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Chapter 1 : Surprise

TFNS Reliant and her escorts were at high supralight speed patrolling the frontier between Terran and Coalen space. She was the iron fist in the border patrol force of small, fast, stealthy ships whose job was to find any intruders.  Reliant was a Battleship with a crew of 3,000 and equipped for a major battle. It was escorted by two cruisers, Ajax and Achilles, and four destroyers. The Coalen had been testing the border for the last few months in task force strength, trying to determine how serious the Terrans were in keeping them out.

Things had been quiet ever since they started their patrol, nearly a month earlier and everyone had settled into their shipboard routine. TF 45 was cruising at its patrol speed, halfway through Epsilon space, of ten light years per day when the blaring screech of General Quarters howled through Reliant. , followed by a calm voice, "General Quarters, battle stations. This is not a drill."

Her crew froze at the onslaught of sound then the decks thundered as they ran for their battle stations with one thought, "Coalen."

Rear Admiral Shan Arens' imperturbable visage appeared in Captain Nylla Bender's implant before the alarm ended.

"Situation, Nylla?"

"Scan reports several large ships just crossing the border ahead of us. Too far away to be sure of type, but it looks like three or four cruiser size ships coming into Terran space from Coalen. Azimuth seventy, elevation one-twenty, in the delta band. We don't have them on scan yet, but if the report is accurate, they'll cross in front of us in four hours at our current velocities."

"OK. That's why we're here. Set us up to intercept them based on their last vector. Have sniper drones sent out on to cover the expected engagement area, and get the stealth systems up." Shan knew It was almost impossible to hide a starship running in the high dimensions. There was just too much energy flux to be hidden. The latest stealth systems used a modified battle screen generator to reduce the flux so Reliant could appear to be a cruiser and Ajax a destroyer. "I'm coming to CIC."

Captain Bender turner to her Tactical officer, "John, put it in the tank and get me their course."

"Aye, Aye, Sir." The bogeys and TF 45 appeared in the 3D display field, "The Tank." TF 45 and its capital class ships were vivid green points with vector lines extending before then, showing where hey would be in ten minutes., the bogeys were a fuzzy crimson blob, with a transparent red cone showing the estimated area they could occupy in ten minutes. The surrounding stars were a fainter yellow. Three sniper drones' symbols were halfway to the bogeys, spread in a fan.

The Coalen were a encountered a hundred years ago and a short, vicious war ensued. They attack us as soon as we are detected. We've never successfully communicated. We sent a couple of peace envoys who never returned. The bodies we've examined after battles tell us they are close cousins. They are human in form, and average in build. We've never seen any females, but the men would be unremarkable on any street in the Federation.

They had Multidimensional travel, but their equipment wasn't good enough for them to get above the delta band, which gave Terrans a terrific speed advantage.  They were xenophobic, at least to Terrans. We were evenly matched at the beginning of the war. They were fearless and some thought, pig headed. They wouldn't retreat, even if they were losing a battle. They fought to the last ship.

Once we realized our speed advantage, we always brought decisive force to a battle. The war ended when they lost too many ships and just stopped attacking over the border. They continued to probe across it with a few ships at a time. It was assumed they were looking for weak spots where they could cross without us noticing.  We still had no idea why they kept coming over the border.

Admiral Arens entered the Combat Information Center, with a half smile. He was confident. His ships and crew were in top condition and they held a significant technological lead over the Coalen Empire.  He studied the tank and watched the bogey's display firm up as the scanner got more data. The red dots separated, became four distinct cruiser symbols with ID's attached to each dot.  Their vectors shifted as he watched, turning toward TF 45. The tactical AI adjusted the sniper drones course to keep them in its projected engagement area.

The snipers were a new support system that had just reached the fleet as TF 45 was getting ready to start their patrol. As far as Arens knew, this was their first combat deployment. The snipers were tiny, very fast, nearly undetectable sensor and relay drones. They used FTL, multi-dimensional, subspace communications to let the AI manage the terminal engagement battle without the light speed limitations. It gave the AI a front row seat close to the enemy where it could detect and analyze the enemy's defensive methods and patterns and actively steer the incoming missiles to avoid or overwhelm the defenses and exploit any weaknesses it found. They sounded wonderful, but he'd been unpleasantly surprised by several new goodies from the Techies before. He wasn't going to depend on them, but this was a good opportunity to try them out in real, but low risk, combat.

Reliant carried almost five thousand Mark IV Talon multidimensional missiles. These little beauties could accelerate at over a thousand Gs and transition between bands in less than a second. They used a twenty megaton physics package to pump a multiple Independent target laser warhead with enough energy to pierce the battle screen of a capital ship at a range of a hundred thousand kilometers. They were designed to ignore ECM and with he ship's AI to guide them they were very hard to stop.  They were usually accompanied by "Pigeons." Tiny, fast, decoys that mimicked their deadly cousins and saturated defenses.

Admiral Arens considered his attack. Besides the snipers, Talons, and Pigeons, he had a few more tricks, but he thought they would be overkill. "Nylla, what are the numbers using Talons, snipers, and Pigeons."

She answered immediately, "Sir, Assuming ten talons and five Pigeons per cruiser, and the thee snipers on station, PK is ninety nine percent for all targets,  Pk for us is less than one percent for Reliant, two percent for the other ships. I'm using attack plan Delta."

"Good. How soon do you launch?"

"About ten minutes."

Everyone in CIC watched the dots slowly grow closer. The tension was palpable in the room.  Shan watched his boys and girls calmly face the enemy, and he was proud of them all.  It was possible some would die today, but not likely. The best minds on more than a thousand Terran planets had done the research, designed the mechanisms of war, and trained his crew to survive and destroy the enemy.

At last the Tactical AI's agreed the time was right and the ship shuddered slightly as sixty missiles left their launchers almost simultaneously and a hail of missile tracks formed in the tank. They drove straight for the enemy, increasing their speed much faster than a massive ship could. Their terminal maneuvers would present the enemy with rapidly changing angles of attack, each missile using a different pattern, each one traveling FTL. They would cross the enemy's inner defense zone in microseconds. Plan delta had the missiles arrive from different directions simultaneously with both the Talons and Pigeons jamming the enemy's sensors and creating false tracks. The AI's sent them in two waves. The first was to gather data on the enemy defense patterns and timing. When did they use anti-missile missiles, when did they employ energy weapons, what was their recharge cycle. The second was to exploit that knowledge, avoid or eliminate the defenses and destroy the ships.

Before the Talons closed, the enemy launched on TF 45.

Modern space combat consists of long waiting periods culminating in an instantaneous flurry of activity much too rapid for a human brain to comprehend. What Arens and his crew saw was a flash as all of the enemy ships were destroyed and their display faded to empty red circles. The AI's report came an instant later. "Four Coalen ships engaged. Two exploded. Two dead but still intact. Survivors possible. Sixteen Coalen missiles inbound. Launching interdiction missiles now."

The symbols for defense missiles appeared on the display, aiming to intercept the enemy missiles well before they reached the inner defense zone. Interdiction missiles were a closely held secret.  Only the crew that repaired and serviced them and the command staff knew what "Sensor Drone, Type 2," actually were. They carried only an enhanced  battleship battle screen generators as payload. The AI's placed them in the incoming missile's path and activated the battle screen generator just before they reached the enemy and ran them at emergency overload. They would only last sixty seconds at that fever pitch of activity, but the screen they generated would protect ten acres of space. If the enemy hit the screen, both missiles would be destroyed without any debris, their incoherent atoms dispersed among the dimensions. They were very effective since anything traveling at FTL velocity was not maneuverable. They were kept secret because the Coalen had never employed such devices. The rules of engagement for TFNS ships was to use them only after all the enemy ships that could detect them were destroyed or out of sensor range.

The crew watched their tracks crawl toward the incoming missiles. Arens heard a collective exhalation as all the missile tracks disappeared. The AI report was short. "Incoming missiles eliminated."

Admiral Arens turned to his Flag Lieutenant, " Alice, move TF45 to five hundred kilometers from the Coalen ships. All ships to remain at battle station, screen up. Detach two destroyers to investigate the remaining enemy ships. See if there's anything useful left."

"Aye, Aye, Sir."

Ten hours later, the computer cores of the two ships had been retrieved and megaton scuttling charges had vaporized them. TF 45 resumed its patrol while techs examined the Coalen's computer memory.

Captain Bender sat in Admiral Arens' office while he reviewed her report to sector. Most Admiral's decorated their offices with pictures of ships they had commanded and of historically significant ships. Admiral Arens had two pictures on his wall. One was a spectacular photo of a rare binary star system, One of the stars was a black hole with a good sized accretion disk. The other was a yellow G5 dwarf. The system had one planet, a Terra sized ball of rock whose figure eight orbit took it around each of its parents in a twenty five year cycle.  Astronomer's said its orbit was decaying and it would land in one of its stars in thirty years. There was a large, and growing pool on which parent would consume it.

