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Previously

Its 2947 A.C. and the Terran Federation is at peace.

Without warning a million amiable, apparently harmless, and primitive aliens appear on a new colony world.

Evidence points to a race that used wormholes to jump across the galaxy to deliver these harmless aliens. It becomes the Navy's top priority to find this race, determine its intentions, and unravel the secret of wormhole travel.


Chapter 1 : Wormholes

Admiral Arens brought TF 45 to Sector 21 base on schedule with no further side trips. Shan Arens kept his flag on Reliant, but would move it to TFNS Mars, newer, bigger, and still under construction in the orbiting dock. He halted construction temporarily. He told me he wanted to wait and see if any wormhole equipment needed to be installed. His reports showed the research teams were making good progress in understanding the physics of wormholes.

I sat in our quarters and listened to Shan talk to Colonel Sahwyeri in his office. Shan knew I was listening. He had told me it was all right.

Shan said, "Colonel, I've got reports that claim the Navy scientists at Tadrell have made amazing breakthroughs in not only understanding wormholes, but in being able to detect them, create them, and collapse them. Not only that, but they have designed and tested equipment to do all these wondrous things. I want you to go out there and see if these things can be deployed aboard ships and be reliably used by the crew.  I don't want a jury rigged laboratory prototype aboard my ships. See if your people can make this equipment safe for the Navy to rely on.  We may be in a shooting war with an unknown set of aliens and they already know how to use wormholes. I don't want to go into their space until we're ready. "

"I've ordered the fleet support ship Vulcan to take you and your crew to Tadrell. You'll have a heavy cruiser as escort. Look the scientist's stuff over and let me know ASAP if you think you can have service ready units assembled for Mars. If not, I'll restart construction. 

Shan and I were living together in his dirt side quarters. They were big enough for a full family, but not as nice as those on Reliant. I found a job as a culturist for an interstellar trading company. I mainly researched different cultures and prepared manuals for their ship captains and AI's. This was not  much like our first affair. We had both had jobs that interested us. and we lived in a large city so we went to work in the morning, came home at night and went out most nights and met friends. The major difference was our home life. I was content being his sex toy at home. It was a great relief from the stress of a job and having a professional reputation during the day. We went to plays and live performances.

We both enjoyed flying and went to several indoor aerial playgrounds. We'd rent wings and a lift belt and fly for hours in great giggling aerial ballets. He had played on an air hockey team for several years. We talked about those days with fond remembrance, but neither of us wanted to restart that kind of life.

Now he was an Admiral in the Terran Navy and responsible for a half million lives. There just weren't enough hours in the day for us to play, and anyway, playing wasn't what he wanted to do. Every man or woman in the Navy was there because they wanted to protect humanity from all the dangers of the universe and now that was his job. Identify those aliens who had left us such an unusual greeting card and determine their intentions.

I hadn't prepared for this job as long as Shan, but I had been menaced by those same aliens and afraid my ship was about to be destroyed when Shan saved my frightened ass. Now I was very interested in helping him as well as I could.

I had studied comparative anthropology in school and I was very familiar with the concept of marriage as it had been practiced on Terra long ago. The concept of a lifetime monogamous relationship had been dying off by the late 2100's. The final nail in its coffin was driven when we learned to end death by natural causes. The reason it was originally created was, of course, children, and people still loved to continue their bloodlines so there was no slowing in population growth. Burgeoning population, not war, was the driving force behind the frantic research to develop useful and ever faster space travel. We hadn't encountered the first aliens until we had ten colonies rapidly filling their planets.

Despite all this change, here Shan and I were, living like a happily married couple, content to stay home most nights, just like in the Twentieth Century. Except sex, maybe. I don't know how sex worked in a marriage. I've read a lot of theories, but the institution was dying out when the internet was growing in popularity. The archives show a huge growth in pornography as they called it, about that time, we just think it looks like good clean fun now. They were still bogged down in Victorian thinking then, so it figured. Anyway, millions of authors over the past thousand years have scoured the archives looking for data that supports their ideas.

Despite all of humanity's improving technology and scientific knowledge, people haven't changed since we started living in mud huts, hunting and gathering. Men and women still have the same sex drive and bodies that derive pleasure thereby. We still have the same equipment and we still get pleasure from the same coupling we learned when we came out of the trees. Insert tab A into slot B. So every woman I know reads romantic and erotic fiction, trying to learn how to do it better. Parties are still a key event to "Break the Ice" between strangers, and there are more sex clubs than good restaurants on every human planet.

Now, one can experience anything they can imagine with AI and sensies. Shan and I don't use sensies, we prefer actual skin to skin or whatever contact. We've both grown fond of bondage in our play. For me, being bound by my lover adds a thrill to the pleasure. He likes it too, says its enjoyable to have me helpless. He must have really enjoyed it because he keeps me bound for hours at a time. We started with ropes but those became uncomfortable after a little while. Leather straps were better. Chains were even better since they didn't have to be more than snug and I can move around a little. But the furniture was best. Those were snug, not tight and removed most strain so they were comfortable for hours.

Our main outings were to sex clubs. We played mostly with each other, but sometimes with others. The clubs had an extensive collection of apparatus and equipment. Some had specialties like pet play, pony play, BDSM, and pure bondage. All of them served intoxicants and some food. They came with varying levels of sophistication and exclusivity. There were a couple of playhouses that staged productions of famous stories from history as well as new stories. Both Shan and I enjoyed the plays and vids. We were especially fond of "Story of O" and watched it several times, both live action, recorded in a theater, and on our implants in shared mode, gaining better insight into O's desires each time. I got wet every time she was pierced, ringed, and branded. To be so physically marked that anyone you coupled with could see instantly you were owned. I begged Shan to take me forcefully every time. Twice I asked him if he'd pierce me like O, but he declined. It was probably for the best, but the idea still filled me with exited lust.

When I reflected on our early time together I realized our personalities were changing, more rapidly now. In the past I was totally independent and we agreed on what we would do. After he rescued me I was a little in awe of him and he was in command of everyone in his small fleet and on Tadrell. Everyone obeyed him, they had to and I wanted to. Now that we were back on the ground, I could have left or just ignored his wishes, but I didn't. In fact I got a great deal of pleasure from obeying him, serving him, and being his sex toy. When I thought about it I realized I was enjoying being a "Good" wife.

But it was more than that, when we were alone I addressed him as "Master," and it felt right. We both relished our uninhibited sex. Now that he had a regular schedule I always tried to greet him at the door as I had that time on Reliant., naked, kneeling, my head on the floor, my bottom high and facing away from the door. I never scheduled anything late in the afternoon. An hour before he was due I gave myself an enema, showered, did my makeup and perfumed myself. Ten minutes before he normally arrived, I took my position in front of the door. He was used to this and said appreciative things every day. We always played a bit before eating.

Sometimes I wondered why I had started doing this. Of course I enjoyed the feeling of arousal it generated. But when I was being honest with myself, it was because he told me to greet him like that. I had never been this obedient before he rescued me. I never got tired of this game. It actually got easier as my preparations became more routine. Once, just after opening the door, he asked me how long I planned to begin our evenings this way. My honest answer was , "Until you tell me to stop, Master."

His response, "That won't ever happen, Jalen. I love this."

Sometimes when we're deep into sex, almost to orgasm, I feel like I can read his emotions, not what he's thinking, but what he's feeling. On the other hand, either he's starting to read my mind or I'm showing more of what I'm thinking on my face. We'd been planet side for several months when I started hearing him ask me for something, like a drink, or a piece of clothing, and when I look up, he's not in the room. Its like he's thinking something and I receive it. When I check, he says he didn't say anything. It started happening more frequently after I noticed it. I noticed I would be doing something when I would suddenly become aroused. my nipples grew hard and I tingled all over. Moisture would start wetting my sex lips. Out of the blue. Then it would stop. I was afraid I was becoming a sex addict.

After we'd been on the planet for almost six months he came home after a long meeting, smiling broadly. He came in and kissed me very passionately and said, "I've gotten some really good news today, Love. Let's go in the living room and I'll tell you about it." He picked me up and carried me into the room and sat in his favorite chair with me on his lap.

"You remember Colonel Sahwyeri?"

I nodded, "Of course, you talked to him here and sent him to Tadrell to see how the scientists were doing."

"He's back and I spent six hours with him going over his report. The upshot is that the scientists have done it. Their Chief Scientist, Doctor Allenfield, is a genius. His theories on wormholes were correct. They made some equipment to detect, create, and destroy wormholes. Not only that, the Colonel is certain his team can design weapon grade equipment in a few weeks, because most of the equipment already exists in our ships - the artificial gravity generators and compensators are the guts of the equipment. It turns out the wormholes can be detected at long range because they are a gravity phenomenon. They can be generated or destroyed using modified gravity generators to make one and super-sized compensators to destroy an existing one. He's promised to have a tested design ready for Mars in less than a month and all the equipment for Second Fleet a month after that. He gave me recordings of the tests the scientists did at Tadrell, and they were spectacular. He already has his team working on the designs and the simulators for the crews to start practicing with. I gave him priority at three AI factories starting in a week."

