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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.

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.

Terrans attend the conference called by the Moraii. Their technology is eons beyond any other race. They are an ancient race and the ancestors of several races at the conference, including the Terrans.

They infected several races with the MaleDom bug in order to increase the races intelligence and put an end to sexual tension that was hampering their development.  The galaxy would need the intelligence to survive.

They revealed the galaxy had been invaded by a race they called the Rill, from another galaxy. It colonized giant planets and destroyed other races, completely. Their fleets were vast, containing almost a billion warships constructed entirely of force fields.  They had destroyed more advanced races through sheer force of numbers.

The Terrans, Coalen and K'iis fleets combine to slow the Rill drive as a stopgap while weapons and tactics capable of defeating the Rill swarm are sought.


Chapter 1 : Evolving Tactics

My name is Jalen. I was born Jalen Herrina. Now I'm  Jalen Arens. I chose to be Admiral Shan Arens' property. Yes, I chose him to own me. I love him, but I'm sure I would not have gone this far if the Rill hadn't shown up.

The Rill changed things for every other being in the galaxy in ways they didn't know or care. All they wanted was to destroy them all and take their place. My slavery was an unintended consequence, and if they have their way, it won't matter for long.

The threat forced the Moraii, an ancient race, and, they claimed, our forerunners, to enhance our intelligence to deal with the Rill. Maybe their method was the only way, but there's no way for us to know if that's true. Anyway, there were side effects.

The Moraii infected humanity, as well as several other humanlike races with the MaleDom bug. Now, any woman could use all of brain's capacity. She became an intuitive genius, capable of working in any field. But, she could only achieve that state if a man telepathically ordered her to do it. The bug enabled men to read and communicate with women. Any man and any woman. Women obeyed any command a man gave her telepathically. 

Instantly, women became untrustworthy assets. We had to obey orders, we at least doubled humanity's intelligence, and  we could not be trusted. Even standing among trusted people, men's telepathic range was so great one could still give her orders from a distance. Most women also wanted to be protected from stranger's whims.

The  discussion of safety and safeguards was male dominated. Those women in power were quickly controlled by men and voted to remove themselves as untrustworthy. Female freedom was secondary to public safety. Women under a man's control was less of a threat than a woman alone. It was left up to the women to decide. Those who placed themselves under a man's control  faced lesser restrictions, but that fact had to be evident and reliable.

Only my master could remove my collar. Women without collars or even me, if I went out without master, couldn't wear opaque clothing of have my hands free. If we believe the literature, some men have always wanted to keep their women helpless. It doesn't matter now. All women are very obedient.  Thought it wasn't required, most masters had us wear ankle chains, ostensibly to make it harder for us to run away or hide. Right.

The collar had many functions, It identified our Master, recorded sound and images around us, gave our position, provided a transporter lock, and let our Master guide and correct us. We were perfectly controlled, observed, and protected. Most men had an AI watch us when we were out of his direct control.

It wasn't all bad, though. We had lost our freedom, and in exchange we all got respect and responsible positions where our enhanced minds contributed to science, technology, and the war against the Rill. Any one of us was the mental equal of an Einstein, Hawking, or Stanson. We were more useful as a gender than ever before. We were highly valued and treated with great respect.

Sex took a quantum leap.  Master could see my need, my desire, and what I felt, no matter what I said. There was no more saying "No" when "Yes" was meant.". He gave me multiple orgasms every time. He was omnipotent. Whatever he ordered, my mind obeyed, "Needy," "Shy," "Fierce," he controlled my feelings absolutely.

I had many more good female friends now. There was no more competition. We were all joined in the sisterhood of slaves. We tried to help each other. Men still played power games, but women were now completely open.

The Alliance had slowed the Rill advance, but they were still coming. Our weapons were better, but they were far more numerous. Their fleets had millions of ships where ours had thousands. Their populations were much larger too, since most of the Alliance species inhabited smaller, warmer worlds and they occupied the giants like Jupiter, Uranus, and Neptune in the Sol system with surface areas hundreds of times larger.

No one had ever successfully communicated with the Rill, so no negotiations were possible, yet. All we knew was that they were invaders from another galaxy, they had conquered about a third of the galaxy, and they eliminated every other race they encountered.

Admiral Shan Arens, Terran Federation Navy, Commander, Second Fleet, was in his conference room with his Flag Lieutenant, Alice Mahler, and me. Shan was talking with Admiral Turner on the screen in front of his command chair. The head of Lily, Admiral Turner's slave was visible above the desk. She wore rings like mine. All of the human females had been ringed after Master had shown me to his mates at the conference. President Santanni had strongly suggested the rest of the girls be ringed to show solidarity with the Coalen.

Lieutenant Mahler was on duty and sitting in the Flag Lieutenant's chair. I was kneeling beside my Master. Since Alice was on duty and under Master's control, she was wearing her uniform and her hands and feet were free, but she wasn't allowed to carry a weapon anymore.

I was wearing what Master chose for me, transparent negligee, collar and chains. My hands were locked behind me. There were several civilian females on board and most were "dressed" like this. I didn't care. I didn't know if this was how I chose to feel or if Master had ordered me to feel this way. It really didn't matter how I came to feel this way, only that I was comfortable. Any woman who objected to her slavery would be ordered to like it and we all did. We knew intellectually that we no longer had free will, but emotionally, we liked it.

Alice was not collared since she had not found a Master. Most women on ships did, eventually. Free women were mostly pitied by other women. Shipboard romances were the norm. It was human nature and space voyages were rather boring most of the time. But it is a woman's right to choose whether she has a Master and who it should be. She's free to change her Master whenever she wants and there are strict laws to protect her from abuse, but we are all slaves, thanks to the bug.

Without a collar, Alice was fair game for any man on the ship. It wasn't a question of consent. She would throw herself at him and do whatever he ordered with joyous abandon. When he was done with her, he'd order her to clean herself thoroughly, inside and out and forget her experience. She wouldn't remember anything, even the happy sex he had ordered.

She looked different this morning. Usually she was brisk and dealt with matters with stern efficiency. Today she was slower verbally, like she was thinking over each word. And her eyes, normally, a piercing blue, intense, today were muted, like a veil obscured them, toned them down to a pale blue. I stared at her, wondering what was wrong. She felt my eye tracks on her and turned her head to face my stare. I didn't flinch, but mouthed the words, 'What's wrong?'

She gave a slight shake of her head, half shrugged, and tuned back to pay attention to the men. I watched her, but she refused to look at me again.

Master said, "Morning, Admiral, Lily. Everyone's well?"

"Morning, Shan. We're fine. I called to let you know we've managed to add dimension sensors to the 'Shotgun' missiles. Now they'll home in to the targets no matter which dimension they're in. The seekers communicate too, so if some of the targets are in different dimensions, the missiles will choose the dimension with the greatest density. All the new shipment will have the mods."

"That's good news, Admiral. Any luck with something more effective?"

"No, nothing useful yet. I have a dozen teams of physicists and weapons designers looking at everything they can think of."

"How are the women working out?"

"Hell, they're discovering whole new realms of theory we never knew about before. I took all my old design teams and added as many as ten women that were already working in that field, to each one. They're absolutely brilliant and they work together perfectly."

"Good. Does anything look promising?"

"Yes. One team thinks they may have found a way to suppress a force field from a distance. Another team has found a way to suppress the charge on electrons, now they're working to extend its range. The high energy group thinks they have found the secret of Total Conversion. They think they can convert all the energy in a mass to power the mother of all gamma ray lasers. Each group has a super weapon in mind, and these are the ones I can understand. The others sound more like magic. Trust me, we're advancing our R&D into what I would have called science fiction a year ago. We'll get you something better soon."

"Can't be soon enough, Admiral. The Rill are coming our way fast. Will you keep me posted on your work?  I'd like to give the troops something to keep their spirits up."

"Of course, Shan. I'll call you next week and have more details you can use. Out."

"Out." The screen cleared.

The status was what I had expected, though I had hoped for something more. I had seen the interchange between Jalen and Alice, but hadn't wanted to divert my attention from Turner. Now I looked at Alice, inquiringly, while reading Jalen's mind. Jalen thought Alice looked different, distracted. I stroked Jalen's hair while I studied Alice's face and decided Jalen was correct, so I looked into Alice's thoughts. She was concerned, even frightened. I inquired, "[Alice, tell me what is disturbing you?]"

She replied, "[When I woke up this morning I found traces that I had sex last night, but I don't remember anything. I feel so violated.]"

It was common nowadays. The bug had made it so easy  for a man to get what he wanted from a girl. "[Alice, you know there's only one way to avoid this?]"

"[Yes, Sir. But I haven't found anyone Who I like and respect to ask.]"

"[You may have set your sights too high. You are a wonderful, pretty, intelligent woman. You've earned a position of great responsibility. Any man would want you and care for you.]"

"[Yes, Sir. But I want someone who I can respect, too It has to be someone whose orders I want to obey.]"

"[Lieutenant, are you asking me to take you?]"

"[Yes, Sir. Would you take me? Please, Sir. I don't know any other man who can command my admiration and respect and obedience.]"

"[I already have a woman. How would you fit into a relationship?]"

"[I know I am not as skilled with relationships as Jalen. I would be second to her. I hope you would have her train me to be as good a companion as she is. I would like the chance to earn your love. I don't wish to come between you and Jalen. I know in many cultures it was common for a man to have more than one woman. Its quite common on many planets today. Sometimes a wife and a mistress. Could I be the mistress?]"

"[If I take you, I will decorate you like Jalen and you will be hers to train. I would expect you to obey her in all things not work related. It may be some time before you are equal in my eyes. You will be her slave for months, probably.]"

"[I know, Master. I expect nothing less. I would rather serve you than be the helpless sex toy of unknown men.]"

"[If I take you, you will be under strict discipline and Jalen's control. Is this what you want?]"

"[Yes, Master.]"

Master tousled my hair. and looked at Alice. In a few seconds he asked, "You're sure?"

Alice looked at me and sharpness was back in her dark blue eyes. The neutral expression she always wore turned into a twisted smile. Her voice was loud and crisp, "Yes, Sir. I'm very sure."

"Tell Jalen what you want."

"Yes, Sir. Jalen, I have asked Admiral Arens to be my Master."

I was shocked. I had no idea she was considering wanting to share my Master. I felt my arousal shoot up. Master was reading me. I wondered, "[Master, do I have a vote?]"

"[No. But don't worry. I will never let Alice come between us.]"

"[I've always wanted a sister, Master.]"

"[That may happen, eventually, but for now she will be your slave to train until she is almost as good as you..]"

"[I'd like that, Master.]"

"Alice, I will accept you as my slave. Contact the Captain and ask him to come in. He will witness your decision."

"Yes, Sir...Master."

Alice kept her eyes on Master and me as she found the Captain and asked him to come in. Captain Young appeared in moments. Master said, "Thank you for coming. Alice has asked me to be her Master. Will you witness it was her own free decision?

"Of course." He looked at Alice and read her mind to verify this decision was not a hidden order.  He said, "Her decision was not ordered or coerced. I confirm her decision.  Admiral, do you accept her offer?"

"Yes, I accept her as my slave."

"I will tell engineering to expect you."

"Thank you Captain." The Captain left. Master stood up and  said, "Ladies follow me."


Chapter 2 :  Alice's Change

I followed him and Alice walked beside me. Master entered a door marked "Female Engineering." A female Sergeant of Marines greeted Master, "Welcome Admiral. Captain Young told us to expect you. Please come with me and bring Lieutenant Mahler with you. Your other slave may come if you wish."

The Sgt. was taller than Alice and much shorter than Master. She was collared and wore bracelets and anklets like mine. Her limbs were free since she was on duty.

"Yes, we'll all go." We followed the Sgt through a door, down a short corridor, into a workshop.

The Sgt walked to a chair in front of a workbench. "Lieutenant, would you sit here, please?" Alice did as requested. The Sgt. measured her neck, wrists and ankles, and typed on a keypad, more than a measurement. then asked, "Sir, two rings on her collar?"

"Yes."

A few more taps and a brief pause. The replicator chimed, the Sgt. opened the door, and took out Alice's collar, closed and locked, two anklets, and two bracelets. She handed the collar to Master. Sir, please check to make sure your implant can open it." It popped open an inch. She handed it to Master. 

"Do you want the Lieutenant to wear her bracelets an anklets now, sir?"

"Yes. She might as well get used to them."

I looked closely at the restraints as the Sgt. put them on Alice. They were just like mine. Gold in color, four centimeters wide, thin around the outside and thicker on the inside of the wrist or ankle. The attachment staple folded down into the bracelet when not in use.

The Sgt. lifted Alice's unresisting arm and closed a bracelet on her wrist, then the other. She lifted Alice's legs and locked the anklets in place. "Is there anything else, Sir?"

"No, Sgt. Thank you." The Sgt. left the room. Master took a leash from his pocket and clipped it onto Alice's collar ring. He handed the other end to me then locked her wrists together behind her back. "Jalen, Alice is your slave to train. You have full whip rights over her. Don't harm her, but be firm. I want her obedient, graceful, and skilled." He left and motioned me to walk beside him, leading Alice. 

I followed him back to his quarters. He closed the door behind us. I knelt in front of the door and waited for orders. He took Alice's leash, led her to the center of the room, and released her hands. "Let your hair down Alice, then undress. Slow and sexy. Fold your clothes and put them on that chair," pointing. I felt arousal  as my nipples hardened and my sex moistened. Master had entered my mind.