The other was a photo of a young woman looking off camera to her right with an open mouthed laugh. She was beautiful and looked exuberantly excited. When asked about her, Shan would only say she was a friend.

"Good report, Nylla. Was anything useful found in the computer cores?"

"No sir, you know how spotty our knowledge is of the Coalen language, but one word in Terran was found, 'Osprey.'"

"Now that's interesting. Nothing on the Coalen's destination?"

"No, a laser bolt fried most of the core. Their course extrapolation could have entered any one of ten Terran systems as well as twenty five uninhabited systems."

"Put all that into the report too and send it off. Maybe the sector brains can correlate it with something they know and we don't."

"OK. It'll be ready in ten minutes. Do you want to review it before I send it?"

"No."

Admiral Reale was studying the report on the latest probes by the Coalen into his sector when an urgent message arrived via implant. Its implications were startling. He linked in his Fleet commanders and intelligence chief. He gave them a scant five seconds before demanding, "What do we have near Tadrell?"

Mana Laking, First Fleet commander responded first, "Shan Arens is returning from a patrol in along the Coalen border with Task Force 45: Reliant, Ajax and Achilles. He'll be passing Tadrell in a few hours, probably in the Epsilon band."

Mana was a good commander, intelligent, reliable, and by-the-book. It was understood that she knew where every one  of her ships were, within a light year.  Arens was brilliant, intuitive, and headstrong. The two of them disagreed quite often and usually his intuition proved to be right, so much so, that Mana occasionally went with his intuition over the book. Arens was undoubtedly the best commander he had to investigate this mystery.

"Good, order TF 45 to investigate and report ASAP. Now, what about the rest of this?"

Captain Allarson, his intelligence chief replied, "Sir, none of this makes sense. Tadrell is fifty light years inside our sector, past hundreds of planets and ships. How could a fleet of unknown aliens get that far inside the sector without being seen and why would they want to be that far inside our space? We surround them and vastly outnumber them.

Admiral Shan Arens was in his quarters watching a historical documentary on the Cold War, circa 1960-70 on his implant when a high priority interruption came in from CIC. He replied immediately, "Arens here, what's happening?"

"Sir, a priority message from sector for your eyes only."

"OK, flash it to me." Strange. We finished our patrol and due some R&R. We're in  the middle of friendly space, and I've heard nothing of any potential problems. Problems of interest to the Navy seldom appeared unannounced.

The flash priority symbol appeared in his inner space. It was encrypted in commanding officer code. He decrypted it and read it. "TN Operational Immediate. (Date/Time),  Sector 21, Adm. Laking sends. Distress signal received from Tadrell (coordinates) 21 minutes ago stating "unknown type aliens are landing in great numbers. They are settling in and look to stay. Large ships landed without warning. Civilian ships on planet have fled with aliens in pursuit." TF45 assigned to investigate, soonest. First priority is identification of aliens. Elements of first and second fleet enroute Tadrell. Be careful, Shan. Signed Laking, Admiral, TN."

Arens brief thought was as bemused as the sector staff's, "Tadrell? What is going on? Why there of all places?"

He called Captain Nylla Benders and she responded quickly, "I was about to call you, Sir. Sensors just detected two ships ahead of us. They're both in low Alpha and on a course to cross in front of us. It looks like a cruiser class chasing a smaller ship. Courier or smaller. About ten minutes away, heading thirty degrees off our course. It looks like the pursuer will be in  weapons range before we get there."

"Any ID on them?"

"The lead ship is squawking a private ship ID, TSS Osprey, It checks out as a private exploration ship, registered to Sedgwick Industries. Nothing from the pursuer."

"Osprey? Isn't that the name we found in the Coalen's computer?"

"Yes, sir, it is."

"Now that's fascinating. Could the ships be coming from Tadrell?"

'They could be, its the closest possible origin,  but there are three others, farther away."

Could the Coalens we intercepted have been heading to Tadrell?"

"Yes, sir, they could have been."

"Gradient?"

"They're both in alpha, consistent with a civilian start on Tadrell. We're in mid-Gamma, about 20 above them."

"Any contact yet?"

"Negative, sir."

"Try hailing Osprey. Link me in."

"Aye sir. TSS Osprey, this is TFNS Reliant. What is your status?"

The query repeated three times before a reply  came in, "Reliant this is TSS Osprey, We are being pursued by an unknown alien ship. Request assistance. We were in orbit around Tadrell when they appeared. There was no warning. hundreds of large ships appeared and landed. We boosted  out as soon as they appeared.  One ship is chasing us. He's gaining. We won't last long. We only have meteor screens."

"Nylla, patch me in."

"Aye, aye, sir. Go."

"Osprey, this is TFNS Reliant, we have you on our sensors. We are minutes away. Commence evasive maneuvers immediately and gather your crew in your bridge. We will try a group transport when we are close enough."

"Shan, Reliant. Hurry."

"Reliant out. Nylla, brief Ajax and Achilles. Broadcast the following on all channels, Attention unknown vessel in  pursuit of a Terran ship. Break off your pursuit or you will be destroyed."

"Aye, Aye, Sir."  He came back in a minute, "Sir, the broadcast is on repeat now. No response yet." She continued in a querulous voice, "Sir, what's going on?"

"Captain, sector informs us that Tadrell was attacked by unknown aliens and it appears that Osprey fled from them. We are ordered to investigate. Plot a minimum time course to Tadrell, after we deal with Osprey. Have Transport get Osprey's crew as soon  as possible."

"Aye, Aye, Sir. Out.

The General Quarters alarm appeared in his implant, and sounded throughout the vast ship, followed by a calm voice, "General Quarters, battle stations. This is not a drill."

Arens called up his Squadron Status display on his implant and watched battle screens go up on all three ships and ready indicators show up in rapid succession. He knew he must have the best crew in the fleet. Everyone of the three thousand crewmen and women on Reliant was ready in less than two minutes. Ajax and Achilles followed suit in another ten seconds.

He called Captain Benders back, Captain, your crew is the best, I want Transport section to snatch every life form off of Osprey as soon as they get a lock. Are we in missile range yet?"

"Thirty seconds , Sir."

"OK. Send our visitor a message. I would like a small burst behind Osprey, right in front of the pursuer. See if we can dissuade them. As soon as possible, Captain."

"Aye, Aye, Sir."

Arens transported to CIC. He could have watched it unfold on his implant, but he could get a broader view in CIC. He watched the missile's flight to its target and its drop through the twenty dimensions separating Reliant from the alien, shedding its velocity as it dropped through the dimensions.

A thought occurred to him, "Nylla, I'd like to capture that alien rather than kill them. Any thoughts?"

She looked at him and said, "Sir, we can use a low power missile from here and steer it into their engines, maybe disable them, rather than destroying the ship, or we can get closer and use an energy weapon on the engines. They're much more precise."

"Has sensors detected any sort of force screen or shielding on the alien?"

"No, Sir. Maybe they don't have them, or maybe they know Osprey is unarmed. That should change when our missile bursts."

"Right. Your choice, but I'd like to talk to them. It'll be easier if we can get our people off Osprey before they destroy it."

He saw it burst in the right place, half a million klicks in front of the larger pursuer. Two seconds later the alien changed course, swinging around to return the way he came. Admiral Arens turned to the Captain, "Nylla, tell Osprey they're safe and arrange a rendezvous. We need to interview them before they get away. It looks like we are considerably faster than the aliens. We'll talk to them next."

"Aye, Aye, sir." She turned to the comm officer. "Lt. Alvarez, Contact Osprey and tell them to hold their course and velocity. We're going to rendezvous with them. We need to interview them."

"Aye, Aye, Sir."

"Commander Rysall, plot a course to intercept Osprey soonest."

"Got it already Captain."

"Order Ajax, Achilles, and their escorts to follow the alien. We'll rejoin them after we talk to the Osprey crew. Let's go see Osprey now."

"Aye, Aye, Captain."

Arens turned to his Flag Lieutenant, Alice, I want a staff meeting ASAP in person."

"Aye, aye, Sir."

Ten minutes later Arens and his staff were seated around the big tables in his meeting room. "Thank you for coming so quickly Ladies and Gentlemen." The actual briefing was quickly over since they knew so little. Arens sought staff that were not afraid to speak their minds and was enjoying the argument between the invasion and settlement factions when Captain Benders got that far away look people assumed when communicating on their implants. In an instant she looked at him and said, "Sir, we have Osprey in our hangar bay and its crew awaiting for us in meeting room four, And Sir, one of the crew says she knows you. She gave her name as Jalen Herrina."

