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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.

The Navy searches but cannot locate the race they're looking for. Terran scientists uncover the secret of wormhole travel and the Navy retrofits its ships.

Much too late, humanity discovers the gift they bore.

Men become able to read and control women's minds. Women become geniuses. The war of the sexes ends


Chapter 1: Deceived

Lieutenant Margaret Spillers stood in the transport unit and worried. The message summoning her to TFNS Mars was terse and gave no explanation. Her boss, Captain Andersson of TFNS Valkyrie, was clearly in the dark, too. She had felt the ship change course around twenty one hours, fleet time. Course changes when traveling fast, high on the dimensional ladder was felt by the mind more than the body. Her instructors in the academy said the tiny currents operating in a human's mind were affected by the dimensional flux. All she knew was a tingling in her brain, like a tiny insect was crawling over her gray matter. Then the Captain summoned her to the bridge,

She had replayed their brief meeting over and over, trying to leech every possible scrap of information in it.

She was off duty but still at the simulation console, working with a new wormhole engagement scenario that just didn't seem realistic to her when Captain Nils Andersson summoned her to his office. She was a little pissed by the interruption. Now she'd have to start over. She knew she was close to the problem. She shut the console down with a slap of her hand on the oversized red panic button. She looked at her reflection in the screen. She was still in  uniform and was presentable.

She thought Captain Andersson was a good officer, but he was a man. She now avoided men as much as possible. She had always enjoyed an active fantasy life, mentally undressing every man she came in contact with, trying to lessen the sense of inferiority that the sight of a man invoked in her. How she envied their strength and speed, and automatic assumption of authority. She had bedded many willing participants and had slowly begun to shrink the automatic inferiority. Then this MaleDom bug came along and every man could read her mind and make her do anything. Now every woman she talked to had the same sense of inferiority. She knew it wasn't anyone's fault, but that didn't matter. Now she was actually, measurably inferior. 

She walked, deliberately to a meeting she desperately wanted to avoid. There was no way out unless fate interrupted her walk. What made this so hard was that the Captain was a hunk. That wasn't rare. With the improvements in genetic typing every man and woman was fit and healthy. The Captain was remarkable and stood out in a sea of healthy, handsome, fit men. Unlike every other man she had ever seen, he impressed her, no not impressed, he overwhelmed her. Standing almost seven feet tall and with a bodybuilder's physique he had been fleet mixed martial arts champion for four years. He was a throwback to a time when brawn mattered more than brains. He was every inch a Viking warrior. She went all giddy inside and felt her loins get wet whenever she saw him.  Now he was going to look into her mind and see her feelings, no matter how calm she held her face. Damn.

She stood in front of his door for a moment, trying to calm her fears, before knocking. "Enter," she heard his deep, resonant voice and felt the moisture trickle down from her belly. She knew he was reading her thought, her feelings, right now. She grimaced and opened the door. She entered and stood at attention. "Sir, Lieutenant Spillers reporting as ordered, Sir."

He looked at her with his dark blue, piercing eyes. Margaret was of average height, but the top of her head came only to the middle of his mighty chest. She was in awe of him and she knew he could read her like a book. But he was a Terran Navy Captain and his manner stayed professional. "Spillers, we've been ordered to rendezvous with the flagship so you can transport over and meet with Admiral Arens. What's this about?"

Nils watched her thoughts as she stood there. She was nervous, uncertain. She had no idea why she had been summoned. And she was filled with lust for him. He was used to this. When their thoughts became open to him he had discovered most women on board had a crush on him. His libido matched his physique and he found long voyages uncomfortable. As Captain, he would not sleep with his crew. He knew how it would affect morale and discipline, so he was celibate.  Downside he was a legend with many women hoping to make their trysts permanent.

"I don't know sir. I only saw Admiral Arens in formations and at briefings on Reliant, sir. I never met him personally."

He saw she really was ignorant of the reasons for her summons.

He was clearly not happy, but she saw him stare at her thoughtfully and knew he was reading the truth in her mind. All he said was,  "Report to transport at 0600. Dress uniform."

"Aye, Aye, Sir."

"Dismissed." She turned on her heel and left, to start the inevitable cycle of worry and wonder.

Nils gave her an order, telepathically as she walked out, "Do not fear men or be shy around them. Feel happy they know what you want from them. Ask them what they want."

Margaret felt more relaxed after she left the Captain than in a long time. He hadn't mentioned her thoughts. Did he look into her? He probably got a similar reaction from many women, she supposed. She hurried back to her quarters to change before her moisture soiled her pants.

She was brought back to the transport room when CPO Johnson said, "They're ready for you. Three, two, one, and she was in Mars' transport room, looking at a different CPO with "Schulze" on his name plate and a Major of Police . She snapped to attention, saluted, and said, "Lieutenant Margaret Spillers reporting as ordered, sir."

He returned the salute, "Welcome to TFNS Mars, Lieutenant. Admiral Arens is waiting for us."

She followed him into the passage and asked, "Major, can you tell me what this is about. I've heard nothing."

"Honestly, Lieutenant, I don't know anything either. Just to bring you to the Admiral's conference room and observe. I guess we'll find out together."

Dr. Schloss and his female researchers presented themselves in my office promptly at 0900. He introduced the two women as Dr. Lena Heartly and Dr. Simone Glasser. and said they had both been working on the MaleDom infection since it was discovered. Both the women wore collars like Jalen's. Dr. Schloss 'Owned' Dr. Heartly. Dr. Glasser appeared older than Dr. Heartly by a few years, but nowadays physical appearance was a matter of choice more than age. Everyone looked and acted healthy until they died of accident, war, or choice. I introduced Jalen as my assistant I had her dress for the meeting and "Turned her on."

"Doctors, I know its small comfort for me to say I'm sorry this happened, but I truly am sorry. Do you think this was a deliberate attack on Terrans or just a natural occurrence?"

Dr. Glasser said, "There's no evidence either way. The  infectious agent is a minute collection of amino acids we've never seen before. Its not alive like a virus is, rather its a chemical catalyst that causes our bodies to change their chromosomes resulting in changes to our brain function. If it was engineered, the engineers know more about our bodies than we do."

"Then you think its natural?"

"I didn't say that. It spread much too fast for a new development and it seems to be 100% effective on all humans, no matter race, sex, age, health, or anything else we've looked at. Its too perfect a fit for all humans at the same time to be a random development."

Jalen asked, "Dr. Glasser, does the agent act differently in men and women?"

"No differences in activity of the agent have been discovered, but, of course, the results are very different in men and women." Dr. Heartly glanced uneasily at Dr. Schloss, but neither spoke.

Jalen continued, "Have you mapped the changes in men and women's chromosomes?"

"Of course," Dr. Glasser answered, "that was one of the first things we did."

"Were the effects different on male and female chromosomes?"

"Yes, in women, the infection creates four new working genes in the X chromosome and in men, two new working genes are created on the X chromosome, in different locations."

Now it was time to start them working on my new project. "Jalen, what do you think?"

"Its likely to succeed."

"OK, Dr.s I have a project for you. You know that the infection enables a limited telepathy between men and women. Men can read women's minds, but not men's. Women can receive communications from men, but not from women, nor can they read anyone's mind. It also adds a 'Control' function making a woman obey a telepathic command from a man. Its been discovered that if a man orders a woman to improve her brain functions, she will start using a much higher percentage of her brain's intellectual power. She becomes, in effect, a genius. I want you to start investigating whether the same improved processing can be added to men, without adding the 'Control' function. Do you understand what I want?"

Both women said, "Yes, Sir."

I continued telepathically, " 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?"

They both responded telepathically, "Yes, Sir."

I spoke to Dr. Schloss, " These women should dedicate their time to the project I just described.  When the work period starts, order them to 'Turn On." When its over, order them to 'Turn off.' Be sure they get enough rest and food.

"Yes, Sir."

"Go to work now." They all left. "Well, Jalen, what do you think?" She had the wide-eyed look I had come to expect when she was in full-blown 'Genius' mode.

"From Dr. Glasser's statements, it seems quite likely that one or more genes in the X chromosome enable the enhanced analysis activity you term 'Genius.' She did not provide any  information on genetic association with the 'Control' function."

"How would you feel if we were able to give men the 'Genius' function without the 'Control' function?"

"It would be unfair for men to have the enhanced cognition of their slaves and still be free."

"Yes, but If they got both, we couldn't afford for many men to receive it."

"Why not?"

"Anyone who received the 'Control' function could not be trusted, for someone else could be controlling them. Sadly, we can't trust any woman now for that reason. You understand?"

"Yes, Master. You are wise not to trust anyone who might be under orders to betray you. I know its not your fault, or design, but I wish I wasn't so controllable."

"I know, Jalen. unfortunately I can only trust a woman for the time I'm in contact with her mind, so I'll try to stay in contact with you as much as possible."

"I'd like that, Master."

"Lieutenant Spillers should be here shortly. I'll try to stay in contact with you while I'm also in contact with her. I've never tried two women at once before. If we lose contact while I'm talking to her mind. do something to signal me. Sit behind her so she won't see you. I'll send you the access code for the scientific reports on the infection. They're classified so don't share anything with other people. You can access them from your implant. See if you can learn anything from them. I have some work to do until Lieutenant Spillers arrives."

"Yes, Master."

We worked in silence until Captain Young, Lieutenant Spillers and Major Schulze arrived.

I introduced Jalen as a consultant and had her sit at the far wall, behind the others. "Lieutenant, do you recall the Reliant chasing an alien vessel near Tadrell?"

"Yes, sir."

"You were in the tactical bridge, weren't you?"

"Yes, sir. I was at the Simulation console. We were in a multi ship defensive exercise when General Quarters sounded and we encountered the Osprey."

"Do you remember what you did when General Quarters sounded?"

"Yes, Sir. I slapped the 'Emergency Shutdown' switch on the simulation console and stayed in the chair. That was my GQ station, as reserve for the Tactical officer."

OK. "Captain, Major, I want all of us to link to Lieutenant Spillers. I'll issue orders and both of you observe."

I linked to the Lieutenant and thought, "Lieutenant, did you receive any orders telepathically while we were at General Quarters?"

"She answered, "Yes, sir, from Commander Thomas Jackson."

"What were his orders?"

"He ordered me to start a new simulation, Omega 13. He ordered me to report the simulation was terminated and to forget about Omega 13. Later, he ordered me to terminate Omega 13, destroy the simulation and forget about his orders and Omega 13."

I addressed the ship's AI next, "AI, where is Commander Jackson who served on Reliant during the Tadrell action?"

It came back immediately, "Location unknown. He went missing during a recreational leave on Sector base. He was on a rafting excursion when he apparently drowned after he fell overboard. There were four witness on the raft when he fell. His body was not recovered. Failure to recover the body was not unusual due to the presence of inimical  local fauna in the river."

"How convenient," said Captain Young, Major, get the Commander's file."

"Yes, Sir. He got that distant look people working their implants get. In a moment he said, "Got it. He enlisted four years ago and was given the rank of Lieutenant Commander based on academic position. He was a full professor in Applied Analysis and Multi-dimensional Physics at the University of Novo Brasilia."

"Al, let me make an informed guess, perchance were the four witnesses to Commander Jackson's demise women?"

The AI responded, "Yes, they were."

"Was Lieutenant Spillers one of them?"

"Yes, she was."

I looked at the Lieutenant, and gave her a telepathic order, "Show me your memories." It was like a database with some rudimentary organization: date, place, associations with people and events. I only wanted recent memories and I found Commander Jackson had faked his death. Nothing else of interest turned up.