Master held her leash while she obeyed. She moved languorously, incredibly alluring. I had never really looked at her, only her professional mask. She had always worn a trim uniform and tightly restrained expression and hair. I had admired the bright hue of her tightly wound red hair before, but, I realized, I had never seen it down before.

I watched closely as she removed the restraining clips. When the last one was removed, her magma-red tresses tumbled down and down, framing her face, covering her shoulders, until they almost reached her slim waist. Now, as she seductively removed her uniform, she smiled and her brilliant white teeth lit up the room. A sculptor could not have fashioned her siren's ears and pixie nose any better. It jolted me to the core when her megawatt smile turned to me. I felt illuminated when she gave me her full attention.

Master suddenly put Alice and I in full communication. She was full of desire for Master and she was fearful, hopeful, and excited.. She had always wanted a man, but not like this. She had expected to be a full partner, not a slave, and didn't know what to expect. I felt a trembler of excitement run  through her mind at stepping into the unknown. She half regarded this as an adventure, not of her design, but challenging nonetheless. She was aroused too, more than I, nearly to orgasm. I raised my gaze to her eyes. They were like two beryl-green jewels sunk into her pale flesh, deep and full of intent. Her pencil thin red eyebrows eased down to her black, long, eyelashes. She was beautiful, erotic, and I wanted her, too.

Was Master making me feel like this? I know the taste of his commands. They are diamond sharp, crystal certainties. This didn't taste right. There was too much fear, uncertainty, caution to be a command. I must be the source, but I've never wanted a woman before. Was it her feelings toward Master that triggered my feelings? A Freudian response to her desire or had I hidden it within me so long it took her desire to pull it up from the depths?

Master was giving me no clues. Would he open us up to each other again? I knew my lust for Alice would not diminish my love for Master, but would he agree?

She gracefully removed her uniform coat, revealing her long, swanlike neck. Her collar would be beautiful on that flawless, alabaster skin. I watched as she removed the rest of her clothing and I realized why she was so shy. She was afraid of what her body would do to her. Once her coat was off, her blouse hung loose from her shoulders and billowed over her tiny waist. Her bra was much too small for her and squeezed her breasts flat under her clothes. When she doffed her trousers I could see she also wore a tight girdle.

When her actual body was finally revealed to us, it was breath taking. The chagrin was clear and painful in her mind. She had never let anyone see her body before. She was afraid her body would cause trouble aboard ships and she was probably correct. Sculptors would have fought duels for the right to copy her body.

Master spoke after she was revealed, "Alice, you've been holding out on us."

"Master,  I'm sorry. It was the only thing I could think of that would let me do my job."

"I can see why. But that's over now. You are mine  and I want everyone to see what a prize I have." He held the collar out to her. She tentatively took it from him. It was the first time she had held it and she seemed almost afraid of it. She turned it around and looked at the engraved names on the front. She read the words, slow and strong, "I am Alice, the property of Shan Arens."

She looked at me, "Jalen, is this worth my freedom?"

"Alice, no woman had ever been free. We have always been bound by society, by men, by our bodies. Yes, its worth the little freedom you have. You will love it, because your Master is a good man."

"Thank you Jalen. Master, shall I put it on now?"

"First submit yourself to me. Tell me what this collar means to you."

I watched her thoughts, much as I had reacted when he asked me to submit. "[He wants me to beg. Well, I suppose its fair, I did ask him to take responsibility for me beyond what an officer owes his staff.]" She said aloud, "Master, I submit myself to you. I am your slave. Please collar me."

He looked at her, turning the collar nervously in her hands. His expression was neutral, giving her another chance to get it right, "Again, convince me of your obedience."

I could see her thoughts, just as Master could, "[God, he is serious. He's right, this is serious. I was committing myself to obey him forever. So be it.]"  She said, loudly, "I am your slave, Master. I am your full and complete slave and I will obey you in everything, without question, Master."

He reached out and flicked her nipple with his finger, not hard, but a reminder of her vulnerability. "Again. Convince me. Tell me what you want.  Are you really the  submissive, obedient slave you claim to be?"

I held my breath, hoping she would let go, let her emotions have the reins. This was not the time for logic.

She took a deep breath, now desperate to convince him to take her. She was in anguish. She cried, "I submit myself for ever as your complete and total pleasure slave. I am your property, your chattel, and I want nothing but to please you. I am yours my Master, yours for ever and I beg to please and serve you." Her breasts heaved with emotion and stared, wide eyed at the one man in the universe she wanted to obey. I felt her need. She wanted him to mark her as his property, she wanted him to lock that collar on her more than anything else in the world. She knew it was permanent and it excited her.

"Good. That was better, you showed some real emotion and desire. I accept you as my slave.  Give me the collar. and kneel before me."

She knelt and handed him the collar. It opened magically in his hands. He opened it and placed it around her long,  swan-like neck. He closed it, careful not to pinch her skin. It closed with a snap. The seam was invisible.

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

She felt the cool metal on her neck, heavy, obdurate, It fit snugly and she knew she would wear one from now on. Everyone who saw her would know she was owned by a man.

He gave her a minute to let her thoughts settle down then, "Stand up, Alice." She stood. He kissed her and I felt her joy, I felt his lips on her/ me as if I was being kissed too. He drew back said, "I pierced and ringed Jalen and  I intend to do you, too. Would you prefer to be aware or asleep for yours?"

She was surprised he would ask her preference. She had assumed that slaves never had choices. She was pleased he had asked her anything. She didn't have to think about her choice. She had already decided, probably from seeing me before she asked Master to take her.

"Master, I am yours and will be very pleased to wear your marks. They will be very special to me and I ask only that you let me feel all the pain they cause. It will make them special to me, make my slavery more real, more meaningful to me."

"Are you a masochist, Alice?"

"Yes. No. Maybe? I've experimented in sex clubs, Master. Sometimes it makes me aroused and excited, sometimes its just pain. I haven't done it enough to really understand my reactions."

"OK. Fair enough. Stand tall, arch your back and thrust your breasts out. Spread your legs. Wider. OK. Place your hands behind your head and relax." She obeyed and I watched him step behind her. He locked her wrists to the back of her collar. He gave her a mental command: "[Don't move.]"

Perhaps it was because I already loved Shan when everything changed. I could see Alice's thoughts clearly and they were different than what I remembered when he ringed me. I was already his slave and took great pride in my obedience and service. Alice was inexperienced and had never been a servant. She was a respected and talented naval officer and had been selected for a position of great responsibility. She had asked to be his slave. It felt like a game, no matter what her thinking mind said. She needed something to  make it feel real. Pain might do it. It was all she had to hope for. She wanted to excel at this new position, and she was afraid she wouldn't if it remained a game.

Master went to a cabinet and got a thin case I had not seen before. He placed it on a table and opened it. He took out a cloth and laid it open on the table. Next he removed rings, needles, healing ray, and sterilizer unit and put them on the cloth. "Alice, I can diminish the pain so you just feel a pinprick. Its what I did for Jalen."

"No Master, please. I need to feel it all."

"Jalen, come here."

I stood up and went to him. He turned me around and released my hands. "Fetch a mild flogger."

"Yes, Master." I went to the toy cabinet and got a flogger with limp, straight strands and returned. " Flog Alice's back and bottom. Warm her and arouse her."

"Yes, Master." I was still en rapport with her and could feel what she did. I shook the flogger out and started horizontally across her back, left, right, back and forth, softly, almost a caress. Master was there in our minds, making us both aroused. I felt her skin grow warm and I moved down her back, evenly warming her body, As I reached the top of  her wonderful, feminine, bottom, the warmth got to her belly and it started writhing , rising to a simmer as I warmed her bottom. Little gasps escaped her lips now as she got more into the experience.

Master pinched her nipples and excited them until they were as big as they would get. I caressed the back of her thighs as Master painted her nipples with a thin orange liquid then positioned the clamps carefully and with two swift strokes shoved the piercing needles through her nipples. She gave a sharp intake of breath, but made no other sound. I felt the sharp pain followed by a duller ache as the needles rested in her flesh. She moaned, driven to the brink of orgasm by the pain. I was nearly there myself. It was exciting to whip a girl. Her sounds drove through me, straight to my belly.

I wondered if she could see into my mind as easily as I saw hers.

I was in high arousal too. I felt the arousal in Alice and it was if it was me.  He picked up an open ring, used it to push the needle out of the new hole, removed the clamp, working it off the ring and squeezed the ring closed. I heard the internal locks snapping shut. I remembered the sound well. The sound triggered f\her orgasm. She screamed in pleasure as it ripped through her, unable to move  He finished her other nipple while she was still gripped by her orgasm and stepped back. Her rings were perfect for her.

"Come see, Jalen." I walked around her, She was beautiful and looked like a slave girl. He ordered her, "[Tilt your head back.]" She obeyed and he placed the clamp and pierced her septum in a swift thrust. She squealed as it bit her I felt her pain almost as much as she did. I flinched back and felt her satisfaction mix with the pain. She was going home. Her arousal was growing again as her pain warmed her belly once more. The sound of her nose ring being closed took her to the brink of another orgasm. Master said, "Resume, Jalen."

I applied the soft flogger to her bottom, watching it slowly redden.

Master installed the rest of her rings. He had me stop, return the flogger and resume my kneeling position. He left my hands free, used a heal-ray to heal the piercings,  and stood back to admire Alice.  Alice had felt the pain as the needles pierced her, but not with distress, it had swiftly morphed into warm pleasure in her belly. She was now convinced she was a masochist. She looked lovingly at Master and said, "Bend me over, pull my hair, whisper dirty things in my ear and fuck me like you mean it., my Master."

He left me on the floor and led her into the bedroom. She was pressing into his back as he walked. I felt her need, like a freight train, unstoppable, pushing her to consummation of her slavery. He closed the door and severed my mental link. I waited, wondering how he was taking her. Was she a competitor? Would Master leave her as my slave? I had no choice, but would another woman in our life change my relationship with Master?

Twenty minutes later he led her back into the room, her hands still locked behind her head, and said, "Alice, go kneel beside Jalen." He cleaned the needles, used a sterilizer on them and put the kit away. He turned to us and said, I have a meeting. Jalen, you are first girl. Alice will obey you. Show Alice her slavery, then if you have time, where everything is and how to do the chores. Show Alice the slave positions and tell her what I expect from my women. I saw Alice give a little start and surmised she was getting a mental order. I watched Master as he left, knowing he would expect her to have some training when he returned. 

We looked at each other. I leaned over and kissed her cheek, "Alice, we're going to have to get to work. You have much to learn."

I stood up and got a crop from the cabinet. "I guess you're ready to be a slave."

Alice's head jerked around to face me, her eyes wide with lust and a little fear as she stared at me. She didn't say anything.

"A slave always responds to a question. Stay on your knees, raise your body high, and put your forehead on the floor." she obeyed.

"This is punishment position. It puts your ass in place for me or your master to admonish you for a failure, like for not answering a question." I tapped her bottom lightly. Not this time, because you didn't know, but next time you break a rule.  Whenever I say something to you, acknowledge it. You will address me as 'Mistress.' Do you understand?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good. Kneel." She obeyed.

"A slave always positions herself to show off her body for her Master's pleasure and to promote envy in his peers. Suck in your belly, arch your back, thrust your breasts out, spread your legs wide so your sex is clearly visible. put the balls of your feet on the floor, ready to stand quickly, hold your head upright, keep your eyes on the floor, smile, and imagine strange men observing you. Never speak without permission. Now."

Alice shifted her position into one more pleasing, but still relaxed, no strain at all.  I snapped the crop across her ass with a sharp snap. She jumped and cried out. "Silence, slave. You did not receive permission to speak. Arch your back more. Push those breasts out."  She did better, but not good enough.

I tapped the tips of her ringed nipples, left, right, left right, highlighting their vulnerability and saw them swell up, lifting her heavy rings slightly." She managed another quarter inch. "Barely acceptable. Work on your posture."

I tapped the inside of her left thigh, "Wider, slut. Show your pussy. Make your lips spread apart."

Alice strained her knees apart until I could see inside her outer lips. "Put your feet closer together." She adjusted her position.

I got a pair of straps and wrapped them around her bent legs, holding them folded. It was time to teach her what slavery was about. "Don't make a sound."  She gazed in horror at the riding crop in my hand as I raised it and sent it whistling down on her naked thigh. A second vivid crimson stripe branded her taut skin with furious heat and Alice screamed in anguish. "Pain and pleasure are essential to slavery. One of the greatest joys this life holds is whipping a girl." I plunged my hand to her belly, driving my fingers deep into her opened sex.

The thrill of her submission, followed by the unexpected pain, the pitiless joy Jalen got from hurting her, the feel of her fingers plunging into her body spun around in Alice's reeling brain as her belly convulsed in a huge orgasm, pain and pleasure, fear and joy mixing together into a bubbling cauldron of sexual subjugation beyond her wildest imagining. She screamed and shook as her belly pulsed and sent a foaming avalanche of love juice into her belly as she came and came for the first time as a fully submissive slave to the cruel domination of another slave.

Jalen did not permit Alice to retain the slightest degree of self control and she cowered before the awesome power of her unleashed passion. Her astonished gaze met the determined eyes of Jalen and recognized the infinite power of true submission and saw the unending subjugation, bondage, and sexual slavery into which she had willingly stepped.                  

