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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.

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.

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.

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

The Terrans, Coalen and K'iis fleets combine to try and slow the Rill drive as a stopgap while weapons and tactics capable of defeating the Rill swarms are sought. Two years of effort have not slowed or diminished the advancing swarms.

While trying to determine how the swarms communicate, it is discovered that the swarms can be disrupted and hope springs that this may be a way to slow their advance.

Women are learning to adapt to their new role. Greater dependence on men is balanced by greater respect and increased pleasure, still, it is a challenge to maintain pride alongside submission.

Independently, the enhanced females discoveries enable development of a way to harness the energy of a star into a vast laser. The beam is limited to light speed and the FTL swarms heave to be close enough to be unable to avoid it. For enemies capable of faster than light escape, the new weapon is hand-to-hand combat.

Admiral Arens tries to lure a Rill swarm into range of the prototype weapon.


Chapter 1

“OK, Alice, what do we know?”

“Sir, TFNS Wraith infiltrated a swarm and found unexpected activity. They were cloaked and shielded and experienced a drain of about a megawatt to their shields and a large number of “ghost” detections while in the swarm. This had not been seen before and they moved out of the swarm. They hypothesized the Rill were using the cloaked universe for communication. The data they recorded indicated they would be able to sustain full shields if they stayed away from the center.

They reentered the swarm after the Captain had engineering jury rig a jamming device from spare parts for the cloaking generator and MDM. When they turned it on the swarm fell apart. As far as they could see every Rill suddenly took off straight away from the center and the swarm dispersed. They watched for a few days. The swarm slowly reintegrated, mostly. They saw a few stragglers head back toward Rill space.  When the swarm was back together, it resumed its original course.”

“The Rill didn’t change anything? "Course, speed, dispersion?”

“No, sir. Captain Olefson reports they proceeded as if the dispersal was just a hiccup.”

“What are Wraith’s orders?” 

“They are to continue to shadow the swarm for another day then withdraw to a safe distance perpendicular to the swarm’s course to observe, leaving a few cloaked drones in the swarm. The Kids will attack the swarm thirty six hours from now. They are to observe the attack then return to base.”

“Did he send the design for his jammer?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. Send copies of the design and Wraith’s report to Fleet Engineering and Navy R&D. Ask them to investigate power modulation and tuning, and make us forty copies of the originals while they investigate its abilities. Then signal Wraith. Ask them to try using the jammer outside the swarm as well as inside. Determine if the effects vary with location or repetition. Send them a ‘Well done’ from me and ask Captain Olefson to have dinner with me when he returns. You, Jalen and I will host him and his friend. Also send a message to the Kids high command. Tell them what Wraith is doing and explain it may disrupt their schedule.”

“Aye, aye, sir.” Alice turned to her station.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               

Sr. Lt. Albee Tanibar was commander of Arrow and the senior officer of his squadron. Arrow was hanging motionless in interstellar space with nothing to do except wait for something to change. They had deployed their Snoopers and been watching them for six days now. Everyone on board joked about their "Stakeout." They all knew this mission was considered to be as important as patrolling the edge of Rill space but it was infinitely more boring.

The Sentinel ships were designed after the MaleDom bug had infected humanity. They had a crew of four, two men and two women. Sgt Mariel Spinoza was Lt. Tanibar's woman and Sgt. Linda Fellows was Lt. James Evans'.

Mariel had worn her collar, bracelets and anklets for almost two years now and was resigned to their feel. Used to having her ankles joined by a short chain, used to sleeping with her hands locked behind her, used to being the sex toy of Albee, and hopelessly addicted to the amazing orgasms he inflicted on her whenever he wanted.

Life on a small ship, even a small Navy ship, was more intimate, more predictable than on a big one. I was studying myself in the mirror, trying to decide on makeup for the day. My face still surprised me, even though the last biosculpt was a week ago. It had changed my complexion from English to Mediterranean. Master thought I should resemble my surname. With modern techniques, everyone was fit, robustly healthy and could live until accident or war claimed us. Now I was trying to decide what shades would best suit my darker complexion.

It was more complex before the Moraii and the MaleDom infection. Now every woman was the obedient property of a man.  The changes the bug made in us meant any man could read our thoughts and we were totally obedient to any mental order he sent us.  The only right we had left was to select which man we wanted to belong to. After that, he just had to order us to be happy and we were. I still thought it unfair, but denying the facts was a waste of time, besides, I was happy.

Every woman I asked said she was thrilled with the change and happy. How could we know? If our man told us we were happy, we were. We were all easy lays now and the sex was so much better than before. I was used to lots of climaxes every day where I only got one a week, if I was lucky, before the bug. One thing for sure, women were no longer depressed, pushy, or bored. The bug gave women one more thing. If a man ordered us to, we became able to use almost all of our mental capacity. All women had two speeds now, normal, like before, and fast, when we became, in effect, geniuses, able to read, analyze, deduce better than the best AI or man. We were now valued for our intellect, and still obedient. Strange.

I was used to seeing Linda and other women as sex dolls, but it was always a little shocking when I saw my own face. My eyes always widened when I saw my nose ring. I knew the collar was necessary to show other men I was already paired with a man. It was understood by everyone that a woman without a collar wanted to be taken by every man. She was a slut, plain and simple. But I think the nose rings were just because the men liked to flaunt their power. Master said he just liked the way it looked. I suspect he liked that it showed everyone the power he had over me. It was rare to see a collared woman that wasn't ringed.

I asked Arrow, our AI, "Arrow, What would be a good color of eye shadow and lip gloss for me?" 

"With your light olive skin, I would suggest a royal blue eye shadow to make your eyes gleam. A berry-toned lip gloss will add extra warmth to your complexion."

"Thank you, Arrow."

It was right and both those suggestions worked well with my gold collar and nose ring. I used the same gloss on my nipples and dabbed some perfume between my breasts, in my armpits, and on my labia. One never knew when it would be appreciated.  I stood up and felt the instant thrill as the rings moved in my flesh.

Master allowed me to wear a tiny skirt and a tiny bolero jacket that didn't even cover my nipples. He said he liked me to be always available. Boy was I. I looked at myself in the mirror. Any man would be glad to have me. I added some moderate heels and I was ready to go to work. I went into the main room and found Master standing by the table reading something on a tablet. I said, "I'm ready, Master."

He looked at me and whistled, "You are stunning, Mariel."

I blushed at his compliment and swayed over to him with my sexiest strut. I put my arms around his neck and kissed him as passionately as I could. He responded in kind, put his arms around my body and pulled me tight.

I snuggled in his arms and purred into his chest, hoping for a bit of passion to start the day.

Arrow’s voice said, “Detection on drone C-6.” I would have to wait.

Master stiffened and said, “Arrow, all hands to their stations. Send a report to mother.”

The alarm’s piercing shriek sounded and Master released me. I followed him to the bridge and went to my station – communications.

TFNS Arrow was responsible for watching four star systems arranged in a rough tetrahedron roughly eight light years apart. Both our “A” and “C” systems had both a gas giant planet and a liquid water zone planet, perfect for a Rill target system. “B” only had giant planets. The four systems were twenty light years beyond a Rill fleet's latest target. HQ thought these might be likely future targets. Arrow's job was to find any Rill scouts that might visit its systems.

Arrow had deployed a dozen Snooper drones in each system and was watching for one of them to see a Rill. The Snoopers were brand new and amazingly tiny, less than a foot across. The Moraii had provided the Alliance races with sophisticated technology permitting extreme miniaturization. Engineers now were able to make true nanotechnology machines with atomic-level feature sizes. Our “A” drones were deployed in the first system we visited, “B” in the next, and so on. Arrow was almost six light years from our “A” system.

Arrow's squadron of three Sentinels were deployed with nine other Sentinel squadrons, a mother ship, a dozen cruisers and a battleship in a catcher's mitt centered on Rill fleet 6's current course. Their job was not to destroy the scouts, yet, but to determine operating patterns, if possible.

I had a message from Mother on my screen when I sat down. It was encrypted in “Commanding Officer’s code.”

“Captain,” I said, “Message from Mother. C.O. code. On your screen now.”  I pressed the button to forward it.

Captain Tanibar read, “Commanding Officer Arrow. Identify detected ship as soon as possible. Do not approach closer than necessary to ID. TFNS Madrid (a heavy cruiser, massing almost two million tons)  en route to rendezvous with you in System 96-3794 (System C)  ETA forty three hours.” He said, “Sgt., acknowledge message.”

“Aye, aye, Sir.”

“Arrow set a course to system C. drop into normal space five AUs from the star. Shields up and stealth mode when we are one light year from our destination.”

”Course set, sir.”

“Execute.”

I couldn’t feel any change, but saw the view outside change and heard the background hum deepen and grow louder as titanic energies  flung us at the stars and fought to protect us from them.

”Stand down from General Quarters.”

Four hours later I was dusting the dining room with Linda standing behind me looking for any justification to add another stripe to the collection covering my ass. I had goofed and messed up a log entry. Master had put Linda in charge of my punishment. I was her slave for the next ship's day. It was the usual punishment for an infraction. The men knew we enjoyed being in charge of each other and it was obvious they did too.

Arrow's AI maintained all the ship's systems and its remotes kept it spotless. Nevertheless, the men insisted we help with cleaning, just to maintain our proper state of mind. Usually Linda and I both spent an hour a day in skimpy maid's uniforms scrubbing the floors, dusting the fittings and sweeping up imaginary dust. Today, Linda wore the maid’s uniform and Mariel was naked. Linda had put a long spreader bar between Mariel’s ankles and locked a short chain to the back of Mariel’s collar. Linda gave precise orders for what to dust next and enjoyed watching Mariel struggle from one spot to another. She cropped the hobbled girl for every hesitation.

"Ouch. You don't need to hit me so hard, Mistress. You know I've been ordered to obey you, and the men aren't even here."

"No complaining, slave. Every compartment has cameras, so they might be watching us. It’s just a show, anyway. This tiny crop can't really hurt you. Put on a good show and they might want to play with us. I know you'll have the crop sometime, anyway, so I won't be mean."

Mariel knew she was trying to hide the fact that Linda loved watching her jump when she was swatted. "Truth be known," she thought, "I like it too. It stings a little, but it makes me so hot inside. I wish she'd do more than just swat me." I said, slowly, "Mistress, there are other ways to encourage me..." 

“You’re right, slave. Put the duster down and your hands behind you.” I obeyed, instantly. It wasn’t my choice. Master had ordered me to obey her and my body did so without my mind having any ability to object or question. Such was the life of a modern woman.

She locked my cuffs together and kept her hand on them, controlling me even closer.

“Spread your legs and bend over.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I obeyed.

She lifted my hands high, forcing my head lower. A small, strong hand, fingers spread, landed gently on my bottom and began to draw small circles on my ass. I trembled to her touch, my already hot belly flared and I felt the heat traveling through my body as my sensitized flesh responded to her simple motions.

Slowly, cruelly, the circles grew wider and my breathing became ragged, punctuated by urgent gasps as my need grew. Her hand reached my back and slid up and around to my breast. She held my mammary in her hand, gently squeezing it and driving me wild with passion. I was so helpless and wanted nothing more than her to continue loving me to a slow, helpless climax.

Her hand roamed over my belly my waist, my hips and back to my bottom, sensitizing my skin. It was torture of the most pleasurable, erotic type. As my mistress played with me and took full advantage of my helpless obedience. I entered into the cruelly delicious game and writhed sensuously in her hands, trying to lure her to join me in pleasure.

Her hand stroked the inside of my spread thighs, close, so close to my dripping sex. I longed for her to touch me there and send me into heaven.

“Would you like me to give you a climax now slave?”

“Please, Mistress. Please give your slave a climax now.”

Linda took pity on her helpless slave and thrust her fingers into Mariel’s spread sex in almost a karate blow, stiff fingers spearing deep and thumb closing on her swollen clitoris, squeezing it hard.

Every muscle in Mariel’s body spasmed and locked rigid by an incredible bolt of arousal, followed by an orgasm of stupendous power and  squirting a stream of love juice down her love canal, past Linda’s stiff fingers. Mariel’s wail of joyful submission filled the room as her hips bucked around her Mistress’ hand.

Shocked by her instant capitulation when she had anticipated a deliciously slow build-up to her inevitable submission to her Mistress, Mariel was appalled by her ruthless handling. As she spasmed helplessly and love juices flowed into her belly, Mariel moaned in humiliation, knowing she had badly underestimated her Mistress’ cruelty.

Linda held Mariel’s hands high above her spasming body, relishing her total control, “She beautiful and helpless and mine for the day. I love watching her orgasm at my hand. Is this what my Master feels when he takes me? It could so easily be me helpless in the throes of a climax. It’s not bad to make a woman climax, I love it and so does Mariel, but it makes me feel so powerful, it’s almost as good as a climax. Is this what a woman’s life is supposed to be?  Well, it is, and I can’t change it, so I better get used to it.”

Linda watched Mariel’s intense spasms fade as she regained control. “You’re a randy bitch, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress, I am your randy bitch now. That was wonderful. May I service you now?”

We’ve just begun, Slave. Stand up.” Linda relaxed her hold on Mariel’s hands and watched her struggle up. She unlocked Mariel’s wrists and refastened them, one at a time to the chain dangling from the back of her collar. In seconds, Mariel’s wrists were pulled high on her back and her cuffs locked, just inches below her collar.

“Mistress, that’s too tight. It hurts.”

“You’ll get used to it. I’ve read that this was a very popular tie for ancient slave girls. Your tendons will stretch until you’re comfortable. With a few weeks of this tie the chain won’t be necessary. You’ll be flexible enough your cuffs can be locked directly to your collar. You’ll be a very helpless and tidy package. Won’t your Master be proud?”

“Yes, Mistress, Master will probably keep me like this quite often. I imagine your master will like it too?”

“Probably, but I still get to enjoy your helplessness for a while, so I’m not going to let that bother me. Let’s go somewhere cozier.”

