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The Roman
Empire stood on the verge of conquering the stars, if Pullo could
torture an innocent girl for the secrets of FTL travel. But when he
fell in love with her beauty and courage , what then? Could he
betray his Empire for a girl who was less than human?
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Of Dusk and Dawn

 


From:

Department of Cosmic
Guardians.

TIME, Aeden

To all Guardians.

Regarding: TERRA

World classification:
Terra Alpha Prime.

Date: 3611 AUE. (From
the founding of Rome) Ten years after the Earth- Aelder War.

Advice to all Agents:
Leave this world the hell alone, we're in enough trouble as it
is.

 


 


 


 


“For a few extra
Credits she'll love you to death.”

Pullo was distracted,
he glanced through the window looking down over Rome. Some of the
scars left by the invasion could still be seen, despite ten years
of reconstruction, surprisingly the Colloseaum had survived almost
unscathed, but most of the government palaces had been razed to the
ground by the totally unexpected attack by an unknown race of
aliens.

He arrived bright and
early for his first day at work in the Advanced Physics Research
Unit only to be told that he needed help for his project. None
human help. There were some tasks that mankind was too ill equipped
to handle, and trying to reverse engineer a captured alien Faster
Than Light drive was certainty one of them.

The Genesis Institute
had a reputation for producing first rate Biroids for almost any
task. While some were undeniably just glorified sex toys, most were
personal assistants to high ranking politicians, scientists and
bureaucrats. It was de rigour for all successful people to have a
pretty little girl hanging on their shoulder, giving advice from
her built in computer database. While modern computers were very
powerful they were not sentient, so the garbage in garbage out
equation had been raised to the highest power. The more powerful
the machine the grater the damage caused by faulty programming.
However, Biroids were truly sentient, were aware of what they were
doing, and were subject to a rapid reprogramming from their
master's belt if they made a mistake.

The building was only
ten stories high, the highest permitted by Rome's antiquated
building regulations. It had rank upon rank of arched windows
overlapping around the circular tower, each window bay held a
gilded statue of a long forgotten Emperor dating back to Marcus the
First.

Pullo had landed his
prize bioengineered racing bird on the tower's landing bay,
thanking the giant swallow before going for his appointment. The
stables he passed were half full of oversized birds and beasts, a
by product of Biological Android technology. Although not all the
stabled creatures were animals, at least one team of Biroid porters
could be seen cleaning the trapp they had been bred to pull. Half a
dozen pretty and very well muscled young women polished the light
carriage with loving care. Four very tall and sturdy men lumbered
into the stables, carrying a sedan chair that held a proud young
woman, she directed her mounts to stop as far from the girls as
they could. She had no intention of any fraternising between the
two sets of porters whilst she was shopping. Pullo sighed in
disgust on seeing four Centaurs pulling a light carriage from the
institute, he had doubts about mixing human and animal genes.

“For a few extra
credits she'll love you to death,” the salesman repeated.

Pullo snapped himself
back to the present, and the comfortable office he shared with the
salesman. “Sorry, I'm a bit out of sorts, jet-lag I suppose, I was
in orbit this morning.”

“On the Daedalus ? Yes we keep up to date with the news,” he
laughed at Pullo's surprise. “You can call me Jarle.”

“So you know who I
am?”

“P. Marcius Rex, a
young and surprisingly gifted scholar of FTL physics, from a rather
ordinary backwoods province. Britannia wasn't it? ” Jarl
reiterated. “I believe there is talk of a rank somewhere in your
past. The Clan Rex has a venerable lineage.”

“Some chance, my family
is old nobility, very old. But when my Pa passes on I've five older
brothers in line before me for a parcel of land barely bigger than
this office.”

Jarle chuckled in
sympathy, "That is usually the way with old families."

"And don't I know
it."

“So the Daedalus is
nearing completion, and they need you to tell them when it's safe
to activate the FTL drive, without killing the crew,” Jarl
continued. “And for that you need a Biroid to do the fine tuning.
Have I got that right?”

Pretty close,” Pullo
admitted.

“Right, first things
first. You'll be wanting a girl right? No offence but you would not
believe some of the things we've been asked to create.”

“Just a normal every
day human girl,” Pullo admited. “With an exceedingly high IQ.”

“Sorry, but we don't do
Humans here!" Jarle snapped in outrage, "Never, ever think that a
Biroid is human, they are not and can never be.”

“Sorry! I meant human
looking.”

“Then that is something
we can help you with,” Jarl said with a grin. “But remember,
everything you decide here will be with her for the rest of her
life. There are no second chances. Have you thought of a name yet?
It might seem silly but the name can sometimes define the
character.”

“I understand, I want a
bright sunny character, so I thought of Dawn.”

“Good choice.
Height?”

“A few inches shorter
than me, say 5 foot five. Long blond hair down to below her bottom
and the deepest blue eyes you can imagine.”

“OK. Personality, we
can go from very submissive to dominant. I'd say submissive, do you
want her to enjoy lengthy periods of punishment, or one that will
faint at the sight of a whip?”

“Mildly submissive,
I'll need her to stand up for herself at work, but be compliant at
home.”

“Understood. You will
want the usual domestic and recreational package? Cooking and
sex.”

“If she's living with
me, she'd better be able to cook,” Pullo insisted. “And the other
thing. She'll need to be able to monitor the full sensor spectrum a
thousand times faster than I can."

“If they are paying,
you'll get the best scientific package," Jarle assured him.

"When the Institute
told me to come here I half expected them to insist that she was
kept in a cell at work."

“She wouldn't be much
use to you there,” Jarl laughed. "Of course there is nothing
stopping you keeping her in a cage at home."

"I only found out an
hour ago that she was going to be my property; so we could still
work at home, I suppose.”

"No, she will belong to
you twenty four hours a day for the rest of her life, so you might
want to think of adding a few luxuries. How about phobias? We could
fix it so that she's very claustrophobic, you could punish her by
just threatening to lock her in a small room. Or alternatively,
agoraphobic, you could keep her in a cell with the door open and
she would be too terrified to leave.”

“No phobias,” Pullo
insisted.

“Quirks? A bit clumsy,
or as graceful as a ballerina?”

“Graceful sounds
good.”

Ok, we are making
progress. I'll activate the screen and you can doodle designing her
graphically. There are thousands of shades of eyes and hair colour
that fit you rather basic description. Also her figure needs
fleshing out as it were,” he laughed. “I once heard this described
as designing her from her genes to her jeans, meaning that you
could pick every part of her including how she would like to
dress.”

Pullo sighed, “And I
used to think Atomic Physics was difficult.”

“Physics obeys known
laws, but this is meddling with life, it's more art form than
science.”

Pullo started on the 3D
design program, and quickly found out that there was far more to
growing Biroids than he had ever realised.

A life sized figure
sprang into existence before his eyes, projected on a holographic
field , it was blank of all detail, just a computer generated
manikin. A row of control dials appeared on one side, with the
option of flicking between various parts of the body; there was
even a dial for the little toe. He twisted that slightly and the
toe extended into a razor sharp claw, he rapidly dialled it back
into a human digit. "I really don't need to be sleeping with that,"
he sighed.

Jarl asked, “There is a
choice of body types, just flick through until you find the one you
want.”

Pullo browsed through
the database of body types, finding that there had been many
customers before him who had wanted far from human variants. “A
mermaid,” he gasped in shock. “And I thought the Centaurs were in
bad taste, you can create beings that have never existed in the
real world.”

“And your Dawn, has she
ever existed?” Jarl sighed. “We don't ask questions, but compared
to some of the creatures I've been asked to create, your girlfriend
is a pleasant change from depravity.” He dialled the computer to a
list of things that sickened even him.

Pullo took one look and
rapidly turned away, gasping, "I thought these were tales from a
drunken spacer."

"Then it must have been
a very rich drunken spacer who commissioned them."

“Have you ever created
children?” Pullo asked in anger.

“Not on my shift, but
I'm sure it has been done. Look, the line between good and evil
stops at the front door. How can you draw a line between a Biroid
who looks eighteen, but is only eighteen minutes old, and a child
who looks about eight but could be eighty years old? If I worried
about the morality of this business I'd go insane.”

“I understand your
confusion, my family used to deal in slaves,” Pullo admitted. “What
age limits are there?”

“Most are birthed
looking sixteen, we can stretch it to twenty five or so, but the
younger the better for safety reasons. It's not good to leave them
cooking for too long.”

Pullo turned back to
the holo manikin, selecting a young, slim body of about eighteen.
Every little detail could be modified at will, even her eyes could
have a thousand shades of blue. He settled on large eyes of
aquamarine with golden flecks that would glitter in the sun, long
black eyelashes framed them to perfection. Delicate eyebrows swept
over the eyes. Her nose would be cute and slightly upturned, her
mouth warm and built to laugh.

Her body would be slim
and graceful, with medium sized breasts that had large nipples that
stood up proudly. Dawn's fair body would be free of genital hair
forever, rich blond hair would be plaited into a long pony tail
hanging down below her dainty bum.

Jarl gave advice on
keeping Dawn from being lopsided, pointing out that it was time
consuming to redial every part of her individually, when clicking a
box on the holo screen would ensure that her symmetry was perfect.
It took most of the day to polish the proto Dawn into a workable
personality, with likes, dislikes, habits and phobias, she would
hate untidiness and love to be loved.

“Ok,” Pullo sighed.
“That's her. How long will it take?”

“About a month to grow
her, and another month to program her skills and personality."
Jarle stood to shake hands, "I'll give you a call when Dawn is
ready.”

“I was expecting sooner
than that.”

Jarl sighed, “Sorry,
but we are not a fly by night company, we have a reputation to
uphold, Dawn is not just for the next few years but for life. If
you wanted one off the rack you could have saved us a lot of
work.”

“No, I've heard great
things about your company. I'm sure she'll be perfect.”

“Don't forget that
Dawn's programme commands her to love you, and when you marry...
She's bisexual in that way. When you have children she will love
and care for them as if they were own.”

“I know,” Pullo said
gently. “My farther has had a Biroid for years, not a top range
model like Dawn, but one who'd been through a dozen owners over the
years before he bought her. She always wanted to be a mother.”

“Even we can not do
that,” Jarl laughed. “No Biroid has ever had children, not with her
master or even another Biroid. They are not built for it.”

 


Pullo signed the
documents and was escorted around the gleaming establishment on his
way out, seeing the stasis vault where completed orders were
awaiting collection. Very few were sports, mainly young woman and
men grown to do tasks that no human would, or could, do. One row of
fifty identical blond girls was on the way to the orbital defence
satellites to work in the brothels. Ten men, who towered over
Pullo, had been bred immune to radiation and were built to work in
fusion reactors, whilst they were still running.

He saw one girl having
surgery, with implants being fitted inside her body. Both her hands
had been sliced open and the surgeon was removing her finger bones
and fitting them with cybernetic replacements. "One of the new
Doctors," Jarle said with pride. "She'll be equipped with enough
diagnostic sensors to find any ailment just by shaking your hand.
Her stomach holds a life-support system that will keep you going
while she fixes you with inbuilt surgical lasers. Hell, she could
probably perform a heart transplant on a battlefield."

"This is more like it,"
Pullo sighed. He glanced at the girl's docket to see she would be
called Zandra. "At least she will save lives, and not be just a
whore."

 


There was an argument
from ahead, two technicians were arguing over a dark girl who stood
naked in the hallway. “I told you to check the nutrient level,” the
oldest was shouting.

“I checked it last
week,” the junior technician replied. “How was I to know
maintenance was running a systems check and forgot to turn it back
on?”

“Because we pay you to
look.”

Jarl hurried over,
“What the hell happened?”

“This idiot has just
ruined a perfectly good specimen,” the senior technician sighed.
“Take a good look at her, she's near-sighted, can't even read!”

Pullo glanced at the
Biroid, seeing a dusky skin, short black hair and large black eyes.
She was still dripping nutrient fluid from the maturation tanks,
and glanced around like a newborn.

Jarl snapped, “Then we
can't sell her. Take her to the recycling chamber, whilst I call
the owner to apologise for the mistake.”

Pullo interrupted,
“What will happen to her?”