When her spasms finally died away, Alice looked shyly up at her Mistress.

"Thank me for helping you."

Thank you, Mistress, for helping me."


Chapter 3 :  Curious Rill

I went to my conference room. Captain Young and his Tactical Officer, Commander Ngawe, were already there. "Are we ready?"

Captain Young asked, Do you want to wait for Alice?"

"No, she's off duty now. I'll fill her in later. Is it on schedule?"

"As far as we know, Sir. HQ should be on screen in a few seconds." On the heels of his sentence, the big screen lit up with the Navy sigil. In a few seconds it cleared and the unsmiling face of Admiral Jiminez looked out at us.

"Gentlemen," in the recent past he would have said 'Ladies and Gentlemen,' but that was no longer necessary, "This is the sixth monthly Rill status meeting. To summarize, they're still advancing. They conquered six more systems in the past thirty days. There are thirty Rill fleets with thirty million ships each, advancing out of Rill space. The alliance has destroyed more than twenty million Rill ships but their re-supply activity is maintaining their strength. You all should have received suggested strategies from R&D and Development.  My agenda for today is to discuss the proposals then ask for other proposals from you to discuss. We are not winning, gentlemen, and that means we are losing. We need to stop the Rill while new weapons are developed."

Shan had studied the proposals for new weapons from the R&D and Development groups. Most of the weapons they proposed sounded like science fiction. Worse than that, all of them had only a theoretical basis and would likely take years to develop.  All he could do was try to rate them for utility if they ever came into being. There was no chance they would be ready in time to stop the Rill from entering Terran Space. He rated the ones based on modifications to existing equipment highest: wormhole advances, and energy weapon improvement combined with MDM's and /or wormholes. They at least had a chance of being ready in time.

His suggestion is more tactical: "Gentlemen, The Rill are advancing at supralight speed across a broad front. Although we are destroying many of their ships, they seem to be able to maintain huge armadas in their advance. They must be receiving resupply from Rill space. I propose setting up an interdiction force behind the advancing fleets and try to thin out their resupply. I've prepared a plan for your review using only Second Fleet as the interdiction force. In summary, I would use my lightest ships to look for the logistics train of each Rill fleet and then move my heavier ships in via wormhole to eliminate it."

None of the leaders wanted to pull Second Fleet off the defensive line, but most liked the idea in principle. In the end his plan was approved for a three month test to see if he could find and eliminate the Rill logistics trains. Shan was ordered to proceed and provide weekly reports. The Admiralty would coordinate with the Alliance fleets and coordinate Second Fleet's own long distance resupply.

Shan entered his quarters and found Jalen leading  Alice around the floor. Alice's arms and legs were folded and bound with wide bondage tape and she was crawling on elbows and knees. A whippy thin tail covered in hair to match Alice's stuck up from her bottom in a jaunty curve. It wagged as she crawled.. Jalen held her leash in one hand and a long cane in her other hand. Alice had a crisscross of red lines on her bottom. Jalen said, "Welcome Master. Alice was reluctant to assume some of the poses, so I'm encouraging her to try harder. She's becoming proficient in puppy walking. Alice, Kneel."

Alice Heaved herself up into a kneeling position. She did it quite well, Shan thought, considering her bindings. Her knees were spread wide and she arched her back, thrusting her ringed breasts out nicely. He thought he even detected a faint smile around her gag.

"She kneels well, Jalen. Good work. What's next?"
Master, I'd like to take her to the holodeck and let her practice on a lawn, if you have time. You'd have to be there too."

"An outing sounds like fun, and it'll be a good experience for the ship's newest slave. She will get lots of attention, I imagine. Put her hair in pigtails, then do yours that way too. I'll take you as a pair of pets."

"But, Master..."

"Fetch another leash, a gag, and some more bondage tape."

"Yes, Master."

I bound and gagged Jalen and led them down the corridor, side by side past many smiling faces. I slipped into their minds. Both were excited by their helpless exposure as well as divinely humiliated.

The large holodeck was configured as a grassy park except for special events and there were none today. There were scores of men there, enjoying the sunny day with their women. My two pet girls were a hit. I received compliments from every man and smiles from most girls. I don't think most of the people there had ever seen pet girls before. I took their leashes off and let them play on the grass. I suggested, mentally, to Alice, "[Roll Jalen onto her back and nuzzle her pussy.]" Not an order, but she readily complied and soon Jalen was whimpering, wanting more. They had gathered quite a crowd by now and I ordered Jalen, "[Orgasm]." She exploded into a twisting, heaving orgasm, squeals and screams escaped past her gag. Everyone applauded her frenzied pleasure. I felt several men tune in to her frantic mind. I suspect they opened a channel to their women too from their expressions.

I had them exchange places and repeat their performances. Some people left but even more joined the audience as Flag Lieutenant Mahler showed them how a pet girl enjoyed herself.

I took them both home the same way and their humiliation had changed to a sort of pride in submission. They were both happy without any orders from me. I freed them and sent them to clean themselves, inside and out. Alice had not yet discovered the pleasure available from her third orifice.

The big 3D tank showed a portion of the galaxy with stars only a faint mist. The tank displayed the closest edge of Rill space as a ribbon of faint pink infection across the farthest two spiral arms. Rill fleets were shown as small red spiked balls with thin, yellow course vectors attached, showing their motion toward the territories of allied races. The thirty Rill fleets symbols in the tank bore a number, such as 'R1.' Beyond the vectors were even thinner course estimates showing the AI's estimates of their destination. Fleets of the K'iis, Coalen, and Terrans were small, bright white, green, and blue cubes astride the paths of the Rill.

Second Fleet hung in an empty space between two spiral arms waiting for its sentries to find a target. When they did, an appropriately sized force would be sent to engage the Rill before they got close to the fleet they were reinforcing.

Second Fleet had been on interdiction duty for a week. For Admiral Arens and his staff it was an emotional roller-coaster of long, boring waits for the sentries to find Rill reinforcement forces, followed by an hour of intense activity and tension as they waited for reports from the response teams they sent to intercept. It pained warriors to send others into battle and watch the activity on display screens like important, but impersonal video game.

They had detected and tried to intercept two reinforcement forces for the Rill fleets with partial success. The first one failed completely when the Rill fleet changed course just as the missiles fired and they all missed. The second was a partial success as the Rill force started changing dimensions. The attack was with the last of the Mk I missiles. They lacked the dimensional sensors of the Mk II, and arrived after half the Rill ships had changed dimensions and escaped. The next attempt would be the first with MK II's.

"Sir, TFNS O'Rourke reports detection of a Rill force just outside of Rill space, heading for Target R15."

A small red, fuzzy ball appeared in the screen just outside of Rill space, with a thin yellow projected course line joining it to Rill fleet 15.

"Size?"

"O'Rourke reports just under ten thousand ships grouped in a normal Rill cluster about 100 klicks across."

"OK we'll need two thousand Mk 2 missiles for two waves. Send Defender and a cargo ship to intercept. Have O'Rouke send position and vector updates until intercept and perform BDA. When will the intercept occur?"

"Sir, the AI estimates twenty minutes. Three to get on station, ten to set up the pattern, and another seven for the first wave to hit the Rill."

"Execute."

Defender, its escorts and the cargo ship Madagascar disappeared from the fleet plot only to reappear as a distant datum labeled "Defender+".

Everyone stared at the remote engagement symbols as it gave a play by play report to the room. After the interception ships arrived, the ship's status showed 'On Station.' It changed quickly to 'Launching' as the missiles were ejected and moved into their firing positions. Two fields showed missiles counts. One was labeled 'Launched' the other 'In Position.' The number of missiles in both fields rolled quickly upward. The number 'Launched' froze at 2000 when 'In Position' was at 1500 and climbing. It quickly reached 2000 and stopped. Seconds later a new field appeared, 'Fired' jumped to 1000 and hung there a few seconds as the first wave screamed to lightspeed and leaped up the dimensional ladder. The 'ETA' field started counting down from seven minutes.

Ten seconds later the second wave fired and their ETA clock started winding down.  Defender and her escorts would hold position until the battle damage assessment was received from O'Rourke to see if any mopping up was required.

The tension in his Flag Bridge was palpable and Shan kept reminding himself to breathe. He rubbed his hand over Jalen's head where she knelt beside his command chair. Alice was seated in the Flag Lieutenant's chair, speaking quietly into her mike, coordinating with all the sub-fleet commanders watching the action in their own tanks.  She wore her uniform and her collar and nose ring were the only visible symbols of her enslavement.

Both ETA clocks reached zero and the tension in the room heightened, Would this one work?  Suddenly Alice said, "Sir. O'Rourke reports the Rill force is destroyed. Less than one percent of the Rill remain active and they are running for home."

A loud cheer sprang spontaneously from everyone in the room, even Jalen. The BDA numbers showed in the tank. '99.1% destroyed.'

"Lieutenant, send the engagement report to the Admiralty as soon as its ready."

"Aye, aye, Sir," she said with a smile, "Congratulations, Sir."

"We're not done yet, Lieutenant. There should be twenty six more Rill resupply forces out there. I want them all. Recall Defender and send them this message, 'Well done, Defender. You are directed to paint a gold star forward of your main airlock.' "

In a moment she said, Messages sent ,Sir."

Almost four thousand light years from Second Fleet, TFNS Arrow, Thorn, and Spear were cruising at half power high in the beta band, intending to stay in beta since that was where they could find Rill. covering a light year every seventeen hours.  They were traveling line abreast a half light year apart skirting Rill space on the optimum course to find Rill heading for their fleets. They were sentinel ships, only a few months old, tiny, with a crew of four and an advanced AI. They were lightly armed with heavy defensive screen, state of the art long range sensors, and wormhole capability. Their job was to scour space for Rill ships and alert the interdiction force.

The tiny craft were only flew for a week at a time before returning to their mother ship for rest and resupply. TFNS Rampart was host to two hundred Sentinel ships and was escorted by a battleship and three cruisers. They were cruising under minimal power in a planetless system two hundred light years from Rill Space, high above the ecliptic. If the Rill approached they would skip through a wormhole to Terran space and all their sentinel ships would  follow when their cruises were complete.

Sr. Lt. Albee Tanibar was commander of Arrow and the senior officer of the flight of three. They had been on patrol for five days and everyone was both anxious and bored. They knew what they were doing was important, but the excitement of star flight was muted by the monotony of their uneventful flights. This was Arrow's tenth flight and it had never seen a glimpse of the enemy. The immensity of space dwarfed their attempts at discovering the enemy.

Lt. Tanibar was in his bunk with Sgt. Mariel Spinosa, his girl, watching a holodrama set three hundred years ago in the Terran asteroids, the closest thing to the wild west he could relate to. The AI, which, of course, was called "Arrow," watching the sensors and keeping them on course. The shriek of the general quarters alarm sent him leaping to his feet and sprinting for the bridge, only steps away.  Sgt. Spinosa dropped into her seat at the sensor scan station and he heard feet pounding on the decks behind him.

Albee's eyes focused on the 3D tank and saw Arrow had put a tactical display in it. The three blue circles with long vectors was his flight. Only a short distance in front of the flight's vectors was a mass of red circles with short vectors toward the blue circles. A quick glance at the ship's status board showed Arrow had raised the defense screens, configured the drive field to protect the bow sector, and the wormhole safety jump was programmed and ready. "Arrow, time to engagement?"

"One minute, ten seconds."

"Can we avoid them?"

"Yes. If we go to full power and go into Gamma."

"Do it. Evade and try for a count. Tell Thorn and Spear to evade and try for a count, too. Jump out if they need to and we'll rendezvous with them when we're done."

"Done."

He watched the blue vectors shift and the red vectors grow longer and follow his ships. They were starting much lower on the dimensional ladder, but were climbing it. Rill topped out below Gamma, but his flight was rapidly closing on them. Even a Sentinel doesn't maneuver nimbly at 1200 lights. He saw the ones furthest away had a chance of closing before Arrow completed its loop around them. "Arrow, jump us to the rendezvous just before there are enough Rill close enough to be a threat or you've finished a count, whichever happens first."

"Understood."

The rest of the crew were at their stations now. Lt. Jim Evans at tactical and Sgt. Linda Fellows at comm.

He tuned in to both girls and ordered, "[Turn on.]"

"Arrow, replay the encounter on Battle Two, double speed."

The flat screen of Battle Two lit with an empty star field, with the surrounding stars crawling past.  Without any warning, a hundred tiny red circles appeared dead ahead. The data field under them showed they were only a tenth of a light year away and moving toward Arrow at fifty lights in normal space equivalent. The number of red circles grew exponentially and covered the screen ahead.

Albee said to the room, "They must have known we were coming and where we'd be, both spatially and dimensionally. This was a trap and they knew right where to find us. They accelerated into the beta band then shut down to wait for us to come to them. It looks like they jumped the gun and powered up early enough for us to escape. If they'd waited another minute, we wouldn't have been able to avoid them without using a wormhole. It looks like they don't know about wormholes. Arrow, do you agree?"

"Yes. Your analysis matches the data."

Mariel spoke up, "Sir, one alternative explanation for their action is that they know about wormholes and wanted to analyze one up close to learn about them."

Lt. Evans breathed out, "God that would be terrible."

Albee said, "Good. My mistake. Arrow, how soon until you complete your count?"