Jalen? Here? Really? "Yes, I know her, Captain. Please have her escorted to my office, and start interviewing the others. Find out everything they know."

"Aye, Aye, Sir. Arens stood and the others took their leave.  He went to his office and had to wait only a minute before a discrete knock at the door.


Chapter 2 : Osprey

"Enter."

The door opened and a Sergeant held it open for Jalen to enter. "Jalen Herrina. How good to see you again. Thank  you Sergeant."  He closed the door and she leapt at him like a lion, landing with a smack as he caught her in mid leap She threw her arms around his neck and they kissed as lovers who have been apart far too long. Long minutes passed as each savored the taste of the other. Finally, she loosed her grip and raised her head.

"I've never been fond of the hero-who-rides-to-the-rescue just in time scenario, but Shan, I've never been so glad to see anyone in my life. We all thought we were dead until your wonderful voice came out of nowhere. I was dancing around the control room shouting 'Shan, its Shan, I know him. We're saved.'"

"The Navy's here for you ma'am, we're glad to be of service," he said in a slow drawl.

She let go of his neck and pummeled his chest, "You're a bastard, Shan Arens, but I'm still grateful as hell." Tears of relief and joy were running down her cheeks. "Put me down and show me your bedroom. I want to thank you properly."

He set her on her feet and said, "This way Jan," and opened the door to his private quarters. It was a larger room with a dining table and a seating area. Stereos of unusual planets and starships decorated the walls. He steered her to another door and opened it for her. The bedroom was spacious for a warship, only half filled with a very large bed.

"Like a lot of room at night, Shan?"

"Active sex sometimes needs lots of room, Jan. Surely you didn't think I would be celibate without you? After all, its been a few years."

"I'm devastated that you didn't wait for me, Shan. But you've made up for that today. Does that door hide a restroom?"

"Of course. The Navy prides itself on providing all the conveniences for its officers."

"If you don't mind, I would like to freshen up a little." She walked to the bathroom door, opened it, and stepped inside. As the door closed, her voice floated through

"Oh, and lose the uniform, Admiral." The door clicked softly shut.

Shan undressed and hung his uniform in the closet. He didn't rush. He knew she liked to keep him waiting, to build the suspense. Those who spend their lives in space must be patient and the military even more so, for events unfold slowly until they are ready. Then they must move swiftly indeed. A rare mixture to patiently await the right time then move with blinding speed.

Shan knew Jalen was worth the wait. He stood in the center of his room, naked in all his rock hard, sculpted maleness. His member stood at half mast, ready for her opening gambit. Their ritual followed tradition ancient when man first ventured off his birth world and would remain unchanged so long as human bodies existed. Man's probing member, capable of producing so much joy in both of them,  enveloped by woman's most flexible orifice, capable of many things, but now perfect for the tastes and sounds of mutual arousal. He said, "I want you to come into the room, stand before me, and obey me."

It was like a light bulb going off in my head. My jaw dropped. I couldn't speak. I thought: "That's exactly what I want."

I'm a submissive and Shan knows that, but I realized recently that I  have to come to submission from a place of strength. Maybe that's why we didn't work before, even though we loved each other. Truthfully, I've always loved him but I'm a really ambitious woman who enjoys a busy life and a job. Hopefully time and his greater responsibilities have moved him beyond  wanting somebody to stay home and not have a career. If so, it could work for us. Dominance / submission requires us to talk about all the areas of our life all the time. I want that level of communication. I don't want to give over total control to somebody I don't know intimately and who has no idea about what I want. That's not good BDSM. That's being a doormat. I have to come to submission from a place of strength. If he's got nothing to offer, that's not submission; that's a bullshit relationship. I think its simple and easily doable. I want to be independent and make my place in the world when we're apart, let him be in full control when we're together, and talk a lot. Sex first, then I'll tell him how I feel. He's the most intelligent, reasonable man I know. I'm sure he'll agree.

Jalen was an experienced traveler and had the essentials in tiny vials carried in well concealed pockets. She took her time, knowing that pleasure delayed is pleasure enhanced. She knew Shan well, too. They had been lovers until his duty and her ambition drew them apart. She cleaned herself and applied makeup and perfume with practiced care, but her thoughts were on Shan. She remembered his gentle touch, slowly driving her out of her mind with pleasure, then, when she thought she would explode, impaling her and exploding into wild, animal sex. She recalled his incredible stamina, able to join her in mutual orgasm for an entire night, able to outperform any other male she had ever been with, able to fill her whole night with inestimable pleasure. She wanted to look her best for Shan, he deserved it. Finally, she judged herself perfect, put everything away and turned to the door. She opened it slowly wondering how Shan would look, picturing him as she had last seen him, years ago.

She remembered the rituals they both loved. She thought maybe it was a father fixation on her part. She wanted a dominating partner, one who took control and demanded perfection from her, for she derived much pleasure from perfect obedience. She loved being bound by her lover and Shan had obliged her, though she knew he did it only because she needed it. But most of all she needed pain, punishment for any reason or none at all. Her juices would flow and her arousal grow with pain until, eventually, the pain would suddenly flip into lust. She remembered with perfect clarity the way she would beg him to be stronger, harder, more ruthless, then stay in high arousal for hours. Bound, tingling with excitement, danger, afraid of what he might do to her helpless body, almost certain he would never harm her, almost. He would talk to her, caress her and keep her wet with lust until he finally granted her the climax she so craved. So much better than having it as soon as she wanted it. Would he make her wait and beg for it tonight? She hoped not, she hadn't been with a man for months and felt unreasoning urgency.

He was magnificent, a Greek God commanding the room, the ship, her universe. I posed in the doorway, as sexily, as seductively as I could and watched his eyes light with anticipation, that unforgettable smile on his handsome face. He stood there, facing me, in his naked glory. I moved toward him, as gracefully as I could, sliding my bare feet over the carpet , swaying my hips as I moved, until I was facing him, an arms length away. "Master, would you do my hands, please?" I turned my back to him and crossed my wrists behind me.

He moved my hands apart and wound a rope around my right wrist, several times, not too tight and dropped my hand to dangle at my side. He tied a rope around my left wrist, the same way. Then he lifted my hand up high on my back, put the rope over my right shoulder and wrapped it under my armpit. He held the rope tight so I couldn't lower my hand. Then he lifted my right hand up and held it with my left hand while he wrapped its rope over my left shoulder and under the armpit. He pulled the ropes tighter and tied them together behind my back below my hands and well out of my reach. The ropes were long and he wrapped them around my body, above and below my breasts, pulled them tight and tied them together. It was a perfect tie. I was comfortable and helpless.

"Service me, Jalen."

I slid to my knees, looked up at him with a smile, and kissed his heroic  member. I started licking and sucking on him and felt him respond. I took his whole length in my mouth, stretching my mouth as wide as possible to accommodate his manly girth. He was hard as stone and I was getting ready to swallow when he gently pushed me off him and said, "That's enough, Jan," and lifted me straight up. I felt his erect member touch my oh so ready sex and wrapped my legs around him as he lowered me onto him. God. every nerve in my belly screamed in pleasure as I slid down onto him. I gasped as my belly contracted around him, squeezing my breath out in a breathy exhalation that crescendoed into a moan as he slid fully inside me. I felt his hands tight on my waist as he paused briefly before lifting me up and almost off of him. Every time he let me slide down my nerves sang their song of pleasure to my brain, bringing me tantalizingly close to climax.  But he was a master of control he kept the rhythm slow and sensual, approaching orgasm, then backing away, just enough for me to want more every time. Soon I was begging, "Hurry, please hurry."

He responded, just once, "Hurry, what?"

He had me right where I wanted him. It was an old game that we both played. The longer I could hold out, the higher the pleasure we would both receive. But there was a limit to my will. I begged again and again. but he was resolute, driving me closer and closer, asymptotically approaching my climax. He would have to increase the frequency of his pumping before I could come.

Finally, I could wait no longer, "Please let me come, Master. Please."

I had to call him "Master," before I could come every time we made love. I loved it. Of course he was in control. I don't mean physically. Every man was stronger than me. I want that too, but mental strength is far rarer. Every atom of my femininity wanted a strong man and he was the strongest one I ever met. I've had lovers who were not strong and they were good for a fling, but I could never be serious with them, or even stand them for long. Arens was my safe haven, the place I need to be.

