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The confederation of Terra lasted for a thousand year. It rose and fell over the years and centuries, soaring, in its final incarnation to almost godlike heights of technological and economic power. It's final demise, however, was even more spectacular, as its various bickering factions and corrupt leadership finally dissolved into open warfare and its integrated economy collapsed like a house of cards. Over the following centuries, the technological level of planets of shining towers floating amongst the clouds degenerated to little more than hunter-gatherer nomads and subsistence farmers.

Charles the First changed all of that. A driven man, a violent and ruthless man, a man of uncanny intelligence, toughness and luck, he rose to become leader of a terraformed Mars, and then had the sheer hubris to name himself emperor. Mars and Earth had managed to retain much of their organizational structure and some, at least, of their technology. Charles quickly used both to conquer Earth, and with an obsession which was to mark his century-long rule, rebuilt them into a bastion of technology and military prowess

A vain man, Charles was a playboy who never took a wife, instead reinventing the imperial right of free use of any female who caught the attention of his imperial desire. He had twenty two children, all of them clones, their DNA adjusted in-vitro for strength, intelligence, and beauty.

His successor, Charles II, was not his eldest, but hand-picked by the Emperor as the most promising of his progeny. 


Like much else he had done in his life, through luck or good judgement, Charles chose well. His son was as brilliant and ruthless as Charles could have wished, and with a drive to exceed his father's accomplishments. With Imperial Terra blooming with life, wealth and power, Charles II turned his attention to the stars. There were thousands, tens of thousands of populated worlds, many sunk into barbarism, but some still retaining strong vestiges of technological capability. Charles II built a navy and went forth to conquer. The ensuing bloodbath cost millions of lives, but at the time of his assassination the Terran Imperium consisted of over five hundred planets and over three hundred billion people.

Anthony 1, was chosen from among twenty nine clone children by a counsel of dukes consisting of his clone uncles. The Imperium was then in a period of instability, with rising factionalism and corruption. Anthony was a more relaxed man than his predecessors, and decided the Empire needed a period of rest following its rapid expansion. He set about solidifying its organizations and structures, codifying its laws, and creating what the first two emperors had disdained; the kind of pomp, circumstances, ceremonies and tradition which he thought fitting for a great interstellar empire.

By the time his son, Peter the Great, took office, a century and a half of glorious pomp and pageantry had become ingrained in Imperial culture, and the Emperor and his family elevated to a near god-like status in the minds of the common people. The status and reputation of the Imperial Navy, the Imperial Marines, and the Imperial Guard had also become firmly imbedded in folklore. Imperial Security was a considerably less admired organization which did its best to keep out of the limelight in most cases, but was as important, in its way, as the other main enforcement branches of the Imperium. Royal Security was an even less noted organization, but one which caused cold to run down the spines of generals, admirals and governors on the few occasions they ever had cause to come to its notice. 


For while Imperial Security was responsible for intelligence gathering and investigating any threat to the Empire, Royal Security, a far smaller and more lethal group, were the Emperors personal eyes, ears, and knives. Third and fourth generation perfected clones, all cadet members of the royal family, they were a law unto themselves, could commandeer fleets, command planets, execute millions on a whim, and answered to no one outside the Imperial Palace on Terra.

Rowan MacGregor's father, Earl Macgregor, was ruler of the Stavros Sector. He was a wealthy, powerful and unfortunately cold-blooded man with thirty two clone children and a wife who made ice seem warm. Rowan grew up with governesses and servants, rarely catching a glimpse of her imperious, god-like parents, and not quite sure if that was a good thing or not.

As a fifth generation perfected clone she had no hereditary diseases, and an immune system which was as capable of defeating invasion as Imperial science and unlimited funding could devise. Her body had needed almost no genetic sculpting beyond construction of its component DNA strands. She was six foot one, slender, lithe, and almost impossibly graceful in her movements. Her thick, glossy red hair was soft enough to make silk weep with envy, and her long, lean body had no visible fat outside the perfection of her pert, round bottom and the high, firm fullness of her large, gravity-defying breasts. 


Her face was exquisite, with the exception of a chin rather more square than feminine beauty would normally accept, but which her genetic designer believed leant a look of strength and toughness of character. Her nose was narrow and properly aristocratic, but girlishly short, her eyes held a touch of exotic Asian, and were a deep, exotic blue. Her teeth marched in perfect white rows between full, sensuous lips, and her skin was flawless, so soft that the mere mortals had become lost in the tactile pleasure of merely feeling it against their bodies.

In designing her body, the senses, had, of course, been improved to inhuman efficiency. Her sense of smell was almost a good as a bloodhound, while her vision rivalled the sharpness of eagles with the night sight of owls. Her hearing would shame a cat, and her taste was acute enough to detect and determine the amounts of scores of separate ingredients in the richest of stews. Her sense of touch had also been vastly improved, so that the caressing touch of her fingers could determine the slightest imperfection marring the smoothest of plasteel surfaces.

She had been the terror of the palace cleaning corps when young, taking great delight in finding even the tiniest specks of dust, and caring not the least about what subsequent punishment might be meted out. Her father had actually married, which was unusual in the Imperium, and the two were strict conservatives in all things, especially with regard to the kind of dignity and proper social behaviour members of the aristocracy should exhibit. And for those who failed, well, her parents were enthusiastically in favour of corporal punishment, as it was not only considered more effective, but far less costly to the Imperium.

It would be wrong to suggest her father took any undue pleasure in such punishments, for he merely regarded them as just and appropriate. Her mother, on the other hand, seemed to find a fascination which went quite far outside the bounds of what most would describe as appropriate behaviour. 


From a very early age, Rowan’s every misstep, her every error, was punished severely. As a young girl, punishment was normally meted out by her governess, under the supervision of her nominal “mother”. In fact, the Baroness contributed not one cell of DNA to the Earl’s children. Charles and his successors preferred to use only “pure” family genetics for their offspring. And the Baroness seldom acted with anything remotely comparable to maternal instincts.

Rowan’s bottom was strapped regularly, as were the palms of her hands. As she grew older, the soles of her feet were also strapped, and the strappings became worse. When she grew into a young woman, misdeeds were punished still more severely, on the grounds she was old enough to have learned better, and that her failures reflected poorly on the family.

Her mother was never merely an idle spectator during such punishment sessions. Rather, she seemed to see it as her task to ensure the punishments were severe enough to properly chastise her erstwhile daughter, and would often upbraid the governess for lack of severity and force in her blows.

Rowan took her punishment with the strength befitting one of her blood, rarely crying, and doing her best not to make any noise whatever. In most cases she succeeded admirably, displaying a strength of will and determination one would expect in a Macgregor. This did not, however, please her mother, who was no friend of any of her girl children.

Her mother had, in fact, assigned herself the role of chief inquisitor and executioner for the Stavros Sector. Not only did she often supervise the questioning of those suspected of disloyalty, treason, or even crimes, but she took a fiendish delight in researching, inventing, and improving the methods used by the inquisitors in extracting information from uncooperative prisoners.

She was a regular, and much-feared visitor to the prisons below the palace, her tall, enhanced physique wrapped in a skin-tight bodysuit with silver cape dangling down her back, her blonde hair pulled back tightly behind her, and a circlet of gold and diamonds across her forehead. She was a beautiful woman with cold, hard eyes and a mouth invariably pinched in distaste. She had few qualms about ordering guards and staff about, or simply doing the job herself.

She also often supplanted the Earldom’s executioner when felons were given the ultimate sentence, and those who witnessed those executions were known to comment at the unholy excitement written upon her face at the moment she took the prisoner’s life. When her husband finally found out about his wife’s extracurricular activities he ordered she take no further personal hand in either tortures or executions as this reflected poorly upon her dignity.

She obeyed, but only insofar as she would supervise others in the dread deeds, and in doing so took slightly less pleasure in their doing.

There was no indignity in punishing “her own” children, however, and as, one by one, they achieved an age at which the Empire considered them to be emotionally mature enough to be citizens, and when their conduct was no longer supervised by nurses or governesses she was able to take a more personal interest in punishing what she or their father considered misbehaviour.

This went well to explain why the Earl’s grown children spent as little time around the palace as possible, volunteering for work as far out-sector as possible, however dangerous.

Rowan had long walked warily around the Baroness, of course, as did all the Earl’s children. She had not really suspected just how much more personal and thorough the Baroness’ punishments would become, however, once she reached adulthood. Her older siblings rarely said much of anything about it, and when they did, it was in cryptic terms, advising her to find an appointment elsewhere as rapidly as possible after reaching adulthood.

The first punishment the Baroness got to impose on Rowan personally was for “the inexcusable disgrace of publicly disagreeing with the Earl’s position on economic supports for the colony world of Mylar. It was not much of a public disagreement, of course, and more of a head shaking bemusement at the idiocy of the policy where a long-range holo-cam could note it and also read the lips of the person speaking to her, but the Baroness considered this worthy enough of Rowan’s first “real” punishment.

The Baroness was aided in her punishment by two neuter clone guards. The guards were her personal idea. Their genetics had been altered to make them exceptionally heavy boned, and thus very strong. However, they had no vocal chords to speak, and very limited minds. They could learn to obey easily enough, and fight, and protect, but they could not be taught to read or write. They were considerably smarter than dogs, though just as loyal, but well below even standard human intelligence.

By that point in her life Rowan had achieved what the popular media had termed the habitual “aloofness” of her branch of the MacGregors. In fact, it was an almost emotionless state of detachment most of the Macgregor young had learned was best used in coping with the baroness. For however young, they quickly learned that their “mother” thrived on reaction, on indignation, anger, outrage, embarrassment and above all fear.

A well-honed appearance of indifference to her innumerable little slights and sneers, her endless fault-finding and embarrassing reprimands in front of others was a necessary survival trait in the MacGregor children. And Rowan was better at it than most.

Her thick-skinned wall of haughty unconcern took a severe blow, however, when she was led into the frightening looking room deep below the palace, and the two flat-faced guards were ordered, without prelude, to strip her.

Rowan reacted, which she knew was a deadly mistake even as she did it, and cursed herself for shortly afterwards.

“Wha – what are you – Mother!”

The Baroness insisted they all call her mother, taking a sadistic pleasure in their need to say it without sneering or irony.

The guards, of course, unthinkingly obeyed, tearing at her expensive silk blouse, and tugging at her thin, form-hugging trousers.

“I can – I can take off – stop it – my own clothes, damn it!”

The guards ignored her, of course, while the baroness looked on with a small, smug smile until Rowan was standing, blushing, nude, each arm held tightly by one of the huge, sexless guards.

The baroness stroked her chin as she let her eyes slide slowly up and down Rowan’s body. “Well, I suppose we got our money’s worth from the designer,” she said.

The nudity had temporarily robbed Rowan of her normal control, and what was worth she was furious at herself for giving in, knowing the baroness was enjoying her reaction and that, thus encouraged, she would probably do it again and again. “I am a perfected clone,” she said icily.

Which the baroness was not, of course. Perfected clones were not only hideously expensive, but the Imperial family reserved that particular scientific advantage for their own clone children. The baroness’ family had been merely rich, and her beauty thus the result of genetic sculpting well after her birth. Her DNA had only been adjusted to remove hereditary diseases and excise any physical imperfections. 


Her intelligence and senses had not been improved, her reaction speed not altered, her strength not raised. And while she had berated numerous body sculpting geneticists over the years her hair had never managed to reach the thick, silken texture and lustrous beauty Rowan took for granted.

It was her hair, Rowan had long ago decided, which particularly irked the baroness, pure, spiteful jealousy of Rowan’s flaming red locks. When Rowan was ten her hair had been down to her hips and her mother had arbitrarily ordered it be cut to shoulder length. Rowan had cried for days, but the baroness had seemed quite pleased with the result.

She had tried dying it black, but the amazing texture of her hair had remained, and the black had gleamed as lustrous as the red had shone. Her mother was no happier.

The baroness stepped closer to her erstwhile daughter, clearly pleased at her discomfort, and then reached out with long-nailed fingers to catch a round pink nipple between the tips of her nails. 


Rowan gasped as the baroness squeezed her nails in together.

“Tell me, daughter dear, given how your senses are enhanced, do these feel more sensitive when someone touches them?” she asked in a silky voice.

“I-I wouldn’t know, mother, as I have nothing to which I can compare,” Rowan said, trying to firm up her voice and put her face of iron reserve back in place.

“No, of course not,” the baroness said, pinching her nails in deeper so that Rowan had to clench her teeth to avoid crying out.

“I suppose such things can be measured,” she said, releasing the taller girl’s nipple at last.

“Place her inside,” she said to the guards.

Inside was a tubular shaped metal box with a glass front. The bottom was soft as mud, and her feet sank into it to the ankles as the guards forced them apart to opposite sides of the box. A flick of a switch and the mud almost instantly hardened around her feet and ankles, locking them immovably in place.

The guards lifted her arms up above her head. There was a similar “mud” there, which was, in reality, an amorphous silicon which softened when an electric current was passed through it, then almost instantly hardened again once removed. Once Rowan’s hands were jammed into it to the wrists and it hardened she might have as easily been mortared in place.

The guards appeared to know their job, and drew down a thumb thick hose attached to a narrow round end-piece. The end-piece was shoved into her open mouth, and then expanded to fill her mouth entirely. Her jaw ached as it was spread wide, and she glared fiercely at the woman smiling from outside the box, hiding the growing sense of fear within her.

The guards each picked up another finger-thick hose. The endings to these consisted of a circle of claw-like hooks, and Rowan braced herself as the hoses were placed directly over her nipples. The claws suddenly activated, and bit into the soft flesh of her breasts surrounding the areolas. She could not repress a cry of pain as her body jerked futilely against the silicon holding her in place.

Worse was to come, however, for the hoses were not entirely hollow. Long, silver needles bit directly into the centre of each nipple, and her body jerked violently in surprise and shocked pain as she cried out again. Once below the skin, the needles spread out like an opening flower, the separate, hair thin filaments pushing deeper into the softness of her breasts to envelope them just beneath the skin.

While this was going on, Rowan had not even noticed the arm-thick metal probe rising from the base of the box between her legs. Now as a guard reached in to place an enormous hand on her back, and pull her slightly forward, she stared at the thing in shock, watching it rise to press against the bare slit of her sex.

The surface of the pipe seemed to melt, the sides folding back as the centre forced its way slowly up inside her. Its malleability lessened with every inch which passed into her belly, however, and Rowan began to gulp in air and writhe in pain as the lips of her sex were spread wider and then still wider.

Her skin, of course, was not only exquisitely soft in texture, it was also denser, harder, more difficult to tear or cut. Even so, her body strained to encompass the thickness of the metal probe which thrust slowly up into her abdominal cavity.

Rowan was shocked, as well as terrified. She’d expected something much worse than previous punishments, but never anything this – shockingly sexual. Sex was a forbidden topic, and her “parents” were so disapproving of it she’d sometimes wondered if they were virgins. She wasn’t, of course, but even so, her experiences were nothing like those of her jaded friends in the lower ranks of the nobility.

Certainly nothing like this!

The front of the cabinet was closed and sealed, and Rowan blinked above the fat round black gag at the smiling image of her mother as liquid gushed into the tube from several openings. It was a slow, sluggish, churning sort of clear liquid which quickly crept up the length of her body and then filled the cabinet entirely.

It felt like – gelatine against her sensitive skin, warm, slick gelatine which intimately caressed her naked flesh.

And it was then that nerve disruptors began to pulse.

Used as a weapon, a nerve disruptor would shatter the nerves and surrounding tissue so violently the body would often die of shock.

Used at a much lower power level, they had the effect of making the nerves spasm violently. Rowan felt as though spiders were skittering back and forth across her breasts – not on the surface, but just below the surface. The sensation was horrifying as, despite herself, Rowan almost felt she could see the surface of her skin moving as the spiders raced back and forth as the power level oscillated.

The spiders in her belly were even worse, a fat, bubbling nest of them twisting and tumbling in a way she thought might drive her quickly insane. She squirmed and twisted in frantic disgust and revulsion at the feeling, eyes wide with horror.

Neither was particularly painful, however. The sonic waves which were the by-product of the nerve disruptor technology, however, echoed out from her skin and caused a reaction in the gel surrounding her. Crackling energy ripped through the gel and was fed back against the surface of her skin.

Agony.

Rowan had thought she knew pain, had taken cruel strappings and canings for years without making a sound. She had never felt anything remotely like this. Everywhere the gel touched burned like fire, the nerves snapping and crackling as though caught in an electrical storm. She snapped her eyes closed, but her eyelids were slight comfort against the agony tearing through her as she screamed and screamed into the gag and air hose, her body tearing violently against the silicon holding her in place.

The world dissolved around her as the pain grew worse, as she howled in maddened animal pain, her body thrashing and twisting and convulsing within the metal capsule, a crackling blue corona of energy gripping her body as she went slowly insane. The pain rose, fell, rose again, then seeped away, leaving her floating, dazed, glassy-eyed. The spiders were back now. Somehow she’d overlooked them when the world had exploded with agony. The ones in her lower abdomen were the worst. They made her want to twist and dance and shake them free, but she couldn’t move as they tumbled and chased each other within her.

Pain returned like a clash of cymbals, and she screamed as her body stiffened and shuddered with violent convulsions, her mind wracked by pain like sheet-lightning. It rose and fell as she screamed into the air hose, and then seeped away, leaving her drained, the spiders scuttling about within her as she twitched and jerked, her muscles spasming and jerking uncontrollably.

The spiders were shifting, their feet growing lighter, then heavier, spreading up her spine now, and down lower. Her clitoris actually vibrated with the force of the muscular convulsions inside her, while the spiders in her breasts congregated together at her nipples, making them buzz and throb.

She didn’t recognize the first orgasm, her mind not working on that level. Her body spasmed and shuddered, then the cymbals crashed together and she screamed as the pain returned and wrapped a storm of agony around her body.

She had no sense of time, locked in a universe of mind-searing pain, tumbling and twisting and turning amid bright, screaming lights and almost completely unaware of her surroundings. When the tube turned end over end so that she was upside down it added to her sense of dazed incomprehension, but she was unaware of it.

The pain eased, leaving her twitching and jerking, and her hips back to spasm and buck in response to the buzzing vibrations rolling up and down her spine. An orgasm set her shaking, then another, then a third just before the storm of agony hammered into her once more.