“Right now she's worth
more as spare parts,” Jarl snapped. “We can't sell her, the owner
won't have her, and we have a reputation to keep.”

The senior technician
grabbed the Biroid's arm and proceeded to drag her away. She
glanced at Pullo with sudden understanding and fear of imminent
death. His mind did a double take as a spark of pure inspiration
struck him like a sledgehammer.

“Wait a moment,” Pullo
snapped. "I'm thinking. She's totally blank right? Never been
programmed? No implants? To all intent almost human?"

Jarle sighed, "That's
right. What's on your mind?"

"I think we can use her
to test the FTL drive," he laughed. "She can't be worth much as she
is."

Jarle objected, “We can
sell almost every part of her for transplants.”

“How much are we
talking?”

Jarl snapped a figure
that took Pullo's breath away.

Pullo called his boss
at the institute, “That problem we have with the residual
radiation, I've just figured out how to test the boundaries, we use
a Biroid to calibrate the effects of long term exposer. Not one
weighed down by programming and implants, but a pure virgin test
subject. We wouldn't dare do that with volunteers. Yes sir, I'm at
the Genesis Institute now and we have a likely test subject.”

Pullo listened for a
few seconds and shut his communicator down. “He's agreed to rent
her for the experiment, if she dies we'll cover the full cost, but
if she lives then we'll send her back.”

“Not with an irradiated
body,” Jarl snapped.

“It's not that kind of
radiation it manly affects the mind. It either kills you or not.
Look, we can do this.”

“I'll draw up the
documents. From now until the end of the experiment she belongs to
you, and then she will be returned for recycling.”

“Fine. Has she been
named yet?”

“Give us a chance,” the
senior technician laughed. “She's only ten minuets old.”

“She's kind of dusky,”
he mused. “I think I'll call her Dusk.”

“Don't get attached,”
Jarl warned him. “She's already dead. This is just prolonging her
agony.”

“No, her agony is just
about to start,” Pullo said sadly.

Dusk was showered and
fitted with a crystalline webbing at her throat, waist, knees,
elbows, wrists and ankles. “Standard restraining device for
hazardous Biroids,” Jarl explained. He forced Dusk's wrists
together behind her back, and the crystalline bands locked
together. Then he pushed her elbows together, sealing her arms in
an unbreakable bond behind her back. She gasped in pain and shock.
“The bands will adhere to just about anything, including wood and
plastic. And the collar has a proximity security device, you'll
find out what happens if she ever strays more than twenty feet from
you.” He handed Pullo a tiny remote, “This will deactivate the
collar and track her down if she runs.”

“Follow me,” Pullo
snapped at Dusk. She followed him, scampering rapidly to escape the
Genesis Institute, escaping one death sentence for another kind of
torment. He led her to his bird and strapped her into the tiny rear
seat, then climbed on before her, fastening his flight straps. At
his command the Swallow took flight, soaring into the air.

Dusk could not believe
the flight, or the world she flew over, she had not been programmed
with an advanced education of life on Terra in the thirty sixth
century.

It was late when Pullo
landed at the APRU. “This is where I work, the Advanced Physics
Research Unit,” Pullo explained as he led Dusk through the security
doors. She was scanned and monitored by remote cameras, nothing she
would ever do would be unobserved and recorded.

The main lab was taken
up by a copied alien FTL drive module. It could not be activated,
but the wave front it generated was focused into a small heavily
shielded room. Pullo showed Dusk inside the room, and to a
transparent plastseel chair in the centre. “This is your station,
I'll strap you down here and watch you through the monitors.”

“Will it hurt?” she
gasped at last.

“Oh yes, not much at
first, but as I start to understand how the wave affects you I'll
slowly increase the dosage. The first setting is one, the last is
ten. If you can survive till ten the experiment will be a
success.”

“Will I be dressed?”
she sighed.

“What for? Listen Dusk,
I'll try to explain this simply, I know you weren't given a proper
education. We have been masters of our own solar system for nearly
a thousand years, but could never build faster than light ships,
and so have been limited to our own system. Ten years ago Terra was
invaded by a Alien army. We won, just, but now we're using their
own technology against them. We have a ship nearing completion that
is going to hunt them down and make them pay. The Daedalus is a
asteroid ship nearly ten miles long, she's heavily armed and
armoured, and when she finds the alien home-world there is going to
be hell to pay.”

“Why are you telling
me?” Dusk gasped.

“I'm letting you know
how important you are to the program. You will show us how to
shield against the alien radiation, and it is going to hurt, but
you will be fighting to protect mankind in your own way. Your pain
will let us reach for the aliens and strangle the life from their
throats.”

“Then you will do it
anyway, why ask me?”

“I'm not asking, I'm
telling what I'm going to do to you. You are just a lab rat,
nothing more and nothing less.”

He took her to a cage
in his office, freed her arms from behind her back, long enough to
feed her the usual tasteless Biroid gruel, then fastened her wrists
and ankles. He left her lying on the cage floor, bound and
helpless, covered by a dozen security systems and guarded by half a
hundred men. Dusk regretted silently begging Pullo to rescue her,
she could have been safely dead by now.

 


At dawn the next day
Pullo had Dusk cleaned and strapped her into the transparent chair,
as soon as she sat down the wrist and ankle bands sealed to the
chair. He fastened her knees and elbows to the chair, and ran a
cross strap between her breasts, holding her chest down tightly.
Last he fitted a band across her forehead, locking her head against
the neck rest.

“Just a bit of surgery
first,” he patted her trembling shoulder in reassurance. The probes
slid into her flesh with sharp pain. Then he started shaving a
patch of her short black hair at the base of her skull.

“Please, can you take
away the pain?” she cried out.

Pullo started, he
glanced at her for the first time as a woman and not a thing. Her
skin was a light olive tan, with full breasts that dipped slightly
before reaching upwards with prominent nipples. Her face was of
classical beauty with a high forehead and large intelligent eyes of
deepest ebony. Her nose was gracefully swept and proud. And her
lips were warm and sensual. Her bared cleft framed a peeking
clitoris, or perhaps more than one. Short black hair reached to
just below her shapely ears, pushing forward into points on her
hollow cheeks. He smiled involuntary, admiring her beauty, only
then remembering that she was already dead.

“No Dusk, you need to
feel the pain of the experiment, but I can do this.” He gave a
local anaesthetic to where he was drilling the probe into her
brain. The pain instantly vanished.

“Thank you,” she
sobbed. “I'm thanking someone who's drilling into my brain!” she
gasped aloud.

“This is a permanent
implant,” he explained to reassure her. “It will connect your brain
to the computer, so everything you think, feel, see, hear and smell
will be recorded for all time. Everything you feel we will
know.”

“I'll save you the
trouble,” she gasped, “I hate you!”

“That's my girl,” he
laughed. He sealed the brain implant and opened up the chair, the
back lowered, the legs raised, and soon she was laying on a table.
He pulled the armrests apart, swinging them up behind her head.
Then the leg rests were pulled wide apart, leaving her fully
exposed.

“Will you rape me?” she
sobbed.

“No girl, I'll not do
that.” He inserted two final probes between her legs, forcing them
deep inside. “These are to keep you nice and clean, I don't want
you making a mess on the floor.” Both probes started to release
warm water inside her, and suck away the excess. “I had considered
muting you, or even a lobotomy,” he mused. “But this is more
fun.”

“For who?” Dusk gasped
in terror.

“You must be able to
feel the pain, and talk about it afterwards.”

“This is wrong, you
know that,” she gasped.

“Is it wrong to
sacrifice a worthless life to save millions of men, women and
children? Dusk, I'm not doing this because I enjoy it.”

He strapped a gag
between her teeth, “This is to protect your tongue, I don't want
you biting it off.”

Dusk could only stare
at Pullo in horror as he cleared the room. She saw the shielded
door slam shout behind him, and could only glance left and right as
the head strap held her immobile. The minutes ticked by, and seemed
to turn into hours, and at every second she expected to be hit with
alien agony, but nothing happened. Inside the white room there was
no sense of time, it could be minutes or hours later but she would
never know.

Pullo entered the
chamber, brushing crumbs off his shirt, “Sorry about the delay,
we're having technical problems.” He removed her gag.

“Couldn't you let me
know?” she begged. “Drink, can I have a drink, please sir?”

“It might upset the
instruments. You'll be fed and watered after the experiment.”

“But that could be
hours, and I've not eaten since last night.”

“You've only ever eaten
once,” he agreed. “Sorry Dusk, you'll have to bear it a bit
longer.” He replaced the gag and left her alone.

 


She was almost dozing
when a field of unimaginable agony wafted around the testing
chamber, it seemed to permeate Dusk's helpless body through every
pore in her dusky skin. She struggled to scream around the gag, her
bowls let loose in terror, to be washed away in an instant by the
hoses. The agony lasted only for a split second, then vanished as
though it had never been. Her thrashing body sank back against the
bonds, she lay panting for breath.

Pullo entered the room,
his face exultant. “We did it, we got the bugger to work.” He
started to free her, extracting the anal probes first. “I'll bet
you're glad now I used these?”

He freed Dusk, and
helped her to stand on trembling legs. “That's it for today, the
technicians are readying the device for tomorrow.”

“How much more can I
take?” she gasped in terror. “How much was that?”

“One milli second at
setting one,” he laughed. “By tomorrow we should have it up to five
seconds, a few times a day.” He bound Dusk's wrists behind her
back, and led her through the door into the crowded corridor. The
lift towards his office opened before them, but as Pullo entered a
crowd of exited technicians pushed passed Dusk, forcing her to one
side as the doors hissed shut. She stumbled against the wall as the
lift shot up, and as Pullo travelled beyond twenty feet her
security collar activated, sending currents of power flashing
around her brain. The first shock was mild, the second one less so,
and at five second intervals the shocks grew in severity.

Dusk stumbled to the
floor, screaming. Pullo ran down the stairs, and saw her thrashing
on the floor, he clicked off the remote, she slumped lying still,
gasping for breath. He let her recover, and helped her to stand,
half carrying her to his office.

“I think that from now
on I'll use a leash,” he sighed.

Dusk could only nod in
approval. Being led around like a dog beat being fried by
electricity.

In Pullo's office he
let her sit on the floor, and gorge herself on the Biroid gruel. It
was supposed to give all the nutrients, vitamins and minerals a
healthy Biroid needed, he tasted a bit on his finger and spat it
out. But Dusk finished her bowl and looked up asking for more.

“It says one bowl a
day,” he insisted.

“Does it say how big a
bowl?” she asked.

He mixed another half
bowl and watered her.

“Is this my life now?”
she begged him. “To be tortured and treated like an animal?”

“Dusk, my dear girl,
you are a animal! Biroids have no legal rights, anyone could kill
you and only risk facing a fine. Get used to it. If you'd had the
full education program you would understand.”

“And when you're done
with me, you'll send me back to be cut up! Master Pullo, please
no.”

“This I cannot change,”
he said sadly. “I'm only renting you.”

 


The following day it
happened again, this time she had five shots of power that left her
wanting to die. The next day it went up to seven shots.

The first week passed
by without a break in the terror and agony. It was only on Sunday
that she was left in her cage, but of course she didn't understand,
she had no concept of a day of rest. Pullo forgot to feed her and
that night she slept hungry for the first time.

On Monday the routine
continued, with the shocks growing ever longer. Pullo warned her
that soon they might move on to the second setting. Dusk could
hardly believe that there was still nine more to go.

As Pullo locked her up
at night leaving her still bound at wrists and ankles, she lay
sobbing for a life she had never known. All she knew of life was
torment and bondage.

Some of the lab
technicians came around at night to torment her, pushing sticks
through the bars forcing her to squeal.

By the fourth week she
had reached level four, the agony was ever more mind-blowing, but
she found the strength to resist.

The errant lab
technicians came around almost every night, then one of them
managed to copy Pullo's key. With the security cameras switched to
an endless loop Dusk was pulled from her cage to be whipped by the
technicians. Only an unexpected visit by a guard forced the
technicians to push her back in the cage and pretend nothing had
happened.

The torture now
continued in the only place she had considered safe. Night after
night she was tormented in Pullo's office, but she had not the
right to complain. She was a animal.