"Nearly finished. I estimate fifteen million Rill with ninety eight percent counted. Four Rill are firing energy weapons at us now. They should be close enough to start draining the shields in another two minutes. We'll jump out then."

"No, don't use a wormhole this close to them. Your estimate is good enough. We're still traveling faster then them, aren't we?"

"Yes, about three hundred lights faster."

"Good, turn away now. Comm, order Thorn and Spear to follow us.  Advise them of our concerns. No one is to use a wormhole until we're fifty lights away from the nearest Rill, and five dimensions higher than the pursuit, unless necessary to escape."

Sgt. Fellows spoke into her microphone and waited for a reply. "Done,  Sir."

"OK, Arrow, let's run away from the Bastards. When we're all at the rendezvous, collect their data and prepare a report for the flight. Show it to me when you're done."

"Yes, Sir."

"How long until we can jump?"

"Estimate wormhole entry under current restrictions in ninety six hours if the Rill  pursue, otherwise thirty six hours."

"Are any Rill in range to fire at us now?"

"No."

"Secure from General Quarters, maintain course and notify me of any significant changes."

"Yes, Sir."

"Jim, you have the conn. I'm taking Mariel to the rec room."

"Yes, sir. Try to keep the noise down this time."

"Hah, come, Mariel."

"Yes, Sir, Master," she said with a smile. Mariel knew she had done well and hoped for an extra good time in the rec room.


Chapter 4 :  Mariel

They went to their quarters and she put her uniform away, leaving only her collar and cuffs. They held hands and walked to the rec room. When the Sentinel class ships were designed the MaleDom bug was already a fact and it was designed for two men and two women , so there were just two staterooms designed for two people each and a good sized exercise and recreation room.

Life had certainly changed for her after the MaleDom bug infected her. Before it, she was a young spacewoman, just out of training and wanted to travel the stars, "Strange new worlds" and all that. Now she was Albee's property and more valuable than she had imagined possible. She was eager to be tied up by him and forced to submit to him. 

Mariel was honest enough to admit to herself that she loved being submissive and helpless. With slave heat roiling in her belly, Mariel  went to Albee's favorite furniture, a long, low leather covered, padded bench equipped with broad leather straps He called it her pleasure station. Mariel's belly gave a kick as she recalled her last time on it.

Excited and aroused, Mariel lay face down on the bench with her legs drawn up beneath her, put her feet flat on the floor, spread her knees wide, and put her wrists together behind her back. It was her usual position and her excitement peaked as her subjugation increased. She quickly pressed her breasts and belly down on the  bench, shivering as always as the cool leather touched her naked body.

She closed her eyes, savoring her bondage as he buckled the broad straps tightly around her ankles, knees, thighs, and around her slim waist, clamping her lower body to the bench. She opened her eyes as he  locked her cuffs together. Then came the whirr of the electric motor as two chains lowered from the ceiling. One fastened to her wrists, the other to the ring on her collar. It was much too late to struggle, and she would have lost anyway either to his far greater strength or to his irresistible command. But she would have hated to escape, anyway. She had looked forward to this ever since the alarm. Danger made her horny and she knew it did the same to Albee.

The motor whirred again, lifting her neck and arms up, pulling her spine into a deep curve, until her upper body was clear of the bench and her fingers flexed uselessly, held far away from anything.

Mariel whimpered at her incredibly uncomfortable position, as always. Her sex and anus were spread wide open, her breasts were lewdly thrust forward ,and her breasts and bottom  were utterly defenseless And, as always happened, her belly burned fiercely with submissive heat.

She watched as her Master went to the toy cabinet and selected a long, thin cane and swung it in a whistling arc in front of her face. It was bad one. He smiled at her distraught face and lay the cane down on a table. He returned to the cabinet and got a gag and a padded blindfold. She often wore gags, but never the blindfold.

"Open wide," She obeyed, a little reluctantly, wanting to give full voice to her upcoming orgasm, but also knowing loss of another freedom would make her submission more potent. He stuffed the large, red ball into her mouth and buckled it tight. The blindfold followed and her sight was lost. To her surprise, the moment her sight was taken from her, her arousal shot up hugely. She felt her love juices moistening her sex and her nipples throbbed painfully as she lost her sight and could no longer see what was going to happen to her. She was vibrating with sexual energy, knowing her voyage was about to start with no warning.

Her Master's finger captured her swollen nipples, rolling and squeezing the engorged and aching buds. She squealed into her gag as the orgasm ripped through her, her belly kicking wildly, sending love juices flooding down into her wide open sex.

Mariel was shocked by her reaction to the bondage and her Master's the brief stimulation. She couldn't move a muscle as her climax overwhelmed her and could only moan and gasp through her nose as she came again as a true slave.

The short swish wasn't enough to warn Mariel of the cane before it seared a scorching line of fire across both cheeks of her exposed bottom. A renewed flood of love juices flooded into her belly and sex even as she squealed from the blazing fire that burned on her flesh. She ground her engorged pussy against the smooth leather as she spasmed mightily to a second huge orgasm.

Relentlessly, her Master used his fingers and cane to stimulate her, reveling in her ability to sustain an orgasm far longer than he could. She seemed possessed of an enormous ability to create as much love juice as needed. He continued to caress her breast and sex, toy with her rock hard nipples,  then cane her bottom and thighs, over and over while she screamed and begged into her gag. He watched her belly pulse with raging heat and send a continuous stream of love juice into her sex as she came over and over.

Mariel no longer knew whether she felt pain or pleasure, no longer knew whether she begged for more ruthless subjugation or mercy, and it didn't matter for she had no control over anything. She had submitted as a slave and her Master used her for his pleasure. She was just thankful she received so much pleasure when he played with his sex toy. She allowed herself to lose the slightest self control and accepted and even basked in her helplessness and subjugation. She couldn't imagine a better life.

Her screams changed to soft moans of desire to be taken as a full slave and eagerly awaited his taking of her. Her moans of desire were the signal Albee wanted. He put away the cane and went to his quarters. He would wait  before taking her.

She heard him leave. His casual demonstration of his absolute power over her and his disregard for her desperate need served to reinforce her subjugation. She knew he was relaxing in comfort while she remained helplessly bound to await his pleasure. She chewed on her gag, unable to quell the insatiable churning of her belly, knowing she was being taught again that her wishes and desires were worth nothing.

She was only a slave to a strong Master, her body was his to use as he wanted and if he chose to make her wait, wait she would, no matter how much she wanted to feel him enter her. Mariel shivered with a delicious fear. She had surrendered completely and he had not yet touched her sex. She couldn't stand the unsatisfied churning of her belly. But she must endure. She heard him return.

As an experienced Master, Albee understood the depth of Mariel's submission and her strong lust. She was already a full slave and his intent was to strengthen her subjugation.

He walked to her and rubbed his fingers along her curved back. "Will you serve me well, slave?"

Mariel screamed in welcome, nodding her gagged, blindfolded head vigorously, while her belly spasmed ferociously.

He moved behind her, his erection touching her spread lips, he sent his hands forward to fasten on her engorged breasts, fingers pinching and rolling her rock hard nipples. Mariel screamed again as his member penetrated her in a long, merciless thrust, penetrating deeply, sundering her inner lips, filling her love canal, penetrating to the depths of her soul, triggering a huge climax as she felt his rigid flesh impale her.

Helplessly bound, she screamed her surrender. Her vagina squeezed around him, trying to pull him deeper as a flood of her love juices filled her belly and lubricated his passage as she climaxed as a true and willing slave, her body completely on automatic as he confirmed his mastery of her.

He continued to caress her nipples, adding to her passion. He slapped her on her already tender buttocks, causing a second massive orgasm to course through her body. Ignoring her climaxes and muffled screams of ecstasy he pounded her with brutal power and took her ruthlessly. Mariel spasmed and shuddered beneath him, incapable of the least resistance, she squealed and gasped as she was taken, her belly continuously spasming and her breasts under his control, he used her far beyond her known limits.

She felt his shaft grow even larger within her and she screamed in futile despair as her Master forced her to surrender far more fully than ever before. Her belly exploded in the most stupendous orgasm of her life as she came again and again until she could only moan in terrible anguish to the waves of scalding love juices that coursed through her as she was made to display the true, awesome extent of a natural slave's submission.

Spasming with crushing power around her thrusting intruder, jerking against the straps binding her down, she heard a deep chuckle of pure pleasure at the enormous power of her orgasm.

He slid from her belly and their mixed juices trickled out of her spread sex lips. He removed her blindfold and gag and she worked her stiff jaws. He dressed himself and released Mariel from the bench. "Have fun?" he asked."

She flung herself into his arms and they kissed for a long time. When she drew away, she said, "Definitely, You get better every time."

"Good. Go get cleaned up. Its almost dinner time."

"Yes, Master," she replied, coquettishly.

Alice and I were with Shan in his office. Alice was dressed in her uniform and working on fleet scheduling items at her workstation. I was kneeling at my workstation close to Shan's chair.. He had "Turned me On" this morning and had me looking at the encounters we had with the Rill. He didn't say why, only that there was something about their patterns that bothered him. I had dozens of recordings from all three of the allied species to review. I wasn't finished yet, but he was right. They reminded me of something.

I felt the flush of arousal that meant he was in my mind. He said, "[Captain Young is on my implant. I want you to listen.]"

"Sir, we have an interesting report from one of our sentinels."

"Go."

"A flight of three was patrolling along the Rill border, such as it is, when they were ambushed by a Rill fleet. They lay in wait and didn't power up until the patrol was close. Luckily, the patrol was far enough away to evade and get a count without using wormholes to escape."

"Why luckily? I thought it was standard tactics to use a wormhole to escape when faced with a superior force."

It is, and staff wants to change that. The flight leader thought it possible the Rill know about our use of wormholes and wanted to watch us use one so they could analyze it. Staff analyzed the recordings from the flight and agreed that was a likely reason for the ambush. Fifteen million ships is a lot of investment if they just wanted to scare off a patrol. The secrets of wormhole technology would be worth it, though."

"God yes. We've been sloppier than I thought if they've figured out how we are so nimble. Everything will be lost if the Rill learn how to move around through wormholes. Work up new Rules of Engagement emphasizing maintaining the secrets of wormhole technology. Get R&D to help. Show it to me by noon tomorrow. And get me the name of the flight leader who figured it out."

"Aye, aye, Sir." He disconnected.

"[Its easy to underestimate them. They're less advanced, technologically, they won't communicate with us, and they persist in the same tactics, despite losses. We have to remember they have FTL travel and they're successfully kicking our butts. We may have gotten their attention and we must safeguard our technology.]"

"[Master, don't forget they reacted to our missiles by splitting their fleets into subfleets and varied their speed and dimensions differently to reduce the losses from our missiles.]"

"[Of course, you're right, and we added dimension sensors to our missiles to compensate. How is your investigation going?]"

"[I'm still gathering data, but I have a sense of deja vu.]"

He paused then switched to words, "Have an AI help you. You are smarter but can only do one main thought at a time. The AI's are tireless and they are networked so you can have many minds sorting through images looking for matches. That's one thing they do excellently."

He was right. They could help me. "Yes, Sir."

I used my implant to call AL. "Al, I'm sending you some recordings of the Rill. See if you can find anything similar in our history."

"Yes, Jalen. Do you wish to be notified when I have a close match or when I'm done?"

"Ninety five percent match, please."

"All right."


Chapter 5 :  Swarm Logic

I went back to reviewing the encounters. In every one, the Rill lost many ships, but after stopping for a while, they resumed their march. Their attacks on civilizations were nearly identical. They overwhelmed the defenders, if any, then struck every square inch of the planet's surface with energy blasts, turning it into  a lifeless cinder. A few ships landed on every giant planet in the system, if any and the fleet departed for another system within hours of burning the planet(s).

I had looked at so many Rill fleets, and they moved so similarly, I was beginning to think of them as separate instantiations of the same fleet. I called up recordings of Terran fleets at the same encounters and they were all similar, too. But different from the Rill. The Rill ships, flowed like eddies in a river where our ships moved in lockstep. The smaller ships moved like minnows around the capitol ships in tiny swirling clusters but the capitol ships moved as a unit, left, right, speed up, slow down. Central control at work in a well trained fleet.

The Rill fleets seemed like every ship moved independently, but coordinated with its neighbors, like they were all watching those closest to them determining the best way to stay with the group. But why would a small group decide to vary from the overall fleet around them? And if the fleet knew where it was going, why would some ships change course. Did they disagree with their leaders, or did they have new information? In some ways it seemed like they were disorganized at an individual level.

Al came back and said, "Jalen, I have found a match," and he sent me a recording. Tiny yellow insects flying over a green field, seen from above. "What are they?"

"Honeybees from Earth."

That was where my sense of deja vu came from. I must have seen a recording. There was nothing like this on Asgard where I grew up. I watched them and they did behave similarly to the Rill. "How do they coordinate their movements?"

"Its called swarm intelligence. Humans don't seem to have evolved a natural ability to form a swarm. Numerous insects and animals on Earth and other planets evolved  tight feedback loops that enable them to make better group decisions than individual members can. Fish detect tremors in the water, bees like these use high speed air vibrations, birds detect motions of the other birds in a flock. Humans evolved higher individual intelligence and gave up better senses. Now you've compensated with technology."

"The Rill fleets behave like live creatures. Could that be the case?"

