
“Is there something I can help you with?” A voice asked me after I was alone in the bedroom. I looked at the ceiling. I have no idea where that voice came from, but we tend to look up when we address the unknown. If we talk to God, we raise our eyes to the sky. The AI is not a God, per se, but it’s of a similar enigmatic nature, right?
“There is actually, you can tell my concubines how to use those replicator things.”
“Are there restrictions on how they can use them?” It asked.
“No, any request from them is coming from me as well. They are here to take care of me, so facilitate them as best as you can.”
“Consider it done.”
“Wake me tomorrow at dawn.”
“Technically, there is no sun to rise, but I will wake you at 0600. We have alarm clocks for that purpose, and it’s not really a task for an AI.”
“Thank you,” I said sleepily, ignoring criticism from a haughty AI.
———————————
The next morning came too early. Before my alarm AI told me to wake up, a knock on my door and Isis’ voice told me breakfast was ready. Without a shower, I dressed in the same clothes as yesterday and went to the ‘living room’. Drew’s crew was waiting for me at a nicely set breakfast table. 
“Sit down and eat,” I said after I noticed I was the only one sitting at the table, slightly irritated. “Yesterday was the first and I hope the last time that I felt so disappointed in all of you. I am not interested in your excuses or reasons you kept an important secret from me. We are on a dangerous trip and we need unconditional trust in each other. We are not supposed to keep secrets from each other.”
“I want to hear from each of you: ‘Drew, I will keep nothing secret from you.” Each of them obediently recited the words. “Somehow, this still doesn't feel like enough. I don't want to punish you for abandoning me, and therefore you shouldn't perceive what I am about to say as a punishment.”
“Aislinn, you first. You have been my lab assistant for years. And a good one, or at least good enough. You could have, should have known, that I would have taken you along regardless of the spare parts on your body. It is your job, Aislinn, to get Joyce pregnant before we reach Fiditon-1. Sharon, you maximise the conditions for fertilising Joyce. Isis, Aislinn will entrust her key to you, making you its keeper. The cage stays on during the day, and you will unlock it at night. It’s your job to make her excited enough to ejaculate inside of Joyce. Aislinn, I want you to come inside Joyce’s womb every single day until we reach Fiditon-1, on fertile and non-fertile days. Every night will be dedicated to the singular purpose of getting Joyce pregnant. I will ask the AI to monitor Joyce and to confirm if and when she will be with child.”
“Confirmed,” the AI interrupted. All the women at the table looked at me as if I had gone mad. 
“Aislinn, I know this isn’t easy for you. You know how I feel about impregnating Joyce, and I consider this a personal favour. I know very well I will be the one to give her the second child, but this buys both Joyce and me time to adjust to the new reality.”
“Kia, as the others are all busy in the other room, you will keep me company until we reach our destination.” I said, turning over to the girl who looked back at me like a proverbial deer in headlights. 
“Sharon. Out of everyone, you are the one who has let me down the most. I feel you have betrayed my trust in you. You will have to work hard to regain some of that trust. Perhaps it’s my fault for depending on the honesty of my wife too much in the past. Consider yourself to be at the lowest position within our community. You are not only my ex-wife but also my ex-confidante.” 
Sharon broke down crying. Even though I felt terrible about it, I had no intention of retracting those words. I don’t believe any of them enjoyed being away from Earth. When you reach for something for a long time, it becomes illuminated in your imagination, smoothed by hope and what you expect. It’s more than just a goal; but when the long-awaited moment arrives and you’re here on a cold ship, the feeling is strangely hollow. What once drove you eagerly now leaves you a bit disheartened, as if the process was more satisfying than the outcome. The thing you craved so intensely is harsh and unforgiving; your longing, however, was vast.
“Everyone hurry; we have to be in the cafeteria at 0800 hours. Because we have hidden so much from each other, you will wear your birth suits and nothing else. Well, Aislinn will wear her cage and nothing else. I want everyone’s makeup to be immaculate and make sure you’re ready at 0750 hours.”
Sharon spoke on behalf of all of them, as was to be expected. “I beg you, Master Drew, to let us wear our concubine shifts. I think most, if not all, sponsors will allow their concubines to wear their shifts. Why would you humiliate us all by being nude and think for a moment how Aislinn would feel about wearing nothing?” 
I sighed. Everything was a fight. “Sharon, just do what you’re told—no carryin’ on, Sharon. Kia, bring my uniform, will you?”
“Uh… what uniform, sir?”
“The uniform you asked the AI to prepare for this meeting today with the other sponsors. Those people who were also wearing their uniforms because their concubines made sure they were ready for them in time.” I walked back to my cabin and took a shower. Ever since I had come aboard here, a feeling of unease had filled me. Perhaps it is better to say that my body reacted as if danger were imminent. It was nonsense, of course. The only danger was that I would feel uncomfortable in a large group. That was probably what was bothering me. 