I looked at the Captain, "John, Commander Jackson was able to telepathically communicate to Lieutenant Spillers and command her before we set foot on Tadrell. Both of them were infected before we met the E'Tang. I think we're being played. Major, I want Sedgwick and Commander Jackson investigated thoroughly. Don't forget Osprey. Its crew was female and their statements are suspect too. Go as far back as you can. Get the TBI and local police working on this. It looks like either Sedgwick or some aliens are manipulating us. This is a matter of Terran Security. Major, take the Lieutenant with you and have your investigators talk to her. We need to have a more precise timeline."

They left. "Captain, it looks like the Lieutenant was blameless in these events. Make sure and send her back to Valkyrie."

"Aye, Aye, Sir. Do you mind telling me what made you suspect Lieutenant Spillers had been infected earlier than Tadrell?"

"Another thing you should know, Captain, A man can turn an infected woman into an effective genius by ordering her to perform better. I found this out by accident and applied it to Jalen. She found a discrepancy and brought it to my attention. In case you want to try it yourself, here's what I told her," I read from my implant note: "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?"

Captain Young said, incredulously, "Just saying that makes a woman a genius?"

"Yes, its worked on five women so far with no failures. Try it on Lin."

"I will. There's no side effects?"

"They are hungry afterwards. It uses more energy. I've been careful to keep the high energy time down to a few hours."

The Captain left and I turned to Jalen, "Well, any other conclusions?"

"Only that the E'tang immigration seems beyond the capability of the Sedgwick company. I looked into them before I agreed to work for them. They're a small, unusually profitable, biomedical development corporation with less than a hundred employees."

"Good point, so there is someone rather larger either with them or behind it all. Aliens are still most likely considering they've given us some serious new technology."

"But we developed it ourselves."

After they gave us a false clue. It was no coincidence the simulated alien disappeared at the mouth of a wormhole. They wanted us to get that technology. They wanted us to believe they were at the other end of the wormhole and develop the technology to seek them out. They were never there. The question is why they're going to all this trouble to infect us, teach us a new technology, and send us jaunting across the galaxy.."

"So, what will you do now?"

"Finish this sweep, return to base, and see if my newly found geniuses can develop a way to search more efficiently and repair this infection. Brute force is not an efficient way to search a galaxy or fix a biological weapon's effects. Oh, and hope the investigators can turn up more clues.

The TBI ship, officially TBI 3465, but christened Bolo by the TBI crew, is fast, lightly armed with only energy weapons, but has a heavy duty defense screen generator. Its escorted by three Navy Destroyers, all equipped with wormhole gear. The navy ships wait outside the atmosphere of Novo Brasilia as the investigator's ship descends to Sedgwick's HQ outside Satica, on a small continent halfway around the planet from Buenos Aires, Novo Brasilia's capital. Agent Matt Irens is a very large man, as most police are nowadays. His skin is bronzed from Novo Brasilia's distant, very hot sun. The rest of the TBI team consists of three men who look  so much alike they could have been cousins, Alec Trews, Sam House, and Shan Belinski and two women. Alicia Pondulski was the Novo Brasilia agent in charge until the MaleDom infection struck. She was still bitter about what it did to her and all her friends. At least the bureau let her stay on at the same salary but under the orders of a man. All the agents respected her skill, but knew she could be ordered around by any man, cop or criminal. Sheila Sanderson was a crime scene and comm technician, not an investigator. They were all strapped in as Alec, the pilot, set them down next to Osprey, a much larger civilian ship resting in a cradle.

As soon as the Bolo settled in and powered down, the Osprey leapt skyward under its powerful main drive. It ripped the air apart as it screamed skyward, at max, leaving a trail of plasma in its wake. It started climbing the dimensional ladder as soon as it cleared the atmosphere. The Destroyers leapt after the fleeing ship in seconds. Osprey built a wormhole barely ten thousand kilometers from Novo Brasilia and dove into it. The Destroyers new gear mapped the wormhole as soon as it formed and they created their own copies of it. Osprey's ten second lead was being eaten up quickly by the pursuing warships. Almost in energy weapon range, Osprey dove into another wormhole, this one taking it beyond the center of the galaxy.

The Destroyers followed and emerged into a far distant space, alive with close packed suns and a fleet of alien ships, most of them larger than the Destroyers. They watched helplessly as the Osprey slowed and was taken inside one of the Battleship sized aliens. It jumped into a wormhole that appeared and vanished before they could get a fix on it.


Chapter 2: Moraii

The Captain of the lead Destroyer, TFNS Crucible, said, Comm, open a channel to the aliens, I'm sure they know all about us. Send, "Unknown ships, this is TFNS Crucible. we are pursuing a Terran ship, TS Osprey, in a criminal investigation matter. Your ships have taken Osprey on board and left the area. We request you return Osprey to us and explain why you are interfering in Terran affairs. Send it in all known dialects."

"Aye, Aye, Sir.  Sir we have a response, voice only, no visual."

"Play it."

The voice of an educated Terran male, of middle age, resonant and clear said, "Crucible, I speak for the Moraii. This is our affair also. Please extend our apologies to your leaders for interfering in your affairs and ask them to send a delegation of senior political and military leaders to a galactic conference on June 15, 2947 Terran Standard, [about two months in the future] at [he gave galactic coordinates using Terran Navy terms]. You may come in a warship, but no hostilities will be permitted.  You will be informed of a common danger and asked to participate in a plan to stop the threat."

The comm officer spoke up, "Sir, the transmission ended."

The Captain had been staring ahead at nothing when a flicker of motion caught his eye. He focused on the big viewscreen and saw that all of the remaining alien ships had vanished. "Tactical, where did they go?"

"Captain, a wormhole formed around them and then closed, taking them with it." He looked at a display, "The wormhole was only in existence for a tenth of a second."

"OK. Make a hole to sector 21 base and have Corisande and Cerberus follow us."

***

Bolo trembled as Osprey's exhaust washed over them, nearly overturning the smaller ship. Alec cursed  and started to lift, but Matt stopped him. The Destroyers are faster than us. Let's get this place locked down before anyone else leaves or destroys any data. Alec, go up five hundred or so and watch the building. Shoo anyone who exits back in or stun them if they refuse. Don't kill anyone even if they shoot at you, we want to talk to them. Call the local police for backup."

Got it boss."

The team headed for the main entrance as Bolo lifted. Inside they approached a decorative brunette sitting behind a high counter. Matt spoke in a loud voice. "TBI. We have a search warrant for these premises. Where's your boss?"

She looked at him in consternation and hesitated. Matt said Come on I need to see him."

She stammered out, "H..He's not here. He just left on a business trip. You must have seen Osprey leave. Sheila loves to show off."

"The pilot was Sheila Maxern?"

"Yes, Sir."

Who else was on the ship?"

"Let's see," she consulted her implant, "Mr. Klein, the manager, and John and Mary Thompson. They were going to Tadrell."

"Harvey Klein?"

"No, Stanley Klein. Harvey is his son."

"What about Camille Benson?"

"No, she wasn't aboard. She just got in from a run and she's sleeping in...C14."

"Where's that?"

She displayed a map on the wall behind her and pointed to the room with a laser pointer.

"Sam, go with Sheila and start collecting data. Don't let any guy mess with her work." He turned to the Brunette and telepathically ordered, "Make an announcement to everyone in the building that the TBI is searching the building. Do not leave or you may be arrested. Then do not talk to anyone else or leave your station until I tell you. Understand?"

She responded telepathically, "Yes, Sir." She picked up a microphone, "Attention. The TBI..."

Matt led Alicia and Shan to C14 and found the door locked. Matt motioned to Shan who adroitly picked the lock and they found a woman fast asleep in the bedroom of the apartment. Matt motioned for Alicia to wake her. She sat up when Alicia touched her and stared at the trio in confusion, "Who.."

Matt interrupted her, "Are you Camille Benson?"

"Yes, but.."

He interrupted her again, "TBI. We need to talk to you about your trip to Tadrell. Would you like to get dressed first?"

"Yes, yes, I would."

"Alicia will stay with you, we'll wait in the living room." He and Shan left the room.

Camille got out of bed and got dressed in beige pants and a white t-shirt. Alicia opened the door to the living room and waited for Camille to precede her. Matt and Shan were standing in the kitchenette. Matt waved Camille over to the kitchen table. Shan remained standing as the rest sat down.

Matt spoke first, "Camille, we understand you were the co-pilot on the Osprey during a trip to Tadrell that was interrupted by the appearance of a large number of alien ships. Is this correct?"

Camille stared at him for  second before replying, "Yes, it is. I've told this story a dozen times in great detail. Why do you want it again?"

"Some new information has come forward and we need to check it out. You're aware of the infection many people are calling the MaleDom?"

"Of course," she said bitterly. "I'm a woman and I've been fucked. I haven't done anything and I've lost a lot of rights because I can't be trusted now. I can't be a manager, or a judge, or even a pilot-in-charge, I can't vote and I'm the slave of any man."

Alicia said, I'm in the same situation, Camille. We're trying to figure this out. Please try and help us."

"I don't have any choice, do I?"

Matt said, "We won't order you to do anything you wouldn't want. Its possible you and the other women on Osprey were infected with the MaleDom bug well before we encountered the E'tang."

Camille's face registered shock as Matt and Shan looked into her mind. Matt ordered, "Camille, remember the trip in Osprey  Remember any orders you were given."

They watched as a sealed off section of her memories opened up, flooding into her mind.

Matt said, "Camille tell us, verbally, what you remember of the trip to Tadrell."

"Just before we arrived at Tadrell, Mr. Klein came into the control cabin and talked to us in our heads. He ordered us to enter a parking orbit around Tadrell, to send an alarm that many large alien ships were surrounding the planet, to leave as fast as we could because it wasn't safe, to head for sector base 21 and to broadcast a call for help saying we were being pursued by an alien ship. He also ordered us to repeat the story to any passenger who asked."

"Did you see the alien ships?"

"No, I saw a couple of large bulk freighters in orbit, but that's all."

Matt and Shan saw she was telling the truth, but they had learned over the past few months that the women answered telepathic commands literally. They never gave more than you asked for and an AI wasn't useful. Perforce their investigative skills had to be sharp and persistently applied to get all the useful information from a female. "OK, Camille, that's helpful. Remember every time a man has given you an order. Start with the first time and tell me about all of them. I want to know when, who gave it, where you were, and what the order was. Speak your answer." She remembered a number of orders.

"The first was February 16, 2946 by Harvey Klein, at his house, and he told me to want sex with him very badly. The second was three hours later when he ordered me to love and obey him."

Camille spoke for two hours. Most of the orders were irrelevant to the investigation, concerning sex and household affairs such as cleaning or food selections.  Matt's interest was peaked when she related how she had been ordered to help a Navy officer fake his own drowning death after the Tadrell incident.

When Camille finished Matt said, "Thank you Camille. Are you still in love with Harvey Klein?"

"Yes, of course. We've been together for almost two years now and he's a good man. Can I talk to him?"

"I wish I could let you," Matt thought. "No, he's not here now. Maybe later." If we ever see him again. "Camille, I'm going to have to take you back to Buenos Aires as a material witness. Pack a bag with what you'll need for a couple of days. Alicia will help you." He waved them away.

When they had left the room he said to Shan, "Send the recording to the Navy, add a comment that the alien fleet was an apparent hoax. Tell them we're questioning the copilot in Buenos Aires as a witness, not a suspect. Add that the drowning death of Commander Jackson was likely faked. Go." Shan left the room

The fleet was still two weeks away from Terran Space when  the results of the TBI raid on Sedgwick, and the subsequent invitation  was received by Arens. He called his staff and Jalen together to first, listen to Camille's recitation of the commands she received and examine the timeline the TBI investigators had worked out; and second, to discuss the 'Invitation' the aliens had extended.. After everyone had all the data he turned to Alice, the lowest rank in the room and asked, "Lieutenant, what conclusions have you drawn from this information?"

He had ordered her into 'Genius' mode before the meeting started, so he expected her to be unusually perceptive.