He sped up and I was flung into my first orgasm. I screamed my pleasure as it forced every other feeling or concern out of my body. My belly contracted fiercely and I hugged him tight with my legs as my love juices flooded my sex. I felt him climax in me then, I heard his exclamation as his hot spend flooded my sex, mixing with my juices in a swirling, bubbling cauldron of pure lust. I was lost in  love for my Admiral. Fate was certainly grinning at me and I appreciated it.

I contented myself by kissing him and stewing in my juices for a while before he lifted me off him and lay me on the bed. He reacquainted himself with all my orifices and brought me to climax a half dozen times before we finally sated our lust. He removed the ropes and we slept, spoon fashion with him surrounding me and holding one of my breasts in his gentle hand. It was the best sleep I can remember, safe, secure in the arms of a very good lover.

One of the benefits of implants is that your partner never has to be awakened by a jangling alarm. I vaguely felt him get out of bed and start the day. I slept longer until I awoke naturally. I showered and did my makeup. I used the replicator to make me some new clothes, more flattering and less like work clothes. I was dressing for my lover today.

I called him on my implant, told him I was presentable, and asked if he wanted me to come into his office or something else? He told me to wait a minute and he'd end the meeting and come get me.

He opened the door in less than a minute, stopped and looked at me, "You cleanup very well, Jalen. I had you wait until my visitors left because I don't know your preference. Would you rather not have it known you slept with me?"

"Of course I want it known we're lovers. I am very proud of you and regret ever letting us drift apart before. I plan on telling everyone you're the greatest lover in the Navy, and I have all of last night recorded on my implant," I lied. I forgot to record it I was so relieved to be rescued. "The sensie producers will pay a fortune for last night."

"Oh, no," he grinned. "We can do much better. Tonight I'll introduce you to null-G sex. That'll be worth a lot more and it'll enhance my already sterling reputation.."

Shoot. He called my bluff, but I wasn't going to admit it. "Great. Sex works in null-G?"

"Its all about inertia and it only works if you have really great foreplay."

"Yummy. Sign me up." Hopefully, I asked, "Will I need to practice first?"

"No, if you get nauseous in freefall, the doc will give you a pill."

"I don't know, I've never been in freefall."

"I'll get you a pill."

"Some of the crew already know we were together last night, since I didn't get quarters for you, but they're all discrete. If we stay together for breakfast, everyone, including the crew of Osprey will know."

I didn't care a bit. Nowadays, your position is society wasn't affected by who you slept with. Once we ended natural death, marriage went out of vogue. People just got tired of being with the same person for twenty or fifty years. With the exodus into space, humanity had plenty of space, plenty of opportunities for meaningful work, and were wealthy enough that the indolent weren't a burden on anyone else. Everyone could pursue their dream, whether it was lying in the sun on a beach, expanding our knowledge of the universe, explaining new worlds, or seeking action with the Navy. Heroes, scholars, statesmen, or bums; everyone was valued. "I want everyone to know so some dewey-eyed female doesn't try to horn in on my action with the best stud in the Navy. What if I wear a sign around my neck at breakfast that says, 'Admiral  Arens is mine?'"

"Lover, you'd break hearts all over the ship. Don't you know I'm the ideal lover for every woman in the fleet? You'd probably cause either a mutiny or a riot. Bad for morale."

"Certainly I know it. I want to crow to every other bitch around that I won. Me."

"Jan, how do you know I haven't already bedded all the available women on the ship already?"

"Because you're their boss. You wouldn't do that to any woman who worked for you."

"Too right. I concede the argument. You're the only one on the ship. But for that reason, your sign is unnecessary. They already know I wouldn't make love to them. At least as long as they're in the Navy."

"My gallant. I know that. I was teasing you. I'm still proud of you."

"I need to be honest with you. The aliens chasing you fled at the first sign of a weapon. We don't know whether they wanted to kill you, capture you, or just talk to you. You may not have been in any danger."

"Yeah, but neither you or we know that. What we do know is that they turned around because of your warning. You will always be my hero. What are you doing about them? About Tadrell?"

"It was my duty and my pleasure, Jan. Let's go eat and try not to make the crew restless and I'll tell you what we know."

We got our food. The gene therapies have eliminated food related damage to our bodies now so I could eat anything I wanted and stay healthy. I love bacon and eggs. I know, call me old fashioned, but the old favorites are mine too.

"We're following them to see where they go. Both your ships were accelerating much slower than our maximum so we can catch them any time we want. How long were you on Osprey?"

They picked me up on New Holland and we went directly to Tadrell. We'd only been in system an hour or so when the alien ships arrived and we ran away. We'd been fleeing ten or twelve hours when you showed up. What about the fleet of ships that invaded Tadrell while we were there?"

"We don't know and we're not in sensor range yet. The alien we're following is headed there but we want to see if he really goes there. That fleet appeared deep inside our boundary without being seen and we're curious how they managed that."

"You could just overtake the one ship and ask them without all their other friends around for support."

"I know. My staff is about evenly split over those two courses of action. There's another option we've thought about too, we can zip ahead of him to Tadrell and see what's happening there first, then decide what to do about our friend."

"That sounds even better, but you're not doing it?"

"No, it reveals too much of our capability. I don't want to do that if they're hostile. Besides, my orders are to investigate the situation while more of our ships arrive, not throw them out and start a war. How many people on Osprey did you know before you boarded?"

"Only the one who hired me, Jillian Hardan. We talked a week before the ship arrived. We left as soon as we got our things on board. Why?

"There's a bit of a mystery about the ship, or maybe its just a coincidence. We're trying to learn all we can. Well, enough military stuff. How are your parents?"

"Don't you change the subject on me Shan Arens. What's the mystery?"

"OK, we had a run-in with some Coalen ships before we found you. There wasn't much left, but we did recover the computer cores from two ships, badly damaged. We found one Terran word in the memory, 'Osprey,' and the Coalen's course was close to Tadrell. I don't believe in coincidences so we're looking for connections between Sedgwick, Osprey, the Coalen Empire, and Tadrell."

"Yeah. That's a lot of coincidence. I didn't see anything funny around the ship or with the people. It was just a short job and I was qualified for what they wanted. I wasn't suspicious so maybe I missed something."

OK, so how are your parents?"

"Great, she's become obsessed with exobiology and is studying the fauna on Gregor IV, especially the funnel rats. He's still a mining engineer and setting up processing facilities in Gregor's asteroid belt"

"Has she decided if the rats are intelligent yet?"

She's positive, but no one else agrees with her. How are your parents?".

Fine, fine. Both are happy and residing on the same planet for once, New Venice. Very scenic, lots of water of course, so they've built all their cities to resemble old Venice, not exactly, but the same ambience. He's planetary administrator and she's a famous artist."

"Oh? What medium?"

"Watercolor. She can do the most amazing things with the vibrant Altusian colors and the new tactile sensies. You can't actually touch the paintings, but a sensie field gives you the tactile impression of what's under your fingers, leaves, bark, scales, clouds. Its a symphony of sensations."

"I'd love to see one, feel it."

"She sent me one, but the package hasn't caught up to me yet."

"If you stay long enough, maybe you can see it."

"Oh. How long can I stay. I mean, I know this is a Navy ship and I'm not Navy, but, I'd like to stay with you."

"You can stay at least until we get back to sector base. After that, I don't know. I would need a reason to keep you. Maybe this Tadrell business will give us an opening. Why were you there when the aliens showed up?"

"After we split I went back to school and studied cultural anthropology. I teach it now on Novo Brasilia. Sedgwick Industries wants to collect some plants and animals from Tadrell for their unique amino acids. Apparently they are perfect for some new gene therapies. I was asked to interview the colonists and determine their reaction to Sedgwick having a presence there over the long term and collecting native specimens. They are sensitive to such things after the debacle on Spartacus."

"I would think so. Its rare the Navy has to rescue Terrans from each other. So what did you find out?"

"Nothing. We had just gotten into orbit and were waiting clearance to land when that fleet showed up. We scooted as fast as we could. It looked like Sedgwick wasn't going to be doing anything on Tadrell anytime soon."

"Did you see the ships or get a look at the sensor screens?"

"No. I was in my quarters packing to land when the announcement came. We all assembled in the control room, but the pilot was busy taking us out of there. The co-pilot told us what they had seen."

"Well, I guess we both have a lot to learn when we arrive. Meantime would you like a tour of the ship? I can't go myself, but I'll arrange it if you'd like. I'm afraid I will be busy for a while and you'll be bored waiting for me."

"I'd love a tour. This ship is bigger that anything I've ever been on. But before I go we need to talk about us."

Shan sighed, "OK. You start."

Jalen said, "You know I'm submissive and I love you, but I still want to grow in my career and make my own way in the world."

"I remember your ambition. I can live with that if you're mine when we're together."

