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   The Projector 
 
      
 
    Amanda strode out through the glass doors, walked down the street, and continuously searched the different faces. In a busy city like this, there were dozens, maybe hundreds of men on the street with her. Mostly, they wore nice suits, dress shirts, and pressed slacks even as they stared ahead through their expensive shades or down at their overpriced phones. 
 
    As she walked along, she enjoyed the fact that she could take her time. Leisure and a relaxed pace had become so rare in a place like this. 
 
    In each skyscraper, the fate of billions of dollars was decided by accountants, lawyers, executives, and other creatives. On most days, Amanda would have been impressed by those numbers—but not today. 
 
    Tentatively and almost lovingly, she reached down into her purse, slipped her fingers past her wallet, and she found the small projector. Really, she didn’t know exactly what she and her colleagues would end up calling the device. Was it a controller? A projector? Something else entirely? 
 
    If this worked, the name would become less relevant, but the impact on the world would be enormous, far more important than a couple scant billion dollars. 
 
    Amanda didn’t know much about mythology, but she suspected humans had wondered about potentially controlling each other for millennia. The idea of being able to get someone to do whatever you wanted would always be utterly intoxicating. 
 
    But this projector could do it? 
 
    It had worked in their surreptitious lab tests. There were boys back at the office who discovered this firsthand. 
 
    Now Amanda needed to find a test out in the real world. 
 
    She walked down the street, considering one male after another. She liked the idea of grabbing someone powerful, but she couldn’t risk messing this up. If some other organization discovered what the projector could potentially do, Amanda and her colleagues could lose control of their technology very, very quickly. 
 
    Unwilling to risk that outcome, she continued to stride down the street until she came to the small park at the end of the block. She crossed the street, glanced past the different trees, and then she saw him. 
 
    “No way,” she whispered. 
 
    Zack. 
 
    She saw him seated on a bench, phone in hand, eyes locked on his screen. 
 
    Amanda didn’t do anything. She didn’t say anything. 
 
    If she had believed in karma, divine justice, or some other supernatural force, she would have smiled and figured this was fate. But no, she was a scientist, and she knew there was a certain probability that they would encounter one another again. 
 
    Even as the numbers tumbled through her head, she remembered that look on his face when he reached across the table, took her hand, and said, “I’m sorry, but I think it’s time for us to see other people.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “No reason,” he said automatically. Clearly, he hadn’t expected her to ask for an explanation. 
 
    “Please, I would like to know,” she said. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” he said. “All you need to know is that we aren’t going to be together anymore.” His patronizing, condescending tone of voice flashed at her. She still remembered it so clearly. 
 
    The really annoying part? 
 
    She still found him attractive. As she stood on the sidewalk, at the edge of the park, she studied him. She loved the way the breeze rifled through his hair, the lines of his jaw, and the shape of his shoulders. 
 
    Amanda shook her head from side to side and pondered a question which had bugged her for quite some time. Back in college, she took several philosophy classes because she understood science needed guiding principles. Too many programmers, researchers, and inventors rushed ahead without considering the implications of their work. Then, when they heard a bunch of people, they just shrugged like idiots and suggested the benefits outweighed the costs without being able to justify how or why. 
 
    Amanda intended to be better than that, so now she mingled with the same problem from before. What did it mean if she still liked this man? No, she didn’t just like him. She wanted him. She missed the way he touched her hand and so much more. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, she made her decision. 
 
    Zack was smart, determined, ambitious, and strong-willed. If the projector worked on him, then it could work on any male. (Amanda could silently acknowledge this wasn’t necessarily true and she would need more research, but he would make an ideal candidate.) 
 
    As she ran her tongue along her teeth, she straightened her back, strode ahead, and swung her fists forward and back. 
 
    Like so many people, Zach zoned out completely while on his phone, which meant she could stand just a few feet away, and he wouldn’t even notice. 
 
    She pulled out the projector, pointed it down at him, and spoke into the microphone, “My name is Amanda.” This unlocked the device, freeing up the security protocols. “Test subject: Zack Bryson. Initiate program.” 
 
    She watched as the small graphics on the projector’s touchscreen interface activated. The camera masked him out. A green outline appeared around his pixels along with a loading bar. 
 
    Amanda and her colleagues had stumbled on something amazing, a new design for electrical fields that could alter a male subject’s responses. Apparently, this field only worked on humans with an XY chromosome. They were still trying to figure out why, but again and again, the projector worked in every test. 
 