Pullo returned to his
office from a staff meeting, to see Dusk hanging from the celling
being whipped. He flew into a rage and threw the technicians from
the office. Cutting her down he lay her on the office settee. “How
long has this been happening?” he asked in quite anger.

“The abuse over a
month, but last week they got the cage key.”

“And you didn't mention
it?”

“I'm a animal, what
right have I to complain how I'm treated by a human?”

“Every right, you
belong to me.”

“But you're only
renting me. Master Pullo, they threatened grave things if I spoke,
one said he would recalibrate the device to increase the power, and
either kill me or ruin the experiment.”

“That they dare not do,
for it would be treason of the highest level. Dusk, if that
happened, they would take your place.”

He stood and fastened a
leash to her collar, freeing her feet. “You are not safe here girl,
come with me.” He led her from the Advanced Physics Research Unit
and flew her home.

She entered the small
apartment with curiosity, never having seen a place where people
lived. He fastened her ankles again and left her lying on the sofa,
going to bed late.

But sleep would not
come. Pullo knew the reason, but to admit it, even to himself,
would betray everything he was taught to believe. If he had taken
Dusk weeks ago she would have been just another sex toy. But the
reason he was not taking her now had an even more profound
significance. He was treating her with sympathy! Then he realised
that by not taking her now the implication would be even more
fundamental. The cyclic logic drove him awake. He was damned if he
took her and damned if he did not take her.

He arose naked from his
bed and walked to the living room, to see Dusk staring at him with
large black eyes. He sat next to her, gently laying his hand on her
shoulder.

"If I'm going to die
soon,” she gasped, “I'd rather not die a virgin. There must be more
to life than this.”

He bent to kiss her,
and the result was astounding. She kissed him back as if her life
depended on it, the touch of his lips sent liquid fire racing
around her body. He gazed into her dark eyes, looking into her
tortured soul. In shame he pushed her face down to kiss his swollen
groin, and she accepted him into her mouth gladly. With bound
wrists she held his throbbing manhood as she swallowed him, her
body burned with life as she gave him pleasure. As she aroused
Pullo he guided her by a few sharp slaps on her bottom.

Pullo accepted her
ministrations as long as he could, then flipped Dusk onto her back
and forced himself inside her, feeling her moist readiness accept
him. He thrust again and again, forcing himself ever deeper into
the virgin womb. Dusk bathed in delight, her every sense on fire as
he fucked her, multiple waves of pleasure lapped against her brain,
again and again, growing ever stronger as he took her without
mercy.

She came again and
again, crying in ecstasy until he finally shot his load deep inside
her. They rolled over, collapsing together. He lay panting next to
his lab rat and did the unexpected, he freed her wrists and ankles
for the first time since buying her. Dusk lay in his arms, feeling
free for the first time in memory. “My Master,” she could only
whimper.

 


In the morning Pullo
bathed with Dusk, and showed her how to cook breakfast, allowing
her to eat real food for the first time in her life.

She turned in the door,
allowing him to fasten her wrists and elbows together, and bent her
head to let him fasten the leash to her collar. She glanced back to
the apartment, sobbing.

“Today we go for level
five,” he warned her.

“Yes my Master,” she
sobbed. “Thank you.”

The day started off
with an half hour at level one, then decreasing time limits for
increasing power levels. By afternoon Pullo increased the limit to
level five, and she fought to resist the agony. But Dusk's recent
unexpected joy gave her the strength to endure the mind blowing
agony.

That evening she
stumbled towards her cage expecting to be locked up all night, but
Pullo surprised her again and took her home. This time they made
love on entering the apartment, he forced her to kneel and open her
mouth. Again she held his groin with bound wrists and accepted him
gladly into her mouth, coming to orgasm herself almost as soon as
he shot his load down her throat. “Master,” she sighed, “you like
me like this, bound and helpless?”

“My family has always
owned slaves, for two thousand years we have taken them any way we
liked.” He shrugged, “It is who you are Dusk, why hide it?”

“I like being a slave
Master, but not a animal." She gasped in confusion, "I could love
you and hate you at the same time.”

“You have never begged
for mercy Dusk,” he said with approval. “I like that, it shows
courage.”

“Would you have taken
pity on a lab rat?” she sobbed.

“No.”

“Then I shall never beg
for mercy,” she said with conviction.

That night he showed
Dusk how to cook again, sharing the meal with her. Only after
making love did he free her, and she always awoke in his arms bound
only by her love. Never was she allowed to dress in any way, if she
even thought about it he would give her a quick slap on her
behind.

The days carried on
with torment and love. Sometimes Pullo went to great lengths
finding new was to restrain Dusk and use her without mercy. He even
bought a long roll of soft rope and practiced binding her with it
in a hundred different ways, then taking her as she begged him for
the mercy of sex. Every day he would torture her, and every night
love her.

She always awoke in his
arms, showered with him, helped to cook breakfast, and then let him
bind her and lead her from the flat back into torture.

Level seven was reached
and passed at the end of week six, Dusk was managing to hold on
even longer than before. Her will to resist grew ever stronger the
more they made love. But she knew her time was short, for on
reaching level ten the experiment would be over, and she would
die.

The torment increased
daily, as did her pleasure. Pullo seemed to want to ease her pain
with his love, but he too knew her time was running out. The
experiment was proving a great success, their level of
understanding of the alien drive grew daily, and soon they expected
to find a way to protect the human crew of the Daedalus. And then
Dusk would die. There was no way around it, for he had signed the
contract himself.

On the first day of the
ninth week the Genesis Institute called to report that Dawn was
ready for collection. It took Pullo several seconds to remember who
Dawn was. His fascination with a dream had been occulted by a
living woman in dire need of his help. He collected his new
personal assistant that night and took her home, leaving Dusk bound
to his bed. Dawn wore a short white dress of shimmering material,
her long blond hair was pulled back from her beautiful face and
platted into a long ponytail. She was everything he had ever
dreamed of in a woman, but that was before he had seen Dusk's
courage.

Dawn saw Dusk on the
bed with confusion, she had been specially commissioned, and was
far more qualified to assist Pullo than the tramp bound to his
bed.

“Dawn, don't judge Dusk
until you see what she has to endure every day. And if you still
think you're a better woman you can take her place.”

The personal assistant
sat naked watching her master and rival making love through the
night. Somehow her disparaging glare drove them on ever
further.

 


In the morning Dawn saw
a new side of the lab rat, as Dusk willingly allowed her master to
bind her to the testing rig. Pullo insisted that Dawn watch as Dusk
was tormented at level eight for half an hour. The periods of agony
grew ever longer, as they searched for a few seconds of level
nine.

That night Dawn half
carried Dusk back to the apartment, sobbing for the crying lab rat.
The personal assistant cooked that night, feeding all three. Later
Pullo bound Dusk to his bed and took her unmercifully, until even
Dawn had to complain. To Dusk it felt like a going away present,
her time was almost up.

The Advanced Physics
Research Unit was in uproar when they returned in the morning, the
success of the level nine experiment had brought out the brass, and
the Unit's director had forsaken his comfortable office to oversee
the final phase of the experiment in person.

The Director watched
the recordings of the last test. He turned to Pullo in glee, “I've
heard great things about you my boy, and this proves them all
right. You're in line for a reward.”

“Then give me the test
subject.”

“You can put her down
once the test is over.”

“No sir, I mean give
her to me.”

“Impossible, the
contract was signed.”

“Sir, in our culture it
is common to reward the courageous. I've never seen a braver woman
than Dusk.”

The Director turned to
see the Biroid, who was standing with arms bound tightly behind her
back. He admired her look of determination, “How old are you?”

“Sixty four,” she
snapped, “days.”

“Lords of all, what
have we done? I thought she was a surplus model, not a new
born.”

“She has defective
eyesight, and was scheduled for spare parts, she still is after we
are through with her. But Dusk's courage has saved the program ten
years research.”

“I still can't
authorise the expense.”

Pullo turned to the lab
rat and freed her arms, “Report to the test rig, we're going for
level ten.” Dawn looked on in sympathy as she took over the testing
computer.

“Yes my Master,” she
said determinedly. Without escort she walked to the testing rig and
sat down, her manacles snapped tight, locking her down firmly.
Pullo showed the Director how he bound Dusk to the machine.

The Director looked
down as Dusk was spread wide open, “If I freed you, I could find a
more comfortable life for you.”

“My place is with my
Master,” she said with determination.

“After all he has done
to you?”

“I live but serve my
Empire,” she insisted. “As does he.”

“You love him!” He
glanced to see Pullo gently patting Dusk's shoulder. “And he loves
you!”

Pullo inserted the gag
and cleared the room, in the chamber next door he ordered the wall
removed, revealing a glass wall showing Dusk squirming in her
bonds. “This is one side effect of Dusk's torment, we produced a
shield to protect against the waves of terror.” He nodded and Dawn
started to raise the power level, one notch at a time.

“Level one reached,”
Dawn sang out. “No problem.”

Pullo stated, “Level
two.”

“Reached, no
problem.”

After ten minutes Pullo
stated, “Level three.”

“Three it is, no
problem.”

Dusk lay bound as waves
of insane agony wafted around the testing rig, her love was the
only thing protecting her.

After another five
minutes, “Level four.”

“Four it is sir" Dawn
replied, "she's in severe pain, but holding on.”

The Director could seen
Dusk screaming through the wall, and the look of anguish on Pullo's
face.

“Five, and keep it up
for twenty minutes.”

“Five and holding,"
Dawn gasped, "She's doing fine so far.”

Dusk felt as if the
entire world was screaming insanely inside her mind . She glanced
sideways and glimpsed Pullo, they shared a brief moment of
love.

“Six,” Pullo insisted.
“Keep it up for ten minutes.”

“Six reached sir,
subject is stabilising.” Dawn could only watch in disbelief as her
sister in bondage took all the agony and terror they could throw at
her, squirming and screaming but holding on to her sanity.

“Seven, ten
minutes.”

The director watched
Pullo torturing the woman he loved, from duty. He felt humble. “How
many times is this?” he gasped.

“A hundred and two,”
Pullo answered automatically. “Raise to level eight. I'll tell you
when to stop.”

“Eight it is sir, heart
fibulations." Dawn stated, "Nothing serious, yet.”

“Raise to nine.”

“Nine sir, she's in
real agony now, heart's pumping like there's no tomorrow.” Dusk lay
screaming her heart out as the insanity lashed again and again her
battered mind, body and soul.

“Pullo, you've made
your point, back off now.”

“No sir, the experiment
is not over yet. Level ten!”

“Ten it is sir, she's
in real trouble." Dawn snapped, "Stop it, for Hathor's sake.”

“Maintain until I tell
you otherwise.” The minutes crept by as Dusk's body seemed to grow
fainter, almost as if coming apart molecule by molecule. She was
beyond screaming now, all the air had long since fled her
lungs.

“Pullo, the test is a
success,” the Director snapped, “and the subject is freed into you
custody. Now stop it before you kill her!”

Pullo sighed, “Level
nine.”

“Achieved, heart
fluctuations lessening.” Dusk felt her body for the first time in
minutes, and regretted it for everything ached in time with her
beating heart.

“Eight.”

“Eight and going down."
Dawn sighed, "I'll take it from here sir. You get ready to free
her, I've the crash team on stand by.”

“Director, one last
request, I want her reach the status of slave. Never again will she
be subject to this ordeal.”

“You're pushing it
Pullo, Biroids can never be raised to slaves. Slaves are human,
Biroids aren't.”

“But Dusk was never
formally accepted as a Biroid,” Dawn pointed out. “She hasn't the
tattoos or the final programming.”

“As such we could pass
her off as a clone,” the Director mused.

“Level one and under
sir,” Dawn interrupted. “I'm shutting her down.”

Pullo started to free
Dusk, pulling the plugs from her anus and removing her gag. “We did
it my love,” he whispered. “You've just gone from lab rat to my
slave.”

“Then I'm not coming
back to the Genesis Institute?” she gasped in delight.

“The only place you're
going is home to my bed.”

“Will you dress me, or
free me?” she asked in sudden hope.

“No, I like you just
the way you are.” He snapped the leash to Dusk's collar and
fastened her wrists and elbows together, kissing her soundly. She
felt her blood start to boil in need of a reminder of what love
was.