"Sir, Camille Benders was infected sometime in 2945, well before the E'tang were dropped on us. Its also clear that several Sedgwick staff have been working on this operation. Sedgwick is either an agent of the aliens or some of their staff are actually members of the alien race who infiltrated us. Its also clear the aliens exist and are more advanced technically than us. The aliens seem interested in sharing some of their technology. Their invitation to a 'Galactic Conference' suggests they are interested in informing us of something to cause us to take action. Whether against a natural phenomenon or an enemy is not clear. That's all I got, Sir."

"Good summary, Alice. Who else has something?"

Captain Young spoke up, "The Sedgwick people and Commander Jackson were all on Novo Brasilia before the Tadrell incident. So was Jalen. I wonder if she might have been infected early, for that matter, everyone on Nova Brasilia may have been infected early given how infectious the bug is, and its lack of any symptoms for months."

He was right. I mentally kicked myself for not seeing that earlier. "Good point, Captain." I turned to Jalen and said, "I'm going to order you to recall any commands you may have received before you came onboard Reliant. Answer the question verbally, please." I entered her mind and thought at her, "Jalen, remember any commands you may have received before coming aboard the Reliant. If there are any, describe them." I watched her mind search her memory. She found nothing.

She said, "I didn't receive any orders before coming aboard Reliant."

I said, aloud, "Thanks for looking, Jalen. Good to know. We know Osprey's pilot and copilot were infected before the trip, and you were likely infected on the trip, only days before you met the E'tang and we know its not symptomatic for months. The real question is why they took you along at all if the whole trip was just for the deception?"

"I don't know, of course. Its possible they just wanted me along to bolster their story and swear they never landed. I suppose its possible they chose me because they knew we were acquainted. They didn't need me to infect Reliant, Osprey's pilot and copilot were adequate for that."

"OK. we'll have to wait and see if TBI turns up anything more from the copilot. What do we know about the 'Conference' we've been invited to attend?"

Captain Young said, "The location is several thousand parsecs from Terran space, closer to the galactic core, about twenty degrees to antispinward, in the next spiral arm. We don't know what's there at all. Its never been visited by us. Terran command has sent an exploration ship with a dozen escorts to look it over. We should have their report by the time we reach base."

"Alice, play the message again, please."

The sound of the Terran male voice filled the room, "Crucible, I speak for the Moraii. This is our affair also. Please extend our apologies to your leaders for interfering in your affairs and ask them to send a delegation of senior political and military leaders to a galactic conference on June 15, 2947 Terran Standard, at [galactic coordinates]. You may come in a warship, but no hostilities will be permitted.  You will be informed of a common danger and asked to participate in a plan to stop the threat."

"What meanings do you get from this message and our interesting experiences of the past year? Alice?"

"Sir, The 'Moraii' are apparently possessed of advanced technology and may be responsible for inflicting the MaleDom bug on us. Sedgwick staff may be in league with them or in actuality, be Moraii, since we do not know their appearance."

"Good, Captain?"

"Galactic Conference implies that many, if not all, advanced races in the galaxy will be present. And the phrase 'Common danger' implies that many, if not all of the races in the galaxy are in danger. Its possible that only the Moraii are aware of this danger since they seem to be the only sponsor of this conference. They spoke of a 'plan to stop the threat,' not develop a plan, so they presumably have one in mind that needs our help to execute."

"Good points, Captain. How about you, Major?"

"He said, " 'You may come in a warship, but no hostilities will be permitted.' This sounds like they think  its possible there will be enemies present who might shoot at each other, and that they have the power to stop it. That's worrying several ways. For us, I think the Coalen will be present and we should go in with all defenses raised, but not shoot back until we are in danger of destruction."

"My thinking, too, Major. How about you Jalen?"

"Sir, I think the Moraii are allies. They have advanced technology and they gave us some. The MaleDom bug may have been something we needed to participate in their plan. The results aren't all positive, but it has increased our collective intelligence. Now that we are equipped, so to speak, they've invited us to come and help. I wouldn't trust them yet, but their intentions seem good."

"OK, why not trust them?"

'There may be more they think we need, and they apparently aren't too concerned what else it does to us."

"OK, an excellent point. Does anyone else have anything to contribute?"

No one spoke up. "Alice, send a copy of this meeting to Admiral Reale."


Chapter 3 : Conference

The Navy left investigation of the Tadrell aliens in Admiral Shan Arens lap for the moment. He was their expert on the issue and his investigation had so far turned up wormholes and how to employ them, vastly increased the useful intelligence of women, developed the most workable ways to deal with the new men/women issues, uncovered the Sedgwick deception, and succeeded in getting the Moraii to reveal themselves. He was the champion of humanity and they were going to keep using him.  Besides, they had their hands full equipping all their ships with wormhole equipment, devising training and protocols for the new equipment, and getting the men and women on their ships back to combat ready.

Shan distributed Jalen's gravity and wormhole discoveries to the Research Division and advised them on the process for making a 'Genius' out of any woman.  Two hours later Dr. Benito Giucheri, Head of R&D, entered his office. He looked flustered.

I was sitting at a desk in the back of the office, facing the door when the Dr. entered. Master had "Turned me On" earlier and given me more texts on astrohydrodynamics and related fields. He had ordered me to correlate this data with the gravity and wormhole data I had analyzed earlier. He stared at me for a long minute without saying anything. I felt arousal as he entered my mind. We looked at each other until he broke the connection and walked slowly to Master. He said, "I don't usually receive new theories on gravity and wormholes from Admirals. This is the first. Before this, when I saw an Admiral's name on a communication, its always been a request for information or a demand for a new weapon. You're giving Admirals a bad reputation. I see this young woman is the author of the data you sent me. Does she have a sister?"

Master chuckled, "No, sorry, Benito. But all is not lost. Just find a comely young woman and give her the orders I sent you."

"Already done, Shan. I've given them to every woman in my department: researchers to receptionists, even our chef, and she's going to be hard to replace. Her food is ten times better than the replicator glop. That's why it took me two hours to transport here. Theories, inventions, improvements, and plans are rolling out of them too fast  to record. The men guiding their researches have to keep throttling them back. I watched them for a half hour and we know how to get into even higher dimensions, higher accelerations from our ships, energy weapons that fire through multidimensional space and have better range than our missiles, and so much more I need to find a thousand more engineers to turn this flood into real devices."

"Did you interrupt your visit to Wonderland just to tell me about it?"

"No, I was getting dizzy watching the world change around me, so I decided to come visit your resident genius. May I speak to her?"

"Of course, Jalen, this is Dr. Benito Giucheri, Head of Navy R&D. He would like to talk to you." His voice in my head said, "Turn Off."

I said, "Hello, Dr. Giucheri, I'm pleased to meet you and happy I was able to help your people."

Master watched as we spoke to each other, still in my mind arousing me almost to distraction.

"I'm sorry for the changes the MaleDom bug has caused you. Of course I'm also thrilled beyond words at your new ability. All by yourself, you've advanced our knowledge a hundred years. I hope to have 'Genius' level women employed in every field to further our knowledge in the biological sciences as well as the physical ones. How have the changes affected you, personally?"

Master's voice in my mind ordered me, "Tell him the truth, Jalen. He's an old, trusted friend."

"I'm very happy now, Doctor. I knew Shan a couple of years ago. We didn't fit well then and drifted apart. Now, I'm home, where I belong. I enjoy having him in my mind, and I enjoy obeying him. At first I was angry at losing all privacy, but I've adjusted. I don't care what others know as long as Shan knows and cares for me. I think I've always been a natural slave, Shan's slave, but I didn't know how to tell him. Now I have no secrets from him and he gives my submissive, masochistic soul what it needs."

"Thank you, Jalen. I hope my woman adjusts as you have. She's still angry."

"Doctor, just go into her mind and order her to forget anger, and enjoy her life. Make her tell you what she wants. If you want something else, order her to change. One thing I know is that every woman wants a strong man to take charge."

"Thank you, Jalen. I guess its logical, now. You are a genius." He turned to Master, "I've got to get back before the geniuses give my AI's a stroke."

Master said, "Don't wait so long before visiting, Benny." The Doctor left. Master said, "Thanks, Jalen. I'm glad you're happy. Do I really give your soul what it needs?"

"Master," I said with awry smile, "I can't lie. But I'd like it even more if you were a little more stringent and forceful. It seems the more I get, the more I need."

"Tonight little minx, I'll see how much you mean that."

I felt a shiver of excitement and my nipples got hard., "Thank you, Master."

Shan was busy 16 hours a day with administrative duties on the ground. He had over a thousand ships under his command and two million men and women. Every ship had to be maintained, equipped, certified, trained, armed, and certified. His administrative staff occupied its own ten story building, and at least tem new problems appeared out of the blue every day that only he could resolve. The fleet had been back in port only a week and he was longing for a main fleet action with the Coalens.

Jalen had started taking walks around the base for exercise and to see how the MaleDom bug had changed things. On the base, under Navy discipline, things seemed almost normal. All the women were in uniform and most had gold collars like hers showing she was paired with some man. The few women without collars were always with a man and looked happy. She knew those were the adventuresome souls who wanted to take a chance with the first man who wanted her. She was willing to give up freedom for the adventure of being dominated by a stranger. They were in no real danger on the base where every inch was under surveillance, but they were liable to be enslaved and used well until they were missed.

Jalen starred at each of the uncollared women, wishing she could read their minds. Were they just picky and hadn't found the right man, or after the adventure of a chance encounter? She found herself running her fingers around her collar when she looked at an uncollared woman. It was locked and only Shan could open it. It was comforting, but she thought she might like to try going without it, the uncollared women looked so happy. She knew no collared woman would be able to open theirs either, or the first man who saw her could order her to remove it.

After a few days in the base she decided to go into town. She didn't tell Shan, afraid he would worry or forbid her going. Of course the base AI told him when she approached the gate. And she was right, he did worry. So he detailed his personal security chief, Sgt. Hans Gruner, to watch her discretely.

Sgt Gruner took a couple of Marines with him and followed Jalen.

The two marines were in chameleon powered body armor. They used their antigravity to silently, invisibly float a dozen feet behind Jalen and twenty feet in the air. Sgt. Gruner was in civilian clothes and stayed close behind Jalen. He didn't care if she saw him.

Jalen was oblivious to her bodyguards. She wouldn't have minded them being there, either. She approached the gate with trepidation, prepared to see women now no more than slaves.  She paused and looked out at the people in front of the garishly painted buildings that housed the bars, strip clubs, pawn shops and recreational drug emporia that flourished around every military base since Hannibal. It was mid-morning and most of the establishments were closed, but some of them looked like they wouldn't be opening tonight. The two strip clubs had "For Rent" on their reader boards. She studied the storefronts and decided that only the pawnshop and the two bars looked ready for business. There were only a few people on the street. None of the women had collars and they were mostly with men. They looked happy, not downtrodden or oppressed.

Jalen passed through the gate with a wave to the guards  and sauntered towards town proper. Halfway down the block she found a young, uncollared, woman, bare breasted, with shorts and sandals, washing a window of a pawnshop. She was the first female who looked the least bit like she might be under an order. Jalen stopped by her and asked, " Excuse me, I just got back from a long trip and you're the first woman I've seen who isn't fully dressed. Did a man order you to bare your chest?"

The girl smiled and said, "Naw, Joe made me go bare for a couple of days and I liked it . Now he just says, 'Wear what you want,' and I do." Its hot out and I like the feel of the sun so why should I cover up when men wear nothing but shorts whenever they want?"

"Right. Way to go. Nice talking to you. 'Bye."

She walked on. The buildings fell behind and she walked along a wide sidewalk toward the town she could see a mile or so ahead of her. Sgt. Gruner caught up to her. "Hello Sgt. Out for a stroll too?"