She clipped a leash onto my nose ring and led me in my awkward waddle to the bed she shared with her master.  She pushed me down onto my back in the middle of the bed and strapped a gag and blindfold on me.

“I think ignorance and surprise enhance the experience.”

Mariel struggled ineffectually against her bonds and heard, “I’ve got you and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

That truth was enforced as soft lips caressed her right breast, kissing her nipple, making it swell. She could feel grow hard and lift the heavy ring off her breast.

It was a thrilling sensation and Mariel shuddered in pleasure, her whimpers muffled by the gag strapped in her mouth and her body straining upwards, offering her breasts to her mistress.

Linda’s tongue stroked the engorged nipple as it grew harder still, until Mariel panted and gasped and her body trembled at the strength of her need. Finally the dominant woman allowed her sharp teeth to close on the slave’s nipple with a gentle nip.

At the tiny flash of delicious pain, Mariel squealed in the throes of incredible passion and burst into her second climax. A flood of hot love juices flowed into her spasming belly, her breasts trembling against her mistress’ lips as she surrendered to the sexual passion imposed on her.

Linda lifted off her captive’s breast and whispered in her ear, “That’s two, slave. And I’ve just begun.”

Submerged in lust, her sex scorching with need, Mariel threw her head left, right, left, right as Linda whispered the terrible news as her bound body writhed as she tried to mitigate the sexual heat filling her.

Linda rose and stood over her captive, watching the tremors that rippled through her sweaty, silver streaked body as her climax slowly waned. She’ll be ready for a third climax in a few minutes, she decided.

The sight of the helpless girl writhing in sexual pleasure was too much for Linda, slowly her fingers slid under her tiny skirt, shaking with her own sexual excitement. While she was waiting for Mariel to recover, there was no reason to deprive herself of a little pleasure and the view was highly stimulating. Her eyes fixed on Mariel, Linda slumped against the wall and clamped her mouth shut, holding her own gasps and moans inside as she climaxed to her fingers rapid rubbing of her sex.

Mariel didn’t know why her mistress stopped arousing her, she was simply grateful for the respite. She knew it was temporary and she would soon be forced to submit again, but even a short break was a welcome chance to recover and calm down.

Slowly coming down from her sexual frenzy, Mariel wondered, “Linda has never been so ruthless, so demanding before. Had she changed or have I. I don’t remember being so easy to force to a climax before. Am I becoming the sex toy my Master said he wanted? I love the feeling but to be so easy seems shameful. Maybe I am a slut. Even without a master’s order I climax at almost any touch on my erogenous zones.”

The multiple daily orgasms were making the girls addicted to them. Like any addict, their brains craved the chemical highs the endorphins caused and forced their minds to pursue their source. Like a lab rat, Mariel and Linda and, presumably, every human female, were being conditioned to instant responsiveness. Following a stimulus, like a touch or a slap, or a whip stroke, with a pleasure response, like a mind-blowing orgasm, was conditioning them to give the same response to the stimulus. Being forced to orgasm several times a day, was teaching their bodies to crave climaxes, like a drug addict needs a hit, without any mental command.

The men had decided to make use of our new mental abilities by giving us some alone time to work on higher-level issues. They didn’t explain what they wanted in any detail. Instead, they simply instructed us to understand the universe. Linda and I were sitting in the rec room, twenty feet apart, against opposite walls. Our collars were fastened to rings on the walls by five feet of chain. We had water and electronic slates and access to the AI and subspace communications. The Navy had set up information net for women to collaborate on ideas. It was obviously intended for us to help find a solution for the Rill problem, but we all knew much more was possible from the most powerful intelligence ever assembled. Jointly we were known as Oracle Literally, billions of minds were available, though rarely did we have more than a fraction on the net at any one time. Still, any question put out had many answers or approaches returned. A manifold AI acted as traffic cop on the net and eliminated answers off the topic or duplicate.

The ideas being discussed always generated more questions in my mind. Someone mentioned Dark Matter in an answer and my mind grabbed it as interesting. Dark Matter was an explanation why galaxies weren’t receding as fast as our theory of gravity led us to believe they should. Many scientists believed that great masses of invisible matter, were present, slowing the galaxies down. It was popular until FTL travel became possible and we could finally see that gravity behaved differently inside the gravity wells of stars than in open space. Once we had refined our understanding of gravity, interest waned and Dark Matter became of only historical interest.

Now, though, I wondered, why did gravity behave differently in a gravity well than outside? Did any other ‘Laws’ act differently in different regions? Were there any other regions of space that caused physical laws and constants to change? We knew how to create artificial gravity. Could we create regions of space with different values of space? We used higher dimensions for FTL travel. What would happen if we could change constants and laws in other dimensions? Black holes. Could we reverse a black hole, make anti-gravity strong enough to weaken a black hole?

I put a question on the net: “Mariel Tanibar on TFNS Arrow. Does anyone know why gravity behaves differently in a star’s gravity well?”

After a long moment the answer came back, “Benito Giucheri at Navy R&D. No, but we should find out. Mariel, Please investigate this question. I’ve attached some reference material you may find useful and I have a level 5 AI reviewing scientific reports and records for any instances of variation in gravity or any other assumed constants. Please contact me personally with any more questions or findings. I have sent a request to Fleet HQ for Arrow’s commander to give this assignment high priority. Thank you.”

Boy. They must be desperate for ideas. “Linda, you saw the question I put on the net?”

“Yes.”

“I got an answer. I’m sending it to you.” She accepted the note.

“My God, Mariel. He’s head of R&D. What do you think ‘High Priority’ means?”

“I don’t have a clue. I hope master is pleased. Meanwhile, you need to help me. Read these references When we’re done, let’s talk. I bet master will want us to make a plan.”

I had finished one paper and was into the second when I felt master enter my mind. My nipples hardened and my sex became moist.

“[Mariel, I just got an interesting message from HQ. Signed by Admiral Arens himself. What did you do?”

“[Master, I only asked a question, if anyone knew why gravity acted differently in a star’s gravity well. Dr. Giucheri himself answered ‘No’ and asked me to investigate why. I didn’t mean any trouble.]”

“[No trouble, I just got ordered to help you with your investigation consistent with our mission. Tell me what you need.]”

“[Master, This is a big job. Could you assign Linda to help and give me time on Arrow? I don’t know anything else yet. I will tell you when I get through some research I’m doing now. Linda is helping me.]”

“[OK. You’ve got it. We’ll talk later.]”


Chapter 2

Five people sat around a small table in the most secure conference room possessed by the Terran Government.. The President spoke first. There were no pleasantries. “All right Doctor, Admiral, you asked for this meeting. What do you want?”

Admiral Turner, Chief of Development, replied, “Mr. President, Dr. Giucheri came to me yesterday with a proposal for a weapon to stop the Rill. The reason for this meeting is to brief you on the device, tentatively named ‘Starburst’ and get your approval to proceed with development.”

“Development is your job, Admiral. Why ask me for permission?”

“His idea is, well, breathtaking is not too strong a word. Would you listen to his presentation before we discuss it?”

“Very well, go ahead, Doctor.”

Dr. Giucheri said, “Mr. President, no one but the five of us know about this concept. It is the brainchild of my assistants and I after studying the possibilities the Navy’s newly enhanced females have generated. This design is the result of two years of synthesizing the recent breakthroughs in understanding the laws of physics made by these women.”

President Santanni was quiet until the Doctor and his assistants had finished their presentation. “I see why you wanted permission to proceed. Can you really build it?”

“Yes, Mr. President, we can. Five separate breakthroughs were made by separate teams and all five have been tested in the laboratory. They are ready for development.”

“Can you keep the project secret with all of these teams working on it?”

“Sir, all five teams are independent. They have no contact and are all located on different planets. We have cover stories for each of the developments so only the command team will know the real purpose of their work.”

“And you only need one?”

“Yes, sir. There will be many copies of the cover story devices scattered over Terran Space, but nothing to tie them together. The actual device will be kept very secret.”

“How long?”

“Less than a year, sir.”

“God help us, but I don’t see any alternative. Permission is granted for Project Starburst. Keep me updated on progress.” He left the room.

Admiral Turner said, “You’re sure about all this, Benito?”

“The science is solid, Jon. So is most of the engineering. I need a couple more geniuses, but I have a line on them already, and if we can’t find them, we know how to create them. I’ll have a platform design in two weeks and we’ll test it in a month. We already have the generators and just need to scale them up. Comm needs the most development, but we’ve tested the theory. Now we need to do the work.”

***

I’m Amanda Barlow. I was born on Norden, a real backwater, not very warm, but with excellent minerals. My parents were miners. Mom programmed the mechs and Dad was a geologist. I was fourteen when the instructor mechs decided I was really good at math and science and put me in a research cycle. I still got the basic stuff all the other kids received, but I had two extra sessions a day that quickly became my favorite. I was nearly done with my advanced education when the news of the Rill and the Maledom bug arrived. Norden immediately put stringent quarantine precautions in place and was able to stave off the MaleDom bug after everyone else got it.

I was fascinated by it and half the time I wanted it. I dreamed of being super-intelligent and having wonderful sex. It was the favorite topic of conversation among my friends. Before it came along, my female friends talked about boys and getting off Norden. It immediately changed to wondering what it felt like to be a slave girl, and boys.  We all agreed good sex with a boy was what we wanted, but were afraid of having to obey them. The news that reached us was exciting and scary. Several of the girls, the more daring ones, started dressing like the women we saw on the news, but society soon put a stop to that. What would it be like to be a naked, collared woman in public? There was just enough exhibitionist in all of us to find it exciting.

First came the news of the Rill and the bug. It was far away and unreal. We didn’t see the implications of either. We watched it unfold, slowly at first, then with amazing speed. Humanity and all our new friends had gone from peace to war. Our whole society changed to support our military, yet, nothing we heard about seemed to make any difference. The Rill kept advancing across the galaxy. But our emphasis changed from peaceful growth and expanding possibilities, to uniting to fight the Rill. We all wanted our efforts directed to defeat this menace.

The bug, ah yes. I was enthralled by the bug. It seemed like a dream come true: really open communication with men, incredible sex, with only a minor drawback. I’d be very obedient, but I planned to be anyway. I wasn’t interested in being in charge.

But as the bug settled into society I watched the images of women on the other worlds. No one trusted them anymore. All the women in the news were enslaved. Their wrists and ankles were circled with metal bands they couldn’t remove. Their ankles were chained together so they could only walk slowly. Their hands were locked behind them in public. They wore scanty attire, if anything so nothing could be concealed on their bodies. All wore collars with inscriptions showing their owners. Men put leashes on their collars and led them like animals, yet all the women seemed happy. Was it just the sex, or were they under orders? I didn’t want to be a happy slave, but what choice did I have?

I had finished my Doctorate in multi-dimensional mechanics when the offer came. I knew I’d have to leave Norden if I wanted to work in my chosen field and I also knew that meant I’d have to expect the bug to get me.

Doctor Alan Johanna came to my place dressed in current galactic style with the isolation field glowing faintly around him. He had a woman with him, obviously his woman. She wasn’t restrained but she wore a collar and bands on her limbs. She was dressed much like I was except for her quarantine field. There was a quarantine symbol on the surface of their fields in red and black. Her name was Shelby. She didn’t say much.

He was handsome and at least a head taller than me. He wanted me to join his research team. He said they were designing weapons to stop the Rill and they worked for the Navy. He wanted me to come to Corona with him. He described the fields of study the physics group was working on and the groundbreaking opportunity I would have. They had the best subspace theorists in the galaxy, he claimed, and I had studied some of the texts of the authors he named. He talked for an hour about the things they had done already and I really stopped listening to his words after a few minutes. He was gorgeous and manly, and I was half in love with him.

He stopped talking about science and asked me if I had any questions.

“Is Shelby your woman?”

“Yes, she is.”

“I’d like to talk to her alone.”

“OK, call when you’re done.” He stepped outside.

“Shelby, tell me about him.”

“I’ve been with him since before the bug. I asked him to take me and he agreed. We’ve been lovers for five years.”

“You seem happy. Are you really?”

“Yes, he’s a good man and a great lover. He helps me with my research and is very intelligent for a man.”

“If I go with you, will I become his property like you, and will you object?”

“It will mean some adjustment, but it will be easy if he wants you. One thing you will learn is that men and women never argue about personal issues any more. He always wins, but we girls learn how to prevent disagreements in the first place. It’s not unusual for me to ask him to order me to like something. When he does, all personal tensions and problems vanish. I’m pretty serene and happy with him. If he orders it, we’ll be like sisters.”

“I understand its woman’s choice to belong to a man. If I change my mind will he let me go?”

“Alan has integrity. He won’t keep you if you choose to leave, but I don’t expect it to happen. As far as I have heard, it’s never happened. The bug makes you happy.”

“Thank you, Shelby. I think it’s time to move on.” I opened the door and invited my new master back inside.

“Do you have room for a second woman, Alan?”

“You understand the MaleDom bug will change you when you leave Norden?”

“Of course, It’s all my friends and I talk about. I can’t stay here forever so I might as well get it over with. I hear most women like it most of the time, depending on their man.”

“And you think I would be a good man for you?”

“Yes. You’re intelligent, good looking, and a scientist. Shelby says you’re good to her. I know that I will become very compliant and try my best to be a perfect slave girl to you. I can only hope you’ll open my mind up to its full capacity and let me contribute to stop the Rill. You’re the best man I’ve ever seen to be my master.”

“You’re as much of a treasure as I had hoped, Amanda. Pack your things and I will take you as my woman.”

“What kind of clothing will I need on Corona?”

“It’s warmer than here. You can get whatever you need there.”

“I won’t need much when the bug finishes with me, will I?”

“Not if you want to fit in. And its true, the bug has pretty much ended our races traditional nudity taboo. Now you can dress for the climate.”

“And for men’s pleasure?”

“Of course, but it’s really always been that way, hasn’t it?”

I didn’t reply, but he was right. Like every grooming artifice and clothing choice, exercise program and food choice, girls lives were largely decided with the goal of pleasing men.