    By altering electrical fields, shifting specific variables, and connecting this to their voice interface, Amanda had created mind control technology. 
 
    Breathing out slowly, she said into the microphone, “Stand up, walk over to me, and kneel.” 
 
    The projector’s small processor was capable of handling her commands in real time, which meant Zack’s head jerked up, he rose to his feet, walked forward to her, and lowered himself to his knees. 
 
    “Stay down,” she ordered next. 
 
    By this point, the confused young man jerked his head up and looked along the length of her body. He saw her black high heels, her stockings, her dark gray, pleated skirt, and her crimson blouse. He probably didn’t realize it was Amanda until he saw the heart-shaped, jade pendant she wore just above her cleavage. 
 
    But then he saw her face and knew the truth. He viewed the dark brown of her hair, the shine of her lip gloss, the shape of her petite nose and the contours of her cheeks. 
 
    “Amanda?” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. 
 
    “What’s going on here? What’s happening?” He tried to get up, but the electrical fields manipulated his nervous system, altering what he could do. To put it simply, Zack’s body refused to acknowledge the signals jumping down from his brain. Yes, he could still breathe and control himself in some ways, but each time he tried to stand, his body refused. 
 
    “I’m testing a new device. Zack, I want you to be quiet, stand, take my hand, and walk with me back to my apartment.” 
 
    His eyes widened, and she loved the way his face darkened with effort because he was trying so hard to speak. But now, he rose to his feet, reached out, and they laced their fingers together. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said as she tugged and guided him out of the park and down the street, all the way to her building. 
 
      
 
    The trip back didn’t take long. She had walked the streets thousands of times, only now it felt so different. It wasn’t even like those strolls they had taken together while they dated. Instead, this seemed dangerous and magical. 
 
    Somehow, holding this boy’s hand and walking him down the street made her feel wildly powerful. 
 
    After they came to her front door, she unlocked it, pulled on his hand, and guided him inside. 
 
    “Kneel on the floor,” he she instructed into the projector. 
 
    He obeyed, dropping down and remaining there like some kind of well-trained animal. 
 
    Amanda sat down on the padded loveseat next to her couch, only now she raised one leg, crossed it over her knee, and looked down at this boy as she considered precisely what she wished to do with him. 
 
    First, she decided she wanted to gloat, “Do you remember the projector?” 
 
    He still couldn’t say anything. This made her laugh, so she picked up the device and spoke into the microphone, “Stay kneeling on the floor, but you may speak. Keep your volume at a moderate level.” She didn’t want this boy shouting out for help. 
 
    “What’s going on here?” 
 
    “Answer my question,” she said, raising the projector back to her mouth. “Do you remember the projector?” 
 
    “That insane device that was supposed to allow you to control people?” Zack asked. The words left his lips before he really considered what they meant. Then he looked down along the length of his body. Again and again, he tried to push himself back onto his feet. Instead, he stayed there, kneeling and powerless before this woman. 
 
    “This can’t be happening,” Zack finally muttered. 
 
    Amanda leaned forward. She loved the fact that his eyes flickered toward her cleavage. 
 
    “This is happening,” she promised him. “And you and I are going to have a conversation about our breakup.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “After we broke up, I saw something. Someone had apparently hacked into my computer. Was that you?” 
 
    “What? No, of course not!” Zack said. She raised the projector, his eyes widened, and he started stammering something out. He told her she didn’t need to do that, that she needed to stop and just talk to him. 
 
    Ignoring those pleas, Amanda said to her device, “Tell the truth. Did you hack into my computer?” 
 
    “Yes, I hacked into your computer,” he said. 
 
    This was so fascinating. 
 
    Amanda considered what the projector might mean all across the world. Boys could be controlled. If they could be controlled so thoroughly, they could be owned. This might be one of the most pivotal moments in human history, she thought. The whole of human society could be redesigned around her projector… 
 
    Pushing those implications aside for the moment, she tilted her head to the side and asked, “Why did you do that?” 
 
    “Please, just let me go. This isn’t a big deal.” 
 
    “Oh?” Amanda asked. “Are you sure about that?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    Holding the device up again, she spoke into the microphone, “Why did you hack into my computer?” After another moment, she added with a wicked grin, “Tell the truth.” 
 