"'Assigned to look after you ma'am. But it is a nice day for a walk."

"Will I need your protection in the town?"

"Intel says no, but they've been wrong before."

"Do you have a woman, Sgt. Gruner?"

"I do. Her name is Sally, short for Salamanca."

"I hope you don't mind my asking. I'm trying to figure out how the relationship of men and women has changed. I've been on Navy ships ever since the MaleDom bug hit."

"We've been together since before the bug hit. Its made our relationship much better."

"Really, how so?"

'Now I can see what she really means when she talks to me. She never says what's really on her mind, out loud, but kind of sidles up to it, trying to see if I'm put off when she talks. I'm a direct sort of person and her being clever just gave me the wrong idea. Now I know what she really wants and answer that."

"So her sensitivity was preventing communication?"

"Yep. Now we communicate much better. I always know what she wants in bed. She never said before. Shy, I guess. Now I give her a good time, every time, and she doesn't claim to have a headache anymore. She's a lot hotter than she wants to let on. She thinks its uncouth.."

"What about her. Does she mind not having any privacy and having to obey you?"

"At first she was angry and a little scared. But we've always been good for each other. About the only thing I tell her to do is be happy and love me. We're partners not boss and slave. She's never had anything but our well-being in her head, and I haven't either. We're both happier now."

They were silent for the rest of their stroll into town. Jalen was mulling the Sgt.'s words and wondering if he was reading her mind and just repeating her feelings about life with Shan. The Sgt. didn't say anything, which, she realized, proved nothing.

The town was called Belfair and was more alive than the base village. Men and women strolled or hurried through the bustling streets. With antigrav, roads were only used for walking or exercise like running or cycling. Jalen studied the women and found they mostly looked like before the bug hit. Fashion was still their goddess and only the very young or old ignored her dictates. Most of them wore gold collars like hers, proclaiming some male was watching over them, responsible for them, and would wreak vengeance on any other man who usurped his property.

There were more women on the street than she remembered, and realized with a start that any woman who had previously held a position of leadership was now unemployed, or at least no longer required to sit in an office or courtroom. She snarled to herself, "We can't be trusted, now."

A thought occurred to her. She turned to the Sgt, "I need to go back to the base. What's the quickest way?"

He looked blank for a moment then motioned her to a grassy lawn. A puff of displaced air blew her hair back as the Marine Combat Car settled to the grass in front of them. He opened its door and helped her into the dark interior. She realized he had used his implant to summon the car.

"Did you have it waiting for us?"

"I try to plan ahead as far as I can. The Admiral expects me to be ready for any eventuality. To the Admiral's office?"

"Yes, Sgt. and thank you."

"Yes, ma'am."

The car lifted and broke the local speed laws into tiny pieces on the way back.

She strode into Shan's office and up to his desk. He looked up and saw a determined expression on her face. He waited and she said, quite calmly, she thought, "Admiral, sir, I want to build a thought screen for women. Will you help me?"

"Shan looked at his determined lover. He realized he had more options than just yes or no, but the first thought he had was, "I should have thought of this earlier. Is it possible? Is telepathy a physical phenomenon? So he temporized, "Jalen, that's an excellent idea. Let's first see if its possible. I'll ask Dr. Schloss to come over and set his lab to investigating some of the basics no one's had a chance to look at yet."

"What d you mean, basics."

"No one has said anything about how this new telepathy works, yet. I don't know if anyone has figured out whether the thoughts are carried electromagnetically, through subspace, gravity waves, or what. We'll need to figure out how the thoughts move before we can figure out how to block or jam them."

"Oh. OK. Call the Doctor, please?"

Now he thought about ordering her to forget it and go get undressed, but he realized that would be petty and used his implant to summon the Doctor.

Jalen waited nervously while Dr. Schloss and the two female doctors were coming. Already, a mind screen was her heart's desire, not for herself, but for all women, to make them free again.

Shan saw her external signs of stress and ordered her to relax and be quiet when the doctors arrived.

When everyone was seated he asked, Doctors, tell me how your research is going."

Dr. Schloss said, "We have two theories and are doing animal trials now to test them. We won't be ready for a human trial for several months. But it looks promising at this point."

"Alright, did the procedure I gave you help your work?"

"Yes, sir, very much. Both Dr. Heartly and Dr. Glasser responded well and have become galaxy class researchers. We wouldn't be nearly as far along without their magnificent intellects."

"Excellent Doctor and congratulations ladies. Now, an idea for another project has come up, Off the top of your heads, doctors, do you think it is possible to develop a mind shield or screen to block telepathic access to a woman's mind?"

The two female researchers looked at each other with a sort of surprise on their faces while Dr. Schloss just looked interested. I looked into the women's thoughts and found a pleased surprise. It had never occurred to them that a man might be interested in not reading and controlling them. Since the advent of the bug they had become used to being an open book for any man. After a year of experience they both realized there were pros and cons to it. It would be nice to have privacy sometimes, but they relished the enhanced sexual intimacy and the feeling of being a closely knit team was exciting.

Neither of them understood that most men viewed their new power as both a blessing and curse, too. Now that we knew what our woman wanted and was thinking, we had a greater responsibility than before. Most men wanted their mates to be happy and now we knew what that really meant. We couldn't claim ignorance and I, at least, tried to meet her wishes. Admittedly, it was nice to be able to change her mind for my convenience, but it still laid a new responsibility on me to decide what Jalen should do, want, think, and feel for her long term happiness. Only God had that power before and now the bug had put some of it on responsible men's shoulders.

Dr. Schloss thought about it for a minute and finally admitted, "I have no idea. Though telepathy has been investigated for centuries, only recently could we study it in action and I haven't seen any reports of the mechanism employed. I'll have to do some research. If we can find a way to detect the thoughts in transport, we can probably block them, but I don't know any of that yet. If you want I'll open a line of inquiry with our university research contractors."

"OK, Doctor, do that. Classify the research, I'll want to study the implications before deciding whether to proceed."

I felt Jalen's surprise at my hesitation, but she kept quiet. Smart girl. We'd talk after the Doctors left.

I sent them off and turned to Jalen, "I know you think such a shield would be a great thing, but we should consider its implications before we leap. What will be the effect on society if we now make it possible for a woman to hide her thoughts again. Would other inventors develop devices to make them ineffective so that society falsely believed their thoughts were private and they were free from control? Would greater harm come from what we thought was true but wasn't? Now everyone knows the situation and can plan and act from certain knowledge."

"Shan, Master, I miss privacy. I trust you in all ways. I love that you always know what I need, but some men are not so good for their women. I don't think I would ever need a mind shield and I wouldn't use it around you, but to have every man know what I'm thinking makes me so vulnerable. I'd like to stop feeling that way."

"I understand, but I think you need to learn some facts of our new reality. I dug a report out of my memory file and sent it to her implant. "This is the annual serious crime report. Federation Police do it every year to look for trends and adjust their investigative focus. Sit and study it. Talk to me when you finished."

She replied, "All right,' and moved to a chair next to my desk.

I opened the Fleet Readiness file and continued studying it. I made notations next to some items, "Obsolete-Terminate, Good idea, and the like. A thousand ships in ten squadrons, different requirements by class, and hundreds of fleet and individual ship standards made for a lengthy report. Before I finished, Jalen said, "Ready."

I closed the file and asked, "Did you notice how crimes between people changed when the bug hit?"

"Is this report reliable?"

"It was made by the same group in Justice that has done it for years, so I think its as reliable as in previous years. Its probably more accurate where women are involved since they can't lie or hide anything from a male investigator."

"According to this, murder, homicide, assaults, rape, incest, crimes against children have all dropped to next to nothing. All this just by opening women's minds up? There's something wrong here."

"The dramatic decrease in crime led many people to question the data and take a closer look. The investigators concluded there's less frustration and unrelieved sexual pressure. Anything done to a woman can't be hidden, but there's also less reason to do anything she doesn't want. You see why I'm not certain that a mind shield would be a good idea?"

"But it might be, at least sometimes."

"Right. Police and jailors, some others. That's why I asked the Doctors to look into it. Now go into quarters and get undressed."

"Is that an order, Master?"

I didn't answer since she was already walking to the door, and opening her blouse.


Chapter 4 : Wraith

The spy ship used a wormhole to jump three fourths of the way to the conference site. No one knew how close they could get without tripping an alarm, but the consensus was that if 250 parsecs wasn't far enough, the Moraii would see them no matter where they started.

TFNS  Wraith was unique. The engineers started with a battleship design and revised it for stealth. The designers had to remove some of the offensive weapons to make space for the extra field generators. They took out most of the offensive missile launchers and missile storage and left the defensive missiles and the energy weapons. The unique cloaking field generators were massive and the extra normal space engines were needed to let her keep up with the fleet. She was massive, sluggish, well able to defend herself and, when in stealth mode she was undetectable by any known technology. The new cloaking generators rotated her partly out of normal space, just far enough that her arrays of sensors functioned perfectly but sensors couldn't see her and weapons passed through her like she was smoke.

The addition of the wormhole effectors let her reach her destination much quicker. Experiments with the wormhole gear showed it safe to travel through wormholes while cloaked. Of course the wormhole could be detected, but an observer would not see the Wraith afterwards, at least that was the hope.

Captain Sander Olefson checked his status screen. The Wraith was at Battle Stations, shields were up, she was cloaked, The course was laid in, his status screen showed all sections were nominal, he activated the intercom, "All hands, prepare for to jump, Lieutenant engage."

As hoped, the transition went perfectly and all that happened was the star field around them changed.

"Sensors?"

"Nothing detected, Captain."

"Lieutenant, your course to the conference site is ready?"

"Laid in, Captain."

"Engage FTL, optimum translation, remain cloaked, halt ten light years from the destination. Execute."

"Aye, Aye, Sir." The background hum always present in a starship deepened, just enough to detect as Wraith hurled itself toward the conference site, instantly surging past the speed of light and translating into higher dimensions, its powerful generators at maximum.

"Lieutenant, how long to our destination?"

Lieutenant Alana Sherif looked at her display, "Forty three hours, Sir."

""OK, post our course statistics on the intercom and stand down from Battle Stations. Also show us going back to Battle Stations an hour before arrival."

"Aye, Aye, sir."

He watched her perform her assigned tasks with both his eyes and his mind. How things had changed in the past year. Before the MaleDom bug, shipboard affairs were common though rarely acknowledged, but against regulations if between someone in the same chain of command. For a Captain, that was everyone on board. Since the bug, however, regulations now favored senior males having relations with a junior female, for her protection. He made sure that every woman on his ship was in a relationship, even if only while she was on the ship.

Alana Sherif's collar identified him as her "Owner." So he watched her with a proprietary interest and was pleased at her efficiency and professionalism.

When she was finished she looked at him, a neutral expression on her face.

He turned to his Executive Officer, "Number One, Take over, I'll be in my day room. Lieutenant, please join me."

"Yes, sir. I relieve you. If you don't mind I'll keep the sensor section fully manned."

"Your command, Number one."

I stood up and Alana followed me into my day room.

As soon as the door closed, the XO turned on the intercom channel and posted a short message, anonymously.

I turned when the door closed and she melted into my arms. After we came up for breath I whispered in her ear, "Alana, what would you suggest we do for the next three days?" My question was a sort of white lie, I could see her thoughts quite clearly. She had an image of herself naked, locked in a pillory while I whipped her already red striped bottom. She was excited, anxious to begin and nervous, concerned I wouldn't want to play that rough with her. That was a surprise, she was usually more of a slow starter and warmed up once we got rolling.

"Let's go to your quarters my Captain," she pulled away and took my hand as she started toward the door connecting to my quarters.

I followed with anticipation. "Love, I know what you want. Are you sure?"

"Yes, sir, I'm sure."

"Where did you get this idea?"