I watched his face closely. He had that green aura very strong now. I kissed him and said, "That's wonderful, Shan. You're going after the aliens in a couple of months, then?"

"Damned right, and you can come if you want."

I wanted to come with him badly, but I didn't care whether it was for aliens or not. "I do, I do. Will I have a job now?"

"You're now officially a civilian consultant with expertise in alien contact and anthropology. In reality you'll be my personal amanuensis. Very much doing what you do here plus take notes at meetings. That's the easiest part, just record them on your implant and put it in archives afterwards. If we find the aliens and they're willing to talk, that's when your real job begins.

Captain Alexander Young, newly assigned commander of TFNS Mars, was not happy at the delay in completing his ship. Shan was determined, though, that it, and every other ship in Second Fleet would be fully equipped to use wormholes in combat before they left base. He showed very little concern over the delay in completing his flagship, but I could see the tension in him.

Maybe the aliens had aroused something in me. When I casually looked at him, it was just him, but if I studied him when we were quiet,  he glowed. I know mystics spoke of a aura, but this was very real. When he was relaxed it was green and red if he was angry. He rarely got angry, but a casually stupid action by an officer sometimes made him so.  I watched to see if he read my mind again, but I didn't see any indication. I did stay away from erotic fiction though.

My "Sex flashes" were coming more often. I wondered if it was just because I was near Shan, but no, they were happening anywhere.

Admiral Shan Arens stood at the front of the room to address his assembled Second Fleet capital ship commanders who all had a folder in their lap with the name of their ship in bold letters, "Ladies and Gentlemen. Terra has recalled the ships we had searching around the terminus of the Tadrell wormhole and assigned the Tadrell investigation to us. All your ships have or are having the wormhole suite installed in your ships. The rest of the Navy will get them as soon as they can be produced. Your people have been using the simulators for a couple of weeks now and your readiness reports are excellent. Tell everyone I'm proud of them. Now we have to go to work and find the unknowns who entered our space and dumped the E'tang on Tadrell. Once we find them, we can ask them about their intentions. Its a big galaxy and the only clue we know to look for is wormholes. Captain Ashworth will describe our search plan." 

He sat down and a Captain took his place, " Your new equipment can detect an existing wormhole from a distance of fifty light years by the gravity disturbance it creates, and a forming one from one hundred. Since we are looking for a new race, we can't use wormholes to search, we have to stay in normal space. You will accelerate, uniformly, into the high theta band and be spread out one hundred light years apart in a grid ten high by a hundred wide. Our initial search will go outbound to one side of the initial wormhole vector to a distance of sixty thousand light years, then return on the other side of the vector. It will take around seven days each way.  The fleet will maintain an  acceleration of 500Gs until you're at the top of the theta band and you will remain in constant communication with the ships around you. If any ship encounters difficulties, use the wormhole equipment to support it. Counting your escorts, we have just over a thousand ships for the search.  You all have the disposition of your ships and escorts in your folders and its been sent to your implants.  Are there any questions?" No one said anything.

Admiral Arens took the Captain's place. "Ladies and Gentlemen. If you find our quarry, they are probably going to be annoyed. Your first priority is to get the word out. Your second is to see to the safety of your command. Remember that with the wormhole technology, all of us will be there very quickly. All of your ships are scheduled to have the wormhole equipment installed by 1500 hours tomorrow. As a final dress rehearsal, we will assemble the fleet in search formation, when all ships are in their assigned slots, each ship will create a wormhole with its terminus one light year before Tadrell's system. The starting and ending coordinates are in your folders. Once you arrive signal the flagship and destroy the wormhole you created. Good luck and good hunting."

I wore a civilian suit  and sat beside Shan. He had enough pull now to get me a billet as his civilian interpreter and come on the search. TFNS Mars was twice as big as Reliant, but the crew was only a few hundred people larger due to increased automation. Shan explained it carried more missiles, a hundred Raptor fighters, and had ten fusion plants instead of six. As flagship of Second Fleet, its position was at the center of the formation.

Shan and I had already moved into his quarters on TFNS Mars. They were very similar to Reliant, though newer furnishings of course. Several other officers had female companions along on the mission, too: The Captain, Chief Navigator, Fighter Wing Commander and other department heads. All in all, there were ten couples, fifteen hundred unattached female personnel and eighteen hundred unattached male personnel. I got together with Lin Solgren, Captain Young's partner, and we arranged a party on the first evening of our mission for the men and women who were partnered on TFNS Mars. Sort of a "Getting Underway" party. None of the women had met before although several of the men had shipped together previously. We had decided it should be a forma party and asked the men to wear dress uniforms and the ladies to dress appropriately. The ladies, of course, used the replicator's vast library to make them elegant dresses, selecting them from whatever era they fancied. I chose a bejeweled dress that would have been at home in Marie Antoinette's balls. It had a very tight corset that made me stand up very straight , twenty yards of material, and no underwear. I wore four inch heels, but no one could see them. My hair was piled high in a confection of immense height. Luckily the hair salon's AI was a good beauty salon operator. On a ship with this many women that was a necessity.

Lin and I arranged for a Marine Sergeant to announce the guests as they arrived. We picked up that bit of pageantry from watching some vids of formal dinners at the old United States of America, White House. The first half hour was for getting acquainted before dinner.

I clung to Shan's arm as we circulated. I was asked many times about the aliens on Tadrell and what the mind reading was like. Everyone had seen vids of the aliens so most of the questions had to do with mind reading. The Chief Surgeon asked the most penetrating questions and was not satisfied with my answers. After all, all I got was Terran speech forming in my head without benefit of my ears. I was too bemused to feel anything as he suggested, fear, invasion of my mind. "Were you concerned he might be reading more than what you wanted to say?"

Now that he suggested it, sure. "No, Doctor. His thoughts were direct responses to my words. I suppose he might have gotten more, but I didn't know any military secrets and why would an alien care about my relations with other humans?"

"I don't know Ms. Herrina, but it worries me."

"Well, Doctor, what's done is done. It won't happen again, I'm sure."

"But, isn't that why you're here? As an interpreter?"

Shan stepped in, "Doctor, let's call the Tadrell aliens, X1.  its our intention to find the aliens who foisted X1 on us. Call them X2. Not to revisit X1."

"Of course, Admiral. I'm just quite interested in the mind reading experience."

"So are many people. Ms. Herrina will be glad to share anything else she remembers with you."

How did Shan know that? It was exactly what I was about to say. Was he reading my mind now or was it just the tactful way to say, "Drop it, Doctor?" I had another of my "Sex flashes" this time while Shan was looking at me.

Dinner was an elegant affair with ship's stewards delivering the food and drink in a choreographed team. The conversation was as varied as the people and the wines were excellent.

Afterwards the men gravitated to one end of the room and the women to the other while the stewards cleared the table and lowered it into the floor. The conversation shifted among several topics and soon centered on sex, as women tend to think about that a lot. I asked if anyone had tried null-G sex and was suddenly the center of attention. I was badgered until I told the assembled ladies how it worked and the positions we had tried. It turns out several had never heard of the Kama Sutra, either. I used my hands to describe how we did the doggy position and was describing my feeling and the pure physical joy of it in free fall when I glanced toward the men and saw Shan staring at me with a quizzical half smile. I made a questioning face at him, but just grinned back at me, and turned back to the Captain. I had another "Sex flash" when he looked at me and it stopped as soon as he turned away. What was that about? I had the feeling something significant just happened. I'll have to remember to ask him about it tonight.

Lin asked if the group would like to plan another party for the future and everyone agreed they enjoyed dressing up and the socializing at a party. I asked the group if any of them had ever had a spontaneous arousal with no apparent stimulus. I got a few titters, but most of the women looked serious. Sandra said, "Yes, they started just a little while ago. I'll be reading a book or looking for clothes and suddenly I'll become very aroused, like I'm in foreplay. Most of the women said they had had surprises like that too. One said she had experienced it while flying and nearly collided with another flyer. "Very distracting," she said. Someone suggested we have a sex-themed party. Everyone agreed sex needed a little kink to make it more fun, so, after a little discussion, we agreed on a bondage theme and Lin and I agreed to plan it for a couple of weeks in the future.