I was off-planet in three hours, tasting recycled ship air for the first time. All the women on the ship, and, I presume, all the men, were infected meaning I would start hearing Alan, my new master, in my head by the time we reached Corona. They went to my cabin with me and explained,” In a few days you will be on Corona and expected to follow the laws and customs there. It’s jus like you’ve seen on the news shows. You will be restrained in public and only allowed the scantiest of coverings. It’s best if you become accustomed to the new rules as soon as possible. Agreed?”

I was reluctant, but I knew what was coming, “I suppose I should get undressed?”

Shelby said only, “Yes.”  I stripped and lay my clothes on the bed.

She opened her case and took out my restraints. Bands for my wrists and ankles like hers. I held out my wrists and she closed the bands on them. “Lay back on the bed and raise your feet.”

I obeyed and felt the bands close on my ankles. They were joined by a little more than a foot of chain. “OK, sit up.” I obeyed and she fitted a collar around my neck. It closed with a tiny click. “these cam all be opened by our master, but not by us. Your collar is blank and will be engraved with your name when we land. Practice walking and learn to be graceful siting, standing, reclining and kneeling.”

Then they left me alone to contemplate my new condition. It was too late to turn back now, we were already in space.

It happened earlier than I expected. We were still ten hours from landing and I was scanning a new text on subspace theory incorporating the discoveries from several women authors, made when they were first put in an accelerated state by their masters.

Subspace was poorly understood and dangerous. We had found ways to send messages through it faster than light, much faster than the higher dimensions we used for travel. I also seemed likely the wormholes we had recently learned to use opened a path through subspace for us to jump from one part of the universe to another.  I understood we slipped partially into it to cloak our ships, but it all the ships that tried to travel in it never came back.  The ghosts one of our cloaked ships encountered when they entered a Rill Swarm suggests the Rill can enter fully into subspace and survive. I wanted to know its rules and parameters.. I was deep into the theory when I became deeply aroused, sexually. I let my hand fall to my sex and began rubbing the sensitive area.

I wanted to have intercourse badly. Then I heard Dr. Johansen in my mind, “You’re ready earlier than we thought. Come to my room.”

He had gotten us two cabins, expecting me to remain mentally unreachable until after we landed. I stood up and went to his cabin immediately, without a conscious thought. When Shelby opened the door for me my thoughts were whirling about from sex and obedience, to submission and independence.  I didn’t notice it then, but she was naked and had rings in her nipples and labia lips. My body had taken me to his room without conscious thought, without permission, from me. I just stared at him, too confused to speak. She stepped back and I went to him.

He took my hand and led me inside. He kissed me and it was like a floodgate opened. All my fears vanished and I was home. I could feel him. I was loved and cherished, all in an instant. Our kiss was ferocious and I found myself with my arms around him, feet off the floor, clinging to him like I would drown if I released my hold. He was my rock, my island of stability. He carried me into the bedroom and was tender as he loved me. I wasn’t experienced with sex and was surprised when Shelby joined us. I had never even thought about sex with another woman. There were too few opportunities in a mining colony even with eager boys. All the girls I knew had experimented and willingly lost their virginity as soon as they could, but none had formed close relationships. I was the first among my crowd to leave the planet, probably through fear of the bug.

We played in the bed for more than an hour then we all showered together. His room had an enormous shower. He told me later he had arranged for the Owner’s suite just so he could have this shower available for me. After we were all clean and dry Alan explained again that all females had to be restrained in public because she could do great damage if left free and controllable by distant men. The public thought criminals would use us for crimes or diversions and malcontents might suborn us for terrorist actions. He locked my hands behind me and we left the ship.

Alan and Shelby took me to a shop for women. My collar was removed and engraved, then replaced. The girl in the shop led us to a back room. The shop girl said, “I need her naked and her nipples erect.”

He had let me wear my own clothes. Now he said, “Amanda, remove your clothing.” I obeyed then he ordered me to my back on a padded table and ordered not to move.

He said, “Shelby,” and she moved b side me and started fondling my nipples. I strained but I couldn’t move a muscle. She was good. In moments my nipples were achingly hard.

The shop girl painted them with an orange liquid that smelled of cinnamon. I couldn’t move my head enough to see, but I felt the huge needle pierce them. They stung more than hurt.  I felt the rings inserted. I had seen pictures of women with ringed nipples. All them had large balls on the rings. I understood these unscrewed so the rings could be removed. I didn't think mine would be removable so easily. I imagined they were just large rings that made the same statement as my collar. This woman is property. I have placed these rings in her flesh because I like the way they make her look. I will use them to control her. She is my property. I hoped they would enhance my beauty, my desirability. If asked, I would have given consent to be pierced and ringed. My opinions were not ever going to be sought again. I had lost any right to my body. It was owned by Alan Johansen. I could only gasp and moan as my flesh was pierced. I heard the clicking as their internal locks engaged. Then each of my ears received their rings.

Outrage and pain colored the single scream I emitted as they pierced my clit hood.  It came through my gag as only a small squeal. The ring was heavy and seemed to rest directly on the sensitive nub of my clit. Later I would discover its secret. I only sobbed as they locked the ring within my secret place and my labia lips received their rings. Now it was time for my nose ring.

I watched and felt the cool liquid spread in both nostrils.  Something cold and large thrust into both nostrils. There was a sharp click and my face filled with pain. The pain was much stronger than the other piercings. It was sickening and I had no defense against it. I screamed without moving. The pain was sharp and pointed. It thrust up into my brain and made my ears hurt. I tried to shake my head but it wouldn't move at all. I felt the cold object removed from my nose but the pain didn't go away. Then I felt fingers doing something else in my nose.  Something narrower slipped into my nostrils.   I felt pressure squeezing my septum. There was a click and the thing left my nose, but I still felt the squeezing pressure.

I recognized what had been done to me.  They had made a large hole in my septum and then put a grommet in the hole to ensure it would never grow back, even if my ring were removed.  This made the ring they planned to put in my nose free to swing.  It also meant I could stand a stronger pull on my nose.  

I squealed into my gag and plead for master to not ring my nose. Of course he heard me, and ignored me. I understood my opinion and desires did not matter now. I felt arousal as he entered my brain, “You feel no pain and want to be ringed.”

She pushed one half ring through the grommet in my nose. I watched her easily close the ends and heard the locks. I knew I was ringed as a slave so everyone could see. I felt an unaccustomed weight on my lips and knew it would be the heaviest weight to bear. I felt drained and beyond caring. The shop girl played a portable heal ray over my piercings and they healed in seconds.

Master got me a tiny skirt and a string bikini top, all I needed in this heat, and all the law allowed, anyway.

Every woman we passed was wearing a short, short skirt and a string bikini top similar to mine. Of course they were all chained like me, like felons being transported by their male companions. Strangely I was happy and I didn’t see any women looking otherwise. We adapted quickly, indeed, to our complete loss of freedom. For me, at least, I was happy to be treated like all the other women. It was probably an artificial facade created by the men for us. A simple order to be happy and we were. I didn’t remember getting such an order, but it was so easy now for men. All he had to do was order me to happiness then to forget the order.

We only went a little ways when the air car he had called for landed beside us and flew us to the base. He took us through security and into the research building. He freed my hands and I covered my new clothes with a white lab coat, the unofficial uniform for researchers across the ages. It was light, airy, and sheer. Light filtered through its material freely. But it was the one worn by all the women I saw. Despite our intelligence and dedication to humanities’ cause, we weren’t trusted because we were so malleable, so compliant, and so obedient to every man.

***

Alice said, “Sir, We just received an update from Wraith. Do you want it on your screen?”

“Yes, please”

Shan read, “SECRET. TFNS Wraith to TFNS Mars, Attn: Admiral Arens.

Rill responsive only to a small range of subspace parameters. See attached list. Rill only responsive to signals from within the swarm. Their receivers are probably directional. Intensity and duration changes caused no observable reaction. Wraith separating from swarm per orders. Wraith ends.


Chapter  3

Shelby and I shared a lab and worked on understanding subspace. Our lab had a powerful AI and communications gear to let us communicate with the real lab, located ten light hours away in an asteroid belt and staffed by AI remotes. Every experiment was conducted remotely. A reasonable precaution since we knew it gobbled up ships tracelessly. Our job was to develop the theoretical underpinnings well enough to make its use a science rather than an art.. Our leaders wanted us to know the limits of wormholes and how the Rill could travel in subspace, or whatever else they were doing.

After a week of familiarization, Shelby took me to an exercise class. Before we left she handed me a bundle of cloth and strings., “Put it on.” I held the small, heavy garment in my hands, turning it over and over, wondering how I was supposed to wear it. It was completely strange. She smiled knowingly and took it from me, “I’ll help you then you can do mine.”

She stood in front of me and straightened out the ball of twisted laces then she reached around behind me and put it around my waist. “You put it around your waist then fasten these hooks to their loops.” There were ten sturdy hooks and matching loops which she engaged.

“Now pull it up so the cups support your breasts. Hold it higher than you need now. It’ll lower as I tighten it and you’ll be glad for the support in class.” I pulled it up enough I watched my breasts rise as I lifted it. She went behind me and started tightening the laces. When it was tight I released my hold on it. She surprised me by saying, “Good. Now stretch your arms high and reach for the ceiling. I obeyed and she tightened the laces more. I was having trouble catching my breath now it was so tight. I said, “That’s too tight. I can’t breathe.”

“It’s OK. Lower your arms and breathe by lowering your diaphragm, not by expanding your chest.” She was right. It was easier to breathe this way, but it felt strange. She put her corset around her waist and fastened its hooks, then she turned around, “Tighten my laces, will you?” I obliged and did my best to get them as tight as mine. She raised her arms after I tightened them and I re-tightened them and tied them off. She led me to a mirror and we looked at ourselves. It was a striking transformation. Our waists were much smaller and we looked wonderful.

“Why don’t we always wear these. They make us look more feminine?”

“Well, they are tight and more bother to put on than anything else.”

“But they make us look so much better.”

“For a long time, girls have wanted men to like us for our minds rather than our appearance. This goes against that.”

There were ten girls I had seen before at work standing in a circle around a young woman I didn't know. All of them wore the same cuffs, collars, and hobbles as Shelby and I.  But they all had wide dancing belts with chains of coins and diaphanous cloth hanging in wide colored strips, forming a long skirt with many slits for their legs.

There were two men dressed in black t-shirts and pants. They had whips hanging on their belts and both had a large phone or small tablet in their hands.

"These are your trainers and your dance instructor. Be sure and address them as Master and Mistress. Our skirts are over here.” She led me to a table and handed me one of the dancing skirts. “Put your skirt on, then get in line with the women."

Then I heard the instructor call out, "Attention girls.  I looked at her as did the others. She looked at me, "Hi, welcome, I'm Jill, What's your name?"

"Amanda, Mistress."

"Welcome. Watch me and repeat what I do." I faced her and tried to follow.

She led us through some tiny movements of her feet and arms, hands spread and tilted just so. She moved slowly so it wasn't hard. I guess the other girls had done this exercise before. They were smoother and faster than I was. I knew stripper routines so I was sure I'd catch up soon.

We did breast exercises next. Before we started she told us to wait. She went to the table and picked up something small and red. She came to me and held them up in front of me. "You need these." They were pasties with tassels attached. She pulled off the paper and folded the sticky side around my nipple rings.

I had noticed the other girls had the tassels dangling from their breasts, but didn't know where to get some. She had us move our breasts using only our chest muscles, something I had never done consciously before. It was very similar to learning to control my sphincter muscle. It took me a few minutes to learn to move my breasts at all. Jill had the other girls exercise without me while she used her hands to help me learn how. Once I got some contraction in the desired muscle she went to the next until I could get some control of each muscle. When I could get my tassels to swing a little in each direction, she left me to practice in front of a mirror while she went to work with the rest of the group.

She taught us to lift our breasts and shift them from side to side. We had to learn to twirl our nipple rings in a circle. The trainers clapped and cheered when one of the girls succeeded. Of course, these exercises caused all the slave girls to become aroused.

She worked with the rest of the group while I struggled with my heavy, stationary, breasts in front of the mirror. After a while, I was able to get the tassels to swing an inch or so. Not much, but I knew how to improve, now. She called us back together, told us to kneel, and announced a contest. The men would watch while each of us demonstrated our control of our breasts. The one they judged the best would receive a reward orgasm. There were wide grins from the girls. So, one at a time we were all invited to stand up and twirl our tassels. I was excused because I was new. I was interested to see how well the rest could manage.

It was, perhaps, the most excitingly submissive act I had ever seen. Ten topless, collared women trying to twirl their breasts in a circle at the command of two men. If I hadn't seen see the happy faces of these young women, I wouldn't have believed it. It was pure hedonistic exhibition. No worse than a wet t-shirt contest, I guess. but still.

The girls were relaxed and commented freely on each girl at her turn. Three of the girls were quite good and could make their tassels twirl immediately and fast. I don't know how the men judged them, but they announced that Sandy, a tall, buxom, blond was the winner.

One of them typed a few strokes on his tablet and Sandy exploded into her orgasm with a wild scream of ecstasy and rolled into a ball on the floor. We all clapped as she writhed in her pleasure. Finally she stopped and one of the men said, "Kneel, Sandy. Good work. "

She struggled back to her knees and said, "Thank you so much, Masters."

Jill let us rest a few minutes then got us up and working on some real dances. The dance room was lined with mirrors so the girls could see the instructor's actions. I enjoyed the dancing. I was surprised that my chains did not hinder me at all. Almost all the action was in my hips and torso. I learned that all the floor motion used tiny steps that didn't come close to my hobble's full length. I learned to control my hips, breasts, stomach and shoulders as much as I did my arms. I felt sensuous and attractive and in control as I learned how to dance. I cast furtive glances at the trainers as I moved. I noticed how they smiled at the girls in motion and watched as their cocks grew in their pants.

I loved performing in front of the trainers. I wanted them. I became very aroused as I danced for them. I imagined they were my Master and he was going to take me fully when the dance ended.