She knew she couldn't lie to me, "I was in the gym with some friends and several of us were complaining how boring plain sex is after a while. After a few minutes of this, Jean said, "You need variety," and showed us drawings of girls in bondage, hundreds of positions. I felt excited and aroused as I thought of myself helpless, waiting for you to punish me then take me to the heavens. We begged for more and she sent us passages from stories where girls found being helpless and given some pain had better sex than ever before. We all agreed to try it and she let us have passages from the pictures that turned us on most. Will you put me in a machine like that and arouse me, my Captain?

"It looks like fun, so, "AI, display pictures of old devices used to hold a woman bent over at the waist, her neck and wrists locked in a horizontal line and her feet held spread apart."

The display screen lit up with pictures of such devices, most looking like they were made out of wood with thick members, all had titles or descriptions, they scrolled past slowly, two on screen at a time. Until Alana said, "Stop. That's it, the one on the left."

The label said, "Pillory, circa 2020." The device was more adjustable than most. There was a wheel to adjust the height of the yoke above the floor and foot plates were adjustable for height and separation. The cutouts for the neck and wrists were lined with something soft.

"AI, make one of these for me."

"Yes sir, What dimensions shall I use for the neck and wrist openings?"

"Size them to fit Alana Sherif.'

"Yes, Captain. It will be manufactured in pod 21 and transported to your quarters in one point eight minutes."

I know it was a waste to thank a machine, but I couldn't stop, "Thank you."

Another thought occurred to me, "AI, also send me a short whip suitable for punishing an errant woman, two sets of adjustable handcuffs, twenty feet of quarter inch chain and two padlocks."

Alana was looking at me with a smile. She said, "That wasn't in my mind."

"No, it was in mine. Now strip, wench, your dream will be here soon."

The pillory arrived with a soft 'Plop' of displaced air just as Alana was removing her last bit of clothing. I lifted the bar and said, "Put your neck and wrists in place, Alana."

He led me to it, strapped my feet in place, spread as wide as the shackles allowed. Then he said, "Just bend down and lay your neck in the cutout. then put your hands in place. You should pull jour hair to one side so it doesn't hang down in front."

I did as he suggested and moved my hair to my right before putting my hands in their cutouts. He was careful not to pinch any skin. I felt an instant of panic as the bar closed on me. Too late. My instinctive jerk came after I heard the lock close.

I wondered how men had ever allowed these to go out of general use.  It was perfect for holding a woman in position for pleasure or pain. In my case, those were the same thing. What would life be like if it was considered as essential for a modern home as, say, a holotank?

I was scared, but it was also exciting to be held tight, unable to move, so erotically positioned that every erogenous zone and all of my girl parts exposed and available. They were so erotic, whenever I had seen one I wanted to lock myself in it and wait for my Master to have me. Now he did.

I felt unbearable lust. I wanted to be used, eager to serve. I was eager to feel him in me, owning me, conquering me.  I was secure and comfortable.

The bar pressed slightly on my exposed wrists and neck. I couldn't change anything now, but I wiggled my wrists and neck. They were immovably held. It was a reality check. This was no dream. I was firmly and rigidly held, at my Master's mercy. I was at peace with the world, merely a vessel to stimulate and gratify my Master. I could do nothing now. I was just a female body to be used. I wondered idly what he would do first.

I found out as he held a ball gag to my lips and I obediently opened my mouth to receive it. He inserted it and buckled it tight. Rats.

I stared at the wall in front of me and my belly gave a fierce kick as I visualized myself, helplessly bound, my wrists and neck clamped in the stout oak, my body naked and my breasts dangling below me, my entire body exposed and vulnerable, unable to resist anything.

I was surprised by a hard smack on my ass and  squealed into my gag and struggled against the device holding me, but it was much too late. The searing heat in my ass quickly changed into a surging heat in my belly and I moaned as a spasm wracked my loins. I could only tense vainly in my bonds and clench my jaw around the gag.

I felt his hands roaming, gently over my exposed body, caressing, fondling my dangling breasts, soothing me. His voice came to me, calm, low, "Steady girl, relax, you're safe now." He was calming me with his voice, just as he probably did with an excited horse or dog. And, despite my big brain and my knowledge of what he was doing, it worked. He was my Master. I knew he would take care of me.

Sander walked around his slave, touching, enjoying her feel, several times she felt the stubble on his face touch and rub on her bare skin as he felt every part of her. He stepped in front of her and she could see no higher than his waist. He briefly held her hands, more of a caress. He squatted in front of her and tilted her face up. He leaned forward and kissed her forehead. He kissed her around the gag. His tongue licked across her lips before he stood up.

Sander gazed lovingly at the girl. He wanted to reward her for all her courage, her willingness to act out her dream. He wanted to keep her. She was beautiful, intelligent, and willing to take a big risk to get what she wanted. He wanted to give her the best night of her life and show her just what the joy of submission felt like. He stepped behind her, pushing his loins into her ass and leaned over her. He put a hand under each breast and fondled them with love, His fingers trapped her nipples and played with them . They swelled delightfully between his fingers and her breathing became fast. He heard the faint whistle as most of her breath streamed through her nose. Then he felt her shaking. Was she crying? He got off and went around to her head. She was shaking with tears running down her face. Why was she crying? He had learned long ago to ignore a girl's tears. They were often just  a mechanism females used to get sympathy from men, but Alana wanted this. Cold feet?

Alana had expected him to whip her. That was what happened in her dreams when she was in the pillory. He surprised her by just caressing her. A burst of joy and anticipation filled her. Her pussy and ass were free. He was going to take her. Oh My God. She was again surprised, this time by her own reaction. She had expected pain, not tenderness. Arousal spiked and her belly trembled in anticipation. She felt flushed and faint. At least she couldn't fall over. The thought reverberated through her brain until she started laughing and laughing. Tears streamed from her eyes. She couldn't stop.

He looked into her mind and was surprised to find overflowing mirth, not pain. She was laughing. But why? Sander took her gag out. He was curious. He heard laughter, great explosive belly laughs from this petite girl. He waited and the laughter subsided.

"Thank you, Master."

"For taking the gag out?"

"That too, but mostly for caressing me instead of whipping me. It was better than my dream."

"It was funny?"

"Master, I was laughing in joy, no humor involved. I felt your own arousal growing as you were tender to me. I was happy you plan to really take me."

He put a hand under my breast and played with my nipple and its ring. "And that made you laugh?"

"No, Master, not at first. I felt a little faint when you took it out and I thought to myself, 'At least, I can't fall over.' That struck me as hilarious and I started laughing and laughing. And that's how you found me.

Sander supposed you had to be a girl locked in a pillory, awaiting whatever your Master had in mind for that to be funny. "Good for you."

Sander replaced the gag, shaking his head. "Women," he thought. He went to the cabinet and selected a thick strap on blindfold. He put it on Alana and pulled it tight.

To Alana's delight, as soon as the blindfold cut off her sight, her arousal intensified amazingly. A spurt of scalding love juice wet her sex and her nipples shot to rigid, aching, engorgement. His hands stroked her nipples, making them ache even more. She was tingling all over, expectantly.  She seemed to love bondage more than she had expected, because she was terribly excited and desperately needed to be filled. A single thought flowed 'round and 'round in her mind, and she fervently hoped he was reading it now, " Please,  Master. Stop playing and fuck me!"

I whined in frustration as he kept his strong hands on my dangling breasts, fondling my nipples and sending devastating jolts of arousal down into my seething belly until I squealed in delicious agony. I shouted, "Stop. Please stop. I can't stand it," into my gag.

But he wasn't done. His fingers left my boobs and trailed up and back onto my heaving sides, what, wait, no. I'm ticklish. Oh no. He resumed his attack on my helplessly presented body. His fingers tickled my sides. I laughed until I thought I would burst. I squealed into the gag, begging him to stop. I shook my ass back and forth like I was trying to dislodge a fly. He didn't stop until I was whimpering helplessly into my gag. He shifted his attentions back to my breasts and played with my nipples. He squeezed, and flicked them. He tugged and twisted them, as they inexorably swelled into painfully hard nubs, so that every touch was painful, yet so arousing. My belly was bubbling and trembling uncontrollably

He was driving me crazy. I struggled uselessly in the pillory. It gave not a bit as I shuddered and shook wildly as my arousal, my passion careened out of control.

He took one hand off my breast and started fondling my swollen pussy lips exploring the slick recesses of my sex. God, I was so close. I wanted him in me. He took his fingers away and hope surged.

Smack. Shock and pain merged as something smaller than his hand whacked my swollen sex lips. I squealed into my gag. Smack, again. It was the whip. It had to be. He was whipping my pussy! My climax engulfed me on the third blow, as I was forced to submit to his complete domination, my gag muffled squeals revealing my ecstasy as my pulsing orgasm sent wave after wave squirting into my helpless belly.

I was still deep in the surging throes of my orgasm when he put his mouth on my sex, his lips rubbing and tugging at the supremely sensitive nub of my engorged clitoris. His tongue thrust between my sex lips and lapped at my flowing juices sending my arousal screaming to incredible heights, driving me into a writhing frenzy.  I couldn't help it. I swung my ass back and forth, trying to alleviate the agonizing pleasure. It was too much.

My screams of uncontrolled passion seemed to only make him increase his efforts. My body strained with anticipation as an even larger climax grew larger, ever larger in the seething cauldron of my belly. I was helpless in every way. I couldn't move, I couldn't protest.  I couldn't stop or even slow my body's screaming ascent into another orgasm

The merciless torment burst into rapture as it reached its peak. My second orgasm exploded into me. My body arched into my bonds, lifting me, pressing my sex into his face as the tremendous orgasm crashed down. My belly spasmed with incredible power , sending a flood of love juices into my body, flowing into my sex, running in silver ribbons down my thighs as Master took  his mouth away.

The flood of joy roared through me for a long time. I closed my eyes to savor the ecstasy . Eventually it passed and I opened my eyes

He lay forward on me and I felt his erection probing my sex. I wanted him in me. My orgasms had been personal, isolated,  now I wanted him to join me+. I was well lubricated and so ready for him. His rigid penis slipped into me and every single nerve ending in my love canal shouted to me, "At Last," as he passed. I gasped as he thrust his huge, rock hard, erection between my hot, wet, trembling love lips. I screamed in pleasure as I climaxed at his first unbearable thrust, then climaxed again as his huge shaft lunged into the core of my being, releasing a flood of scalding love juice around his rigid member, as tremendously powerful spasms ripped through my vagina, and I surrendered again to his sexual and personal mastery of me.

Trembling and spasming in the throes of her endless and mind-blowing orgasms, Alana knew she could not control her body, could hold nothing back. She was his sex toy, and so glad.

Sander was a man on a mission. He had no intention of climaxing now. It would be better, more satisfying if delayed just a little longer. He prided himself on his self control and now he was using it to the utmost. The need was great, but he could hold it off a little longer. While Alana climaxed around him, he withdrew, letting his erection sustain itself. He knew how to rouse it again if need arose.

Alana panted for breath around the red ball he had strapped into her mouth. Her helplessly bound, sweaty body shaking to her inner turmoil, Alana moaned in rapture. She knew she was conquered. She would obey him in all things even without an order. 

Sander smiled at the success of the blindfold. He smacked her ass, one side then the other while she writhed in her orgasm. It had become a kind of a ritual spanking because they both savored the pleasure. The mild swats on her taut bottom, didn't hurt, she squealed when a renewed torrent of scalding love juices flooded into her belly and her bottom gyrated in abandon as she spasmed frantically to a second massive orgasm.

Locked helpless in the pillory, aroused beyond bearing, and aroused by her Master, the whipsawed girl could not hold back her enforced submission as her Master's fingers imposed their delicious torment on her. He caressed her breasts, smacked her bottom, and played with her rock hard nipples  over and over. She screamed and pleaded for mercy then moaned in unbearable pleasure as her belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to her sex as she came again and again in uncountable, endlessly repeating orgasms.

