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Recap of Books 1,2,& 3

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.

A new female genius discovers discrepancies in the data the Navy used to look for the wormhole using race. Reopening the investigation, evidence is found of a conspiracy among Terran civilians to hide the origin of the "harmless" aliens and the infection of humanity with the "MaleDom" bug.

The perpetrators escape through a wormhole to the protection of a large fleet. The pursuing ships are turned back with an invitation from a race calling themselves the Moraii for humanity to attend a galactic conference to learn of a grave threat facing all races of the galaxy.

The sexual upset is outshone when a wave of destruction is discovered washing over the galaxy. Every bit of genius will be needed to save it.


Chapter 1 : Alliance

Women After The Bug

Laws regarding women had changed drastically in the last few months. Male ownership of women was inevitable since women were so easily controlled. Women were required to formally decide which man owned them, before an impartial judge, but there was a finite period to make that decision. Girls had to decide before their eighteenth birthday. Before that they were the property of their father or their closest living male relative who began the search for a suitor after the girl's seventeenth birthday. The ancient rules for prearranged marriages were resurrected and became the basis of female  law.

Men became watchdogs for women. Any sign of abuse, mental or physical were investigated and miscreants could be sent to a colony without women. This was seldom necessary since no woman could refuse any man. Unauthorized use of a woman earned a civil penalty, usually a number of hours of community service and a prohibition on contact with women for some period.

Absolute mental control made physical restraint superfluous, but it became accepted custom to cuff women in public to condition them to submissive behavior even when not under orders. Similarly, female nudity was required in public places on all worlds. This was necessary because a woman who ventured out clothed was ordered to strip within minutes of stepping out. It would have been futile and contrary to orderly government to criminalize common behavior, so  laws were made penalizing men that permitted their women to appear in public clothed.

The female ability to make use of much more of their brain's capacity was an invaluable resource. Properly handled, any man had a genius level brain under their immediate control. This ability was under intense study. Researchers, mainly female, were exploring all the nuances of this ability. Classes were devised for men to learn how to use this ability. Courses of study and modes of collaboration, some using men to establish telepathic links between women were established.

The only limit on how many women a man could own was his ability to care for them.

Women were disqualified for any job requiring unbiased legislative, judicial, or executive decisions. Similarly no private establishment would employ a woman in any decision making capacity. Their phenomenal brains made them extraordinary engineers, doctors, scientists, experts in many fields, and teachers.

***

The Federation sent a single ship, TFNS Mars. The Moraii were not impressed by size or numbers. The Federation Council sent the President of the Federation, Jeroan Santanni and the Intelligence Minister, Sergei Amatov. The Navy sent Adm. Anders, Adm. Raol Jiminez, Home Fleet Commander, Adm. Jon Turner, Chief of Development, Adm. Ian Macintosh, Chief of Logistics, and Dr. Benito Giucheri, Head of R&D. AS the Moraii suggested, each man brought his woman. Using the wormhole technology, the trip was very short, less than an hour.

Shan and Alana kept their quarters and the new passengers, all senior to a mere fleet commander, were housed in the VIP quarters built into every battleship. It was common for the Navy to transport Federation leaders and spacious quarters were often needed.

Alana looked at the clothes in her closet and decided to forgo dressing. She now preferred nudity. She loved the feel of air on her skin and tingled with anticipation when she looked at Shan. So many things had changed in the past year. Her love of bondage and submission to her Master was so strong that she asked him to bind her hands when they were alone. Just asking made her loins ache with wonderful need. She turned to watch Shan finish adjusting his uniform. He was about to go to the bridge with the other dignitaries and watch their jump to the conference location.

"Its time, Jalen, I don't know how long I'll be gone." He stepped to her and pulled her close. They kissed, all to briefly for both of them. He released her and was about to turn to leave.

"Master, before you go," Jalen said, stepping to her dresser and taking out a pair of wrist restraints, "Would you do my hands?"

He took them from her and she turned, putting her hands behind her. He locked her wrists together and kissed the back of her neck, above her collar. "I don't know when I will be able to return."

"It doesn't matter, Master. Thank you for holding my hands while you're gone."

Shan checked the time. "Got to go, Love," and he left her there, happy and quite content to await her Master's return.

The conference location was no longer empty. When TFNS Mars dropped out of the wormhole at the specified location, they found it occupied with a huge geometric structure resembling a sphere with protrusions of both amorphous and geometric shapes sticking out of the sphere in such number as to nearly hide the sphere itself. The entire surface glowed with inner light as though it were a planet sized ornament. A myriad of ships, some with familiar lines, but most of unknown shapes hung motionless in an orderly grid, like a parking lot.

Minister Amatov asked, "Captain, how big is that structure?"

Captain Young looked at his battle screen and replied, "Sir, The sphere is ten miles in diameter and the surface attachments extend up to a mile above the surface of the sphere."

Everyone was quiet, undoubtedly revising their own private estimates of the power wielded by the Moraii. Shan thought to himself, "We'd better try very hard to make these our friends."

The passengers had gathered on the bridge to observe their arrival, and while they stared in awe at the enormous structure, a figure appeared between them and the main view screen. They had all watched the recording taken on Wraith's bridge and recognized "Jason." He smiled at them and greeted them by name, "Good to see you here. My name is Jason.  Welcome Ser Santanni, Ser Amatov, Admiral Anders, Admiral, Jiminez, Admiral Turner, Admiral Macintosh, Doctor Giucheri to the Nexus. Captain, you do not have to move your ship. We will park it for you."

As soon as he stopped talking, the screen showed the ship moving into the grid with the other ships. "We have quarters prepared for you and your women, or you may stay on your ship if you prefer. Your AI is receiving some introductory data you will need to understand the situation. If its agreeable with you, You may instruct your women to absorb the information and prepare a briefing while I give you a tour of the Nexus. I will leave so you may discuss your preferences. I will return in ten minutes to see if you would like a tour." He produced a rectangular box from inside his jacket and handed it to the Captain. "This will call me. Just say 'Jason' or anything else and it will call me. I'll wait for your call." He vanished.

Envoy Santanni turned to his entourage, " We should all take the tour to avoid later surprises. You have ten minutes to brief your girls." He left the bridge and everyone else followed him.

Shan entered his quarters and found Jalen waiting for him, naked, kneeling in the middle of the room. He beckoned her with  a wave of his hand. She sprang to her feet and entered his open arms. He ended the kiss sooner than usual, and , still holding her said, "The Moraii are sending briefing material to Al. He'll send it to you and all the other girls. I'd like you to review and analyze it for me. Look for things I need to know if I have to plan some sort of combat engagement. Enemy capability, location, and numbers. Same for allies. Especially look for problems we have to expect or counter. I can't be any clearer because they haven't even told us the nature of the crisis. Understand?"

"Jalen smiled and said, "Of course, Master. May I contact the other girls to compare notes and conclusions?"

"Yes, any time you think it helpful. You can dress if you think you need to see them in person."

"Thank you, Master. I have grown to like nudity. May I invite them here if they wish to be nude also?"

"Of course, however they can work best, or relax if you finish before I return."

"Where are you going, Master. We're still in space aren't we?"
"Of course, I forgot. We're stopped in a docking space at the conference location. They have built an enormous structure for the meeting. The delegation is going to get a tour. We can take you to it later. Wait. I'll get a view of it on the intercom."

I said, "Al, put the view of the alien structure on this screen, please." I still held her warm body to me as I said  this. The wall screen was behind her and when the structure appeared. I  watched Jalen's face as I turned us sideways so she could see the screen. The surprised wonder that bloomed as her eyes widened was wonderful to see, even though I had nothing to do with it.

She whispered, "Its beautiful. Is it a large as I think?"

I said, "Al, show the recording of our approach to the structure." The view changed to the structure as we approached. It started as a tiny glowing dot and swiftly expanded until the docked ships grew large enough to see. They were as tiny as grains of sand seen against a house. The structure grew enormous until the other ships passed out of the view on either side. When it stopped growing all that was visible was a glowing curved surface. The look of awe was still on her face.

"They built this in a month?"

"Or they moved it here. Either way it shows their power. And they need our help to deal with a crisis. Study the data well. We're probably going to need it." I kissed her and released her. "I have to go. I'll come back as soon as I can. Turn on, Jalen." I looked at her as the door closed. She was still staring at the structure.