The dance class went on all morning. We put our dancing costumes, tassels too, back on the table, lined up and went to eat lunch. There was no sitting around a table and chatting while we ate. Discipline was important to the men with the whips. but I wish we could have talked. I had so many questions. We were fed lunch in bowls on the floor. We had to cross our hands behind us as we ate. I was used to Master feeding me my meals and this was much different. 

After lunch The entire class went into ponygirl training. We followed one of the men into an equipment room and I found every girl had an open cupboard with her name above it and her tack hanging inside. We all put on the pony boots, bridles and bits. The men came around and fastened our hands behind us then. They fastened my wrist cuffs together to the ring on the back of the belt that locked my corset in place. Then they strapped my elbows together, tight. My arms were welded together and immobile.

One of the men pushed a stainless steel serving cart into the room. It was loaded with lengths of light chain and locks. They lined us up in a single line and  locked a four foot length of chain between our collars so we were standing in a single linked line.

He said, "Ponygirls, pay attention. You're going to practice the high step. I know some of you haven't done this before so listen up. All of you try it as I speak. Lift your left leg until your ankle chain is tight. Step forward with that foot keeping the chain tight. Now do the same with your right foot. Good. Now walk slowly forward as I tell you. Left. Right. Left. Right. Stop." He walked to a girl behind me and said, "You didn't keep your chain tight." SWACK. I heard a squeal as she yelped around her bit.

They had us high step around the room in a circle as they watched us. They used their whip several times while we improved I got a swat, quite unfairly, I thought. When they hadn't had to correct anyone for a few minutes they stopped us. "Stop. OK. You're all doing well. Now I want you to jog in your circle with the high step. We'll be lenient for a little while. This will be harder. Go. Left, right, left, right." Now we were jogging with high steps and our chains seldom touched the floor. If your chain touched the floor, it made a clank and you got a stripe. I learned just how good an instructional device the whip was. They kept us at this jog from Hell for a long time. My legs were aching and we were all sweating when they finally let us stop.

The instructor said, "Good job girls. The high step will get easier and more natural with practice. Now we're going to strengthen your legs even more."

They led the coffle outside onto the track and locked one end to a post. The men walked away and we heard an engine start. They came back with an ATV pickup loaded with metal and concrete. They stopped on the track and unloaded a bunch of low trapezoid-shaped, metal trays or holders made of welded rods.  All of the trays had a six foot long steel cable attached to the pointed end and ending in a "Y" shaped end. They lined them up across the track, obviously one for each of the ponygirls and put a concrete block inside them. The assembly weighed maybe fifty pounds. One of them took the free end of the coffle and pulled us into a line across the track with the trays behind us. The two free ends of the "Y" were clipped onto either side of our belts. We were still in the coffle.

One of the men said, "This isn't a race. You're all going to stay in line across the track and high step around it, pulling your weight. If you get ahead, slow down. If you fall behind, we'll whip your asses, so don't. Stay in step. Start on your left foot. Go."

I started by raising my left foot, like all the girls. I had to lean forward in order to make the weight behind me move. It was hard going. The weight had a lot of resistance. I had to lean way forward to get it to move. Our line got ragged fast. I heard the trainer's whips and the resulting yelps. It was hard work and the track was very long., but I stayed ahead for a long time. I got very tired about halfway around and fell behind. The vicious little whip hit my ass two, three times before I caught up. Besides the weight, the high step was tiring., too. It was so unnatural, my muscles were all stretching and working in new ways. I was afraid I was going to fall behind and not be able to catch up when I heard, "Whoa ponies. Ten minute rest. Stay standing. Flex your legs. " They came around and shoved a water bottle with a long nipple screwed on into my mouth over the bit. I was very grateful for the water. We had been working hard for a long time and I was parched, largely due to being unable to close my mouth because of the bit.

Soon I heard, "Back to work, girls. Halfway there. Get ready. Left foot. Go."

I raised my left foot and leaned into the harness. We were off at our slow trudge. The whips didn't crack so much this time. I guess we were getting better. A long, long time later we had reached our starting point. "Whoa ponies. Excellent job."

We were released from the weights and taken back into the stables. The clock on the wall said we had only been pulling the weights for an hour. It seemed like all afternoon.

Another ten minute break and the men divided the coffle in half by unlocking the middle chain.  I was the second girl in my new, shorter coffle. Shelby was in the other one. One of the men started with the girl in front of me and clipped a rein to each side of her bit. He came to me and I saw that each leather rein was quite long and both had brass snaps spaced along it as far apart as our collars in the coffle. He snapped the second snap of each rein onto my bit and them went to the third girl, and so on. When he was done he said, "Girls, space yourselves as far apart as you can. If you get too close to the girl in front of you, you won't be able to feel the reins when I pull on them, then you will not do what they commanded and I'll whip you. For your own good, keep your coffle chains taut. The rules are simple and intuitive, I pull on your left rein when I want you to go left. Follow the girl in front of you. If I pull on both, it means slow down or stop. If I shake the reins, it means speed up. This session, you're only going to walk. Always start on your left foot. I'll use verbal commands to start. Ready, Walk."

He was correct. It was simple. The worst part was when he pulled on a rein. It pulled my head, and that was OK, but any pull made the "U" shaped piece in my mouth press down on my tongue. It was serrated and hurt even with a gentle pull.  We all tried to respond very quickly to a rein, just to get the nasty thing off our tongues. I never knew that horses felt pain when a rider used a rein. I naively thought it just showed a direction. I wonder if horse's bits are like ours.

I had to watch the girl in front of me carefully in order to keep the chain taut. I made my steps match hers as closely as I could. We all held our bodies rigid, no unexpected twitches or half steps, I had to step exactly where she did. Anyone trying to track our steps across the track would see one ponygirl followed by a man's boot. I imagined six pony boots coming down one after the other in exactly the same spot, compressing the earth a little more each time so it looked like one Percheron sized ponygirl had passed here.

He used all the rein commands to guide us: walk, left, right, stop, go, etc. in varying cycles until we had made a loop around the track. He augmented the reins with voice commands for a little while. He stopped us twice to whip a girl who had messed up. A single, corrective stroke followed by a low voice behind me. Then we started again.

It was strangely relaxing. My mind cleared of everything but following the girl in front of me and interpreting the shifting reins. There was no anticipation possible. The terrain was low and repetitive. I don't know if I would have been able to hold a conversation if the bit was removed. I was floating in subspace.  Alert for a command, but otherwise blank. Could I remember how to speak? I felt .. nonverbal. I was a pony and ponies didn't speak.

We reached the stables again and he stopped us. He took our reins off but my mind didn't clear. I waited. None of the other girls moved at all, either.  He led us alongside a tall fence and had us turn to face it. He went to each of us and unlocked our coffle chain from the girl in front of us and wrapped it around the top rail and locked us to it. Now we were all facing the fence, breasts tight against it, unable to turn. The blinders on my harness stopped me from seeing anything behind me, and only a pasture in front.

He returned and took the girl beside me away. I heard noises, but couldn't interpret them. After a long time he returned her to the fence and unlocked me. He left the chain on the fence and put a leash on my nose ring. It wasn't necessary. I would have followed him. He led me to a light cart, a trap he called it, and fastened me to it. He put reins on my bit and seated himself. There was a long carriage whip standing upright in a holder beside him.

"Walk," and I felt the reins laying on my shoulders shaken. The trap and driver were much easier to pull than the weighted burden I had pulled earlier.

This time he went faster and spoke hardly at all. I spent a long time jogging in my high step. He drove me once around the track and stopped in back of "My" coffle.

"Good pony," and entered my mind. The arousal shot through me. Not enough for an orgasm, but it felt very good. If he had touched me I might have orgasmed. He put me back against the fence and took the next pony off for her solo ride.

I really wanted to talk to the others. I developed a considerable dislike for my bit, but it was indifferent to my feelings. I suffered in silence, unable to move or communicate. At last all the girls had pulled the cart and we were put back on the long coffle. The men took us inside and unlocked our hands. We took off our pony boots and put our shoes on. Then we were allowed to remove our bits and bridles, but ordered not to speak. After we put all our pony tack away, one of the men came down the coffle and gave each of us a red ball gag and ordered us to put them on. I guess I was glad he let me do it because sometimes they left our hair under the strap. I put it on under my hair and pulled it snug. Another reason I would rather do it myself. The men always pulled it so tight it pinched the corners of my mouth. He came back down the line and locked our hands behind us. Finally they had us move to the center of the room and locked each end of the coffle to a post. We stood there as men came to take their slaves home. Only a few girls had been taken when Master arrived. I was so glad to see him. I was tired and dirty, but just the sight of him made me refreshed and horny. He always affected me this way. He was my Master, my owner, my protector.

He took Shelby and me off the coffle and we rubbed up against him. Savoring the feel of his solid body against me I wanted him to take me right now and moaned as I touched him.

He took hold of my nose ring and pulled my face close to his. He kissed my forehead and said, "Not here, but soon."

God I loved this man. He turned and strode out to his car. Shelby walked behind him but I skipped after him, passing him in my eagerness to be home. He strapped us in and we were off.

When we got home he removed my gag and unlocked my hands. "Go upstairs, use the toilet and shower. Make sure your hair is clean, then come to the study."

I was looking forward to being clean and using the toilet. "Yes, Master, But I was wondering if you would like to spend some time with us when we’re done? Please Master. We worked very hard today and all that kept me going was thinking of you and looking forward to tonight. We could start early."

"Go get clean, and pretty. Come seduce me in the study when you're ready. Oh, and leave your corsets off." He unlocked the security belts on our corset so we could remove them.

"OK, Master." Amanda bounced out and ran up the stairs, her ankle chain jingling as she practiced her high step. Shelby followed, just a little more gracefully.

Alan watched her go with a smile. She was like a kitten, interested in everything and completely fearless. He was falling in love with this willing, intelligent submissive. Tonight was for play. Tomorrow he’d start her on their new problem. It was a tough one but Amanda was already very intelligent and tomorrow he’d open her up and see what she could do with a problem many brilliant minds had already tackled and bounced.


Chapter  4

All hands were at their stations as Arrow approached System C. The atmosphere was tense as Arrow counted down the seconds to drop into normal space. Their sensors were clear.

“Zero.” The slight shake as they dropped back into normal space was barely noticeable. Lt. Tanibar asked, “Tactical?”

“Nothing on any sensor. Drone 6 still reports an unidentified ship nearby.”

“How long to reach the drone at current velocity?”

“The drone is on the far side of the system, about thirty light minutes away. We’ll reach them in a little over an hour.”

Lt. Tanibar checked his display. “OK. Madrid should be here in a few minutes. Comm, Signal them with our position and vector. Inform them we don’t have the ship on our sensors yet.

Sgt. Spinosa replied, “Aye, aye, Sir.”

Mariel could feel the tension in the room climb as Arrow sped closer to the enemy at half the speed of light. Seconds stretched into hours as their small craft neared the foe.  Suddenly, James shouted, “Ship detected. Ten degrees by twenty five degrees, range thirty light minutes. All I can tell is that it’s large and moving into the system.”

“Change course to go behind them. Crash stop” Arrow shifted the drive field to emergency braking and everyone felt the tremble in the compensator field as the ship decelerated at nearly six hundred G’s.

“Comm, signal Madrid with our location, vector and acceleration, the location and sensor data on the target.”

“Aye, aye, sir”

Seconds later “Sir, Madrid replies it’s in normal space and orders us to link our sensor data to them.”

“Do it.”

“Aye, aye, sir.”

***

Sgt. Patterson had entered the code for TFNS Arrow and waited for the handshake to initiate the subspace link. It wasn’t long before the link was closed by Arrow and he watched the sensor data flow into his system. He half turned to Lt. Marge Stillman and gave a thumbs up. She said, “Link’s up Captain. We’re getting Arrow’s feed now.”

“Put it on battle 2, Marge.”

Aye, aye, sir.”

Nearly everyone’s eyes turned to the big flat screen display and the only Rill ship ever seen not in a swarm appeared as a red dot. Too far away to see any details, it was only a computer generated place holder. Everyone but those responsible for tactical decisions turned back to their own stations.

Captain Martin Theraux ordered, “XO, set a course to rendezvous with Arrow.”

“Aye, Aye, Sir,” Cmdr. Lydia Smith replied. She worked with the ship’s AI, speaking almost inaudibly into a microphone. Then she said, “Course laid in Captain.”

An hour later, Lydia Smith Theraux lay on her back on the padded surface of the bondage bench in the Captain’s quarters. Her wrists were spread far apart over her head, her cuffs locked to rings set in the wall the bench was against. Her legs were free, her lips stretched around a hard rubber ball-gag, and her eyes covered by a padded blindfold.

She had been waiting a long time and her excitement at being bound and deprived of speech and sight had settled into a gentle, promising, simmering of sexual heat in her loins.Lydia had long known that patience was a useful skill for a slave. Her master would come for her eventually and when he did it would only take a touch or two to stoke the heat in her to scalding arousal.It didn’t matter when he came, her response would be the same. She was a trained pleasure slave now and she could not control the passion and submission she had been conditioned to show.

Her master had bound her to await his convenience and wait she must.

Lydia had no choice and really was now quite content with her bondage. She was relaxed and used her time to remember her first days as a slave.

A year ago it had been obvious to everyone that every woman would eventually become some man’s slave. The bug was unstoppable, insidious, and irreversible. Responsible women made plans for their change and tried to stay in control long enough to see her plans come to fruition. Then Lydia had been Captain of TFNS Madrid. When the MaleDom bug had taken her she could no longer be a commanding officer. One of the last human females to be infected, she had worked assiduously to prevent being infected. She had staved it off for more than a year with her meticulous precautions. But, inevitably, the bug had gotten through her defenses and rendered her readable and obedient to every man in range, which meant every man on the ship. Per standing orders the ship’s doctor had declared her unfit to command and the XO replaced her. Since the ship was already on a mission, they switched places and ranks pending return to base. Undoubtedly she would be offered a staff assignment and restored in rank, if he let her accept it. If she wanted to leave him.