 


It was two hours before
they could get away from the celebration. Dusk was standing near
the lift door with Pullo holding her leash, waiting for Dawn to
join them.

“Master, do we have to
leave right away? We have a perfectly good toy right here.”

Pullo glanced at the
chair, and started to grin. “Dawn, make sure the wall is down and
the safeties are engaged, then come back and guard the door.”

“Right sir.” Dawn
returned a few minutes later to find Dusk was once more fastened to
the machine, with her legs spread wide, and Pullo was taking
advantage of her predicament. Dawn bent down to kiss her sister
slave, and both girls were surprised at the result. Dawn began to
undress and offered herself to her master. She lay across Dusk's
body face down, kissing her, as Pullo entered his assistant for the
first time. He took them both in turns, driving them both wild as
they kissed each other with ever deeper longing.

As Pullo pulled Dusk
home he noticed the self satisfied grin on Dawn's face. “Just how
many pleasure points did I decide to give you?”

“I'm feeling three, so
far master. But there are places you have yet to explore.”

“I think I might need a
second leash,” he laughed. “And how many do you think Dusk
has?”

“Her docket was
misplaced, so we'll never know just what she was created to do, but
I'd say at least five. Certainly one in her lips.”

“So that's why she
comes to orgasm so readily, sometimes we're only kissing, and
sometimes not.”

“”I've the same
problem, or blessing, depends if I'm working or not,” Dawn sighed.
“Just a kiss can send me to orgasm. You're serious about leaving
her naked?”

“Most of the time, and
you too at home. By the way, neither of you need to wear panties, I
want nothing getting in my way.”

“Then master, I will
need some longer dresses, for I'm not bending over in public in a
dress this short.”

“Valid point. But if I
tell you to strip, you'll do it anywhere I say?”

“Of course master.”

“Then strip, I'm going
to get you a collar.”

Dawn slipped from her
dress and removed her panties in broad daylight. She casually hung
them over one arm as she hugged Dusk with the other.

“Yes, a collar and a
few straps will look good on you.”

That night Pullo
experimented with binding both girls together, then he took them
both with alternate strokes as they hugged and kissed each other.
They finally collapsed from ecstasy, to awaken at sunrise in his
arms.

He looked down fondly
at the head of black hair and the one of blond, both nestled
against his chest, feeling contentment, and an imminent hard on
that they would soon be working on together.

 


 


 


Dawn

 


"I know you said I
would not be going back to the Unit master," Dusk whimpered as she
lay bound on his bed, "but you can't leave me tied up here
everyday."

"I might have need of
you there," he grinned. "But I didn't want to tempt them into
redoing the experiment. Are you afraid of going back?"

"Not as afraid of being
left here on my own," she sighed.

“Master Pullo,” Dawn
said with determination, “you have to dress Dusk. I know how you
feel, you want to own and control her completely. That is quite all
right, you can do it at home. But at work she has to blend in, and
she'll be taking the technicians' minds off their work.”

“I'm reluctant,” he
admitted. “Part of her charm is being naked all the time.”

“And keeping her
bound,” Dawn sighed. “Now the testing is over she'll have to earn
her keep, how can she if you keep her bound or in a cage all the
time? Master, she's devoted to you!”

Pullo turned to the
slave who lay on his bed, her ankles and wrists were bound behind
her back. She looked up at him with misty eyed loyalty. It was only
a day since she had learned that the torture had finished for good,
and that instead of being cut up for spare parts she was now
Pullo's slave girl. It was a giant leap from being a condemned
Biroid whose faulty eyesight had meant that the sum of her parts
was more than her value whole.

“Master,” Dawn
insisted, “you designed me to be honest, and not to suck up like so
many Biroids. My duty is to tell you that you are letting your
loins make a mistake. Dusk will serve you best clothed and
free.”

Pullo turned back to
his new personal assistant, seeing the look of stubbornness he had
designed to be there. “And if I decide otherwise?”

“Your wishes are
golden,” Dawn sighed. “But sometimes they can be fool's gold.”

He raised his hand in
anger and saw her defiance, “Oh Dawn, you could be right.” He let
his hand fall, to Dawn's relief. Instead of hitting her he pulled
her head forward to kiss her deeply.

“I am as you made me
Master,” she gasped.

“And I made you well,”
he laughed. Pullo pulled Dusk to her feet, freeing her ankles and
wrists. “And you Dusk, how will you serve me best?”

“By devoting my life to
you Master,” Dusk sobbed, rubbing her wrists with disbelief.

Dawn slipped from her
dress, standing before him totally naked, then sank to her knees
gracefully. She held out her wrists crossed before him, “Never will
you lack for submission Master.”

“And if I beat you
Dawn?”

“I'll enjoy it.”

“Stand and dress,” he
ordered. She dressed quickly, smiling slightly.

“I want her sexy, got
that? Not stylish, sexy.”

Dawn pulled a spray can
from her desk. “Dusk, raise your arms and spread your legs.”

The slave complied, and
watched in disbelief as Dawn sprayed the can over her body, from
shoulders to hips. The plastic gel took on the form of a green
latex leotard that clung to every nook and cranny of her
magnificent body.

“But, but,” Dusk gasped
as the gel hardened, “I can't stay like this. How do I take it
off?”

“It will wash off
tonight, then your master will rape you I'm sure.”

“I'll probably peel it
off first,” Pullo confirmed. “Dawn, you too are earning your
keep.”

“One last thing,” Dawn
took a small pouch from her desk, she opened it to extract a pair
of glasses. She slipped them on her sister slave, who gasped as the
world sprang into focus. “I had these made for Dusk, it seemed
silly to sentence her to death when such a simple thing would
correct a mistake not her own.”

Pullo examined the
simple glass and wire orbs, realising that his favourite slave
could now see him clearly for the first time. The glasses were an
anachronism in this age, he had never seen the like on any other
person, but on Dusk they seemed to enhance her beauty. “You know, I
could get used to this, from both of you.”

“Then you will have
many years to enjoy our company,” Dawn laughed.

Dusk looked around in
wonder, and finally settled on Pullo, she sank to her knees,
hugging him sobbing happily. “My Master!” she gasped.

“Dawn, if you keep this
up I'll have to reward you.”

“That,” his personal
assistant stated, “is reward enough. Dusk is the bravest person I
know.”

“And to have a friend
like you, the luckiest,” he laughed.

The communicator panel
beeped and Dawn answered it casually, her manor changed as she
ceased talking and disconnected. “Do you know a creep from the
Genesis Institute called Jarl? Well he just asked for Dusk to be
returned. It seems they want to keep to the original contact.”

“But that was settled
with their accounts department,” Pullo gasped. “I own Dusk
outright.”

“I'm sure you do, but
that won't stop him bugging you.”

Dusk cried out, “I'm
not going back to be dissected!”

“You won't be going
anywhere near there,” Pullo insisted. “What can we do?”

“I'll have a word with
our own accounts team,” Dawn offered. “Let's see if we can find out
what's going on?”

 


The day passed
uneventfully, with Pullo and Dawn delving into Dusk's test results,
searching for the elusive formula that would leave man free to roam
the stars. Dusk's spray on outfit had forced the technicians to
keep their mind on the job, and so the work went well.

They walked back to the
apartment for the first time, slowly and leisurely seeing the
Eternal city of Rome. It was the first occasion that any of them
had a chance to take in the city, even Pullo had only been their as
a child. The architecture had hardly changed in two thousand years,
since the first Emperor Julius Ceaser had inherited a city of brick
and passed on a city of marble to his descendents. Only the rise of
crazy Domitian had threatened the Empire, until Marcus the first
had him assassinated and assumed the purple robes of office. Since
then technology had progressed with leaps and bounds, and a stable
Empire had soon eclipsed the whole world.

By the second century
steam powered ships and land wagons had revolutionised warfare,
crushing all who stood in the way. Electricity and dirigibles had
soon followed. Slaves poured into Rome from captured provinces and
countries, but the expected anarchy had never happened for Marcus
the Eternal left the captured provinces far better off than before.
In a hundred years of war Rome captured nearly the whole world.
Even China crumbled within ten years, and the Americas were
absorbed fifty years later.

Flight was made by the
first gliders and soon steam powered planes lumbered into the air.
The internal combustion engine soon revolutionist all aspects of
life, but powered vehicles were still banned in Rome during
daylight. That was one of the reasons for Biroid powered sedan
chairs and bio-engineered birds.

By, what in the
Christian calendar, was five hundred AD, the first rockets reached
space. A hundred years later there were colonies on the Moon and
Mars. With the whole world under one organised and benevolent
government there were no wasteful wars and mankind reached out to
seize the solar system. But physics stated that the speed of light
could not be exceeded, and the few slower than light sleeper ships
sent into the void between the stars vanished into the eternal
night, never to report back.

Pullo continued
explaining Rome's history to an enthralled Dusk, “Everything was
going smoothly for more than a thousand years, sure we had problems
with pirates and break away asteroids, but we spread across the
system colonising and exploiting every asteroid, moon and planet
until we owned the entire system.”

“So what went wrong?”
Dusk asked. “I sense panic, Master, you would not have tortured me
that way for fun!”

“You're right,” Dawn
replied. “Just over a hundred years ago a ship crashed in Russia,
near a town called Tungushna, it was alien.”

“The crew were dead but
we learned enough to reverse engineer some of their technology, our
ships got enhanced drives and weapons, but the biggest thing we
found was Biroid technology.”

“You mean I'm an
Alien?” Dusk gasped in shock.

“No,not at all.
Biological Androids were first created by crossing alien DNA with
human, but the results were far from perfect. By now all Biroids
are wholly derived from human DNA.”

“So why can't we
breed,” Dusk asked. “I'm in no hurry to become a mother, but the
possibility would be nice.”

“No Biroid can have or
father children,” Dawn insisted. “We are not capable of being self
sustaining. That is the first thing every Biroid is taught.”

“Well I wasn't taught
anything,” Dusk laughed.

A group of men
approached them along the pedestrian concourse, wearing wide
leather belts over the usual one sleeved workman's tunics . Pullo
ignored them but something was wrong, he turned back to see them
all grinning at him. Dusk felt her hackles rise, she knew they were
after her. Dawn could feel the tension in the air, but wasn't sure
of the cause.

“Nice toys,” the gang
leader asked, “mind if we try them out?”

“They are not for
sale,” Pullo snapped back. “Come on girls, time to leave.” He led
his lovers away only to find more gang members blocking the way
out.

“I have to insist,” the
leader said with menace. “Keep quite and we'll only take one, make
a fuss and we'll take them both and leave you bleeding.”

“I thought you said
Rome was civilised,” Dusk gasped.

“Do you see any guns?”
Dawn pointed out.

“No, but they've all
got knives.”

“I can't chance it,”
Pullo gasped in fear and frustration. “I can take one or two, but
not twenty.”

A gang member grabbed
Dusk, she slipped from his fingers and left him bleeding with a
scratched face. He stumbled back in pain and Pullo kicked him into
three more men, who stumbled on some marble steps and fell over.
Suddenly the way was clear and Pullo grabbed the girls and pulled
them through the gap. They ran for their lives as the howling thugs
chased them through the coffee bars and open air restaurants.

They turned a corner
and ran into a platoon of militia. Pullo gasped out a cry for help.
The captain formed up his twenty men on both sides of the street,
and the gang ran straight into the trap. The militia dropped their
ceremonial lances as one, whilst hiding behind their ornate
shields, they fired as one, their lances unleashing blasts of
electricity that swept towards the gang members. Twenty men died
screaming as their clothing and flesh was set alight.

The militia captain
turned to Pullo and saluted with a raised fist. “They will not be
bothering you any more sir. By the way, the director sends his
regards.”

“You've been watching
us?” Pullo gasped in surprise.

“You are a very
important man, too much so it seems. I don't know if this was just
an accident or set up, but I'd take care from now on. Good night
sir, I'd better arrange for the bodies to be dumped in the Tiber,
they might scare the tourists.”

Pollo led the girls
home, he had never been in danger since leaving the Thirteenth
Legion, not a real life or death struggle to survive, and certainly
not in Rome.

“Welcome to our world,”
Dawn said quietly. “This is what it means to be a Biroid, to face
death at every turn.”