"And we have to talk about our needs, our dreams, how we want to be treated, all the time. I want you to know what I want and I want to know what you expect of me. I think we broke up because we were living in the dark, not knowing what the other wanted. Anyway, If I stay with you I want you to tell me what you want and I'll do the same. Right now I want you to hold me." That wasn't completely truthful, but we had been together before and he knew I liked rough sex. It turned me on to be spanked or tied up before sex.

Shan came to Jalen and wrapped his thick arms around Jalen and pulled her close, just gently holding her.

She purred, "See, we just need to know what each other wants. What do you want, Shan?"

He looked thoughtful before he said, "I want you clean, naked, and obedient when you're in my quarters. I want you to obey me, completely, when we're alone. Don't masturbate or orgasm unless I tell you. Don't plan any events for us without consulting me. And always leave the toilet seat up."

Wait. What? "Shan," I exclaimed, "Up?"


Chapter 3 : Tadrell

Reliant had a small criminal investigation unit run by Commander Salome Nygobe, a tall, dark skinned native of Tonsora. The planet was hotter than Terra and much farther away from its primary. Its year was almost a hundred Terran years, but its day was almost the same. It was hot and dry with seas covering only twenty percent of its surface. Originally settled by humans from equatorial countries it was rich with mineral resources and one of the most heavily industrialized planets in Terran space.

Admiral Arens asked, "What have you learned from the Osprey crew, Commander?"

"Sir, the Captain and pilot is Sheila Maxern. She's been piloting ships for twenty years and is originally from New Holland. She was hired by Sedgwick Industries four years ago. She reports they made temporary orbit and had just requested permission to land at Tadrell Spaceport. A large number of very large ships suddenly appeared on her screens, all around the planet. She made several urgent calls to Tadrell Control with no answer. She decided the situation looked unsafe and she aborted her landing. She jumped to maximum acceleration on a course for Sector Base and started climbing the dimensions. Then she announced what was happening to her passengers. Osprey's log recorded communications but not sensors. The co-pilot is Camille Benson, her statements match the pilot.  No one else saw the aliens or was in the control room until Osprey was well away from Tadrell. Ship's scanners detected the pursuing aliens, but no one but the pilot and co-pilot saw the display. There was no communication from the alien."

"So only the pilot and co-pilot saw anything unusual. You took their statements under safepenta?"

"Yes sir. they believe what they said. The passengers statements match the flight crew's."

"Who were the passengers?"

"John and Mary Thompson, microbiologists working for Sedgwick, Harvey Klein, the Sedgwick manager on Tadrell, and Jalen Herrina."

"Thank you Commander. I have to go see to the alien ship."

He transported to CIC, stood beside Captain Benders and watched the plot as the alien ship dropped down to 500,000 KPS on the fringe of the Tadrell system. Sensors showed no other ships in the system, another mystery. They'd all left and no one saw them go?

Nylla said, "Looks like the party's broken up. Shall we go get her?"

"Might as well."

"Lieutenant," she turned to the tactical officer, take us to General Quarters and intercept that ship."

"Aye, Aye, Captain." The alarm sounded all over the ship and in less than two minutes all the status lights were green. Ahrens nodded at the Captain,  "Good time."

"Thank you, Sir."

The display changed as Reliant accelerated to max boost along with its accompanying cruisers. But before the Task Force got close, the symbol for the alien vanished from the display. The Captain snapped, "What happened?"

Tactical answered, "All equipment reports nominal. The bogey disappeared."

Arens said, "Stop fifty klicks from the last position of the alien. Stay at battle stations. I want a high resolution scan of the area. Find out where he went or if he's blocking our sensors. Get the science team working on it. I'll be in my quarters. Keep me posted."

Captain Benders said, I'll let you know when we arrive and what we find."

"Thank you, Nylla," he transported out of the bridge.

He found Jalen sitting in his favorite chair with her eyes closed. They popped open as soon as he appeared. She said, "That was fast. What happened?"

"They vanished. We were closing on them and they disappeared. We're going to their last location to see if we can determine what happened. All the rest of the alien ships are gone too."

"What about the colony on Tadrell?"

"They don't answer our subspace calls. We aren't close enough for radio waves yet. I'll send Ajax there after we look at where the alien vanished.  You can go with Ajax if you want."

"Maybe. I'm curious how they vanished, too."

"The answer probably will come from good, thorough science and we'll have to wait for whatever time it takes. We'll be there tomorrow morning. If it turns out that way, it will take a while."

"Well, Admiral Arens, do you have any idea how we should spend the intervening hours?"

"We could eat dinner, Jalen," he said, with an impish grin.

"You know, I'm not hungry now. Perhaps it was the excellent lunch your chef prepared."

"I'll be glad to tell Owens he did well. If you're not hungry. would you like to see the null-grav gym?"

"I'd be fascinated by the null-grav gym, Shan."

"Did you take the pill?"

"Yes, I did."

"Yes, what?"

Oh boy. I should have known. "Yes, Master."

"Then come with me."

I took his hand and he led me into the steel maze of his ship, excited and expectant. We went deep into the ship and passed dozens of men and women on apparently urgent errands. They all saluted Shan and he returned it with his free hand, never slowing his pace. Finally we stopped in front of a door with a warning, "Notice: Null-Grav area beyond this door. Safety lines required."

Shan handed me a wide web belt and said, "Slide your shirt up and put this on above your pants." He did the same. We were both wearing standard ship clothes, soft, close fitting fabric with elastic bands. His was a somber black, festooned with rank symbols and braid. Mine was light yellow with a scarlet Macaw emblazoned on the front. They were comfortable and appropriate in a climate controlled environment. I didn't bother with my usual thong and bra. I figured they'd just slow down the pleasure I expected. I know men enjoy unwrapping their women, but, under the circumstances, I didn't think he'd need that now.

He opened the door and I saw a large empty space with padded walls. He reached inside and took a line by opening a spring catch with one hand and pulling it out the door. He clipped it onto my belt. He got a line for himself and then said, "Just step into the room and play around a little. Get used to the feeling."

I obeyed him and as I entered the room, I felt myself falling, though nothing was moving. I crouched and floated into the air, slowly. Shan took hold of my line and kept me from floating away on the small momentum I'd given myself.

"If you get stuck, just reel yourself in by the line on your belt. Try putting your feet on a wall and shoving off. Remember you've still got all your mass. If you shove off hard, you'll land hard. Be gentle at first." Then he pushed me toward the far wall, slowly, like pushing a child's swing.

God, what a rush. I was flying like a superhero. I was moving slowly, it would take me ten seconds to reach the wall. I tried to swing my feet around to hit the wall first, but all I did was get myself spinning around my ass at an angle. I touched down ass first and bounced off. scrabbling for something to hold on to.  My hand touched one of the many cloth straps that festooned every surface in the room and pulled myself back to the wall. I was floating halfway up it and looked at Shan. He was still in the door, doubled over in laughter. I guess I did look rather slap-stickish.

"Come on," I yelled. "Its my first time. Cut me some slack."

He straightened up. You're right, Jalen, forgive me, please." He stepped inside, closed the door, and launched himself to land close by me. He flew gracefully, Superman style until he was close to the wall, gathered himself into a ball in a sort of front flip and straightened out, feet toward the wall, and came to a perfect stop, letting his legs bend to absorb the impact. "A few practice sessions and you'll do that better than me. You're a great dancer with natural rhythm and you'll pick it up quickly."

"You really think so?"

"I never lie, Jalen. If you want, I'll ask one of our instructors to give you some lessons. Once you experience it, you'll never want to stop. Now I'll show you some basics, put your feet next to the wall, like you are squatting there."

He spent the next hour teaching me how to navigate in free fall. How to orient myself, push off, ricochet off the walls and keep going, and come to a full stop. He was right, this was fun and I didn't want to stop. I felt like a girl again, playing in a big beautiful world that was new and bright and shiny with promise, without a care, secure and loved.

"Now," he said, "come to me." He was stopped six inches from a wall, parallel to it. I was across the room, halfway up the wall. I spun my feet to the wall and pushed off, aiming to land beside him, I flipped in the middle of the room and made a good landing beside him, with only a trace of rebound. He pulled me to him and we kissed. This felt just like it did in full gravity. He skinned my clothes off me and I did his. They floated around us like clouds. He spun around and I felt his tongue caress my loins. My arousal shot up as he licked me. I opened my eyes and found his rigid member was close to me. I licked him and sucked on him as he grew even larger. I took him all the way in as he thrust into my inner lips, my most sensitive area and I squealed around him. But this was just his idea of foreplay. He spun around and showed me how to mate without gravity. It was very similar to how we first made love. He pulled me to him and said, "Now wrap your legs around mine and hold me, loosely." I felt him at my entrance and clung even tighter to him as he slowly entered me, making my vision fill with stars. A few pumps and I came with a scream of delight. I was not known as a screamer, but I was one with Shan. My orgasms always seemed to me like I was flying. Now that I was, it was more like an explosion, sundering my mind with brilliant flames and immense sounds. I must not have been senseless too long, for when I could experience anything again, he had just filled me with his hot spend and we were scattering bodily fluids into the air around us. We kissed again, for a long time.