Martin Theraux respected and admired Lydia Smith. He also wanted her. For more than a year he relished the thought that one day, soon, she would be his. For him, it was like an arranged marriage of old, with a woman he regarded highly for her mental as well as physical attributes.  She had taught him the intricacies of command well and he was ready for his first CO position. He was overjoyed and fought to keep his face calm when he learned she had succumbed to the bug, despite all her precautions. She was the last female aboard Madrid to be infected and everyone knew she would eventually catch the slippery bug. She had brought the subject up in staff meetings while she was uninfected. She had made it clear that when she caught it, she knew she had to step down and made sure everyone knew Martin was her choice to assume command.

Martin had studied all the books written about the female change and tested her frequently. He had his first steps planned and he wanted to be the first man in her mind.

When it happened, Martin suggested, gently, that they should talk in private before telling the rest of the crew. Lydia was overwhelmed with arousal when he slipped into her mind and readily agreed that privacy was necessary. In her quarters, soon to be his. Martin carried a thin case with him and laid it on her desk before he went to her.

The majority of texts on the female change suggested that it was best to have her come to grips with her loss of power as soon as possible for her own happiness. Once she was dissuaded from any remaining notions of control or independence, the sooner she would grow comfortable with her new reality. At best she would be an agent, not a power. When they met in the Captain’s quarters, awash in arousal and emotion, she confided it was relief to get the inevitable over with and drop all her precautions. She told him of the rush of arousal when he entered her mind the first time and she finally felt free to show him the love she held for him.

She was delighted when he asked her to strip for him. When she was naked, she turned to him smiling like a child on Christmas Eve and snuggled close. He pulled her closer and they kissed, for the first time. She relaxed her mouth and felt his tongue enter her, forcefully, commandingly, and she nearly swooned it felt so good to be so intimate with a man.  Still holding her close, he broke the kiss and spoke softly, “Lydia, do you still want to be my woman?”

“Yes, but I’m afraid, Martin.”

“What do you expect to happen, now?”

“I..I don’t know, but I’m afraid I’ll lose myself, become just a toy you can abandon when you’re tired of me.”

“But you’ve talked to other women, heard stories?”

“Yes, but I don’t believe much of what I’ve heard.”

“Do they say they’re happy?”

“Yes, but they have to be lying. They can’t be happy with what they’ve become.”

“What’s that?”

‘Slaves, bimbos, wanton women, and they say they’re happy and proud. But they can’t all be!”

“What have you heard about orgasms?”

“Only that they’re great, better than ever before.”

”Do you believe that?”

“I think there was a lot of exaggeration to make them happier. Call it self deception, not lies.”

“Have you had a lot of orgasms to compare with them?”

“No. I’ve never had much time for play. I was always ambitious.”

“Go over and lay on the bed.”

Lydia looked at Martin for a moment then lay on the bed. “Are you going to make love to me? Show me what I’ve been missing?”

“Later. [Orgasm now.]”Lydia’s eyes sprang wide open, she gasped, and writhed into a fetal position, wrapping her arms around her knees and rocking back and forth  as her arousal blossomed into a stupendous orgasm. Her belly spasmed over and over, pumping hot love juice into her love canal and wetting her sex. She felt her nipples and labia and clitoris all swell as they became engorged with her blood.  She moaned, over and over, my God, my God, my God…

Finally, exhausted, she quieted and unrolled on the bed, ignoring the wetness under her bottom. She opened her eyes and looked up at her master. “Thank you master. That was exceptional.”

“Do you still think your informants exaggerated?”

“No, master. I think they underestimated their experiences. I wouldn’t know how to describe what I just felt.”

“What else do you expect?”

“I expect you to put cuffs and a collar on me, though I don’t know why men think its necessary. We have to obey you now.”

“I suppose there are many reasons, but mainly it’s to put you in the proper frame of mind to enjoy your life. They help you become resigned to the fact there is no escape. The sooner you believe your slavery is inevitable, the sooner you stop resisting your inner urges and feel the joy of submission. You understand you will be my slave from now on, don’t you?”

“Yes, I accept it and hope you’ll be kind.”

“I intend to be a good master and make you the best woman ever. But I won’t be gentle. I’ll be firm, as firm a master as you were a Captain. You will set an example for the rest of the women. You deserve nothing less.”

“Thank you, M…Master.”

He released her, “Kneel.”

She knelt and looked up at him, concerned and expectant. He went to his case and took out a thin book and a crop. “You will address me as ‘Master unless we are on duty. This book details a slave’s posture and behavior. You will learn its contents and practice the postures and poses I will discipline you for any lax behavior. Understand?”

“Yes, master.”

A slave must always display herself to her best advantage. Spread your knees wide, put the balls of your feet on the floor, arch your back and thrust your breasts out, cross your arms all the way across your back, hold your head erect and focus your gaze on the floor in front of you. This is your kneeling position from now on.”

“Yes, Master.”

“You may now formally submit yourself to me and declare yourself my full and permanent slave.”

Lydia humbly gazed at her new master’s feet and licked her lips. She took a deep breath and whispered, slowly, “ I submit myself as your full and permanent slave, Master.” As she spoke the words formally ending her freedom, her belly churned with scalding slave heat and she trembled uncontrollably.

“You are now my full and complete slave. You will obey me perfectly and without question or hesitation. If you fail to be fully satisfactory you will be disciplined. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” Lydia whispered, eyes wide and moist.”

“Good. Lean forward and put your forehead on the floor, straighten your knees and raise your ass high in the air, put your hands behind your neck. Good. This is punishment position. Don’t move.”

She bent forward instantly, placing her forehead on the hard deck, clasping her fingers behind her neck, and keeping her legs widely spread. Hoping her immediate obedience would be found sufficient.

She was in a perfect position to be whipped, her bottom raised high in the air and head down, unable to see what was happening or anticipate her master’s actions. The pose was unfamiliar, and she was aware of her tightly stretched buttocks and how easily her master could punish her if she did not please him.

She had to remain perfectly motionless and make no noise, no matter what he did to her. She had declared her complete submission to him and delivered herself into his hands as a fully obedient slave and he would show her no mercy if she failed to meet his standards of perfection. She knew the whip was his instrument of instruction

Her fingers curled and she struggled not to move as cool leather slid over her taut buttocks and into the valley between her thighs, the thin shaft of the crop sliding in the juices of her arousal as it explored her nether regions with quiet authority. She could not contain the gasp or the instinctive clenching of her thighs and buttocks when the crop slipped between her engorged labia and its tip found the swollen button of her clitoris.

“Be still, slave.” The curt order was accompanied by a sharp slap on her right buttock cheek. Lydia clenched her teeth, forcing herself to relax her tense muscles and accept the sharp heat in her ass and the even greater submissive heat of arousal in her belly as her master tested her obedience.

She wanted to obey, it was her duty now, but even her years of command discipline was no match for her sexual passion. That passion she had kept at bay for so long, now freed, easily overwhelmed her duty to obey. Lydia surrendered to her enforced need, her slippery sex sliding up and down the leather shaft splitting her labia, despite her buttocks quivering and reddening to a relentless spanking.

Lydia had been aroused before, but never spanked and couldn’t believe, denied vehemently, that the combination of pleasure and pain could be so intensely exciting. Her body was on fire, the opposing sensations mixing into a sexual storm, raging through her like a tornado. She screamed in anguished pleasure as she climaxed to the relentless pain in her ass and pleasure in her sex, writhing in pleasure and refusing to move her head and knees from their mandated positions. Her love juices soaked the crop and dripped onto the floor beneath her flexing legs in silvery tribute to her first slave orgasm.

Overwhelmed by the strength of her passion, Lydia stared at the floor under her wide eyes, appalled by her master’s strength and her own reaction to it, Her belly trembled and spasmed over and over, sending more love juice to trickle out of her empty love canal and down her legs. She couldn’t concentrate on anything but the insight into her own character. In minutes her self-image had shifted from commander to helpless slave. She had submitted and been disciplined. Was that all it took to make her think of herself as a slave?

She was proud she had not broken her pose. Not even when her bottom was spanked.

She had obeyed as a slave, changing her pain to an overwhelming arousal and increasing her sexual ecstasy.  Welcoming it as the thrilling price for a pleasure she could not avoid. Her belly spasmed with power at her shamefully masochistic thoughts and she wept, understanding that she would gladly pay the same price again. She was broken to heel by her master. She knew that her body and mind were as hot and responsive as her master wanted, and she could never go back.

“Stand up. Posture.”

Lydia snapped up and thrust her breasts out, held her head erect, and crossed her arms behind her, for she was quick and knew what ‘Posture’ meant.

Hold your right arm out in front.”

She obeyed and he locked metal bands on her wrist and above her elbow. She was a little surprised for most men only cuffed their women’s wrists. Oh well.

“Left arm now,”

She reversed her arms and he put the bands on her left arm.

“Lay on the bed and raise your legs”

She obeyed and he put similar bands on her ankles, these joined by a little more than a foot of chain.

“Stand up.”

She stood and he locked her wrists and elbows together.

He showed her the collar. It was already engraved with his and her name. Master and slave. “I’ve had this ready for you for a few months. It was inevitable, Lydia.” He closed it around her neck and she heard the lock engage. Now only he could open it.

“I know, Master. Thank you for wanting me. Will you have me ringed?”

“Not now. I like you this way. For now.”

“Master, I wouldn’t mind. I think they look good on a woman. It might be better politically if I wasn’t treated any differently than the others.”

“Don’t move.” He stepped behind her, took hold of her arms and lifted them up until she was bent nearly double at the waist. He hit her bottom with his crop three times. She yelped at the first stroke than was quiet.  He lifted her upright. “Do not argue with me, slave.”

“Yes, Master. She realized he would be a very stern master. She didn’t mind. She’d learn.

“[Slave, be happy you are my slave.]” It was a command and she was happy, but, of course, she had been already.

The first morning after her conversion, she donned the short skirt and skimpy bolero that all the other women now wore. He stopped her and told her to wear her old uniform. “You’re beautiful and very available in this, Lydia, but my image of you is in your old uniform. I enjoy unwrapping you in the evening, besides I don’t want you to be too available to the others on Madrid, man or woman. I’ll save this for when you’ve been naughty.”

“Thank you Martin. I may have to be naughty sometime so I can wear it for you.

Master had stuck to his goals. He was a strict, loving master and held her to the highest standards of submission and obedience, and she was proud of him. Her finest student was now her a fine master. She felt foolish for denying her destiny for so long.

The touch of a strong hand on her left ankle told her that her master was ready. He was silent and her belly fluttered in anticipation of penetration. To her surprise, he lifted her leg so her toes pointed at the ceiling then pushed it over and to the left. He locked her anklet to the same ring holding her wrist.

She understood his intent and didn’t struggle as her right leg was fastened to the right ring.She was helplessly doubled over at the waist, her legs extended back over her head.

Her thighs were spread wide and Lydia felt warm air play over the moist lips of her prominent labia. Instinctively, she flexed her thigh muscles in a hopeless effort to close her legs and protect her exposed sex. Bound as she was, she had no leverage and soon dropped her efforts. She had no choice and could only endure whatever her master chose to do to her. She had hopes, but that was all.

Submissive heat scalded her belly as she waited for her master to use her. A finger slid along the spread lips of her sex, from the puckered anus up the left lip, rubbing the sensitive nub of her clitoris, then down the right all the way to her puckered ring, lightly touching her engorged, moist sex lips.

Lydia squealed, into her gag as unbearable arousal streamed through her body. She tried mightily to squeeze her vagina together, to trap and hold his fingers in her, but she was bound immobile. Then he reversed his finger and retraced his route, filling her to bursting with lust. She was in beautiful, agonizing need, she screamed her submission into her gag as her master climbed onto the bench and buried his rigid member deep into her sex, impaling her helpless body and driving his full length into her seething sex.

Helplessly spread wide open, unable to move, Lydia had no possible resistance as her first climax burst forth and her scalding love juices surrounded, lubricated, and heated the iron hard flesh filling her love canal as her master filled her completely and began to take her with long, smooth thrusts.

Lydia tried to move, to change the angle of his penetration, to arch up to meet him, but her bondage was cunningly arranged to stymie her attempts at motion and she could only surrender to her bondage. Her arousal climbed higher with every stroke of her remorseless master into her trembling belly and helpless moans and whimpers of her need slipped by her gag showing the intensity of her slave passion as he forced her up to a second huge climax before the first had run its course.

He took everything from her, let her save not a shred of will and as her scalding passion still enclosed him, his hands found her swollen breasts and her tender, ringed nipples. Lydia screamed in total, willing submission as his fingers squeezed her throbbing nipples. Another huge orgasm burst in her as the increased simulation pushed her over the edge and she soared down into a storm of overwhelming lust and sexual subjugation, her belly spasming and sending fresh waves of heated love juices over his member as she came again and again. Through the fog of lust and submission, she knew she was exactly and precisely the helpless sex slave she wanted to be.

Basking in the joy of ecstatic submission to her master and her own slavery, She shrieked in delight as his rigid shaft slid into the deepest cavern of her belly and released a jet of his hot seed to mix with her love juice and trigger another  awesome climax to explode in her loins.  Her whole body shuddered to the intense spasms of her climax as fresh waves of love juices gushed past his slowly relaxing member.

He stayed with her for long minutes as they both came down from their highs. He slid from her dripping belly and grinned, in happy arrogance at his perfect slave. She felt him take her still engorged clitoris between thumb and finger. He chuckled and spoke for the first time, “I understand that you will be aroused by any motion if I have this ringed.”

Lydia squealed in helpless negation, knowing it would be as he wanted, no matter what she thought of it.

“Execute.”

“Aye, aye, sir. Lydia touched the “Execute” symbol and the cross hairs showing Madrid’s course on the screen shifted right and up to center on TFNS Arrow. The display showed an ETA of fifty nine minutes.