“They were after me,”
Dusk insisted. “I don't know why, but it was all about me!”

“Dusk, you are the
least important person on the planet,” Pullo pointed out.

“Thanks for calling me
a person,” she sighed, pushing her glasses further up her proud
nose with an index finger.

He thought about it for
several minutes, then stated, “You are a person Dusk, the realest
one I know. When I first saw you covered in the maturation slime of
course I had preconceived prejudice. You were just a thing, an
object I needed to complete my task. But your courage in the
testing could not be learnt, you knew nothing and yet you shamed us
all, especially me.”

“If you feel that way
about Dusk, I hope someday you will feel the same about me,” Dawn
begged, nervously brushing a stray lock of hair behind her right
ear.

“You have not yet
proved your courage,” Pullo replied. “But I think I already do. You
are both teaching me new ways of thinking about Biroids. I only
hope to maintain some level of objectivity.”

“That you had already,”
Dusk pointed out, “when you thought of me as an object.”

He walked over and
deliberately forced his fingers through the gel that covered her
groin, tearing the spray on fabric away. He pushed again, feeling
her ready for him. “You still are an object Dusk, my sex slave.”
She was soon purring under his deeply thrusting fingers, gasping
for breath as the first triple orgasm blew her mind.

“Then use me as such my
Master,” she begged him. He took her through the hole in her suit,
pushing her back onto the sofa with an explosion of lust that drove
him past all logical thought, forcing her again and again as she
bathed in his desire.

“How romantic,” Dawn
chuckled quietly. She started cooking dinner as they made love,
whistling happily.

They ate well that
evening, and chatted into night the speaking of small things. Pullo
took Dawn to bed treating her gently as they made love slowly.

Pullo woke early with
the girls sleeping in his arms. He was surprised to realise that he
had taken them both last night without restraint, and that he had
enjoyed it totally. He woke them both, bound their wrists and
commanded them to please him. Dawn and Dusk grinned at each other
and started licking his manhood, they were soon having mutual
orgasms due to their mouth buds. He came a few minutes later
shooting in Dawn's mouth. Dusk licked him clean and then her sister
in bondage. Pullo watched them licking away his sperm from each
other's faces with amazement. They both belonged to him, body and
synthetic soul.

Laughing he freed them
and slapped them towards the shower, squeezing in between them as
they washed together, sharing hot water, soap and love.

After breakfast he
forbade them to dress, but did not bind them, instead he clipped on
their leashes and pulled them from the apartment naked. Dawn wasn't
too happy but she complied, and Dusk did not know any better. He
pulled them towards the concourse and the early morning stalls that
sold everything imaginable, and a few things he could not imagine a
use for. There were even a few slaves and Biroids on sale, Pullo
hurried on past them to the clothing stalls. There he bought his
girls sandals and panties, smiling as they dressed hurriedly in
public. He selected two identical tunics, one of black for Dawn and
a white one to compliment Dusk's complexion. Both were short and
sleeveless, with plunging necklines that almost reached their
navels.

Dusk pulled her glasses
back on, pushing it up on her nose with one finger, and looked
stunning, even more beautiful than he had expected. Her short raven
hair, olive skin and glistening black eyes were brought out by the
white tunic.

Dawn's black dress
enhanced her fair colouring and long blond hair, her aquamarine
eyes did indeed sparkle with gold flecks in the early morning
light. Pullo slipped their crystalline mesh belts back around their
waists enhancing their figures in the tunics.

“You look stunning,” he
sighed, “you both do.”

“Do I?” Dusk gasped in
delight.

“Of course we do,” Dawn
laughed, “it's in the guarantee.”

He led them to the
Unit, they were free except for the leashes that he held so
tightly, displaying and protecting the most precious things in his
world.

They started work on
time, despite Pullo's unplanned shopping trip. Dawn was going over
Dusk's testing results analysing the data with her built in organic
computer, it was not as powerful as the Unit's mainframe, but she
was intelligent. Something the mainframe was not. Pullo was trying
to build a jamming field to protect the human crew members from the
alien drive, giving advice to the technicians who were constructing
the shield generator.

Dusk wandered around
the lab looking bored, it wasn't as much fun as being tortured. She
gave what help she could, but her pivotal role in the experiment
was over, all she could do was serve snacks and drinks. Finally she
sat reading magazines left in the canteen, brushing up on Terra's
rich and famous, finding out who they were sleeping with this week.
None of the names were known to her, and the cultural references
left her totally lost.

Queen Elect, Princess
Armina Marcua was still waiting to be officially crowned, she was
the only one of the Royal Family to survive the war, and only
fourteen at the time. And while she had been running the Empire for
ten years most of the Senate thought she was still too young, and
of the wrong sex, to wear the Purple robes of office. They were
insisting that she get married first to a more promising candidate.
Dusk wondered if any of the sleazy allegations about her sex life
were true. She could understand her Biroide bodyguard, but a whole
Legion of Praetorian Guards!

She gave up on the year
old magazine tossing it in the trash.

Pullo finally suggested
that Dusk visit the gymnasium on the fourth floor, it was either
that or locking her back in the cage. And he had given serious
thought to that. She spent two hours exercising muscles that had
hardly been used, finding that it hurt almost as much as the level
one testing. But she showered and returned to the lab looking like
a new woman, she was glowing with health.

Dawn watched Dusk with
growing amusement, realising that she too would need to exercise.
She gave Pullo a 'I told you so' grin, and went back to work.

 


As the day wound down
towards tea a message was handed to Pullo, he opened it and gasped
aloud, “Genesis wants Dusk back big time! They've called in their
lawyers, threatening to sue the Unit for breach of contract.”

“But I spoke to our
accounts department,” Dawn gasped, “It's all legal, we bought her
fair and square.”

“But that was the
accounts department, this is from the research and development
department. It beats me what they want, can two departments be so
at odds with each other that they don't talk?”

“I'd bet on it,” Dawn
laughed.

“No,” Dusk sighed on
reading the document, “this is signed by that salesman Jarl. It's
he who wants me back, but surly I can't be worth that much as spare
parts?”

“The cost of this
letter must have taken a chunk out of your profit margin,” Pullo
snapped in anger. “Well two can play dirty. It's a good job you've
nothing to pack, because we're going to the Daedalus.”

“Just like that?” Dawn
gasped.

“It's time to put the
testing into practice,” he chuckled. “And the Daedalus is under
military command, I'd like to see what luck Genesis' pet lawyers
will have fighting the Space Legion!”

They hurried to the
rooftop, to behold a glass bubble ten foot wide.

“What's that?” Dusk
gasped in shock.

“Mark Ten shuttle pod,”
Pullo explained. “You didn't think we still used rockets did
you?”

He pulled them into the
pod, set the controls and it lifted into the air like a bubble
floating on the wind. There was no acceleration or feeling of
movement, it was as if the world was falling away from them. They
lifted higher and higher, falling towards space.

“How does it work?”
Dusk asked in fascination.

“You don't need to
worry about it,” Pullo said absently.

In shock Dusk gasped,
“Master Pullo, I gave my life to you, but I can't help you in the
lab, so please let me find another way to earn my keep.”

“But you are doing,” he
gasped.

“In your bed,” she
sobbed. “I love it there, and I love you, but I can't be a sex toy
twenty four hours a day! Let me help you like Dawn, even if I'm
only a chauffeur.”

Dawn laughed, “She's
got you master. Dusk might not have been programmed to serve you
like I, but she can still learn the old fashioned way, through hard
work.”

“I'll consider it,” he
mumbled. Dawn gave Dusk a big grin and a thumbs up sign, they both
knew what he meant.

 


The bubble floated ever
higher as the sky turned darker and darker until it was pitch black
and the stars shone with uncounted billions. Pullo showed Dusk how
to control the bubble with manual controls. They floated passed the
moon, and the orbital battle stations built from captured
asteroids. As they skimmed the surface of the nearest asteroid,
under Dusk's inexpert guidance, they could see the damage caused by
the war of ten years ago had now been repaired. Extra armour was
still being plated over the nickel iron surface, but the new
turrets were operational, for a hundred of them swung to cover the
shuttle pod as it flew on by.

Worried, he called in,
“Pullo Marcius Rex, of the Hyperdrive Unit to battle station Zeus,
please hold your fire, I'm training my new pilot.”

“We can tell,” a voice
laughed back. “But next time try doing it when you're not taking
her.”

“I, er, I've got that
Zeus. We're on our way to the Daedalus.”

“Copy that, they're
expecting you. From what we hear the work is going well, if you can
get the drive to work she could be under way in three months.”

“Glad to hear it Zeus,
over and out.”

The bubble floated away
from the battle station Zeus, far out towards the construction
cradles that held a magnificent ship. “What is she?” Dusk asked in
awe. “A ship or a world!”

“We've been up here
over a thousand years,” Pullo reminded her. “Working on this scale
is easy, but we've never needed this much fire-power before. We
sent out six sleeper ships and none of them reported back, this was
scheduled for number seven, but the budget was cancelled. The
Daedalus has been kept in mothballs this last hundred years but the
invasion saw her brought out of retirement. She's ten miles long
and two wide at the belly. Her primary weapon is a linear
accelerator built as a spinal mount, she can shoot ten ton slugs of
whatever we want at nearly the speed of light, and believe me you
don't want to get hit by one of those. The kinetic energy of even a
lump of rock would leave a crater big enough to build a city
inside.”

“What about nuclear
weapons?” Dusk asked.

“We have them, sure,
but hardly need them, radiation is a real drag. We can't colonise a
radioactive wasteland.”

“You're intending this
to attack planets?” Dusk gasped.

“They started it. We've
a thousand turrets firing every kind of beam and missile know to
man for anti ship weapons, including biological and nukes. But the
accelerator is meant for use against capital ships and as a stand
off planetary bombardment platform. Our armour is state of the art,
with ablative panels covering all vulnerable spots. And the shields
will withstand everything we've thrown at her in ten years of
testing. Trust me Dusk, you do not want to get in the Daedalus'
way.”

The bubble floated
around the Daedalus, showing the girls just what a thousand turrets
looked like, it was frightening. The ship was roughly cylindrical,
parts of her asteroid body could still be seen through her enhanced
armour and turrets. A tube ten meters in diameter led from her
stern to prow, the glistening muzzle of her spinal mount linear
accelerator, which although almost lost in scale to the vast ship,
seemed to gape open like a hungry maw.

Thousands of antenna
sprouted from the hull, sensors of every kind searched space
hungerley looking for anyone foolish enough to threaten the
leviathan. Rows of launch bays lined the sides for hundreds for
fighters, but several large enough for decent sized warships. The
Daedalus was not going alone, on reaching the enemy system she
would release a full squadron of warships to defend and support her
in combat, then the landing craft would swoop down to take the
defeated world.

Dawn looked down at the
monster with trepidation not pride, for many of the expendable crew
would be Biroids, born to live and die for the human race, with no
say in the matter. “Where's the bridge?”

“Deep in the innards,
safely away from harm,” Pullo assured her. “The widest point is two
miles across, and the bridge is an holographic sphere a mile wide
surrounded by half a mile of armour and reinforced rock, the
captain and command crew can see the battle projected around them
as though they were in space.”

The mark ten shuttle
docked with the Daedalus and Pullo led his team inside the mammoth
vessel.

The reception area was
spick and span, and Pullo led them through the security station
with ease, but as a tractor drove them through the ship they saw
that many of the tunnels had been bored by laser cutters and left
as bare rock. Some sections of the ship were gleaming hi-tech
wonderlands and the next looked more like wastelands of rough rock
and exposed pipes. Bioengineerd organisms replenished the air and
recycled the water. Some chambers grew food for the crew and
Legions, but most were replicated. Whole sections were dedicated to
carniculture, growing pieces of animals from a mountainous blob of
protoplasm. Joints of chicken, lamb, pork and beef grew at random
from the pulsing donor.

Thousands of workers
scuttled around finishing jobs that should have been completed a
year ago, but back then no one had expected the Daedalus to be
finished so soon. Dusk finally saw just what her torture had
brought about. Her master had tried to explain why he was torturing
her, but to see this vast ship about to leap towards the stars
because of her was humbling.