We had planned for a dance to end the party. Ballroom dancing was a lost art so we arranged for the ship AI to send instructions to the guest's implants, then to give us a lesson / example. We led the women over to the men and told everyone what we intended. Some people seemed interested and others nervous. I contacted the AI and told him to start the lesson. Holograms of a man and woman appeared in the center of the room, music started and the AI asked everyone to pair up with their partners. When we all were paired, The Ai described the actions while the holograms performed. They kept dancing while we all tried to copy them.

It was a successful dance with everyone continuing after the AI stopped. It taught us several dances during an hour of dancing. When the party was over, the four of us, Shan, Lin and the Captain stood by the door and thanked everyone for coming. They uniformly said they wanted another dance party soon and we told them we were working on it.

We could have transported back to quarters, but we chose to walk. Shan liked to be seen and talk to crew whenever he could. He was in uniform, and I was dressed as a seventeenth century courtesan. Everyone we passed stared at me in surprise, but no one said anything. Several of the women we passed looked enviously at my costume. When I saw that I explained we were coming back from a costume ball. Twice I had to explain what that was and what I was wearing. I enjoyed the attention.

In a lull, I asked, "Shan, what was your look about?"

"Look?"

"Before the dancing I was explaining something to the women when I saw you staring at me with a funny expression. When I made a face back, you went back to talking to the Captain."

"By any chance were you telling them how we did doggy position in free fall?"

I stopped and looked at him. He stopped too. "Were my hand gestures that suggestive?" I was really wondering if he was reading my mind.

"Yes, I was picking up your thoughts. Very clearly, just like now. Are you getting anything from me?"

My belly suddenly heated up and I became aroused. I felt moisture in my sex. He could read my thoughts. I felt so connected to him now. I listened, trying to remember what the alien's telepathy felt like. "No thoughts, but I'm suddenly very aroused. Are you doing that?"

He said, "Not consciously. Interesting. Maybe it takes more time to develop the ability to send. We'll have to wait and see. Did Benjamin mention anything about range?"

"No, but he did send something to 'His female' before he went to the colony with us. I don't know how far away she was, but at least a hundred yards."

"Well, we can continue to test it. I don't think there's any hurry."

We resumed our amble back to quarters. I wanted him to take me now. My sense of urgency was overwhelming. And sudden. I gasped as my belly clenched tight. I wondered if I would ever have any privacy again?

"Not much. You're broadcasting everything you think. Don't climax now, wait until I tell you. I can turn it down, but it doesn't go away. Maybe I'll learn how to shut you off in time, but not now. What worries me is that I didn't talk to Benjamin and I'm now receiving you. Did you somehow give it to me? Did you give it to anyone else or did he? Let's try a small experiment, try and empty your mind. Try to meditate while we walk. close your eyes and let me steer you."

As soon as he said 'Don't climax now' my arousal shrank down to a mild desire. Am I that easily controlled? "All right." I closed my eyes, tried to empty my mind, drop my plans, fears, and even observations.

After we reached our quarters he said, "Stop and open your eyes." I did. "It didn't help. You were still very open to me. Don't worry about it. Its not easy to not think about anything. I'll try again after you're asleep." He opened the door and motioned me in. "I need to talk to the doctor, briefly. Go get ready to great me properly when I get back."

I turned to him, "Yes, Master. Please hurry." I had started getting aroused when I learned he could read my mind. My love juice had flooded my loins before I was told to stop and it was still trickling down my legs. I wanted his love now.

He closed the door and I hurried into the bedroom and dropped my clothes and shoes in a big pile. I did my enema, showered, touched up my make up and perfume. I had just gotten into position when the door opened and Master walked up and patted my raised ass.

"Good girl. I love the sight of your perfect body. Your party was a hit. I've already received several congratulations and hopes that you'll do it again soon."

"Thank you, Master. I hope you enjoyed it too." I could feel my need rubbing around the edge of my arousal, wanting it so bad, but unable to make it grow. Yet I was feeling wonderful, expectant, anticipating my release and climax. I wondered if Master could feel my emotions when I didn't use words?

"Yes, Jalen, I can feel what you're feeling. I think this will let me sense you during foreplay and sex and make your experience even better. I'll try, anyway."

He slapped my bottom and I felt a sharp pain turning quickly to pleasure as it heated my belly. He said, "I felt how that slap spread heat into your sex. You do not have permission to climax. now, but let your arousal grow."

"Yes, Master. Thank you, Master."

I don't know how, but I felt my body do exactly as he said. I didn't do it, I didn't know how, but it was like he had a deeper level of control than I did. I could command the volitional muscles, but it felt like his thoughts could control all my muscles and even my feelings. I liked being his sub, but this was so much more than I ever thought possible to give up. I could not refuse him anything. I felt both controlled and loved.

His words appeared in my mind. "No, Jalen, Relax. Feel happy I can know exactly how to please you. Have you ever wanted to refuse anything I wanted to do? Everything I do will be to our benefit. I will never cause you any harm, physical or mental."

I realized with a crystal clarity that Shan was my lover, my protector and would never hurt me or allow anyone else to do so. My concern now seemed foolish. I had always liked what he did. Why should I worry now? I relaxed and wanted him to touch me some more. I closed my eyes and listened to him get undressed. I shook my bottom a little, just enough to let him know what I wanted. I felt his hands roaming over my body, warming me all over. I felt something, like ghostly tendrils feeling my mind and suddenly, out of the blue, my belly convulsed in  a blinding orgasm. I was jolted from a relaxed contentment and expectation into mind blowing ecstasy. I slumped onto the floor, Shan's hands still gently on my breasts. The next thing I knew we were in bed.

He whispered in my ear, "That was just to warm you for love."

We made wild, animal love until I was exhausted. I slept through the night with beautiful dreams I couldn't remember in the morning.

Shan couldn't sleep. He looked at Jalen, her face was turned to his, eyes open and smiling. "She needs to sleep," he thought. "Why not?" He silently commanded her to sleep and have pleasant, beautiful dreams. Her eyes closed.

He was full of curiosity and his mind was racing. How could he suddenly develop a mental capability that not only let him read Jalen's thoughts, but control her. Everything mental started with contact with the E'tang. But he had never been on the same planet with them, nor every been in communication with them. Jalen made contact with them and apparently it was communicable. Yet every member of the contact team had passed the bioscans, both before and after the contact with the aliens. Whatever they caught from the aliens was not detectable by the bioscan, whether biological or mental. And it was contagious. I caught it from Jalen. But it doesn't act quickly, its been over six months since we contacted the E'tang, which means its probably infected more people.

He used his implant to contact the chief surgeon, who was also at the party, "Doctor, I have just been made aware of some unusual mental symptoms being experienced by some people who made contact with the E'tang. I am concerned that there may be something infectious that our bioscans missed. Have everyone who was on Tadrell since the aliens appeared interviewed. Also those they contacted, I know that's difficult since more than six months have passed, but be as thorough as possible."

He responded, "Admiral, what sort of 'Mental Symptom' are we looking for?"

"Doctor, I don't want you looking for any one symptom. I only have two instances and two different expressions. I assure you, the individuals will know something has changed."

"Aye, Aye, Sir. You realize the situation you've described means that every Terran planet is possibly infected?"

"Yes, Doctor. Get the medical staff at sector involved and use all the AI's to track the potential vectors. I'll speak to Admiral Reale."


Chapter 2 : Search

Second Fleet dispersed into its search pattern arrayed in a huge two dimensional array aligned perpendicular to the vector from sector base to Tadrell.  Admiral Arens stood in TFNS Mars' CIC and watched his fleet assemble. When all ships reported on station and ready he said, conversationally, "Second Fleet, execute." He heard the almost imperceptible ascending whine of the wormhole generators then the star field in the tank changed and a label appeared by one of the stars, 'Tadrell.' He watched as the rest of the fleet winked into existence around him. All appeared within a few seconds.

"Give me a fleet broadcast channel, Captain."

""Ready, Sir."

"All hands, well done. My compliments to the fleet engineers and all the crews. Now we start our search into unknown space. Signal when ready. Arens out."

"Captain, begin the search plan when all ships report ready. I'll be in my office doing paperwork. Notify me when we're underway." With modern technology, one couldn't feel acceleration.

"Aye, Aye, Sir."

Arens transported to his office and dug out the readiness reports and training logs. He had been working for an hour when a call came in: "Yes, doctor."

"Sir, I have a report on the mental symptoms you asked me to look into. May I come speak to you in person?"

"Yes. I'm in my office."

"I'll be right there." A knock came almost before he ended the call. The Doctor was either waiting outside or had his finger on the transport button when he called.

"Enter." The door opened and the Marine Sergeant said, Doctor Schloss to see you sir. Says he has an appointment."

"Yes, send him in, Saul."

"Aye, Aye, Sir." Doctor Schloss entered, Shan waved him to a chair and waited."

