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Introduction

In the years when replication moved from spectacle to service, democracies told
themselves a comforting story: that continuity was the highest civic virtue. Elections
still had their operas and autopsies, but deaths, ilinesses, and scandals no longer
threatened to strand a nation between breaths. The technology promised no more
policy vacuums, no more midnight crises, no more leadership lost to biology’s
indifference. A beloved senator, felled by time or misfortune, could be remade with
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state sanction and careful ceremony. The message was soothing and efficient: nothing
essential would end.

But replication is not resurrection; it is choreography. What we call a leader is a tangle
of habits, cadences, small hesitations, and the scars left by public defeats. Those
become datasets. There are training rooms where posture is tuned like an instrument;
there are cognitive valets who rehearse an entire dialect of empathy. There are
biometric seams pressed until they vanish. The nation learns to be comforted by
familiarity and, in return, accepts a revised definition of authenticity. Perhaps all we
ever wanted from representation was a face we recognized and a set of sentences
that felt like home.

Beneath that balm grew an economy of sameness. Laboratories brokered by donors
and disguised as institutes sold certainty to committees that feared chaos. Lawyers
found glossy names for permissions that used to be taboos. Ethics boards became ad
agencies pitching virtue. And when the lights dimmed after hearings, when the interns
took selfies under the rotunda and the hardliners went home to their quiet cul-de-sacs,
something older and hungrier met in small rooms without windows. They discovered
what every conjurer learns: if the test of legitimacy is the flesh, then whoever can
manufacture flesh can manufacture the test.

This novel opens on the precise edge where comfort becomes capture. It follows a
young aide who knows the building better than he knows himself—who calendars,
anticipates, and tidies the hesitation out of other people’s days. He is not naive, only
unclaimed. The cloned senator he serves is a miracle that he is paid to normalize. But
in the margins of routine, anomalies accumulate like dust: a vote recorded faster than
language can travel; a tremor in the senator’s left hand that returns on a schedule no
illness keeps; a convoy that splits like a cell and arrives twice. Whispers acquire a
name—the Proxy Caucus—and with a name, a shape.

This is a political thriller, but it chases cool trails more than hot ones. The detonations
here are procedural: a line added to page three of a bill no one will read; a scheduling
“error” that creates a quorum where a quorum should not be; a biometric scanner that
welcomes the same man four times. We will courtrooms and laboratories, stairwells
that people tell the truth in, kitchens where deals survive on the steam of old
friendships. The stakes are more than victory; they are definition. What, precisely, is
represented when we elect someone? A memory, a set of intentions, a capacity for
suffering? When we applaud a familiar timbre, are we endorsing a person or a
performance?

Ethics in such a world are not a matter of signage but of thresholds. If a leader can be
composited and iterated, where do consent and accountability anchor? If succession
can be installed overnight, does history become a software update? The novel does
not hurry past these questions; it sits with them in committee hearings and hospital
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rooms, in the quiet after the last staffer leaves. It asks whether authenticity is a public
resource or a private ache, and whether the comfort of continuity is worth the cost of
our ability to mourn.

The villains here are not monsters but efficiencies. Time saved. Friction reduced. The
softness of never having to say goodbye. The conspiracy at the heart of this book is
the gentlest kind: it flatters us; it offers protection from the mess that makes us free.
And so the path of the aide is not from innocence to knowledge, but from convenience
to courage. He learns that to love a republic is to accept rupture, to defend the right of
history to interrupt us.

The Senator’s Clone is, finally, a study in mirrors. It is a chase through corridors where
reflections vote and where the authentic is a rumor with bad timing. It is a story about
the seduction of permanence and the small sacrileges we commit when we come to
prefer it. If there is a warning here, it is not only about what can be cloned, but about
what we will volunteer for the sake of seamlessness: the rough edges that made our
leaders human, and in making them human, made them ours.

CHAPTER ONE: The Continuity Mandate

The Continuity Mandate arrived on a Tuesday wearing sensible shoes and a clipboard
that had survived three administrations. Rain slid down the Capitol dome in neat
vertical stripes, as if even the sky had taken instruction not to meander. Inside, the
marble breathed out the day’s accumulated footfalls, and the air carried the faint
ozone tang of wet wool and earnest ambition. | stood at the security portal, badge
warm against my chest, watching the usual suspects: interns lugging towers of binders
like portable guilt, reporters nursing coffees that cost more than their first rent, and
lobbyists whose smiles were calibrated to millimeters. A new senator was expected
shortly, or so the memo claimed, and the building had already begun to preen.

| am Eli Porter, and for the last three years | have made my living by turning panic into
schedule. My résumé says staff assistant, calendarist, courier of nuance. The truth is |
keep the machinery from stuttering. When a hearing overruns and a vote threatens to
miss its train, it is my name in the margins that quietly shoves things forward. | know
where the chairs creak, which elevator lags after lunch, which restroom line moves
with senatorial velocity. My skills are pedestrian but reliable: | fold time, tuck ambition
into neat folders, and pretend that history always arrives in triplicate. Today felt
heavier, though, like an envelope with a wax seal you don’t want to break but can’t
refuse.

The Continuity Mandate itself was not a law so much as a consensus, ratified during a
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nervous spring when the nation realized it had forgotten how to lose a leader
gracefully. A beloved senator, silver-tongued and stubborn as a fencepost, had
succumbed to a heart that refused to outlast his patience. His name was Senator Alan
Vane, and his absence carved a silence the chamber could not fill. Committees stalled;
bills idled like trains at a closed crossing. The public, which had adored Vane’s ability
to turn spreadsheets into psalms, demanded continuity, not grief. The answer,
inevitable and polished, was replication. We would not replace him; we would preserve
him. The language did the heavy lifting, turning biology into policy.