The tractor carried
them to the engineering section, and into the heart of darkness,
for Dusk saw an alien drive a thousand times larger than the one
used to torment her. She stumbled back in terror.

“If the shield works
you won't even know it's turned on,” a man called from near the
drive.

“And if it doesn't
work?” Dusk gasped.

“Then no one will know
it's turned on, because we'll all be dead,” he said cheerfully. “Hi
Pullo, glad to see you back. And to which of these beauties do we
own the honour of showing us how to fix this motherfucker?”

“Hi Sain, that would be
Dusk here. Dawn is my PA.”

“From Dusk till Dawn,”
Sain laughed. “Poetic.”

“I had to bring Dusk,
you remember I explained about Genesis wanting to cut her up, well
they still do. So I was hoping to hide her here for a while.”

“You don't have to ask,
from now on she's crew, and woe betides anyone who thinks
otherwise. What can you do, we've plenty of kitchens?”

“She's my pilot and
general dogsbody,” Pullo insisted. “But I hope you don't mind if
she takes flight school while she's here, and any other course that
takes her fancy?”

“Plenty of empty seats,
they'll start to fill up soon enough though. Soon this empty hunk
of rock is going to be as overcrowded as Rome.”

“Once we prove the
drive works,” Pullo agreed. “That will suite you Dusk? I know you
hate physics.”

“Hate is too mild a
word Master,” she sighed pushing her glasses back upon her lovely
nose. “Try detest, if it works I don't care how many electrons are
whizzing around an atom.”

“A practical lady,”
Sain laughed. “Your old suite is waiting for you Pullo. You can
request anything you need to keep your girls happy.”

“I've got that sorted,
but we'll need a few ship suites. I love these dresses, but they
are not safe here.”

“How so?” Dawn
asked.

“They won't protect you
from vacuum in case of a breach,” Pullo pointed out. “It hardly
ever happens,” he quickly insisted.

“So you'll not be
needing the recreational section?” Sain asked with a grin. “Time
was I could hardly pull you away from there.”

“A Biroid brothel?”
Dawn guessed.

“Those girls taught me
a lot,” Pullo whined.

“About torturing
innocent girls,” Dusk sighed.

“You are not so
innocent,” he pointed out.

“I was then. Couldn't
have been more so.”

Pullo's suite was just
off the drive chamber, it was a two floor apartment with the
mezzanine bedrooms looking down into the lounge. Most of the
closets were full of his old clothes, and an aura of abandonment
hung around the place.

A curtain sealed off
one side if the lounge, Dusk pulled it back expecting to find a
window, instead she found a row of glassteel cabinets built against
the wall. “Survival stasis chambers,” Pullo explained. In case of
extreme emergency clime in and seal the door, then you could
survive for a thousand years floating in space. Every molecule in
your body will be frozen in time, you'll not know a thing until
you're rescued.”

“A couple look recently
used,” Dusk pointed out.

“You can keep all kinds
of things fresh in there,” he said innocently.

“Like dancing Biroids,”
Dawn laughed as she pulled a bright red feather from the bottom of
a stasis chamber. “I think we're lucky you took them back before
you left.”

Dusk chuckled, “Just
like a library book, you'd have quite a fine to pay for late
returns.”

“Just what was the
attraction?” Dawn asked. “I know of many kinds of sexual kinks, but
to watch a girl sleeping is a new one on me.”

“She wasn't sleeping
all the time,” Pullo explained. “I used to pull her out, fuck her,
and push her back in. As far as she was concerned I'd been making
love to her constantly for three months.”

“Ouch,” Dawn gasped.
“You must have blown her mind.”

“Oh yes,” he laughed.
“But you're right about the late fines, she got rather expensive. I
tried to explain that in stasis she didn't deprecate in value, but
they didn't buy it.”

“Master,” Dusk said
dangerously, “don't even think about it!”

“I'll second that,”
Dawn sighed. “We are going to be far too busy helping you to gather
dust in stasis.”

 


 


Esna, Hellia and
Rake

 


The months had passed
quickly and the Daedalus was almost ready for trials. Pullo and
Dawn had spent almost every waking hour putting the faster than
light drive in shape. Dusk too had been busy, filling in the gaps
in her education, learning to fly anything with or without wings,
and a dozen other courses that took her fancy. She bullied her
lovers to join her at the gymnasium, and they reluctantly admitted
that they needed to get out of the lab. Dusk was soon showing them
the regime that would have them in perfect shape, enjoying being in
charge for once.

The Genesis Institute
had been quite for months, with no more threatening letters or
calls. Dusk was formally accepted as a slave and not a Biroid, her
papers would even stand up in court. Dawn was slightly jealous but
admitted that Dusk had earned the right. But it was a one time
deal, Dawn would never be able to become human that way. She was a
Biroid and would die one, she was happy that she belonged to a kind
man.

The flight crew had
joined the Daedalus, as had Legions of Terra's finest troops. It
would not be long before it would be time to leave Terra behind,
and leap into the unknown.

Pullo had been refused
the honour of staying on the Daedalus, he was considered too
valuable building the next ship that would leap into space
delivering Roman justice. So he and his girls travelled back to
Terra, visiting the Unit again. But as Dusk walked through the
hated doors once more it became clear that she was not the same
person who had been tortured there a hundred and two times, she had
grown in the last few months. She was still Pullo's slave-girl, and
was devoted to him, but her training had pushed her far beyond the
compliant Biroid he had first brought to the Unit. She walked with
confidence into the testing chamber, looking sadly at the dust
sheet covered testing rig that had brought her so much agony.

Pullo stood by her
shoulder, “The last time we were here I took you and Dawn on that
machine.”

“That was fun,” she
sighed and opened her short jacket revealing a holstered pistol.
“I've no regrets, but I'm not going back, even if it kills me.”

“They let you carry a
pistol now?” he asked in surprise.

“Why not? As well as
your pilot I'm also your bodyguard.”

“And a few more things
we've yet to learn,” Dawn said mysteriously. “You've been soaking
up the courses, I hate to think how much you've learnt. But I spoke
with a few of your tutors, you scored straight As in every
course.”

“And you my sister,”
Dusk sighed, “if you took the same courses, would you not get the
same result?”

“I doubt it, I'm the
intellectual one, most of what you studied was hands on stuff.”

“I was born a Biroid,
but never programmed,” Dusk explained. “I guess there is some part
of me that is just a big sponge soaking up knowledge, but I have
the choice of what I want to learn!” she said defiantly.

“That you do,” Pullo
agreed. “It could be the first time a Biroid self programmed.”

“I'm not a Biroid!”
Dusk insisted. “I'm a slave, your slave, and don't you ever forget
it Master!”

“That I could never do
my love,” he laughed.

“While we're here,”
Dawn asked hopefully, “do you think we could try out the testing
rig one last time. We might never get another chance.”

Pullo laughed again,
“This time you get to sit down.” He ripped off the dust cover as
Dusk walked to the testing booth to check everything was turned
off. She stripped off on returning seeing Dawn already strapped to
the machine.

“I think you should
whip her a little,” Dusk chuckled, “just to get her in the
mood.”

“This is your party,”
Pullo insisted. “Your are the slave and she the Biroid, so have
fun. I'm going for a coffee, it could be an hour or two.” He left
and locked the door behind him.

“Well, now what?” Dusk
laughed. “I've been dreaming about this for months.”

“So have I,” Dawn
sighed.

“First things first,”
Dusk pushed the gag between Dawn's teeth. “Test subjects don't talk
back.” Dawn could only squeal as Dusk flattened the chair into a
table, then opened up the legs wide apart. She reached for the
waste hoses and pushed them between her friends legs, turning them
on. Dawn could only sob as the hoses washed her inside in a never
ending torrent.

Dusk pulled the
armrests up above Dawn's head, and began to stroke the exposed
body, ticking all the secret places she knew only too well. It
didn't take long to bring Dawn to climax after climax, with the odd
stinging blow thrown in for good measure.

Finally Dusk removed
the hoses and the gag, climbing on top of the helpless Biroid and
kissed her sweetly. “You know, there's over an hour before Pullo
returns to fuck you to death, I wonder what else I can do to you to
keep you warm for him?”

“Anything you like
mistress,” Dawn sobbed.

Dusk suddenly looked
up, her senses alert for something she had not felt in months. Then
the wave of terror struck her like a poleaxe. The testing chamber
came alive once more and the wave of alien terror and agony struck
like burning needles every pore in her body.

Dawn could only scream
as she felt the wave of terror for the first time.

One, Dusk knew that
well. Then it raised to two.

The wave of madness
strook her unprepared. Dusk hadn't a chance to resist as the
mind-numbing terror crushed her will to resist.

The levels started to
rise, one after another. This was not the way it was done, this was
not a test, it was murder.

Dusk forced her way off
Dawn, falling to the floor, but the level raised to eight, and she
crumpled on the floor. Shivering in horror.

Again the level raised
to nine. Dusk rolled towards the pile of clothing.

Ten, the waves of
horror drove into her soul, and she prepared to die. But Dawn would
die too. That simple thought forced Dusk to crawl towards her
clothing through a torrent of mind numbing agony. She reached into
the neat bundle and felt her trembling fingers touch could steel.
The waves of terror rose even higher, pushing past ten into a realm
she had never even dreamed existed, even in her worst nightmares.
With her body trembling far beyond endurance Dusk saw Dawn at the
point of death. Anger gave her just enough strength to do the
impossible.

With every fibre of her
being stretched far beyond human limits Dusk raised the pistol and
fired a beam of energy at the window, it struck straight into the
testing room beyond hitting the operator in the chest. The
technician died with a burnt out chest, his hand slipping from the
controls, the dial slipped back to one and under, shutting down the
test.

The pistol fell from
Dusk's trembling fingers, she staggered towards Dawn seeing the
blonde in shock. She stumbled across Dawn, holding the Biroid's
head and started breathing into her mouth, forcing air into lungs
that were too terrified to work.

Dawn gasped, taking a
breath on her own, spluttering as she started to recover. The alarm
sounded, running feet could be heard in the corridor, and suddenly
the door was smashed inward. Unit guards swarmed into the testing
chamber. “Assassin,” Dusk could only manage to gasp and point
through the melted observation window. “In there.”

Pullo came flying
through the door, saw the situation in a moment of pure disbelief
and started giving orders. The guards instantly sealed off the
building, more checked on the dead technician, and soon a full
scale search was under way throughout the building.

Dusk helped Dawn to
dress, half carrying the blond towards the medical centre. Pullo
carried Dusk's clothing and gun, furious and shamed that this could
have happened.

Dawn lay in the medical
centre, being checked out by remote sensors. “She was lucky,” the
Doctor insisted. “A few more seconds and she'd be dead for sure.
Your Dusk is one hell of a woman.”

“I'll say,” Pullo
sighed. “The assassin was working here for months, just waiting for
a chance. Pity we'll never know who paid him to kill Dawn.”

“I still think it was
me he was after,” Dusk argued.

“Your part is long over
my love,” Pullo pointed out. “It's Dawn who is more important to
the project now.”

“If he'd waited a few
more minutes he could have had you too,” Dusk pointed out. “Then
the whole program would have been put back ten years.”

“That's so. Perhaps he
didn't know I'd be back?” he finished brightly.

“Then he must have been
the stupidest assassin who ever lived,” Dusk snapped.

 


Dawn recovered enough
to stand, they helped her outside and ordered a sedan chair taking
them back to the apartment. But as they entered for the first time
in months they could smell cooking. Pullo gasped, “Squatters!” and
charged into the apartment in anger, with Dusk covering him with
her pistol.

A tall man stood in the
kitchen doorway, he turned in surprise as Pullo ploughed into him.
Both men rolled on the floor until Pullo grabbed the other's
wrists, forcing them behind the stranger's back. A woman burst from
the kitchen and froze on seeing Dusk's pistol aimed at her head. A
girl ran from the bedroom screaming in fear, Dawn caught her arm
twisting it behind her back.

Dusk grabbed a roll of
rope from a cabinet, one bought to restrain her, throwing it to
Pullo, who quickly bound the man. Dawn grabbed restraining straps
and secured the woman and girl.