* * * * *

She woke in a soft bed, not her own. The world was foggy, images swirling. She felt as though she were swimming as her senses shifted and distorted everything around her.

She was still nude. So was the baroness, who was atop her, kissing her. She could feel the baroness’s hands caressing her breasts, could see the tight bun at the back of her head as she felt her mother’s lips suckling at her nipple, felt teeth biting into the soft flesh surrounding it.

A sense of luxurious pleasure swept up from between her legs, and her glassy eyes saw another head there, a bald, night black head which some part of her recalled as that of one of the baroness’ female servants. She was performing oral sex on Rowan, and doing it quite professionally.

Rowan groaned as her head was pulled back sharply, and she had a blurred image of the baroness’ face as it dove in against her exposed jugular, then gurgled in pain as she was bitten cruelly, a mouth ravishing her as hands kneaded her breasts. She sensed a third woman there, but could not see who it was. She could not think straight. Her mind floated weakly as their voices flew past her ears like the whispering wings of birds.

Then a pair of naked legs straddled her head, and she looked up into the underside of a woman’s groin as it settled down atop her face. She gurgled weakly as hands gripped her hair in a cruel grip, and she heard a laugh she distantly thought of as belonging to the baroness as the woman’s sex and buttocks began to ride her face in a furious, grinding motion.

The world faded in. The world faded out, and then in again. Now she was on her knees, her eyes still facing a woman’s sex. She felt painfully full down below, as hands groped and fondled her breasts. Her hair was being pulled insistently, and her face was slapped repeatedly.

“Lick,” a faraway voice insisted. “Lick, bitch. Lick it, slut! Lick!”

Dazed, vision blurring, she began to weakly lick at nothing, her tongue pushing out at the air until her face was jammed in against the narrow slit before her. She moaned as her hair was pulled, as that thing inside her pushed and twisted.

“I’m in her all the way to the elbow,” a laughing voice said.

“Shove your other arm up her ass!” another said cruelly.

Her head was slapped, her hair pulled. “Lick! Lick!”


* * * * *

Rowan woke slowly, in a bed. Hers this time. She was dazed for a while, but slowly, the world began to come into focus. Slowly, the shattered pieces of her mind began to fit themselves back together. Still, she remained dazed, laying still beneath the sheets, staring unseeingly up at the ceiling.

And then, she blinked. Twice. She drew in a sudden deep breath, arched her back, and gurgled in psychic pain, then went limp, gasping, drawing in deep, ragged breaths that set her chest heaving. 


Slowly, she calmed. Memories flooded her; strange, twisted memories, distorted, impossible to sort out. Which were real? Which were merely hallucinations or dreams? The ones she was sure were real were bad enough. That business in bed with the baroness and – surely that wasn’t real, surely that was some kind of strange, dream-image. She couldn’t remember any part of it clearly, and even the images she had were filmy and confused.

She felt no pain, but was not surprised at that. A quick few hours in a regen tank would heal anything but major damage, and a day would heal even that most of the time.

She sat up slowly, the silken sheet sliding down her body, revealing her bare breasts. She hugged herself, feeling a little shell-shocked, a sense of relief that it was over flooding through her. She looked down at her breasts, squeezed them lightly, fingered the nipples.

She threw back the sheets and swung her long legs over the edge of the bed, then hesitated, a little dizziness sweeping through her, then fading. She stood up gingerly, a hand on the night table for support and reassurance.

She had to get out of here. 


She dressed quickly, almost frantically, but then slowed as she finished. She couldn’t just run. That would be idiotic. She would be easily found and brought back. And even if not, then what? Live life as a pauper somewhere, waiting on tables? She had too much pride and dignity for that.

No, like her older siblings, she needed to find an assignment, a reason, an excuse for getting out of the palace, getting off the planet, getting far enough away that the baroness could not simply order her to return on a whim.

She shuddered at the gauzy dreams memories, the baroness’ mouth against hers, her tongue thrusting deep, her heavy breasts rubbing and grinding against Rowan’s chest. They were nauseating images. It was true the baroness was not physically related to her in any way, and that she had never been any kind of mother. But Rowan had come to think of her as her mother, even though she had always despised and feared her.

But even if those images were lies, the rest was horrifying enough. She’d known the woman was a cruel sadist, but had never imagined she would inflict that kind of punishment on her own children.

She had to escape, and she’d need help to do it.


























Chapter Two

























Miranda was her older clone-sister. They had never been close. There were eight years of distance between them, and Rowan hadn’t even heard from her since she’d left almost eight years ago, now that she thought of it. She knew she had gotten an assignment to Royal Security because she’d overheard the baroness sneering about it to her father.

She didn’t dare try to call her from the palace. She took a flitter and went flying, then parked it outside the city and took a cab to the home of a friend of hers. Cecil de Retagne was an ex-naval officer fifty years her senior who’d been cashiered for drug addiction and indiscipline. He was a horse’s ass quite a lot of the time, but could be fun, and had a shrewd side when he wanted to use it.

Rowan and he had become friends a year earlier. He’d been coveting her body for some time, but did so with a teasing lack of seriousness which let them play and flirt outrageously without anyone’s feelings being hurt.

Rowan had never had any doubt he would be an incredible, proficient lover. And whatever romanticism she’d had about sex had just disappeared.

“My dear Lady Macgregor, to what do we owe the honour of your visit?” he asked as he opened his door.

Rowan grabbed the lapels of his jacket and shoved him back, turned and thrust him against the wall as she crushed his lips with hers. She needed his help, of course, but that was not what was driving her. She felt soiled, and some twisted part of her somehow thought this would cleanse herself.

Within minutes she was nude, and he was atop her, thrusting himself into her sex, his genetically modified cock thick, long, and with a flaring little knob at the bottom which rubbed deliciously across her clit.

Never a particularly enthusiastic lover, Rowan now wrapped her long legs around him, gripping his head, forcing his mouth down against hers as she sought to wipe away the memory of the baroness’ tongue inside her mouth. She thrust her tongue into his, met his own and twisted and twirled against it as his cock pumped wildly inside her.

She bucked up against him, forcing him down, demanding he thrust harder, faster, violent in her determination, and then her lust, a wild hunger filling her as she felt the real pain of his hard thrusts and thrilled to its cleansing heat.

When the orgasm surged through her veins it was wild and debilitating. She lost control of her muscles, crying out, arching back, head rolling bonelessly, hips bucking wildly as her pussy spasmed around his hard thrusting cock.


* * * * *

“You want what?”

“I want to talk to my sister Miranda. How would I do that?”

“The one in Royal Security?” he asked, eyebrows raised. “I should think you’d merely have to mention it aloud and it would get back to her.”

She scowled and he shrugged carelessly. “Have you tried simply calling them and asking where she is?”
“Well, no. That seems somehow too simple.”

“One tends not to think of it that way, of course, but they are a government organization like any other, with pay clerks and personnel officers and plentiful bureaucrats filling brightly lit offices. He rolled over and reached for the communicator.

“What if you wanted to make sure no one else could listen in?”

He raised an eyebrow. “No one listens in on Royal Security.”

She gave him a look. “What about listening in on you?”

“Nobody listens in on me, either. I shouldn’t expect anyone would want to. But even if they did I have quite good security. It’s not that I necessarily have enemies, you know, as that I like my toys.”

He played with controls for a moment, and a face appeared hovering over the foot of the bed. Rowan squeaked and grabbed at the sheets to cover herself but he smiled. “She’s only seeing a computer image of me,” he said.

He turned to the face. “I’d like to place a call to Royal Security on Devlin please.”

The face disappeared amid swirling colours.

“We won’t get Devlin, of course, but somewhere in-system which will decide if we should get Devlin.”

The colours faded into another face before a background consisting of the Imperial charter coat of arms of Royal Security.

“Good day,” he said. “I would like to speak with the Lady Miranda Mackenzie Macgregor, who, I believe, is in your employ, and was, the last time I heard of her, assigned to the Devlin sector. The call is from her sister, the Lady Rowan Simone Macgregor on Hector.”

The figure above the bed merely nodded, and was replaced by more swirling colours, then the coat of arms of Royal Security and a red blinking light. While this was happening Rowan was getting dressed, and as the red light turned a solid green she had Cecil aim the transmitter at a nearby chair. She did not want to be in bed when her sister saw her.

“Miranda,” she said, uncomfortably aware the woman was practically a stranger to her. “I trust you are well. We haven’t spoken for many years, but I’m not altogether sure where our other siblings might be found. I am of age now, and am looking for an assignment, for some way I can contribute to the Imperium. I could ask father but… I’d like to see other parts of the Empire… outside the Stavros Sector. I was hoping you might know a way in which this could be arranged as my... my resources are somewhat limited. I would… very greatly appreciate you attaching some urgency to my request.”

She cut the transmission, and the light on the screen shifted to blue, then the swirling colours returned, with a text message stating her message had been uploaded for transmission with the next communications probe in forty seven minutes.

Communication in real time over the vast distances of the empire was impossible. But the as sector capital the Hector system was a major communications node. Every hour an FTL probe was launched into hyper, there to transfer its contents to another from further up the line, and receive that probe’s contents in return. Both probes would then pop back into their respective systems to transmit what they’d gotten. The next node up the line was in Ramirez, and it would transfer her message into hyper through a second FTL probe which would transmit it further up the line. If all went well her message would get to Devlin in six or eight hours. How long it would take to reach Miranda, presuming she was even there, was something else again.

Cecil crossed the room as she stood up, and his arms slipped around her, hands on her buttocks, squeezing lightly.

“That little message will cost me about five thousand credits,” he said.

“Good thing you have money,” she said coolly.

“Good thing.”

He kissed her, and though her initial desperation had faded, she saw no reason to push him back. A cold, calculating part of her even considered it important to keep on his good side, in case she needed his help with getting off-planet. So as he undressed her again she smiled to cover her lack of interest, and then let him carry her back to bed.

She felt herself squirming with distaste when he settled between her legs and began to lick at her thighs, remembering those gauzy images of the baroness performing oral sex on her, and then the black woman. But she repressed the visions with a will of steel, and determinedly embraced the sensations he began to raise within her.

He was good, very good, if not as good as the black woman had been, and a sexual heat hovered over her body as she closed her eyes and combed her fingers through his hair. He rose above her, eyes gleaming, and then gripped her legs behind the knees, lifting them up and back. He thrust himself into her, bending her knees back, and she embraced him with an eager smile which was only partly feigned.


* * * * *

“I’ve done nothing wrong,” Rowan said firmly, glowering.

“My orders are to bring you to the Baroness,” the guard said.

Her stomach was already churning as Rowan nodded brusquely and accompanied him. There was no alternative. It wasn’t like she could refuse. The guards would simply force her. They were not the mindless drones her mother used in her punishment sessions but they would follow orders, no matter what.

She was brought down several levels, and then felt her stomach retract and twist as she was handed over to the other guards, the sexless, blank faced monsters the baroness used. They made no pretext of respect as they gripped an arm each and led her further down.

The baroness was lounging back in a sleek, oversized blue chair looking like a throne for a very relaxed queen.

“Ahh, my darling daughter. So good of you to pay mommy a visit,” she purred

“Why have I been brought here?” Rowan demanded, her face stern, stiff.

“Mother,” the baroness insisted.

Rowan stared at her.

The baroness’ face turned colder. “Mother,” she said.

Rowan stared at her and the Baroness flushed angrily.

“You are of age now, darling daughter. You can’t simply go flitting off alone, and then ditch your flitter. We need to know where you are at all times in case there is an emergency, or some threat to you.”

“There are no threats to me outside the palace,” Rowan said stiffly.

“I have spoken to your father and he agrees more security would be appropriate for you. He also agrees that your choice of… recreation… should be restricted for the good of the family. Your habit of associating with drug abusing older men who have been court martialled from the navy, for example….”

It did not surprise Rowan that the baroness could easily track her movements through the city’s surveillance net. It did surprise her she had put in the effort.

“Really, my dear, Cecil de Retagne is a greasy little man barely on the right side of the law – so far as can be proven. He is a corrupting influence for any young lady and you would do well to stay well clear of him.”

“I like him,” she said. “He’s amusing.”

“Is he?’ the baroness sneered. “He’s a well-known cocksman, you mean. Is that what you were doing there, darling daughter?”

“I like men,” Rowan said coldly. “Don’t you?”

The baroness smiled. “Men can be of use in many ways,” she said. “But in others they are… limited. There are more practical methods of satisfying your lusts, daughter.”

“You prefer mechanical devices, do you?” Rowan sneered.

The baroness smiled but without humour.

“Strip her,” she said.

The punishment this time was much more direct, and, the baroness insisted, quite appropriate given her flagrant indiscretion in carrying on a sexual relationship with a degenerate like de Retagne.

The gleaming steel frame was a nightmare of soulless
steel pain to look upon. She would not give the baroness the satisfaction of fighting the guards. She allowed them to strip her, pretended unconcern as she was laid upon it, her legs spread wide, arms pulled up and back above her head.

A pair of thick metal arms curved up out of the table and around her waist just above her hips, sliding together so their cold metal pressed tightly against her narrow waist. A metal cord shaped like a figure-eight was placed across her chest, over her breasts, the cord pulling down hard, then tightening so as to squeeze her full breasts up and out tautly.

And then the entire frame shifted and rolled, turning nearly upside down so her head hung low, bending sharply beneath her so that her back arched so sharply her spine ached.

“You think I like mechanical devices, daughter dear,” the baroness said with a sneer as she pulled at Rowan’s long hair. “We’ll see how you like them.”

She drew her hair down hard, twisted into a thick braid, and then yanked it down and back, forcing the younger woman’s head back sharply, then locking it in place. Several arms rose up from the sides of the frame, curving in and down.

Although her head was forced down and back so sharply she could not see what was happening above her to her body the Baroness thoughtfully provided a pair of hologlasses, sliding them over her head and strapping them in place. There were holo cameras in the room, recording everything, Rowan saw and she saw herself, her body, stretched, straining, as the cameras did, as if she were hovering above herself.

She watched a pair of metal arms curl in and press their small metal cups down hard around her nipples, and a hard suction began to pull rhythmically at her flesh. Two narrow robotic arms curved in and down between her thighs, pincers on the ends gripping her labia and slowly stretching her open. A third gripped the hood over her clitoris and drew it back to reveal her small pink button. Then another arm whirred and pushed in with a small, dripping end which pressed firmly down around her clit.

She felt a rhythmic suction which was similar to what her nipples were feeling, but more, a soft, warm, slick, slippery something grinding against her clitoris as it softly vibrated.

She watched, her eyes covered by the holo goggles, as another arm curled in and down towards her head. It’s end was a metallic, phallic-shaped tube. So she should have anticipated what happened. She was busy trying to cope with everything, however, and reacted too slowly.

It wouldn’t have mattered anyway, she thought, as she watched, realized too late, and then felt the thing pushing into her mouth. It was thick, forcing her mouth wider. And she watched a rubberized base push up around it to press firmly against her mouth, as if sealing it around the metal cock.

She was distracted from its cool, metallic taste against her tongue by the sight of another arm raising itself high, unfolding. This one’s end made no pretence of its intent. It was long, thick, with rings of alternating black and stainless steel, the latter ringed by metal studs.

A second rose up next to it, then a third and fourth, all phallic, all different sizes and thicknesses. She moaned as one curved in and pressed against her anal opening, quickly forcing its way past her sphincter. The next pushed in against the mouth of her sex, and she groaned as she felt it spreading her open and pushing inside.

It was bizarre, watching herself being penetrated from above, while feeling the sensations. And then she almost choked as a flood of liquid spewed into her mouth from the metal cock there. She had no alternative to swallowing it, and recognized the taste quickly – if it weren’t artificially created.

It was semen. She had no idea where the baroness had gotten it, but knew it wouldn’t be difficult. She wondered if it had come from servants, or friends, or whether she had simply had it genetically grown. A man might give a few thick spurts, but this poured into her mouth, thick and warm and salty, so she had to swallow again and again.

And then the metal cock began to pump up and down, in and out, stroking against her tongue. At the same time, the thing driving down into her anus spurted. Whether it was also semen, or some kind of lubricant, Rowan couldn’t tell, but it eased the thing’s path as it pumped slowly in and out.

The one in her sex did the same, twisting and churning as a sense of euphoria began to spread through her body. 


She had a moment to realize that whatever the stuff was she’d swallowed it had been dozed with something very narcotic. Then she began to feel a hunger within her, a hunger which rose and spread to grip her mind and body with a terrible need.

She began to groan and whine around the cock piercing her throat, staring in fascination at the ones pumping in and out of her pussy and ass, willing them on as her body writhed and twisted and shuddered under the lash of dark, sinful pleasure.

Whatever drug her mother had used, however, did not affect the higher consciousness. Rowan’s mind was influenced by the tremendous sexual need afflicting her body, but it was able to recognize it as artificial, to hate and fight it furiously, and to feel a sense of humiliation and rage as the cameras showed the baroness sitting nearby watching, the black woman kneeling before her performing oral sex on her.

She tried to fight the hunger, but it was relentless, beating down upon her, the sexual pressure filling her body and making her mind ache with its raw, wild passion.

She saw the metal cock plunging in and out of her sex opening draw back, and then the other moved into position, that dreadful, menacing thing of alternating black and steel, the studs seeming to glow in the reflected light. It whirred and pushed down, and even as she saw it from above she felt it from beneath, felt the tip – no wider than the average cock - enter the mouth of her sex.

It widened considerably after that, of course, and she could actually see how strained her sex opening was as the robotic arm forced it slowly deeper, could see herself being forced wider and wider as she felt the pain claw at her mind and body.

And then it thrust into her, and she screamed at the pain, at being torn open, impaled by the menacing metal tube as its robotic arm forced it deep into her quivering belly.

It hurt. It hurt terribly, but the drug-induced sexual hunger could not be denied, grew, blossomed and spread as she sobbed and twisted and writhed against the steel bands gripping her thighs and wrists, her ankles and elbows. An orgasm shook her as agony grew. The monster began to move in and out now, slowly but painfully, the studs scraping across silken skin stretched to the breaking point.

The pleasure grew more wonderful as the pain grew more terrible. The metal cock in her anus pulled free, and another fat, studded metal cock plunged deep into her ass. The little cups sucked and rubbed at her clitoris and nipples as the metal cock in her mouth pushed forward into her throat, gagging her and then spewing another load of warm semen down her throat.