"I love you, Jalen. I don't know why we parted before. Let's stay together for a long time ."

"I love you too, Shan. I think we should too. We need to find some way to make me valuable to your work."

"This Tadrell thing may be a good opportunity, at least its different."

We spent some time cleaning up our mess, giggling like kids as we captured the drops of floating love juice. We finished up, reeled ourselves to the door, and got dressed. We left as normal, formally polite, citizens who smiled a lot. We had dinner in the mess hall with a few hundred Navy personnel. Lots of men and women stopped to chat with the Admiral and every woman told me how lucky I was. I agreed with them all. I guess our secret was out.

I said goodbye to the Osprey's crew and they left for home without me. I was happy no one was hurt and glad they were going. My job went with them, for now at least, and I was free to pursue other interests. My current interest was enough but I needed to find a way to make myself indispensable.

After dinner, Shan and I spent several hours researching and discussing Tadrell: when, why, and how it was discovered, researched, and settled. Its resources and commerce. The people and their cultural background and industry.

Nothing was very unique or significant about the colony. The planet was very similar to Earth in climate. Its day was a little shorter, and its year a little longer. It had no moon and thus no tides. There were large oceans, like Earth and two large continents with a few volcanic islands scattered in them. The colony was located on one continent with a few mining outposts on the other. The main export was rare-earths, which were unusually plentiful on Tadrell. The refineries were all on the mining continent, since the by product was radioactive thorium. The colonists wisely decided to live where they and their children had little chance of contamination.

When we had enough, that is, stopped finding facts that seemed important, Shan suggested we look at the Kama Sutra. Now everyone knows about the two hundred plus positions it describes, but its much more. I had looked into it a little early in life, when every girl is curious about life, but I didn't remember much. I remembered it is much more than a list of positions, its really a scientific treatise about experiencing true love, aiming to harmonize a multi-level relationship between a woman and a man, from every day life to intimate togetherness, aiming to reaching Kama, or sensual satisfaction.

Shan already knew a lot of it, but we brought it up on our implants and looked at several chapters. We discussed the chapters on duties and rights of wives. There are none for husbands, per se, except all the others are written to men. In all, its a guide to living together harmoniously and its well to understand them before getting to the sexual instructions.

The male is firmly entrenched in the book as the dominant half of the relationship. I was more than fine with that. I was a true submissive and would obey Shan in everything. I wanted rough sex. I wanted him to dominate me, force me to do whatever he wanted. Pain from him always turned into rampant heat in my belly, if anything I wanted more than he'd give me and I had to beg him to be harder with me. The Kama Sutra was mostly positions and didn't go into sexual pain or restraints, which I also loved.

We already knew and practiced the basic positions, but when we got to that chapter, we found we had just scratched the surface. We agreed that we would try at least one new position every time we enjoyed each other, and we'd always remember the advice on harmony.

We decided to try the ohm tonight. Basically Shan kneels, I lay on my side with my bottom on his knees. He enters me from the bottom. We fiddled a little getting positioned just right. He used his hands to stimulate my clit and my breasts were super fantastic. I don't think I had ever had all my erogenous zones stimulated at once. The instant arousal I felt as he entered me made me gasp. It was great, not as good as in free fall, but very good. I think we'll keep it.

We went back to our tried and true positions for the rest of the evening and retired exhausted. The man is an animal. I mean, every man now has staying power equal to women, but he puts his whole soul into sex, both making sure I orgasm several times, but making sure he does too. Its wild, animal sex every time with him, more than anyone I've even heard of. I can out brag every woman I know.

In the morning he was already gone when I woke up. He left a note on my implant, "Call me when you're ready and I'll have someone escort you to the Flag Bridge. We're at the place where the alien vanished. We're still at General Quarters so everyone's busy and breakfast is cold things. Don't call until you're ready. Love."

I lay there and luxuriated in the warm bed. I never did this when I was alone. There was always something that I needed to do. Now, I had nothing urgent and he was taking care of everything. This was luxury greater than diamonds and servants. I pulled up the Kama Sutra and looked at the positions again. I decided I liked the doggy style ones and would ask Shan to try one of them first tonight. I got up, showered, did my face, and dressed. I wasn't hungry so I called him and told him I was ready.

I had scarcely ended the call when the door chime sounded. I opened it and a Marine Sergeant said, I'll take you to the Admiral, now, Ma'am."

"Let's go, Sergeant."


Chapter 4 : E'tang

Shan was sitting in a command chair looking at a vast 3D hologram of surrounding space. He motioned me to take the chair beside him. "Welcome, Jalen." He made a green dot appear in the display, undoubtedly controlled by his implant. He moved it around to show me the positions of his ships, the point where the alien disappeared, Tadrell and the nearby stars.

A vector appeared in red, "This is the path the alien was on when he vanished. We're staying off that vector for now, but we sent a probe along it and found something interesting. Watch." The display rotated so we were looking along the aliens path. I just saw a star field. "Did you see anything?"

"No, I just see stars."

"Watch again." The display rotated and I saw what he meant. The stars that were directly in front of me rotated and vanished in front of the star field, like they were a photograph we walked behind.

"I see it, but what does it mean?"

The scientists think its a real wormhole. Think of it as a tunnel with its ends in two different parts of the universe. They have been postulated for a thousand years, but this is the first time we've actually seen one. We tried to map the stars we can see through it, but no luck correlating it yet.  We're about to send an AI probe through it, see if it can determine where it winds up, and send its position through subspace. Actually we're sending several. One slow one, one at light speed and one in the high Alphas. We've equipped each of them with battle screen and the AI's will take evasive maneuvers if necessary. We're sending them all at the same time. We're starting the fast ones back a ways so they can all go through at the same time, just in case there's a welcoming party waiting." He changed the display to show the three probes two already moving toward the wormhole and one waiting for them.

They all three flashed past and into the invisible tunnel and vanished.

I asked, "How long until we know something?"

"Unknown. Subspace communication is very fast, but not infinitely so. If the probes survive we should know quickly."

We watched the slowly shifting display, waiting for some change. Minutes stretched by, longer than hours. I wasn't directly connected to this mission but I was involved, most especially in how it affected Shan. He was responsible for determining what had happened on Tadrell and where the perpetrators were. A possible enemy that could appear deep in out territory and then vanish was a mystery the Navy had to solve. I looked at the display, but mostly watched his face, his body language. He was concerned and the longer it took for a response from the probes, the more tense he became. I longed to touch him, to hold his hand, but that might not be appropriate in his bridge, surrounded by the officers who looked to him to command just as I did.

Finally, a chime sounded and a vector appeared on the display, spearing through the center of the tunnel. The display shrank until the whole galaxy was shown and the tip of the vector was far out on a spiral arm, where the stars thinned to intergalactic space. The figures under the vector read "29,315 LY."

I said, "How is that possible, Shan? All the way across the galaxy? The probes got there in less than ten minutes. It would take years to get there in a ship."

"Not quite, Jalen. We don't know what the maximum velocity limit is, but research vessels have gone up to the theta band. We don't go that fast normally since our territory isn't large enough to require it. Max, how long for us to get there in normal MDM travel?"

An officer consulted his implant and responded, "About thirty days, Sir."

Shan continued, "So the wormhole method is much faster, but you miss seeing all the sights along the way. Max, what did the probes report?"

"All three reported empty space sir."

"OK, leave one there reporting regularly and bring the others back. Put a relay probe in front of the wormhole and have it send the recall order. Verify subspace comm travels through the wormhole too. Inform the other ships what we learned."

"Aye, Aye, Sir."

"Jalen, there's nothing more to do here except watch the wormhole and let the science team work. Do you still want to help interview the colonists?"

"Yes, certainly."

"OK, I'm going to send Ajax to Tadrell to start the interviews. You can transport over when you're ready. I'm going to put the science team onto Achilles and bring Reliant to Tadrell. It'll take a day or two to get all their equipment transferred and operational, then Reliant will join Ajax. I'll get regular reports from the ground team, but I want you back in my bed every night telling me what you think too."

"Yes, sir. I won't let you down and I'll make you glad I'm there."