"Sir, I'm afraid you were correct There is evidence of an infectious agent on Tadrell now, presumably from the E'tang.  We collected breath samples from everyone we could locate who visited Tadrell after the aliens arrived. They are exhaling extremely small particles. By comparison the smallest known virus is about .oo4 microns and these are about.00001 microns. They seem to consist of three or four amino acids. Its more chemical then biological, but it multiplies in a human and has only one effect. The one you saw: it causes unusual activity in both Broca's Area and Wernicke's area, independent of speech, in both men and women. That's never been observed before."

"So, how does it affect the people involved?"

"Sir, you never said what symptoms you observed. What our investigators found was that infected men can now read infected women's minds and make them do things. A woman who's mind is being read or commanded feels intense sexual arousal."

"Explain."

"Sir, imagine telepathic hypnosis. We examined the effects on more than a hundred women on board. Apparently, any man can look into any woman's mind and read it. He can also send messages to her. If he orders her to do something, she obeys. We experimented with some presumably distasteful acts. We stopped her before she did anything, but she did whatever she was ordered to do. A woman who's mind was being read or commanded she became sexually aroused. If it continued very long she had an orgasm."

"That's serious. It will change our whole society in unpredictable ways. "

"Sir, I believe that is an understatement."

"Can you determine how far the infection has spread?"

"An infected person starts to exhale particles within days of infection. We've tracked vectors to every human world. Its safe to say that its likely to affect every man and woman in Terran space within another year unless we can find a way to stop it."

"How about the Navy?"

"Worse, our ships are trapping the particles into an increasingly dense mass. Infection is inevitable in much less time than on a planet."

Does it affect a woman's ability to do her work?"

"No, not so far as we have been able to determine, at least until some man orders her to do something that interferes with operations. You can imagine the chaos if a woman was ordered to strip or do something sexual or provocative during combat."

"Do you have a way to stop it?"

"Short of putting every uninfected person in a spacesuit, no. It doesn't seem to be affected by any known antiviral drugs or radiation. We're trying other drugs and chemicals to see if they have any effect. We're not hopeful. The particles seem to act as a catalyst to activate functions already present in our bodies."

"You mean we already have these abilities but they've not been activated until now?"

"If what we're seeing is correct, they must have been active and used sometime beyond recorded history and fell out of use. Or maybe the activating catalyst went away."

"Well, whatever the history, There are going to be many unhappy women demanding we find a way to stop the infection. I'm going to classify this 'Disease', investigation, information, etc. for now. If news of this gets out, we'll have riots with nothing we can do to correct the problem. Keep looking Doctor."

"Aye, Aye, Sir." He stood and left.

He pondered what he should do to protect fleet operations. He needed data. He used his implant to talk to Mars' Command AI, (Mars, of course). "Mars, send me a list of Second Fleet ship officers. Flag those whose senior officers are female."

The list flooded into his implant immediately. "Thank you."

"You're welcome, Admiral."

His fears were borne out. He had ten battleships, fifty cruisers, and many smaller ships captained by good, reliable smart women he couldn't trust anymore. Shit. He wouldn't let this hurt their careers. It wasn't their fault and it was looking more like an attack on humanity. "Mars, make up transfer orders. I want every female Captain transferred to a more responsible position and replaced by a qualified male, from the replaced Captain's ship if possible. Promote the females if appropriate. Move Captains of small ships  to XOs of larger ships, Captains of Cruisers or Battleships to Squadron XO, Squadron Commanders to Flag Staff. Send the orders to me for review."

The orders flooded into his implant. "Thank you."

"You're welcome, Admiral."

He read all the orders, several hundred. There were many excellent captains he had previously known and decorated for valor and achievement. but he had no choice.  He composed a message for all his senior officer: "This message is being sent to all Commanding Officers in Second Fleet. Humanity has been infected with a previously unknown and undetectable agent whose effect appears to be limited to activating dormant mental abilities. It has an incubation period of approximately one year and is extremely communicable. Once mature, men are able to communicate telepathically with women and give them orders. Women are able to telepathically communicate with men and will obey any orders they receive. Medical and scientific resources on every planet are studying this infection and trying to reverse its effects. While it is untreated, women must be deemed unable to command. Female commanders are being promoted and transferred to staff positions. All Commanding officers are directed to treat their female subordinates as trusted advisors. Male medical staff will examine every female as often as is practical with their other duties, but no less than once a week to determine if they have been ordered to do anything against their will. Commanding Officers are directed to prosecute men guilty of such mental manipulation as if the order was enforced with physical force.. Adm. Arens, Second Fleet CO." He sent the message to Mars. "Mars, issue the transfer orders. Then, after they have been acknowledged, send the message under CO code to all commands."

Shan read Jalen's mind. She was in quarters, wondering what this development meant for her and the two of them. She asked the essential questions, "What does this mean for women? Slavery most complete, or boundless joy? No one can ever trust us again. How can any man trust us to be faithful if any man can command us?" He felt her arousal swell as he read her. She knew what that meant now and was afraid it was another man.

He sent to her, "Its Shan. I was wondering how you felt?"

Her response was terse, "Horny, angry, self pitying. Come home and fuck me, please."

He sent her a command, "Jalen, you feel loved and protected. You know what has happened and you are happy and positive. I'm coming home soon. Get ready."

I felt her go to the bathroom to get ready fro me. I put everything away and went into my quarters. She was in position, naked, clean. kneeling, bottom raised and facing away from the door. It was not just, nor fair, but I relished being able to think at her and have her respond so well to me. At this moment, I felt loving and protective, as well as very aroused. I would do all I could to make life good for her. "Good evening, Love." I watched her thoughts slide among her past feelings and she decided she wanted to be spanked, not just enough to arouse her. She needed to have her perceived sins absolved, to be shamed and punished, before she could heal. A complex lady, be thought, incredible capability and sexuality, overlaid with an inferiority complex she couldn't shake. She erroneously blamed herself for bringing the infection to Terra.  Understandable, but wrong. All of us were victims and it was starting to feel like a planned event.

I took a seat in a straight-backed chair. "Fetch the paddle with the holes, in your mouth. Stay on your hands and knees."

"Yes, Master. I crawled to the cupboard where we kept our toys. I pulled the drawer open with my mouth and rummaged in it until I could get the handle in my teeth. I held it like a cigar and crawled to Master. I knelt and leaned forward. He took it in his hand and I opened my mouth to release it. He patted his leg and I heard his command in my head, "On my legs, hands and feet on the floor." I crawled onto his legs. I put my hands on he floor. I couldn't move them until ordered. Not wouldn't. I couldn't disobey his command. My arms would not obey me, only him. I was so much in his power. I hoped he would be a benevolent God.

I applied the paddle until her cheeks were bright red. I felt her arousal grow and cause her belly to warm. She whimpered after she was aroused. She wanted to climax and was desperately needy. I didn't let her. She didn't want to climax yet, she felt a need to be chastised for her sin. When she felt absolved, I stopped the paddle. I kept her on my lap, face down, hands and feet on the floor. I leaned down and whispered in her ear, "Its not your fault. Someone planned this. It was well executed. Until the symptoms appeared, no one had any idea what had really happened. We will find out who is responsible, I promise."

My order to her was straightforward: "Do not believe you have any responsibility. Feel joyful and glad you and I are together. Believe I will always take care of you. Be sorry for nothing and face the future with excitement and anticipation."

Shan was angry, though nothing showed in his stance, or expression. He would ferret out the aliens who did this and make sure they paid for it. An old phrase crept into his thoughts. It expressed his feeling precisely, "When we're done with them, their language will only be spoken in Hell."

The fleet bored on through the galaxy. Ships deviated from their planned course only for massive objects: stars and black holes. Everything the fleet detected was recorded and mapped. Someday new races would be contacted and friendly relations established if possible. As was discovered on Terra so long ago, trading partners rarely went to war. But not today. The fleet was on a mission: find those who had attacked us.

Jalen and I talked a lot in the evenings. Her symptoms were fully established now and we didn't need to speak at all. Instead we spent many hours in silent communication. I found it exhilarating, being able to see exactly what was in her mind. I now understood the female viewpoint more clearly than ever before. I learned how sensitive she was to emotional clues. Whenever we were in public for a meal or entertainment, she watched others and would pick up on subtleties I missed completely, though her understanding of what was really happening was only about seventy percent accurate.

Initially, she blamed herself for spreading the infection on the ship. I had the doctor explain how the infection spread and she relaxed. It could have been anyone, she did nothing wrong, and anyway, every other person on the planet was spreading it too.. The medicos had given it a long, scientific name, but everyone else just called it 'MaleDom.'