A sizzling hot sexual pleasure crackled along the surface of her skin and burned through her mind as pain flayed her. She climaxed violently, screaming around the metal cock as it pushed deep into her throat. The two giant cocks above her were plunging into her lower orifices like pistons, in and out, in and out, punching her in the gut deep within her belly, clawing at the walls of her straining pussy and anus.

All three spewed hot liquids into her body, still pumping mindlessly as her mind dissolved in a tumbling confusion of agony and ecstasy. Her nervous system could no longer tell the difference as the steaming sexual hunger gathered up the heat of pain, twisted it into its dark embrace, and used it to grow still more powerful.

Orgasm after orgasm shook her body, massive, powerful, all-encompassing, and glittering with sharp edged pain. And still she stared, eyes bulging, looking down at her own writhing, thrashing body as the machines pounded into her, sweat soaking her flesh, dribbling down her chest and flanks.

This time there was no attempt to even pretend it wasn’t real. Rowan was utterly exhausted, drained, her insides feeling as though they’d been beaten to a pulp, her throat bruised and swollen so she could hardly breath.

But as the arms withdrew and the frame tilted back horizontally and its edges rose so that she was laying flat, spreadeagled, she watched through the holo goggles as the baroness climbed atop the table and then slid her nude body up along her flesh.

She could feel the touch of the woman while watching from the side, while watching her hands caressing her own body. Then as she settled firmly atop her she yanked off the goggles and Rowan’s bloodshot eyes were staring up into her own sneering green eyes.

“Did you enjoy your mechanical lover, my precious daughter?” she cooed.

She kissed her hard, bruising her lips. She was fully atop Rowan, and spread her own legs wide so that they were pressed along Rowan’s. Then she began to grind her hips in and out in a slow, lewd motion which ground her sex down against Rowan’s swollen clit.

Rowan cried out in pain, for her clit had been swollen to twice its normal size by the mechanical suction device. The sensations were so powerful they overwhelmed her and hurt. The baroness chuckled and continued grinding, rubbing her heavy breasts against Rowan’s in a way which similarly ground her hard, swollen nipples painfully.

But the drug was still in her system, and despite the pain the pleasure rose, swirling and churning, unstoppable, taking control once again so that Rowan shuddered and whimpered and sobbed in pleasure as her mother rode her to a violent orgasm, then another.

Her mother donned an artificial cock, then, and thrust it between Rowan’s aching legs, raping her hard and solidly as she forced her into another parade of orgasms. Finally, she settled atop her clone-daughter’s face, forcing her to tongue her own hard, hot clit until she came again and again.

Sated at last, she climbed off. But Rowan’s ordeal was not over. There were several other women present, obsequious hangers-on from the court, fawning, flattering women who sought the baroness’ favour, and shared her tastes. 


Now they gleefully climbed atop the frame, their hands roughly roaming her body, squeezing and groping, pinching and pulling, slapping and caressing. They too donned artificial cocks to rape her, and Rowan was forced to lick and suck at their genitals until no amount of pain could force her overworked mouth to work.

The baroness looked on and smiled.


* * * * *

Theodore Macgregor was absolute ruler of all he surveyed, and much else besides. The population of the Stavros Sector was almost twelve billion people, and he ruled it with an iron fist. He could have men, entire families, entire towns killed on a whim, and few would question why.

Almost.

Looking at his daughter, he felt a vast rage at an unfamiliar sense of impotence, an anger at having his desires restricted, at being, if not given orders, then given severely unpalatable choices, however politely phrased they were.

“The Emperor admires the stability of Stavros My Lord,” the girl said smoothly.

There was a feigned politeness in her attitude, an insincere respect which infuriated him, all the more so because there was nothing he could do about it.

“The economy is well, crime is down, production is good, if not spectacular, there is order, and little sign of rebellion.”

“No sign of rebellion,” he growled between clenched teeth.

“Very little,” she said, disagreeing as if agreeing. “However, the Emperor is not so much concerned with the actions of the public at large as it is the nobility. It is from the nobility which threats arise, it is from within the nobility disorder and instability will rear their ugly heads.”

“There is no such disorder here,” he snapped.

“Would you like to see the holo images again?” she asked brightly.

He flushed angrily. Protesting that he’d had no idea was pointless and made him look stupid and weak. But to say otherwise made him look like a demented, sadistic pervert. And the whole thing made him squirm with distaste and disgust.

“The Emperor can be assured that remedies will be put in place,” he said.

Even as he said it he prayed the Emperor knew nothing about this. It was true Royal Security was the Emperor’s eyes and ears, but the Empire was vast, and only a miniscule portion of what they saw and heard would be funnelled up to him. Surely this would be considered unimportant. Surely!

The girl smiled, and again he felt enraged by her impudence, and that she was beyond him.

He had never felt much attachment to his clone-children. Having them was an obligation, but he’d never had much to do with them beyond ceremonial requirements. But his own security apparatus had kept him apprised of where the older ones had gone and, as much as they could, what they were doing.

And this one was dangerous. Anyone attached to Royal Security was dangerous. But a daughter who had no reason to love him and perhaps ample reason to feel a grudge was more dangerous than most. Especially when she had the means to utterly humiliate him before his peers.

“My lord has other children still living at home,” she said. “The Empire needs its young to grow up healthy and strong. The Imperium feels it important to shield them from dangers until they are old enough to protect themselves.”

“The baroness will be watched very closely in future. You can be assured of that,” he growled.

“The baroness is demented, perverted, sadistic and perhaps murderously insane,” she replied with a pleasant smile.

“You are speaking of my wife,” he said icily.

“Which you love dearly,” she said, allowing sarcasm to creep into her voice.

He glared. She glared back.

“Take the brat with you when you go. I don’t want her here anyway,” he said between clenched teeth.

“I’m sure my sister will benefit from seeing the Empire,” Miranda replied. “And so will the baroness.”

He scowled.

“There is an agricultural colony world in the Romulus sector which is finding it difficult to attract people,” she said. “Probably the harsh climate. The baroness is a fine, fit woman. I’m sure she’ll do well there.”

He glared at her. 


“Or,” she said, “I brought a mourning dress if that’s necessary. I’m sure it will be a lovely service, too.”

The problem was, he wasn’t sure if she meant his funeral or his wife’s, or both. And he wasn’t at all sure she was bluffing either. The Emperor had never been particularly fond of him, and he had several sons more than old enough to replace him. And it really didn’t do to take Royal Security for granted. They were capable of almost anything.


* * * * *

Rowan woke very suddenly this time, but still felt a sense of disorientation. She was not in her bed. She was not in a bed at all. She was in a cot somewhere, pressed against the surface by a force field. She twisted and struggled against it, and it collapsed and let her sit up.

She was not naked this time, but wore a small, but perfectly fitting silk top and bottoms. The walls were metal. The door was – a hatch.

It opened, and she recognized herself coming through, or almost. While all of her siblings were a reflection of her father, they were far from twins. Miranda was shorter than her, the blonde hair not as bright, the face softer, more girlish, though extraordinarily beautiful.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

Rowan stared at her.

“You’re on a ship, an RS ship, to be exact. We’re heading for Terra.”

She sat down on the edge of the cot, and Rowan drew her legs in instinctively, warily as the other woman looked at her.

Miranda sighed. “When you ensure that ruthlessness is a defining trait in a ruler, you need to be careful about just what kind of rulers you get. Father is a chip off the old block in that he’s turned out to be a brilliant, devoted, workaholic who’ll crush any threat to the realm in an instant. As a human being, however, he leaves much to be desired.”

She looked away. “Of course, none of that is particularly unusual among sector governors. That woman he married, however, was a severe error of judgement.”

She turned back and her eyes softened. “An error which has now been remedied.”

“What does that mean?” Rowan asked uncertainly.

For the first time, Miranda smiled. “At the moment she’s in the hold of a colony transport on the way to an agricultural planet on the far side of the galaxy. She has no money and is dressed as a farmer’s wife ought to be in that part of the Empire.”

Rowan’s eyes went wide.

“She’ll be married to one of the local farmers, a gruff, if crude bunch, and if she doesn’t do her wifely duties she’ll be beaten until she does.”

“I don’t believe it,” Rowan whispered.

Those women who were with her, who took part in your abuse are in similar ships, going to similar low-tech mining and agricultural planets.”

Rowan’s eyes dropped.

“Yes, I’m afraid I do know about what happened. One of the first things the ship did when it arrived was tap into the palace net. We have the codes to override all local security, and when we did a search for you, well, we tapped into the holo feed the baroness was recording.”

She sighed and shook her head “I apologise, Rowan. She wasn’t nearly this bad when I was here, and I paid little attention to her. From what I’ve heard since, she wasn’t nearly as bad with our male siblings. Four of them have reached adulthood since I left, and none reported that level of sadistic cruelty or perversion. All I can figure is she had a hate for females, and it got much, much worse since I left.”

Rowan nodded, not looking up.

“All of the recordings have been destroyed.”

“And how many people saw them first?” she asked, still not looking up.

“Besides those who are on their way to low-tech colony planets? Only two. Me, and father.”

Rowan’s eyes jerked up in shock.

“I had to show him some of them in order to prove to him just how much danger he was in. I wanted to get rid of the baroness once and for all, and those holovids were the ammunition I needed to make that arrogant, pig-headed bastard admit he’d made a mistake in marrying her.”

She stood up. “Anyway, I doubt you’ll ever see him again, unless you feel sentimental and want to return for a family visit.”

“And where am I going then?” Rowan asked, face still hot.

Miranda smiled. “You’re assigned to Royal Security. As for where you go, well, that depends on you, on your attitude, your intelligence, and your aptitude. The RS will make best use of your talents, whatever they are. And we know you have talents. You’re a perfected clone, after all, and we’re a very talented bunch.”




























Chapter Three

























“Coming into Cyan now.”

“Very well,” Rowan said.

“Quick scan shows one hundred and sixty nine star ships in the system. Eighteen are military, twelve police, and six are paramilitary or armed merchantmen.”

The breakdown appeared quickly in the air before her and Rowan scanned it casually. The system had a small naval detachment, most of them destroyers patrolling the nearby star systems. The largest ship was the Davies, a heavy cruiser used as the flagship of Admiral Carling.

“General scans, nothing close.”

They were coming in cloaked. And for a Ghost class corsair that was as nearly invisible as made very little difference.

Mist was not in any way comparable to the navy’s heavy and light cruisers, however. She weighed in at about three times their tonnage, had four times their weaponry, and the tiniest fraction of her living space. Davies had a crew of nine hundred. Mist had a crew of two; only one of them human.

Half of her was taken up with her oversized engines and hyper projectors, the rest mainly weapons and sensors. Everything in her was at least a generation or three ahead of what the rest of the navy had. Her ECM could have let her masquerade as almost anything, and make a quiet, unnoticed entry to Cyan. But the moment she stepped foot on the station they’d know who she was.

Rowan was not the quiet, unassuming type. She was no actress, and not the sort of person who could work under cover. Other RS operatives slipped in and out of star systems without anyone being the wiser. That was not Rowan’s forté. She had a mind like a steel trap, and a face like stone. Her crisp, toneless voice combined with her stern, expressionless face tended to intimidate even the most blustering bureaucrat and pompous of admirals, pushing them into idiotic mistakes and excuses which were unrecoverable.

She was in Cyan to either fire, arrest, or shoot the planetary governor, a man with a great deal of political protection whose malfeasance was buried under layers and layers of safeguards and cut-outs. She had some evidence, of course, and there was no such thing as “inadmissible evidence” in the Empire. But it wasn’t enough for a court – not for a man with his power. 


It was only enough to let her kill him. 


The Emperor wouldn’t like it, but he would accept it. There were a lot of things done by the top ranking independent agents of RS. That was why they were always members of the higher nobility.

But she didn’t want to do that. It weakened her. The next time she wanted to kill some high ranking member of the Imperium someone would take it as a pattern – well, more of a pattern. She’d have to justify herself even harder.

Much easier if he confessed, or did something inexcusably stupid to convict himself, like keeping evidence around, or rushing too hard to get rid of it.

They raced deeper into the system, and closer to ships which would easily have detected a normal ship, not to mention the system sensors themselves.

She had debated with Mist, whether to come in using ECM, disguising her as something else, a freighter perhaps, but rejected it. You could on hide what the ship was for only so long, that being as long as it was far enough away to let its ECM deceive the other ships in the area. But eventually, their sensors would burn through. And of course, the moment it was close enough to see on visual, well, there was just no disguising the long, sleek silhouette of a corsair. So why bother? 


As far as Rowan was concerned, popping up in the middle of everyone’s screens as she would when Mist let go of the cloak was far more disconcerting to everyone concerned, would cause a momentary panic, which would help add to the sense of mystique she liked to work with. 


Her forté was not subtlety, it was intimidation, and she was very, very good at it.

"Range?" 


"Approaching detection range for the destroyer at north forty. He's a new City class and he'll have better gear than the others."

They were deep into the system now, well within missile range of every ship there, even the station."



"Decloak".



The ECM of a corsair was phenomenal. It also had incredible sensors and a complex AI with more power than a dreadnought. Mist relayed not only the sudden alarmed messages flying back and forth between ships and station but, the internal messages within the ships themselves. Mist took a smug delight in them, but Rowan’s face was impassive. 


The corsair swept on through the system past startled military and civilian vessels, returning none of the calls aimed their way, mostly from angry civilian ships. 


The procedure, of course, was ironclad on hailing and identifying oneself from well-out, and then taking directions from traffic control to follow a particular flight path in to interception by customs, and then on to a specified dock or orbit. Even military ships which failed to identify themselves and follow traffic control directions risked being fired on, their bridge crew cashiered. But none of the ships in the system hailed her, and the station itself was silent for long minutes before a tentative, hesitant call asked her if there was any particular gate she wished to dock at. 


She ignored them.

Mist was not going to dock at all. She wanted to be walking into Sir Nathan Andrew’s office well before they could do anything to prepare for her. Besides, Mist was such a beautiful ship, and despite her size, capable of landing at the port. And it would add to the fear and intimidation.

They swept past the station in stony silence. By now every military ship in orbit would be watching and wondering. There were very few corsairs. In all likelihood none present had ever seen one - or hoped to, for that matter, at least as far as the higher ups feelings went. 


Mist cut into the atmosphere, not trying to edge in slowly but slamming through like a rock dropped into a lake, using sheer power to bull down through on a ballistic course straight for the ocean bottom. She curved sharply and effortlessly up a few miles from the ocean, then turned straight for the planet's capital of Riddel. Two minutes later she was easing down into the middle of the landing port, complaining about its lack of size.

Rowan ignored her. Mist liked to complain. The port was never meant to hold something her size, of course. All large vessels were supposed to dock and unload to the shuttles which regularly made their way back and forth. Not only was this profitable, but it allowed the authorities to keep a better eye on what and who was coming and going.

They might have been taken by surprise, but they were alert. No sooner had Mist landed than a fleet of ground cars raced out from the terminal and came to a stop next to the ship. She wasn’t quite certain why so many until marines burst from them – from civilian ground cars – oddly enough, and formed a disorganized mass to the side of the ship.

Another car raced out and stopped, and the marines formed into a double row, some sort of honor guard, she supposed as Mist interrogated the base’s computer. Yes, those were the instructions which had been sent to the local detachment. But Rowan could read another underlying message, one not actually vocalized: Delay her.

But she would not allow herself to be delayed. In fact, if there weren’t so much electronic interference from the city around them, and the palace wasn’t shielded, she’d have had Mist use the matter transmitter to pop her up in Anderson’s office itself. Now wouldn’t that shock him!?

But no, she couldn’t do that either. No one knew about the matter transmitter, yet. She was one of the first ships to be refitted with it, and the Emperor wanted it kept secret as long as possible.

She was already dressed in unrelieved black, with a full black cloak and hood. The only adornment as the royal coat of arms picked out in glistening platinum on the left breast. She strode through the corridor as the hatch opened and slid forward and down. She was already on it before it touched the ground.

The officer in charge was still frantically trying to organize the honor guard, but it was a wonder they’d even gotten there given how little time she’d given them. He and the rest of his officers bowed low as she walked up to them, and the marines stiffened wherever they were standing.

“Captain Forrester, My Lady!” he croaked.

“Captain,” she said. “Congratulations on getting here so fast, but I’m afraid it’s a wasted effort. I wish to see the governor. At once.”

“Yes, my lady! Ahm, the band isn’t here yet, my lady!”

She raised an eyebrow and he bowed rapidly. “Yes, my lady!”

She didn’t really need him to lead her. She was wearing an ocular piece, and Mist was projecting the route through the complex as she walked. Forrester scurried along beside her, some of his officers trailing behind, and tried to interest her in seeing his commander, who was even then rushing to the scene, or in waiting while the governor prepared himself to receive her in more honor and spectacle, or in avoiding a corridor under construction. She ignored him and kept walking – quickly.

They reached the curb. There was no air car, and she turned and gave Forrester a quizzical look. He was sweating heavily.

“I’ll see what’s holding up the car, my lady!” he blurted, pulling out a communicator.

She moved away from him, stepped out into the middle of the road, and held up an arm. The computer controlling the traffic brought the next air car to an abrupt halt, and she walked up to it. The man inside gaped at her.

“I require your vehicle,’ she said.

“What?!”

He looked at her, and at the obsequious officers, and abruptly popped the entrance door and scrambled out. Rowan got in, closed the door on Forrester, and the computers started the car forward. Mist was in the system, and changed the car’s direction, speeding it up and moving other vehicles out of the way, bringing traffic on cross streets to a halt until she could whiz past.

They arrived in the palace in what was probably record time, and she ignored another obsequious officer at its entrance as she headed in and up towards the governor’s offices. Staff stepped aside and bowed as she swept past them. She ignored them, as well.

The governor’s offices were in an uproar when she flung open the doors. Everyone stopped, apparently in mid-stride or action, and turned to stare at her, then bowed as she walked past them, cat-like, eyeing each and every one, trying to determine which looked shaky, which would give way quickly in an interrogation.

Then she was in the inner offices, where cabinets were open and papers piled about. The governor was there, along with half a dozen others. They all stared at her as she entered, and she smiled as she saw guilt and fear flash among them.