"Good. Get what you need and go to Transport. They'll send you to Ajax." I stood up and o did he. He pulled me close and kissed me. The bridge crew applauded and whistled. I felt a blush rise in my cheeks. No secrets here.

I broke the kiss and whispered, "Love you. Figure out how we can do a doggie style Kama Sutra position in fee fall." 

I went to get my travel bag.

Ajax delivered me and a dozen experienced interviewers from Reliant and Achilles, all military police but me, to Tadrell. A hundred marines went down to the colony first for our safety. They reported all calm and safe so we transported down as a group. There were sixteen of us under the command of a police Captain. We spent the first day interviewing the administrators and some random colonists. We had the standard police lie detection equipment: safepenta and routines on our implants to detect facial muscle twitches.

Their tales were consistent: without warning a bunch of very large ships landed, disembarked thousands of aliens apiece and tons of supplies, then they left. An enormous horde of aliens walked into the colony and politely, carefully, dismantled the subspace and  electromagnetic broadcast equipment and took it away. There was no violence, just an overwhelming mass of aliens who purposefully, without harming anyone, pushed into the equipment bays and took everything apart. Then they walked out, carrying it with them. None of them said a word, made a sound, or responded to anything the colonists did. When the police stunned the leading edge of aliens, the rest just stepped over and around them and came on like a wave. The colonists just got out of the way and watched. The colonists used air cars and searched the area around the colony. The aliens avoided all the colonist's farms, built houses and cleared land beyond the colonists cultivated area. There were aliens as far as the air cars went. It looked like millions of aliens had just sat down and started living on Tadrell.

A few colonists said they could "Hear" the aliens thoughts, but couldn't interpret what they "Heard." It was possible the aliens were telepathic and didn't use an audible language. Another theory was that the alien's speech was at too high or low a frequency for unaided humans to hear.  We asked the techs on Ajax to see if they could rig up something to see if either theory was correct.

Since we understood what had happened from the colonist's point of view, we transported en mass to the nearest alien settlement and looked around. The aliens were furry bipeds resembling six foot koala bears. The settlement was busy. Every alien in sight was doing something. Carrying materials, erecting prefab housing. eating something. There were lots of smaller aliens, maybe children running around. They were so cute and cuddly I wanted to pet them. They looked at us, but weren't put off by our appearance. They walked around us and generally ignored us as we walked through the activity. I was not used to being so thoroughly ignored. The marines were even more shocked at having anyone ignore their combat armor and weapons. They sent up several micro surveillance drones to show them the area and reported everything was quiet.

Seeing no danger, we walked into the settlement. I suddenly felt disoriented and stopped. I was getting a vision in my head. I closed my eyes to concentrate on it and saw someone else's vision and felt unaccountably happy. I saw several aliens assembling a complex structure and emotions flew into my mind. Fear, anxiety, relief, concern, joy flew into me without reason. The aliens were telepathic, at least some of them. I opened my eyes and saw the Captain looking at me. "Are you all right Ms. Benders?"

"Captain, I'm receiving some strange thoughts, images in my head. Not on my implant. The aliens are telepathic."

"What are you seeing?"

"Right now I see us. The alien is looking at us."

He said, Lots of them are looking at us. Can you tell which one?"

"I don't know. Let me try. He backed up and I scanned the crowd, Thinking, "Who?" I got a flash of recognition when I focused on a tallish alien but none of them had any distinguishing features I could see, so all I could do was say to the Captain, I see him or her. I can point to him. He knows I found him.'

"Don't startle him. If he ran, we'd never find him. See if you can communicate anything. Try to make it a conversation."
"I'll try." I smiled and tried to be happy. I lifted my water bottle, took a sip and held it out to him. I think I got a positive response. I felt a mild happiness that I think came from him. I cautiously took a step forward and mentally asked if that was OK. At least I tried to be questioning. It seemed to work, since he didn't move. I raised my arm and beckoned him toward me. I didn't feel anything, but he didn't flee. I took another step forward. We were only ten feet apart now. He still didn't move. I tried to feel friendly and said, "I would like to talk to you."

I was shocked when words formed in my head, "Hello Jalen. Its good to meet you."

I thought, "How does he know my name? How does he speak Terran?"

The answer was quick, "I read your name from you. I know your language because it was taught to me. If its easier for you, you can just speak normally and I will understand you."

The implications were startling. He can read my mind. "Can you speak to any human this way?"

"No, only your females. Call me Benjamin. You wouldn't be able to say my name. You should tell your companions you can speak to me."

"Captain, he is speaking Terran into my mind. He says to call him Benjamin and that he was taught Terran."

"Good. Ask him who taught him Terran."

"Benjamin, who taught you our language?"

"A machine."

"Then who gave you the machine?"

"I don't know. I was in a class of fifty E'tang and none of us ever learned who was in charge."

"Benjamin, I must talk to my companions now and relay what you have told me."

"Captain, He says he was in a group of fifty who were taught by a machine. None of them learned who was behind it."

"OK. This is important. Can he read your mind?"

"Yes, he can."

"Can he read all our minds?"

"He says he can only read some women's minds."

"OK, we'll have to find some way to test that, or else keep him away from the Admiral. Ask him about his range for mind reading and see if he'll come back to the colony with us for a little while."

"Benjamin, how far away can we be and still talk mind to mind?"

"Maybe twice as far apart as we are now."

"Would you come to our colony for a few hours to talk to us? We'll bring you back before night."

"Yes, that is why I was trained in your language. Will it take long to get there?"

"No time at all. We have a way to move us all there in an instant and we'll use it to send you back here when you're ready."

"All right, I will go, but first I must instruct my female. Excuse me." He didn't move.

I turned to the Captain, "He will go with us in a few minutes. He's communicating with someone now."

"Good, transport's ready."

I turned back to Benjamin and watched him. He stared at me unmoving, then I heard, "I'm ready," in my mind.

I turned back to the Captain, "Ready." The scenery changed around us and we were in the an empty room in the colony.

We sat around a conference table. Shan and his staff listened in on the Reliant. Security concerns meant none of us in the room used our implants. A microphone and speaker were in  the center of the table with a subspace link to reliant. I acted as an interpreter, repeating Benjamin's statements to the room. First, I reported what he had already told me to the room.

When I finished Shan asked, "Benjamin, why did your people come here?"

"We had no choice. Big flying ships landed on our land . Machines came out and selected some of us. They took us into the ship and taught us your language. They gave us food and drink and promised us they would take our people to a better land. We accepted, well, we didn't object because our land was poor and many children died every year because of no food. After we learned your language, they took us on their ships just like you took me here and brought us to this land. This is much better than Tang ever was."

Shan asked, "Did they bring all of your people with you?"

"No, only the ones who lived near us. Only fifty villages. There are many more on Tang."

"Benjamin, how long did your trip take?"

"We were in the flying things for ten days. The light went out at night and came on in day."

Shan asked a few more questions but Benjamin didn't know any answers. He seemed a simple person, living on the land with no idea about technology. Yet he was not scared by things he didn't understand. The rest of us asked more questions but learned nothing new. The Captain sent Benjamin back after a fruitless hour with a promise to meet us if we returned to where we met today. Reliant was in orbit around Tadrell now so I transported up to her and went to Shan's quarters.

I entered without knocking since he had reset the door to admit me. He met me in the middle of the room and he gave me another mind-altering kiss. When we stopped for air I asked, "Glad you sent me, lover?"

"Very glad. You answered a lot of questions, however all we really learned is that the advanced race doing unexplained things in our territory is probably not the E'tang."

"Glad I could help. Will this be enough to let you keep me on board?"

"For a lot longer, at least. You'll talk to the other E'tang who can speak Terran to see if they know anything else while the science team tries to learn more about wormhole and the race that sent us the E'tang.  Tell me what telepathy was like."

"When I hear someone say something, I don't see words or sentences. The meaning just pops into my head. It was like that. I didn't see images or such, words, meaning, just appeared like he was talking to me. There were images too, I guess of what he was seeing, but faint, like seeing your reflection when you're looking through a window."

"Did you "Hear" anyone else in your head?"
"Not exactly, though there was a murmur, like when there are a lot of people talking in a big room. You can't tell what anyone is saying, but you know they're talking. Before Benjamin started talking clearly to me, I could hear something but I couldn't tell if it was in my head or ears. Its strange, but they have mouths and I presume they eat and breathe through them like all the animals I know. I wonder if that's true?"

"Tomorrow we'll ask them to let our doctors examine them, also to be sure we don't catch something from them. What do you think about them?"

"Mostly they ignored us and went about their work very industriously. I don't think humans would have been so blasé about aliens wandering among them. They treated us like we weren't there, just ignored us, except for Benjamin. If they were humans I would say they acted like serfs, ignorant of the world, and afraid to stop working, but there were no guards or supervisors or overseers, just everyone working industriously like they all knew their jobs perfectly and they had practiced their synchronization. Eerie. They acted like robots under the control of a central computer."