We reassembled on the bridge. When we were all present, Envoy Santinni said, "Captain, please call Jason."

The Captain went to the console where the box lay and said, "Jason, we're ready." Jason reappeared.

He said, Gentlemen if you're ready we'll be off. Captain, you may accompany us if you wish. Consider your ship is docked until you are ready to leave. We can accommodate shore leave for your crew if you wish."

I looked at Captain Young and said, "Alex, you may as well come,  we won't be leaving for a while."

Captain Young looked at his XO and said, "Alan, you have the con. Work up a training schedule for a month. I'll be back soon."

The scenery changed around us. It was smoother and less intrusive than our transporter technology. Apparently Jason cold control it mentally and selectively transport what or who he could see. There's a lot of complex technology in those "Simple" improvements if that's all it is.

We had appeared in either a wide corridor or a  very long room. We were in the same positions relative to Jason and he was almost touching a window wall slanting inward at the bottom. He said, "This is the lowest level of your accommodations. It has a good view of the meeting floor below." We all approached the window for a look. The flat floor below us was maybe two miles below us, much to far for detailed examination. It gave the same feeling as if I was in an air car, hovering over a planet's surface. I could see the surface had three separate areas of irregular shape with walls separating them and a large circular, white area in the center. The three areas were further subdivided into smaller, similar sized areas with more walls. The smaller areas were of many hues and all of them seemed to have structures of different sizes in them. It was like looking down at a city with neighborhoods of different colors next to each other, no, not a city, a map of a city.

Raising my gaze I saw many rectangular sections set into the surface of the sphere. Windows.  I guessed that was what we looked like to an observer at their own window.

Minister Amatov inquired, "Jason, what is the significance of the separation of the meeting floor into so many portions?"

"Minister, the white area in the center is for the Assemblage to meet as a body. The separated areas are for each represented race. Because there are many different environments required by the species, each species has an area of its preferred environment for them to use. When different races want to meet, they can stay in their specialized environments and be represented by an avatar of neutral form in other areas.  For example, should you wish to meet your counterpart of a saurian species, you will be seen by them as a stranger of their own species wearing a badge with their equivalent of your name. You will see a Terran male with a badge. Both your communication media will be translated so you can both converse in your normal mode."

"That will require considerable computing power. You are sure you can handle that many alien conversations at once?"

"Yes. Gentlemen, to my right is an area of floor colored green with a blue border. That is your transportation center. Simply stand inside the border and speak your destination. Your choices are 'Ship' or ' Mars'; 'Work' or 'Meeting' which will take you to your area on the floor below; 'Lobby' will bring you here. On your shi, simply be in the room with the device I left you and those commands will work the same. There are many other spaces you may visit here, simply say 'Jason' and I will show you what's available. There are eating, meeting, and recreation rooms in you work area. There are far too many to list now, before you see them. You may assign any descriptive name you wish to return you there in the future. You all have rooms assigned and to go to them say 'My room.' If you wish to visit another delegate's room say the delegate's name and 'Room.' The delegate will be asked if he wishes to accept your visit at that time and if he grants it, you will be taken there. Your implant communicators will function here, so you may converse at any time. Your rooms are not decorated yet. When you enter them you will be asked for your preferences and given default choices which you may change. If you need any assistance just say my name." He vanished.

President Santanni said, "Let's take a couple of hours and get settled in. Furnish your rooms, get your things and women from Mars. Let's meet back here at Noon with your women and we'll check out their meal facility in our meeting area."

I was junior among the delegates, so I waited until the rest had gone to their rooms. I stepped into the blue bordered area and said, "My room."

I stood at one end of a large rectangular room. There were several openings that were the right size and shape for doors and a large window filled with stars in a black sky. All the walls and doors were a blinding white. I couldn't see any source of illumination. I said, "Lower the light intensity thirty percent and decrease its wavelength the same amount." Instantly the light grew dimmer and much warmer. I went to the window and looked out. Space. I scanned but couldn't see the parked ships. I turned away from the window and said, "Jason." He appeared.

"Jason, are you real or an artificial construct?"

"The latter."

"Are there many of you?"

"As many as are needed."

"OK. Can I bring my woman here and if so will she have different rights than I?"

"Yes, you may bring her here, she will start with the same rights as you, and you may restrict her rights if you choose."

"Thank you. That's all I need."

"You're welcome." He vanished.

I considered the room and wondered how Jalen would decorate it.  Through the doors were several smaller rooms. I didn't see any utility connections. I guess we just decide and the room reconfigures.  I went back to the large room, pointed to a spot and said  "Toilet."

The floor bulged up and formed itself into a white, shiny toilet identical to the ones we've used on planets for a thousand years. Much too heavy and wasteful of water for space, so why have one here. I opened the lid and looked inside. No water. I hadn't said it had to work, so I tried it.  Everything slid down, vanished around a bend and was gone. I felt the inside surface. Frictionless, no liquid needed. We needed to learn how they did that. I said, "Remove the toilet." The toilet disappeared into a smooth floor. Shiny.

I said, "Ship" and I was on the bridge. The XO saluted and I returned it, "I'm just back to get my things. I'll be leaving shortly."

I went to my quarters and found Jalen kneeling in the middle of the floor smiling at me. She lowered her head to the floor and said, "Your pet is glad you're back, Master."

"Good to see you, pet, Stand up and greet me properly."

She slid effortlessly to her feet and I took her in my arms. I broke the kiss much too soon and said, "Pet, we're going to spend some time on the structure. Go put the things you'll need for a few days and put them in a bag. No clothes, you won't need them, a comfortable pair of shoes, make up, toiletries. The aliens will supply everything you need I expect. I'll pack some things too. Do you need your hands freed?"

"No, Master. I can do everything I need this way."

"Then go." She scampered into the bedroom. I watched her long legs skip gracefully, her ample breasts swaying slightly. Her breasts were emphasized by having her arms locked behind her back.. Some men were decorating their women with rings, chains, tattoos, and bells. I thought Jalen would look good, but I hadn't had time to look at the options yet. I wanted something to enhance, not detract from, her beauty and grace.

I strapped he small pack on her back and draped her long cloak over her body. I fastened the clasp around her neck. These cloaks were ubiquitous now. since most men did not like to hide their women's charms behind obscuring clothes, the translucent insulated cloaks were all most women wore now, and then only when traveling. They were floor length and cut low enough never to obscure the woman's collar. I picked up my bag and Jalen followed me closely back to the bridge. Once there I said, "My Room" and we were there. I purposely hadn't told Jalen about the room.

"Master, where are the furnishings?"


Chapter 2 : Furnishings

As I removed her cloak and pack I said, "You have to furnish it my pet. Just tell the room what you want where and it will supply it. Watch. " I went to the nearest wall and said, Put a six foot long, Victorian, red silk, plush couch here." The floor bulged up, took the shape I described, changed color to red silk and plumped up into pillow softness.

Jalen said, It must have gotten its knowledge of Terran styles and fabric from a Terran database."

"Pet, don't analyze how it works right now." I consulted my implant. It was only ten hours. We had two to spend here.  I sat on the couch and she knelt at my feet. Tell me about the data the Moraii sent you."

"Yes, Master. The data began with a three dimensional map of the galaxy with regions colored to represent the extent of various sentient races. The underlying data describes the dominant race, appearance, size, population, atmosphere and climate requirements, population and territory growth rate. There is a great deal of sociological and history data for each race. There is a race labeled Rill that appears to constitute a serious threat. They occupy almost one quarter of the galaxy on the other side of the core from us. Their population exceeds 5 E 14 individuals, growing at a rate of on percent per day. Their population pressure is fantastic and causing their territory to expand at nearly the same rate. At their current rate of expansion, they will occupy the entire galaxy in ten years. There is no assurance they will not increase their rate of expansion, either. Their history shows their rate of expansion is also increasing logarithmically. Unchecked, they will enter Terran space in six years."

"Are you sure of the data, Jalen? Nothing larger than a bacteria has ever shown that rate of growth."

"No, Master. I'm just telling you what the data the Moraii gave us shows. There is nothing in the data about biology, methods of reproduction, or any natural limiting factors. The data appears internally consistent, but I have no way of testing its veracity."

"What do these Rill look like?"