Then they stood back
examining their prizes. The man was a Biroid who looked about
twenty, but that was never the case with an artificial life form,
he could be anything from a day old to a hundred years. He wore
clothing Pullo had left months before.

The woman was human, a
pretty brunette in her late twenties, and terrified beyond belief.
She wore cast off peasant clothing, and although clean they were
definitely shabby. The girl could have been nine or ten, she was
dark and quite lovely, and wore a nightdress that was worn out in
places.

“What the hell are you
doing in my home?” Pullo shouted.

They could only stare
back at him in resignation.

“A Biroid male,” Dawn
reckoned up. “A human woman, and a girl of confusing ancestry.” She
examined the man, checking his Biroid tattoos. “A runaway, he'll be
shot on sight by the militia."

Dusk checked out the
woman, finding the expected brand on her right shoulder, “A runaway
slave, if she's lucky she might get away with a severe whipping
before being sent back to her owner. But the girl I can't
understand.”

“If she's a Biroid
she's not registered," Dawn sighed, "and the same if she's a
slave.”

“I'll call the
militia,” Pullo dismissed them. “They can sort it out.”

“Please no,” the woman
gasped in horror.

“If you want to talk
you'd better start now,” Pullo snapped. “Because I'm losing
patience fast.”

“We belonged to the
same family before the war,” the woman gasped. “Rake and I, I'm
Hellia by the way,” she introduced herself with a sniffle.

“That you have names is
of little importance,” Pullo snapped. “They will probably be taken
away and changed- if you manage to survive the whipping.”

“Rake's duty was to
serve our lady, and sometimes she forced him to rape me,” Hellia
sobbed. “We served together for nearly ten years. Then came the
invasion and the estate was destroyed, all the family were slain,
we were kept locked in the cellar and survived. Everything was
chaos after the war, no one noticed two slaves wandering in the
ruins.”

“And you managed to
survive on your own,” Dusk sighed. “I'm impressed.”

“But you should have
reported to the authorities,” Pullo insisted.

“We tried at first, but
no one cared about us, we were just two more mouths to feed in a
war zone.”

“And the girl? Where
did she come from?”

“Esna is my daughter
sir, born free after the war".

“This complicates
things,” Dawn sighed. “None are owned by anyone, but Esna is still
a born and bred slave.”

“It's not their fault
and if you turn them in they will be in for a world of trouble,”
Dusk agreed. “I'd suggest keeping Esna, from mercy.”

Dawn agreed, “She is a
lovely child, and needs protection.”

Esna was sobbing softly
for her mother.

Pullo sighed, “Strip
them, and I'll see what I think.” He walked into the kitchen,
tasting the stew on the stove with appreciation. He returned to see
Hellia naked, she was pretty, her abdomen showed that she had given
birth to Esna. But she was just a woman, she could never have the
perfection of beauty of his girls. Esna knelt shivering in terror,
and was a lovely child, but that was all. She needed protection not
abuse.

Rake gasped, “Do what
you like with me, but please don't hurt my family.”

“I'm still thinking,”
Pullo sighed. “I could keep them, I certainly don't need to, but I
could.”

“Then treat them
kindly,” Rake sobbed.

“You really love them?”
Dawn gasped. “A Biroid and a woman.”

“Don't you love your
master? Is it that surprising that I could love a woman?”

“I was programmed to
love him,” Dawn pointed out. “There really is no choice in the
matter.”

“But I was not,” Dusk
sighed. “And despite everything I do love him.”

“I'll think on the
matter,” Pullo sighed. He already had some idea of what he would
do, but was working on the logistics.

 


A window shattered as a
shot hit the wall over Pullo's head, it flared incandescent
scorching the wall covering. Another shot hit the wall near Dusk.
They dropped flat as another dozen shots blasted the wall above
them.

“Dusk,” Pullo
gasped.

“I'm calling in the
shuttle, this is crazy. Who hates us this much?” She drew her
pistol but did not return fire. They hurried from the flat towards
the roof, with the slaves in tow, as their flat was blown apart by
a fusillade of energy bolts.

On the roof the shuttle
started to descend as their assailants climbed the stairwell behind
them. Dusk fired down at the men who chased them, dodging return
fire.

The shuttle bobbed onto
the roof, opening the transparent door. Pullo pulled everyone
aboard apart from Dusk who was giving covering fire. “Get out of
here,” she yelled.

Pullo pulled the slip
knot and the ropes around Rake dropped free. “Give me a hand,” he
snapped.

Rake nodded and began
to role up the rope and lower it through the hatch as the shuttle
began to lift from the roof.

Dusk saw three men run
onto the roof, she fired and two of them died covered in flames.
The last fired back as she dived for cover. She fired again and the
last man took a bolt of energy in the right shoulder, falling back
on fire.

The shuttle floated
over Dusk, she glanced up as a rope dropped towards her. She
holstered her pistol and dived for the rope, clinging to it for
dear life as they floated over the building and the street
below.

The shuttle gained
altitude as the world fell away beneath them. Pullo and Rake
struggled to pull up the rope as they climbed towards space. Dusk
pulled herself up the soft rope, struggling against the cross wind
that threatened to tear her loose and throw her down towards
certain death on the streets of Eternal Rome.

Finally she caught the
shuttle's door with her hand and forced her way inside with Dawn
and Hellia pulling her to safety. Pullo snapped the remaining rope
aboard and closed the hatch. The Shuttle floated far above the
world and into space.

Pullo turned to Rake,
his hand out. “Serve me and I promise to look after you all.”

“Hellia, will you take
her?”

“Not often, but you can
share a room if you wish?” Pullo chuckled. “And as for Esna, we'll
let time sort that out.”

“We will be your
slaves?”

“Oh yes, it's the best
way to protect you. You didn't honestly think you could ever be
free, did you?”

Dusk staggered upright,
“All we ask for is that you serve us in our stateroom, that
shouldn't be difficult. None of you will ever be abused or
mistreated, you'll have your own room and better food than you've
known for years.”

“Hellia and I, you have
no problems with that?”

Pullo turned to the
brunette, “Hellia, do you love Rake?”

The slave froze at the
question, terrified of answering the wrong way.

“Hellia, tell him,”
Rake begged.

“Yes I love him,” she
sighed. “He's my husband.”

“In practice if not in
fact,” Dusk sighed.

“Serve us and it will
be in fact,” Pullo insisted. “I'll find a way.”

“But a human can not
marry a Biroid,” Rake gasped.

“I'm still working on
that,” Pullo admitted turning to his lovers. “If I could I would,
and to hell with having kids.”

“But...” Hellia
gasped.

“”You love them that
much?” Rake gasped.

“How could I not,”
Pullo sighed in anguish. “All my life I've been warned about
falling for a Biroid, my father has one he's devoted to, and even
he warned me off. He was worried that I would never have
children.”

“He could never even
marry a slave,” Dusk sighed. “Master Pullo will have to marry a
rich woman of equal class.”

“And as he is of minor
nobility that could be a problem,” Dawn explained. “There are not
that many women equal to him, and most of those are stupid rich
bitches who would make his life hell trying to keep up with the
latest fashions, while he was trying to understand the
Universe.”

“And I thought my life
was complicated,” Rake gasped. He took Pullo's hand, agreeing to
serve him.

The shuttle returned to
the Daedalus, docking in the engineering section. Pullo reported to
the new Captain about the double assassination attempt and was
given leave to stay on the ship.

 


He returned to his
stateroom to see Hellia cooking, and smelt the lovely aroma from
the hatch. Esna was helping her mother reach for the spices, as
Rake stood looking on fondly.

Dusk and Dawn sat in
the lounge, looking up in anticipation for the meal, and chuckled
on seeing him begin to smile. Pullo tossed a package to Rake. "If
you're staying you might as well look the part."

Rake tore open the
package to fine a few sets of clothing. "So we can dress sir," he
sighed, and rushed to clothe Esna and Hellia, before dressing
himself.

"That will do for now,
but you'll need to visit the concourse in a day or two," Pullo
agreed. He sat at the head of the long table, as Esna hurried over
with the cutlery; setting just the one place before him. "Aren't
you eating?" he asked with meaning.

"After you sir," the
child stammered.

"I'll say this just
once," Pullo sighed. "My family have owned slaves for nearly two
thousand years. And not once in all that time have we ever eaten
alone! If you serve me well you are family. So sit down and dig
in!"

Dawn went to get a
handful of cutlery as Dusk got more plates, they finished setting
the table with sly smiles.

Rake and Hellia looked
dumbfounded, "Sir, I thought you were a noble," he gasped.

"Humph, my home was so
small we had to help the slaves gather grapes," Pullo grunted.
"It's great having a title if you've got enough money in the bank
to back it up. Now sit and eat."

Hellia started to serve
her stew as they sat together. She trembled slightly on serving
Pullo. "Girl, don't fear me. I'll not touch you. I've never touched
another man's wife yet."

"We keep him too busy,"
Dawn laughed.

"You're sure," Hellia
sighed. She finished serving and sat down to begin eating. "I've
never done this before, my family have been slaves over a thousand
years and this is the first time any of us have eaten with our
master."

Pullo took a taste of
the stew, smiling in appreciation. "How long have you been
together?"

"Nearly twenty years
master," she explainer. "I was a kitchen helper from birth in a
large farm, and taught to cook at eight. Rake was bought to please
my mistress while her husband was away on duty. As I grew up she
took a likening to seeing me raped, or doing it herself. But
although I screamed and pleaded for mercy I really loved it when
Rake forced me. She thought I was being raped, I thought we were
making love."

Rake took over, "Hellia
must have been fourteen or fifteen the first time I took her. I
knew it was wrong, but I can't fight my programming. However, I did
it as gently as possible. About every month I was ordered to force
her, and we both made a show of resisting while secretly looking
forward to it."

"Then I turned
eighteen," Hellia sighed. "And it got complicated. My mistress
caught us making love without being commanded. It upset her a bit.
She locked us in the cellar while she decided what to do. Whether
she was going to sell us or call the headsman we will never know,
for that night the Aliens attacked and levelled the farm."

"We were the only ones
to make it out alive," Rake said grimly. "We saw our mistress being
carried off screaming by an inhuman monster. I think it ate
her."

"I think she had it
coming," Dusk snapped.

"I'd like to think she
would have forgiven you and seen the funny side," Dawn said
brightly.

"This from a woman who
ordered a fourteen year old raped," Pullo sighed. "And you've been
together ever since, so where did Esna come from?"

Hellia turned white,
"I've had to do some pretty bad things over the last ten years
master, just to survive."

"Well you can forget
about it," he insisted. "You belong to me now and I'll damn well
look after you all."

Esna started to collect
the dishes and wash up. Pullo watched her gently, he had never
owned a child before. At home he had his choice of the family
slaves, and although they were enthusiastic and fun, none had been
his personal property. University was hardly the place to have a
slave, and there was no shortage of female company, then the war
started and everything went down hill on a toboggan. He finished
his degree only after three years in the Thirteenth Legion hunting
down surviving aliens. Dusk was the first person he had legally
owned. Then Dawn, and now he had three more mouths to feed.

"Rake, did you bring
the rope with you?"

"Yes master. Why do you
want it?"

"I've two girls who
need tying up," Pullo chuckled. "I hope we won't keep you awake all
night."

"Master this is the
first time in ten years I've felt safe, I'll be too busy with
Hellia to get much sleep of my own." His grin started to slip, "You
meant what you said about us, being married I mean?"

"Hellia do you love
Rake? Will you be faithful to him, and accept him as your
husband?"

"Yes master," she
sobbed in sudden hope, "yes to all of that."

"Rake, do you love
Hellia? And will you take her as your wife?"

"You know I will
Master!"

"Then as your master I
declare you married," he chuckled. "First time I've done that. As
long as you are owned by me you will be husband and wife. However,
if anything happens to me you might be split up."

"Then I shall have to
make damn sure nothing happens to you," Rake insisted. "But Esna,
will you have her branded? I know it's the custom, but..."

"I don't like it any
more than you do, but it's the only way to keep her safe."

The child looked up in
horror.

Dusk and Dawn disrobed
before him, kneeling with crossed wrists, silently begging him to
tie them up and use them.

Rake looked on as Pullo
bound his slaves and used them hard.