"Insufficient data, but a possibility. No one has ever seen or communicated with a Rill, even the Moraii. Missions to their planets have never returned. Their ships explode with great violence when damaged, so their remains, if any, have never been examined."

"You mentioned 'Tight feedback loops.' How far apart are the Rill ships in a fleet and what is their reaction time to respond to motions of neighboring ships?"

"I'll check, Jalen. It may take a minute or so."

"OK. Go."

"You are correct, Jalen. Their feedback loop exceeds lightspeed. They must be using subspace or gravity waves for their feedback loop."

"Doesn't sound like any life form I've heard of."

"The Rill aren't any life form we know."

"Right." I needed information we didn't have. "Master?"

He looked at me. "Yes?"

I took a breath, "Master, This is speculation based on a few facts, so please don't give it too much weight. Its possible that the Rill ships are alive. They exhibit swarm logic, a survival technique used by non-sentient creatures on Earth, at least, for groups of creatures to make better decisions than individuals can., Swarming depends on tight feedback loops. The Rill fleets exhibit similar behavior and their feedback loops are faster than light. Possibly gravity wave or subspace channels. If we can determine how the mechanism of the feedback, perhaps we can communicate with them. If not communication, perhaps we can interfere  with their communications."

"Interesting idea, Its worth looking into. Anything we can find out about them will be major, since we know so little. Hold on." I was instantly aroused as he slipped into my mind. It seemed a long moment as her read me. Still inside me he used his implant to open a subspace comm link to R&D HQ. When Dr. Giucheri came on the line, Master said, "Benito, I've had Jalen studying the Rill fleets and she's found some interesting information. The Rill fleets show swarm behavior, like schools of fish or honeybees. Swarm logic depends on a tight feedback loop. Her analysis shows the Rill feedback is FTL. As far as we know that means either subspace or gravity wave communications. It also may indicate the Rill ships are alive rather than constructs. If we can determine how they communicate maybe we can talk to them, or at least interfere with it. I think this could be important."

"Yes, Shan, I agree. Is Jalen on the line?"

"A mental link through me, you can't hear her. Would you like to have her get on her implant?"

"Not necessary. Jalen, if you ever get tired of Shan, you will always have a place in R&D. We could use your mind. I think your insight is terribly important. Thank you."

I was pleased beyond measure. I had served my Master well, it seemed. I looked at him. He smiled broadly and said, [I'm very impressed, Love. Come here.]" I went to him and he pulled me into his lap. I lay my head on his shoulder and felt loved.

I saw Alice turn and look at me, us. The look on her face was envy. She wanted to be where I nestled. I thought, maliciously, "Sorry slave, only room for one here. Go back to work and you'll get something later." I wanted all his attention now. I wouldn't mind if he shared later, but I was the one who'd earned this reward.

His touch made my arousal climb higher. He noticed and played with my swollen nipples. I gasped and moaned softly, suddenly in need. Much more of that and I would orgasm in his lap! I wanted him to take me, now.

Dr. Giucheri continued, "Shan, I'll have a detector for all FTL media ready in a day. A passive probe placed in front of a fleet, or did you have another way?"

We could run a manned ship through a fleet in a different dimension. We would only have microseconds of time as we passed through their fleet."

"The swarm logic only works if each individual can detect its neighbor's actions. If the range was too long, then their sensors would be overwhelmed with signals from further away. They must have something like a range gate to exclude spurious signals. Let's try both and see what we can find."

"OK. I'll have a couple of fast scouts stop at your HQ in two days. They'll wait until you install the equipment and give them the probes. They'll set the probes, pass through a fleet and recover the probes if they survive. Make sure the probes squawk their data to the ship as soon as they get anything."

"Two days! I told you they'll be ready in a day. Surely you think better of me than that."

"Now, now, Benito. You've always been better than your word with me. That's the fastest I can get a scout to you. They're all busy tracking the Rill now. They have to get into the Eta band even to reach you in two days. I've got to go reward Jalen now. Keep me updated, please."

"Of course, Shan. Be sure and reward Jalen well. She's earned it. 'Bye.

Master ended the call and asked, "[Ready for your reward, slave?]"

"[Yes, my Master. Spank my ass and fuck me hard, please.]"

"[Up, slave.]" I stood up into display pose. He opened up a three way link with Alice.

"[Alice, enough work. Help me reward Jalen for an excellent  piece of work. We're all going home for a break.]"

Alice and I followed our Master back to our quarters.

"Both of you strip, put your things away then use the bathroom. I want you both naked and clean inside and out when you return. You have twenty minutes. Go." While we were taking our clothes off he said, "Al, set a timer for twenty minutes."

Twenty minutes. We had to hurry. "Alice put your things away and go get the enema things ready." Once she was clear of the closet I put my things away and hurried after her. It was a good thing we had talked about this before and arranged things for minimum interference. We rushed through our ablutions and dabbed on perfume and makeup. We made it. The timer chime sounded just as we closed the bathroom door.

"Excellent girls. Jalen, Alice and I are going to reward you for your outstanding work today. Go stand on the bullseye. (Master had put a bullseye design in the center of the room, under the suspension cable.)

"Yes, Master." Oboy, I was going to be suspended somehow and made to orgasm. My usual reward and I loved it.

"Alice, put a spreader bar on her."

"Yes, Master."

He took me in his arms and kissed me, long and hard. I put my arms around his neck and returned the kiss, with interest. Alice waited for him to finish then pulled my legs apart and centered me on the bull's-eye. Master locked my bracelets behind me and lowered the cable. He clipped it onto the back ring of my collar and tightened it so I was held erect.

Next, Master held up a penis gag. It was large, soft rubber shaped like a penis. It ended in a huge ball with a strap through it. I had worn it before. It slid deep down my throat, like a real penis. In fact, it was an exact copy of Master's member with the addition of the mouth-filling ball on the end. When it was inserted and strapped tight, I wouldn't be able to make any sounds through my mouth. Master said, "Open wide."

I obeyed and felt the soft rubber enter me and slide down my throat. Finally the ball entered my mouth and I closed my jaw. My lips couldn't enclose it and I knew it looked like I had a normal ball gag in me, albeit a big one. I felt the strap cinched tight behind my head and I was mute. He wasn't done. He slipped a padded blindfold over my eyes and I was blind and mute. My belly trembled and my nipples stiffened into hard aches, betraying my rampant arousal.

I heard Alice say, "My, Jalen is a hot slave, Master."

"She is, and You will be too, Alice."

"You really think so, Master?"

"Are you accusing me of lying, slave?"

"Oh no, Master, I just have never been so quick."

"You've never been a slave before, either. Just wait. Caress her, show her what a good girl she's been."

"Yes, Master, with pleasure."

Jalen screamed into her gag, fighting her bondage, her back arching to lift her loins as warm fingers invaded her moist sex and caressed the fleshy button of her clitoris, triggering an instant climax.

Dismayed by her instant surrender when she had wanted a slow, delicious, erotic, intensifying of her arousal leading to her inevitable submission to her Master. Jalen was appalled by the impact of Alice's ruthless fingers as she spasmed helplessly and her love juices flooded into her sex, she moaned in humiliation, ashamed of her slave heat.

Alice whispered in my ear, "That's one, slave. Let's try for two."

I fought my bonds, instinctively, reflexively, but they were far too strong. All I accomplished was to rotate in place a few degrees.

"You can't escape me, slave," Alice whispered in my ear. Then her soft lips delicately kissed the erect, ringed, nipple of my left breast, then opened to suck my swollen, heated flesh into her warm, wet mouth.

It was a superbly electrifying sensation and Jalen shuddered with excitement. Muffled moans leaked out her flaring nostrils, past the huge, gold ring, and she arched her back, thrusting her breasts forward, offering them helplessly, hopefully to her tormentor.

Alice's tongue flicked at the stone hard bud, making her ring sway and pull as Jalen gasped and panted around her gag, her body trembling with the strength of her need. Then the newly enslaved girl closed her teeth on her Mistress' nipple, just in front of the thick, gold ring and gave a gentle nip.

The tiny spark of pain drove Jalen squealing into her second climax. Scalding hot juices flooded her spasming belly, making her breast tremble against her tormentor's lips as she surrendered to the sexual ecstasy inflicted on her.

Alice raised her lips from Jalen's trembling body and whispered in her ear, "That's two, darling and we've just begun. You were a very good girl. Master wants you very well rewarded."

Jalen wanted her orgasms to go on and on, but feared she wouldn't survive many more such powerful orgasms. Without warning, she felt the special arousal that meant he had entered her mind and it almost drove her into another climax. Then he put her in rapport with Alice and she felt Alice's sexual passion from tormenting her, too.

I was pleasantly surprised by Alice's feelings. She had enjoyed giving me pleasure and only hoped that someday she would earn similar treatment. She also received much pleasure from making me surrender. She could be a dominant if not for the MaleDom bug. Of course She could dominate another woman only if her Master permitted it, like now. It was likely no woman could ever be a true  dominant again unless her Master permitted it.

Master said,"[You get a break, Love. I'm going to play with Alice for a little while. Love her. Feel happy that your sister slave is receiving love. Be glad she is serving me. Relax and enjoy your rest.]"

I could refuse Master nothing. I was happy for Alice and pleased she was serving Master. He left us in rapport and I felt him throw Alice on her back on the bed and spread her legs. She was so glad he was having her, and I was glad too.

The vicarious sex was almost as stimulating as real sex. I felt ghostly fingers rub my sex when she felt real ones and when she opened her eyes I saw Master's smiling face. My nipples stiffened when Master nibbled on hers. My belly trembled and spasmed when hers did. My love juices flowed into my sex as hers did. We climaxed in unison but when my muscles clamped down on him, there was nothing there. Rats.

When they recovered they returned to me. I felt her small hand placed flat on my stomach and slowly draw circles around my navel. I trembled as heat flared in my loins again. It radiated out through my whole body as her touch sensitized every nerve in my smooth skin.

Slowly, cruelly, she widened her circles and my need became urgent, growing stronger as her slender fingers ran over my breasts, across my trimmed bush, and across my engorged labia lips.

She didn't touch my hard nipples or dip into my moist sex.

It was a pleasurable, erotic torture as she played with me. Changing her path to keep me on the edge, gasping at every touch, moaning at none, she took full, thrillingly unfair advantage of my helplessness. I entered into the spirit of the deliciously erotic game and writhed sensuously in my bonds in an attempt to distract Alice and tempt her to use me as I longed to be.

Through her eyes I watched as she gazed at my provocative display of  shameless sexuality. Her excitement almost overcame her willpower, but she managed to harden herself and force herself to continue.

Completely aware of how close I had come to winning the battle of wills with Alice, I gasped and my need climbed higher as her hand stroked the inside of my thighs, high up, near to my sex, her touch sending more arousal into my trembling belly, but not enough to climax. Damn.

She could see my thoughts as clearly as I saw hers. She leaned close. I could feel her warm breath in my ear. She whispered, "Are you ready for a climax, Mistress?"

I was muted by my gag so I nodded my head.

I felt her fingers squeeze a nipple, just a little and a finger of her other hand feel inside my sex. "You're a hot slave, Mistress. Beg me nicely and I just may let you submit to me."

I knew nothing but need now. I whimpered through my nose and nodded vigorously, my cheeks reddening with humiliation as I was forced to beg for my own submission. I knew Alice could see I was desperate to submit to her.

Of course Alice knew, but she was enjoying the game and wasn't going to let Jalen off the hook so easily. She spoke to herself and I heard her clearly, "[Oh no, Mistress. No, No. Master has decreed a long arousal for you. You have to feel real need before you climax.  Yes, real need.]"

Jalen was shocked, unwilling to believe her Master was so cruel, but as the fingers resumed their relentless torment, she learned how wrong she was.  Pulses of slave heat scorched her trembling belly and her sex dripped love juice.

There was no longer any question of a contest between the two slaves. Jalen was beyond control, her body on fire with lust.  Squeals of helpless need leaked past her massive gag as she jumped and twisted to every caress and surrendered completely to the flaming passion that she knew marked her as a true submissive.

Alice's knew she had me. she could see my every response to her stimulus. Her hands continued caressing me. One hand played with my nipples and the other slid down and stimulated my sex. She  stroked my labia and I became even more aroused. I felt moisture under her fingers. She finally took pity on me and allowed her fingers to slide into my pulsing slit. When she squeezed my clit I gasped through my nose. It was so intense.. Where had she learned how to do that?

That was the last conscious thought I had for some time. Every muscle in my body slammed into a rigid spasm driven by an unbelievable bolt of arousal, then my orgasm boiled up with stunning power and a roiling fountain of hot love juices jetted into my spasming belly as I wailed in ecstatic submission. My hips bucked forward to impale my sex on her fingers.

She slid down my body, arms wrapped around my waist, pulling me to her. I shrieked even louder as I felt her mouth feast on my sex, then licking and sucking madly at the sensitive flesh of my labia and sex, my belly exploding in tremendous explosions as we pleasured each other.

I shuddered in continuous orgasm, my love juices flowing in silver streams over and around the lapping tongue that tortured me with unbearable rapture and gave me not a moment's respite from the ecstasy that promised to drive me insane.