"I'm sorry, Master, there are no images or descriptions. The data says they live on gas giant planets and their atmosphere contains hydrogen, helium, methane, ammonia, hydrogen sulfide, and water."

Yee Gods, how can they make spaceships in that goop?"

"Their ships are constructed, at least externally, of force fields."

"Is there any information on their weapons, FTL capability, multi-dimensional capability, or wormholes?"

"I was not given any, Master."

"Is there data on the temperature range they live in?"

"Yes, Master. Their preferred range is wide, from -220C to 100C."

"That is wide. They must be made of a different material than anything I've heard of, maybe Helium three, or pure energy. That means they could live on any of the giant planets of the Terran system. What is the surface area of the giant planets of Sol?"

"Master, one point one times ten to the eleventh power square meters. That's approximate since the gas giants don't have a solid surface, but the temperature varies with pressure and using the stated temperature range of the Rill, that is the area at the maximum temperature."

"OK, how does that compare with the surface area of Earth?"

"Mater, the combined surface area is approximately two hundred time larger than Earth."

"OK, so we know who the enemy is, why he's a threat, his rate of advance, but nothing on capabilities, intentions, or what plan the Moraii have for us to stop him. Have I missed anything?"

"No, Master, Your summary matches the data perfectly."

I thought about the situation for a minute, staring at Jalen's neutral face. Her analyst's face. Far sterner than her other face, the one she wore when she was just my pet, my lover, my woman. How strange to have my lover turn into this duplex being, either analytical genius or  erotic nymph, at my command. Now that I had the girl of my dreams, a ravening horde of incredible size was coming for us. I couldn't even work on the problem without more data. "Jalen, turn off and come up here"

The look on her face softened, became beautiful and radiant. She crawled into my lap and asked, "Master, can you stop the Rill?"

"I'm working on it, pet." I put my arms around her and pulled the lovely bundle of warm flesh close.

I snuggled into him, tucking my head under his chin. I felt warm and tingly, I was getting aroused by his presence. "Master, can I really furnish this apartment like I want?"

"Yes, Pet, just as you'd like it."

"Can I make a small room just for me?"

What do you want? Library, studio, privacy?"

"Nothing like that. I want a place you can put me that I can't get out of. A cell for your slave. A kennel for your pet. I don't want to run around free when you're not around. I want you to own me and control me all the time. Its a bit of fear, of course. If I'm free and you're gone, then any man can make me do whatever he wants. This  is my chastity belt for when you're not here."

"Really? You were a free, independent  woman until the bug changed us. This seems like a complete reversal, and unnecessary."

"That's it, Master. I've accepted you as my Master. Its possible that if another man has me, it will cause you to love me less. You can control everything I do, want, or think. In order to be happy like this I have to want it. I've examined myself and my wants thoroughly over the past year. My old life is lost now and I want to be your Pet. I was never very happy, always worried about my job and relationships. I was always competing with women and looking for men. You excite me whenever I see you or think about you. I am happy and free to be my real self now. And I'm your slave, every bit of me. I'm never weighed down by doubts when you're with me. I don't want to do anything without you to guide me, correct me, love me. I want to be locked up, prohibited from doing anything when you aren't with me. Please chain me, lock me in my kennel, or my cell. Keep me in the pillory, anything but let me be on my own again."

"I don't understand."

"I don't think you can. Only a girl in these times can feel like I do. Men have duty, obligation, opportunity, freedom. I have obedience and pleasure. Its a fair trade, I think. You have to do the heavy lifting. I get to serve and support you. You wield the spear. I polish it."

"OK. I don't get it. Furnish our space and make a place where I can keep you.. I'm going to go look at the meeting space. I'll be back in a few minutes. Put in a pillory and we'll try it out when I get back."

"Yes, Master. I'll hurry."

I set her on her feet and said, "Jason."

He appeared in front of us. Jalen instinctively sank to her knees and assumed display position. Jason said, "How may I help you?"

"Jalen, Jason is a construct, an AI. He will help you furnish the apartment."

Jason, can you use telepathy with Jalen?"

"Yes."

"Show her how to furnish the rooms and how to access the available forms. She is my property. Restrict her travel She is not to travel unless I am with her."

"Travel restriction now in effect."

"I will return shortly. Please start her instruction."

"Immediately," said Jason.

I said, "Work." The scenery changed. I was standing on the patio of a wide building and looking at a green lawn. I walked around the building. It looked like a modern, small business not expecting walk up customers. The landscaping had many exotic plants, and a few I recognized. I wandered through the building and it was very familiar. Offices, dining room, bathrooms, meeting rooms. All empty now. I walked the perimeter of the plot of land. Irregular in shape, maybe a couple of acres in size, with a tall fence surrounding it hidden by a thick screen of trees and bushes. A bright sun floated overhead, too bright to look at, and warm. Blue sky, a little breeze. A spring day in the mid latitudes. All a fake, of course, since we were in a ten mile construct, but very well done. I wondered if all the separate environments were different or if similar ones shared our "Sun."

I had almost reached the point where my circumambulation started when Jason appeared in front of me. He said, "Violation attempt. Jalen attempted to leave your room without permission. I did not permit her to do so."

"Did she ask you not to report her?"

"No."

"Thank you." He vanished.

I was done here so I said, "My room," and I was there.

Jalen had been busy. The walls were not white and had paintings hanging on them. I was surprised to see she had managed to add more windows to the room. The apartment was divided into smaller spaces. I walked through a living room, dining room, bedroom, two bathrooms, a large closet and found her in the play room she wanted. It was larger than the bedroom and had a pillory, a chain hanging from the ceiling, rings on the floor and walls, a modern pillory made from a shiny metal with lined ovals for her wrists, ankles, and neck, a bench of unusual shape festooned with straps, and a cage in the corner of the room. Jalen was standing in her cage, looking worried. "Greetings Master. I hope you like my designs. I'm sorry I tried to disobey you. Jason put me in here to wait. I can't get out of here unless you tell it to open."

I wasn't angry, but surprised. She had never tried to disobey before. "Why did you try to leave the room?" I watched her thoughts as she replied.

"Well, I had finished the furnishing, you were still gone and I just wanted to see what this place looked like. I wasn't going to try to go far, just to see what this building looked like. You said I wasn't to travel, but I didn't think just looking around the building was 'Traveling.' I'm sorry if I misunderstood you."

She was dissembling a touch. She was testing me to see how far she could go away from strict obedience. And there was desire mixed in. She wanted to feel pain, just a little. She knew it felt good. The little minx was bright, and generally truthfully, I didn't want a doormat I could walk over. I wanted her to have a little spunk. Still, I wanted her to know I knew what she was doing.

"OK, open." The door swung open and she stepped out. Her hands were still locked behind her. I took hold of her arm and steered her to the chain hanging from he ceiling. I let go of her arm, "Don't move."

"Yes, Master."

I went to the replicator and got a pair of long leather straps with buckles at both ends, a plain leather strap three feet long, and a lock. I went back to Jalen.

"Are you going to punish me, Master?"

"You disobeyed, and you knew what you were doing. You want to be punished, don't you?"

"I guess so, Master. It feels good. Would you kiss me first. please?" I relished watching her thoughts as she fought for a tiny bit of pride and self determination. She just couldn't believe she was so transparent. Jalen knew that kissing could be far more personal and intimate than simple fucking and wanted to make our relationship closer. She gave me a serious kiss and demonstrated what could be done with her tongue.

"Bend over." She obeyed. I lifted her cuffed wrists high, forcing her to bend at the waist. The lock closed with a loud 'Click' and secured her wrists high on the chain. I strapped her ankles to floor rings and pulled them far apart, further tightening the pull on her wrists.

I knew he wouldn't harm me, and I looked forward to my punishment with excitement. It had been too long since the last time and I was needy.

I put on a great display of helpless lunges and writhing as the strap caressed my bottom and thighs. "Ohh! Your pet is ready... Ouch! Not so hard, Master, Please.  Take me.  Look how wet I am.  Ohh! I'm dripping.  - that stings! Ahh! I'm ready. Do me now. please!