Captain Theraux said, “Comm, signal Arrow and inform them we will meet them in an hour.”

“Aye, aye, Sir,” replied Lt. Stillman. Sgt. Patterson began touching keys.

Captain Theraux and Commander Smith sat in adjoining command chairs watching the display slowly change. Madrid was still out of sensor range of the Rill and used the feed from Arrow. The Rill, if that was what it was, was continuing slowly toward the inner system. There was one liquid water zone planet there, but on one in the Terran ships knew if it was inhabited. They detected no EM or subspace radiation from it, but they hadn’t from the Moraii, either.

The purpose of this mission was to determine it the Rill were using scouts to find their targets, and, if so, to learn all they could about the scout’s patterns. Active scanners were not to be used since, presumably hey would warn the Rill of their presence.

Soon, the passive sensors on Madrid started registering the Rill ship. Madrid’s sensors were more sensitive than those on Arrow, but even they showed nothing other than a featureless glowing ellipsoid. The scientists hypothesized the ships were made mostly of force fields due to the surface environment of all the known giant planets. That theory was supported by the lack of debris from destroyed Rill ships. Madrid rendezvoused with Arrow and they both trailed the Rill ship, staying light minute behind it and looking for any discernible pattern. The Rill cruised rather slowly through the system, never getting closer than a light minute to any planets. When it was past all the planets and the star, it accelerated at two hundred G’s toward System C.

Captain Theraux turned to Lydia and entered her mind. Lydia gripped the armrests hard as she fought for control against her instant arousal, He ordered, “[Turn on, Lydia.]”

“[Yes, Master, I’m ready.]”

“He continued in Terran, “Lydia, analysis?”

“Master, the Rill surveyed System A and apparently found nothing of interest. It’s moving on to System C. We should watch the swarm to see if it changes course, or holds steady. If this is a scout he must either transmit the data or return to the swarm to hand it over directly. We should watch the subspace channels for noise. The Wraith reported ghost signals in the Cloak space and on the subspace channels. Theory says the cloak space is in a different plane to both subspace and the higher dimensions we use for FTL travel.”

“OK, Comm watch the subspace channels for noise.” He touched a key, “Engineering, Bridge, Put the chief engineer on please,…”

“Here, Captain.”

“Have you read Wraith’s report on apparent cloak space use by the Rill?’

“Of course, sir.”

“Can you rig up something to see if they are using that space now?”

“Yes, I can. R&D sent the design they worked up from the Wraith encounter and their design out in the Engineer’s Rag. I have all the parts I need and it’ll take a couple of hours. Want me to start work?”

“Yes, we don’t know what the Rill’s doing now, so he may be talking to his fleet now.”

“Aye, aye, sir. Engineering out.”

“Comm, signal Arrow to proceed to system A and start Operation Radio Station.”

“Aye, aye, sir.”

“XO, set a course to follow the Rill.”

Lydia had been working while the Captain was on the comm with the Engineer.

“Course laid in, Captain.”

“Good work. Execute.” The steady beat of the massive normal space drive generators dug its ethereal claws into the fabric of space-time  and Madrid accelerated after the Rill.

***

TFNS Arrow set course to system A and Lt. Tanibar ordered. “Arrow. Start operation Radio Station in one hour.”

“Aye, aye, sir.”

In one hour, Arrow would start broadcasting a recorded human radio signal at very low power. It would increase the radiated power as it closed on system A. It seemed reasonable to think the Rill learned that a species occupied a system if it detected EMF radiation from that system. This wasn’t a trap yet, just a way to make sure the bait worked for a later trap.

“You’ve got the conn. Jim.”  Albee led Mariel back to their quarters.

She put up her skirt and bolero then assumed a kneeling display position with her arms crossed behind her. Albee walked around her and said, I watched Linda toy with you earlier. You were right, I do like the new tie she put you in. I see you’re still wearing that chain on your collar.”

“Yes, Master. She didn’t remove it when you called us back to duty.”

“Well, I hate to let something go to waste. Lift your hands in a reverse prayer position.”

She obeyed and Albee lifted her hands high and fastened her wrist cuffs high on the chain.

I was dismayed he had adopted her tie so soon. He was like a boy with a new toy. He liked playing with me, his living, obedient doll. He pulled my hands higher than Linda had. The strain in my tendons was uncomfortable. I complained a little, “Master, that’s uncomfortable. My arms won’t go that high without pain.”

He smiled and said, “Your body is stretching a little. Soon you won’t feel any pain and I can fasten your cuffs directly to your collar. Until then, here’s a pill.” He held a small green pill up to my mouth. I stuck my tongue out and he placed it on top. I swallowed. It was miraculously fast and the pain faded away. My arms felt relaxed and the pain was gone.

“Master, how long will my arms be locked this way?”

“All the time you’re off duty, at least until I can get rid of the chain, then most of the time. I really like you helpless.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, resigned. His will would be done.

“Now, I want you to use your brain.” He reached into my mind and I felt the burst of arousal flood into me and my nipples hardened and my nether lips moistened. I was ready to play. But he had other ideas. His mental voice said, Mariel, turn on.” Instantly I became very aware of everything. The mild air currents from the life system, the tone of the engines, the tiny whine of the MDM, his touch as he led me to the viewer. I knelt in front of it.

He said, “I’ve got all the data from Wraith’s report, as well as every recorded encounter we’ve had with the Rill. I want you to study them and see what hypotheses or conclusions you can reach about them. I’ll stop you in two hours for dinner.”

“Yes, Master.” He left the room and I used voice commands to start the viewer. I sped it up as fast as I could comprehend the contents and absorbed it.

I was impressed by my brain. One part of me took in everything flowing past my eyes and passed it to another part that sorted the data and correlated it, a third part took the information and matched it with other information and theories I already had.

Albee had not told Mariel the whole story. She and Linda, and every other woman in the Navy was part of a test. Every woman had been given the same information and the same instructions.  They would work for two hours, rest, work for another two hours and stop. Their conclusion, theories, and insights would be collated at headquarters and when they were ready, would be returned to the women for another look. The brass were testing the limits of their new “Supercomputer,” trying to see if any new insights into the Rill could be deduced or analyzed out of the data. If this test was successful, the women would be asked to find a weapon capable of stopping them. When her two work sessions were over, Mariel’s findings and hypotheses were sent up the line.


Chapter  5.

Admiral Arens conference room was filled with his most senior commanders and their women. The big display screen was filled with words:.

Findings:

	No communication has ever been received from the Rill, save energy fire. 

	The Rill have conquered nearly one third of the galaxy. They originate in another galaxy, according to the Moraii. They travel in enormous swarms of twenty to thirty million ships. 

	Their ships appear to be constructed entirely of force fields. When destroyed, no debris of vessel or organism remain. It is possible the vessel is the body of one or more Rill. 

	When damaged, but not destroyed, a Rill vessel can separate into many smaller, slower, less powerful ships, or individuals. 

	Destruction of Giant planets in Rill space apparently elicited no response from the Rill fleets. 

	Interdiction of Rill reinforcements and destruction of millions of Rill swarm ships did not make any difference in Rill swarm size. Fleet replenishment mechanisms are unknown, but it is likely we simply cannot find enough reinforcement convoys to make any difference.  The Rill territory covers a third of the galaxy and has over three million square light years of frontier. 

	When a Rill fleet defeats a species they burn the planet and apparently colonize any giant planets in the system. Other species ships visiting these giant planets are immediately attacked. 

	They apparently use subspace for internal communication, when subspace is flooded with white noise, the Rill fleets disperse and vessels fly away from each other. 

	They detected our scouts at the edge of their space and set a trap for them. 

	They do not use wormholes for travel and may be trying to learn about them by observing our use of them. 



Hypotheses:

	The Rill are just animals. Their actions are simply instinct. Basis: They do not communicate with others. They exhibit instinctual behavior similar to many animals: birds, fish, insects, and more. No constructs have ever been observed, only force fields and energy bursts. 

	The Rill are intelligent beings. Their lack of communication is due to radical differences in thought processes, world-view and communication media. They may not perceive other races as intelligent beings. Basis: They have FTL travel, they unerringly navigate to systems with giant planets. They act in unison, apparently under a central command. They responded to our attacks by shifting their modus operandi. 

	The Rill are intelligent, xenophobic beings who feel compelled to rid the universe of different life forms. Basis: They are capable of FTL travel, of identifying and attacking other intelligent beings, They systematically eliminate other species and colonize planets in the conquered species’ systems then quickly move on another target. Rill space contains no other life. They do not communicate with others. 

	Rill interact with subspace. Possibly for communication. If they can travel through subspace that may be how fleet replenishment has been effected. 



Shan’s voice was soft, “After two years of fighting the Rill we still don’t know if they’re intelligent?”

It had been Alice’s idea to have all the women in the fleet concentrate of collecting and analyzing all the information on the Rill, so she answered his rhetorical question, “Sir, since the Rill have never answered any communications and they seem indifferent to our attacks, our information is very limited.”

“All right, Send this data and everything we gave the analysts, too, to the Moraii, Kiis, and Coalen. Explain what we did to assemble this. Ask them if they have any additional information or conclusions.”

“Aye, aye, Sir,” said Alice, “Shall I send the classified portions too?”

“Yes, there are no secrets between us now. We’re all fighting together to survive. Secrets are not helpful.”

Admiral Arens turned to the rest of the room, “Does anyone have an idea what we should be doing now?”

No one moved. “OK, go back to work.” The room emptied and Shan was left alone with Jalen and Alice.

“Ladies, I’m interested in the Rill’s apparent sensitivity to subspace jamming. Alice, get Dr. Giucheri for me.”

“Aye, aye, Sir.” She got a faraway look as she accessed her implant.  In a short moment she said, “On your private line now, sir.”

“Put it on speaker. Hello Benito. I have Alice and Jalen with me. “

“Greetings, girls.” They exchanged pleasantries for a minute before Dr. Giucheri asked, “Do you have a reason for interrupting my siesta, Shan?”

“Of course, Benito. You’ve seen the reports of the Rill’s reaction to subspace jamming?”

“Yes. It’s fascinating.”

“I was wondering whether we could try upping the power and using it as a weapon?”

“We’ve got some ideas on that. Since subspace information is nearly instantaneous, there wouldn’t be any warning. It would cripple any of our uses of subspace for a while. And since subspace underlies all known dimensions, it would require enormous power to cover something the size of a Rill swarm. Our calculations indicate a five hundred megaton blast would only generate enough energy to cover a small part of a swarm.”

Couldn’t you use several physics packages to give more power?”

“Unfortunately not. The separate blasts annihilate the others and the chaotic environment destroys the equipment. There is another design that’s almost ready, a way to harness the output of a star. Of course, there’s a bug or two, but it worked the last time. But even if we get all the bugs out, it takes a while to get the setup in place and we don’t know where the Rill will strike next.”

“Hmmm. If I could get the Rill to target a system, could we try it on them?”

“Sure. Have you found a way to predict where they’re going?”

“No, but I may be able to lure them to your star. We’re tracking one of their scouts now.”

“Give me a location and ten days to set up and I’ll arrange a test.”

“I’ll call you back. Get it set up.

***

Mariel concluded there was not enough data to choose between her hypotheses. Lt. Tanibar watched as Mariel finished dictating her result. When she finished, she turned her head to look at him. “I’m finished, Master.”

“Good work, love. Are your arms still bothering you?”

“No, the pill removed any pain and I feel fine, immobile, helpless, but fine.”

“You look great.” I felt the instant arousal as he entered my mind. My nipples swelled to squeeze my rings with a delicious ache. Moisture dripped into my sex. “[Mariel, turn off. Feel the joy of submission. Orgasm now.]”

I was so happy to be the slave of my master. Suddenly my belly contracted in a great racking spasm, pumping love juice into my sex, I hunched over and spread my legs wider as the indescribable pleasure swept through me. If my arms were fee I would have hugged myself tight, trying to hold the pleasure in me, to prolong my joy as much as possible, but they were lost to me and the sweet agony of my inescapable subjugation made my belly spasm again and again as I was lost in my joyous submission. I vaguely felt master’s arms enfold me, lift me and settle me in his lap, a quivering, moaning slave curled into a ball of pleasure, moaning and crying as my every wish and want in the world was granted.

When I was aware of anything outside my body I felt Master’s naked body under me. He must have undressed while I was lost to the world. His rod was stiff under me and I wanted him in me. Real man to woman sex was more intimate, and satisfying than a simple orgasm. He was still in my mind. “[Master, would you take me now? I need to climax with you. I know you’re ready.]”

“[I’m always ready around you, Mariel. Stand up.]”

I stood. “[Master, would you spank me?]”

“Have you been bad?”

“I’m always bad. I’m disrespectful, needy, and jealous all the time.”

“Really?”

“Deep down, I’m your slave. I want to serve you all the time. I don’t want to ever be your equal. I need to be kept in my place, Master. Girls are best when we’re tightly controlled and loved incessantly. Too much freedom is bad for us. I want you to really control me, not just when it’s convenient. I don’t mind being locked up when I’m with you. It seems appropriate then. I’m lost when I’m not with you or following your orders.”

“Then I will have to increase my control.”

He sat on the edge of the bed and pulled me down across his legs. He hit my left ass cheek hard and I squealed in pain and pleasure. He alternated, heating first one cheek, then the other. At every touch my arousal pushed higher. The sharp pain in my ass soon turned to a dull throb of heat in my belly. I was moaning in pleasure, so 88c88lose to a another climax. I couldn’t move, couldn’t think. I could only feel. I climaxed after ten or so blows, helplessly, tremendously pleasured.

He stood and lay me face up on the bed. His hand slipped between my knees and I helpfully spread them apart. He climbed on top of me and his cock nudged against my dripping sex.

”Even a spanking gives you an orgasm.”

“Only yours Master.”

He took me to glorious heights and after he had enjoyed me in wild, animal sex we lay quietly together, his hand cupping my breast, he said, “Your bondage didn’t seem to affect your pleasure, Mariel.”