Pain and pleasure mixed into an indistinguishable frenzy of passion and Alana did not know whether she begged for mercy or more of the ruthless subjugation that filled her with fantastic excitement and lust. It really didn't matter what she wanted, for her Master was not going to heed her pleas. His goal was neither immediate nor urgent.

The cauldron of slave heat in her belly merged with the sting of her rosy spanked ass to send her dazed mind into a maelstrom of complete and willing submission. Her screams of pain and helplessness shrank into soft moans of lust and need. There was no resistance in her. She wanted nothing more than to be his complete and total slavegirl. She accepted his complete dominance over. All she wanted now was for her Master to take her, to fill her love canal with his hot member. She begged him to take her,  over and over, even in the throes of wild orgasms.

Sander had watched Alana's reactions carefully. He knew every orgasm he forced on her only made her conditioning to unquestioning obedience stronger. She was becoming a perfect sex slave. He knew a needy, responsive and obedient sex slave was an essentially happy girl. He was the source of pleasure and there was no hurry now. She would wait patiently for him to take her, then, when he did, she was totally his. He went back into the bedroom and undressed. He moved slowly, deliberately, letting her wait, for he well understood that pleasure delayed is pleasure increased.

She was steeping in her desire, for her orgasms so far were not quite perfect. He had carefully avoided her pussy and aroused her through more indirect stimulation. She may not know why, but she did know she was still unfulfilled. He had held his own needs in abeyance in order to raise her to this second quanta of arousal, using the female's limitless desire for sex to give her orgasm after orgasm, yet leave her desperately needy. He had repeatedly given her joyous pleasure yet held himself back, delaying his pleasure in order to make her happy, yet unfinished.

He went back to her rigidly restrained form, removed her gag, and said, softly, "What do you want, slave?"

When she heard his low voice Alana realized he was ready to take her as her Master. His demonstration of power could not have been more explicit. He wanted her to beg. She thought, "I'll show him what I'm made of. He'll only respect me if I stand up to him." But when she opened her mouth, she heard herself say, "Master, please use your slave. I beg you." What? She hadn't meant to say that.

Again softly he said, "Be precise. Tell me exactly what you want."

I had to think. Precisely? OK. "Master, I want you to fuck me in my ass and in my vagina, hard. She understood the unspoken message well. She was only a slave, owned by a strong, demanding Master, her body his to control, to lock up, to use or ignore at his whim. No matter how much she wanted him to use her body.

Her submissive passion did not wane with his demand. If anything, her passion increased with her words

Alana's body was on fire with slave heat that grew steadily stronger. She was shamefully excited by her submission and instant responsiveness to her Master's presence. She trembled in fear of what his well-remembered huge member would do to her in her hugely aroused state.

He had built up her arousal in careful stages, with unceasing orgasms and now he was letting her stew. He had not touched her sex or any part of her between her stretched legs. What was he waiting for? Just to show what she was capable of? What he was capable of? What did he know she didn't?

Her body shook with need and she whimpered over and over. What would it do to her if he touched her most sensitive area now? She didn't know. She had never been in this unbearably excited state before.

She feared she would not be able to stand it. Alas, she knew that in her helpless bondage, as a total slave, she would have no choice. She realized that slaves must simply endure what their Masters decided.

Sander's eyes feasted on the slender curves of his sleek, sex stained slave, trembling in her bondage, relishing her beauty and helplessness. He knew he could take her at any time and he was a patient man. But there were limits to even his practiced control. His cock was stiff as a board and uncomfortable.

He went to medicine cabinet and found a supply of lubricant. "Since you asked for your ass to be used first, Alana, I'll oblige you. Relax your bottom." He rubbed his hands softly across her reddened ass, caressing and calming her heated whimpers.

He went behind her and took out his cock. It was almost time for its grand entrance. He moved close and let his cock brush her bottom. She jumped in anticipation. He reached forward and took a breast in each hand, and started gently massaging them. He could feel the hard nubs of her nipples grow longer and harder. Her breathing grew more rapid. Alana couldn't help but move her ass back and forth, rubbing it on her Master, caressing his cock with the only means she had, hoping he would use his tool to sooth the unrelenting boiling of the bubbling cauldron in her belly. She quieted her soft whimpers of need.

Sander put a big dollop of lubricant on the first two fingers of his right hand. He rubbed the lubricant around in his fingers until it was warm then he placed it on the puckered ring of her anus. "OK, relax your bottom. Feel that place, feel my finger. Squeeze my finger then relax."

She squirmed and gasped as his finger entered her. It took all his iron will to keep from impaling her on his rigid member, she was so helpless and hot. She could feel his finger sliding in and out, slowly. She focused on her bottom and tried to control her muscle. It was damnably hard to do. For years she had only done one thing down there: expel something and hold something in. Both required controlling that sphincter muscle, but never so precisely and never just that one muscle, but  a whole group.

He gave her time to practice, rubbing the lubricant all around the inside of her hole. She was so tight, he could still force his way in, but it would be better for her if she relaxed a little more. When she succeeded in tightening and loosening her muscle, he added a second finger and after a few strokes, a third finger and moved them in and out about as fast as he would his cock.

"Your body is mine now. I determine who uses it and when.  And all of these uses will pleasure you.  The secret is muscle control.  I want you to tighten your ass around my fingers then loosen it.  Tighten, loosen. Keep practicing.  Your goal is to loosen as the fingers go in and tighten when they come out.  You want me to feel you are open and welcoming me as I enter.  Then you want me to stay in you and visit when I start to leave.  You should match your rhythm of loose then tight to my strokes."

Sander watched her struggle to keep focus on the feelings in her butt as his busy fingers at her pussy kept her aroused. "Good, Alana, you're doing great. Now I want you to arch your back. Try and lower your waist and change the angle so you're thrusting your ass up to greet me." She responded beautifully. What a thrill to have this beautiful woman respond so well. It was going to be exquisite to mount her.

Soon she had picked up his rhythm and with a swift movement he replaced his fingers with his aching cock and drove it home in a swift motion. Alana gasped as the big, long cock suddenly replaced his fingers. His hand went to her breasts again and held them tight. They were wonderfully placed handles for her Master to use.

In a moment Alana climaxed and was moaning in pleasure.  Then Sander climaxed and Alana climaxed again as her body was filled with her Master's hot fluids.

I was trembling in the throes of my climaxes when Master withdrew.  He went into the bath and cleaned up. He brought a warm cloth and towel back and cleaned my breasts, pussy, and bottom. He removed my gag.

"Alana, did you enjoy this? Speak truthfully."

"Yes, Master.  It was wonderful. Thank you."

He put the gag back in Alana's mouth and walked out of her sight. His nimble fingers played her body yet again. Locked immobile in the pillory, he aroused her again beyond bearing, she felt the stinging blow as he spanked her rosy ass with his hard hand. Punished and pleasured by her Master, the immobile girl could not hold back her enforced submission as her Master's fingers and hand mercilessly imposed delicious torment on her. She screamed and pleaded for mercy then moaned in unbearable pleasure as her belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to her sex as she came again and again in a renewed onslaught of forced orgasms.

He understood the depth of her submission and the strength of her lust and knew Alana was already fully enslaved. He methodically switched back and fourth between pleasure and pain, not because  she could discriminate between them, for he was certain that, by now, she could not, but appreciating the symmetry. When her moans sounded particularly desperate, her breathing was rapid and shallow, when she had not orgasmed in the last minute, then he moved behind her, his erection poised at the entrance of her gaping pussy, he sent his hands corkscrewing up and around her torso to again fasten on her swollen breasts, fingers gripping her stiff nipples and rolling them back and forth.

Alana shuddered and gave a shrill squeal as he mercilessly thrust his huge, rigid cock deep into her. Her vagina contracted in the unstoppable spasm of an instantaneous and massive orgasm as she felt herself filled by his hard flesh. A mighty flood of love juice squirted out of her confined pussy and ran down her legs.. He grasped her flaring hips and held himself in her as she spasmed in ecstasy and the hot liquid flowed down her legs.

Clamped immovably in the pillory, she screamed her defeat and surrender as he plunged into her helpless body. Muscles spasming, hot love juice flowing out of her belly, she climaxed as a true and willing slave, her hot, responsive body entirely out of her control as she submitted to his mastery.

His hands still clamped on her heaving breasts, his fingers irresistibly caressing her turgid nipples added to her passion and a second massive orgasm wrenched her body as he continued to thrust with unbelievable power, taking her all, ruthlessly. Her muffled screams of ecstasy and despair were beautiful to him. Alana bucked and squealed beneath him, unable to escape or mitigate, forced to accept and endure. He taught her the meaning of her slavery and the complete power of the Master.

She couldn't believe his huge shaft reaming her out with such force. Even as she screamed for mercy into her gag, her Master forced her to surrender more deeply and fully than she had ever thought possible. Her belly erupted in raging spasms of heat as she came again and again in near a growing, reinforcing torrent of waves of fearsomely strong orgasms forcing a flood of love juices through her empty love canal. She began to understand the true, awesome strength of a slave's submission to her Master. Alana shook and spasmed to the passion his ruthless taking had unleashed in her. Her scream of shock and surprise changed to a whimper in her growing fear that she was ensnared, lost in his grip, forever sentenced to be the helplessly responsive, fiercely hot, pleasure slave of her dominant Master. The captive of her own submissive lust and capable of nothing but instant obedience.

In the midst of her hopeless despair, and despite her efforts to resist, a gigantic orgasm built in her. An orgasm that she knew was her immutable submission to permanent enslavement. Her Master continued his fierce attack on her immobile, tightly clamped , and hopelessly aroused body, his own spasming shaft speared to the center of the roiling cauldron that was her belly and spewed forth his hot seed in a stream of seed, flooding her center and triggering the gigantic orgasm. Feeling the titanic forces stored in her cells ripped open by the torrent of hot semen flooding her, Alana screamed in ecstasy and surrender as she was forced into the gigantic orgasm.

Her body arched, every muscle straining at the obdurate oak, clawing in vain at the air, she arched her head and let all of her control go out of her in a long, ululating scream, as the orgasm erupted in her belly.

Alana orgasmed like a true slave, her entire body convulsing as her internal muscles contracted around the still huge intruder inside her pussy, seeking an invader to milk of his seed in deeper and pumping love juices around him, trying to get the invading sperm close to her precious egg, with so much potential for new life.

Sander watched her body trembling and shaking to strong internal spasms as her belly squeezed,  over and over, the intensity of her submission made clear in every jerk of her hips against him and the corded muscles of her shoulders and back straining against the solid oak that confined her so perfectly. He grinned at the enormous power of Alana's orgasm and the depth of submission it showed. His pure animal pleasure was intense, but multiplied by the Dominant's joy of total control over such a fine slave. His laugh was one of pure exultation. His cup runneth over. He had wealth, youth, health, and fortune had smiled, indeed, on him by bringing him this fine, beautiful, intelligent, young woman, submissive and obedient as every man desired.

Alana heard his laugh thorough the fog of overwhelming orgasm and it carried a message both intensely sought and overwhelming in its meaning. Her belly spasmed again, in inevitable response to her realization that he had understood her helpless submission. Alana's head was filled with love and inevitable dependence. She lowered her head until her chin rested against the oak beam and she closed her eyes, content to await her Master's actions and orders. She knew she would never decide anything, from now on, but at last she was fulfilled.

Sander slid from her and ran his hand over her soft skin, marveling at the joy it was possible for her to give.

Master released me from the pillory, removed my blindfold and gag and took me into the bathroom. He cleaned me, cuffed my wrists behind me and had me lay in his bed. He chained my collar to the bed post. I had enough slack to roll over, but not stand.