Finally, I was rewarded as he entered me. He used his hands to grasp my breasts and pull me onto him. His hands were tight and the pressure increased my arousal. He slowed when he was near release and spanked my ass cheeks with his hands while he kept his erection with slow strokes inside me. I kept climbing, getting closer to release. He played me like a fiddle, drawing me ever closer to climax, never relaxing the pressure. until with a final hard stroke of his hand I orgasmed and screamed my pleasure They must have heard in on the ship, It reverberated through my head and he came too, My belly filled with our mixed fluids and leaked out around his massive cork. He stayed in me and rode me all the way down.

He pulled out and said, "And let that be a lesson to you, Pet."

"Yes, Master. You know, I'm a little fuzzy on the last part. Could you show me that again?"

"Patience, my pet. You need to rest your enthusiasm a little." He walked out of the room, leaving me dangling from the ceiling.

"Master," I called after him, "Please let me serve you. I'm sorry." I knew he would let me hang for an hour or so before releasing me. It was just another way to train me, to internalize the pecking order. Silence descended on me. I couldn't move anything but sway my body a little. I waited. Pet girls always await their owner's pleasure. We need to learn patience.

It was nearly noon so I couldn't leave Jalen hanging as long as I liked. An hour after sex always made her more loving and pliable. No matter, I could recondition her later. I went back into the play room, let her down and released her hands. I had her shower and get clean, redo her makeup and apply a subtle perfume. I watched her, taking pleasure just from her marvelous body, her natural sexiness and unthinking grace.  When she was ready I cuffed her hands behind her and took her to the lobby.

The other Admirals and Dr. Giucheri were already there, with their women. As had become our custom, all the women were naked. Dr. Giucheri had left his girl's hands free.  The two government leaders arrived quickly with their women. Both of them had their hands locked behind them. President Santanni suggested, "Dr., You should fasten your girl's hands. So she doesn't stand out."

The Doctor said, "Of course, Mr. President, I was not sure how you wanted them." He pulled cuffs from his pocket, she spun around and put her hands behind her back, and the Doctor clamped the restraints on her wrists.  She turned around to face the group. The name on her collar was 'Ellen.'

President Santanni said, "Jason." He appeared. "We would like to have our midday meal at our workplace."

Jason said, "At once, Mr. President," and the scenery changed to the patio outside the work building. Jason opened the doors and said the dining room is the second door on your right."

We followed him down a wide hall and into the dining room. It was laid out as most dining rooms were today, with no expectation that the women would be using chairs. Usually they were fed by hand, kneeling beside their owners or they ate from bowls on the floor placed where their owners could see them. The only exceptions were on board ships built before the MaleDom bug's rise. Those were too difficult to change, so in space, women usually ate seated at a table without using their hands.

In this room, the seats were placed far enough apart for us to kneel next to out masters. The men chose a sat and I knelt next to Master, on his left side. Jason distributed menus and said, "You may indicate your selections by either speaking them softly or just touching the name of the item with your finger. You may change your order by swiping your finger across the name within ten seconds of selecting it. All portions are adequate for you to feed your woman if you want. Make your selections when ready." He vanished.

President Santanni asked, "Does anyone know how he does that?"

Master answered, "Mr. President, Jason is a construct. He is not alive and he's obviously not just a hologram since he handles physical objects. He told me there were as many of him as needed, implying the Moraii can create copies of him as often as needed. They probably move him around via a transporter net, albeit a very advanced one."

"Thank you Shan. Can we duplicate it?"

"Not yet, Mr. President, but like most things, once we know it can be done, its easier to accomplish. We are recording everything we see here."

The food started materializing in front of the men. The aroma was mouth watering and I realized I had skipped breakfast. We were an accomplished food transfer team. The men talked among themselves as they ate. Master would select a forkful of food for me and hold it in front of my mouth. When he was ready for me to take it, he would gently touch my lower lip. I would open my mouth and wait for the fork to depress my tongue. That was my cue to close my mouth and grasp the fork with my lips. He would pull the fork out and the food would be captured by my lips. I would chew and if he had anything to say to me it would happen then. Of course, when we were alone telepathy didn't need to wait for chewing.

At this meal all of our private communications were mental while the men talked aloud among themselves.  Each man reported things he had learned or seen, no matter how trivial.  They began rather stiffly, but soon relaxed and started bantering about the things they learned. Mostly I concentrated on my food. It was delicious and I wanted more than he gave me. That was usually what happened. He would look inside me and see when my need was sated and stop feeding me. Since he had started feeding me I had lost a few pounds that had been nagging me for years.

When we had finished the meal, President Santanni invoked Jason.

"Jason, when does the conference start?"

"In thirty minutes Mr. President."

"Where do we go?"

"I will take you to the conference room when you're ready."

"We're ready." We followed Jason, single file through the door, each man followed closely by his woman.

Jason pointed out a bathroom as we passed it. I  whispered, "Master, I would like to use that."

Master said, "Let's find the meeting room so you'll know where it is. You can return then."

Jason opened the next door on the opposite side of the hall. Master said, "Go now. Come to me then."

"Yes, Master," I went in the bath. It had three stalls with normal looking toilets, two urinals and three sinks. I hurried and went to the meeting room. It had a large oval table with widely spaced executive chairs. The men were seated with their women kneeling beside them. I hurried to Master's side and knelt, my shoulder brushing his leg and my thigh touching his shoe. It was a very familiar position. He lay his hand on my head and stroked it. I was tense, knowing a momentous occasion was imminent. I wasn't the only one. The tension in the air was palpable.


Chapter 3 : Aliens up Close

Jason appeared and he wasn't alone. There were two men with him. I recognized one as Harvey Klein, the Sedgwick manager on Tadrell. we had been on the Osprey together. I didn't recognize the other man. Jason said, Gentlemen, this is Harvey Klein who was on the Osprey when you rescued it and this is Thomas Jackson who served on the Reliant at the same time.

Master said, "I presume those aren't their original names."

"Klein" said, "You are correct, Admiral. We assumed those identities to release the thing you call the 'MaleDom bug.'"

President Santanni said, "That was an act of war, gentlemen."

Commander Jackson replied, "It was necessary to prepare you for the greatest challenge the galaxy has ever faced. We are here to describe that threat to you. In a little while you will take part in a great conclave of all the other races in the galaxy to review the plan we have devised, incomplete though it is."

Admiral Jiminez asked, "The threat from the Rill?"

"Yes. You know they are rapidly conquering the galaxy. We need you to understand the details."

President Santanni said, "Please begin."

Klein motioned to Jason. and said "Display the latest recording."

An oval view of space appeared above the table. Open space with a brilliant starfield a pattern of dots grew on one side, slowly filling the view, like zooming in on a view of a forest and seeing endless trees come into focus, one after the other, swelling until it filled the view. The ships were fuzzy, like they were out of focus. Details were not visible.

Dr. Giucheri asked, "Are they out of focus"

Jackson answered, "No. The ships are made entirely of force fields. The Rill originate on giant planets. Metal would not survive long there. The atmosphere is very corrosive and the pressures are extreme."

Jackson said, "This is a portion of the Rill fleet entering a dwarf star system containing five planets. One is much like your home planet, home to three billion individuals. Two are giant planets."

The view swept ahead of the fleet, not pausing until a blue and white sphere, achingly like Terra, was in the center. A defending fleet flew up to confront the invaders. The battle fleet never even paused. Several of its ships were destroyed in nuclear fireballs, but the fleet didn't even slow. It blotted the defenders out like fireflies in a fire. Then the entire surface of the planet was covered in overlapping fireballs. Nothing, not even cockroaches in their underground nests could survive. The atmosphere of the planet burst into flame as the fleet swept past.

"Master asked, "How many ships are in that fleet?"

"Over thirty million."

"Is that their entire fleet?"

"No. There are currently twenty fleets that size and larger sweeping across the galaxy, destroying entire civilizations and planting colonies on most giant planets."

Master persisted, "The defenders destroyed some Rill ships with nuclear weapons, so they are vulnerable. Besides their great numbers, what are their capabilities?"

Klein said, They have FTL capability, but are slower than your ships, Apparently they can only climb into the mid alpha band. We have seen good acceleration, up to 500 Gs in normal space. We suspect the force field construction creates too much distortion for them to reach higher into multidimensional space. Their weapons are pure energy beams. Missiles aren't in their repertoire. One trick we've seen a few times, when a planet was strongly defended is for a large ship split apart into as many as a thousand smaller ships, fast, maneuverable, but with weaker weapons."

"Wormholes?"