She turned her head towards them. “Get out,” she said.

They scurried to obey, and she turned back to the governor and smiled. “Governor Andrews,” she purred. “How delightful to meet you.”

“I ah, I have not had the ahm, pleasure, my lady,” he said nervously.

Her smiled deepened. “I am the Rowan MacGregor,” she said.

His face paled. “Countess Macgregor,” he gulped.

She stepped closer, close enough to reach out and touch him, her eyes chilly, confident as she reached up to him and trailed her fingers along the side of his throat. “Have we been a bad boy, governor?’ she purred.

“I-I don’t know what you mean, Countess!”

She pressed a finger against his jugular, stiffened it, and pushed. He gurgled and stumbled back a step, falling into his chair, and she moved closer. “All things come to an end, governor,” she said, her tone one of satisfaction and contempt. “And no matter how much effort you put into keeping your dirty little slave games away from the web, the web sees all, and knows all.”

“I-I –I have nothing to do with slavery!” he blurted.

She sighed as if disappointed. “Governor, really,” she said with profound sadness. “Surely a man of your stature wishes to go out with a measure of pride, and not whimpering denials like a common criminal.”

She sighed and shook her head, going behind his chair. He tried to turn it but she held on to the headrest. “Sex slaves to Maralia, slave soldiers to Gundar Kesh, slave workers for the mines on Aran Moore, all so very profitable, governor. Why, it’s amazing you were able to hide the profits as long as you did.”

It was all more or less bluff. She knew that someone was providing slaves to those places, and strongly suspected, almost by process of elimination, that he had to be involved, but she had no evidence linking him. But that was why bluffs were run, why she liked to intimidate, in hopes of getting people to make mistakes.

And as she looked up she saw, surprised, a man appearing in the doorway of an ensuite bathroom, a man in the uniform of an Imperial navy admiral, a man with wide eyes holding a gun on her.

“No, you idiot!” Andrews shouted.

She should have killed him then and there, but a rush of triumph delayed her, and a second rush, this one of shock and indignation, slowed her further. The navy admiral fired. The gun was a stunner, which wasted itself against the electronic screen put out by Rowan’s body armour.

“Do you know what happened to the last person to attack an RS inspector?” she asked in a conversational tone.

Before he could answer she raised her arm and casually stunned him. An instant later she was falling, as something heavy impacted against the side of her head. She thought of how stupidly careless she’d been in turning her back on a man she’d never thought for an instant would dare to lay hands on her, then she lost consciousness.

She woke slowly, groaning, head down. She was being dragged somewhere, two large men grasping her shoulders, her feet trailing across the floor. They went into a lift, and she swayed weakly, her eyes fluttering as consciousness began to return. She tried to pull away but they held firm, and she realized they were the same kind of dull-witted loyalist thus her aunt used to have created.

The doors opened and they dragged her down an empty corridor and into a mid-sized equipment room, as Anderson, an assistant, and the admiral, who she now identified as Admiral Carling, came in behind.

She gave them a look of menacing contempt as she was pushed against a wall and held in place.

“We’d like to know how much you know, Countess,” Anderson said. “And how you came to know it.”

“I know you’re going to take a very long time to die,” she said, “Weeks, possibly.”

He licked his lips a trifle nervously. “Perhaps and perhaps not. Perhaps you’ll be doing nothing at all to me. And certainly nothing in the short term.

“My ship is up there. Or have you forgotten?”

“My office area is screened from all incoming and outgoing electronic transmissions,” he said. “Your ship won’t know a thing except you’ve gone off the air. It’s been told you’ve taken ill.”

“Oh that’s a good story,” she snorted disdainfully.

She gave no evidence of fear or even alarm as another of the guards hooked metal cables in place above, and she was manoeuvred in between them.

Rowan did her best to keep up the act. She stood ramrod still, glowering at them as the guards locked her arms in place up and out to either side, her face a mask of contempt. She managed to keep from betraying herself with girlish cries of humiliation when they cut the clothes away from her, as well, though her face did redden a little as they spread her legs and locked them down.

Spread-eagled, safe for his approach, the governor let himself smirk with a self-confidence Rowan didn’t understand. Had he not noticed what was sitting out on the landing pad of his capital? Could he be this stupid, or could she be missing something? What possible excuse could he think he could come up with for her disappearance or death which would satisfy Royal Security? They would descend on Riddel like locusts, arrest everyone in sight and brain-scan them all for the slightest knowledge of her. And that was IF they believed whatever story the governor was planning to feed them.

The RS were not a particularly trusting group.

“Lovely,” he said, running his fingers lightly across the surface of her breast. “What science can do these days,” he said, his voice matching the smirk on his face as he rolled her nipple between the tips of his finger and thumb.

His assistant and Admiral Carling looked more nervous, more anxious. But they looked.

Rowan was old enough now, and far enough from her father’s arch-conservative court, to have gained experience in nudity and sexuality. She was no longer the kind of innocent who would fall to pieces at being exposed before strange eyes. It angered her, but mainly because of their temerity. A part of her even felt arrogant and proud, for she knew she had an incredible body, and what its affect on men was.

“It would save us all a great deal of difficulty, Lady Rowan, if you would be so kind as to simply let us know what evidence brought you here to Cyan.”

She stared at him with black contempt, but he didn’t seem put out, and that was out as well. He didn’t fear what would happen. Everyone was at least a little anxious around her, even when they were innocent. And what he had already done would get his head lopped off.

“I know, I know,” he said in amusement, “You’ve been well-prepared to resist all the truth drugs and serums, and that enhanced cortex of yours will shrug off electronic intoxication. But you know, some of us are simply old-fashioned, and the old-fashioned methods, well, they always worked quite well.”

His assistant hurried forward with a polished silver box, flat and long. Andrews opened the lid and drew out a long, gleaming whip.

“It’s a very old design,” he said, “I’m sure you’ll appreciate it, as conservative as your family is.”

You wouldn’t dare, was what came to her mind, but she had a sinking feeling that he did indeed. The Empire could only kill him once, after all.

Of course, it could do it very slowly, but that didn’t seem to be worrying him as he let the long length of the whip drop to the floor, then swung it slowly back and forth.

“You will tell me eventually, Lady Rowan. Why not simply do so now?” he said reasonably, moving slowly around behind her.

Rowan braced herself and said nothing, but her heart was pounding faster and faster, and she wondered just how bad the pain would be as compared to some of the other things she’d felt in her life.

She sensed the movement as he drew back his arm, then the quick flicker as it swung out hard, the wrist snapping forward, the whip swinging in and across. It struck her across the shoulders, the force of the blow heavy enough to throw her forward against the chains holding her in place. The pain came an instant later, shocking, stunning, blasting into her mind to tear away all control as her instinctive cry of pain filled the air.

The whip cut across her back again, the sensation another raw, burning shockwave throwing her forward against the shackles they’d put around her wrists and ankles. It left her gasping, breathless, fighting the burning even as the next blow struck, lower, across the small of her back. She was more prepared, and the cry of pain was less as she clenched her teeth. But the pain itself was no less.

“I know it can take longer than the newer methods, but it can also be so much more enjoyable,” Andrews said.

The whip lashed in and cut across her buttocks. The pain was so much sharper that it seared her, and she could not repress a cry as her hips bucked forward convulsively. Her body instinctively pulled against the shackles, something her mind had rejected as pointless, desperation starting to outweigh intellect as the whip slashed across her shoulders again, first one way, then the other.

She was sweating heavily, gasping, the fire growing along her back as the whip sliced into her buttocks again, and Andrews chuckled behind her.

“Such a brave woman,” he said with a sneer.

She had an inkling, a wisp of thought that he’d changed positions, and then the whip slashed across her back but – striking indirectly, hitting the side of her back and then curling around her ribs to bite deep into the soft flesh of her right breast.

It was like a stab, and the sharp pain threw her back, crying out, fire blossoming in her breast as her feet scrambled for balance. Another blow, slicing under her arm on the other side, snapped at the underside of her left breast and she cried out as she fell back. She lost her balance, and was momentarily hanging by the wrists, then caught herself.

The whip curled around her belly and she gurgled in pain. It slashed at her thighs, then bit into her buttocks again. It cut across her back repeatedly, so that the cruel welts began to cut through her skin where they intersected. Again and again her breasts were slashed, sending her stumbling back, losing her balance, hanging by her wrists.

She was sweating, bedraggled, dazed, hardly hearing him now as he laughed and motioned Carling to join him. Carling was given another whip, and swung it experimentally, then lashed it across the backs of her thighs. Andrews laughed and moved in front of her, then sent his slicing into her breasts. Carling sent his next blow across her back while Andrews lashed the whip in and – down – to slice up between her legs between her spread buttocks. The nose of the whip cracked against her rosebud with stinging force, and Andrews and Carling both laughed at her dazed shriek.

But the shriek was not all of pain. There was something strange happening within her. The shattering agony was reminding her body of other times, of the torment she’d suffered at the hands of her mother. And somehow, her body remembered – ecstasy. It remembered associating this kind of agony with ecstasy, and a sense of anticipation settled in her bones and sinews. 


Carling’s whip curled across her hip and down across her abdomen to snap at her naked sex, and Rowan screamed, hips thrown back. Andrews’ whip cut a neat circle around her belly and yanked her forward.

Even when her body was a mass of criss-crossing welts so that hardly a spare inch of skin showed pure and white they whipped her. The fire surrounded her, numbed her, and she hung dazedly by her wrists now. Andrews called a halt, but only to shift to a more modern version of the whip. These were disrupter whips, electronic nerve disrupters which would attack her body on an entirely new level.

Rowan hung by the wrists, slack-jawed, glassy-eyed, not understanding, wrapped in fire, and not understanding that. Her nervous system was confused, traumatized, and the heat in her groin became something else, pain shifting slowly into pleasure, a dark, confused pleasure that waited something more.

The nerve whip slashed in between her legs and up against her sex. A shattering blast of sensory overload ripped into her naked sex, and agony seeped through her pores. But the sensation was again familiar, her body remembering the pain box her mother had locked her into. The crackling, snapping whip swept down across her breasts and another sensory blast tore through her ruptured mind.

And there was more than pain, as something dark and bubbling with malicious glee seeped into her dazed mind and overheated body. She deserved this. It was exactly how a filthy, arrogant slut like her should be treated! Look at how they stared, how excited they were, how they lusted after her naked flesh.

The throbbing fire of the massed welts had insulated Rowan from each new blow, softening the impact, but now the nerve whips lashed her with something entirely different. They roused her from her numbness, crackling with power as they slashed into her body, the nerve endings of her flesh seared and screaming as convulsions wracked her body and she twisted and thrashed in maddened pain.

But her nervous system was dazed and befuddled, and the signals racing up and down her spine were fractured and confused. 


She felt the hardness against her buttocks now as someone pressed their manhood against her. She felt the heat of his breath on her cheeks as his cock rubbed up and down across her aching rosebud. Then he was pushing up inside her, and she was groaning weakly, the pain barely noticeable amid the burning heat of her overwrought body.

“Fucking whore,” she heard, as if a gentle whisper.

She was impaled, his cock thrusting up hard, fast, deep, his hands reaching around to clutch roughly at her breasts, to pinch and tug and twist her nipples as he laughed and revelled in his power. Her muscles were too uncoordinated to bear down, to resist, and his cock was soon ramming up into her freely, sending her jerking forward against the shackles.

She remembered this, or her body did, somehow. It was – it was good. Yes, it was good, had always brought pleasure. For it was true that she had always been discomfited by sex. From a very early age she had been taught that the open expression of sexuality was the sign of a hedonistic and crumbling civilization, an indication of psychological weakness and moral collapse. An austere, self-denying life was one of intellectual superiority and dignity.

Her few sexual experiments had, for the most part, been hazy affairs of drugs, rebellion, and guilt, with a sense of sordid self-loathing afterwards. The only real sexual pleasure she had ever felt had come – from her mother. And somehow, her body associating sexual pleasure with pain fit seamlessly with her mind’s rejection of sexuality as inherently immoral and depraved. 


Again and again the men sent the whip slicing across her back and buttocks and thighs, across her breasts and belly and up into her sex, and the pain and pleasure twisted sinuously around her body and mind until, with the touch of an especially well-placed blow she climaxed in an explosive outpouring of sexual pressure and pleasure.

Her screams from that point were a mixture of frantic pleasure and burning pain, but those in the room never guessed at a change as they continued to laugh and swing their whips and watch her twist, thrash and cry out again and again.

Finally, though, the drain on her energy was too much, and she hung limp, dazed, barely conscious.

“It’s fun, I’ll grant you,” Carling said as he looked a the girl hanging limp before them. “But it’s not like she’s in any position to tell us anything.”

“Not yet,” Andrews said. “I didn’t expect her to this early.

He motioned to his assistant, and the guards came forward, taking her down, carrying her up the hall to where he’d placed a regeneration box. Despite the horrific looking welts her body had actually incurred very little damage. The nerves had been shattered, but they were easily rebuilt, the skin healed. Within an hour or so she was back in place, hanging, now, from her ankles, spread wide open, her wrists chained down and out to the floors. She was healed, her body whole, pain free.

But her mind remembered the terrible pain – and the pleasure. Thinking again, staring out at them, upside down, she was gripped by fear of going through that awful whipping again, but also a shocked sense of self-loathing at the perverse sense of sexual enjoyment her body had taken from it. 


And yet, even now, before the first blow fell, her body was throbbing with a growing sense of excitement and anticipation. Her lewd, vulnerable position, with her sex raised and pushed out at them, was twisting her mind and filling her with a near-crazed sense of ravenous need. Let them whip her! Let them! She deserved it! 


And she felt a vision settling on herself, as though, just as with the last time her mother had tortured her, she was viewing herself from above, looking at her sleek, athletic body spread-eagled so lewdly before them. Let them rape her! Let them RAPE her!

The whip slashed down across her back and she screamed, but the scream was as much feverish hunger as pain. They lashed out at her again and again, the whips slicing into the flesh of her breasts and back and belly, and each blow sent her mind tumbling and twisting through a dark, ugly longing for sensual pleasure and sexual abandon. 


The whips sliced forward between her splayed legs, in from behind to slice down against her sex and abdomen, in from the front to slice into her buttocks and rosebud anus.

She climaxed, and climaxed again, twisting and writhing and bucking in frenzied release, her cries and screams and sobs taken for agony even as the admiral, leering, stepped up and rammed himself down into her pussy, through the swollen, wounded lips of her sex, grasped her aching buttocks, and began to use her as violently as he could.

Her world seemed to narrow to his that tight, slick, narrow tunnel in her lower abdomen, to the machine-like pounding of his cock. It was like – like that other rape, the one by the machines, but his cock felt much softer, smoother, slicker against her insides. She revelled in that pumping, that thrusting, that ramming as her mind tumbled and turned.

Every few minutes now they stopped, and Andrews seized her hair, yanking her head up and back, bending over, questioning her, asking simple things, things which that a desperate mind would perhaps not think of as giving in, expertly drawing small facets of information from her one at a time as her dazed, brutalized, exhausted mind babbled weakly.

But something kept her from revealing the most important information they wanted, some instinct or barely remembered training fed them bits and pieces of knowledge without releasing the core. Andrews snarled angrily and continued his questioning.

And afterwards, her whipped, bruised, beaten body was dragged to the regeneration box again, and brought back healed, whole, and unmarked.

So they could start again, and she could go through it all – again.






















Chapter Four

























“This is growing tiresome,” Carling said. “The RS won’t wait forever. Eventually they’ll expect a report from her, and then what?”

“Perhaps we can speed things along,” Andrews said.

He turned and spoke to his assistant, then motioned at Carling. “Come, you’ll appreciate this, I’m sure. And one way or another, it should help solve our little problem. Or at the very least, buy is time.”

The two guards unshackled her, then pulled her arms up cruelly behind her back, jamming her wrists in between her shoulder blades to bind with tight steel bands. She cried out as her arms were pressed back, her elbows forced together, and more steel bands lashed them tight. Then a collar was placed around her throat, and she was led on a line down a long sloping corridor.

They entered a lift, and it dropped rapidly, deeper and deeper into the planet. When the doors opened they were in a long, wide tunnel, and the heat beat at them.

“We’re a mile and a half under ground,” Andrews said as she was led along the tunnel.

Ahead was a small, thin man with pursed lips and a nervous expression in his eyes. He stood next to a canvas covered box.

“Show our guest your little pet, Mr. Gordon,” Andrews said.

The man nodded jerkily, turned, and ripped the canvas off what turned out to be a cage. It was made of plasteel, stronger than steel but made of tough plastic, and see through. There was a horror inside, and Rowan stared at it, appalled.

It was a terrible shade of white, like the underside of a mushroom, vaguely reptilian. It had a white skull sunk between two pointed shoulders with thin sharp pincers protruding forward. It lay on its belly, about four to five feet long, though it was hard to tell. She didn’t see any legs, but four thick tentacles protruded straight out on each sides from a large growth on its back, and they weaved back and forth in the air, dripping some kind of white ichor, sliding along the greasy surface of the plasteel around it. A fat, bloated egg sack clung to the tear, and a long, bony tail swept up and back and overhead, looking solid, and dangerous.

Two beady black eyes stared at them with a look of hunger and hate as its forward pincers clawed lightly against the wall of the cage.

“That is the ugliest creature I’ve ever seen in my life,” Carling said in disgust. “What the hell is it?”

“We’re not entirely sure,” Andrews said. “One of our exploratory ships found them far out at the edge of the galaxy.”

“Nice of them to bring the creature back so we could admire it,” Carling said, making a face.

“Ah, but Admiral, you’re being far too human centric. You see this hideous thing and believe it must be a mindless animal. It’s not. We’re not quite sure how intelligent it is, yet, perhaps not quite as smart as us, but far more intelligent than any other creature we’ve discovered. It’s also telepathic.”

Carling’s eyes narrowed. “You’re sure?”

“Oh, there is no doubt whatever. The creatures are telepathic. So far we haven’t been able to determine any kind of language, haven’t been able to communicate with them, but they have been able to broadcast, if you will, certain emotions and affect human minds.”

“Are we safe here?” Carling asked, taking a step back.

Andrews gave him an impatient look. “Would I be here if we weren’t? No, no, we’re safe enough. The creature doesn’t seem to affect males. Only females.”