I submitted freely, joyously to my Mistress, knowing I was now her slave as well as Master's. I wept into my blindfold, tears of joy, thanks, and submission

Without warning Master lowered the chain holding my hands over my head. He freed my hands then relocked them behind me and snapped the lift chain onto my wrists and lifted them high. I was forced to bend over so my body was parallel to the floor. He used a chain to fasten my collar to the ring in the center of the spreader bar. Another chain was used to fasten my collar to my wrists, forcing my head up. I was as helpless as I had ever been, completely unable to move and totally exposed. Slave heat roiled through my belly making me tremble.

His strong hands unbuckled my gag and gently pulled as I regurgitated the long soft, penis from my throat. Finally it was out and I worked my jaw, then whispered, "Thank you, Master."

"You were beautiful and lovely, Love. Would you like to thank Alice?"

"Oh Yes, Master, Please." I was still deep in Alice's mind. She was hot and wanted to climax. She was thrilled at Master's suggestion and moved close, closer, and rubbed her sex against my lips.

I wept hot tears of love and gratitude into my blindfold and licked the swollen folds of her labia, flicking over and around her protruding nub of her clitoris. I strained forward on my spread feet, pushing hard into her loins, thrusting my tongue between her lips and deep into the hot, wet recesses of her trembling sex as she moaned in ecstasy. Her moans grew shrill and loud as she neared climax. Her hands pulled my head tight into her loins as I licked and sucked deep inside her.  I shared her excitement and her scream of release triggered my own as we tumbled together into ecstasy She slid to the floor and held me close as we trembled against each other and recovered. She put her lips on mine and we shared her taste for a long moment.

Then Master removed my blindfold and the first thing I saw was Alice's angelic face, silvery juices staining her chin and glowing in the aftermath of her release. I could see my own face in her mind. Although I was helplessly bound and she was not, we had become equals, sisters in slavery emotionally, physically, and actually. I had always wanted a sister to talk with, to share and discover the world together. Now, I had one, one much closer than by mere birth.

Alice leaned close and said, "I love you Jalen. I'm so glad we're together."

"I love you , too, Alice. I'm glad Master had you make me submit."

"Me, too, Jalen. Do you think Master will let me keep you in bondage?"

"Why not. He does all the time, anyway. You can be the Mistress. I'm a much better sub then Dom, anyway."

Master said, "You're both better Subs than Doms. Jalen, you have more experience than Alice, so You're first girl and are responsible for training her until I relieve you of that duty. This session is your reward for doing good work. The fun so far has just been to warm you up for me."

He was going to take me. I didn't know if I could take it. I was already high as a kite. What would he do to me? What could I do? I was helpless, but I realized , wound as tight as I was, I desperately wanted him in me.

"Thank you, Master." Alice put her lips back on mine and kissed me. Master put his hands on my waist and held me steady as his member probed my hot, wet sex. Arousal sprouted again in me and reached for the sky as he slowly, easily slid into my hot, wet sex. Every nerve in my body radiated pleasure as the slippery friction of his entry filled me with ecstasy. Alice's tongue was in my mouth as the first spasm of a tremendous orgasm hit me like a lightening strike.

I squealed my surrender to my Master. His huge erect member filled me as the ecstasy flowed through me. He slid in and out, every stroke keeping me in a continuous orgasm, spasming around him, trying to pull him deeper. My scalding love juices flooded into my belly and dripped from my spread lips.

I felt him climax in me and he filled me with his hot spend, his penis spasming inside of me, mixing his seed with my juices. My body responded in kind in a stupendous orgasm, bigger than any before and everything went black. When I awoke, I was in Master's bed, my hands and legs free and I felt wonderful. Alice was sitting beside me and Master laying on my other side. 

"Thank you both for a wonderful time."

Alice smiled and said, "I had a good time too, Mistress."

Master said, "You deserved it Jalen. You have done excellent work, which may allow us to survive a little longer."

"I hope we do better than that, Master."


Chapter 6 :  Rill Coordination

Captain Sander Olefson said, incredulously, "So you want me to get in among a Rill fleet and fly with them to see if the new instruments can detect any FTL communication among them. I assume you believe Wraith will be safe doing this?"

Admiral Arens said, "I know it sounds risky, but you should be completely safe. You'll stay in Delta band at low thrust so you'll be many dimensions above them and they don't seem to use missiles, only energy weapons. While mdms can change the dimension of an energy weapon, the Rill have never sent anything above the beta band. In any case, you'll be cloaked so even if they can reach your dimension with an energy beam, it can't touch you.

"Sir, it sounds good, but we'll be so close that if they try something new, we'll have no time to react."

I understand, Captain, I wouldn't try if we didn't need the information badly. They outnumber us so much that our better technology hasn't been able to hurt them enough to even slow them down. We need to learn more about them, and quickly. Send back messenger drones at least every hour with the instrument's readings. You're the best ship for the job. If anyone can do this, its Wraith."

"Yes, Sir."

"One more thing. Fleet has been trying out Coalen trainers for our female sailors. So far they have a good record of increasing morale on our ships. I have a team for you. They may make the crew happier on this dangerous mission. Would you like them to train your women?"

"Train them in what, Admiral?"

"To be better, happier slaves, Captain. They can't avoid it and the training makes them more comfortable and proud of their new skills."

"I mean, specifically, Admiral. For example, the girls on Wraith are trying to learn to be ponygirls to add some teamwork and competition to their experiences, but all they have to train with is a few old novels."

"Yes, that is one of their training regimes. So you want them?"

"Yes, it will only help."

***

"Lieutenant, do you have our course laid in?

Yes sir. Rendezvous with Task Force R12 at 135.035, -43.56, vector 3582.5."

"Traffic Control, TFNS Wraith ready to depart. Request due North departure"

"TFNS Wraith, you are cleared to depart, Priority course due North is approved. Godspeed Wraith."

"Thank you Traffic. Wraith out."

"Lieutenant, release docking clamps. Maneuvering thrusters until we're one klick away from the dock."

Under Alana's skilled fingers, Wraith left the dock at a hundred meters per second and realigned to point toward galactic north at precisely one kilometer away from the dock. "Ready, Captain."

"Max military power, optimum translation gradient. Engage." To the casual observer, Wraith vanished in the blink of an eye, streaking to the top of the galactic whirl, when it was above the stars of the galaxy, it curved over to rip through interstellar space at the upper end of the eta band. Wraith would travel 50,000 light years in less than thirteen days, hitting a maximum velocity of just over 2000 lights. It could have made the trip in less than a day using a wormhole, but all ships were under strict orders to use wormholes only in case of severe emergency.

After her shift was over Alana had stripped and joined the first Coalen-led ponygirl class. Besides their collars, every woman now had gold rings piercing their nipples, ears, labia lips and noses. It was an unofficial standard for Wraith, decreed by all the men for their women once Captain Olafsen put them on Alana.  She stood in a line of ten naked women in the hangar deck of Wraith, sorted alphabetically by their last names. They were the first flight of ponygirl trainees for the Coalen team of five women and five men. The men stood in a widely spaced row in front of the Terran girls while the women knelt behind them.

One of the men spoke, his voice amplified and loud in the cavernous space, "Attention, your men have requested we train you to be ponygirls. We are Coalen and we do not coddle our women. You will obey our orders or learn how we discipline our females. against the wall behind you are bags of ponygirl gear. Your name is on one of these bags. The gear in it has been sized by your AI to fit you. Find your bag and don the gear. Make it tight. Go."

I turned and found my bag. I dumped the contents on the deck. I donned them from the bottom up: knee high leather boots with a slot for my ankle cuff ring to stick through went on first. Next the red metal stayed corset, tall enough to support my breasts. I fastened the front closure then reached behind me and tightened the lacing. I finished and pulled the laces tight and one of the Coalen women came up to me and said, "Must be tighter. I will help."

She stepped behind me and took hold of the laces, "Put your hands behind your neck." I obeyed and she tightened all the laces. and I felt it tighten around me. I could not help myself from moaning as my waist was crushed. The corset squeezed my breasts up and out of the tiny quarter cups. I whimpered and heard her voice speaking in a low, calm voice, " easy now girl. Almost done." I had a hard time catching my breath she made it so tight. She said , "Breathe with your diaphragm, lower it to inhale." At last, the compression stopped. I struggled to catch my breath while she tied everything off. I did and it was easier.

She cuffed my hands behind me, put leather straps  on my arms above the elbow, and pulled my elbows together until they touched and locked them there. That was uncomfortable. I tried to roll my shoulders to relieve some of the stress, but I couldn't move them. My arms were immobile. As I tried to adjust my arms to relieve the strain, she locked a short chain between my ankles. I looked down and saw it was a little over a foot long, much shorter than my normal stride.

She walked around me, inspecting my neatly packaged body. "You make a great looking filly Just a couple more things and you'll be ready for training. This is your tail." She held up a butt plug with a long hank of hair attached. It was about the same color as my hair. "We don't want you leaving droppings like a real pony so this little gem locks in place.   I have to remove it before you eliminate. You're clean now, but don't plan on crapping until we're done today. I watched her grease it then walk behind me. We had been instructed to eliminate and do an enema before coming to class. so I was still pretty well lubed and it slid in easily. She fiddled with it and I felt it swell up inside me. A lot. I started feeling full.

She pulled it a little bit up and down, making me feel the thing move inside. I was getting really wet. The tail had an upward arch, so that it was sticking out and up from  my anus. I wondered how it looked. Finally she locked my elbows to the corset then somehow fastened my wrists to the tail so my hands were on both sides of the tail. It must have looked like I was holding it in place. I wasn't sure I liked the image, but I couldn't change it.

She picked up the bridle with its gaudy red plume, and strapped it on my head. Its red plume danced over me. Then she picked up the bit, "Open your mouth, pretty pony." She held it up to show me. All shiny steel and red plastic.

I had to show her I was not entirely docile so I clamped my mouth shut.

She smiled at me and said, "Disobedient ponies get punished." She took something out of the bag hanging over her shoulder and showed it to me. It was a small clamp like people used to use to hold papers together.

Suddenly I was terrified. I knew she wasn't joking. I opened my mouth but she squeezed the handles and opened the clamp. I begged her, "Please, no. I'll be good. I'll obey you." She let the jaws close on my left nipple, just ahead of the ring. The pain was incredible. I would have grabbed my breast or collapsed, but I couldn't move. I screamed and begged her to take it off. After long moments I was just sobbing with the incredible pain. Only she could relieve me. And she wasn't doing anything. She just stood there and watched me. When I was sobbing quietly she asked, "What have you learned, pony?"

I sniffled and said, "I am under your total control and you will punish me if I don't obey you."

"True," she said, "and what are you?"

"I am a pony girl."

"Good, what else are you?"

"I am a slave, Mistress. I beg to obey you."

"Good answer. Open your mouth"

I opened my mouth and she inserted it. It had a serrated plate that rested on my tongue. A metal bar lay crosswise in my open mouth. It was covered with a hard plastic cylinder. Even if I bit hard on the plastic, the metal bar inside was free to rotate and press the plate on my tongue. She tightened the straps and the one under my jaw too, clamping my mouth shut on the plastic. She waggled the ends and I felt my head move with it. I was well bitted.

My nipple was burning under the vicious clamp. She took the clamp in her hand and looked me in the eye. She said, "Remember we always keep some of these handy for disobedient ponies. Will you obey without hesitation?"

I nodded my head several times.

"Good girl." She opened the clamp and put it back in her bag.

My poor nipple flared up in pain when she removed it. It throbbed with every beat of my heart. I wouldn't disobey again. I was broken now.

She clipped blinkers to each side of my bridle. Now I could only see what was directly in front of my head.

Finally she belled me. The bells had six inch chains with a spring clip on the end she hung on my nipple rings. She hung another on both of my labia rings. They were all heavy and jingled with every step. Even if I was very smooth and graceful, my lower bells would be jostled by my thighs and jingle loudly. I was grateful she didn't put one on my nose ring.

She clipped a leash on my nose ring. led me back into my original position as the line of now harnessed ponygirls reformed.

The leash foretold my future of total subjugation. My arms and my nipple hurt and I couldn't complain. Despite all these things, what I wanted most now in all the world was a mirror. Did I really look like those photos?

As I was waiting for the rest to get finished, an increasing feeling of deja vu crept over me. This was just like my dream in so many ways. My feelings of helpless submission were arousing me. I could feel my belly tickling, my nips getting that hard ache. I suppose I should feel anger and resentment for the way I was being treated, but I didn't. I guess I knew it all along but was afraid to face it. Pony play was only a way for me to get what I wanted deep inside. I wanted to be under total control. Have no choice, not even a voice. Pony play let me be the dumb animal I longed to be.

Females have always traded comfort for beauty. I guess this was like that. Everything I wore was uncomfortable. I had let them put it on me because I wanted to look like, no, to be, a ponygirl.

I heard one of the men in my mind, "[Display position. Do not move.]" I adjusted my stance to thrust my breasts out, spread my legs and held my head high, then I couldn't move a muscle. All of the Coalen gathered at the first girl and slowly moved up the line, examining each one of us. I heard murmurs, but couldn't make out any words.

My leash dangled from my nose ring. No one had to hold it . I couldn't move at all. I stood still while they examined my body. A man ran his hands over my breasts and flanks. I felt like merchandise. Two fierce, strong men with hard muscles feeling a totally defenseless, naked girl and commenting on my most intimate body details. I enjoyed their pleased comments and I most enjoyed their touch, but I was getting horny again. I trembled and had to shift my feet to not fall. The woman who outfitted me noticed and said, "Master, she needs to get warmed up before she orgasms from your examination."