    Throughout history, women had worried about men and their capacity for deception. Liars, cheaters, and manipulators always made it nearly impossible for females to trust to their boyfriends and husbands. With this projector, those same boys became utterly powerless. 
 
    “Look, some guy called me, and he said he would give me a thousand dollars if I copied your hard drive.” 
 
    “Interesting,” she said. Amanda smirked and gave a quick little shake of her head. Yes, corporate espionage had always been an issue. But at least she knew the real reason now. “And by that point, you already knew you’re going to break up with me, so you thought you could make some quick cash. Is that it?” 
 
    Since the projector didn’t force obedience, he just kept his head down. 
 
    Then he looked up at her, “Amanda, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I know I violated your trust, and it was a stupid, immature thing for me to do, but I hope you can forgive me.” 
 
    Amanda held up the projector and issued another command. “Tell the truth. Did you really mean that apology?” The device transited her words into the necessary modifications. The projector sent the correct electrical field, modifying which signals could shoot through his body and brain. 
 
    “No. I was lying,” he said, only to blink. The effects of the projector dissipated, so he could speak on his own again. “That’s not true. I didn’t mean it,” Zack protested. 
 
    She enjoyed that note of groveling in his voice. There was a delicious desperation accenting every syllable as he pleaded with her. Of course, he glanced over at the door, but he wasn’t dumb enough to try to run, not when she could control him with just a couple of words. 
 
    “Zack, don’t worry about your theft. Was it hurtful? Absolutely. Do you need to be punished for it? Obviously. But you don’t need to worry about damaging my project. You hacked into my home laptop, which means it didn’t have any sensitive files on it.” 
 
    Knowing a manipulative apology wouldn’t work this time, Zack stared at her with big, plaintive eyes, but he didn’t know what to say. 
 
    She leaned forward, rested one elbow on her knee, and turned her head to the side. “Do you know what I really miss? I miss seeing your bare chest. You always did such a good job of working out. I was thought of you as a statue or work of art, you know?” She chuckled, “Don’t look so embarrassed. I think women are going to start objectifying men a lot more from now on.” She patted him on the cheek, “I’m sure you’ll get used to it!” 
 
    “What do you want? Why are you doing this?” 
 
    Amanda wondered if she should be honest with him. And then she decided it didn’t really matter what this boy knew or said. With her projector, she could modify his behaviors, although she did want to test the ability to control him over longer periods of time. 
 
    “What do I want?” Amanda asked as she tapped her jawline with one fingertip. “Originally, I was just exploring with my colleagues. We were considering how electrical fields could modify the human body and how it works. Did we ever imagine we would be able to create actual mind control? No, of course not. We thought this would be utterly absurd. But here we are. Granted, the projector only works on boys like you, but that’s okay. Owning half of the population sounds like a pretty big scientific breakthrough to me, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Please, you have to destroy that thing! You have to know how dangerous it could be in the wrong hands.” 
 
    “Why would you say that?” 
 
    Zack swallowed and looked up at her. He really was a smart boy—which made this so much more entertaining! Still, she let him try, “Because if this thing can really do what you say, then women are going to have too much power! They’re going to be able to control men.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Amanda said. 
 
    “It’s wrong!” 
 
    “And why is that?” Amanda asked simply. When she smiled down at him, he must have recognized the patronizing curve of her lips, the little sneer of her nostrils. Sure, she could address him like they were equals, but it was obvious she was only indulging him—toying with him. 
 
    Even if he realized this, Zach refused to give up. Maybe he recognized this might be one of the last chances where a male would be able to speak with a female and have her listen. “Just think about how much power corrupts people. If you can get away with anything, what’s going to stop you?” 
 
    “So you’re worried that women are going to treat men the way men have treated women for so long?” Amanda asked with an innocent bat of her eyelids. 
 
    Some of the moisture drained away from his mouth as he looked up at her. “This won’t work,” he said, switching tactics. 
 
    “Strip naked for me,” she commanded. 
 
    He stood automatically, compelled by the projector. It’s power was undeniable. 
 
    With every second, this determined, generally successful young man probably fought it with everything he had. He tried to get his arms to stop working. Even if he had to throw himself to the floor and just lay down, at least that would demonstrate the projector had some kind of weakness. 
 
    But like a marionette or a puppet, he moved automatically. His brain processed the requirements dictated by her projector, and he pulled off his shirt, his shoes and socks, his pants and belt, his boxers, everything… 
 
    Soon this young man was standing naked in front of her. 
 
