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Lyall sat on the floor in the corner of her cell. She felt dirty, despite having been cleaned not long before. It didn't matter. One of the clones was dirty, covered in blood and some clinging, ooze-like liquid. There were eight of her now. One for each of the cells in Dr. Mind's dungeon. At least this dungeon. She would not be surprised to find he had similar rooms just like this one, with a half dozen cells waiting to be filled with some other unfortunate he wanted to do his twisted experiments on. They may even have other people in them. Just because she hadn't seen them meant nothing. He had been very good about keeping her from seeing much of this place. She still hadn't even seen the man in person, only his robots. The only other people she saw were herself.

At first it was just the one. She'd somehow pulled herself out of herself, a new copy tearing free of the old. The new version was complete, unlike her. At the time she had been missing her right arm, cut off by one of the evil doctor's robots. The next copy was the same, whole in a way she wasn't. By that point, her tail had been cut off. They found out soon that the copies could copy, too. The doctor had said there was no genetic degradation by doing this, unlike cloning, which would slowly have its DNA unravel as it copied over and over. Each of hers was a perfect copy... almost perfect. They shared 'synaptic responses' as the doctor said, feeling what the others felt physically. If one was cut, burnt, or raped, the others felt it. Though the feeling seemed to diminish somewhat with more of her, spread out among them.

Mentally is where the differences arose. She still felt everything was torture. Being drugged, mutilated, subjected to sexual torment, and having pieces of her cut off. Now she was not only missing her right arm and tail, but her left ear had been burnt away, her left leg was removed below the knee, and she was pretty sure she only had patches of fur on her back from the slicing. Her right breast was also gone, the wound still healing and scaring over. As if having copies of herself staring back at her wasn't bad enough, they were all undamaged. And worse, while she felt excruciating, indescribable pain, they... enjoyed it. They got off on feeling her torture. When one of her clones was killed, to see if it would kill the rest (it did not), the rest of the clones were all lost in an orgasmic bliss for a few moments. The clone that died had enjoyed it, having her heart pierced by a large metal spike. One even said she was somewhat jealous of her, feeling the pain so directly, while they only got the echo if it. It sickened her. That these... things... were her.

She wasn't sure how long she had been here by now. Months. But she didn't know how many. The good doctor didn't feel the need to provide a clock or any kind of updates to time or current events. The closest was him telling her she passed her nineteenth birthday. That was in June. It had been April when she was first kidnapped. So at least two months. Maybe three. Other than that, the only thing he said about the outside world was his constant taunting that AEGIS was still looking for her, and failing. Her parents came to mind. Lance and Nyse. She knew them as boring analysts that worked on cold case files. Apparently, at least according to Minde, they were super heroes. Agents of AEGIS. Gungnir and Archer, two of the members of The Foundry, one of the most prominent teams in the world. She didn't believe him... at first. But she also thought she didn't have powers, and he proved that assumption wrong. So maybe he was right about them, too...

She missed them. Even if their job, whichever was the real one, kept them away from her for long periods of time, they always cared for her. They did their best. Or... maybe they didn't? If they were so powerful, they could have protected her better! She blinked as that thought came. She was not sure where it came from, exactly. Probably the fatigue. She was so tired. The constant pain she was in made sleeping difficult. And feeling the other selves awake and moving and experiencing... whatever... it made it almost impossible. The most rest she got was when she passed out after whatever 'experiment' was being performed.

The sound of rhythmic, metallic foosteps echoed from outside. Robots were coming to take one of her. The cylindrical things marched right up to her cell, the energy barrier keeping her inside dropping as soon as they did. The automated, monotone voice called out to her. "You will follow us or force will be applied."

She didn't bother even looking up at the thing. "I can't, you stupid walking soda can."

"Resistance registered. Applying force." She let out a sigh as it stepped inside, one of the clamp-like 'hands' gripping her left arm.

She didn't actually put up any resistance as it roughly dragged her up to stand on her one remaining foot. "I'm not resisting, you bucket of bolts." She looked out at the camera attached to the cell across from hers. "Hey, doctor, tell your trash can I can't exactly walk with one leg!"