I yearned for the calm of my laboratory, where my accountability extended only to my research outcomes. The responsibility for five women I could not rely on weighed heavily. Perhaps I was too strict with them. But I’d rather be too strict now than wish later that I had informed them of the new reality from the beginning. The life of a concubine was no life. Having to do what someone else says all the time was something I wouldn’t be able to endure for long myself. Today was going to be a challenge for them. Today was the real litmus test.
One by one, the girls came outside. Even though I had only had sex with two of them, I had seen them all naked for months. Except for Aislinn, but her body held no secrets since yesterday either. It was therefore even more striking that both Joyce and Kia held their hands in front of their bodies. It showed how uncomfortable they found it to expose themselves naked to strangers. I don't think they felt uncomfortable with me; I think it was a harbinger of what was to come. Why shouldn't I just dress them in a simple dress to protect their dignity? Why did I dismiss that thought as soon as it crossed my mind? No matter how much I denied it, were petty feelings of revenge at the root of this after all? Had this environment, where everything revolved around power, already crept into my ego system? Was I required to show my superiority at the expense of others, and from what did I derive that so-called superiority? Did a CAP score provide a well-rounded picture of a person, or did it merely show the extent to which a person contributed in the fight against the Sa'arm?
The AI ​​warned us we had an appointment in the officers’ mess three minutes ago.
My feelings of doubt would only reinforce my crew's doubts about my leadership. Many times they had emphasised that they expected leadership from me; now was the time to show it. My Blue litmus paper turned red; let’s hope those of my concubines remained blue. 
“Follow me, always in this order: Kia, Aislinn, Joyce, Isis, and Sharon. Learn to walk as close as you can to another, without contacting the person before you. Kia, remain a metre behind me, so if I stop abruptly you won’t bump into me. Let’s go.”
I opened the Pod’s door. I am unsure if heaven would permit this door. It looked more like a Hell’s gate. The purpose of the goose step with military precision was to distract their thoughts from their entry into the canteen. And no; It didn’t work. In a room where every concubine was wearing a shift, however simple and revealing, five women in the nude mercilessly drew all eyes towards us. Maybe I had already known from the start that this wasn't a good idea, but there hadn't been enough time to properly map out the consequences of my impulsive idea. 
Aislinn and Isis attracted the most attention. I understand that. Suddenly, a woman comes walking up whom you’ve only seen in movies until now. And she’s wearing a costume she always wears when she acts in films. And her breasts are so beautiful and such attention-grabbers that the only thing you can think of is grabbing them. To grab, squeeze, bite, devour, caress, and admire them. You are in awe of them, and perhaps also of her. You cannot believe she’s here, and yet you are in the same room. I know how you feel; I feel it every single day. 
And Aislinn. You would swear she was a woman. There is nothing muscular in her face, her hair, her tits. Okay, they are not Isis’ breasts, but Isis is Isis, a class of her own. Not a woman on Earth or beyond could compete with that. And yet Aislinn’s tits are full of promise. Proud, well-shaped, and proportionate. Any man would love to suckle on those nipples; they are two invitation cards on her chest. But perhaps you immediately noticed the grotesque metal thing between her legs. It’s almost impossible to ignore: the only piece of clothing on an otherwise naked body. 
The combination of what you have always seen as masculine and what you have seen as feminine, that you cannot help but look at it, whether or not you want to. It is so contradictory, so unnatural, so non-naked. The image evokes a person you know; her face disfigured by burns. Perfect flesh framed by glaring imperfections. Neither one nor the other belongs here.
 The murmur grew louder; the glances of the men, and of the women too for that matter, were directed first at Isis. Accustomed to people staring at her, she did not flinch or blush. Or not batting an eye, whatever you prefer. She didn’t do that either. Bat an eye. Being judged your whole life on what you do instead of who you are, does that to you, I think.
“Hey, you is that metal thing filled or is just decoration?” a guy shouted, the one with tattoos everywhere, even on his neck. In darts, tattoos are quite common; besides, it’s hard to find a blank canvas nowadays. Everyone, male and female, has one or more things written in ink on their body. Think for a minute about what this signifies for humanity – the urge to permanently engrave something onto our skin. Aislinn had several tattoos and Isis as well.
“Hey, I asked you a question, bitch.” Yeah. One of those.
“Perhaps she is not answering you because I ordered them not to talk.” I said, remembering too late that I had actually wanted to give them that assignment, but had forgotten. I could only hope that they would take up the order in retrospect.
“Well, you tell me, tough guy, is she a freak of nature or not?”
“This is Aislinn, who won a prize for best-looking foetus in the womb of her mother, beautiful as a baby, a toddler and a teenager. Smart enough to become the lab assistant of the nastiest and most demanding scientist in the world. So, she is a lot of things, but freak is definitely not one of them.” I said.
“Why don’t you take that thing off, so we all can see how freakish she really is.” The guy challenged.