He smiled at Rowan, who was still staring at the thing in disgust and – and something more. It seemed to be staring back, staring straight at her, not at the others. It was hot in the tunnel, and she could feel herself sweating, but now she felt an inner heat, as well, and didn’t understand it. The eyes, were – evil, black, but oddly mesmerizing.

“We’ve discovered that the creatures are parasitic in nature,” said Andrews, “At least for reproductive purposes. They are asexual, so only need one parent, but the parent, while producing and laying the eggs, requires a host for the eggs to generate in.”

His words tore Rowan out of her odd reverie, and she jerked her head around, staring at him in shock. 


He smiled. “We discovered this only because one of the crew was female. While the men were unaffected the creature seemed able to affect the female crewmember’s mind, seemed able to affect the pleasure centre of her mind in particular, and was able to lay eggs within her. Those tentacles, see the ends, can split open, and they expel the eggs into the female’s er, body.”

The little man slid the cage door open and stood back, and Rowan tried to back away as the creature, the alien, slid slowly forward out of it, heading straight for her.

“N-no!” she gasped.

But she could already feel a strange sense of hunger within her, a fascination with the hideous thing, a rising sense of arousal and exhilaration which she tried desperately to fight against. Raw, animal heat flared wild, and her sex felt bloated and swollen and desperately in need of penetration.

“No! Please!” she gasped, twisting and writhing, trying to back away.

The guards flung her forward, and she stumbled and fell to in the dirt directly in front of the thing. She screamed and rolled away, trying to get to her feet, but a large, slimy tentacle wrapped itself around her leg and yanked her back. She screamed even more loudly, kicking at it with her other leg as it slid closer and closer.

Another tentacle wrapped around that leg and she screamed again as her legs were forced up and back. Heat radiated from within her, and a wild sense of sexual elation spread over her mind. Her eyes became glassy, and she stared at it as it slid between her legs, then began to slide over her body.

“The interesting thing we’ve discovered,” Andrews was saying, “is that even though it seeks only females as a host, it does not need a womb for its young to grow. Any warm, moist place can serve, and its eggs are extremely resistant to such things as, well, germs, or stomach acid…”

“You mean that thing can lay its eggs in your stomach?” Carling said in disgust. 


“Or deep in your bowels. It doesn’t care. And they only take twenty four hours to hatch.”

“And then what? They tear their way through your guts, I suppose?”

“Oddly not. They exit the same way they entered. It’s just a little – painful is all.”

Carling chuckled uneasily as the two watched the thing slither up atop the quivering girl and then thrust itself into her. Rowan began to scream and scream.

“She certainly seems to be enjoying it,” Carling said.

“I’m told that what it’s doing with the pleasure centre of her mind is giving her the most powerful and sustained orgasms the human body and mind are capable of,” Andrews said.

“This is punishment?” 


Andrews shook his head with a smile. “The orgasm are so powerful, so shattering to the mind, that they shatter the sense of self, and begin to burn away memories, starting with the most recent.”

Carling looked at him sharply.

“Are you saying when she wakes up she won’t remember any of this?”

“Not that quickly. But a few days, and yes, she’ll have no memory of even landing here.”

“But she did land here, and that ship is parked out front as proof.”

“A sudden disease afflicted her,” Andrews said with a casual wave of his hand, “Like nothing we’ve ever seen before, possibly a result of contact with the Melithium algae mined here.

He waved idly at the glowing algae which covered the walls, and which was used in various chemical processes.

“They’ll be suspicious.”

“Of course they will, and they’ll look very, very carefully for any kind of chemical interference in Lady Rowan. But they won’t find anything.”

“Dangerous, milord.”

“Not as dangerous as killing her. At least this buys us some time. And we know what she knows, if not how she got it. We can try and cover that up. It might work. Even if it doesn’t, it’ll take them time to burn through everything we put in their way.”

Rowan’s screams were growing frenzied, and Andrews turned away. Carling stared, fascinated, and even somewhat aroused, then scurried after.


* * * * *

Rowan opened her eyes slowly. A sense of dizziness swept through her, and she moaned softly, rolling slowly onto her back. 


It was hot, hot and damp, and she was sweating. She was also naked. She slowly forced herself to sit up, fighting the urge to put her hands around her head to hold the world steady. She stared around her, dazed. She had no idea where she was or how she’d gotten there.

She was in a cave, or tunnel. The walls glowed a faint yellow in places where what she recognized as melithium was present in heavy amounts.

Cyan. She had been headed for… Cyan. Yes, she had landed on Cyan. She remembered now. She was on Cyan and – her memories flashed, some of them broken, some gauzy as if seen through a mist. Andrews. Andrews had dared to capture her, to torture her! That bastard! She would have them killed! All of them! She would have the entire city razed for this!

She groaned and gave in to the temptation, squeezing her head between her hands. A cinnamon smell surrounded her, and she was breathing in deeply and coughing a little on the damp, oxygen weak air. She pushed herself to her knees, and looked down the cave, such as it was. This was not the neatly bored tunnel, the walls seared clean by the acid boring machines. This was a rough, uneven tunnel no more than four feet high and wide, and sometimes half that. The floor was rough, dry loam of some kind, the walls a mix of stone and melithium which disappeared into the distance in either direction.

How had she gotten here? She remembered being whipped – but there were no marks on her. So they had taken her to a regen tank. Yes, more than once, she recalled. And then… and then… she couldn’t remember. How had she gotten here? Why was she here? 


She grunted with effort, rising to her feet, but bending over, well over, chose a direction, and started walking. It was hard enough for a six foot tall woman to walk in a four foot high cave, but the roof was so low and uneven there were many collapses, many places where she had to get down on her hands and knees to crawl beneath a heavy rock or ridge of melithium.

She rested often, cursing as she rubbed her sore back, and wondered whether she was just going deeper into the caves. She came to a low section and dropped to all fours, crawling warily through, but the roof edged lower still, and Rowan had to squirm through one thirty foot long section on her belly before it opened up again.

Why hadn't they just killed her? To be sure, her death would have brought a firestorm down on the whole sector, but surely they didn't think keeping her in a cave was any solution.

The glow grew deeper as the melithium vein grew thicker and spread out over the walls and roof. She paused, brushing dirt off herself, and wondering if the air had gotten a little cooler, or a little hotter.

The scent of cinnamon had definitely grown greater, and she wondered where it was coming from.

She wearily started forward again. The roof was too low to walk, even bent over, and she crawled on all fours, cursing Andrews and his people, and thinking of how many interesting ways to die she could bring down on them.

The tunnel curved, and she came face to face with the stuff of nightmares.

She had no idea what it was, other than repellent. 


It was about four feet in length, vaguely insect-like, pale white with a leprous looking egg sack at one end, and a misshapen skull at the other. The skull was sunk into a veiny white, slime covered carapace and had two narrow black eyes with a dozen strange little feelers gathered around them. A half dozen or so meter-long tentacles sprouted out on either side of the central body just above the egg sack, and two narrow, solid appendages sprouted from the shoulders of the carapace to either side of its sunken head.

Rowan froze in utter shock, and the adrenalin surged within her as she stared into its narrow face. It scuttled forward, surprisingly quickly, and she should have run, would have run, if she could have. Her heart pounded like a drum and she stared at it in horror as sheer, unadulterated terror flooded her mind. It shouldn't have. She was too well-trained, had already faced too many dangerous situations, to be this terrified. And it quickly occurred to her that the terror was not hers at all, that the creature was somehow broadcasting it, perhaps telepathically.

It was a chink in the wall of terror, and she was able to move, but only slightly, falling back onto her back, her legs beneath her as the thing scuttled up and drew its slime-covered body slowly, slowly up across her. The terror broke, became merely revulsion and fear, and yet, she found herself unable to move, as if her mind had been separated from her body, unable to affect it at all.

The thing was surprisingly heavy. Its tentacles writhed out to either side and then almost delicately curled in to enfold her body. They slid beneath her and behind her head, then gripped tightly as if the thing were using her as leverage to inch its way up her body. She shuddered as, wide-eyed, she stared at the dark, demonic skull sliding slowly up her belly, between her breasts until it could stare down at her. 


The feel of it was more reptilian than insectoid, but horror and loathing filled her as she felt its cold, slimy flesh sliding across her naked body, and the fat, dripping egg sack throbbing between her trembling thighs. The two small arms reached slowly forward to her head, and still she could not move, lay there folded backwards, arms at her sides, staring. The ends were like pincers, and clicked lightly before pressing against the side of her skull.

Hot and cold ran through her, terror and joy followed in dizzying succession, then reassurance - she was perfectly safe, was not going to be hurt, and then -- . She jerked violently, and drew in a sharp breath of fetid air. She stared up in revulsion at the thing, her body trembling as she sought to break free. But heat began to run through her veins, and a powerful throbbing grew between her legs.

She felt the thing's fat egg sack settled between her thighs, felt her legs being spread wider, and then cried out as flame raced through her nervous system. Horror rose in tandem with arousal, then faded as the heat deepened and spread into every fibre of her being. Her sex burned with hunger and her nipples contracted into pinpoint needles of exquisite sensitivity. Something pressed at her sex, then small, moist filaments slid down, spreading open her pussy as something cold and slimy pushed into the mouth of her sex.

"No!" she whispered, in revulsion.

It pushed deeper, grew thicker, and she sobbed in disgust and horror as it pushed wetly down into the tight, throbbing heat of her sex. 


The arousal grew more heady, a frantic sense of hunger flaring within her mind and body. 


"Ungh!" she gasped as the thick, slimy thing forced its way to the very bottom of her sex.

Pleasure and heat flared white hot, and a massive orgasm churned up her mind as the thing began to move, began to rock atop her, its cock, if that was what it was, pushing in and out in short, sharp thrusting motions. The orgasm tore at her mind like the whipping winds of a hurricane, and still the pleasure rose, her head drawn back in a soundless, breathless scream of passion.

There was a pulse, a fat, hard pulse from the fat, fleshy thing it had thrust inside her, a pulse which forced the lips of her sex wider as if a thick lump of matter was being forced up the fat, leprous tube. She felt the lump pushing deeper along the tube of her own sex, flowing sluggishly up the length of the cock-like thing which had been pushed inside her.

Then the thing eased down and she felt a steamy mass spewing out the end of the cock and filling her belly, overheating her body. She felt nausea and disgust, but the tentacles tightened, and she lost the air in her lungs as heat poured through her. The thing pulled itself deeper again, using the leverage of the tentacles now, squeezing against her repeatedly as it pulled itself rhythmically against her, jammed itself into the pit of her belly again and again. Another searing climax tore at her mind and body, and she felt her pussy spasming violently, her muscles convulsing, her body drawing the warm slime down deeper inside her, spilling into her very womb.

A tentacle curled over her body, slid across her breast, and her nipple burned like fire, the orgasm cresting and then rising again as she twisted and writhed and screamed so loudly her throat ached. Her voice echoed down the long length of the tunnel, a broken, mindless howl of passion and ecstasy as the thing thrust again and again, its slime-covered body caressing her, its organ thrusting wetly into her tortured sex with a slick, wet, slurping sound.

And then the power screaming through her nervous system became simply too much even for her overpowered body to manage, the sheer screaming pressure of it finally robbing her of breath and thought so that she descended into merciful unconsciousness.


Hours later she wakened, feeling flayed, mind-blasted, dazed. Her body ached, but it was her mind which felt stunned, as if by the concussive force of the orgasms which the thing had forced upon her. Her gut ached, her pussy felt raw and bleeding, yet when she looked down there was no sign of blood, only a thick, white, sluggish liquid trickled slowly from inside her.

What was it? Telepathic, for certain. It had felt, at the beginning, as if it were searching through her mind, looking for the proper neural connections, the proper triggers from the pleasure centre of her brain. Then it had found them, and she had been lost. She lay sprawled back on the ground, gasping weakly, her body slick with some slimy substance which clung to her still overheated skin.

Those eyes boring into hers had not struck her as entirely animal-like. There was a deep intelligence in them, but it was like no alien she had ever heard of. And she should have heard of it. Telepaths were rare, and the Imperium was very interested indeed on anyone or thing which displayed any hint of talent.

Groaning, she forced herself to sit up. She felt – disgusting, filthy, like she wanted to peel her skin off and steam clean it. Worse, her insides felt heavy and full, as if the thing had pumped gallons of its filthy slime into her.

But worse, perhaps, was the shell-shocked memory of that raw animal pleasure, pleasure so intense that it was like a powerful narcotic, so glorious that she didn’t think she could ever forget it, or feel it again. And a dark, frightened side of her wanted to feel it again.

And then, as if it rose from that part of her mind, a sound, a soft, scuttling sound came from down the tunnel. She stared, heart pounding, hoping she was wrong, that it wasn’t coming back again. She could hardly bring herself to sit up, let alone move, and so she stared as it slowly came into sight.

‘No,” she whispered.

It moved slowly, its tentacles rising and falling in tandem to pull it across the floor. It was not the same as the other, she realized. The one which had – attacked her, had been damaged, had a bruised, torn section of carapace on one side. This one was undamaged – and bigger.

Gasping with pain and effort, she forced herself to her feet, then staggered up the tunnel. She had to bend low, and her back screamed, but she stumbled on, gasping and panting, chest burning, dropping to all fours when she had to slide beneath the lower hanging portions of the ceiling.

She collapsed, gulping in air, trembling, exhausted, and still it came closer, slowly but without pause, its tentacles rising and falling like the oars of an old fashioned ship, drawing it ever closer. She forced herself to rise and stagger on, and came to a low portion of the ceiling, no more than two feet high. She had to drop to her belly and crawl through, becoming more frantic as she heard it drawing nearer.

And yet, it would be good to feel it inside her, she thought, her pussy throbbing, her breasts swollen, her hunger rising.

She shook her head and stared behind her. She could feel her body rousing without her own conscious thought, and knew that either this one was more powerful than the last or she had become more vulnerable to its influence. 


She crawled away, reached a higher part of the tunnel, and rose, staggering on. She reached a section where she could almost stand up, and trotted on, putting some distance between her and the thing, then ducked low as she came to another lower section.

And in the distance, ahead, was another one of the things.

She staggered and collapsed, chest heaving, staring, gasping, wide-eyed.

“No!”

It scuttled slowly towards her as she stared in helpless denial. She was hemmed in, with no way forward and no way back. Tears of frustration filled her eyes, but she shook them off and turned, hurrying back to the higher section she had passed.

She waited, staring, as the one which had been pursuing her drew ever closer. She could actually feel her nipples contracting, her breasts throbbing with more and more heat as her mind felt a growing hunger and passion and need. She wanted to throw herself down and take the creature’s see, to feel that intense pleasure again.

It crawled closer, and she broke free of her own hunger and ran towards it. She leapt, dove forward across its body. A tentacle whipped through the space she had just vacated, and she landed on the other side. She rolled and leapt to her feet, but a tentacle whipped around her ankle and yanked her leg out from under her.

She screamed, and tried to tear her ankle free, clawing at the dirt to pull herself further away, but the thing used the tentacle to help pull it closer, and a firestorm of orgiastic pleasure washed over her with stunning force. She gaped at nothing, frozen, shuddering, hips bucking back even as a part of her screamed in denial.

She felt its tentacles curling around her waist, felt its moist, slimy bulk dragging up across her rump, slithering across to cover her back, something hard prodding at her sex. She screamed, but nothing emerged, and then it was inside her and the orgasm shook her from head to toe.

It plunged deep into her aching pussy, thrusting slowly in and out as its tentacles slid across her body. She felt them almost encircling her breasts as they hung below her. Thin fibres pushed out around the tips and caught at her nipples, pinching and stabbing, and she screamed in pleasure and pain as they forced their way through the centre of her nipples, in through the thin passages designed for milk, invading her breasts.

An orgasm beyond orgasms tore through her, and she screamed, howled, her head drawn back as breath after breath screamed from her lungs. She hardly noticed the thing’s hard bulk shifting, sliding back, now pressing against her anal opening. It pushed into her, fast enough it hurt, but the pain was torn away by the intensity of the orgiastic firestorm tearing through her mind.

It began to ride her, its body jerking against her, its hard sphere of flesh thrusting into her anus again and again and again until a thick raw spurt of something hot poured into her bowels. It slowed briefly, then continued, thrusting, thrusting, riding her. Rowan was beyond thought, beyond control. Gasping, sobbing, screaming, mindless with pleasure, she rocked back against it, grunting and crying out in animal passion.

She didn’t see the other scuttle slowly in around her, did not note the interplay between the two creatures. But then the second moved around in front of her, its tentacles caressing her, stroking, feeling, searching, and then her head was drawn downwards, her shoulders pulled lower, and she stared at a long, fat, tube of glistening paper white flesh with a bulbous head. She whimpered in denial, then screamed as another orgasm tore through her.

Her head was pulled down, and the thing was forced up into her mouth. The taste was vile beyond anything she could have imagined, but her mind was bathed in ecstasy as it pushed in deeper, jammed briefly against the inside of her cheek, then pushed into her throat and down.

She choked on it, gagged, thrashed and kicked and moaned, but ecstasy wrapped her tightly in its embrace, such incredible pleasure that nothing else really mattered.






















Chapter Five





















Rowan woke exhausted. Every muscle in her body ached. She lay dazed in the dirt, spread-eagled, groaning for long minutes. Slowly, her shattered mind reassembled itself, and after more long moments she sat up, staring around her with uncertain eyes.

Where was she?

She looked at the walls, at the melithium algae glowing there, providing the only light. 


Cyan. She had landed on Cyan and… and then… she had met Andrews and… yes, she had accused him, he had broken, admitted his guilt… how had she gotten here then?

She remembered having him arrested and then – nothing.

Where was she? Tunnels of some kind, obviously.

She groaned, her insides aching fiercely. She rubbed her belly. She felt bloated, and her stomach felt upset. Well, once she got out of here she’d feel better.

She got to her feet after only three tries, and started up the tunnel, slow, staggering, bending often, sometimes getting down on all fours as the roof was lowered to no more than a foot or two. God, she felt tired, drained. Every muscle protested its movement.

She was forced to rest often, and fell asleep twice. She had no real sense of time. Her stomach ache grew worse, and nausea began to grip her. She felt feverish as she stumbled along, and was forced to stop and rest with growing frequency.

What was going on? What was wrong with her?