The second robot stepped inside. "Adjusting perimeters. You will be carried. Do not resist or-"

"Force will be applied. I know." She sighed as both robots adjusted how they held her, their clamp-hands moving around her middle. Both met and formed a kind of ring around her torso. Though the first still held onto her arm. They lifted her up so even her good leg was just off of the ground, they turned, and began walking away again.

"Have fun!" One of her other selves called out, almost mockingly. She just flipped them off.

The robots carried her through the hallways. She had tried to memorize the layout of the place a few times, but as far as she could tell, it was mostly twisted corridors designed to confuse whoever wandered around. And it was not like anything was labeled 'exit' or that the robots or their overlord would have shown her the way out. They soon arrived at one of the many experimentation rooms. She didn't bother even trying to struggle as they set her down on the metal table. It was cold against her back. A clamp closed around her left wrist and right ankle, holding them in place. Two more clamps closed around where the other wrist and ankle would be. She thought that was kind of amusing, in a morbid way.

The robots walked back a few paces. Mechanisms under the table tilted it upwards so she was left at a roughly 45 degree angle. She sighed, giving a tired look up at the darkened glass high above. She assumed it was some observatory room up there, the doctor himself sitting and watching. Probably fondling himself while he watched her get tortured. "So what's the plan today? Burning? Removing my other limbs? Skinning me alive?"

"Something more special." The voice came from behind her. Her voice. Another her stepped around into her view. It must be one another copy had made. She couldn't keep track of how many of her there were anymore. Unlike her and all the other copies, this one had clothes... if one could call them that. A band of tight, black, stretchy fabric clung around her chest, holding her small tits in place. A matching pair of what looked like rubber panties covered her lower half, if only barely. Some kind of red grease paint looked like it had been dumped onto her head, dripping down over her eyes and to her cheeks, staining her already red-orange fur a kind of scarlet. Another line of it had been run from just under her chin, down her front, and ending just below her navel. Her dark blonde hair was tied into a pair of twin tails that sat high beside her ears. The tied parts of her hair were also dyed crimson.

Lyall looked at the oddly costumed copy. "And what are you supposed to be? You look like a hooker that gave a blowjob to a paint bucket." Despite trying to give a biting comment, she just felt so tired. Even her voice barely had the energy to leave her mouth, making the insult fall limp.

The other her shrugged and grinned. "It is a little ostentatious, yes. But you have to admit, it stands out."

"As what?" She sighed, closing her eyes. "You know what, I don't care. So what happens now? Am I gonna get tortured by myself?"

The other giggled softly, stepping closer. "You know, you're the only one of us that still thinks this is all torture." She reached out, gently caressing along the pinned Lyall's arm stump. "Most of us would love to feel what you feel directly."

Lyall grunted. "That's because I'm the original, and the only one that hasn't lost their fucking mind." She shook her head. "Just... get it over with and put me back in my cell." She had long since stopped begging to be set free. She had come to the conclusion that, unless some miracle happened, she was never leaving this place. And even if she did, she was only a fraction of the woman she had been.

The copy, who the original was mentally thinking of as Dark Lyall, moved he touch down under the original's chin. "Oh, you look so broken already." Her tone was mocking, but Lyall didn't respond. "Well. I suppose it is a good thing that I am here." She stepped away. "See, the good doctor has allowed me my freedom in this place."

"Good for you."

"Good for all of us." She giggled. "See, I just need to do one thing, and the woman that is Lyall Yordis can be free of this sprawling laboratory."

"And what is that? Suck his dick?"

"No. Though I probably would if he asked." The original just scoffed at her slutty response. "No, what I need to do is something even better."

She let out a tired breath, still not bothering to even look. "Then just do it already. Get it over with."

Dark Lyall let out a disappointed grunt. "Oh, I was really hoping to savor this. But you're being no fun at all." She stepped closer again. "Fine, then. Since you're being such a party pooper, I'll just skip to the main event." She leaned close, whispering into the bound woman's one good ear. "See, what I need to do is kill the original me."