    “Stand there like you’re on display. Back straight, arms behind you, legs spread slightly,” she ordered. 
 
    He interpreted the commands on a subconscious level and did his best to obey her because the projector didn’t allow any other option. 
 
    “Chin up,” she said. 
 
    Soon enough, he posed like an amazing example of masculine form. She circled him, reached down, and grabbed his ass. “Nice and tight,” she said. Then she came up in front of him and looked down at his shaft. 
 
    “I’m going to have fun with this later,” she said. “But you know what? I think we should experiment with just how much power I really have over you. Controlling your electrical fields and neurological responses is one thing, but let’s see if we can truly overwhelm that powerful instinct.” 
 
    That powerful instinct? What did she mean? 
 
    “Kneel,” she said into the microphone, and he obeyed. He still had his hands behind his back. 
 
    Speaking again to the projector, she said, “Zack, masturbate for me.” 
 
    Because she allowed him to speak, he glared at her and tried again, “Please, don’t make me do this. You have to know this is wrong!” 
 
    “Oh? Why is it wrong?” Amanda asked innocently, if only because she wanted to hear him try to come up with a good argument even as his fingers moved along his shaft. 
 
    He started with a few quick caresses along his cock and balls. He had one hand just beneath his scrotum as his fingertips gently caressed that spot beneath his balls. With his other hand, he pushed his palm along the base of his shaft, and he wrapped his fingers around his circumference. 
 
    He hardened almost immediately. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. In truth, she had never enjoyed watching a boy masturbate before, but this was different because he had no choice. She loved the way his cheeks flashed scarlet. “You know, I don’t think I have ever seen you blush before. So this is all it took, the complete removal of your free will and your sexual objectification.” She chuckled like it wasn’t a big deal. 
 
    “This is wrong,” he said, ignoring her taunts. “I’m not a sex object. You can’t control me like this.” 
 
    “Based on all available evidence, I would beg to differ,” she said. 
 
    He stroked and massaged his genitals right there in front of her. With every second, he tried to stop. He tried to pull his hands away, but she wouldn’t allow it. So long as a projector could control his body, he had to follow her every single command. 
 
    “Stop,” she said into the projector. 
 
    His hands froze. 
 
    “Go slowly,” she said next. 
 
    Because he understood what she wanted, the vague nature of her command didn’t matter. Amanda would have to make a note of that later. Eventually, she and her fellow researchers would be able to establish all of the relevant parameters for controlling a male like this. Luckily, they had already done so much of the work back at the office with the males there. Sure, those men used to be researchers, but they were probably happier now as secretaries, assistants, and mail room boys. 
 
    Now she watched as her ex-boyfriend stroked his shaft slowly, working his fingers from the base up to the tip again and again. “Gently squeeze your base,” she said into the microphone. 
 
    He obeyed. 
 
    “Move your fingers a little bit faster underneath your scrotum,” she said with clinical precision. 
 
    He obeyed. 
 
    “Switch hands,” she commanded. 
 
    He obeyed again. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    He stopped. 
 
    “Give yourself a gentle squeeze.” 
 
    He followed her orders. 
 
    Again and again, he surrendered to her, allowing this woman to dictate how he touched and pleasured himself. 
 
    All the while, he bit down. His jaw clenched, and the aggravation was bright on his features. 
 
    “How does it feel to be controlled by your ex-girlfriend?” 
 
    “I hate this,” he growled back at her. He had abandoned every semblance of diplomacy. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    He obeyed. 
 
    “Stroke yourself some more. Take your time. Go nice and slowly.” 
 
    As he touched himself, she watched. She could see how he had started closing his eyes and tightening his shoulders. 
 
    “Be honest with me right now,” she spoke into the microphone, “Tell me what you want.” 
 
    “I want an orgasm,” he said, the words breaking and fracturing because of his shortened breath. 
 
    “I’m sure you do,” she agreed with a wicked little smile, “Now stop.” 
 
    Forced to pull his hands away, he obeyed again. “You have anything you’d like to say to me?” 
 
    She waited, genuinely curious to see if he might start begging at this point. 
 
    Instead, he gave a ferociously adorable shake of his head. No, he didn’t want to beg for an orgasm. Like so many boys, he thought he was entitled to control over his body even as males like him had tried to dictate what women could do with theirs for centuries. 
 
    “Go faster. Bring yourself to the very edge of an orgasm.” 
 