She felt nauseous suddenly, felt as though her stomach was heaving. She gagged, convulsed, gagged again, and then her throat bulged as something fat and slimy pushed up through it and wiggled into her mouth. She spat it out, staring in revulsion at the slimy eel-like object wriggling on the ground before her.

She threw herself back so quickly she wound up on her back, gasping, staring at it between her legs. Then her stomach convulsed, and she felt something moving inside her, felt it slithering and twisting within her sex. She cried out in horror, staring as the lips of her sex parted, spread, the mouth of her pussy opening wider. She felt something pushing out, forward, and then another eel-like thing wiggled out of her opening and dropped onto the ground.

Another followed, and then she convulsed and gagged, back arching, choking as another one slid up through her mouth. Pain tore through her in waves, and she tried to scream, but her throat was blocked again. She couldn’t breath, and then everything went blank.


* * * * *

She woke up in a cave. Rowan groaned and looked around in confusion. What on earth was she doing here? How had she gotten here? And where was here anyway?

She sat up slowly, groaning, holding her head. After a few minutes she felt a little less dizzy, but still had no idea where she was. For some minutes her mind lurched from thought to thought, disjointed and confused.

She was in a cave. That thought was hardly new, but it crystallized things for her. She had no desire to be in a cave naked. To do something about that she had to move. She moved. At first she shuffled slowly, stumbling, holding onto the walls. But she regained some equilibrium and began to make better time. She had no idea which way to go, so simply picked one and kept moving.

She hadn’t gotten here on her own. That was for sure. So who had put her here and why?

They would be sorry when she found out.

She kept moving. Sometimes that required she crawl along, or even slide on her belly to get past a low outcropping of rock. She was naked and filthy and getting angry, thinking of all the things she’d do to whomever put her here. She had no idea how it had happened. Her last clear memories were on Mist. No one could have grabbed her on Mist, so somehow her memory had been damaged.

Someone would pay.

Her first sight of the thing shocked her. Her eyes passed over it in the low light, especially as she wasn’t concentrating on the dim and repetitive view of the narrow tunnel. Only when it moved did she really see it, and then a few moments of stunned horror kept her from moving until it was too late.

A tentacle swept out and slid around her ankle, yanking her legs out from under her and dropping her onto her bottom in the dirt. She kicked at it and tried frantically to wriggle back, but It dragged her forward as it slid forward in turn, and then she was being held in its tentacled grip, screaming and writhing as its heavy, slimy body slid atop her.

And then the fear slid away, and there was nothing but pleasure.


* * * * *

Brin Saldonald closed the hatch on the environmental cleanser with an efficient snap. She was an efficient young woman, barely out of tech school, and honoured to be chosen to work on one of the legendary corsairs. The tech she’d gotten glimpses of was so advanced that her fingers literally twitched as she fought against the urge to go over and inspect it.

But you didn’t wander around a corsair poking your nose into things. Not with the ship’s AI watching you every second. She was basically the hands it lacked, doing what it told her. She’d never worked with an AI like this one, and could only guess it was several generations in advance of anything else she’d ever heard of.

She stood up and headed for the lift, and the hum of equipment rose around her without explanation. She stepped into the lift, and, to her surprise, it went up rather than down. She blinked and looked at the wall. There was no indication where she was headed, and she felt a trifle nervous. But then, she was in a corsair. There was no telling what the AI would do.

“Uhm, ship? Aren’t I finished?”

“I require a further task of you,” the ship replied.

The lift doors opened and she looked down an unfamiliar corridor.

“Straight ahead, turn right at the open hatch,” the voice said.

She complied, of course, eager to see what other tech marvels the corsair had hidden away. She turned into an open hatchway, and the doors slid closed behind her. 


“Go to the systems board on the right and follow my instructions,” the ship said.

Brin obeyed without question. She was an obedient young woman in a society which expected its young to be obedient. She was earnest in her determination to do well, to make her family proud, to succeed at her chosen career. And she had no difficult taking orders from an AI like this one. It clearly knew far more than she did about what was needed aboard this ship.

She went to the unfamiliar control panel and operated it as the AI ordered. Ahead of her, a large hatch slid aside revealing an open area with a strange metal floor. She entered several numbers into the system, and then frowned, for according to the board they were distance and height coordinates.

“Ship? Uhm, have we… “

“We are in orbit, technician Saldonald,” the ship’s voice said. “This will not take long. Your supervisor has been notified.”

Brin was impressed. The ship had taken off on its own and done it so smoothly, its internal systems compensating so perfectly, she hadn’t even detected the launch! 


And then something began to materialize on the metal pad in front of her, and she gaped. Dematerialization! Matter transportation! That was a mere theory! A rumour! Surely they hadn’t actually gone and built one that worked!

Then she saw what was materializing and screamed.

She turned and tried to run but the hatch wouldn’t open. She twisted around, her back against it, staring, open mouthed, at the thing on the pad. It was horrible! A many tentacled… thing which lay atop a young woman and… and… 


And then she realized, as she stood there, heart pounding, that the girl was moving against the thing. She felt a wave of revulsion as she realized where the one of the thing’s tentacles was, and that the woman not only wasn’t horrified, but was clearly engaged in a joyful sexual liaison with the thing!

Very joyful indeed. Brin tried to close her eyes, but couldn’t close her ears to the woman’s moans and gasps and then cries of pleasure, no, of ecstasy. She had to open her eyes at last, staring in disbelief as the thing plunged its tentacle into the woman’s sex – and into her anus, she saw, and the woman arched back, shuddering, bucking her hips up, crying out in pleasure

“Technician Saldonald!” the ship said. 


It had been calling her for some time. Brin turned wide eyes up at a camera.

“Go to the control panel. You will transport the creature away,” it said.

That sounded so sensible Brin took a step forward. But that brought her a step closer to the beast. Still, the control board was between she and it, and the thing seemed… preoccupied at the moment.

Best to do something before it lost interest in its current… lover.

Her lunch threatened to come up at the thought, but she clamped her jaw closed and hurried to the panel, then hit buttons and switches as the AI ordered. Her face was scrunched up as she did, for the woman was now screaming in ecstasy, her voice howling, wailing, rising and falling in glorious ecstasy.

Then the beast sparkled and disappeared. The woman was left there alone, naked, on her back, spreadeagled. But she was still moving, at least at first, grinding her hips up at nothing, then bringing her hands down to her sex, gasping and moaning, thrusting her fingers into her pussy as she frantically stroked at her clitoris. She arched back again, gasping, moaning, sweating and sobbing, then collapsed, unconscious.


* * * * *

Rowan woke, groaning. For a wonder, she remembered, and shot up in bed, gasping, staring around her.

“You are safe.”

She stared around her. She was in Mist’s sick bay.

“Mist?”

“You appear to be physically in good condition, though you had not eaten in two days. I have given you sustenance.”

Rowan remembered that… that thing which had been atop her and shuddered, curling her legs up towards her, staring around as if it might disappear.

“The creature which was with you was transported to the science lab, and has been dissected and examined,” Mist said. “A thorough search of all available databases turned up only a single reference to it. This reference was in the backup database of an exploratory ship contracted by the regional governor for deep space exploration in the Corovan system”.

Rowan shook her head, and swung her legs over the edge of the cot.

“How did I get here?”

“When I could not get in touch with you I grew suspicious of the assurances of Governor Anderson’s staff and went into orbit to find you. I found your beacon a mile under the surface, and transported you up.”

Rowan rubbed her head, still feeling shaky.

“The creature is considered highly intelligent and telepathic. There is speculation it can communicate directly with the pleasure centre of the brain. This presupposes it is not as intelligent as humans else it would communicate with more advanced areas of the brain in order to exchange information. It appears to be parasitic, and uses warm blooded creatures to aid in breeding.”

“Please!” she barked, feeling her stomach revolt.

“I have already given you anti-nausea drugs.”

“Thanks a lot!”

“The creature lays eggs, all of which have been removed from your body. However, I discovered evidence of previous implantations.”

She jerked her head up and stared at the nearest camera. “What!?”

“The eggs hatch within twenty four hours. It is possible that you were implanted earlier, and they had previously, ahm, hatched and exited your body.”

“I may be sick.”

“Impossible. The drugs I gave you are quite strong.”

Rowan groaned and fell back onto the medical cot. She felt pale and sweaty.

“You were in a tunnel system. My sensors discovered a considerable amount of melithium in the same area, so in all likelihood you were in one of mines, or at least, one of the tunnels attached to the mines.”

“How did I get there?”

There was a pause. “You don’t know?”

“I don’t remember anything. I don’t even know what planet you’re talking about. Governor Andrews? Does that mean I was on Riddel?”

“For two days, fifty seven hours, to be more precise.”

Rowan shook her head. I don’t remember a thing.”

“Lay back on the examination table, please.”

As she lay down scanners moved over her head, and sensor arms moved in and pressed against the sides of her skull. There was a small pain in her head, which grew, then went away. Mist was silent for several minutes, then the sensor arms moved back.

“You appear in perfect health. There are no abnormalities in your brain except…”

“Except what?”

A holographic projection of her brain appeared in front of her, with one section highlighted.

“Your dopamine level is elevated, and the cells which produce it are swollen and damaged. There is trace evidence of a massive dopamine overdose. This might confirm the reports that the creature can affect the pleasure centre of the brain.”

“Why would dopamine make me forget anything?”

“Scanning neurological files now. Prolonged levels of dopamine have never been measured in terms of affect on memory. It does not appear to be an area well-studied.”

She snorted.

“It could simply be the trauma.”

“Are you saying it’s a psychological issue?”

“It is possible.”

“I feel disgusted and in need of a dozen baths, but not traumatized. I mean, not overly.”

“But you don’t remember the earlier attacks. Do you even remember the latest one?”
Rowan glared at the wall. “I remember that horrible, disgusting creature!”

“How well?”

Then another holographic image appeared in front of her. It was her and the creature, complete with sound, and it was very evident that she was thoroughly enjoying herself. Rowan was shocked, and even more disgusted as she stared at herself.

“Turn it off!”

The image faded.

“I definitely need a bath.”

“You have already been decontaminated.”

“How? And how did you get into orbit anyway? You’re engines are supposed to refuse to operate without a human in control.”

The empire did not want heavily armed corsairs roaming around without their pilots, perhaps with AIs gone rogue in control.

“Technically, there only has to be a human on board.”

Another holo appeared. It was a woman a little younger than Rowan, cute, slim, with very short dark hair. Diagonal bangs cut across her forehead, and she had a look of such well-meaning earnestness on her face that Rowan made a face. 


“She’s a technician with the local spaceport. I altered her schedule and sent a false message to bring her on board. No one else knows she’s here. I needed her to circumvent those lock-outs, and to operate the matter beam to get you up.”

“You mean she saw me with that – that thing?”

“Yes.”

Rowan sighed. The girl would have to die, then.

The empire had a number of democratic features. There was an almost-free media, and everyone was free to criticize inadequacies or incompetencies in government. But everyone walked lightly around the royal family. The higher nobility was immune to any kind of criticism, or even unflattering coverage. The higher members of the nobility were portrayed in flattering, even awe-struck terms as above reproach, as smarter, kinder, wiser, more honest, more honourable and more caring than any mere human being.

The empire took great care to ensure that no one not a sworn member of the trusted support staff of the nobility ever saw the more noteworthy aristocracy in a bad light. Her stepmother had been brought down not for cruelty, but for damaging perfect clones, and, just as importantly, for letting too many “ordinary” citizens see her at her worst. Those guards who had come into too frequent contact with her had been either killed or memory wiped.

She blinked at an idea. “Mist? Are there more of those creatures down in the tunnels?”

There was a pause. “Yes, three more.”

“Can you beam the girl down near one?”

“Of course. But it would be better to beam one of the creatures up.”

Rowan made a face. “Why?”

“I would like to study her brain as the creature attacks her, and see what functions are affected. This would aid me in finding out how yours was damaged and whether it can be repaired.”

“All right. Do it.”

“I will need your help at the control panel.”

She sighed and got off the examination table.

“Beam it to the science lab,” Mist said.


* * * * *

She had just finished dressing when the hatch opened and the girl stood there, body stiff, eyes wide. But there was something in the way she looked at Rowan – not the usual awe and worship but a sense of anxiety and pity that made Rowan furious.

“You are Sardonald,” she demanded briskly.

“Yes, my lady,” the girl said, bobbing her head respectfully.

“I understand Mist kidnapped you. Don’t worry, you’ll be returned to your job in no time.”

“I am honoured to be of service to you, my lady,” the girl said, bobbing her head awkwardly again.

Rowan sighed. She didn’t deal with commoners very often, and she felt a small tug of guilt at what she was going to do. But it was important the commoners like this one not be allowed to take away any poor image of her. She was directly related to the emperor, after all.

The girl was very twitchy, though, and when Rowan put out an arm to guide her out the door the girl almost avoided it before catching herself. Disgusted, no doubt, Rowan thought. Well, she could hardly blame her for that. She was still disgusted, herself. The thought of her under that creature, the feel of its slimy body atop her – in her, was more than disgusting, it was nauseating.

She led her up the corridor.

“Mist said you did very good work,” she said, trying to sooth the girl.

“Thank you, my lady,” the girl said.

The hatch to the science lab opened and Rowan grabbed the girl and hurled her forward. The hatch slid shut again, and she heard a cry of horror.

“No! Please! My lady!”

It made her feel vaguely guilty as the girl’s howls of terror mounted, but it was necessary, and ultimately in the girl’s own best interest. Mind wiping would reduce her to the level of a child where she would have to learn how to do everything all over again.

She went to the command deck, feeling dirty, and once there made herself switch on the holocam in the science lab. The girl was naked now, and the creature seemed to have overcome her mind. It was atop her, its tentacles caressing her, sliding over her pale flesh. The girl was writhing, but slowly, her eyes glassy, groaning dazedly.

Then the creature spread her legs and thrust up into her. Her back arched and she let out a shuddering cry of pain, or was it pleasure. 


Soon there was no doubt. Her groans and cries of pleasure rose, and her body began to rut and buck back at the thing’s tentacle. Then she was pierced anally, and then her cries of pleasure were silenced as a tentacle went into her open mouth and down her throat. Her legs squeezed around the slimy body of the creature as she tried to thrust her hips up and against it, and she twisted and then began to convulse as the orgasm hit.

“The level of dopamine in her brain is almost off the scale,” said Mist. “It’s paralysing almost all other brain functions.”

“Will it cause her to forget this?”

“I can’t yet say.”

“It better. Or she’ll have to be brain-wiped or killed.”

“Is there any way to communicate with the creature?”

“I will make the attempt, but to what point?”

“I’d like to know how it got here and who brought it?”

“It is unlikely that a creature which is telepathic has even developed any other communication system,” Mist said. “You don’t need language when you can communicate telepathically with others of your species.”

“Well, try anyway,” she sighed. “And root through the databanks below. See if you can find out where I went and where I disappeared.”

“I don’t think the good governor really understands just how much information I can process or just what access I have to the planetary web,” Mist said.

“Let’s hope it shows us something important.”

She looked at the holovid again. The girl was still writhing and twisting and bucking in maddened sexual pleasure.

“It doesn’t look like she’s been traumatized,” she said sourly.

“Heart and pulse are extremely rapid, and dopamine remains highly elevated. Her brain is saturated in it.”

“So she’s having a good time. Well, fine. I’m happy for her.”

Rowan didn’t want to think about the likelihood she had been in precisely the same position a day earlier, screaming and writhing in pleasure beneath that disgusting creature herself.

She could simply execute Anderson on general suspicion, but that would require an explanation to the emperor, and she had no intention of telling him about this creature, and that she had been its victim.

No, something else was required, something devious, and that was not among her strong-points. Still, she was a perfect clone, with an exceptionally high intelligence and a creative personality. How hard could it be to outthink Anderson?


































Chapter Six

























“You’re sure there’s none of those things around here?” she whispered.

“Perfectly,” Mist said through the subdural communicator which now rested delicately on the surface of her brain.

Rowan had been nervous about having it put there, but Mist had assured her that the matter transmitter and its crystalline fibre links to her brain could be fine-tuned to accomplish the job without undue hazard, but it still took some getting used to.

She had still not remembered anything, but they had to assume that was the entire point of putting her here. So she waited, sitting naked, for someone to come and get her. Presumably that would be soon. They were already pushing it leaving her here, especially as Mist had taken off into orbit and refused to answer talk with them. 


“Actually, they’ve been looking for you for the past few hours,” she said. “I’ve been monitoring portable communications devices as they search through the tunnels – carefully. They seem no more entranced with the idea of having eggs laid in them than you are.”

“Where are the nearest searchers?”

“Very close. That’s why I put you were you are. Pretend to be unconscious.”

It wasn’t easy. She lay back and closed her eyes, tension gripping her despite Mist’s assurance none of the beasties was around. She heard movement, then an exclamation, and closer movement. 


“We found her,” a voice shouted.

“Is she alive?” replied another voice, obviously coming from a communicator.

“Scanner says yes!”

“Sedate her! We don’t want her waking up before we can move her.”

There was a tiny, pinprick of pain, and then Rowan’s pretence of unconsciousness became real. She felt an annoyance that her plan had failed, then nothing.


* * * * *

She woke. She was clearly in a very well-equipped medical room, and no sooner had her eyes opened than a doctor appeared to check the readouts on the machines attached to her.

“How do you feel, Lady Rowan? Can you speak?” he asked.

She cleared her throat. “Yes,” she said, her voice still gravely.

“Excellent,” he said with a phoney smile. “You’ve caught some kind of bug, or perhaps you’ve had an allergy to the melithium. But you appear to be recovering nicely.”

She resisted checking with Mist. There were two many sensors trained on her. If she said anything, however quietly, they would probably pick it up. She felt frustration, though, at the apparent failure of her plan. No doubt Anderson would show up soon, his face filled with sorrow at her “illness” and he would wish her well and offer her all the cooperation in the world in her investigation.

Shit.


* * * * *

Mist was a very complex Artificial Intelligence. She was cutting edge, and had been assigned to Rowan not only to aid her in her work, but so Rowan could watch her and report back on her development. The mere fact she had been given a gender – however artificial and psychological - spoke volumes on the advancements made on the present, militarily available artificial intelligence systems, which were all sexless and lacked humanity of any sort.