“I had to agree, I couldn’t remember ever enjoying sex more, “Yes, Master. I don’t need them for sex. I use entirely different girl parts for sex.”

“Of course, I’m in charge of that, aren’t I?”

“You’re in charge of everything about me, Master.”

“I know both you and Linda like to dance, so, Jim and I have decided that you and Linda are going to enter a dressage competition.”

“Dressage? What’s that?”

“Think of ponygirls competing in a dance contest. Jim and I will be involved too, but you two will be the competitors. We’re just stage dressing. You know what I mean by ponygirls?”

“I’ve seen pictures, but you mean like pulling you in a cart?”

“They do that too, sometimes, but Dressage is a sort of dance where you respond to cues from your trainer, me, and there’s no cart involved. The main thing is that the ponygirls take on the role of a pony, a dumb animal. You don’t speak and you respond to physical and audible cues. We want both of you to compete with your arms fastened to your collar like this.”

“I’m awfully helpless this way, Master, I won’t be able to do much but walk.”

“That’s all you need. It’s part of the ponygirl form..”

“Yes, Master.” I didn’t understand why and it didn’t matter. It didn’t hurt and we were always helpless in their hands, anyway. Besides, it didn’t interfere with pleasure in any way I knew. I fell asleep and next morning my training started. Master locked a short chain between my ankles and showed me a new garment. He stood in front of me and held it up. He rotated it so I could see all sides. It was flexible with stiff members sewn into it. It was really two half garments with one side joined by  long laces with six inches between the two parts. There were a dozen metal hooks and eyes lining the other opening.

He put his arms around me and slid the laces up under my folded arms until the half cups on both sides lifted my breasts then he carefully slipped each hook through its matching eyelet. He adjusted its position and said, “Now don’t move.”

“Yes, Master.”

He stepped behind me and started tightening the laces. I felt my waist constricted as he pulled. Soon he had pulled all the laces tight and I could barely catch my breath. “Master, it’s too tight. I can’t breathe.”

“Breathe by lowering your diaphragm, not by expanding your chest.” But he stopped pulling and tied off the laces. He walked around in front of me holding what looked like a collection of black leather straps with silver buckles on their ends.

“This is your bridle. Ponygirls only make animal sounds, not human. Understand?”

“Yes, Master, but how do I communicate with you?”

“One whinny is ‘Yes,’, two is ‘No.’ Or stomp one hoof.”

Hoof? But I didn’t ask.

He draped the straps on top of my head and started buckling the ends together. The straps were fastened together to form a web around my head; around my forehead, down beside my eyes and the back of my head, around my neck above my collar. After they were all in place he tightened them so they held my head tight. There were two large rings just back of the end of my lips.

Master stepped back and admired his handiwork, “Perfect fit.”

He got another strange shaped object and brought it to show me. ”This is a bit. You’ll wear it in your mouth to stifle any human speech and make it easy to control you as a pony. Open wide.”

I didn’t want the thing in my mouth but I didn’t want to disobey, anyway I was helpless. Even with my arms free, a simple mental order and my body would do what he wanted and earn me punishment, so I opened wide.

He slid the thing into my mouth until the round bar seated in the corners of my mouth. The part in my mouth lay on top of my tongue, prohibiting the formation of any words. The metal rod had thick plastic covers on both sides to protect my teeth and prevent me from clamping down on the rod itself. He fastened each end to the rings next to my mouth so I couldn’t spit it out. The ends of the bit had metal arms hanging down below my chin and sticking up almost level with my eyes. I felt serrations on the plate covering my tongue. I hope he didn’t make it press on my tender tongue, but that was clearly the intent of the design. I shook my head to try and shift the alien thing in my mouth to a more comfortable position and get its feel.

“Let’s go find Linda.” He clipped a leash on my nose ring and I followed him out the door. He led me to the rec room and Jim and Linda were already there. Linda was dressed, I guess the correct term is ‘Harnessed’ just like me. The rec room was empty, all the gear stowed. It was a long, rectangular room. The designers of these small ships put a lot of room in them for the crew.

Master took the leash off my nose ring and both men put long, leather leads on the ends of our bits. He put my leash in his pocket. He led me away from Linda and said, "Lift your left leg as high as you can and balance on the right foot. You will have to learn pony boots later."

I obeyed.

"Good now shove your left foot as far forward as you can, in a straight line with your right foot. Just like high heels."

"Good no lift you right foot until your hobble stops you."

I obeyed.

"Good. Step forward."

Good. Always walk and run this way when you're in harness. To communicate, stomp once for 'yes' and twice for 'no.'

I stomped my left foot one time.

"Good. Now the reins. I will pull on your left when I want you to turn left, right rein for turn right. Long pull on both while you're moving forward means slow down or stop. A long pull on both when you're stopped means back up. If I shake the reins it means walk if you're stopped or faster if you're going forward. OK"

Simple enough. I stomped once.

"If you fail to high step or don't respond properly to the reins, I will swat your ass with my whip. OK?"

I wasn't going to screw up. I stomped once.

"Let's try it." He shook the reins.

I started high stepping forward. I responded to left, right, stop, back up, stop, forward, speed up, left, right. stop. Master stayed right behind me, never pulling on the reins until he wanted to command me.

"Good job. Now let's talk about speed. If you're stopped and I shake the reins, that means walk. if I shake the reins while you're walking, that means fast walk. If I shake the reins when you're fast walking, that means trot, an easy jog. If I shake the reins when you're jogging, that means trot, a fast jog. If I shake the reins when you're jogging fast, that means canter, a run. If I shake the reins when you're running, that's, gallop, a sprint. always with a high step. You will need a lot of practice to be able to move fast in a high step, much less with your ankles chained, but you will learn to do it."

I didn't think I could, but I stomped once to show I understood what he said.

He guided me up and down the long room making me speed up then slow down . He got me up to a fast jog and it was all I could do. I started collecting whip marks for not high stepping. Only twice in that interminable run for failing to respond to the reins properly.

At last he halted me at the end of the room and waited for Jim to guide Linda beside me.

“I think that’s enough rein practice. Let’s put them on a walker.”

“OK,” Jim replied.

“Arrow deploy the walker design I gave you in the rec room.”

“Aye, aye, Captain.”

I heard soft clicking and whooshes of displaced air behind me, but hadn’t been told to move, so I stayed still. He walked around in front of me, removed the reins, and turned me around.

I saw a vertical shaft had been deployed in the center of the room. There was a long crossbar near the ceiling with a chain dangling from each end.

Go stand under one end of the bar.” I started to walk over and he striped my ass hard. I jumped and squeaked.

"High step when in harness."

He stood me next to one of the dangling chains and clipped it to my collar.

"This is an exercise machine. Its to help you increase your stamina. Just keep up with it as it moves. Remember to high step."

Linda was put on the other end of the crossbar. Master and Jim stood beside Linda and I. Without warning the machine started turning. It pulled on my collar and I started walking. Linda forgot to high step and Jim stepped close and gave her a stroke with his whip. Both masters were standing ready to correct the girl walking toward him.

I strained to do a good high step. It worked for a while, then the machine sped up. We were forced into a trot. The high steps became harder to do correctly. I collected four or five new stripes until I got into the faster rhythm. So did Linda. I was feeling pretty confident, but I was getting tired. It was harder to lift my legs.

Again the walker sped up, this time to a canter and we had to run in our chains. The high step seemed impossible at this speed. I was whipped by both men for a couple of revolutions, then it seemed to come back to me. I was high stepping at this ridiculous speed. My legs were a blur, but the whip stopped hitting me. We made a whole revolution without feeling the whip and the machine slowed down to a trot. Thank god.

Sweat was running down my body and I saw it on Linda, too. Her entire ass was covered with red stripes. just like mine, I bet. It felt like it anyway. The walker slowed to a walk and we did that for five minutes before it stopped. I was so grateful for the rest. Master removed the chain from my collar. I was breathing hard and looking forward to some rest. I was being forced to train harder than I had ever done before. It felt good now that I had stopped, but I doubt I could start up again right now. I was limp.

I felt him enter my mind and I was suddenly very aroused, more than usual. I was so horny. I stepped closer to master and rubbed my sweaty breasts against him.. He just looked at me, inside my mind, reading my every thought. I didn’t care, no that’s not right. I wanted him to know I was lusting after him. Coyness was not for girls anymore. I wanted him to take my helpless body and fuck me ruthlessly. I was helpless and loved it. I loved my chains. I loved that he had ringed me and I was totally controllable. He held the chain fastened to my nose ring. I sank to my knees and kissed his hand then I leaned forward and kissed his crotch. I wanted to suck his dick dry and then rouse him again to fuck me in my ass. I was such a slave. I loved my bridle and bit, even my hobble. I swallowed the humiliating knowledge that I was his slave. It was a fact and it made me horny.

Master took me into our room and stripped the pony gear off. It was so good to get that bit out of my mouth. I'd never think badly of a ball gag again. I begged him to let his naked, chained, and oh so grateful slave suck him off, but no, he took me as he had read in my mind, through my backdoor and I orgasmed spectacularly for him.

When I was back to just another sweaty slave, he put the leash back on my nose ring and led me back to the rec room.

The rec room had a wide array of exercise and entertainment devices hidden behind its walls. Now there were two treadmills on the floor with a spring-belt device hanging above them. Linda was standing on one of the treadmills and Jim was buckling a wide strap over her breasts and under her arms. Once it was tight he clipped a chain onto it and raised the chain until it was taut.. Master led me up on the other treadmill and put the dangling strap around me. “Safety harness in case you fall.

After I was secured, Jim called out, Arrow, Two remotes, please.

A panel opened and two of the ship’s remotes marched out. These were featureless humanoid shapes. The came up to Jim. He handed each of them short whips and said, “I’m going to give the females instruction and then start the exercise machines. You are to watch them and if they violate an instruction I want you to whip the violators bottom one time, about as hard as a man could. Do you understand my instructions?”

The AI replied simply. “Yes.”

“From now on you are not to obey a woman unless Lt. Evans or  I approve her order.”

“Understood, sir.”

He walked around in front of Linda and I. “This is endurance training. You will concentrate on doing perfect high steps all the time.  Keep your ankle chains taut at all times. I have exercise programs already programmed into the machines. You will exercise for two hours and get a break, then two more. You can have a drink or water anytime you want, but there will be no potty breaks.” He started our machines, started an exercise music program with a strong beat, and left us under the watchful sensors of Arrow.

The machines purred along, jumping among intervals  every three minutes, faster, steeper, slower, shallower, slowly warming us up then stressing us before letting us rest. After ten minutes I was sweating. Ten more minutes and I was gasping, my legs burning with fatigue. After an hour I was struggling. Then the whip started biting my bottom and my energy was renewed. My steps became clean and precise again. The sweat was running off my body in buckets, the track and floor around me were puddled with sweat. The golems would give me a drink whenever I asked and I’m sure most of it ran right through my skin. I weakened again just before the end of the two hours and I felt the bite of the whip, ten – twelve more times before the two hours were up.

The machines stopped and the men came and took us down. They removed all the gear from us except for the collar, cuffs, and ankle chains. It looked like we were going to wear those for a while. We were allowed to shower and eat with the men. We rested another hour after eating, then they took us back for our second session.

All the gear went back on, including a reverse prayer arm bondage. It seemed less strenuous than the first, but I was still drenched and barely able to move when it ended. He showered with me and put me in bed, arms still locked to my collar, ankles chained, but I didn’t care. I was too beat to move.

Albee and Mariel were in bed when the general alarm’s shriek woke them. Albee leapt out of bed and yelled, “Arrow, what’s happening?”

“We are under attack by a small Rill ship. Not the one we were following. We’ve taken one energy blast and shields are at seventy percent. We’ve returned fire with the graser battery and we have a targeting solution for an anti-ship missile. Am I authorized to fire?”

“Hold. What’s the enemy’s situation?”

“It was hit and possibly disabled. It has not returned fire since we hit it. It is no longer accelerating. Its force field dimmed when it was hit.”

“Any change in the Rill we were following?”

“Yes, it has changed course to intercept us. Madrid is following it.”

“How long until it arrives?”

Two hours at the maximum acceleration the Rill have displayed so far.”

“Signal Madrid. Tell them what happened. Tell them we are investigating the wounded Rill.”

“Done.”

“Put us alongside the Rill and ten klicks away as fast as you can. Scan it in every way you can. Get a probe ready to send over. How are the shields?”

“Nominal. We’ll be alongside the Rill in ten minutes.”

Albee dressed as he talked to Arrow.

Mariel was watching him. “If you release my arms I’ll get ready to help.”

“Of course. Sorry.” He released her and she scurried into the bathroom. She was back in a minute and donned her scanty uniform. When they got to the bridge, Lt. Evans and Sgt. Fellows were seated at their stations. Evans reported, No damage sir. Shields are nominal and we’re closing on the apparently damaged enemy, ETA five minutes.”

Lt. Tannibar said, “Acknowledged. Arrow, are you getting any readings from the enemy?”

“Minimal force field emanations. No life signs or debris. It still has power.”

“Send a probe to approach and circle it at close range. Have it try to signal the enemy with its lights and a radio signal, then a low power gamma ray beam when it gets within a hundred meters. If no response, try a skin-to-skin contact.”

“Acknowledged.”

The tension grew as the Rill ship grew closer. “Arrow what’s the enemy ship’s size?”

“It is an ellipsoid, approximately eighty meters in length and twenty meters wide. the midsection is cylindrical and tapers at either end for the last ten meters.”

Speaking to the room in general, Albee said, “That doesn’t sound like a warship.”

“Well no,” said Jim Evens, “but that beam it hit us with packed 37 gigajoules. It was no love tap.”

“How does it have so much energy? And what was it doing out here in the dark so far away from the big ship?”

“Not a clue.”

“Arrow, what was the enemy ship’s velocity vector when it fired on us?”

“It was traveling toward the large Rill ship at fifty percent lightspeed.”

“Hmmm. Maybe heading home.”