"No. We don't think if they have the technology, because their force field would interact with the gravity flux needed for wormhole generation."

"So thirty million targets can become thirty billion if they think we're a threat. Do they lose capability when they split besides weapon strength?"

"Of course, One battleship can deliver immense power on a single target. When it splits up it, it becomes a lot of fighters, unable to strike with enough power to hurt another capital ship. Even if the individual fighters act together, they've lost some coordination and are only able to sting a large enemy. Their sensors and analysis capabilities are reduced. Remember, the Rill don't have missiles, only energy weapons, and those won't bother the defensive screens of a capital ship, no matter how many fighters attack."

"So splitting up isn't a winning move."

"Its pure survival, and for that it works well. Besides, they have plenty of ships."

President Santanni asked, "Speaking of that, how do they get so many warships?"

Klein said, "Sir, the Rill now occupy over a million planets and every one of them has a hundred times the surface area of one of your planets. Also, since their ships are all force fields, they don't have to use a lot of resources to build one. We think the only reason they don't have a much bigger fleet is the problem of manning and supplying them. Logistics."

"And you think we can defeat them?"

"No, we hope we can defeat them. Our plan is a little fuzzy about some details."

"Great. Is here any more good news?"

Jackson and Klein both smiled and said, "No, that's all. You can join the conference now if you want."

Master said, "One more thing. You two posed as Terrans to give us the bug. Are you Terrans or something else?"

Jackson said, "Both. We were not born on Terra, but we all started as humans. You are familiar with the "Spore" theory of life?"

"That spores from the early races float through space until they find a habitable planet then grow there?"

"I can tell you're not happy with the theory."

"Right."

"Imagine if some sufficiently advanced race decided to spread their DNA around selected planets several hundred thousand years ago. Would you believe that?"

"Yeah, maybe, at least as a theory."

"If your physicians examined us, they would conclude we are strange humans. There has been some genetic drift over time."

And that race was you?"

"Yes, we call ourselves the Moraii and we're your great to the Nth grandparents."

"Are there other human races we haven't met yet?"

"Yes, and at least one you have met. Though not formally."

"And that is?"

"The Coalen, of course."

"Coalen, those bloodthirsty fools."

"Well, there was a reason for their behavior. We visited them and fixed that problem. You'll see."

"Why won't you give us the details?"

"They're not important. Its better if you see for yourselves. The first two hours are for meeting the others. You won't have time to meet all the races, but you'll get a taste of the breadth of our coalition. Shall we join the others?"

President Santanni said, "I guess its time." He stood, all the men followed his lead and we followed our men.

We walked into the grass and found it populated by a throng. Every individual was an avatar of a person, like a simulation. A legend floated above every human cartoon figure describing him or her or it. Race, group, a human nom de party, their equivalent human rank and occupation, their race's population and level of technology vs. humans,  and their approximate galactic location.

The men walked into the throng finding other beings to converse with.  I followed Master as he stopped to greet avatars with polite inquiries. Most of the figures I saw were male, but there were a few females and one looked disquietingly androgynous. Most times when there was a couple they stood side by side and I talked to the female. The avatars were quit detailed and the females always noted my nudity and cuffed wrists. The first time it came up, I looked to Master for guidance. Mentally he told me to tell the truth. I described women's recent fall from equality. The females were sympathetic, but offhand. about our plight.

Then there was the Coalen. I was following Master when, off to the side I saw a figure that was not an avatar. It was a human, not one of our delegation. At first I thought he was a Moraii, but he was dressed in a uniform. He was talking to an avatar. as we came closer, he walked away from the avatar and I saw he had two women with him, also not avatars. I whispered, "Master, look to your right."

He did and stopped. He changed course and approached the man. He saw us and turned to meet Master. The legend floating above him said "Coalen, Ser Fouck, military, admiral,  technology 0.9, and some other numbers."

He was a large man, nearly as tall as Master and blocky. A bull next to a horse, dark hair cut short. His face had a diplomat's neutral expression. I barely glanced at him. It was the women with him that held my gaze. They were clearly his slaves since he was holding leashes fastened to their black metal collars. They stood at attention behind him, legs spread, heads high, breasts thrust out, and eyes on his feet. Their  ankles were chained together with slightly more than a foot of heavy chain. Their arms were fastened behind them. They were a matched set, blonde, shoulder length hair, fair skin, large breasts, narrow hips, barefoot.

I wanted to inspect them and Master, in my head said, "Walk around them and look,  but don't touch." I walked behind them. They didn't move. Their bottoms were bright red. They had been paddled recently, and seriously. They must sting. Their arms were fastened high on their backs, wrists fastened to a chain from the back of their collars. Their bracelets and anklets were also black metal. I walked up close beside them and looked at their fronts. Their breasts were large and firm. They stood out straight with no sag. The nipples were unusually large and long. They were pierced at their base and bore heavy gold rings. Their septum's were pierced and bore a similar ring. The nose rings were close to the tip of their noses and hung a centimeter in front of their full red lips.  Looking them over a gleam from their loins caught my eye. I crouched down and looked closer. They had more gold rings in their labia lips and one in their clitoris. Their lips were free of hair and a trimmed oval bush adorned their navels.

I went back to stand behind Master and considered the girls. I wondered how it felt to be as much of a slave as they were. I often wanted to be more submissive to Master. They were maybe too far. I wish I could read their minds. They were so beautiful. I envied them their slavery. I wouldn't mind rings like they had, no, I'd love them. I was already so much a slave I'd like to flaunt my submission. I wanted to make other men envious of Master. I wonder if he'd give me a set. I'd need a new collar with a ring in front if he leashed me.  I felt someone in my mind, reading me, My arousal shot up and I felt tingly all over. I felt my nipples harden and stand up straight. Then he ordered, "Stand straight. Spread your legs apart. pull your shoulders back. Arch your back. Thrust your breasts out. Hold your head high. Keep your eyes on the ground. Smile." My body shifted at each command. I had no choice but to obey. I realized it was not Master commanding me, but the Coalen he was talking with.

I heard Master say, aloud, Yes, Ser Fouch, you were correct." Then, in my head, Master said, "Assume this position anytime you are standing, I am present, and you are not moving. Keep an erect posture at all times." I didn't respond. He knew I heard and would have to obey. My arousal was soaring. My nipples were aching. I needed Master's touch. I felt moisture accumulating on my sex lips. I was having extreme difficulty holding still.

Master and Ser Fouch stepped to his girls and examined them. I couldn't see anything but their feet, but I couldn't even raise my eyes to see what was happening. I heard a slapping sound and Master said, "You were correct Ser Fouch, she loves that. Its making her very aroused. More slapping sounds and then a gasp of pleasure from one of the girls. I knew that sound well, she was in the throes of an orgasm. More slaps and Master said, "Yes, she definitely wants more of that, too. Soon the second girl had her orgasm. I wish I could see. I wanted Master to treat me like that.

I heard more indistinguishable conversation then both men came to me. Ser Fouch cupped my breasts and pinched my nipples between his thumb and fingers. I was about to orgasm too. He said, "Perfect, she will be exceptional. An hour, no more."

Master said, "Thank you Ser Fouch. Tonight? When the conference ends?"

"I will be ready, Admiral Arens.".

Master walked on and I followed him, trying my best to hold my posture as I walked. He reached into my mind and said, Interesting about the Coalen. Did you hear much?"

"No Master. I was looking at his slaves."

"The Moraii delivered the MaleDom bug to them about the same time it got to us. Their empire had so many succession wars that the male population had been seriously impacted. The number of men fell to half of the female population. A group of women seized power and it took the MaleDom bug to knock them loose. Before that women were political leaders and men were the soldiers. They weren't nice leaders. It was their policy to actively deter any interaction with the Terran Federation. They were afraid we would cause the women to lose political power. Now that the bug has hit, all females are slaves with no rights at all. Every man is entitled to at least two women, more if they can buy or trade for them. Those two women Ser Fouch has are former bigwigs in the government. Now look at them. I've made an appointment to have him adorn you similar to them. I think you will look as fantastic as them."

"Master, don't I get a say in what's done to me?"

"Do you want a say?"

I thought about it. They did look fantastic. I did want the rings, maybe not the nose ring, but all the others were hot. "I guess not. Will they hurt?"

"Of course not. And they will be healed as soon as they're inserted."