I heard his thought in my head, a mental conversation where I  couldn't fib or dissemble, "Alana, why were you so eager for sex when we left the bridge?"

"I wanted you to really like me, Captain?"

"You know we're well past liking, Alana. Did someone order you to change?"

"No, I wanted to change the way we made love. I wanted to be less planned, less reserved, more spontaneous. I guess I just decided it was ridiculous to pretend to need coaxing. I can't see your thoughts, but I can see your face, listen to you, and I just decided I wanted to go to the next step."

"The next step?"

"Yes, be more open. Everyone on the ship knows I'm yours. I should act like it more. I know I'm yours too., after all, and I love it."

"I may be falling in love with you, Alana.  I need to sleep now."

It was enough. I lay on my side, facing away from him. I could touch his sex if I stretched a little, but he fell asleep quickly and I didn't want to wake him. How life can change so quickly. Yesterday I was collared, and linked to a man who I thought a little cold, wondering if I should stay with him after we got home.  Now I was fettered to the man in a more intimate relationship than I thought possible. He had made me feel more pleasure than I thought existed. What would it be like to be his true slave, to have him control me absolutely? To set aside my own wants to obey and strengthen my Master?


Chapter 5: Audience

When I woke my hands were fee and the chain was gone from my neck Sander was gone too. A note lay on his pillow, "Had to go. You shift delayed until 0900. Come back after your shift is over. Sander"

I stretched lazily and said, "Al, what is the time?"

The AI's sexless voice said, "it is 0815, Alana."

I used the bath and dressed. "Al, breakfast, coffee black, unsweetened, 12 ounces of peach yogurt, and a peeled orange."

He replied immediately, "Breakfast is in the small replicator, Alana."

I ate in silence, wondering how I was going to remain professional when I saw Sander again. It would be bad for morale if I dropped to my knees and kissed his feet when I went onto the bridge. I'd just have to be strong and wait until we were alone. I didn't know if I could keep my hands off him when we were close. I put the dishes back into the replicator and watched them dissolve back into atoms to be used later.

"Al, transport me to my quarters," I shouldn't be seen leaving the Captain's quarters, it could cause gossip.

I showered and changed into  a fresh uniform. I left my quarters for the short walk to the bridge. Two girls, shipboard buddies were waiting for me when I opened the door. They pushed inside before I could say anything. Bonnie pulled me into a fierce embrace and held me tight, like she had just heard terrible news. She was shaking and I thought she was sobbing. I asked, "What's wrong, Bonnie?"

She relaxed her grip, pulled her head back to look me in the eye. She wasn't crying. She had a big smile on her face and said, "Nothing's wrong Alana, You were fantastic. Every girl on the ship loves you. You're our heroine, our Joan of Arc."

"What are you...Oh No. People were watching me?"

Sandra said, "The whole two hours, Alana. All of us felt and saw just what you did. There are hundred of copies of your pillory all over the ship. Some girls spent all night in them in endless orgasms, long after you and the Captain showed us all how to do it. You're heroes. Nothing is ever going to be the same onboard the Wraith."

"But how?"

Someone put a message on the intercom screens that all the men should tune in to you. Then, once they saw what was happening, the men each took their women to their quarters, got a copy of the pillory then started sending everything they received from you into their girls. We all felt your pain, pleasure and joy, at the same time you did. We got into the pillory and did our own thing, tuning back into you whenever we wanted more of you in us. We started later than you did and a lot of the men weren't as patient as the Captain, so we diverged from your play after a little while, but mine was wonderful. Jack kept me in my pillory until after midnight. I'm still tender down there."

I listened to her explanation in agony. Every man in the ship was reading my mind. They all knew everything I had thought. Every private desire, every longing, every discomfort was known by all. I felt like a zoo animal, watched by everyone, unable to have any privacy. How could I face them. "Oh, Bonnie, Sandra, what can I do. I can't face anyone who's seen me naked like this?"

Bonnie smiled even more, "Hold your head up high, girl. Look them in the eye and smile. Every girl on the Wraith envies and loves you. Every man thinks you're beautiful and envies the Captain. Just be yourself and bask in the adoration."

Sandra reinforced her, " Alana, you're our heroine. Our Moses. You've opened new vistas for women we didn't even know existed. You sloughed off your inhibitions, cast aside any taboos for women and let us finally experience the closed upper limits of pleasure we never knew before. You can have anything you want from ay girl on the Wraith."

"You think I should just act normal? Like nothing happened?"

"Not at all," said Bonnie, "you have every reason to be smug. You're a Queen among peasants. You should hold court. Ask your subjects what they'd like to see next. Take the best idea and do it tonight. Everyone will be copying you from now on. You're our sexual Queen now."

Alana stared helplessly at her friends. When the MaleDom bug had appeared, she had been aghast at her loss of privacy, depressed by the closing of opportunities for women everywhere, but there was no escape, no cure. It had depressed every woman she knew, but only for a while. There was no overt change in her life. The military was more controlled, more deliberate and soon had rules to protect women from outright predators. She had regained her sense of camaraderie with her mates. Until now. Now she knew what it felt like to be an open book. Everyone on the ship had been in her head as the Captain took her over the moon, repeatedly. She felt naked and vulnerable. Every man on board can read her mind. Her friends were right. The only way to face the girls was to be proud and show them she was leading them to a better place. And she had to believe that or some man would tell the others she wished it never happened. So she had to believe her tale. She needed to practice. She put a knowing smile on her face and asked, , "Bonnie, what did you like the best?"

An hour later she left her quarters and headed for the lounge. She used her implant to contact Sander, "Morning Captain. Would you like to meet me in the lounge for breakfast?"

His response was instant, "Good morning, Love. It might cause gossip if we ate together, don't you think?"

"Captain, my Master, our secret is known all over the ship. Everyone was right there in my mind last night. Everyone knows what happened and every thought I had. Come eat with me or I'll strip, stand on a table, and call for my Master. Everyone's already seen me locked in a pillory begging you to fuck me. Did you know there are hundreds of pillories all over the ship now?"

"I'm coming, Love. I'm happy its out now."

She adjusted her face so she looked smug, satisfied, and happy. Everyone she passed smiled back, some a little enviously. "Life is good, and I'm so fortunate to be a girl," she thought.

Sander sat in this command chair as Wraith neared the point where he planned to cloak and go stealthy.  They were still fifty light years from the conference site and he hoped that was enough. His thoughts wandered as he waited.

He had been uneasy with the crew watching his play with Alana, but he was pleased with the change in the crew. Everyone seemed to have found a new sense of teamwork. He usually had to resolve some dispute once or twice a day between strong-willed crew members, but in the two days since the "Pillory" event, there hadn't been any. It was like the shared sex scenes had lubricated everyone's interaction with other people. The night after the "Pillory" he had strapped Alana onto a "Spanking bench," and last night she had spent several hours strapped in a tight "X" between two posts. It appeared that the infliction and receiving of pain for sexual  pleasure was just what the crew needed.

He looked at the crew members around him, professionally tending to their duties. He wondered if any of the women he could see had bottoms that looked like Alana's. Her duties required her to sit at the comm station when on duty. He noticed she sat down more slowly, more controlled than usual. He thought the senior helmsman, Julia Daling, sat rather gingerly too, but it was hard to tell. He considered reading her mind, but decided it was not appropriate conduct for her Captain. He briefly wondered what Alana would come up with for tonight. she certainly had a fertile imagination.

Julia said, "Captain, coming up on point S."

Sander activated his mike and switched to the command channel. "All hands initiate cloaking procedure. Sensors, launch two tattle tale drones." While the cloaking generators were coming up to full power, the Sensor group launched two drones. They were called 'Tattle Tales'" because they were packed with sensitive detectors for every known form of particle or wave, from high multi dimensional to subspace and gravity. Their sensors stayed focused on the Wraith, trying to detect it. Wraith would decloak after an hour and retrieve the drones. If anything was detected, the ship would silence its source before continuing the mission.

"Number one, you have the con. Call me when the sensor scan is finished." He stood and went to his office.

Aye, Captain." The executive officer sat in the command chair and flipped through all of the status pages. He was responsible for the condition of the ship, and he took it seriously.

In his office Sander started his weekly scan of the women. It was the commanding officer's duty, ever since the MaleDom bug had infected humans to check that men were not taking advantage of the women in his command. As a result he understood his female crew better than he would have thought possible a year ago. He didn't like sneaking through their minds. It made him feel like a pervert  voyeur, but he understood the reason and he would do his duty. The common knowledge that he was ordered to do it probably kept some of the  men from lowering their morals and using women without their knowledge or permission. He knew just how strong the male sex drive could get. "Al, coercion review, show me the roster of female crewmembers  by department and rank. Only one name on the display at a time." The Ai would record his inspection when he advanced the display, unless he issued another order.

The first name appeared. He reached out his mind to Marine Sgt. Joanne Archer and, without her sensing him, ordered her to remember if she had been ordered to forget anything. Her mind found nothing. "Next."

The name  of Marine Captain Lila Jennings appeared.

Sander was relieved when his distasteful task was interrupted by the chime of an incoming message. "Yes?"

The welcome voice of his Executive Officer said, "Captain the sensor scan is complete and we're clean."

"Thank you Will. Cloak us and continue the mission. Stay below the Gamma band."

Aye, sir, Cloak us, continue to the conference system, stay below Gamma. Out." The line cleared.

He looked at the first name on the list and the numbers above the name. Only seven hundred to go. HooRah. He completed the job in another forty minutes and was thankful he had learned to do a scan in only a few seconds. He remembered the first time he had done this it took almost ten hours.

"Al, record that I inspected each female on board and found no coercion applied to any of them."

"Done, Captain."

He called up the situation display. Wraith was cloaked, running in the high Beta band. The course the navigator had chosen took them in a shallow arc above the plane of the galaxy to avoid the protrusion of stars in a spiral arm and they were about to descend back into the galaxy. They were decelerating and would be below light speed when they got within ten light seconds of the conference coordinates in about twelve hours.

He looked into Alana's mind. She was in the lounge in light conversation with three other women. He called her on her implant and asked, "Alana, I'm free for another ten hours. Would you like to join me in my quarters?"

"Love it. Be right there."

Sander glanced at the bondage equipment that stood along the wall. The possibilities were enticing. Well, he'd see how she felt soon, not that he couldn't talk her into anything libidinous.

Alana entered the room with a flounce ran toward him, the picture of exuberant joy. God he loved her. She leapt into his lap and they kissed for a long, sloppy time. "You seem happy, love."

"Oh, I am, Sander, I am. I'm having a wonderful time. Ever since the, well, show we put on, Everyone is full of ideas and plans. We all feel like the gate to the Garden has been opened for us and we're exploring, looking for all the hidden treasures."

"Garden?"

"We just call the unexplored and beautiful realm The Garden, and I'm the one who opened the gate. We were wondering if we could use the hangar bay for some practice sessions?"

"Of course as long as we're not at battle stations, we evacuate the space then. And when we don't need it for training, but that doesn't happen often. What are you practicing?"

Well, we found some old texts and there are a couple of things we want to try, pony play, pet play and coffle dancing."

"I don't know any of those terms. Do you want to enlighten me?"

"Of course, I have some images and recording to show you. Of course we need costumes and gear. I had Al substitute me for one of the girls in he images so you can see what I might look like. Watch this..."

She sent a vid to my implant. I watched for a minute and said, "If you want to do this, I'll allow it, You look incredibly sexy in all those images. And it looks like good exercise too. Whenever you want. The hangar schedule is posted on the intercom. Of course you can use the Holodeck whenever you can schedule it."

"I thought of that, but its not big enough for all of us."

"How many are there?" How could they not fit in the holodeck?