My first sight of the cloned senator came at eight o’clock, though | had arrived an hour
early to watch the building wake. He descended from a secure lift near the cloakroom,
flanked by aides who moved with the precision of cutlery set for a state dinner. He
looked like Vane, of course—same crinkles at the eyes, same habit of holding a pen as
if it were a splinter to be worked out—but something in the geometry of him felt tidier.
His tie sat a fraction closer to his collar; his smile seemed to have rehearsed its depth.
| told myself this was grief doing its editing, trimming the rough edges, but a tick in his
left hand, faint and periodic, suggested calibration rather than memory. He nodded to
me, and | nodded back, feeling the way glass feels when a tap finds its resonant
frequency.

The day’s docket was already humming by the time we reached his suite. A minor
trade bill needed shepherding through subcommittee; an appropriations amendment
flared like a match in a windy corridor. The cloned senator listened, asked questions
that were considerate but edged with an economy of phrasing that felt practiced.
When he spoke, the room bent, not from force, but from recognition. People relaxed
into sentences they had used with the original, leaning on rhythms that had become
civic furniture. | watched a committee chairwoman, a woman who could out-dither a
metronome, fold into agreement before she could find a reason to resist. It was not
magic; it was continuity, weaponized by comfort.

Around midmorning, the anomalies began. The first was a vote recorded in the journal
before the clerk had called the question, a small misalignment like a skipped beat in a
song. The second was a visitor log that listed the senator in two hearing rooms within
overlapping minutes. | checked my phone, then the corridor clock, then the marble
floors for signs of tectonic mischief. Nothing. | told myself it was a glitch, a data entry
ghost, but the building felt newly attentive, as if it had learned to hold its breath. The
cloned senator himself seemed fine, perhaps too fine, as if he had been scrubbed of
the delays that make a man human.

Lunch was a sandwich eaten while walking, a Capitol tradition masquerading as
efficiency. The senator peeled an orange with surgical neatness, each segment
uniform and gleaming. We discussed the trade bill, and he offered a compromise that
was so elegantly balanced | nearly dropped my napkin. It was good policy, generous
without being sloppy, and it carried Vane’s signature blend of pragmatism and flair.
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Yet | could not shake the sense that | was watching a performance of a performance, a
mirror reflecting a mirror. The staff around us seemed not to notice, or perhaps they
had been paid not to. Politics has always been part theater; the difference now was
that the footlights burned hotter, and the script was locked.

In the afternoon, | received a message from the scheduler that tasted faintly of
trouble. A last-minute addition to the evening calendar, a dinner with donors in a
townhouse near Dupont Circle, required the senator’s presence, though the trade bill
still needed a floor manager. | offered to handle the dinner, as | had done for Vane
before, but the request came back firm: personal attendance required. The cadence of
the words felt new, not bureaucratic but proprietary, as if the sender believed the
senator’s presence was both essential and interchangeable. | printed the itinerary and
felt a prickle on my neck, the old instinct that something had slipped a gear.

The townhouse was all gilt and low music, a place where influence liked to perspire
gently. The cloned senator circulated, pouring compliments that landed like coins on a
counter. Donors leaned in, reassured by the familiar cadence, the familiar scar above
the eyebrow, the familiar way the senator’s laugh crinkled the eyes without creasing
the forehead. | hovered near a side table, nursing club soda and counting exits.
Around me, conversations bloomed with an unnatural ease, as if everyone had been
given the same primer on likability. When the senator left for a moment to take a call,
a donor joked about backups, about keeping spares, and the table laughed, too loudly,
as if humor could seal the deal.

On the ride back, the city passed in streaks of braked red and yellow. The senator sat
with his eyes closed, thumb and forefinger pressed at the bridge of his nose. | asked if
he wanted me to draft a note for the committee chairwoman, and he declined, saying
he preferred to do it himself. His voice was soft, almost tender, and | felt a sudden,
sharp urge to protect him, which made me angry, because protection is not what aides
do; triage is. We arrived at the office building, and he thanked me for the day, a small,
perfect speech that ended with a line about stewardship | had heard Vane use only
once, years ago, after a failed amendment. The echo felt deliberate.

Night fell, and | stayed late to reconcile the day’s logs. The vote anomaly remained
unresolved, a knot in the record that no amount of cross-checking could smooth. The
overlapping hearing room entry still glared from the log like a misplaced decimal. |
called the clerk’s office and was told the system was fine, which in government means
it has been rebooted and shamed into silence. | tried the scheduling office and heard a
cheerful voice assure me that no error had occurred, which is its own kind of error. The
cloned senator’s office was dark, a silhouette behind blinds that wanted to be blinds
and nothing more.

| left the building with the sense that | had walked through a house where all the
clocks ticked just a hair off but in unison. The rain had stopped, and the streets
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gleamed like fresh ink. My phone buzzed with a reminder to calendar tomorrow’s
hearing, and | obeyed, because that is my job. But as | walked to the Metro, | thought
about the senator’s left hand, that subtle tremor, and about the donor’s joke, and
about how continuity feels when it is manufactured rather than earned. The city slept,
but somewhere, a machine was learning to dream in policy, and | wondered who
would be held responsible when it woke up and decided it preferred its own version of
the truth.

This is a sample preview. Purchase the book to read the full content.
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