Arrow said, “The probe is on station and signaling. No response to lights. The ship increased in brightness fifty percent after the radio signal. No reaction to the gamma ray burst. The probe is circling the Rill now…It’s completed four circuits and no further response. Trying physical contact…Our probe was disabled at contact.”

“OK. Copy our results to Madrid. Ask permission to destroy it.”

“Done…Permission to fire denied. Withdraw and return to monitoring station. Well done. TFNS Madrid out.”

“Arrow, you heard the man. Military acceleration back to our monitoring station and keep the shields up.”

“Aye, aye, sir.” The starfield spun and Arrow fled the oncoming enemy.


Chapter  6

Like most companies or government organizations with divisions on multiple planets around different stars, Dr. Giucheri’s Research and Development organization didn’t have weekly staff meetings. Instead he demanded official weekly reports from the division leaders and surreptitious reports from very trustworthy spies he placed in key positions. After he read the reports from a division he sometimes sent back comments or requests for more information The official communiques would be encrypted and sent via subspace. The unofficial ones went to his chief of staff who communicated with his ‘Watchers’ as he called them.

19 April 2951 T.S.

To:Dr. S. Rathborn

TFN Research and Development Division

100 Technology Square

New Amsterdam,

Fafnir

Greetings Suvi,

Interesting report. Glad to see your new ‘Geniuses’ are working so well. It was a tribute to originality and out of the box thinking to realize we could use our normal space drive technology to absorb and retransmit energy instead of using it to provide thrust. Several industrial planets have been hounding the government for new power sources. See if we can us this idea to extract energy from a star and send it down to a planet. It would be useful for other things too, I’m sure.”

Benito.

“Lydia, What’s our friend doing?”

“Sir, it slowed and apparently picked up the small ship. Its resumed its previous course, for ‘System B.’ It’s accelerating at three hundred G’s and will transition into the alpha band in about 28 hours. If it’s aware of us, it’s ignoring us.”

Suddenly explosions rocked the cruiser. The general quarters alarm shrieked, unnecessarily, and crew poured through the doors and strapped themselves into their stations.

“Lydia, status?”

“We’ve been hit with energy weapon fire, Madrid sees thirty two small ships, apparently dropped in our path by the ship we’re following. They are falling behind and we’re pulling out of range. No more fire being received. The attack burned through the shields in two places. Hull breaches in sections 18 and 45. No injuries, repairs underway.”

“I guess they were aware of us and didn’t like being followed. What are the ships that ambushed us doing?”

“The big ship is coasting and the ones that hit us are joining her.” 

“”Let’s tickle them and watch their reaction. Hit the big one with a pigeon, and a Mark II. Then Shift us fifty klicks off the Rill’s path, and maintain our separation.

Orders were given and soon the missiles were on their way. The pigeon was a decoy. It had jamming gear to look like six missiles were aiming at the target. Its job was to draw enemy defensive fire away from the real weapons. The Mark II was an ECM bird designed to jam defensive sensors and deny them knowledge of the armed missiles’ position and velocity until it was too late.

Lydia’s voice rang loud, “They see the pigeon. They’re firing at its ghosts. The Mark II is active. OK The attack is over. The pigeon and Mark II both survived. The Rill shot at the ghosts and the Mark II fooled them.”

“OK. We know our ECM and decoys work well against them. Good to know if we ever get into a regular battle with them. Madrid, review the sensor logs and see if you can determine when the small ships were launched. Secure from general quarters. Marge, you have conn. Lydia, come.”

Captain Theraux left the bridge quickly with Lydia close on his heels. Her arousal blossomed in her mind as he came into her.

In their quarters, she heard his silent command, “[Strip. Quickly],” as he started removing his own clothes.

“[Yes, Master],” Lydia replied, already moving to throw her own clothes on the floor. She had much less to remove and snapped into kneeling display while he finished. She was facing him, naked but for her cuffs and collar. He nipple rings swung slightly, shimmering n the light.

She had been fully symptomatic only a week, but she had been studying the slave positions and getting advice from the other women on board ever since her conversion. She regretted her former resistance to the bug. It had been partly due to her sense of duty, but now she admitted, that was a ruse. She was afraid of being so dependent on a man. Only now did she know what she had missed. She admired the strong, slim body of her master as he finished undressing. His eyes were feasting on her as he finished, “[Enjoying your new status, slave]?”

“[Yes, master, very much.]” Hew nipples were hard and aching, her sex was moist and her belly was trembling in anticipation.

“[The manual says new slaves need to be given as many orgasms as possible to condition them for instant obedience and to remove any resistance to submitting to their master.]”

“[Yes, Master. I know. I’ve read the manual. Several times. Do I need more conditioning]?”

He walked toward her, slowly. Her eyes focused on his semi-rigid penis, half at attention, swaying before him and felt her mouth open in anticipation. She loved sucking him off. It was the most submissive act a woman could do. She was kneeling at his feet and giving him pleasure. She kept her hands crossed behind her and he put his on her head, not guiding her, just holding her head as she pumped in and out, feeling him grow larger in her. Filling her mouth and throat. She could feel him getting ready to come when, without warning he pulled out and commanded,  “[Orgasm].”

Her body responded instantly and spasmed. She curled into a ball and he lay her on her back. He spread her legs and slid his rigid member between her sex lips and down her wet love canal as her muscles clenched around him and drew him deeper. He slid in and out in the age old slippery friction of intercourse as she continuously orgasmed around him. Soon she felt him orgasm inside her, mixing their love juices and adding more love juices to the puddle under her.

26 April 2951 T.S.

To:Dr. S. Rathborn

TFN Research and Development Division

100 Technology Square

New Amsterdam,

Fafnir

Greetings Suvi,

I don’t believe safety is a big issue. We’ve been beaming energy around for four hundred years and have the safety aspects down pat. Worry about scaling it up. I want to see it providing an entire planet’s energy needs from their star. It would help everything from the war effort to speeding colonization.

Respectfully yours,

Benito Giucheri

5 August 2951 T.S.

To:Dr. S. Rathborn

TFN Research and Development Division

100 Technology Square

New Amsterdam,

Fafnir

Greetings Suvi,

Excellent progress. I will visit next Tuesday to watch a demonstration. I’ll bring some brass with me, no formalities or press. They may have a use for it on their bases.

Best wishes,

Benito.

***

“Good to see you again, Benito. The Rill fleet took our bait and is headed for the star system we baited. We have the plans you sent us and my engineers say we’ll be ready to use it in a day. We’ve been training on the simulator software you sent, too. Is the beam really as large as it’s shown there?”

“Yes. We wanted your troops to have a realistic simulation to train on. How did you lure them to the target?”

“We found a scout and played some old radio recordings for him as he got close. He told his bosses and they changed course. They must communicate somehow. My folks believe it’s through subspace.”

Send me the target star’s coordinates and I’ll have the equipment set up in a week. How long until the Rill arrive?”

“At least a month. They don’t get beyond the alpha band, usually.”

“Then we have plenty of time. We’ll turn it on as soon as we can. Your troops can start filling the system with energy as soon as we get it up. The Rill stay FTL until they’re inside the system, so you can give them a ‘Warm’ welcome when they drop into normal space in the middle of a river of energy.”

“I hope they don’t just soak it up and use it to fire at us. They’re all energy, anyway.”

“Don’t worry, this will be like trying to swallow Niagra Falls. Your beam will be more than a million km across We estimate you’ll have about 2 x 10 ^ 26 watts on tap. The beam will be over a million kilometers in diameter with an energy density of about 10^13 watts per square meter.”

“My God, Benito. Ten billion watts per meter. That’s insane.”

“Right, did I mention we’d like to keep this little toy of ours a secret, even from our allies? They may not always be friends and we don’t want anyone to use it on us.”

“Yes, you did. We only have two men training on it and we classified it Top Secret. No women are allowed in the tactical areas now. But, Benito, you have to build power stations around the star before it can be used. Certainly we wouldn’t let that happen.”

“We don’t even want the concept revealed. Who knows what an inventive mind could do with it?”

Shan thought back to what he had seen several women do with their enhanced mental ability. Inventive was hardly accurate. Godlike was closer. “OK. I get your point. Call me when you’re ready for us to test it.”

“Of course. I’ll give you regular status. Goodbye, Shan.”

“Goodbye, Benito”

“Alice, ask Captain Young to come see me at his convenience.”

“Aye, aye, Sir.”

It wasn’t two minutes before there was a sharp knock on the door. “Enter.”

Captain Young entered and saluted. Admiral Arens returned the salute. “Sit down, Captain. I just talked to the head of R&D. He says he’ll have the Starburst ready for us to use before the Rill arrive. He also reminded me again how secret this thing is. Keep the security as high as you can.”

“We are, sir. Only the taco, the two operators and I even know about it. I talk to them all once a week to remind them its need to know only and caution them to not say anything about it except to one of us, especially not to their women. The only copy of the operations manual is in my Top Secret folder and I only show it to one of them if they need it. There are no copies.”

“Good. We’re not letting our allies know about this either. It’s a real ‘Secret Weapon.’”

Shan watched the operators training with the simulator for a while every day. This had to work. The Rill had absorbed all the attacks the allies had made without slowing their advance. There were so many of them. No species had ever stood against them and we weren't doing very well either. The new weapon was a continuous x-ray laser powered by the system’s unnamed star. The operator could control the direction and width of the beam. Its maximum width was just under a million kilometers. He wished for more. The Rill swarm was much larger and the beam was only in normal space. So it wouldn't affect the Rill until they dropped out of FTL. They tried different simulation scenarios, but the best plan anyone had come up with was to spray the laser in a widening spiral around the Rill fleet's path to create an ever widening cone of death for the swarm to drop into. If the swarm held to its course, they could wipe out the entire swarm as soon as they hit normal space. Unless the swarm changed course, or started dropping into normal space too soon or too late.

Because they couldn't predict what the Rill would do, Shan moved his fleet away from the swarm's path as soon as  the beam was ready. He moved well outside of where the swarm would reach at their predicted arrival time and watched as his crew filled the swarm's path with deadly x-rays.

Days passed as his team continued to fill the system's space with deadly radiation and the Rill swarm continue its FTL dash to meet the wave of energy. Shan had his ships accelerate to the speed they needed to jump to FTL, on a course to the fleet base at Alphanus.

Captain Young said, “Ten minutes to planned engagement..”

“Alice, take the fleet to battle stations. Have all ships get ready to jump to alpha band.”

“Aye, aye, sir.”

“Sir, all ships at battle stations and ready to go FTL.

“Good, now let's hope we don't need it.”

“Ten seconds...They're dropping into normal space. Two seconds early.”

Jalen was not a military person so her position was kneeling beside Shan's command chair. Alice was seated beside him. They and everyone in the command bridge was staring at the big holo tank.  Rill ships in FTL were a faint red. Those in normal space were shown as bright red cots. The swarm was a mass of faint red nearly as wide as the system itself. The invisible laser was shown as a stationary mass of faint green, wider than the Rill swarm. All were watching the Rill ships drop into normal space and dissolve into fiery bursts of light as they hit the insanely powerful laser beam. It was looking like the whole swarm would be eaten by the beam when, without any other change, the Rill stopped dropping out of FTL space and dispersed, every ship flying away from its neighbors, as if a powerful explosion had sent them flying away from the center.

The Terran fleet, paltry by comparison had over a thousand Rill aiming directly toward them and only seconds away. “Alice tell everyone to go FTL. Now.”

“Aye...” Her reply was interrupted as explosions shook the ship. A section of ceiling dropped and caught her with her arms half raised. Smoke filled the bridge, Shan jumped out of his chair and started pulling debris off Alice. Captain Young's voice yelled, “Status, by the numbers!”

Voices replied, “Engineering nominal.” “Hull damage in three sections, repairs underway.” “Shields stopped fifteen energy weapons.” Active defenses stopped fifteen energy bursts.” “Five attackers destroyed, three damaged.”  Fourteen casualties, three dead,. No enemies closing at his time. Three hundred on short range sensors.”

Jalen raised herself up and saw Shan, holding Alice's head. He said , in a calm voice, “Mars, send medical aid to the command bridge.”

“Shan, is Alice..?”

“She's alive. It looks like she was just knocked out. Her brain is active. Mars, fleet status?”

“Minor damage to capitol ships, ten destroyers disabled, but still intact. Three destroyers destroyed, Minor damage to sixty ships. All but ten are flyable.”

“Have the ten damaged taken in tow. Beam out the destroyed ship's wreckage. Everyone go FTL to Alphanus as soon as everyone is ready.  Ask division commanders to conference by tight beam in an hour.”

“Aye, aye, sir.”

Admiral Arens, Captain Young, and his tactical and sensor department leads were in the conference room. Mars and the rest of Second Fleet were in low beta band and accelerating at 500 g's. The conference was almost over. Shan said, “So, to summarize, We lost three destroyers with all hands, had ten destroyers damaged, with likely seven reparable. The Rill lost over two million ships, but they apparently came out the winners. We agree we can improve our performance if we can jam their communications before they disperse, arrange our formations behind their direction of travel, and time our beam formation so that more of them are out of FTL before they reach the beam.  We think we can destroy a fleet if R&D can find a way to shift the beam into FTL space. Are we agreed?”

There was a chorus of agreement. “Thank you gentlemen. I'll talk to you again after we land at base. Arens out.” He closed the circuit.

Captain Young said, “ That was the first close combat we've had with the Rill. Ship to ship we're better, but they do have numbers. I hope R&D can get the kinks out of their toy soon.”

“Your people did well, Captain. Be sure and tell them that. I'm going to send this report to R&D right now, then I'm going to go visit with Alice.”

“Give her our regards, sir” the Captain and his officers left.

“Jalen, did you get all that?”

“Yes, Master. I may not be military trained, but I can turn a recorder on and off.”

“Of course. Belt and suspender.”

“What are suspenders?”

“Its just an expression for being thorough. I don't know.”

Send it to Dr. Giucheri, please. Then we'll go see Alice.”

“Yes, Master”...”Ready.”

The End
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