"Kill the..." Her eyes snapped open as she registered what was just spoken. "W-wai-" Her words were replaced by the taste of metal in the back of her mouth, the plea instead becoming a wet gurgle. The dark copy gasped as she plunged the short but very sharp knife into the original Lyall's throat. She could feel the incredible pain, almost taste the blood that bubbled up into the mutilated woman's mouth. She gripped the handle harder, pulling it to the side and carving Lyall's throat open wider. She pulled the blade free, only to drop it as she gasped and moaned, her pussy suddenly soaked.

The original stared at her, eyes wide, tears running from them. She felt the pleasure the other copies felt, knew her pussy was likely as soaked as the rest because of it. But she felt no pleasure of her own, only the horrifying cold seeping into her opened throat, and the molten blood rapidly seeping back out. It coated down her chest, stinging at the wound where one of her breasts had been while soaking into the fur of the other. She shivered, but did not even have the energy to thrash. Her horrified stare fixed onto the copy as it ripped what barely passed for pants down, working herself to a quick and powerful orgasm that had her cunt spraying her juices. Several of the other copies were doing the same. She felt them all hitting powerful orgasms. She felt sick that so many of her were enjoying her imminent demise.

Somehow, she managed to pull her mind away from it all. Maybe this was for the best. If she was lucky, her death would mean they all died. At least this would be an end to the torture. No more pain. No more forced climaxes. No more drugs. No more bland noodles and plain water as her only food. No more shitting and pissing, trying to sleep naked, all while a camera broadcast it all to some sick, twisted mad man. No, this was okay. She heard her heart, beating wildly, but starting to flutter and falter. So much of her blood was running out of her body that it was failing to keep up. She wished she could will it to flow faster. Her body kept trembling, lost between the lust of her copies and the instinctive struggle to keep alive. Thankfully, darkness was creeping into her mind. It felt so calming, so insistent, so welcoming. She could finally sleep.

Dark Lyall fell to the floor as her legs were unable to keep her upright anymore. She cried out as she came a third time, pussy spraying her juices as her hips bucked up against her own hand. It might be the proximity, but she was feeling the pain more than any of the other copies. But they all felt it, and the pleasure, shared between all of her, and heightened so much more. She had been ready to die with her original, snuff her own life in the same instant. But she didn't die. None of the copies did. Yet they all felt as the original's heart started to fail, and soon stop. It was a strange, arousing feeling, to hear your own heart thudding wildly in your chest, while also feeling that same heart stop, both happening at once, the same but different. She came again, not fighting the overwhelming pleasure dominating her mind and body. She could die in that instant with her original happier than ever.

She did not die. Seconds of orgasmic pleasure stretched into minutes, the feelings slowly fading. She remained on the ground, panting heavily. Her crotch, inner thighs, and hand were soaked. As was a not insignificant spot on the floor, all coated in her juices. In the cages, she knew most of the copies were also finding themselves equally sodden. She kept panting, her chest aching and lungs burning as she gasped for air. Killing the original had been somehow more intense than when the copy had been killed. She doubted she would ever feel another death as intensely, except maybe her own. A part of her wanted to reach over and take the knife, and plunge it into her chest, carve out her own heart, or rip open her throat. But she denied that urge. She had work to do. The doctor had work for her to do. At least he let her enjoy this moment as long as needed. He had promised not to interfere, no matter what happened. He kept his word.

Slightly catching her breath, the remaining Lyall in the room started to rise to her feet, her thick tail twitching constantly. "Fuck... that was... a lot..." She yanked her bottoms back up to where they were, snug against her hips. She looked at the table, at her original self, and she nearly yanked them back down to rub herself more. The original Lyall had grown still, her body covered in her own blood. Her eyes were wide, blank, staring at nothing as the last tears ran from them. Her mouth sat partially open, the final plea dead on her lips. Her throat was open from the fatal gash across it, and Dark Lyall could almost see the bone.