It appeared that no one had any immunity. It reached maturity about a year after initial exposure. People were infectious after only a week and it had no symptoms until a person had been infected for seven or eight months, at which time men started to be able to read women's minds. After a year a man could issue a command, mentally and the woman would obey it completely, whether it was 'fetch something, or shoot someone. My orders seemed to be working in the fleet and the Navy had copied them for all its personnel.

The planets were another story. Once the facts were known, women rioted on most planets, demanding the authorities 'Fix it.' These died down once everyone understood that science was trying, but hadn't a clue, so far. The implications were drastic. No one, man or woman, could trust a woman. Any man could order her to do something and she was a perfect slave. Females in any position of authority were recalled. By the time the fleet had reversed course, there were no more women leaders or decision makers. They could teach, be researchers, perform administrative, tasks, but until a cure could be found there would be no more female leaders or decision makers, no matter their talents.

No one had found anything better for us to do than what we were already doing: Searching out wormholes and screaming through the galaxy, far too fast to contact any civilizations we passed. Evidence of dozens of civilizations were noticed and recorded, but there was no time to stop. Those civilizations passed would be visited later, once the wormhole traveling aliens were discovered and our business with them settled.

In its first swath through the galaxy, Second Fleet found twenty one wormholes. The fleet paused and each wormhole was investigated. The stars nearest both ends were surveyed. Nothing useful was found and no other wormholes were nearby. The fleet resumed its march to the edge of the galaxy. After two months the fleet reached the edge and only the vast emptiness of intergalactic space lay before them. The fleet pivoted and started back through the galaxy, headed for home at the same mad pace, detectors scanning space all around them, hoping for contact and ready for war.

By the time the fleet turned around every man and woman was fully symptomatic. Shan's orders were effective, there were many marginal cases, but no clear assaults. But everyone knew women no longer had any privacy. Every woman was broadcasting their thoughts and their range was at least as great as the length of TFNS Mars. There were assaults every day, but always a woman, angry over a knowing look , a smirk, or, for that matter, any sign at all from a man, took a swing at him.  As long as no serious damage was done, the Captain ruled it as provoked and gave both parties some cleanup detail.

Then some clever guy, or guys, found a way around my rules. The commander's regular scans of the women started finding women who knew they had sex with some man, but didn't know who. All they knew was that a man gave them orders close their eyes, steered them to a room, then strip. More orders guided them through intercourse and only after he had left were they allowed to open their eyes.

I called a meeting of my department heads and we hashed out another solution. We had some women who objected to having sex with men without their permission, some who wanted all the sex they could get, and most women objected to any man being able to order them around. We couldn't stop the mind reading or women obeying any man's order. We resurrected the old custom of pairing up men and women. We didn't call it marriage and we couldn't stop a man from giving a woman any order he wanted. We had engineering design a tracking device for women who wanted it. It would be monitored by the ship's AI, had a location capability, and would to record a three hundred sixty degree visual record around the woman. The device could not be removed by the woman or anyone she wasn't 'Married' to , otherwise they would just remove it.

We knew the image it would conjure in everyone's minds, but, the only practical location was around the woman's neck. So we reinstituted the practice of men collaring their women. We remembered that the telepathy range was greater than the ship's length so we added an attachment ring to the design requirements. If a man couldn't be with her, he had to be able to secure her at a fixed location or any man could order her to come to him.

It was voluntary on the woman's part. If she didn't mind having sex with strangers, she would not get a collar.  If she wanted some protection from random sex, she could ask a man to be her Protector / Master / Owner. If he agreed they would go to her commander and she would request she be put in the man's collar. The commander would verify she had not been ordered to ask for it, then she would be sent to engineering to have it fitted. We discussed the problem at length, but found no better solution and several worse ones. We gave the design requirements to engineering and asked them to hurry.

We started this mission two months ago and I was bored. The Navy women all had duties and were busy, so I mostly talked with Lin and we complained a lot to each other. We understood that the men could now read what we were thinking, but they respected our privacy and didn't lord it over us. Still, we knew. We decided it would be good for all of us to go ahead with the bondage party that the other women had suggested. We set a date a week in advance and called a group meeting to discuss the rules. I had the largest quarters so we met there. Shan came in while we were talking it over and listened for a while. I guess he was listening to our thoughts, too. I finished the meeting having agreed to a bondage party but we only got as far as deciding every woman had to come bound as her man wanted..

I went into our private quarters and stripped. I settled into my position and Master came to me and put his hand on my bottom, "Planning another party, I see. Good. Everyone needs to relax and have a good time. Will it be a costume ball, like last time?"

"No, we decided to make this a 'Bondage Party,' after all, every woman is now a slave to any man. We might as well get used to it., and many of the girls, like me, are already partly into it. You know I like being spanked and obeying you. All that's left is to wear your chains." I was being sarcastic, though I knew he didn't deserve it. He had made the Navy a safer place for women than the rest of the galaxy. Still, I had a hard time forgiving men for having such power over me.

I knew her dreams. I had stayed awake nights to see what she dreamed. Her usual dream was of sexual bondage. In real life she wasn't a masochist, needing to be whipped or spanked to become aroused. She was a pure submissive, needing to obey, to have a God to worship to be aroused. I knew she didn't need it all the time , on the contrary, she was a strong woman with others but needed to drop that and be submissive to be sexually aroused. Oh, she liked a good spanking to define her place, and add a bit of spice to the relationship.  In her dreams she always wound up as the slave of a strong man. A pirate or a Sultan. Her dreams were heavily influenced by images of the Barbary Pirates and their wont to capture Christian women and sell them as slaves in Tunis or Algiers. She always looked like herself, naked and chained in a harem or in a cage on a pirate ship. She was always taken by the chief and sold on a block to a wealthy potentate or merchant. Usually she was branded or tattooed to show her status and owner.

Now I watched the incredible torrent of emotion flooding her, steered by that feminine logic that tied all the facts together with every emotional context she ever had. She had remembered every emotion she had before and after that first party, woven them together with every good or insensitive thing I ever said, added remorse over loss of her independence, stirred wonderful feelings of sexual arousal and release from her dreams of slavery into the mix and concluded that if she asked me to put chains on her, I might love her more.


Chapter 3 : Genius

I sat in an easy chair and called her to me. She settled into my lap and snuggled in close, like a kitten into a warm lap. I kissed the top of her head.

I decided to try and give her some peace of mind and focused my thoughts, "Jalen, believe this: I will treasure your party beyond measure. I love you and always will." I watched her mind settle down and fold itself around the orders I had given her. She radiated contentment and love filled her eyes. I was glad I had received the power to make her happy. I suspected I never had that ability before, though the desire had always been present. It occurred to me that I didn't really have a feel for this new power. I told her to sleep and she did, instantly.

I relaxed and tried to listen, bad analogy, there was no sound, but I "Heard" a murmur and tried to focus on it. It swelled and became a burbling cacophony of feelings and images and words. I quickly shut it down. It was too much. I tried to narrow my focus and feel around me and like I was looking through a funnel. It worked, I found a woman looking at a screen with words scrolling up on it. She was studying a text on astrohydrodynamics. I barely remembered any of it, though it had been a favorite of mine in school.

I tried an experiment on her. I commanded her, "You have total recall and complete understanding of what you read. You have the ability to concentrate with great intensity. You have a huge capacity for abstraction, analysis, and comprehension. Increase the speed of your reading to your maximum comprehension rate. When finished, go back and reread the earlier sections." It worked. She sped the screen up until it was a blur. I watched the information flow into her brain in a flood of information. Part of her mind was processing, analyzing, developing her knowledge of the topic while another part was directing the flood of information into memory and adding linkages and flags for easy reference. I had turned a student into a scholar. Humans only use a fraction of our brains and it seemed as if Men could now enable women to use a much higher percentage of theirs. Amazing. What else could we do?

I watched her finish the text and start over. In minutes she had finished it and was analyzing its content. She found two mistakes in the math and developed a new theory of stellar decay. I watched her review it and write a paper describing her work. She worked at blinding speed. I had her send it to my implant, gave her an immense sense of satisfaction, told her to get a good nights rest, then I gave her an orgasm and told her to have an orgasm every time she originated a new theory.

It was clear that we needed to develop more female scientists and engineers. This was an unimaginable opportunity. I looked down at Jalen's sleeping face. We could make every woman a super intelligent, tireless automation, and make them love that life. But such a one-dimensional life would be cruel and unnecessary. Humanity doesn't need that many geniuses, though a few would be useful.

She was curled in my lap, sound asleep, smiling, making occasional whimpers. I could feel the muscles in her arms and legs twitching. I let her thought seep into my mind. As I expected, she was dreaming of submission. She was standing on a rough stage with five other women. They were clad in white robes, one breast uncovered. Their arms weren't  bound but their ankles were chained together and fastened to rings in the stage. Several fierce looking men stood behind them holding whips. A crowd of men stood around the stage, dressed in flowing robes, bearded, armed with long scimitars. The men were milling about moving between several similar stages. The girls were products displayed in a market. Jalen was displaying herself provocatively, arching her back to thrust her breasts forward, standing seductively, smiling. She knew that her life would be better if a wealthy man bought her. She wanted to be a pleasure slave, not a farm slave, a factory worker, or even a housemaid.