There was a musical tone and an announcement that the conference was ready to start. We were all asked to go to the assembly area and find our seats. A green floating arrow appeared in front of each person and avatar and guided them to their places. The center of the white assembly area was empty with seats in groups spaced around the edge in large groups, separated by colored walkways.

Only the Coalen, K'iis, and Terrans were in our area. The Coalens looked like close cousins of us. All the women were chained and not allowed to speak. The K'iis were more distant cousins, with a distinct reddish tint to their skin, dark or red hair and built like humans. There were women with the men, but they were covered, head to toe in light white robes. I didn't get close enough to them to hear them. Several Terran men were talking to some of the K'iis.. Their legends said they had almost the same population as the Terran Federation and were almost even with us in technology. I wondered if they had the MaleDom bug inflicted on them, too?

Several men appeared in the center of the open area a loud musical tone sounded. Conversation stopped. One of the men spoke. Though far away his voice came clear to us, and , presumably, everyone present. "I am Parsis of the Moraii. We have asked you to come here to discuss a great threat and how to deal with it. A large representation of the galaxy appeared overhead. It spanned the entire assembly area and looked very real. I am going to show where each of your races is positioned in the galaxy."

He began stating the names of the races present. Every time he said a name, on the map of the galaxy, a colored patch appeared showing the race's location and size. The first patches were tiny and blue. As he progressed, the patches became larger and a different shade of blue. After dozens of races the patches became yellow and grew larger. The last three were orange and largest yet: K'iis, Coalen, and Terra. He said one final name, Moraii. A single system, located deep in the core of the galaxy blinked. "We are the smallest race here, with but a single planet. We are also the oldest, predating all of you by a million years. Many of you are descended from us, a few are not. We all share a common danger. The Rill. A vast patch in dark red, appeared on the map, on the far side of the galaxy from Terra.

"The Rill have overrun and destroyed many races already." He named them and as he did colored patches appeared within the red of the Rill. There were ten blue patches, four yellow patches and one large orange patch covering nearly a third of the red.

We investigated the Rill and concluded they are not native to our galaxy. The evidence suggested they are invaders from the galaxy lying one hundred parsecs approximately to galactic north. We visited that galaxy and found it to be occupied solely by Rill. No other species existed as far as we could find."

"All of you have mastered FTL travel. Blue represents the newest and least advanced races, yellow more advanced and orange the most advanced. The Rill are, at best , a yellow level race, yet they have destroyed more advanced races through sheer numbers." Their present line of advance is antispinward around the galaxy. The intense radiation at the core interferes with their force fields. Their present rate of advance will have them enter the Survath nation in a little more than two years."

A commotion across the assembly rose, presumably from the Survaths or whatever the plural was.

Parsis, said, in a thunderous voice, "Wait. We have a plan to stop their advance and contain them. It will depend on how the Rill react, but with a strong effort from our most advanced races and support from the rest, it will succeed."

Everyone calmed down and he laid out a simple plan. Terrans, Coalen and K'iis were the strong arm of the alliance. The rest would have to learn how to produce advanced armaments for the fighters in massive quantities. Everyone strategized about going to a war footing. Some of the races were not warlike and they would produce raw materials for the rest.

When the alliance ended their first assembly there was a feeling of urgency, alloyed with optimism. The Moraii plan had several parts, 1. Slow them down and buy time, 2.Beat them back in the galaxy. 3. Remove them from the galaxy.

Part 1, Containment,  was simple in concept, complex in execution, but seemed possible if everyone worked as hard as possible. A timeline was sketched out, duties assigned, and a date agreed upon for initiation of hostilities with the Rill. Of course everyone knew that no battle plan ever survived first contact with the enemy.

Part 2, Conquer, required the alliance to invent one or more methods to attack a broad area filled with Rill. Our current weapons were point attack designs, intended for use against single ships or closely spaced defenses. They were ineffective against a force that spanned light years.

After the assembly was over, Shan took me back to his room. "Its time, Jalen."

I was excited and a little afraid. I would be look more a slave than anyone I knew. But I knew if I was the first, I wouldn't be the last. Men liked their women shiny, noisy, and helpless. I shivered, "OK, Master, Let's do it."

Master said, "Take us to Ser Fouch's room, Please."

Just like that we were there. Ser Fouch, another man, and his two slaves were in the room when we appeared. Master and Ser Fouch greeted each other like long lost friends. The two women were kneeling facing the wall, still in display position. The three men took me into a another room and had me stand in the middle of the room in display position. Master entered my mind and my arousal shot up. He didn't give me any orders, but rather spoke aloud, "Stand in display position Jalen."

I hoped I wouldn't feel pain. The third man showed me the clamps he was using. Narrow, spring loaded plates with inch long handles. An alignment tube sticking out an inch on one side , aligned with a hole on the other side. He then put clamps on my nipples, septum, labia lips and clitoris. They squeezed my flesh between them, not a pinch, there was no pain, but they flattened my flesh and held me tight, and I twitched a little at each one.  I didn't mind being handled by a stranger and that was when I realized that I had adjusted to being a slave. There was no modesty of pride or privacy left in me. He pulled a rolling cart beside me. Long, thick needles, open rings of different sizes, strange long handled pliers, and a heal-ray lamp lay on its top. Master said, "I'm going to pierce and ring you Jalen."

I was glad he was going to do it. He was going to put his mark on me and it was good. "Will it hurt, Master?"

He was already in my mind and gave my first order, "You will feel no more than a pinprick of pain at each location." Then he leaned close and whispered in my ear, "I want you to feel a tiny amount of pain when I pierce you. Remember it always as the day I ringed because you are my perfect woman, I love you, and I will always protect you."

My arousal was already great from his mental touch, and now it soared as I understood this was permanent and good. He loved me.

Master picked up a needle. He carefully inserted the needle into the tube of the clamp on my left nipple and pushed it in until I felt the point against my flesh. He held the clamp steady with one hand and shoved it through my nipple in a swift motion. I felt only the pinprick he had ordered. I watched in fascination . He used the heal-ray and I felt the characteristic tingle as it healed my wound.

Master drew the needle out, removed the clamp and picked up one of the large gold rings. It was a quarter inch thick, two inches in diameter and looked heavy. Master said, "This is solid hull-metal, gold plated. You will never be able to cut it. It can only be removed surgically. You may consider it permanent." He shoved it through the hole in my nipple and gripped it in the complex pliers. He pressed a trigger and the gap in the ring closed, slowly. He opened the pliers and the ring dangled free from my nipple. It was indeed, heavy.

Master flicked it with his finger, "Perfect, Jalen. It looks excellent on you."

Joy and submission flowed through me. He liked it. My Master had marked me. I knew it was but the first of many of his marks I would bear, but the first one has its own significance. "Please, Master do the rest. I want them all." I was anxious to be complete and feel my Master take me.

He put another very large ring in my right nipple. Smaller rings adorned my labia lips and clitoris. The smallest of all went in my ears, which were already pierced, but the hole had to be enlarged for these rings. Finally all that was left was my nose. Several rings of different sixes still lay on the cart. He held several up to my face to see how they looked. For a moment he held up a ring as large as the ones in my nipple I was tempted to ask for a smaller one, but also afraid to speak until he had chosen. I was his and he had the right to decide how I looked.  Finally he held up one and said, "This is the one. It is large enough to take a leash and small enough it won't cover your lip. It is perfect for my slave."

I was relieved it wasn't a huge one. It wouldn't interfere with eating or makeup. "Thank you, Master." Thirty seconds later it was hanging from my septum. I wiggled my head, feeling the weight. It was heavy and continued swaying after I held still.

He kissed me and said, "Now you look like an Admiral's slave girl. You're beautifully erotic and so alluring."

Another mental order came, "Close your legs , shoulder width."

I obeyed and felt steel bands clamped around my ankles. They were snug, but not too tight. Another order, "Turn around, be careful of the ankle chain." I stepped in a half circle, careful to avoid the chain.

Master took the cuffs off my wrists and lowered my hands. Steel bands were clamped around my wrists, again, snug, but not too tight. A chain was fastened to the rear ring of my collar and dangled halfway down my back. My arms were pulled high on my back and the cuffs locked to the chain. Another order, "Turn around." I continued my slow turn back to where I started.