Turning, she looked up at the observation window. "It's done, doctor."

"Yes it is." The man's voice spoke, not from the speakers, but from the doorway. She gasped as she saw him enter. The short weasel sat on a unique chair, which moved on several spindly, spider-like legs that clacked slightly on the metal floor. He wore a stereotypical labcoat and what looked like medical scrubs under it. His grey hair was left wild atop his head, almost like it had exploded outward yet remained attached. "You did well."

She smiled at him, her tail twitching happily. "What would you have me do now, sir?"

He smirked, though his attention was on the dead original. "Now, you may return to your room. I'll have another task for you soon." He held up a hand. "No. Instead, head to the cells. Kill your other copies. All future copies shall be from you."

She gasped, feeling a tremble run through her, and her pussy quiver with excitement. She got to kill even more other hers! "Yes, sir!"

He chuckled. "Just be sure not to let yourself die, at least until you've made a few copies of yourself. Maybe do that first."

"Of course, doctor!" She picked up the knife off of the ground, not bothering to clean the blood off of it. "It might still take a bit of time..."

He nodded. "That is fine." His grin grew wider, and devious. "Once you are done, I think it is time to finally contact those so-called heroes and give them a clue they can't possible miss." He glanced at the excited young woman. "With you as the prize, of course." He started to cackle. Dark Lyall also giggled, having an idea what he was planning. This was going to be a lot of fun.

*     *     *

Nyse Yordis, also known as the hero Archer, clutched her chest. She slumped to the floor in the hallway, gasping and panting. "N-no..."

Beside her, another agent and member of her team, a red panda named Hashi, codenamed Edge, gripped her arm to keep her form fully falling over. "Hey! What's wrong?"

She panted heavily. "Lyall..." She looked up at him, and he saw tears flowing from wide eyes. "Get Lance!"

Without hesitation, Hashi nodded, and became a blur of motion. The speedster dashed through the halls, narrowly avoiding colliding with several people. He dashed into nearly every room in the complex as he looked for the squirrel. He finally found him in the dataroom, going over files for various villains. "Lance!" He called out, slightly out of breath from his frantic search.

The man turned to look at his subordinate. It was unusual for the man to address him as anything other than sir or his codename, Gungnir. "What's wrong, Edge?"

The man took a deep breath. "I don't know. Nyse... Archer... she suddenly collapsed in the hall. All she said was Lyall."

Lance's eyes went wide. "Where is she!?" The two dashed out of the room. He wasn't as fast as Edge, and yet in that moment, the speedster still felt like he was being outpaced. They soon were back at Nyse's side. Edge had only left less than two minutes earlier. Lance crouched down beside his wife. "Nyse? What's going on? Did you feel Lyall?"

She looked up at him, nodding quickly. "Y-yes..." She suddenly grabbed her husband's hand, squeezing it tight. "I-I felt her in... horrible pain." Nyse was a telepath, and had a strong connection to her family, even if she hadn't been able to feel much of Lyall since their daughter's kidnapping almost three months ago. "But something else. I-I don't know how to describe it. I felt her... a lot of her. Like there were a dozen Lyalls all crying out. They wanted something. Then they went quiet." She gripped him tighter. "I-I can't feel her anymore, Lance!"

He frowned. "That... doesn't necessarily mean..." He didn't want to say it. "Maybe she's just been moved somewhere shielded from-"

"Colonel! Major!" An agent called out from down the hall. "The general wants to see you in the communications room. It's urgent!"

Lance grunted. "Now's a really bad time..."

"It's about the... it's about your daughter, sir!"

The three members of The Armory were in the room. Lance saluted at the image of the general on the screen. "What do you have, general? Please... tell me it's good news."

The older canine grunted. "I'll leave that for you to decide. We intercepted a message recently. It's audio only and slightly garbled, but... take a listen."