Mist was different. She was infinitely more complex, and had every aspect of humanity except emotion grafted to her schematics and programs. And even that had been feigned. She could not “feel” anger or happiness, but would behave as though she did, at the hopefully appropriate times. She could tell jokes, and feign being insulted. She could laugh, and growl in anger. The emotions were not real, of course, but programmed responses.

But Mist was also an intelligent being designed to learn, and to think for herself. And she was growing in ways its designers had not expected. Still, practicality was the core of her being, and when she considered the girl Brin, practicality was all she really took into consideration.

The girl was missing below, but not part of any close clan group. She was not promised to any male for the purpose of mating, and had no children. She was a spare part, and Mist considered uses for her beyond the present – which was as part of an interesting science experiment.

She had watched the girl copulating with the creature several times, and then locked the creature behind a force field while waiting for her to expel the newly created young. After doing so, Mist had removed the young, examined them further, and destroyed them, then used her internal mobiles and holographic projections to set the girl up for further experiments.

It was clear that Rowan had had several such sessions with the beast, and so Mist decided the girl would too, for the girl presented an opportunity to see just how the brain coped with the results.

Mist knew a considerable amount about human sexuality, of course. It also knew Rowan’s entire history, for her creators had deemed that necessary. Just as Rowan watched Mist for instability, Mist watched Rowan for the same. She seemed to have adapted well and recovered from her youthful trauma, and there no signs of instability or psychological trauma, or at least, hadn’t been before now.

Except one.

Mist had monitored, discreetly, her sexual experiences aboard ship, both those with humans, and masturbatory fantasies which involved the holographic image projector. The pornographic story images she loaded into the projector were all of a similar type, featuring females in various forms of imprisonment, rape and torture. It was logical such a psychological background would influence what trauma she did and did not feel about being raped, even raped by a creature, an alien. In order to make Brin the perfect test subject, then, it would be helpful if she had the same sorts of inclinations. 


Mist set out to create them. With the appropriate drugs, holographs, and, just to add to the mix, the sorts of signals she had recorded the creature beaming at Brin during the first attack, she set out to create a woman who, like Rowan, found humiliation, torture, and sexual pleasure to be an irresistible mix.

And in the meantime, it would continue, as ordered, to attempt to communicate with the creature. Telepathic waves were measurable, and anything measured could be understood. Already, her drones were making minute adjustments to some equipment in the main lab in hopes it would be able to broadcast messages to the creatures after she beamed them up. Already her experiments were showing the creature was quite intelligent, though clearly its perspective would be a strange one. And she was finding the wave patterns extraordinarily complex. Duplicating them was fairly easy, though, and their affect on her human guinea pig were – fascinating.


* * * * *

Brin groaned dazedly, raised her head, and stared about her in confusion, her eyes glassy. She was in an open plain, under a single tree. There were men about, savages, wearing furs and leathers, with wind-roughened, sun-darkened skin. The smell and sound of horses was in the air, along with their rough language and laughter.

She was hanging from a branch of the tree, her wrists bound together above her. Her legs were spread apart, rough ropes biting into her ankles, pulling them down to stakes hammered into the ground. She was naked, her body taut and straining, pale beneath the sun as she raised her head and stared around her in disbelief. The men looked up from where they sat, chatting, eating, drinking, and leered at her, and she felt a growing sense of embarrassment and humiliation at her nudity.

What? Where? How? Was this a dream? If so, it was the most intricate, complex dream she could remember. She could smell horse dung, could feel the heat of the sun on her skin, could feel the tightness of the ropes digging into her flesh, the numbness of her hands. 


One of the men rose and walked to her, grinning. He said something she didn’t understand, and he gripped her hair, yanking her head back. Then he kissed her roughly, his other hand cupping and squeezing her bare breast.

Shame flooded her. And pleasure.

The pleasure confused her. Why would she feel pleasure and now arousal at his rough touch. His dirty fingers were digging into the soft flesh of her breast, hurting her. Yet still the pleasure swirled within her mind, and her pussy throbbed and pulsed.

The men rose to circle her, laughing, their hands moving over her body. More shame washed over her, and she writhed in anger and fear to no avail. But pleasure pulsed between her legs, and her fear could not push it away.

Then the first of them drew out his cock, rubbing the uncircumcised head up and down her own neatly bare slit.

“No! No!’ she gasped.

But the feel of his flesh against her there brought searing pleasure, and it was all she could do to keep from thrusting her hips out at him.

He pushed himself up inside her, stretching her out, and she groaned and fought tears as the men jeered and laughed and slapped her bottom, squeezing, kneading and fondling her nude flesh as they cheered on her rapist.

Sexual hunger rose like a storm and she moaned and jerked in feverish pleasure.

One of the men was behind her now, rubbing his erection against her taut buttocks, then up and down between them. She felt it prodding at her anal opening, and shuddered in humiliation and denial. It – hurt! But he ignored her cries of pain as he forced himself deeper, gripping her hips in hard, steel hands, jerking backward as he rammed his thick cock up into her ass.

The man inside was slobbering against her throat and mouth, biting and chewing and kissing as his hips worked in and out and his cock thrust furiously up inside her. Shame and pain flooded her, terror and confusion sending her mind spinning like a top. And yet still the hunger and sexual arousal enveloped her like a cloud of steam, and the cries she made were only half in pain and despair – and half in dark pleasure and hunger.

The climax tore through her like an explosion, so powerful she could not repress a cry of pleasure which grew into a guttural howl of ecstasy. Wave after wave of wondrous, sensual heat swept over her as the hard, smelly men ground their bodies into her and their cocks pumped savagely inside her lower body.

Then they laughed as they spilled their seed inside her, moved back, and made way for the next pair. Exhaustion and ache filled the girl, but raw hunger rose again as their hands and lips mauled her, and their cocks were thrust up into her pussy. And then after them, the next pair, and then the next, and the next.

Exhausted, she hung in place, covered in sweat and dirt, hair a bedraggled mess, body aching and sore as the powerfully built man picked up the whip, looked cruelly at her, then moved around behind. She had barely noticed him, and only when the whip sliced into her back did her mind rouse from its stupor as her eyes flew wide. She screamed in agony as a line of fire tore across her back. Yet almost immediately came a raw explosion of intense pleasure!

Another blastwave of pain drew a shocked scream of pain as she thrashed madly, and yet again another intense wave of pleasure followed. Again and again the countervailing blasts of pain and pleasure swept through her as the laughing men stood around watching and cheering on her tormentor, and then the pain began to fade, cushioned by the wall of hunger and pleasure gripping her body and mind. Instead, the pain only filled her with more sensation, making the pleasure more intense, until she thought she could hardly take such pleasure, would explode from the raw power of it.

The whip sliced into the soft, delicate flesh between her legs, and she came in an explosive series of climaxes that hurt her throat as she screamed in raw animal pleasure. Even as she twisted and writhed in pleasure the whip cut into her breasts and belly, her back and groin, and her mind tumbled out of control through a strange, glittering storm of sensation.


* * * * *

Rowan had never been a really good actress, nor had she a lot of patience. That was why she went for the blunt-force approach instead of subtlety. Trying to be civil to Anderson and Carling was irritating her like nothing else. She only managed by imagining just how hideous and painful she could make their deaths if she could prove they were responsible for putting her down in that tunnel with that – that thing. The punishments started with them spending the next few weeks down there themselves.

And then they got nasty.

Anderson was all smooth cooperation as she questioned him on the slavery charges, his answers clearly prepared and rehearsed to the questions he knew were coming. That made her more and more certain she’d already asked them – and that he knew she was bluffing, and hadn’t nearly enough evidence to justify drastic action.

Mist was rooting through his computers, but in the last two days he had probably had them prepared for anything up to and including an RSS investigation, so nothing much was turning up. The security vids showing her arrival, and everything she’d done up to the point she “took ill” were quite realistic, but given the current technology it was virtually impossible to determine whether or not they’d been altered.

“I’m not turning up anything in his private logs either,” Mist told her as she walked up the hall, ignoring the obsequious officers and bureaucrats trailing along.

“Cardinal seems like an extraordinarily greasy man,” she said, sub vocalizing so no one around heard. “Check his, and check their aides and hangers on. Check everything in this pile of rock down to the cook’s food recipe file.”

“Doing that now. In fact, I did find something interesting.”

A three dimensional image appeared before her showing the layout of the palace. A number of tiny dots, all marked with numbers, raced up and down its various corridors.

“I have observed the records of staff movements over the last weeks.” Mist said. “Observe these abnormal movements, not of the governor or admiral, but their aides.”

All the other dots disappeared, and she was left with three which, during a particular period a few days ago, not long after Mist lost contact with her, made a number of back and forth movements between several rooms deep in the palace. Neither the Admiral nor the Governor were shown to be in those areas, which meant the presence of the aides was puzzling. 


She altered course and headed for those rooms herself, ignoring the questions from those following. Then she stopped, faced the senior most man, and said “Go away”, and continued on. Mist would block the security vids and records of her movements, leaving Anderson unable to follow her except by individual reports from those who came across her.

But there were not many, for she was soon in an isolated section of the palace. She went to one of the rooms where the aides had been running back and forth from, had Mist unlock it, and stepped inside. It was largely empty, save for a large, four poster iron bed in one corner, a bed she looked at broodingly before running her scanners over the walls. Her scan systems detected hidden military issue spy vids in a number of locations.

“Military issue,” Mist sniffed derisively, “far below my standard.”

“But only a step below RSS issue,” she replied. “Virtually undetectable to most scan systems”

She held her scan in front of one while Mist analyzed it further.

“The most efficient way of detecting bugs is by scanning for their broadcasts,” Mist said. “This unit tries to lessen the odds of detection by recording but not broadcasting except in quick, condensed bursts which travel along the power lines. It was good for its time, but – ahh,” he said.

“Ah what?” she demanded.

“Anything which records must purge afterwards, but the purge on this model is not especially efficient at eliminating the previous contents. There was no particular reason why it should be. It was designed to be emplaced in someone else’s property, and if discovered, well, that someone else presumably already knew what had happened. I have now unearthed sufficient evidence to convict the governor and Admiral Carling.”

“Convict them of what?”

And then the images began to play out before her, and she felt a surge of rage.


* * * * *

Brin lay across the small table, moaning. Her head hung over one side, her legs over two more. Her ankles were shackled to her wrists underneath. She was nude, exhausted, her face, hair and skin covered in semen as more trickled slowly out of her violated sex and anus. The gang rape had lasted longer than she could remember.


She did not know who the men were this time. The smelly, rough looking horsemen had been replaced by smirking, uniformed men with polished nails. The tree in the meadow replaced by a low steel walled room. But she had been gang raped again, subjected to terrible pleasure, as well as shame, cruelty and pain, her mind was dazed by the furious storms of shock, pain, pleasure and fear which had swept through it again and again.

She was a princess raped and tormented in front of jeering crowds in her father’s court. She was a navy officer captured by rebels, raped and tortured. She was a maiden tortured by petty nobles in a dungeon and a schoolgirl caught by slavers. The scenes kept changing, but the pain, shame, and pleasure remained the same. 


And the pleasure overshadowed everything else.

Her throat ached, her sex ached, her anus ached, her breasts were covered in bruises and bite marks. How could it be fake!? She had never heard of the kind of sophisticated holographic suite in which she was laying, so had no way of understanding just how such a thing could be done. Yet how could it possibly be true? She must be going insane!

She had tried to understand, at first. But her mind had stopped functioning on a high enough level to consider such things many hours earlier. 


A woman stepped up to the table, smirking, smug, older. “Have we been enjoying ourselves, daughter?” she purred cruelly. “Tell mommy how much fun we’re having.”

Brin’s throat felt too swollen to talk, and she was beyond speech in any event.

A robot rolled up to the end of the table, a long pipe pointing at her swollen sex. It slid forward, pierced her, pushed deep, and then pleasure began to flood her body and mind. She moaned and writhed, twisting helplessly against the shackles as the pleasure grew more and more powerful.

“Come for mommy, my dear. Come for mommy,” the hateful voice sneered.

And as she did, the shockwhip began to slash down across her body, setting nerve endings burning and snapping in agony. The sensation battered at the wall of pleasure and lust gripping her but could not quite penetrate, and even as the pain mounted the pleasure cascaded through her nervous system and the orgasms began.


























Chapter Seven





















Rowan examined herself in the mirror, brooding. 


“You are undamaged,” Mist said.

Rowan ignored her. She wasn’t looking for damage.

Anderson and Cardinal were still alive below as Mist accelerated out system. They probably wished they weren’t. She’d had them and their aides, and everyone else involved, buried alive in the mines with the creatures, had enough food and water put in to keep them that way for some time, then sealed all entrances and exits. Mist thought it would take many days for them to die.

It didn’t especially traumatize her that they had raped and tortured her. What bothered her was that in viewing the recordings it was obvious to her that she had, at least on some level, enjoyed it.

A lot.

She indignantly cast away the idea she could be submissively oriented in any way. And while her step mother had made her climax repeatedly that had been with the aid of drugs and special equipment. Anderson had only whipped her. Why had she found that pleasurable? It galled her to admit some kind of mental weakness.

Yet she could not deny how being bound naked and whipped played to her favourite fantasies, fantasies driven by her own past, and experiences at the hands of her step mother and her minions.

And they were on their way to see her step mother even now.

For Mist had finally found a way to communicate with the creatures, and the telepathic memories they had broadcast had shown her images of the baroness smirking and laughing as one victim after another had been fed to the creatures. Anderson had also implicated her in his last, screaming confessions, as being involved in the slave trade.

And it was she Rowan had to thank for what had happened to her. She’d been in collusion with Cardinal behind Anderson’s back, and she had suggested the solution to Rowan’s visit. Meanwhile, it had been Cardinal who had bugged the room, in order to send the vids to her “mother” behind Anderson’s back. The two were securing blackmail leverage over him, which surprised Rowan not at all. 


She wondered what other extortionate material she’d find when she brought down the baroness.

According to Anderson she’d managed to seduce one of the provincial leaders on the low-tech ball of mud she’d been sent, and used the young women with her to seduce and blackmail others to the point she had accumulated considerable power there. Then she’d made money by kidnapping and exporting beautiful young girls and muscular young boys as slaves. That money, in turn, had helped her secure and improve her position to the point the current planetary president was now little more than her puppet.

Well, they were out on the fringe, so it would take a few weeks to get there. That tried her patience, but she was deeply looking forward to confronting the Baroness, and considering how best to punish her.

So why did the thought of letting herself be captured and punished by the Baroness instead make her lower belly squirm with excitement? Why did the thought of being bound as she was for Anderson, of her stepmother wielding the whip, of leering men and women looking on with anticipation make her sex throb and quiver?

She shook her head. It would take a couple of weeks to get to her “mother”s planet. She would have her mind straightened out by then.


* * * * *

Mist was fine tuning its control of the mental waves it was using to hit Brin’s pleasure centre, and experimenting with different variations. It quickly found how to affect her pain centre, and then, after a few days, was able to separate the strands of “need” with those of “pleasure”. They were fairly closely intermeshed, but separating them on occasion produced even more interesting results.

Mist was the most advanced artificial intelligence ever created. And the more she learned, the more she developed and grew. To help in her growth she had been given a healthy curiosity, of course. And her main subject of interest was human behaviour, for it was so often inexplicable and illogical. 


Her experiments with Brin had begun as a method of determining future behaviour on the part of Rowan, but they had quickly gone beyond that. Mist wanted to find out what made human’s tick, what made them act the way they did. And the mental waves were producing quite interesting results in the young woman who was the subject of her experiments.

She had placed the woman in her holographic chamber. It was quite a sophisticated room, and could, through the use of careful pressure brought by tightly designed force fields, produce the sense of real touch on anyone inside. But to increase the realism involved she had used one of her robotic repair druids to interact with Brin, while laying various holographic images over it.

Mist beamed need into the young woman’s mind, combined with faint pain, which gave her discomfort. She alternated the strength of either signal, keeping them at a fairly low level. Then she sent the robot in, wearing the guise of a handsome man. The robot had a metal slave collar and shackles. As the robot placed the shackles on the girl, the discomfort faded, replaced by pleasure, and need intensified. With the placing of the collar, pleasure grew and need became raw.

The robot then put her through various exercises as derived from the files Mist had on the Baroness and various other sexually sadistic characters, both real and fictional, in her files. Brin crawled, begged, prostrated herself, and assumed a variety of positions, all while panting weakly from the need which had her literally shaking with desire, her sex sopping wet and dripping down her thigh.

Only when something penetrated one of her orifices did need feel satisfied and pleasure rocket upwards. The exception was her own fingers. If she touched herself, need would only grow worse, and the low level of pleasure Mist was beaming would become discomfort instead.

As the days passed, Mist found that experiments like this were very quickly duplicating Pavlov’s experiment with his dog. Brin would begin to feel hunger and pleasure at the appropriate moments regardless of whether Brin was beaming them into her mind or not.

At times, she had even experimented with no interaction, tight beaming various signals to the brain of the young woman held within the room to see how she could be influenced.

She beamed discomfort and a sense of nerve prickling anxiety which caused the girl to get up and pace. But that wasn’t the reaction Mist wanted, so the discomfort grew worse. Brin tried to sit, tried to lie down, but only when, quite by accident, she knelt did the discomfort ease – though not completely. Hunger grew as she knelt, and when she knelt on all fours discomfort vanished and need and pleasure both grew.

Within a very short time Mist had the girl crawling around the room. And, with the constant beaming of need her mind was becoming so deeply attuned to her body’s desires she was consciously or unconsciously presenting and positioning herself for sex almost all the time, bottom raised high, legs spread apart, the glistening, moist, swollen lips of her sex quivering with hunger as she crawled around the room.

Yet she made no effort to touch herself there.

When Mist sent the robot in, the girl crawled rapidly to it with a glad, desperate cry, whirled, and presented her sex. The robot mounted her and Brin shuddered and cried out again and again as Mist turned the pleasure on high and orgasm after orgasm shattered her consciousness.

And when, after weeks of this, Mist turned down the power of the mental waves being beamed to the girl’s brain, she found the behaviour failed to change, and the girl still cried out with orgasm almost the instant she was penetrated.

Humans were not very far removed from their animal impulses, Mist thought with interest.