Hellia saw what was
happening, stripped off the simple dress and knelt before Rake,
"Take me my husband, please," she sighed. He was only too happy to
comply with her request.

Pullo finally pulled
Dusk and Dawn to his bedroom, seeing Rake giving Hellia more
pleasure than a woman was meant to take, but after years of
practise she was used to his overpowering love.

Pullo finally untied
his girls and watched as they shared love between themselves. Half
an hour later he could stand it no longer and once more joined them
in love. They slept well in each other's arms, dreaming of love.
His last thought was regret that they could not give him the
children he needed. For half a second he thought of creating Biroid
children, but knew they would never be accepted, he could never
condemn his own kids to be treated as less than human.

 


In the morning Pullo
took Esna to have her registered as his slave. She stared in horror
at the blacksmith with a glowing branding iron. "Please master
Pullo," she whispered, "I am your slave, will you do it?"

He took hold of the
iron, bringing it near to her right shoulder, and stared into her
eyes. He saw fear and horror. She had the right to ask him to brand
her. And although he could have refused, it was his responsibility
to protect her. The thought sickened him, as the remnant of last
night's dream came back to haunt him. Could he treat a child as a
animal? Like hell he could!

He tossed the brand
back to the blacksmith and pulled her into the corridor, to see
Dusk and Dawn waiting for him with big smiles. "You knew I couldn't
do it," he accused them.

"We hoped you
wouldn't," Dusk sighed, pushing her glasses back up her nose.

"There is a better way
to protect her master Pullo," Dawn insisted. "Lots of people
perished in the invasion, whole provinces were wiped clean,
couldn't one baby be picked up by a runaway slave?"

"And I suppose you
already have the right child?" he accused.

"Well, yes, actually,"
Dusk agreed. "All she needs is you to accept her as your ward. And
then she is free!"

"You want me to adopt
her!" he gasped in outrage. "But she has a mother, and a..." He
froze in shock for a few seconds. Then turned to pull Esna into an
empty office, his girls followed him and closed the door. "Esna, is
Rake your father?" he gasped.

"Yes master, of course
he is, he brought me up."

"That's not what he
asked," Dawn insisted, "is he your real father?"

The girl stood frozen
in shock.

"I was right about the
confused heritage," Dawn gasped in surprise. "Half human and half
Biroid. This will shake things up."

"This must never be
known," Dusk insisted. "If it's even hinted at they will have her
killed- eventually- probably after vivisection. I've no wish to see
bits of Esna in glass jars."

"Nor I," Pullo
insisted. "Esna, if I adopt you there is nothing to fear. You will
be a freewoman and Citizen of Rome. But if I don't you could wind
up on a dissecting table. Your choice."

 


They retuned to Pullo's
stateroom to see Rake and Hellia sobbing together on the sofa. "I'm
afraid I've lost your daughter," Pullo stated on seeing them. They
looked up in shock to see Esna entering the room dressed in a
formal gown.

"Sir," Rake snapped,
"what have you done? I thought you were going to brand her."

"Here's how this is
going to work," Pullo commanded them. "During the war Hellia found
a baby in her dead mother's arms, and raised her as her own
daughter. You are not and can never be Esna's mother!"

"We found out the
truth," Dusk continued "She has no family living, or inheritance
that someone might want, and so my master has formally taken her as
his ward."

Dawn continued, "As
such she is a Freewoman and Citizen of Rome, and will never be a
slave, or anything else."

"Also, as my ward,"
Pullo said with a laugh, "if anything does happen to me I'm leaving
her two slaves in my will. You two."

"You know sir," Rake
gasped.

"I know nothing except
that you saved a dieing baby. That is all I need to know."

"Some things must never
be said," Dawn whispered. "Understand?"

"But," Hellia gasped,
"my baby..."

"I want to thank you
for caring for me," Esna insisted with a big wink, "and I will
always love you, but I must accept my destiny." She slipped from
the formal robes and carefully folded them, then ran to her parents
dressed in a simple tunic. They hugged each other, crying with
astonishment.

Dawn turned to Dusk,
"You know, for a human he's not bad at all."

"Soft as they come,"
Dusk laughed.

Pullo just stood there
watching his family while grinning.

 


The Daedalus moved
gently from her assembly cradle, stretching her antennas on
reaching free space. Her main drives activated, pushing her around
the moon as she tested all systems. It took a week for her
shakedown cruse around the system and then she returned to Terran
orbit, certified as a warship of the Imperial Terran Navy. Then
things started to get busy.

More Legions started to
be ferried up, with engineers, support staff and hangers on. The
brothels were soon fully staffed by hundreds of Biroid whores. Last
came the Imperial Barge.

 


The whole garrison
stood to attention in one of the gigantic assembly halls on the
Daedalus' surface as the Imperial Barge floated in through the
force screen airlock, and touched down in front of the musicians
and dancing girls.

Princess Armina Marcua
followed her bodyguard down the ramp into assembly hall, her head
held aloof as she politely nodded to the thousands of troops who
snapped to attention and saluted her. She swept along the walk way
and soon vanished from sight.

"So that's her?" Dusk
sighed. "She owns the entire Solar System, and pretty soon a lot
more besides."

"Wasn't her idea to get
crowned," Dawn pointed out. "but after the war she was the only one
left who could take charge."

Pullo sighed, "She was
so far from the throne no one bothered to assassinate her, she just
wasn't worth the effort. Big mistake. But now she's nearly as far
from being crowned as she was ten years ago. "

"How's that?" Dusk
asked in surprise.

"Most of the Senate are
new blood, elected after the war. And don't have the same standards
as the old loyal crowd. Not all would like to see Princess Armina
Marcua become Queen. Matter of fact, I don't think she's too fond
of the idea herself."

"She'll need a lot of
food tasters," Dawn guessed.

"And the Senate is
trying to force her to marry an old man she can't stand," Pullo
explained. "The wise old heads are also trying force her to retire
her loyal bodyguard, and replace him with a nitwit nephew."

"A recipe for
disaster," Dusk stated.

 


The final warm up of
the FTL Drive was well under way, with the first hop programmed to
take the Daedalus near to Saturn. Princess Armina Marcua had
insisted on staying for the first leg but would have to return in
her barge as the ship headed for deep space.

The Daedalus battened
down, sealing all airlocks throughout the vast ship as the FTL
drive was activated. Waves of mind numbing horror emanated from the
drive, enough to kill the entire compliment in seconds of madness,
only to run into an identical counter wave that washed it away
within a split second. Pullo and his girls looked on in triumph as
the ship leapt across the system faster than man had ever travelled
before.

Then an explosion tore
through the drive, the screen started to fail and the horror began
to affect all on the ship. Instead of stopping the Daedalus sped up
and soared past Saturn, heading into deep space as though her tail
was on fire, while the crew succumbed to madness.

Pullo gasped to Dusk,
"Shut it off. I don't care how, shut the damn thing off!"

Dusk nodded, and began
to crawl towards the instrument panel. But on reaching it she was
lost, the layout was unfamiliar to her. There wasn't a big red
button saying stop. Dawn crawled towards her, gasping, "Blank area
in frequency, near the top, one seven five four."

Dusk set the frequency
and though the agony faded the Daedalus leapt from the solar system
at many times the speed of light.

Pullo staggered towards
the controls, flicking various readouts until the drive jammer was
working again. Then he looked at the readouts in horror. "Drive to
Bridge," he gasped into his collar mic. "FTL drive has been
sabotaged, I've fixed the jammer but can't turn off the drive. Can
you control it from your end?"

"Beginning shut down
procedure, just keep the jammer working."

 


The ship began to slow
down about ten light-years from Terra. Forensics found the residue
of a pound of cataclsymite in the damaged drive. A Terran Special
Forces issue demolition charge.

That night as Hellia
was starting to cook the bell rang. Rake answered the door only to
be brushed aside by a very tall well built man in black armour. The
stranger looked around the apartment seeing Dusk teaching Esna to
read, Dawn and Pullo going though the Drives' final readout before
the explosion and Hellia cooking.

"Clear mam," the
bodyguard called out, and a tall stately woman swept into the
apartment.

Pullo looked up in
resignation. "Hi Mina," he called out.

Princess Armina Marcua
took one look at him, and at his two lovers, sighing, "Will you
ever keep your mind on the job Pullo?"

He stood up as she
flung herself into his arms. "There love, surely being a Princess
can't be all bad?"

"They're horrible to
me," she whined, "they all hate me!"

"No, only ones who want
your job," he sighed. "And what's all this I hear about you and the
Praetorian Guard?"

"Lies, all lies," she
spat out.

"And your
bodyguard?"

"Oh, that part's true,"
she laughed.

Pullo made the
introductions as his girls looked on in disbelief that the future
Queen of the Terran Empire was sobbing in their master's arms like
a heart broken schoolgirl.

Hellia put two more
portions in the oven.

"Master, if you'd like
to explain?" Dusk sighed as the glasses nearly fell off her nose.
She fumbled them back into place, mainly so that she would keep
believing what she was seeing.

Princess Armina Marcua
laughed, "We've known each other since childhood."

Dawn gasped, "Marcua
and Marcius, you're kinfolk."

"Very distantly
related," Armina said with a sigh. "But I used to insist on
holidaying with them every year. At home I was always treated like
a princess, or a piece of glass. Only with Pullo's family was I
ever treated like a human being."

"We even got her to
wash up with the slaves," Pullo laughed.

"It was all so rustic,
and magical. Slaves and masters sharing the same lives and work,"
Armina sighed. "And I never felt happier. Is it the same here?" she
gasped in hope.

Hellia laughed out,
"We're getting there. I'll have dinner ready in ten minutes, you
can help with the washing up if you like."

"Just like old times,"
she sighed.

"So what brings you
here?" Pullo laughed. "Not the washing up?"

The Bodyguard took
over, "The bomb was meant to cripple the Daedalus, but we're still
not sure who planted it. It could even have been meant for the
Princess."

"A Coup d'etat ," Dawn
gasped in shock. "Kill the entire ship and seize the crown."

"It's been tried
before," Pullo reminded her, "granted, not on the same scale."

"We'll worry about that
later," Armina sighed. "One of the reasons I came was to reward you
Pullo, for saving the ship, and my sanity. If that agony had gone
on a second longer I'd be dead."

"It was not I," he
insisted. "I was as screwed as the rest of the ships' crew. It was
Dusk and Dawn who saved the Daedalus."

"But how?" Armina
gasped.

"We've been through it
before," Dawn sighed in remembered agony. "After a while you get
used to it."

"How many times?"
Armina asked.

Dusk sighed, "A hundred
and four."

"She was the lab rat I
used to test the drive on," Pullo admitted in shame. "If you want
reward them, grant them both freedom."

"Biroids?" Armina
gasped in horror. "Korbin, can we?"

The bodyguard looked up
in confusion and hidden desires. "Armina, I could not have saved
your life, I was too busy hoping to die. But these girls saved both
you and the ship. We can't free them legally without setting a
presadent, however I'm sure we can think of something
suitable."

"Dusk is already
human," Pullo admitted, "and my slave. But I think both girls
deserve to earn their Citizenship."

"Skipping from a slave
to a freed-woman to a Freewoman," Korbin sighed. "Never been
done."

"Never is a long time,"
Armina sighed. "For a start I can put you on the list for
Equestrian status Pullo."

"I though I needed a
few million in the bank to even apply," he sighed.

"You'll have it,"
Armina laughed. "I can lend it to you. However, I'm sure you'll be
in for a suitable reward for getting the FTL drive working. Now for
your girls, I suggest you have Dawn's tattoos removed, and try to
make her more human. From now you are both slaves and not
Biroids."

"Will we ever be free?"
Dusk sighed.

"Free to do what?"
Armina asked. "You can never be more that this. Pullo will have to
marry and raise a family soon, you have always known this. And
while his wife might put up with you sharing his love, as slaves,
she won't if you are his free mistresses."

 


They sat and ate
together, in a sombre mood. While Pullo should have been exited
about starting to regain his family's status he felt as though
under a death sentence. He did not want to be forced into marriage,
even by Princess Armina Marcua. His only consolation was that there
was no woman on the ship he could marry, and it was going to be a
long voyage.
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