I saw myself in the mirror. I looked just like Ser Fouch's two slaves Gold bands on my ankles joined by a heavy short chain, shorter than my normal stride. rings everywhere, big, thick, heavy ones. I turned my head to see what it felt like. The ring was heavy and I felt it move my septum. It didn't hurt, but it was very noticeable. I was a full slave, now. There was no more ambiguity, no false hope. It felt good knowing my place in the world, without question. I hoped Master would continue to use my brain as well as my body. All I really wanted was to be useful and appreciated.  Freedom was unpleasant in many ways. I had everything I wanted in Master.


Chapter 4 : Swarm

TFNS Wraith was deep into Rill territory, far away from their fleets, doing what it did best, making like a hole in space. The sensor scans had shown heavy EM and neutrino activity on two giant planets in the unnamed system. They were busy plotting an ephemeris for both planets.

Captain Olefson sat in his command chair, watching the battle screen. He saw lots of traffic around the two busy planets. He wasn't worried by the traffic, they could fly right through his ship and never notice it. The cloaking system rotated them just out of normal space so they really lived up to their name.

He flipped to the Navigator and asked, for the hundredth time, "Status Fred?"

"Almost done Captain. Twenty more minutes, thirty tops."

"OK, be careful."

"Roger. Al and I are cross checking the work."

Sander Olefson was nervous and impatient. He didn't know of any way he could be discovered, but they knew so little about the Rill, he wasn't sanguine As soon as the observations and calculations were done, Wraith could slip out of Rill space. This was the last of his fifty systems. Also, Alana was waiting in his quarters, locked in her pillory. He let his mind drift in and read hers every now ant then. He loved the way she got aroused when he entered her mind. She literally purred because of him. 

When her sister ships were finished the brains at HQ would know the positions and velocities of a thousand Rill planets for the next thousand years. He was sure the rest of the ships of the fleet already had their assignments delivered, there were a lot more of them and they didn't have to sneak around in hostile territory.

Finally the word came, "Done, Captain."

"You're certain?"

"Yes sir, checked by both Al and I. Its shiny.

"OK. Conn, set course for Point Zeta, Cloaked, Maximum Thrust, Optimum Gradient."

"Course set, sir."

"Execute."

"Aye, aye, sir." The thin whine of the multidimensional generators started and increased to inaudibility.

After a few minutes to assure himself all was well, Captain Olefson rose from the command chair and said, Number one, you have the ship.

"Aye, aye, sir. I have the ship."

"I'll be in my quarters and no mind games this time."

"Aye, aye, Sir, said the XO with a smile. Under his breath he continued, "Not necessary any more, Captain."

Alana was waiting patiently, he knew she heard him enter the room but he didn't say anything, just ran his hand over her soft flank. He cupped her pendulous breast with his other hand and she wiggled her bottom in greeting. He entered her mind and found aroused, hungry for rough love. She wanted a spicy start and a frantic finish. He stayed in her mind and said, "Be hot and eager." She bucked and moaned, deep into subspace. He took his time and felt her needs crescendo while he got a paddle for her. He stood beside her and swapped one cheek at a time, back and forth.

He stayed in her mind and felt her beam in delight and her nipples became achingly hard. He dropped his free hand to her breasts and pinched her nipples, just enough to make her jump with joy.

Alana gasped when the paddle landed jerking forward, futilely. It excited her. She squirmed in delight spreading her knees wider, opening herself. Half a dozen strokes and she was moaning and wiggling her haunches in urgent need.

Sander opened his fly and released his cock. Clasping her hips, he drove it into her wet peach, splitting it open and savoring the hot succulent sweetness beyond. Between thrusts he said: "This is where you belong, Alana...serving your master...helplessly pleasing me...and being pleasured by me...I'm proud of you and very happy."

Alana gasped and moaned. Through her clenched teeth she said, "I love you, Master."

Shan Arens sat in the flag command chair and watched as his fleet moved into their unusual, very open positions. They were nearly ready. Good thing too, the long range scanners had just picked up the Rill fleet, coming straight at them, faster than light, looking like a wave, a galaxy of ships, the biggest Rill fleet, more than a hundred million ships, spread across most of a light year, rushing toward them.  He turned to his Flag Lieutenant and said, "Alice get Ser Fouch, please."

Ina moment, she said, "On line one, Sir."

Ser Fouch, are you ready?

"Yes. Admiral."

"Go. Alive signal all ships, Execute Operation Shotgun." So Phase One of the plan began.

Ser Fouch's fleet numbered twelve hundred ships of all classes. Admiral Arens' Second Fleet had grown and numbered thirteen hundred ships. A hundred ships of both fleets were pure unarmed cargo carriers. Thousands of worlds had labored around the clock to fill every ship of both fleets with the newly designed "Dumb" weapons.

Twenty meters long, an MDM, a powerful normal space engine capable of accelerating the missile at two thousand Gs. It simply flew the course set by its mother ship, accelerated to near the speed of light, jumped up into the dimension the Rill were using. The fleet AIs coordinated, determining when each missile should detonate and implemented a rolling sheet of fire, allowing the first missiles to open a path for the following missiles, trying to punch a hole through the entire swarm. When commanded, each missile detonated its warhead, filling surrounding space with metal balls traveling at near lightspeed in that dimension. The mother of all shotguns. Mere explosives would have been wasted. Each ball carried 2 x 10 ^ 16 Joules of energy.

The two fleets had dispersed their ships into a grid pattern and ejected all their "Dumb" missiles into space so they could all fire simultaneously. The warships carried, on average one thousand missiles internally and another thousand in piggyback carriers strapped to their hulls. The Cargo ships carried  an average of twenty thousand each. When all was in readiness the two fleets had more than twenty four million missiles waiting for the order to fire.

Each missile would deliver eighty thousand one kilo slugs and disperse them into a thousand meter sphere at the calculated time of impact. The impact area would be a rectangle eight million kilometers high by 16 million kilometers wide. The AIs estimated it would destroy over a million of the immense fleet. A small part, but more than the Rill had ever lost before. Stealth ships had examined the fleet and noticed a distinct hive swarm topography, so the destruction field was aimed at the "Core" of the swarm, hoping the "Queens" or leaders would be there.

I knelt beside Master's command chair. He had taken to keeping my arms locked high on my back whenever they weren't needed for some task and in my daily exercise sessions. I had grown used to it in the year since I was ringed at the conference. Now many girls had the same arrangement. I don't know about them, but I didn't mind it. There was no avoiding the fact that all women were slaves, now. He had changed my collar as soon as we were homeward bound. Now it had an attachment ring on the front, the same size as my nose ring. Now that all the pretenses about women's status were abandoned, he took me with him, without the silly cloak. I watched the big 3d tactical tank. feeling the same tension as everyone else in the Flag Bridge. The immense wave of the Rill fleet advanced like a juggernaut, wide, high, and deep. The orange symbols for the missiles shot toward them, going much faster, but only a small patch compared to the approaching wave.

Impact! The missiles blasted a rectangular hole completely through the center of the wave. There was nothing left. Tendrils of destruction flowed out of the hole into the remaining wave. Damage assessment numbers appeared as the AIs worked the problem. The missiles had destroyed over three million Rill ships. A mighty cheer went up throughout the ship. Every eye had been turned to one of the repeater screens and the cheers were simultaneous, in every compartment. Master entered my mind and I felt the arousal course through me. "It worked, Jalen. Now we have to go reload and watch to see what effect our follow on strike and  Phase Two has on them."

As hoped the Rill was dropping down into normal space, regrouping, trying to determine what had happened and, undoubtedly, who was responsible. It was only a bite, but unexpected and worse than anything before. The wave stumbled and slowed. It flowed slowly into the vacant area and reassembled. They stopped their advance and single ships were sent on to see what was in front of them.

"Alice, signal the K'iis flagship. Raise Grolis, please"

"Ready, Admiral."

""Grolis, this is Arens, What's the estimated time or arrival or your weapons?"

"Ten seconds, Admiral."

"Excellent That should coincide nicely with their learning of Phase Two."

Alice said, "Admiral, its starting."

Master looked at the tactical display and I watched in awe as the second wave of shotgun missiles arrived. It ripped through the Rill from the side, carving a channel through the vast fleet. The second wave of missiles was even larger than our first, coming from fleets of the K'iis, Coalen, and the Terran Third fleet.