I felt the rush of increased arousal as he entered my mind, then his command, "[Go with Alissa. Obey her..]" Then he said out loud, "Yes, she is in need. Take her."

"Yes, Master." She took my leash and led me away.

She led me to the end of the hangar. There was four contraption I didn't recognize. It looked like the top of an old-style helicopter from the pre-antigrav days. Four horizontal beams sticking out from a center post. She clicked a couple of lines from one of the beams to each side of my bit.  Then she removed the leash from my nose ring and dropped it in a pocket. I followed her with my eyes – curious as to what she was about to do. She walked to a cabinet on the closest wall and took something out a thin whip. Your ankles are hobbled and you will learn to walk in a high step using your hobble to guide you. Try to make the chain snap taut with every step. Listen to these instructions but don't start until I tell you. I want you to take a step forward with your left foot, by lifting your knee as high as the hobble allows. Then keep it taut and shove your foot as far forward as the hobble allows. Nod your head if you understand."

Seemed simple enough I wasn't too steady on these high heels yet, but I understood. I nodded my head.

"All right," she walked to my side and watched, "take a step."

I did just as she told me. Left foot high until the chain jerked me to a halt. Then I shoved my foot forward.  The hobble made it describe a perfect quarter circle until it touched the ground. I stood there looking straight ahead, my shoulders back to emphasize my boobs.

She said, "excellent, ponygirl. Now the right foot will be different because the chain is already taut. Your foot should make a perfect half circle. Focus on making the transition  smooth and graceful. Keep your body posture erect. Go."

I followed her instructions, but I wasn't able yet to keep all those instructions at once.

"Good job. Your body slumped a little during the step, but the step was perfect. Focus on getting the step right. When you have that down pat then we'll work on getting it all together."

She walked to the center pedestal of the machine and started it. The hum of a motor came and the arms started rotating. My reins went forward and I followed them like the good little pony I had become. She stood beside the center column of the machine and watched me. It was the perfect place for her to deliver a correction to me with her long whip. If she stood anywhere else I would be out of range or the whip blocked by the column for a moment.

Several times the machine was stopped and another girl added  or taken off. My trainer focused only on me.

My mind was flooded with new sensations as I started walking. I was trying to concentrate on my feet. But my feet hurt in the high heeled boots, my tail was bobbing around in my anus. Every ring and bell they put on me was demanding attention. My nipples were hard as rocks and ached. My pussy was dripping from my arousal. My breathing was constricted and labored. It was hot under the leather corset. I wanted to stop and be fucked, but no, I was being led in an endless circle by a machine tugging on my mouth. Every time I wavered it jammed the serrated plate onto my tongue.

I felt the first correction tap my ass gently. She said, "don't shorten your stride, pony."

She tapped the same spot every time she corrected me. She talked to me all the time. She told me of my errors when she corrected me. Between corrections she spoke calmly of my beautiful body , my long, wavy mane. How well I was doing. She told me my Master was training too. He was learning to drive a carriage and control a pony with just the reins and whip. None of her corrections were hard enough to burn but over time a residual sting grew. I got better with practice and even the high heels stopped bothering me. My mind was in neutral and I had found my rhythm. She let me go like this for a while without correction. Then said, "You've mastered the walk so now we'll work on your trot. Its exactly the same only twice as fast. Get ready, go."

The machine sped up and I had to start moving my feet faster. A longer stride was not an option. The change was harder than I would have thought. The speed didn't bother me yet, but the machine changed speeds slowly so for a minute or so the speed was changing. I caught up to the reins and suddenly I couldn't see them.

I, only then, realized I had been using them to time my steps. They were my speedometer. If they were both in my limited field of view, I was on course. If they were at the right angle, I was keeping up with the machine. When I passed them, I was lost. I slowed down and they reappeared but I was off course. My course and speed correction felt clumsy. I expected a whip correction. Instead I heard her say, "Its difficult changing speed while running in a tight circle. I won't correct a pony for that. Once you're stabilized its a much better learning situation." I loved her. Her calm manner and confidence had given me a feeling of safety. Like going to an experienced doctor. Now I knew she had an in-depth understanding of the difficulties of learning to be a ponygirl. I was in good hands.

Despite all my sensations, I got into a new rhythm for the trot. My breathing became more normal and I began to feel fairly comfortable. I used to jog every morning for three miles and I felt like this. Working but under my limits so I could last a while. I was sweating under the corset and could feel my pussy lubricating heavily. All the time the trainer was urging me on. She made suggestions and occasional corrections. I only felt the whip a few times. Without saying anything, she upped the speed several times until I was almost running.

I could only look straight ahead..

Then the trainer slowed me down to a walk. She changed speeds several times up and down, using the lower speeds to rest me.

I had time to think once I had found my rhythm. The same thought came to me at each opportunity: How good it felt to give up control. I felt like I had come home. I didn't want to have to decide anything. I wanted to float in this helpless bliss forever. The trainer, or Sander, or whatever man controlled me, should, of right, have total control over me

Finally she stopped me. I was sweating all over, and my breath was quick making my chest move up and down rapidly.

She took me off the machine and had me run in a circle around her. She held be by a leash to the side of my collar. I obeyed her commands and only felt her whip's sing twice.


Chapter 7 :  Unexpected

Finally she stopped. By now I was really short of breath, sweating, uncomfortable, and drooling down my chest. She comforted me and praised my performance, then lead me by my reins through a door.

"I have an enjoyable rest for you, Alana," she said as she led me over to two waiting Coalen girls. "Thirty minutes,", she said, "and put a clamp on her, my Master will come and get her after milking."

I didn't know what she meant. I was not producing any milk, and had never done so. What were they going to do? The girls led me into a small enclosure. This one had a low steel pipe scaffold in the middle. They led me towards it. One held on to my leash, pulling me forward.  The other followed me with his hands on my ass cheeks, not pushing, but feeling me. Quite nice. They guided me to the center of the structure. Then forward until my ankles were trapped in two U-shaped fixtures on a cross bar only inches off the floor. I felt them close around my ankles, trapping them. The one in front raised a bar until my thighs were resting against it. She pulled my leash down, and my torso followed until my shoulders rested on another cross bar. A short chain from the crossbar was clipped to my collar so I couldn't raise up. She dropped the leash then. She put a blindfold on me. My head was a little lower than my ass. I felt fingers remove the hobble chain from my ankles then put straps around my knees. She used these to pull my knees far apart and fasten them. Neither of them had spoken during all this, but now one of them said: ‘Milking time’.

I wriggled and confirmed I was securely fastened, again. I wasn't going to fight them. I was sure they weren't going to hurt me, but I was curious what they were going to do to me now. My blinkers were still in place. There was a wall in front of me. I couldn't turn my head and the structure blocked my view of anything but my toes. I felt them remove all the bells. My breasts were wiped with a damp cloth and a heavy leather or canvas bra was put around my chest. I tried looking down, but the pipes and my collar prevented it.

I heard a pump start and felt my breasts and tits being sucked into the cups of the bra. And then released in a slow rhythm – one breast at a time. I could feel my pussy starting to moisten and my tits getting increasingly sensitive. I closed my eyes, and relaxed into the pumping feeling. It was very tense and exciting. My legs started to shake and I developed goose pimples all over. My pussy was trembling and I was aroused, but I couldn't get close to an orgasm. I discovered if I shook my ass sideways, my tail's plug added much needed stimulation to my pussy. Again, I got closer to an orgasm, but not close enough. My breasts felt wonderful, but not enough.

Then, oh joy, I felt probing fingers at my pussy. They stroked down one lip then up the other. Yes. This was going to do it if only they kept going. I prayed they would keep it up just a little longer, but hey left me. My joy turned to ashes in that instant. They were just teasing me. I was so needy. I sobbed into my bit. wishing I could plead with him to continue. I struggled in my bonds, but I couldn't budge anything. I was helpless in my need. I moaned in loss. Then the fingers returned. They stroked me into fiery arousal and this time a cock entered my sopping pussy. I couldn't move a muscle. It was up to him. He thrust in easily and slowly withdrew, In and Out slow, languid. I needed him to speed up. I couldn't orgasm unless he moved faster. Oh how I wished I could speak, He couldn't see my face or my need. I was an immobile female form. My frustration knew no bounds. I whimpered, hoping he would understand.

Miracle of miracles. I think he understood. He sped up and my arousal flew to the very edge and blossomed into a stupendous orgasm. It was huge. Every muscle in my body spasmed in a paroxysm of joy. If he felt anything from my tight held body, it was my internal muscles contracting around him. Vainly trying to keep him in me. I couldn't tell if he felt anything because he kept pumping, instantly causing my arousal to grow. Meanwhile the machine kept on pumping my boobs, and how good that felt. I felt my arousal climbing high. All I could do was moan my pleasure. I hope he understood how happy I was to feel him in me. I had no idea who he was. I wished I could see him, kiss him, use my arms to love him properly. It came to me while he was pumping me up to an orgasm. Ponygirls do not make love. They are given orgasms when their owners think they deserve it, or for their own pleasure. I was good with that. I'm a ponygirl now, I think. I've been packaged as men want me, I'm helpless, and I've had the best orgasm of my life. My dream was true.

Then he came in me and his hot spend flowed through me. I climaxed again while his spend was fresh and our mixed fluids flowed down my legs. The wonderful machine kept pumping my breasts. Whoever he was, he withdrew from me, patted my ass and left without a word.

Twenty minutes later, they came back and stopped the machine. They took the bra off. My nipples were so sensitive I almost screamed at their gentle touch. I felt like any touch – however light and where ever applied – would make me come in a tremendous orgasm. My mind was filled with the tense excitement emanating from the two very hard spots on my chest. A sort of long purr crept from my throat and past my bit.

I heard them talking: "She’s in the frame after the next round?"

"Yes, the trainer says he will just warm her up first. He wants her to wear a clamp."

I wondered what they meant and tried to look up as one of them went to a table by the wall in front of me. She turned and had a small object in her hand. Fear struck me hard. It looked like the spring clamp the trainer had put on my nipple. But I hadn't done anything wrong. I shook my head, no. I wanted to plead but only a whimper came past my bit.

She pulled my shaking head up by one of my bit's rings and held the thing in front of my face so I could study it. It was about the same size as the hated clamp, but it was not that clamp. It was rubber coated and spring-loaded. When closed it formed a hollow cylinder. She said, "This clamp isn't for punishment. It will make you real horny. You'll like it."

At the same time I felt the other one, pulling my pussy open by the rings and inserting a finger. "She's really wet.  Bring the clamp."

The other gone went behind me. One held me open by the rings, the other one pushed the skin aside from my wet clit and clipped the clamp right on it. They let go and left me to feel the pressure of the clamp.

I did not know for how long I was left there, as the pain in my clit got worse and worse, but finally my trainer came in. She inspected me all over, including the clamp. She pulled on it which made me squeal. It hurt, dammit. She freed me from the structure and took me out for another run in the hangar.

She put me back on a machine with three other girls and made me do the same routine as before. It was uncomfortable to run with the clamp on and I could feel my juices flowing more freely than they had for a long time. The clamp was definitely working I decided.

Finally she had worked me up to the point of almost screaming to come, then she lead me back to the milking girls. The middle of the room had a similar pipe-bar contraption as in the milking stall. The girls quickly placed me in the same locked position as before. I relaxed and let them fasten me in position. I hoped they would free my hands so I could fondle myself into a slow, soft orgasm.

One of the girls said, "I want to see her face."

I felt head straps being put on, and tightened so that I had to look straight up at the wall. The flaps on the side of my head narrowed my view to just the two girls. Connie said, "Well. I see you have made her almost ready. I’ll do the rest."

She went to the table in front of me, and turned, putting on black rubber gloves. She smiled at me. "Now, my dear. Let’s get you ready." She put a blindfold on me.

She released my hands from the tail and released my elbows. I could feel my hands being lifted up.  My behind was exposed and ready. She messed around with the labia rings. Before I could think further about it, I felt myself being pulled open wide by the rings. It felt like small elastic cords pulling my labia rings wide open. I tried moving my ass a little, but just increased the pull. I had to stay very still. She removed the clamp. The sudden sensation of blood running to the spot, made me spasm and pull on my labia rings. I was trapped between wanting to shake my butt to get the tickling sensation out of my clit. And not pulling so hard on myself that my labia would hurt even more.

She put her rubber-gloved fingers inside me - probing. Then I heard her say, "My, my you are wet." Then left the room. I think. I couldn't see anything but the wall and table in front of my strapped down head. I couldn't hear anything.

Someone was going to fuck me. Maybe they'd whip me too. I had no say. I was surprised at how calm I was feeling. I was a natural submissive. I was used to receiving orders and punished if I was not pleasing. Here, everyone was nice but treated me as a dumb animal. Only now, did I comprehend the extent of humiliation and domination of a ponygirl. Helpless, immobile, positioned for fucking. Deprived of every right to my body, I was happy. I had dreamed of this since I was small.

He went fast all the way into me in one stroke. His hard balls slapped my ass. I was already a split second from coming as he started moving. The labia rings jolted when his body slammed into me. I tried to hold still to fight the pain, but I soon stopped trying. The string of incandescent orgasms was drowning out all other feelings.

I had stopped counting my orgasms. I felt him getting extra big and his member starting to jerk around inside me as the warm juices squirted from him. I had always loved a man’s cum and the feeling of somebody’s member slowly getting smaller and ‘fall’ out of me.