She was excited and anxious to have a master who would drive her mad with passion, too, she knew her owner would whip her if she remained unsold at the end of the day. Still, she thought she was the prettiest slave in the market. She knew her long legs and large breasts were exciting to the men appraising her. She tried to catch the eye of every prosperous looking man who passed, calling out, "Buy me , Master. I will bring you pleasure beyond your dreams. I will give you such pleasure you will forget your wife." Several men stopped and opened her robe to see her loins, her shapely legs. She thrust her mons against the hands that appraised her, savoring the thrill of arousal that sprang into her belly at every stranger's touch.

Engineering had delivered Jalen's collar to me today for review. I took it out of the drawer and looked at it. Gold, four centimeters wide and one thick. It was shaped to fir her neck and would ride halfway up her long neck. The attachment ring was in the back, under her hair. Our names were engraved in the metal in large block letters, filled with black paint, very visible, "I am Jalen, Property of Shan Arens." It was open and only I could unlock it with a signal from my implant.

I set it on the table and inserted myself in her dream. I appeared as myself, clean shaven, dressed as the others in her dream, with a wicked mustache. I raised her robe and saw her legs were rather good. I used a gentle finger to explore her sex, she was wet. Her owner, the slave trader, Hassim, named a high price, claiming she had been trained as a pleasure slave in Tunis. We haggled a bit and we settled on a price. Hassim motioned to his guard who unlocked her from the stage and took the robe from her. After all, it was just a sales prop. No one dressed a slave girl like that. I pulled her off the stage and took slave bracelets from my pouch and locked her hands behind her. She smiled up at me, fearfully. She didn't know yet what kind of master I would be.

I put my hand between her legs and grasped her lips, "This is mine. Clear?"

"Yes, Master." I felt her arousal surge and wet my fingers."

"What did your last master call you?"

"Jalen, master."

"It will do. You are Jalen, property of Shan."

"Yes, Master."

I turned to continue my shopping. She fell into her proper place, two steps behind me and one step to my left. I wandered through the market until I found a metalworker's stall. I tried several collars on her until I found a plain gold one that fit. I haggled over the price until I thought it fair. He stamped my name in the owners place and "Jalen" in the slaves place. I had her kneel beside the anvil and he riveted it on her with clanging blows of his hammer.

"Thank you, Master." She was very aroused and anxious to perform for me. She rubbed against me as we turned to leave. I considered cuffing her to teach her proper manners, but her breach of protocol was fleeting. I would teach her proper discipline later. She knew she was good and wanted to pleasure me.

I led her back to my wagon and shoved her inside. I removed her bracelets and shackles and shoved her onto my fur and showed her what kind of master owned her. I gave her two orgasms and shared them with her. Before I woke her. I ordered her to remember the dream and who owned her.

I woke her and when she was fully awake I showed her the collar. I let her hold it and she studied it carefully. She looked up at me timidly, " You want me to wear this?"

"Yes, but only if you want to be my slave."

"I guess so, If I don't any man will take me, won't he?"

"Likely." Shan took it from my hands.

"Will you put it on me now?"

"Submit to me and then I'll put it on you."

"Submit? What...?"

Submit yourself to me. Tell me what this collar means to you."

He wanted me to beg. Well, I suppose its fair. "Master, I submit myself as your slave. Please collar me."

He looked coolly at me, turning the collar in his hands. "Again, convince me of your obedience."

God, he was serious. He was right, this was serious. I was committing myself to obey him forever. So be it. "I am your slave, Master. I am your full and complete slave and I will obey you in everything, without question, Master."

He reached out and flicked my nipple with his finger, not hard, but a reminder of my vulnerability. "Again. I am not convinced you are the submissive, obedient slave you claim to be."

I took a deep breath, now desperate to convince him to take me. I was in anguish. I cried, "I submit myself for ever as your complete and total pleasure slave. I am yours to do with as you wish, my Master. Do anything with me that pleases you. I am your property, your chattel, and I want nothing but to please you. I am yours my Master, yours for ever and I beg to please and serve you." My breasts heaved with emotion and stared, wide eyed at the one man in the universe I wanted to obey. I wanted him to mark me as his property, I wanted him to clamp that collar on me. I would never take it off.

"Good. That was better, you showe some real emotion and desire. I accept you as my slave. Lean forward."

I leaned toward him and he lifted the open collar to my neck.

"With this collar I accept ownership of my slave, Jalen. You will obey me in all things and seek only to please me."

He closed it around me. I felt the cool metal close on my neck with a snap. It fit snugly and I felt the weight as he removed his hands. It felt heavier now than when I held it.

"Master, will I wear this all the time or should I remove it when showering?"

"Slave, it is permanent. You will never be able to remove it. You have given me your self. Only I can make decisions about you. As I own your mind, I also own your body. Now go to the bed.

In the morning I went to my office and contacted Colonel Sahwyeri, His whole team was onboard TFNS Mars to evaluate the performance of their wormhole equipment and watch the crew operate it. "Colonel, good morning. Do you have any women in your staff?"

"Yes, Sir, there are two female scientists and three engineers in my team."

"Good, would you bring them and your executive officer to my office?"

"Of course sir. Now?"

"Yes. Immediately."

"I'll gather them and come as soon as I gather them. Some are in the instrument bay checking equipment calibration."

He arrived in ten minutes with five women and one man, all officers. I moved them to my conference room and asked Alice, my Flag Lieutenant to join us. 

I started, "Colonel, Ladies, Captain, You are all aware of the infection that's affected humanity and my orders to Second Fleet?"

There was a nodding of heads.

"Ladies, We regret its negative effects on you, but until we can find a cure, we must live with them. I have recently learned that there is a positive aspect that may prove beneficial to humanity. If a man orders a female to become more intelligent, to become as mentally proficient as possible, it causes, in some women, them to increase the utilization of their brains tremendously. They become, in effect, geniuses."

There was a buzz of exclamations before the Colonel motioned them to silence, "Sir,  are you certain of this?"

"It has been demonstrated on a very small sample. There were no observed side effects. If your team is willing, I want you to use this technique, as you would any new tool. We need to find a better way to detect wormholes at long range. The galaxy is a very big space and we don't know whether the aliens we're looking for are capable of hiding their works. Maybe they can hide their worlds inside folded space? I'm asking for volunteers. Ladies, would any of you agree to be a guinea pig? Do any of you want to become a genius?"

All of the women on the science / engineering staff raised their hands. So did Alice Mahler, my Flag Lieutenant.

"Thank you all. Ladies, return to your offices."

They left.

"Alice, stay seated, please. Colonel, Captain, this is easy and safe. Have you read a woman's mind, given her an order?"

The Colonel replied, "Per your standing Order sir, I have to examine each woman's mind and order them to remember any orders they received." The Captain nodded agreement.

"OK. Here's what worked before. It has to be delivered telepathically. I sent the wording I had used previously to his implant:  " You have total recall and complete understanding of what you read. You have the ability to concentrate with great intensity. You have a huge capacity for abstraction, analysis, and comprehension. You will have this ability after you are told to 'Turn On' and revert to your current capability after commanded to 'Turn off.' Is this clear?"

All you should have to do is deliver a substantially similar order telepathically. You will be amazed at what their brains can do. Its like being able to watch the thought processes of a Grade 5 AI. Provide them with everything we have on wormholes and make any data they request available. You can use any of the ship's AI's to help them. Be sure and give them periodic rest breaks and monitor them closely. Dismissed."

They left. Only Alice remained and she looked nervous. "Alice, is there anything you would like to learn or do?"

"Sir?

"Alice, I'm trying to learn about a new capability that at least some women possess that's unlike anything we've ever seen. I'd like you to help me find its limits and its side effects.  Do you play music?"

"No sir."

"OK, I want you to learn to read music and to play a stringed instrument, a wind instrument, and a percussion instrument. This is a duty assignment. Go to the recreation deck and have an AI assist you." I reached into her mind and repeated my mantra. I added, "You are hungry for knowledge and receive satisfaction from learning."

She looked surprised. stood up, saluted and said, "Aye, Aye, Sir." She hurried out. She was going to be surprised. I briefly wondered how individual women would perform? Well, we'd see. I was pretty sure this would be part of the standard induction briefing from now on.