The screen went black, replaced only by a line that started to warble and spike as a voice spoke. Lyall's voice. She sounded panicked and out of breath. "M-mom... Dad? I-I hope you can h-" the audio cut out slightly by static. "-anged to sneak into the radio room or... whatever this p- ... -unno how long until they find me. I think I have this broadcasting. I hope you can trace the signa- ... -ing to do to me. He said something about experiments. I got away from his robots and-" this time she cut herself off. "They found me! Please! Trace this! Find m-" The audio stopped abruptly with a metallic crash and then just static.

The image of the general reappeared. "That's all there is."

Nyse stepped forward. "Were you able to trace it?"

He nodded. "We were, yes. It traced to an island in the pacific ocean. They have a satellite scrambler, so we have not been able to get a good image, yet."

Lance stood up straight. "When do we leave, general?"

General Branigan smiled. "As soon as you and your team are ready. Despite protocol, I won't tell you not to go. I know what this means to you. All I'll say is gods speed. Go get your daughter back."

Nyse nodded. "We will, sir. Thank you." The three saluted, and all dashed out of the room to prep. They would launch their team jet within the hour. They were going to get her back. No matter what.

*     *     *

A.E.G.I.S. Database
Villain File: 7781

Name: Alexander Gregorie Minde
Aliases: Dr. Mind
Gender: Male
Species: Weasel
Age: 49
Status: Active, at large
Known Villain Teams: None / unknown
Years of Activity: 24

Stats
Strength: 0.8
Agility: 0.7
Speed: 0.7
Durability: 1.2
Intelligence: 12.7
Flight: 0.0
Energy Projection: 0.0
Mystic: 0.0
Classifications: Genius, inventor, biologist, mastermind

Abilities:
- Genius IQ, possessing one of the highest intellects known. Had doctorates in seventeen fields of science by age 20. Highly creative inventor, but most creations are often unstable.

- Lower than average speed, agility, and strength.
- No known powers not related to intelligence. Relies on inventions.

- Diagnosed sociopathy, psychopathy, extreme narcissism, and personality disorder

Additional Notes: Dr. Alexander Minde, known most often as Dr. Mind, is one of the most brilliant minds in the world. Estimated to have an IQ higher than the current maximum should allow. Possibly enhanced mental capacity. Unfortunately, he also suffers from megalomaniacal impulses. Has tried repeatedly to hold cities hostage, usually to gain wealth or power. Has a bad habit of escaping imprisonment through contingency plans. An inventor, but impatient, and often skips steps. The result is technology that, while dangerous, is often unstable. It is just as likely for one of his plans to blow up in his face, figuratively or literally, than it is for a team of heroes to stop him. While often considered a lower tier villain, he is still dangerous and should be treated as such. He is confirmed to be the instigator in the bombing of the Secusource headquarters building in Ultra Ferro in 2004, killing 1,306 civilians, including his own parents, which were the suspected targets of the attack. Considers the AEGIS team The Armory to be his nemeses.

Family:
Father: David Minde (No file on record)
Civilian, no known powers
Status: Deceased (murdered by Dr. Mind. Case 8834168: Secusource HQ bombing, 2004)


Mother: Sarah Salis-Minde (No file on record)
Civilian, no known powers
Status: Deceased (murdered by Dr. Mind. Case 8834168: Secusource HQ bombing, 2004)

Spouse: None

Criminal Charges:
- Multiple counts of murder (confirmed: 2,276)

- Multiple counts of attempted murder (confirmed: over 200 million)

- Multiple counts of assault (confirmed: 1,278)

- Multiple counts of kidnapping (confirmed: 16)

- Multiple breaches of Ethical Genetics Research act of 1978 (confirmed: 3,847)

- Multiple counts of grand theft (total value: $17,800,000 NAUD)

- Multiple counts of terrorism (demolition of public and private property, holding numerous cities hostage using deadly invention)

- Multiple counts of prison evasion (successful escapes: 86)

Addendum: Currently wanted for the kidnapping and suspected torture and/or murder of nineteen year old civilian female: Lyall Yordis. Team 'The Armory' is on route to suspected location, an island in the pacific ocean.

*     *     *
