to stop herself, Brenda let out a short scream as she felt herself slide downward.  She couldn't help it; it was real now, even if they were about to cut her out.  Alone, she couldn't escape anymore.


The jaws closed, and suddenly she was in darkness.  Her hands clutched at the air, the only part of her not inside the snake, and again she couldn't help but to scream.  She was inside a snake.  She was utterly dependent on the camera crew to save her now.  She heard the actor groan, and felt wet slimy semen spatter her hand.


And then, the knowledge that he'd enjoyed watching her eaten suddenly made her realize this was no camera trick.  They had no intention of cutting her out now.  They really had filmed her as though she were just another expendable clone.


The snake opened its mouth one more time.  She reached frantically outward, hands splayed as she tried to grab something... anything.  She screamed, “Stop!  Stop!  I'm not supposed to die!  I'm not really a clone!  I'm the real Brenda!  I'm not a clone!”


But the snake snapped its jaws together fast, cutting off her screams just before she could say clone the first time.  From outside, all the actor and the camera crew heard were muffled screams as the clone they'd just fed to a snake clearly started to panic.


Outside the snake, the actor pulled on his jeans and started to button them up.  He spared the snake a curious look as the hourglass shape inside it squirmed about, and he listened as muffled words made their way through the snake's skin.  The words were incomprehensible, but it was clear that the girl inside was experiencing a very un-clone-like panic now that she'd been eaten.


The cameras continued to film, and the photographers continued to take shots.  The screaming and struggling began to weaken, the woman inside the snake sliding lower down its body and using up her strength and air supply.  They watched intently, making sure to catch every moment for the commercial; all the lenses were focused on that shape for the money shot: that moment when the jerking grew spastic and stopped.


Finally, after the shape had stopped twitching entirely and the snake had relaxed to start digesting on the carpet, the director said “cut.”  The cameras stopped clicking and filming, and the crew started packing up.  The actor headed to the shower to clean up, and the director picked up his cellphone, turned it on, and dialed his boss' number.


“Harvey,” came the voice on the other end of the line.


“Hey, Mr. Smith, this is Evans.”  He looked over at the sleeping snake.  “Photo shoot's all done.  We'll be bringing the raw footage over to your office in an hour or two.  Scratch that, after lunch probably.”


“After lunch is fine,” Harvey replied.  “No rush.  It went well?”


“Yeah, went well,” Evans answered.  He looked over the shape in the snake for a moment, then added, “well, mostly.  What did you say was the problem with this batch of clones?”


“I'm not sure, something technical or other in their brains I think,” Harvey answered.  “Why, was there a problem?  Was her behavior off?”


“Yeah, well, she had an unusual bout of panic just as the snake was finishing the feeding,” Evans said.  “Screamed the whole time between ingestion and suffocation.  Even screamed 'I'm not supposed to die' just before she went in all the way.  Not the usual clone reaction.  I mean, I've seen fear and pleading, but never panic.  I thought you guys had weeded that out.”


There was a short pause on the other end of the line.  “Is it going to be a problem?  She didn't ruin the shoot, did she?”


“No... no.  We can dub over that one bit.  No one will know what she really said.  And I don't think we need to dub over anything once she was inside the snake completely.  I mean, honestly, watching her squirm like that was... pretty fun.”  He scratched at his stiff cock through his pants.  “Yeah... I think it'll sell real well.”


“Okay then, that's great,” Harvey said.  “I'll see you in my office later, then.  Good job, Evans.”


“Thank you, sir,” Evans said, but Harvey had already hung up.


Not far away at all, just around the corner in fact, Harvey ended his call and put away his cellphone, and went back to his dinner on the corner restaurant's terrace.  He sipped some wine, then dug back into his meal.


He smiled as he lifted a piece of steak to his mouth.  All he had to do now was replace the real Brenda with a slightly-above-standard clone of her, one that would live an inexpensive life for a couple years before (obediently) dying “accidentally” during some extreme sport or by overdosing on drugs, or even by walking into some place where her “admiring fans” would gladly rape her to death.  Sure, it would still cost the company a little bit, but nowhere near what they would otherwise have had to pay her in royalties for each clone of her they'd sold.


He bit down on his meat.  Life was good.