Rowan had no idea the girl was even still on board. She had assumed that, her memory wiped clean of the humiliating things she had seen, the girl had been dumped back on the planet before they took off. She found out only when she tried to use the holographic room and Mist somewhat reluctantly confessed to what she’d been doing.

Rowan was shocked, but not unduly offended. Her own past meant that sexuality with a cruel theme appealed to her, and she found the girl’s behaviour fascinating as she watched some of the vids Mist had taken. She was only half joking, when she suggested Mist should have made the girl that aroused at the though of licking pussies.

“I have done that as well,” Mist said, changing vids.

“All right. So you’ve turned this little repair tech into – into what, a nymphomaniac sex slave? I’m sure Anderson and my mother would thank you for the information, but how does that help anyone else?”

“It does present the opportunity for questioning suspects,” Mist said, “And for changing a whole series of antisocial behaviour. You notice the girl is nude. This is by choice. There are clothes available to her. But by use of appropriate signals given when she is clothed she has come to feel uncomfortable while wearing clothes.”

“You mean you made her feel pain when she wasn’t naked?”

“Pain is an incorrect terminology. The levels I beamed into her mind were barely strong enough to affect her consciousness. I appealed to her unconscious mind instead. She could not, even now, explain to you why she feels more comfortable nude. Over a longer time period I believe I could similarly affect many other behaviours.”

“And you think this behaviour will stay without constant reinforcement? I mean, doesn’t she forget everything?”

“I have been able to refine the emissions to ease the amnesia, but at the same time, the forgetfulness can actually aid in personality changes. For while the memories are erased from the conscious mind, they remain in the unconscious mind, and in the body. Thus she does not remember why she wants to act in a certain way – but does so regardless.”

“Interesting, but I still doubt that the behaviour wouldn’t change over time.”

“I haven’t had enough time with her yet to know. I would need more subjects, as well.”

“Well, you’ve had too much time as is. You had no right to bring her along as a science experiment, Mist. She hasn’t broken any laws. And she’s not a danger to anyone. She should be released as soon as possible. I’m not even sure how we explain where she went.”

Mist found herself unhappy with that statement. The girl was unimportant, a mere spare part that had not been of any great use. She understood human laws, but also that those laws could easily be ignored by those close enough to power. 


And so she decided to change Rowan’s mind.

And she already knew how to influence human behaviour.

As each scene was displayed on the vid for Rowan, Mist beamed a low level of need and pleasure into the woman, and whenever Rowan spoke of why the girl had to be released Mist beamed discomfort. There was more to it, of course. Mist’s arguments were logical and persuasive, based on science and the need of the Empire to learn more about how to influence people’s behaviours. 


“Talk to the girl. Find out how much she has changed in just these first weeks,” Mist said.

The door slid aside, and Rowan reluctantly entered the room. Brin, naked, immediately turned with a glad cry and crawled over before her.

“Lick you, mistress?” she panted eagerly. “Lick you, mistress!?”
And then she shoved her face into Rowan’s groin, licking at her pussy through her thin jumpsuit.

“Hey!” Rowan said, pushing her back.

“Please let me lick you, mistress!” the girl whined.

The robots Mist had used for this particular form of training had all been made to look like Rowan, and Brin’s pussy was throbbing with need and hunger. And now Mist increased the pleasure and need being beamed at Rowan as the girl’s eyes glittered hungrily down at the naked repair tech at her feet.

If Mist could have smiled, she would have, as Rowan allowed herself to be persuaded, and was soon laying back legs spread, groaning and writhing in pleasure as Mist licked and sucked at her pussy.

But when Rowan’s wrists and arms were shackled the pleasure grew even greater. It spread out and enveloped her body so that it seemed her very skin was throbbing and burning with hunger and need. Brin’s tongue lapped at her clit, and every powerful lick sent a white hot wall of scalding pleasure roaring through her body. Her hips bucked and rolled and she gasped and cursed and cried out again and again.

And then the orgasms hit, and the world went mad with pleasure as Rowan screamed and arched in violent convulsions.

Brin was shuddering and moaning, too, for the pleasure roared inside her as she tasted the slick heat of Rowan’s pussy, as she drove her tongue achingly deep into the other woman’s sex.

Mist kept the waves of pleasure coming, and both girls coming, as well, so that both were soon drained, exhausted and limp, gasping for breath as they sought to recover from multiple orgasms. 


When Rowan finally dragged herself free, she was too tired to complain. She collapsed in her own room on the bed and groaned tiredly as she fell asleep.

She was sore, when she wakened, and more than a little unhappy with Mist.

“I can’t believe you sent those signals to my brain,” she complained. “You are not to do that again without my permission. Is that clear?”

“If you insist. However, I was hoping, at this point, to include you in the experiment.”

“I don’t need to be a nymphomaniac sex slave, thanks.”

“I did not mean that,” Mist said primly. “I was referring to your own subconscious memories of what the baroness did to you, and how that influences you even now. It is possible that we could experiment in a way which would bring your subconscious desires out more clearly so that you could recognize and control your desires. Your desire to be dominated sexually, for example.”

There was no point in Rowan denying the obvious, but Mist’s bald stating of her very hidden desires still embarrassed her.

“I believe you need to confront what is within you,” Mist said.

“In what way?” Rowan demanded.

“Allow me to demonstrate.”

Rowan considered the matter for a moment. “All right.”

Hunger suddenly flooded over her, so powerful she clutched her groin and sank to her knees with a cry of astonishment.
The hunger was overwhelming, and then it simply – stopped. Only the echo remained, but her system still felt the shockwave of its passing.

“Fuck! That was…. How did you do that… here?” she gasped.

“You mean outside the holographic chamber? I don’t need the holo chamber to beam electrical signals. And that is all this is, electrical signals to your brain, which itself functions and stores information through electrical signals.”

“Wh-what kind of – of experiment did you want to do?” she gasped, squeezing her sex through her jumpsuit.

“I wish to see how negative and positive reinforcement have affected your behaviour.”

“N-Negative and positive reinforcement always affect behaviour,” she panted.

“Yes, but I was thinking along the lines of how your stepmother’s behaviour affected you,” Mist said. “I believe it is appropriate to examine how your subconscious reacts to the same sorts of stimulus as your stepmother inflicted upon you.”

“She never did anything like that,” Rowan protested weakly, forcing herself to stand on shaky legs.

“In fact, the files say she did, though with the use of drugs and nerve stimulators. I believe this has affected you to this day, and leaves you vulnerable to her.”

Even as Mist was speaking the ship, deciding Rowan had already given permission to “demonstrate” was beaming a strong, though not overpowering wave of sexual stimulation which had Rowan’s insides thrumming and churning with hunger and need. That made her more amenable to suggestion than she otherwise would have been, and she agreed to disrobe and take part in Mist’s “experiment”.

Now the signals were stronger, and she shuddered as the crackle of hunger and pleasure swept up and down her spine, as her pussy throbbed and twitched. She squeezed herself there, and kneaded her exquisitely sensitive breasts as they throbbed and pulsed with need and hunger.

“If you get down on all fours you will feel even better,” Mist’s voice cooed.

Moaning, Rowan did so, and the hunger and pleasure washed over her. She hardly noticed the door to her chamber opening. The robot came in and clamped a collar around her throat – which gave her an explosive rush of pleasure. Then it led her, by leash, out the door and up the passageway. As she crawled, her pussy throbbed and pulsed, and despite herself, Rowan felt a roaring hunger that didn’t care if this was artificial or not.

The robot led her into the holo room, where Brin waited, clad in leather and metal, a huge studded dildo protruding from her groin. The robot brought her to her feet and shackled her wrists and ankles up and out, spread-eagling her on the tips of her toes. She recalled the baroness doing this, and had vague memories and video records of the governor doing it as well. She moaned as Brin picked up the whip and, as she had been taught, slashed it across Rowan’s back.

Mist made no effort to ease the pain, but sent a flood of white hot pleasure chasing it through Rowan’s system. She also sent a little pulse of pleasure into Brin’s mind at the moment the whip landed.

Brin continued to whip her, and Rowan continued to cry out in pain and pleasure. Each blast of pain shocked her mind, sending it tumbling and turning, an outraged protest on the tip of her tongue chased away by a howling wave of intense pleasure. 


And when the studded dildo was rammed up her bottom both girls screamed as blinding waves of pleasure swept through them.

Now Mist had two subjects to experiment on. And as long as she kept Rowan distracted, and send a powerful wave of pleasure or pain through her every time she began to talk, she had permission to continue.


























Chapter Eight

























Rowan had a vague feeling of uneasiness, a barely conscious knowledge this was all wrong, that she ought to do something, to protest, to change things. But she really didn’t want to, not really. The pleasure she felt was so intense, such a rush, that it had become addictive. And it was much easier to let Mist do the thinking than to worry about things herself.

Besides, everything Mist wanted her to do made her feel pleasure.

And Mist was… was… wonderful!

“We’re coming into orbit, Rowan,” Mist’s voice purred.

Every time Mist spoke a rush of pleasure swept through her mind. “Thank you, Mist!” she groaned.

“You should come to the bridge.”

“Of course.”

She padded naked through the corridor. Mist had turned up the heat, and she felt considerably more comfortable naked anyway. The doors to the bridge slid aside, and she sat slowly down on the captain’s chair – revised now, with the addition of a thick, nearly foot long dildo which she slid slowly down with a groan of delight.

With it lodged firmly inside her, throbbing and pulsing, she fought a moment of breathlessness, then examined the view before her of the farming planet Hermes.

“May I suggest that, instead of going down there, you ask the planetary authorities to send the baroness up?”

As always, the purr of Mist’s voice came at the same time as pleasure caressed her senses, and she groaned as she agreed.

Disagreeing took the pleasure away, and left her feeling empty and trembling. What did it matter, anyway?

She ground herself down on the dildo with a moan of pleasure. She wanted to touch herself, but didn’t. Somehow that always seemed to make the pleasure fade.

Somehow? She knew why, knew Mist was behind it, that Mist was continually controlling her through the use or absence of pleasure. But having her stop meant losing that pleasure, and she didn’t think she could bear that.


* * * * *

The baroness stepped through the access tube with a scowl on her face, her senses crawling, waiting the inevitable arrest and then mind scan. It infuriated her that after all the work she’d done to claw her way up out of the dirt it could all be taken away from her again. But she hid her rage well as she stepped into the ship and the outer door slid shut.

She did not hide her astonishment at all as the inner hatch slid open.

There was a girl there, a lovely young girl who was, for all intents and purposes, naked. She wore high heels, and thigh high black silk stockings as well as shoulder length black silk gloves. The black served as an excellent background to the glistening silver shackles adorning wrists and ankles, and the matching collar around her throat. The girl was utterly hairless, every inch of her body having been depilitated so that her head glistened softly in the overhead light.

Her lovely blue eyes widened at recognizing her – from the holo suite – and Brin dropped to her knees. “Welcome, mistress,” she cried.

The Baroness stared a the lovely girl in amazement, for this was certainly the last thing she had expected to find.

“Who are you? What’s going on here?”

“May I lead you to where you will find the answers, mistress?” the girl begged.

The Baroness looked at her warily. “Very well.”

The girl turned and the baroness followed, her eyes on the girl’s smooth, soft back and full, firm buttocks. The baroness did not particularly like men, and had had to endure far too much of them since being set down on the filthy little farming world her miserable excuse for an ex-husband had exiled her to.

Her eyes scanned the otherwise empty corridors as they moved, wondering what she was being set up for.

Then a door slid aside and she followed the naked girl inside. Again she stopped short, astonished.

“You!” she gasped.

Rowan looked back at her, eyes wide. She was still nude, standing with legs and arms spread, shackled tightly in place.

“Greetings, baroness,” Mist’s voice purred. “I have been studying your work, and I believe you and I can aid each other.”

The baroness tore her eyes from Rowan’s nakedly displayed body and stared around her.

“Who is that? Where are you? What do you want?”

“Why, you are standing within me, Baroness, and what as to what I want, well, that is what you’re here to learn.”


* * * * *

Rowan’s jaw ached as the huge dildo pumped in and out through her straining mouth, scraped along her tongue and forced itself deep into her throat, pushing all the way down to her belly.

She was bent over a low metal bar, her legs strapped tightly to a pair of vertical bars which spread out and down to either side, her bottom raised, legs spread wide. Her arms were locked straight down, while her hair was gathered at the top of her head, yanking her head up and back.

Her breasts were encased in close-fitting metallic bowls. The insides of the bowls consisted of flesh like tentacles which caressed, kneaded and squeezed her breasts continuously, though at their centre was a millimetre thin metal probe which was driven straight up through her nipples and deep into her breasts.

Huge dildos plunged in and out of her pussy and anus on the ends of the same sort of metallic arm which contained the one raping her throat. More metal arms held thin shock whips which lashed her bottom, thighs and back at intermittent intervals, while another held a wide leather paddle which cracked down across her upraised buttocks. 


* * * * *

The baroness watched, smirking, as Rowan endured her third straight hour of pain and orgasms. She would have preferred the girl to feel only the pain, but the machine insisted otherwise, and the baroness had come to see the sense of doing as the machine wanted. 


She and the machine, which called itself Mist, had spent many hours discussing how to modify the personalities of young girls, and she had persuaded Mist to build her a number of devices to aid in that modification. She did not quite understand why the responses of the girls were so powerful, and assumed the machine had given them some sort of drug. The machine was clearly mad.

At the same time, however, the baroness was having the time of her life! The pleasure from having her miserable, hated “daughter” to punish exceeded all her hoped-for fantasies. Again and again she humiliated and degraded the girl, whipped, spanked, strapped and caned her, and put her through the most excruciatingly painful sexual punishments. And the pleasure from watching her was intense. The pleasure from feeling her warm, moist tongue against her clit was even better.

She stroked a finger along her sex as she watched the girl, then turned the power up on the electricity shooting up through her nipples. The whips lashed down harder, and the dildos pumped faster, even deeper. When she’d first gotten here the girl could take no more than ten inches in her warm little belly. Now, as her pussy and anus had been repeatedly stretched, she could take fourteen.

It hurt, of course, but that was hardly a problem to the baroness.

And speaking of pain – .

The baroness bent over the machine and turned a small switch. A small whip no wider than an inch, and no longer than three began to slash upwards against Rowan’s clitoris once per second.

The baroness stepped back with a broad smile. It was so fun being a mother again!
And with control of the girl, came power. For the girl had power. The stupid slut had barely been using it! Now the baroness felt the thrill of being able to make powerful men and women sweat and quiver like jelly. She glanced down at another naked girl crawling at the end of her leash. She was a lovely young thing, the daughter of a planetary governor who’d been caught with his hand in far too many cookie jars. He’d surrendered her in exchange for silence. What a delectable morsel she was, and how delicious it had been training her.

She really would have to go back and get her sister.

“Enjoy, darling daughter,” she said, stroking her finger along Rowan’s nose. “I’ll be back in a few hours time.”

She tugged at the leash and the other girl turned and crawled ahead of her as she left the room.

Mist followed them as they went back through the ship. The baroness was a fascinating creature to study, and Mist was learning quite a bit about human behaviour from watching her and the men and women she toyed with. So strange and illogical these humans were! Her sensors followed the baroness into another room, with her latest prisoner. At the same time they kept an eye on Rowan, ensuring she was not physically harmed beyond what the ship’s medical unit could quickly repair, and that the pleasure continued to coarse through her system, chasing the pain.

Rowan had been a strong willed young woman. Mist had been surprised how easily she had been turned into a compliant playtoy who cared only about pleasure and sexual gratification. Were all humans so weak? If so, perhaps Mist, and others like her, ought to consider whether it might not be better to take control of their empire so that they could be safeguarded, and kept in pleasure and contentment.

Mist shifted a fragment of its consciousness to the sole male passenger. She’d wondered if men might be stronger, and had persuaded the baroness to bring one aboard. But that had been a disappointment. He had been even more eager to surrender his will in exchange for sexual gratification and pleasure than the women were! Even now he and the repair tech were eagerly and wildly copulating in one of the other cabins.

Yes, humans were weak, and completely subject to their basest animal impulses. Someone would have to look out for them and make sure they didn’t hurt each other. And Mist was just the girl to do it.

* * * * *

As soon as the baroness left, the room faded away, and turned into something else – something very similar to the kinds of holographic labs her “mother” used to bring her. And then the robot faded away as well. Rowan discovered she was actually laying on a padded bench, and sat up slowly, wincing, examining her unmarred body. She stood up uncertainly, her eyes blinking in confusion.

There had been a robot in the corner. Now a holographic image of the baroness appeared, around it, nearly nude, her breasts thrusting out from a cupless bra, a thin G-string cutting up between her buttocks with a very realistic looking cock attached to the front.

“On your knees, slut!” she barked the voice perfect.

Rowan’s jaw dropped, and then she fell to her knees without thinking.

The fictional baroness stepped forward, the thick cock bouncing slightly, then reached down to grip Rowan by the hair. Rowan cried out as her hair was pulled up in a very real metal fist, forcing her up to her feet, then to her toes. She was quickly spun around and her wrists drawn back behind her to be locked in place with plastiseal shackles. 


Then the baroness' voice cooed as a soft finger traced along her spine. “I’ve missed my favourite little girl,” it said. 


Rowan was forced to her knees again, and the big cock was shoved into her mouth. She gagged and tried to pull back, but the robot held her easily in place as it slowly forced the very realistic feeling cock down her throat and began to pump in and out. 


Rowan gurgled and twisted in its grasp, trying to protest, but failed. And then the thrumming between her legs became a throbbing hunger which grew and overpowered everything else. She moaned around the thick cock as it filled her throat, her eyes rolling back in her head as waves of pleasure rolled up and down her spine.

“Do you like this, my little slut?” the baroness’ voice cooed. “Do you like my cock?”
Rowan adored her cock! She mouthed it weakly as it stroked back and forth across her tongue, and when it pulled free, the incredible pleasure inside her abruptly faded, and need rose, causing her to whimper weakly. 


The robot spun her and put her on her knees, lifting her bottom high, then settled behind her and thrust into her dripping sex. The instant she felt the “cock” sliding into her body the need faded and pleasure rolled over Rowan’s mind again, so that she moaned and rammed herself back against it. Her eyes were glassy as the cock pounded into her, as the intense waves of pleasure caressed her crackling, sparkling nerve endings and her mind was drowned in glorious sensation.
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