The Damage Assessment display estimated more than four million Rill ships had been eliminated with the second wave.

Master said, "We make it a little over four million ships, Grolis. Good work. Out."

He tousled my hair and turned to Alice, "Alice assemble the fleet and set course for Logistics Base Gemini at fleet max, and get me Ser Fouch.

"Aye, aye, Sir... Ser Fouch on line 1 ."

"A great day, Admiral," Ser Fouch said.

"Yes, a great day. Everything worked well. We're heading to Gemini to reload." I'm told our second wave is getting ready a few parsecs behind us."

"Yes, ours too. It appears the Rill is learning. They seem to be sending scouts out ahead of the main body."

"No one thought they were stupid. Well, our stealth ships are waiting to take them out too. The longer we can keep them in the dark, the better. Any word from Phase Two?"

"Not yet. We should hear in a few minutes."

"Right, See you later. Good job."

"You too, Shan. Later."

Master closed the line. I asked, "Master, are we going to win?"

"It depends on how they react. They're intelligent enough to have FTL travel and their reliable tactics just ran into something new that stung them enough to get their attention. We didn't hurt them badly and they could continue on their mission. If I was in their shoes, I'd try to understand what just happened and look for a countermove. If we were correct that their leaders were in the core, then they'll have to reorganize, but maybe they don't have a hierarchical setup, or maybe their leaders were dispersed. Or maybe they don't have leaders as we understand the term. Phase Two should be over now and they'll learn about it in a few hours if they use subspace communications. This was just the first battle to see how they react. They've had it all their own way for a long time. Really, this engagement was only designed to give us more time and push them to show us their best. We have a lot of work to do. All of our leaders are counting on our women's accelerated minds to find us an effective weapon or a creative strategy to force the Rill out of our galaxy. But right now I want to use another part of you skills. How do you feel?"

"Master, I'm not worried. I have complete faith in you."

"No, I'm wondering how you feel? Never mind."

I knew when he entered my mind. The sudden arousal was wonderful. I think it was getting stronger the more often he came in. I felt like a single stroke of his hand would put me into an orgasm. I knew I didn't have to reply. He could feel what was happening to me. "Master, are you free now?

He stayed in my mind as he stood up. I jumped to my feet and followed him to his quarters. I rubbed against him as he walked, like a big kitten. It felt so good to touch him. I felt the snug bracelets holding my hands high on my back, the tug of my rings as I walked,  the snubbing of my stride by my ankle chain, the snug embrace of my collar. I was so helpless and loved his control. I was deep in subspace, savoring my Master's dominance, growing closer to orgasm as I moved and felt him all over me.

I followed him into his quarters. He turned and put a hand on the back of my neck, the ring between his fingers. He kissed me fiercely, a Master's kiss of dominance then he held me at arms length and slapped my breasts, forehand, backhand, hard enough they flipped back and forth. They stung delightfully, the warm sting flowing into my belly. "I moaned, "Harder, Master, more."

He understood, because the next blows were harder, much more severe, - and much better, the fires burning deep in my breasts, flooding into my belly. His hand pulled me after him as he went to a chair, sat down and pulled me across his lap. He hooked a leg over mine and spanked me, fiercely, but nowhere near hard enough. I came and came as her warmed my buttocks and belly love juices flooded my pussy and I wanted more. I wanted him, filling me to overflowing.

Finally, he tossed me on the bed, shoved my ankles up to my hot ass and impaled me. The bed shook with his pounding as I came again and again, around him. My vagina muscles squeezing him, trying to pull him in further, until finally he came and filled me full. He stayed in me, his weight pinning me to the bed. I was content not to move as he shrank inside me, but still in my mind, keeping my arousal bubbling and waiting for another chance to claim me.

Eventually, he left my mind and my body. and took me into the bath. He put me in the shower and joined me under the hot water. He always kept me chained in the shower and washed me thoroughly. I enjoyed being handled by him. and wanted to have my hands free so I could wash him, but he never allowed it. A slave's frustration at her restraints, but I suppose they also kept me from many of a slave's historical tasks. I never had to mop a floor in my chains, at least.

Wraith was back in a Rill system, cloaked, its mission to observe the Rill response to Phase Two of the plan. Captain Olefson sat in his command chair. This time Alana knelt beside him in female chains and collar. His hand rested on her head, toying with her hair. She was smiling. He had put her in his chains a day earlier, following the permission granted by fleet to finish the enslavement of all females. Their hands were freed when they were on duty, but that was all. He hadn't decided on how to decorate her yet, but he intended to do something when Phase Two was over.

"Navigation," he asked, " How's our position?"

"Nominal, Captain."

The gas giant in system 919-1237 was one A.U away and a stealth drone was sending a clear image from only a hundred thousand klicks. It was sitting above the plane of the planet's orbit and following its path around the distant sun. A secondary screen displayed graphs of the radiation activity coming from the planet. It looked like several billion Rill were going about their unguessable lives, emitting everything from Heat, to neutrinos and subspace radiation.

The chronometer in the corner of the screen was counting down seconds. When it reached zero a wormhole formed directly in front of the unexpecting planet and another planet, almost as large, shot out of the terminus and smashed into the gas giant. The atmospheres of both planets compressed, squeezed flat in a few seconds and exploding into flame. Sander noticed that the wormhole collapsed as soon as the intruder was out of it.

It was like two snowballs colliding, but the energies created were so large they couldn't just stick together, but compressed a flat union that grew larger in diameter until it exploded in all directions. A great jet of planet material flew directly at the drone. Only by kicking it to the side with the main engine and making itself visible, briefly, was the operator able to avoid the jet. The drones were fragile things, relying on stealth and electronics to stay hidden. The jet would have smashed it flat.

Sander and everyone else on the bridge was mesmerized by the utter destruction of two planets for long minutes. When he looked at the activity graphs, they had dropped to zero. No detectable activity remained. Scanner section reported increased activity from the ships in the system. "Comm, send an encrypted message to fleet, '919-1237 eliminated. Several Rill ships in system.'"

"Aye, aye, sir."

"XO, recall the drone then set course for base. Drop the cloak when we're five light years away from here. You have the conn."

"Aye, aye, sir."

Sander stood up and Alana followed him to his quarters. Phase Two of the plan was over and a thousand Rill planets were no more.  Sander briefly wondered what the Rill would do now. He dropped that thought as he closed the door behind a shyly smiling Alana. He looked into her mind and found hungry desire.

The allied fleets hung motionless in space, watching the Rill, gauging their reaction to the phased attacks. The main body of the swarm was churning, apparently realigning. A sizeable part of the swarm had detached itself and headed back into Rill space, apparently because of the Phase Two strike.

Second Fleet was returning to base. Several stealth ships were waiting for the Rill fleet to act and picking off their scouts  We were watching a feed from one of the stealth ships.

I knelt beside Master and waited with the rest of the Battle Staff for some Rill action.

"Admiral!"

"What?"

Alice pointed to the battle screen, "The Rill are dividing."

I followed her pointing finger and saw the subtle motions in the swarm. She was correct. It was pulling itself into a dozen smaller swarms. It was like watching taffy being pulled apart. It took nearly an hour for the parts to completely disentangle themselves. They looked to be equal in size.

"Alice, how large are those fleets?"

In a moment, Alice replied, "Sir, the AI says they are nearly equal in size at about eight million ships."

"Thank you."

As we watched, the new fleets started moving in different directions.. We watched as they separated. One was moving almost directly toward the stealth ship. The readouts told the story: It accelerated to almost light speed in normal space, the began translating. We watched for hours as the Rill continued accelerating. Food was brought in to us. Master fed me by hand. It would have been pleasant under other circumstances.

Their speed kept climbing until they reached the mid-Alpha band then they dropped down one band then down three more bands. They started climbing up then descending in the beta bands, but slowly, and no two changes were the same.

Master spoke, ominously, "They figured out our 'Shotgun.' they know it can't hurt them if its not in the same band and they're switching bands randomly. They're switching as a fleet. They either have some sort of pattern each ship knows or their leader is signaling then to switch bands. Alice, have the stealth ship trail them, record their pattern, have their AI see if it can determine it, and listen for a signal of some sort. I want regular reports."

"Aye, aye, sir."

He stood up and I followed him to his quarters. "At last," I thought.

The End
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