"So far four hundred and fifty. I expect more. Sexual bondage and S & M are very popular now. Besides its good exercise and will let the girls work off some competitive urges. Everyone's doing research now and I wouldn't be surprised if more developments appear."

"I must say I'm surprised. All this grew out of a couple of nights of erotic play?"

"None of us knew about erotic history. We seem to have forgotten about it while we were busy expanding all over the galaxy and mastering new technologies. We seemed to have forgotten how to play."

"Well, I'm sure  I speak for all the men on board when I say "Thank you for being so creative. Now strip and go get on the pillory.  I have a creative idea of my own.

Alana had a wonderful time receiving the stimulation I had a wonderful time inflicting. Multiple orgasms all around.  Far too soon, the XO informed me we were approaching our planned stop point. I released Alana and we both dressed and went to our posts on the bridge. I checked our position. We were thirty minutes from full stop It looked like we were slowing to stop in a patch of empty space four light years from the nearest star.

"Sensors, any thing showing?"

"Nothing sir.  Every band is clean."

Finally, Wraith stopped, a light year from the conference coordinates and we detected nothing. "Helm, take us to a hundred thousand klicks of the conference coordinates."

Take us to General Quarters Number one."

"Aye, Sir. The shrill alarm rang through Wraith's corridors.. A recorded voice said, calmly, "Battle Stations. This is not a drill." It repeated three times. Then "We are cloaked, no emissions, please."

Wraith climbed the dimensions then dropped back down and reentered normal space two hundred thousand klicks from the conference coordinates. Nothing was detected around her. She crept forward toward the conference site. More empty space. Finally it came to rest at the specified coordinates and waited and looked around.

Without fanfare, a man appeared on the bridge, six feet in front of the Captain. He looked like a well groomed, Terran of indeterminate age, of course with current longevity so did every man. He was dark haired, dressed in the current fashion of a high ranking diplomat. He started speaking Terran immediately, "I'm Jason and I'm pleased to meet you, Captain Olefson. You're early. We're not ready for you yet."

"Hello Jason. We didn't know what to expect, but nothing is curious. Do you intend to have a meeting place ready in a month or will we meet on our ships?"

Jason laughed heartily then said, "We will have facilities in place for your envoys to stay and meet with the rest of the attendees."

"Jason, we would like a little more information so we can determine who to send, and how many. Will there be one large meeting or many small ones? We have to choose our emissaries from the leaders of almost two thousand worlds. We are a specialized race. Will we need to bring specialists in some fields to advise our delegates?

"No, Captain, you won't need any technical specialists. We recommend you bring some women with you. You will need their intelligence."

"So you did inflict the bug on us."

"Knowledge does not imply causality, Captain. But, yes we did raise your women's intelligence and relieve some sexual tension. Inflict is not how we think of it. The survival of nearly every species in the galaxy is going to depend on the intelligence and cooperation of all of us. You needed the enhancement to let you do your part. If you want a suggestion, bring two senior politicians empowered to commit your race to help defend the galaxy. Bring five experienced fleet commanders you trust to help us plan a vast campaign. Each male should have a female aide. You can bring as many more as you want, but you shouldn't need them. They should expect to stay here for as much as one month before returning. We will meet for ten hours each day. They can confer with people at home anytime they wish. All will be revealed at the conference. Is there anything else I can help you with, Captain?"

"Yes, How did you find us and come on board while we are cloaked?"

"The universe is both more complex and simpler than you understand yet, Captain. We don't share the language for me to explain it. Suffice to say that your ship is safe against all other races in the galaxy and we will not be your enemies. Go home, Captain and ready your people to meet your first real challenge. Goodbye." He vanished as silently as he came.

"Please tell me you recorded all that, Alana."

"Yes, Captain."

"Will, set a minimum time course for home."

"Aye, Aye, Captain." The XO bent over his screen and spoke quietly to the AI.

"Comm, secure from General Quarters. Tactical, drop the cloak, keep the screens up." Acknowledgement were spoken.

"Sir," said Will, Our course is laid in."

"Execute." The stars in the screens became streaks of light as the compensators strained to keep up with maximum acceleration and a rapid climb up the dimensions.

The interested women met in the hangar deck for our first session. We decided the senior woman at each session would be our leader and we'd exercise three times a week, Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday, since we all could be here then.. This time it was Cdr. Sean Connor, a tall brunette with a brilliant smile, she was young for her rank and I'd heard she was a hellcat in bed.

Some of us had ponygirl gear, but most didn't. Only a few had pet girl things. All of us wore collars. She lined us up and walked down the line examining us. She stood in front of us and said, Only a few of you have any gear for specialized training, so today were practice dancing and you'll get some needed exercise, too.

There were two hundred women at this practice. of us today. I knew our ranks would swell as news got out. Sean lined us up in groups of twenty. The first two girls were told to go to a crate against the hull and bring back one of the tote bags for the group. We watched them carry the obviously heavy bags and drop it on the deck in front of us. After everyone was back, Sean said, The bag contains your coffle chains. AL is going to teach us to do coffle dances. Everyone strip and put your clothes on the deck next to you.

It was exciting, for me anyway. This was the first time I every participated in such an exhibition of female pulchritude. Nearly all the girls did the nude-at-the-beach thing, trying to cover two breasts and pussy with two hands. I was sure the whole crew was watching us on the intercom.

Sean said, "The first two girls start putting the chains on the girls in your coffle. Start at the last girl, take one length of chain and two locks. Fasten it between the last two girl's collars. Then repeat until its your turn. When everyone is linked pick up your clothes and the bag, Slowly walk to the hull and put your things on the deck. Try to do everything at the same time. You're learning not to jerk each other's necks. Leave some slack between you and your neighbors. Then come back and line your coffles up in two lines, ten feet apart, five coffles wide." I saw Sean was taking her clothes off. We started moving and I lost sight of her.

When we were back in place, standing in our chains, Sean said, "Girls, you're now chained like girls were five thousand years ago, when brawn was the ultimate force. Over those millennia, brains became ascendant, and girls became strong and independent. The damn bug has changed all that. We're slaves again, enslaved more than mere chains ever could. We chose to wear these so we could acclimatize to slavery, to reacquire the submission that men cherish. We are no longer equals to men and we need their protection. Men have always cherished helpless women. We need to act as helpless as we really are. Our every look, our movements must have that feminine allure which we have needed less as we became more independent. Turn to the woman next to you. Look at her. She is soft and weak and chained to you.. She is your sister in slavery. Girls will never be able to lie or dissemble or hide anything from men, only your sisters. We can't compete with men anymore. We must help each other be obedient and become perfect slaves. Hide noting from her. Share everything. Help her in all ways. Embrace her. kiss her as if she were your lover."

I looked at the girl next to me. I had seen her around, but didn't know her name. Sean was right. She was a naked, collared slave, chained to by our necks. She was beautiful and I saw her feminine helplessness and I realized how alike we were. I said, "Alana," and put my arms around her neck, savoring the cool metal's feel.

She slipped into intimate contact, her arms slipping around me, pulling our breasts and pussies into warm contact, squeezing together , she put her head close and whispered, "Suzy," and then we kissed. I felt arousal bubbling in my belly and wanted to make love to her.

All too soon, Sean spoke again, "Go back to your places."

We did, reluctantly, we held each other's hands as we separated.

"Face left and kneel. Spread your knees far apart. Arch your back and thrust out your breasts. Hold your head high and cast your eyes down at the floor. Place your arms behind you and grasp your opposite upper arm with your hands." This is the basic slave display position. Practice it. You Master should have  good view of your sex. It is his now. When we ar in coffle, we keep our upper body in this position when we move. Our hands should not move unless the dance requires it. Keep your breasts proudly displayed. Your every movement must become graceful and smooth. Stand up."

She was right, this pose she had us assume felt like I was displaying for a man. It made me feel sexy and a little aroused. It was difficult to hold everything in place while standing up  gracefully.  OK I wasn't graceful. None of us were and there was a lot of jerking of necks when w didn't do it in perfect unison. We all crept a little closer together and learned we had to be aware of our neighbor's movements. She had us practice standing and kneeling several times. I felt like I was getting it after a few times.

When we were all in our lines the AI announced he had located the choreography for many ancient line dances done to recorded songs. It projected a twenty foot tall holo screen so all of us could see the instructions.  It said, "The music I have decided to use is called "All I Have To Do Is Dream," by a group of musicians called, the Everly Brothers.. The AI  put the dance choreography on the big screen.  It had them walk through it slowly, again and again, then faster. Finally it started the music. It was a disaster. By the sixth time, they were kind of in step. After ten tries, it stopped them. Repitition worked pretty well so it would have them practice it many more times.

As we worked I understood more about the coffle. It was a perfect method for controlling and moving women. One man with a whip could do anything he wanted with us. Our physical ability was completely nullified by the chains. Our intellect, education, and experience meant nothing to cold steel. We had to cooperate to move atr all and then we had to watch whoever was in front of us and follow them closely or cause discomfort to our neighbors. It fostered a slave mentality and a fellowship with your coffle mates.

One more. "OK, girls. Another easy one. The AI sent two of its robots down the lines carrying a box. "You even get a costume for this one.  Each girl got a tan cowgirl hat with a jaunty red feather waving above it. "Put them on, girls. Its the most you're ever going to get. Savor them." AL had a sense of humor?

After all had hats, it said, "Look at the screen girls. This is called the Cowgirls Twist. I'll walk you through it." It took the screen away and formed a twenty foot tall holo of a naked and chained Sean Connor. "You start with four heel struts going forward. Right, Left, Right, Left." Sean's doppelganger demonstrated. "OK try it." We were OK. Now, walk backward, Right, Left, Right, Left together. Like this." Sean's image demonstrated. "OK, try it."

We did OK. I went through all the steps. Three traveling swivels left, three right. Swivel heels left, right, left, right, center, step forward, pivot left, hold. I repeated the steps several times, then had them put it all together a couple of times. Finally the AI started the music. He said, "This is 'Do You Love Me,' by the Contours. I liked it. I've always appreciated the old music, somehow it feels more human than the current stuff with all the AI boosts. Too perfect.

We did better on this one. Fewer steps and simpler repetitions. I hoped the men liked it. Luckily there was a lot of material for line dances, 'cause that's pretty much all a coffle of girls can do. The AI sent the robots back to pick up the hats.  I wanted to ask Master if he'll have an AI to choreograph some acts for a coffle. After all, we were unique in at least one way - necks no more than four feet apart. I thought we were done, but no. Sean had more in mind for us. She had a wonderful parade ground voice. She said, " Now we're going to get ready for ponygirl work next time. Everyone face right and look at your neighbor. We're going to practice highstepping. Lift your left leg until your thigh is parallel to the ground. When I say go, everyone step forward one step. Go." We all stepped forward in pretty good unison. There was a little jerking of chains I saw. She repeated with the right foot. "Now walk this way, slowly, to the end of the hangar, parade left and increase your speed to a normal walk. Go."

She took us around the hangar twice at normal walking speed, twice more at a fast walk, and finished with two more times around at a jog. I was tired and most of the girls looked that way. We fetched our clothes and bag and took them back to the middle of the floor. The keys to the locks were in the bag, so we reversed the process and the last two girls unlocked us and put the bags back in the crate.

Sean said, "You did well, girls. A few more practices then we'll start on ponygirl training for real. Go get cleaned up. I'll see you on Thursday."

I didn't bother getting dressed, Every person on the ship had already seen me naked in the pillory and watched me today. All the girls I saw did the same. I went back to Master's quarters and showered. I really enjoyed the dancing. It was fun and I wanted more. I wondered whether I liked dancing for dancing's sake or being a chained dancing girl? I couldn't decide. It was almost time for Master to come into his quarters. I knelt, naked, on the floor in front of the door, spread my legs wide, thrust my breasts out., and waited. I wanted him to touch me.

The End of Book 3
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