Shan said, "I wonder if their telepathy enables them to self organize or if there was a central agency of some sort, instructing or controlling them?" I heard him use his implant to talk to the Captain, "Nylla, my compliments to Sensors. Tell them to do a detailed scan of the alien encampments and look for any signs of a central facility that's communicating with the aliens. I want the entire EM band scanned from Infrared to Gamma rays. Then search up through the Delta band, too. If they find anything, record it for the science team. Give them a complete report of what was tried, too."

"Now Jalen, I think I have something that's perfect for the null-G gym."

"Lead on Master,  I'm ready." He took my hand and we walked to the gym. Once inside he had me practice some more, then called me back to the door. He positioned me with my feet and hands on the wall, elbows and knees touching and tied my safety line to a handhold. He positioned himself behind me so we were perfectly positioned and took hold of my breasts, sort of love handles. I felt his stiff member at my moist entrance and , well, we both had magnificent climaxes.

We stayed there after we recovered and it turned out we were in a perfect position for him to give me a nice backrub until he was ready again and he used my back entrance this time with the same well-received result. I'm rapidly becoming enamored of free fall sex. One can get in positions that would be tiring in normal gravity but no stress at all in null-G.

The next day I went back down to the surface and the team visited several more groups of aliens but didn't learn anything new. There was another woman in the group this time and both of us could communicate with the educated alien. it seemed there was only one male in each “Village” who had been educated. Since we couldn't talk to anyone else, there was no way for us to determine relative intelligence or anything else. We were effectively stymied until we could educate more aliens. We couldn't even try to learn their language until they communicated with us in it.

I went back up to Reliant and went to Shan's office. He was using his implant to read some report and was glad to see me. At least, his greeting was as enthusiastic as ever. I was really glad to be in his arms too, my day had been active and fruitless. We had learned essentially nothing except none of the aliens could or would tell as anything but the party line.

I sat in his lap and he told me about his day. I felt very close to him, emotionally. Our relationship was closer than the last time we were together. I was just glad to be in the same room, whether we talked or not. Maybe it was because we were working together on a worthwhile project now? Anyway I was glad to be helping him and hoped we could stay together a long time. He seemed to be confident that we could.

A hundred and fifty ships of all sizes had arrived today from sector base and TF 45 was relieved. The Navy brass were pleased with Shan's efforts to secure the system and find out what happened. He was promoted to Vice Admiral and ordered to return TF 45 to sector and assume command of Second Fleet. I guess they were pleased with him. I kissed him and promised him a better reward tonight.

We ate dinner in the dining hall and he was mobbed by every officer and half the enlisted personnel congratulating him on his promotion. Captain Benders was effusive in her praise and obviously sad to be losing him.

After dinner it was still early and he had some work to do. I didn't so I read a racy novel on my implant. I imagined myself and Shan taking the places of the hero and heroine. He easily fit the story's hero who was a strong leader and managed the heroine strictly. I didn't match up well, though, because I didn't think my heels were nearly as round as hers, but I enjoyed the story.

When he finished what he was working on he stood up and said, "I have to go see Captain Benders. The first thing I want to see when I get back is your hot little ass in the air.  You have fifteen minutes to be ready.”

Even before he spoke I felt myself becoming aroused. My nipples hardened and thrust against my bra. Moisture trickled into my sex. How could he know?  How could he know what she had desired for tonight?  She had not had the courage to tell him what she truly desired.  She was afraid he would think she was silly or that he wouldn’t understand.  She opened her mouth to ask, "How..." but she couldn't say a word. He had never talked to her like that.  He had never acted like that.  He walked out the door.

Suddenly, her mind recalled the aliens. Could he read her mind too? Had they sensitized her so she was broadcasting her thoughts? She reviewed what had happened, trying to find another explanation. Had she somehow sent it to him over their implants? She looked at it and there was no record of any outgoing traffic. But how else could he know the erotic fiction she had been reading.  Her face flushed as she realized he must be reading her mind like the aliens.  There was no other explanation.  She looked at her watch, realizing that ten minutes had passed since he had left.  She could feel her arousal, wondering what he would do.  She felt herself more turned on than she ever had been.  

She stripped out of her clothes quickly and went to the front door.  She felt her face flush as she placed herself down in front of the door, her ass high, her face down against the cool floor.  He had seen her naked many times, of course, but never like this.  She could feel her wetness and the delicate ache growing as she waited.  A few minutes went by and she heard the door lock open.  Her heart was racing as she heard the door open and close.  He didn’t say anything at first, slowly walking around her, circling her, feeling his hungry gaze examining every inch of her, admiring the view.  He leaned down and his fingers caressed her breasts, her bottom, trailing across her back and down her smooth thighs.  “Good girl”, he said, giving her ass a gentle, but firm slap.  

The words and feel of his palm sent her body in overdrive.  “Thank you, Master” she said softly, feeling his fingers trail against her sex so gently she could barely feel him, her body wanting more.  She leaned her ass back to feel more of his fingers, only to feel the sting of his palm yet again.  “Be still, little girl,” he said firmly, sending her further into ecstasy.  “Yes, Master”, she said, the words coming out of her mouth so naturally, it was as if they were meant to be said always.  That day, it all changed.  Our relationship deepened, our dynamic changed, as I had dreamed. Now "Master' wasn't just a title. The last thing he said before her climax was, "This is how you should greet me every day."

Just the thought made me wet. I could make it even better. "Master, may I have a pair of handcuffs to wear, too?"

"Of course." He took a pair from a desk drawer and handed them to me.

I used them to cuff my wrists together behind me. "Thank you, Master."

"You know you have earned punishment?"

"Master, for what?"

"For leaving me."

Submission bloomed in me. He was right. I needed punishment. I had had failed to serve him as I promised. "Yes, Master, I deserve punishment. Please correct me so that I never forget again."

He took a leather collar from a drawer and showed it to me. "You will wear this and your cuffs when we're alone."

My heart leaped with submissive lust. He was going to take me back. Thank God. I felt moisture drip into my loins. I wanted him to take me.

"You may service me now."

I rose and knelt in front of him.

I took out my cock and shoved it into her mouth.  She took it in immediately and started sucking and licking.  She had me hard in seconds.  I put my hands in her hair and gave her a face fucking.  Hard and quick.  I came fast.  "Swallow it all cunt. Plenty of calories for your lunch."  I wanted her to lose a few pounds and this was a good way.  I was a little mad at her and I let it show.  I used my manhood to punish her and from the look in her eyes, she knew it.

I inspected her mouth to ensure she had swallowed it all.  Satisfied, I took her into the bedroom, sat on the bed and pulled her over my knees, face down.  I threw a leg over hers and used my left hand to hold her collar. I took my time between each swat to give her time to feel the full effect of red handprints that drew a web of searing heat across her taut buttocks. Her initial cries of pain, and pleas for mercy changed quickly to moans and pleas to be taken. WHen she was whining and very needy, i slipped two fingers into her hot, wet, sex and she squealed in pleasure.

Slave heat burned as fiercely in Jalen's belly as hot as her bottom and when her Master finally thrust his fingers into her well lubricated sex, she squealed in helpless compliance. Her internal muscles instantly contracted to trigger an immediate orgasm and a flood of hot love juices as she surrendered to his erotic dominance and the uncontrollable passions unleashed by her enforced submission to his mastery. I felt his rigid cock poking into my belly and I wanted him in me so bad. I begged, "Please, Master, take your slave."

My cock was rock hard again and I rolled her onto the floor and ordered, "Standing display, slut.  She had a hard time standing with hands locked behind her, but she made it.  I led her to the foot of my bed by her collar.  I bent her over so her ass was in the air, legs straight, shoulders laying on the bed.  I said, "don't move." I got a tube of lube and smeared it in and around her ass hole.  I rammed my stiff cock up her ass hard and fast.  She squealed in pain and surprise.  I pumped hard and came fast.  I made her stay where she was while I got her hood.  I stood her up and strapped the hood on tight.  I locked all the straps so she couldn't get it off.  

I knelt her and made her clean my cock with her tongue.  I put her back in standing display position and thought about putting a chastity belt on her. I wanted her aroused and needy. I thought that, she would be more submissive if I kept her needy. No, I would first train her to expect frequent orgasm then cut her off. I was pleased with her now. I chained her collar to a wall ring and left her kneeling there.

I was home again. I was comfortable, and oh so needy. I knew I would be well fucked in no time. I was happy to await my Master's pleasure.

The End of Book1
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