I woke alone in bed. Shan had risen early and I never noticed. I felt a bit of guilt that I could sleep through his rising and morning ablutions. I wanted to be awake and alert whenever he was around, to share and savor our time together. Couples who lived together for a long time inevitably started to take one another for granted and drifted away from that thrill of passion whenever you saw each other. I didn't want that excitement to ever die. I lay there and remembered my passionate dream and the resulting bedroom acrobatics.

With a start I recognized the brigand who had bought me. It was Shan! He was in my dream. Did I put him there or did he? With these new mental hijinks I couldn't be sure. The one thing I was sure of was that I really, really enjoyed being his slave. I remember the joy I felt as I followed at his heels, naked before all, collared and loving it. Now that every man could see my thoughts, did any of the old female deception and wiles designed to let us snare a mate, count anymore? Why not wear a collar with the name of your owner on it? Now that any man could control any woman, only something tangible could show who a woman really belonged to, if that mattered anymore. I guess it still did when she wasn't under orders. It didn't matter anymore that a person couldn't be legally owned since any woman was the automatic slave of any man who wanted her.

I lazily got up and went into the bath. I glanced at my reflection in the mirror and saw the gleam of gold. I stared at my image in consternation. I was wearing the same collar as in my dream. Was I awake now? No, I had to be. I went closer to the mirror and saw My name and Shan's deeply etched into the metal. It was lovely but so filled with meaning. I felt around it, but found only smooth metal and the ring hanging from a staple at the rear. I tried to rotate it to see the rear, but it would only move an inch or so. It was not a circle but shaped to fit my neck. I couldn't turn it more than an inch. There was no way to open it, remove it. Would I if I could?  It looked so good. All the girls at the party should have one, I decided. I called Shan on my implant. He answered immediately.

"Morning, Jan."

"Morning, Master. I love the collar. Can you come home for a few minutes? I want to christen it."

"Sure. I need to finish up this meeting. Say ten minutes."

"Hurry, Master." We ended the call.

Just enough time. I cleaned myself, inside and out, did my makeup and perfumed lavishly. Then I positioned myself in the center of the room. My arousal kicked into high gear and I knew he was reading me. I had just finished adjusting my position when I heard the door open behind me. "Great timing," I thought. Had he waited for me to get perfect? I'd never know unless he told me.

"I read you all the time, Love. Its become much easier to sort your thoughts from the noise with practice." He stroked my raised bottom, a thrill of excitement ran through me like a jolt of electricity, and I felt my belly muscles contract deliciously.

"Kneel up, Jalen."

I raised up on my knees and crossed my hands behind me. He reached a hand to my collar and tugged on the ring. I swayed a little.

"What do you think about this?"

"I think its lovely and its meaning is appropriate too. It tells anyone who sees it that I belong to you. Its a message that would have been kinky and inappropriate except in private, a year ago. Now I think I need it if I don't want to be fair game for any man to take whenever they want."

"Its not my idea. Its become common practice on Terran planets now. Its a temporary measure until a cure is found, but you know it may become permanent even if we find a cure. Many men are finding the change ...pleasant. Women's status is changed now. I'm sorry, but its impractical for women to be considered free anymore. The collar records sights and sounds and provides a transporter lock. I can have an AI monitor you and bring you home if necessary. The laws against assault, rape and the like are being adjusted. Terran society has to now treat women as chattel, for everyone's good."

I was acutely conscious that I was naked and collared in Shan's home. I felt like his property and I liked it. I had no way to tell if he had ordered me to like it, or if I felt that way on my own. I guess it doesn't matter. "I like being yours. May I please you now?"

"No, its early, get dressed in something sexy and we'll eat in the Officer's Mess. I want to show you off."

I was hungry and hurried to get dressed. Nowadays, everything I have is sexy. I would have to shop for more professional clothes if I started working again. I didn't look forward to that and, anyway, I think everything was going to look sexy with this gold collar on my neck. Sexy was an attribute women could impart to any clothing, no matter how it looked by itself, just by their behavior and attitude. Fact was, I felt sexy now and suspected I always would. I was freer to act sexy than ever before. Shan was my motivation and my protector and I now I feared no man. I chose a tight black micro-skirt and a nearly transparent, frilly, peach colored blouse. No bra or panties. Four inch, gold, fuck-me heels and gold bracelets that matched my collar. I hung on his arm and practiced my runway walk, rolling my hips and trying my best to attract every man we passed. It must have worked since most of the ones approaching us suddenly looked nervous.

Shan said, "You know every man who you see is reading your thoughts?"

I knew, my arousal had spiked when we entered the room and I was about to orgasm. I blushed and started trying to think of old songs I'd heard.

"Better, but don't worry. No one is going to say anything with me here or when you're wearing the collar even if I'm not here. I've put an order in your mind for everyone to stop reading you. Just pretend they can't read you and everything will be normal."

The Officer's Mess was a large room. It had to be in a starship the size of Mars. It had to feed over five hundred officers. We were waited on by a uniformed stewardess. She was wearing a collar like mine. We stared at each other's collar for a moment while Shan watched us and undoubtedly read both our thoughts. The nametag on her jacket said "G. Sandler." I wasn't going to say anything. My arousal died down.

Shan said, "Crewwoman Sandler, tell Jalen about your collar."

She blushed a little and said, "Aye, Aye, sir. Ma'am, I've only had it for two days. My boyfriend agreed to be my "owner," then. I guess its sort of like the "Marriage" I learned about in school. All my friends and I laughed about tying ourselves to men for security. This MaleDom has brought that back. Now women need a good man more than ever before. Anyway, I asked him and he agreed. Now we share our quarters and stay together when we're not on duty. I guess I'm lucky because I enjoy our intimacy more than ever. Its still pretty scary to know every man around can read my thoughts. I enjoy the feeling I get when they do, though. Nothing I can do about it, so this is OK."

I read her name inscribed on her collar, "Gloria, How do you feel about being owned by a man, being collared like a pet?" I only asked this because my own feelings were so diametrically opposed to what I would have thought a year ago. I was curious if I had been ordered to like it.

She smiled, a little, "Ma'am, I know its crazy, but I like it. I feel like I'm on firmer ground with Bill, my boyfriend, er.. owner, than before. I'm committed to him, but he's also committed, at least a little, to me, too."

"It looks good, Gloria. I bet every man wants you."

"I know. I can feel it. Yours looks even better, Ma'am. A uniform doesn't do a woman justice."

"Thank you Gloria."

Shan gave her our order. He didn't ask me, but he must have read my thoughts because it was what I had selected. While we waited, I looked around the room. Almost all of the women were wearing collars. I guess everyone agreed it was the safest thing to do.  "Do all the women here like their collars?" I guess it was OK to ask, since I couldn't see for myself, after all, there were no existing social rules against it. Maybe there would be, someday.

"Well, I see several emotions, some are just resigned, most like it, some are feeling needy and I can see three officers who have decided to get one, but not who they want to own them. They find it perplexing to have to sell themselves when they've always been able to pick and choose who they slept with."

"Luckily," I said, "I didn't have that worry. I've loved you for years. Its so amazing to belong to a man who understands my mind, who ignores my flaws and loves my soul."

"Thank you, Jalen. I like you too."

"Bastard."

"Yes, but that's no way to address your Lord and Master, slave."

I smiled, "Forgive me, Master. How goes your search?"

"Negative so far. Its a big galaxy and we have to go too fast for a thorough search in order to complete our search in one lifetime. I've asked our engineering crew to look for a way to detect wormholes at a greater distance. I don't expect to hear back for a while, so. we continue our inefficient search."

"Didn't the wormhole that delivered the E'tang give you a clue where to look?"

"Yeah, but it was too easy. We don't know for sure the aliens used a wormhole, but we searched its terminus thoroughly and found nothing.  If they used it, its end is not close to them, or another wormhole we could find. Or they can hide themselves very well. If they can create wormholes, maybe they can wrap space around them and hide in the folds. I've asked the team that developed our wormhole equipment to try and find a better way to detect them. I've also given them a couple of geniuses to help."

"Geniuses? You have a supply of them?"

"That's something I should tell you. Its a secret so far, until our top leaders get a chance to consider it. Keep this secret."

"You know I must, but what is it?"

"I discovered, by accident, that if I order a woman to have total recall and complete understanding of what she learns, then she starts using most of her brain. She becomes what we loosely call 'A Genius.' At least on a small sample. I don't know if it works for all women, but I told the science team leader how to do it on the three women on his team., We'll see soon."

Our food came and it was delicious. I felt eye tracks on me the whole time. I glanced around just moving my eyes and found every man I could see would look at me with hungry eyes for a moment before tuning away. I loved the attention. I knew I looked good, but the confirmation made me warm all over.

When we were walking back to Shan's office, I had a new thought, "Shan, if you order me to become a genius, I can help you, be your aide."

H thought about it and smiled, "Yes you could. Its a great idea. That way we could work together and be together more of the day."