Slowly the orgasm faded and my body began hurting from the treatment.

Task Force R12, assigned to thin out Rill Fleet Number 12 was loafing along in the beta band, fifty light years ahead of the Rills. As usual, they were badly outnumbered. Rill Fleet 12 had slightly more than thirty million ships and Admiral Alexson had only a hundred ships. His were almost all much bigger than a Rill ship, but there were so many Rill. It had become a routine war.

Every week or so, supply ships would rendezvous with his ships, transfer a few thousand Shotgun missiles to his warships and return for more. His Captains would load the missiles into their launchers and, when all were ready, he'd move the fleet into firing position, out of detection range of the Rill, target the densest portion of the Rill and release the Captains to fire. His ship's AIs would coordinate the sequencing to punch a hole through the Rill fleet. They would take out many Rill, sometimes as many as a million, usually less.

Either the Rill were building more in flight or they were receiving reinforcements from home, because, no matter how many they destroyed, there were thirty million next time they closed and could get a good count. Second Fleet was whittling the reinforcements down, but they must not be finding all of them or there was another explanation. Half his officers thought the Rill ships were alive and breeding more as they flew. The other half thought the Rill had some form of cloaking device. TFR12 was reloaded and closing in on the Rill.

TFNS Wraith had joined up the day before and was assigned to closely spy on the Rill. They would fly a parallel course to TF R12, cloaked, and merge with the Rill after the missiles had flown. and hopefully, fly cloaked in among the Rill and detect any inter-ship transmissions. No one had every tried this before, but no one saw any problems with it either. Once the spy ships were cloaked, they were effectively out of phase with our universe and undetectable, or even if detected, unable to be affected by any weapons from our universe.

Admiral Alexson said, "Lieutenant, open a channel to Wraith."

"Open, sir."

"Captain Olefson, We're releasing our weapons in one minute, then going back to our station. Our missiles will be clear of the Rill in eleven minutes. Good luck. Will you join us when you're finished?"

"No Sir. Our orders are to return to base ASAP for analysis of our data."

"Good luck, Captain."

"Thank you Admiral. Clear ether."

The Lieutenant said, "They're gone, sir."

"Thank you , Lieutenant."

Captain Olefson watched the action in his 3D tank. As the missiles started chewing a hole in the swarm, he said, "Alana move us up beside the swarm then turn us to parallel their course."

"Aye, ... what?

Sander quickly looked back at the tank. The whole swarm was churning, Great masses were changing velocities. Whole clumps of hundreds of thousands of Rill were changing directions and speeds. They were ripping the swarm apart.

"Lieutenant, change course, stay outside the pieces of the swarm. We need to watch this. Open a channel to Admiral Alexson."

"Open, sir."

"Admiral, have you seen this reaction before?"

"No. This is new. Our BDA says our attack was much less effective than before, even with the missile's new seekers."

"No one ever said the Rill were dumb. They developed an effective counter to our missiles. But they reacted too quickly. They were moving before the missiles arrived. They must be able to detect the drive fields FTL."

"Obviously. We'll change tactics next time, maybe detonate the missiles earlier and just let them fly into the kinetic masses. That should make their danger harder to see."

"They'll expect that and make more frequent velocity changes. Tell base we need a better weapon."

"Yeah. They're tired of us complaining. Are you sticking to your plan?"

"Yes. Nothing has changed to affect our plan. Out."

"[Alana, Turn On.]"  "Scan, check every frequency and dimension around us. Let me know it there's anything out there."

"Aye, aye, sir."

After a tense moment, the Scan officer reported, "Sir, there is something. "

"What?"

"Not a return, but something is putting a flicker on the cloak scan. I've never seen anything like it. Maybe there's something there, but all I'm getting is maybe a hundred ghost returns, like they're phasing in and out too fast for the system to confirm them."

"Like something is entering and quickly dropping out of our cloaked universe?"

Alana spoke up, "Could something be passing through our cloak universe on their way somewhere else and we're just seeing their passage?"

Scan replied, "Either one of those, or something else. I can't tell."

"Captain," the XO said, "the shields are showing a small steady drain. Well below their design limits. They're still at max but something is causing a megawatt or so of continuous drain."

Sander thought a moment, "OK. We've never seen anything before that can affect us while cloaked. This is new. Also, no one else has been this close to a swarm while cloaked. Its likely the ghost detections and shield drain are caused by the Rill. This is the sort of data we were sent to find. Lieutenant, change our course away from the Rill at about two degrees. Everybody, record everything. Sensors, Scan, Nav, put your displays on Battle two.

The thee displays appeared side-by-side on the big 2D display. Everyone looked at the display every few seconds to keep track of the situation before turning back to their job. Captain Olefson and his Executive Officer kept their gazes on Battle Two. It was their job to be aware of the tactical situation and this was where everything important was happening.

As the Wraith pulled away from the swarm, the sensor ghosts and the power drain from the shield decreased. The AI reported, "Captain, the power drain is decreasing as the third power of the distance to the center of the swarm. It will be at zero in five seconds."

"AL, using this data, how long can we fly at the center of  the swarm before the shields are drained?"

"No more than one hour, Captain."

"Is it possible the fly in the swarm and retain our shields?"

"There is not enough data to be certain, but it is likely we could remain a third of the way into the swarm and retain full shields."

"Does anyone see a danger if we stay cloaked and move into the swarm?"

No one spoke. "I don't either and its what we were sent to do. Lieutenant, change course to close on the swarm until we're just inside it and then fly with them. Stay in the Eta band."

"Aye, aye, sir."

Admiral Arens was In his quarters with his girls, just relaxing. Everyone was reading something on a viewer or their implants. Shan was sitting on a couch with a girl on either side of him, just touching each other and enjoying quiet companionship. Jalen and Alice were both wearing transparent harem pajamas, both pink. Shan was a bit of a hitory buff and was reading a history of world war II back on Terra. He was in the chapter on the submarine war in the Atlantic when he sat up straight.

Jalen and Alice both looked up at his sudden motion. Jalen asked, "Is something wrong, Master?"

"Yes. How do the Rill find their targets?"

"I don't know Master," said Jalen."

Alice said, "I don't know, either, Master. We were always sent to intercept a fleet by the Moraii, then we just track it."

"Correct. But how do the Rill know where to go next. We've never seen a fleet searching. They always go directly to an inhabited system. Either they have already mapped the galaxy or they have scouts out looking for targets. Maybe something else, but somehow they're getting good intelligence. [Girls, Turn On]." Both women got a serious smile on their faces. They loved the arousal when he entered their minds, but it was time to think.

After a moment, Jalen said, "In many swarms, the swarm follows some trace a scout leaves behind. In ants, scouts  look for food and return to the hive. They leave a pheromone trail behind them. More ants follow the trail and return with food. soon the trail is so strong, all of the ants follow it."

"That could be. Wraith is scouting a Rill fleet now to see if there is some sort of communication going on inside it to explain their swarm behavior."

"Alice, get me a channel to Admiral Reale."

Alice went to his desk and got a faraway look as she used her implant to set up the link. "Open, Shan."

"San, this is Shan Arens. Got a minute?"

"Of course. How are Jalen and Alice?"

"Great. Girls, say hello."

Alice said, "Hello Admiral, this is Alice. How's Miranda?"

"Great she's in a yoga class now or I'd have her say hello. I'll tell her you called."

"Thank you Admiral."

Jalen spoke up, "Hi Santiago, this is Jalen. I'm sorry we missed Miranda."

"She'll be sorry too. Next time. What's up Shan?"

"We're picking off millions of Rill reinforcements, but the reports say we're not diminishing their fleets appreciably so I had another idea. I haven't heard anything about how they're finding their next targets. Its possible they have scouts out ahead of their fleets. The research Wraith is doing now may find a new comm method for them which could be how the scouts communicate with the swarm. Don't know yet. Anyway, I want to set up a hunter/killer net to see if we can cut their intelligence down. It doesn't matter how they're communicating. If there are scouts, we need to shut them down. It should slow their advance and give us more time to find a real weapon."

"Some of the intentions guys were kicking that idea around a while ago. If I recall correctly, they decided the interdiction idea was more promising."

"I thought so too, but for reasons we don't know, its not reducing their fleets. I think we should keep intercepting them to keep the fleets from getting any bigger, but we need more to slow them down. What about trying it for one fleet. Get ahead of them and look for scouts?"

"OK. I'll give it a try. There's a new batch of Sentinel ships that just finished training and are ready to deploy. I'll send them along with a task force to look in front of a fleet's advance. I'll give them the job to develop tactics and doctrine for locating and eliminating scouts. I'll leave it up to ops to choose a deployment area."

"That should work, San. Let me know how it works, please?"

"First thing. Shan. Anything else?"

"No, sir. Thanks for listening. Arens out."

"Entering the swarm in ten seconds, Captain."

"Shields?"

"Nominal."

"Scan?"

"Getting continual ghosts. They're getting stronger."

"Entering the swarm."

"Shields still nominal."

"Continual ghosting."

"Engineering, what's causing the scanner ghosts?"

Commander Sam Marsden, the Chief Engineer, replied, "Captain, I've been watching the data feed and it appears the images are not ghosts, but dimensional flux from something, presumably Rill related, passing through our cloaking universe at lightspeed. Its unclear whether the they're material or energy forms."

"Could they represent a form of communication?"

"Yes, sir, they could be, but its a lot of chatter if they each contain an appreciable quantity of information. As I understand the swarm theory, each member senses something simple, like 'I'm here' from the other swarm members and reacts to them. This could be like that."

"Could we copy the ghosts?"

"We don't know how the information is encoded, but we could jam the signals, for sure."

"Can you do it with the equipment we have on board?"

"If I'm right, yes. It'll take me an hour to rig something from spare cloaking and MDM parts. It'll only be gibberish, but these signals are none too strong, So it'll mask them."

"All right. Build us one. We'll stay in formation with the swarm while you get ready. Lieutenant hold your course. Match the swarm if it changes."

"Aye, aye, Sir."

The bridge was silent as everyone watched their instruments, ready to alert the others if anything changed. Time passed very slowly. Sander had to fight back the urge to call Engineering every minute to check on status.

Finally, almost to the minute, "Ready, Captain. It'll only be white noise, but it willl be very loud to the Rill."

"Turn it on, Commander."

"Aye, aye, Captain. Its on now."

Every eye was on the display and the blue dot of Wraith among the red dots of the Rill fleet. The display changed and yellow concentric rings appeared, flowing out from the blue dot. As the circles passed the red dots they lost all cohesion and flung themselves away from each other, changing from a swirling swarm of countless Rill into an explosion of Rill, running away from every other dot. A moment of stunned silence passed as everyone tried to comprehend what was happening.

A mighty shout of glee erupted on the bridge as everyone cheered the disintegrating swarm. It went on and on as the entire swarm dissolved and each Rill flew away from its companions. Everyone was laughing and pounding their neighbors backs or kissing each other in joy. After years of fear and helplessness before the vast swarms of Rill, suddenly there was hope.

No one heard a plaintive voice from the intercom, "Well, Captain, what happened?"

The End


War #5+

1.   

2.  Sensor added to missiles, effective on all fleets a couple of times. Kill a few million more Rill. Arens sends Jalen to a Coalen slave training class. It lasts two months so his friend loans Arens one of his girls until Jalen returns.

3.  Rill change tactics,   fleets break into subfleets that change speeds and spread out, moving in seemingly random paths, so the parts shift speeds to arrive at the target at the same time. But shotguns with sensors still effective. Jalen returns and is more docile, more obedient, more graceful, more precise in her poses, and has been branded with Arens' name.

4.  Arens wonders how the Rill know where likely targets are. Jalen deduces the Rill have scouts running ahead of the fleet locating targets. Arens sends ships to search possible targets using wormholes for rapid movement. Arens is asked to judge a coffle dance competition on Wraith when it rejoins the fleet to be fitted with new sensors. Jalen wants to start classes on Mars and Arens agrees. Their AIs exchange data and Arens lets Jalen set it up. Jalen wants all the women on Mars put in chains like hers so they can all practice with the same restraints. Again Arens agrees and requires all women to be naked and ankle chained on duty.

5.  Energy weapons are short range, missiles much longer, Rill use only energy weapons. We can kill them at long range, but there are more Rill than missiles. R&D finds a way to synchronize wormholes with energy weapons so a graser equipped with a synch unit and wormhole set , can open a wormhole to a Rill target fire an energy bolt and close the hole as soon as the bolt leaves. The graser can fire as often as it wants, pick off one Rill, retarget and fire again without the Rill having a chance to return fire through the wormhole , while we are still far away. Both ships have to be in he same dimension, and the Graser bolt can't change dimensions like a missile.

6.  The new weapon starts whittling down the Rill fleets, too slowly, but the Rill are much slower, they don't go above the Beta band. It becomes a race between the dwindling Rill fleets and the speed they can get to their target systems.

7.   

Meanwhile the phase Two planet busting attacks continue as the stealth ships continue to map the Rill-held planets and the Phase Two ships locate suitable attack planets. Wraith returns to Rill space to find more targets. Alana starts the rest of the women on Wraith in ponygirl training. All Terran women are now required to have their ankles chained and be naked. Their hands have to be secured when they aren't needed, so they're free while on duty.

Ponygirl
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