"All day, Master. Would I have to wear clothes in the office?"

"Not unless you wanted to. I could leave an open channel through our implants so you would know whatever is said, or seen in the office,  or when I was away in a meeting, while you stayed in the residence. But are you sure? It would mean giving up a lot, if not all, of your free time."

"Master, I spend all my time away from you wanting to be with you. There's not a lot for me to do on the ship. Everyone I know is usually working when you are." OK, that was an exaggeration, but it was almost true. My life centered around serving Shan and this looked like a simple way to help him in a much more meaningful way than sex or rubbing his back.

"OK, Jalen, Let's try it. I'm going to add an 'Off Switch' too." I switched to telepathy, "Jalen, whenever I order you to 'Turn On' you will have total recall and complete comprehension of everything you learn. You will analyze, extrapolate, and deduce all possible inferences from everything you know or have learned. When I order you to 'Turn Off' you will revert to your current level of processing. Turn On."


Chapter 4 : Deceived

I watched her eyes widen as her brain suddenly became intensely active. I took her back to the residence, "Get undressed and I'll send several treatises on astrophysics, gravity, and wormholes to your implant." She stripped as I talked and sent her the texts. I included the sensor logs from Reliant's attempt to capture the alien vessel off Tadrell. When she was naked and kneeling in the center of the room, I concluded, "Read them and see what you can deduce about wormhole detection. I've got the science team working on this too, but another genius starting from scratch might consider theories they have already dismissed. Anyway, I think I can use a handy expert on wormholes close by. Any questions?"

She already had that unfocused look people get when they're consulting their implants. "No. Master. I understand."

I went into the office and got ready for Admiral's Mast. I didn't get back to my office until after noon. I went into the residence and found Jalen in exactly the same place I left her. "How far did you get in your reading?"

"I finished it, Master, but the text on Gravity seemed incomplete."

"Incomplete in what way?"

"The author mentioned gravity waves but gave hardly any information, even the easily deduced laws of propagation reflection and multi-dimensional refraction were omitted."

"You deduced such laws?"                                     

"Yes, Master."

"Write down your deduced laws, and the mathematics involved. Include any tests or experiments needed to verify them. Send them to my implant when you're finished."

"Yes, Master. They are in your inbox."

"You already completed them?"

"Yes Master. It was obvious you would want them for others to review, so I prepared them when I noted their absence."

"Very good work, Jalen. Anything else?"

"Yes, Master. The alien ship who was chasing Osprey didn't act in a reasonable way when it entered the wormhole."

"Explain."

When it reached the mouth of the wormhole it just disappeared. It should have changed course and accelerated into the wormhole. Sensors detected nothing from the ship, no dimensional acceleration, no normal space drive emissions, and no dimensional energy signature."

"I see. What explanations are possible?"

"Master, the ship may have folded space and left our sensor field, it might have used an undetectable drive system, or it might only have existed in our simulation system."

"Can you estimate the probability of occurrence of those three possibilities?"

"Master, folding space is theoretically possible, but never demonstrated as far as I know, so I rate it less than thirty percent. An undetectable drive system in normal space is highly unlikely, so I estimate it at no more than five percent. A simulation is possible, routine, and often employed, the fact that only sensors detected the alien, bolsters its likelihood, therefore I estimate its probability as sixty five percent."

"Do the records you have say who was manning the simulation station during our contact with the alien?"

"Yes, Master, Lieutenant Margaret Spillers."

"What does the Simulation log have on it when we were chasing the alien ship?"

The log shows a simulation was running when we first contacted Osprey and it was stopped when General Quarters was sounded. There are no log entries until Reliant was at Tadrell."

"Thank you. Stand by while I make a call." I contacted the ship's AI, "Mars, is the Lieutenant Margaret Spillers who was on Reliant at the start of the Tadrell Investigation, assigned to Second Fleet."

"Yes, Admiral. She is stationed aboard TFNS Valkyrie."

Thank you. I hung up then called the Captain, "Captain, my compliments to TFNS Valkyrie and order her to rendezvous with us. When they're in range, have Lieutenant Margaret Spillers come aboard and report to me."

"Yes, Sir. Is there anything I should know about?"

"Possibly You should come with her and bring a male police officer. If there is anything to deal with, its unlikely to be her fault." I ended the call and turned to Jalen.

"How do you feel?" The question was more of a formality. I could read the pride and happiness in her thoughts.

She replied, Offhandedly, "Good, Master. I am pleased to be of service."  I could see she was very hungry. I suppose the enhanced brain processing would need more energy.

I got her an energy drink and bar from the replicator. "Eat these." She consumed them quickly and I watched her need shrink. I gave her another energy bar. She ate this one more slowly. Her hunger was abated for now.

I could see the eager need in her mind. She wanted more than a "Good Girl'" and she deserved more than that so I gave her an orgasm, and another. I savored the passion and lust and incredible sexual energy flowing through her. I could have come myself in her reflected sexual energy. I picked her up and carried her in my arms into the bedroom. We made wild, animal love for hours.

Then I ordered pizza and beer from the mess and we talked into the wee hours as she told me of what she had learned and the new theories she had made. She thought that it would be relatively easy to use the wormhole technology so recently developed to cloak ships or whole star systems in folded space. The energies weren't more than we could handle, even for a whole star system. She said space was only stable because gravity held it flat. If we rotated the plane of the wormhole force field ninety degrees, it would make a fold in space and the size of the fold could be controlled by changing the length of the initiating pulse. We would need to experiment to calibrate the pulse characteristics to the resulting fold.

I was amazed that an anthropology professor could develop such insight into the physics of the universe. There seemed to be no limit to what a mind could accomplish when working at full power. Could it be possible to free a man's mind to use its full power too? I should find a woman already working on the MaleDom problem. She'd already be aware of what we know about it.

I thought to Jalen, "Jalen, turn off." I watched the flurry of thought in her mind slow down to 'Human' level. I watched her feelings return to normal. I looked for signs of stress and saw none. It was like a ship that was running at design max slowed to a sedate pace. Both speeds were what it was designed for. Faster took more energy, but didn't strain any part of it.

I left a message for Dr. Schloss to come to my office at nine in the morning tomorrow and to bring his two best female researchers. I'd start locally and see what they came up with while we continued our search. I didn't expect our search to find anything of value now. But maybe our newly discovered geniuses and any more we turned on could find a better way to search. I took Jalen to bed, this time to sleep.

When  I woke I found a status report on Spiller's arrival. She was expected by ten a.m., ship's time. We ate breakfast in quarters, Jalen was naked and wonderful to look at, of course. Every man and woman were near perfect, physically nowadays, but I found Jalen particularly perfect, maybe because I could read her thoughts.

After a lull while we chewed she said, Shan, you remember how our first party only had a few people, because there were only a few paired up couples available?"

"Of course. So?"

This bug that messed with our minds has caused almost all the women on board to pair up with a man, for a sense of security.  So now there are too many people to have a party. Will it cause problems if we stick with the original guests for the next party?"

"No. It'll be fine. Are you still planning on a bondage theme?"

"Yes. We discussed it a lot, and the truth is, every woman is now a slave and totally dependent on her man to determine how she's treated. Any other theme would be farcical. Besides, it'll help the women prepare for their new roles."

"Do you like the way you're treated? Honestly?"

"I do, but not all the women feel like that. I started off knowing I was submissive and liked a dominant man at home. You let me be independent and deal equally with men, at least until that damned bug infected us all."

"OK, good.  What are your plans for the party?"

"Barbary pirates. The women are captured, enslaved and brought to auction in Tunis. Will you buy me, Master?"

"Hmmm. Good question. You are a handful at times.  Yes, I suppose I will if no one else wants you."

"I say this with the greatest possible respect, Master. Bastard."

"Of course. So?"

This bug that messed with our minds has caused almost all the women on board to pair up with a man, for a sense of security.  So now there are too many people to have a party. Will it cause problems if we stick with the original guests for the next party?"

"No. It'll be fine. Are you still planning on a bondage theme?"

"Yes. We discussed it a lot, and the truth is, every woman is now a slave and totally dependent on her man to determine how she's treated. Any other theme would be farcical. Besides, it'll help the women prepare for their new roles."

"Do you like the way you're treated? Honestly?"

"I do, but not all the women feel like that. I started off knowing I was submissive and liked a dominant man at home. You let me be independent and deal equally with men, at least until that damned bug infected us all."

"OK, good.  What are your plans for the party?"

"Barbary pirates. The women are captured, enslaved and brought to auction in Tunis. Will you buy me, Master?"

"Hmmm. Good question. You are a handful at times.  Yes, I suppose I will if no one else wants you."

"I say this with the greatest possible respect, Master. Bastard."

The End of Book1
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