    He stroked his shaft. He caressed his balls and moved his hand up and down along his length. As he gripped his manhood, they both saw the little dribble of arousal right there at the tip. 
 
    He wanted this so badly. That much was undeniable, yet she wobbled her head from side to side. He looked up at her, and they both knew what she was thinking: she considered whether or not she should allow him this release. 
 
    “I don’t want you to make a mess,” she said. “So stop.” 
 
    He obeyed. Although he kept his hands on his genitals, he didn’t stroke or caress himself, not anymore. 
 
    “Please…” Zack finally said. 
 
    “You want an orgasm?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Trace one finger around the tip of your cock. Do it slowly. Take your time.” 
 
    He must have hated this additional stimulation because it only added more heat to the desires already blazing through his body, yet he couldn’t stop himself. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “You know, I always thought the idea of seeing a guy masturbate would be kind of gross, but this is fun. It’s so interesting to watch you and see your body. I love the way you twitch. I love how I can make you do whatever I want!” She giggled like a little girl happy to play with her new toy. 
 
    “Please, you can’t control me like this,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah, I can. Now gently touch yourself. Faster this time. I want you to bring yourself to the very edge of an orgasm and stop.” 
 
    He obeyed, moving his hand up and down. It only took two or three seconds before he got to that point. Zack must’ve tried so hard to push himself over the edge. He didn’t just want to stop at the cusp of relief. He didn’t want to feel the lingering temptation of satisfaction, only to stop because of her commands… 
 
    His hand moved quickly, but he had to stop when he came to the cusp of relief. He didn’t get that satisfaction. He knew it was right there. Just one more squeeze, one more gliding caress and stroke would have been enough for him. 
 
    Her programmed orders kicked in, and he denied himself that release the very instant he might get to enjoy it. 
 
    With another growl of frustration, she grinned at him. “Do you want to earn an orgasm?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “What are you willing to do to get it?” 
 
    “Anything!” 
 
    “Anything?” Amanda asked, echoing his generous offer. “It’s funny to think about it. On the one hand, having a cute boy like you on his knees, naked and desperate should be pretty amazing. I mean, you just said you would do anything for the chance to get off. That’s pretty big. But at the same time, I already control you. And if I control you, I pretty much own you, don’t you think?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Come over here,” she said into the projector. “And serve me with your mouth. Lick me.” 
 
    For just a moment, he didn’t understand what she meant, not consciously anyway. But then his chest seemed to lock up as he crawled forward. She rose to her feet, lifted her skirt, and and peeled off her stockings. In the same smooth movements, she kicked away her shoes. Before long, he saw the smooth, red satin of her panties. 
 
    She drew her underwear down along the length of her legs, sat on the edge of the chair, spread her legs, and beckoned him forward with the teasing movement of one finger. 
 
    He bit down, hated himself for doing this, and crawled toward her. 
 
    She ran her fingers through his hair and took a firm grip on the back of his head. Then she forced his face right up against her slit. “Lick,” she said without the help of the projector. 
 
    His tongue slid along her pussy. She closed her eyes, leaned back, and relaxed. 
 
    “You can only stop when I tell you to,” she said. 
 
    Zack bristled under this command. Like so many other boys, he didn’t believe men should have to go down on women. He thought this was disgusting, yet that hardly mattered now. “Faster,” she commanded. 
 
    His tongue flicked out and swirled along her opening. He plunged forward just the way she wanted. “Good boy,” she said with a chuckle. “That’s right. Show me where you belong. Where do you belong again? That’s right. You belong on your knees. You should be in this position because you are mine now. I don’t have to let you go, Zack. I can keep you as long as I want.” 
 
    All of this may have been true, but he realized he had one option. 
 
    Although his face was now covered by the hem of her skirt, he remembered where she held the projector. If he could just get his hands on it… 
 
    But he had to time this perfectly. 
 
    Once he had the controller, he could throw it, maybe smash it against the wall. 
 
    His movements would have to be fast enough. But after that, he would be able to take control. In fact, he almost grinned as he considered what he might be able to do to this girl in her bedroom. 
 
    For now, he licked, sliding his tongue up and down as he tasted her excitement. Heat pulsated off of her inner thighs as he served her. 
 
    Was it humiliating? Yes. Could he afford to stop? No way. 
 
    His neck ached, but he moved his face up and down again and again. He swept his tongue over her slit. He penetrated and probed her. He went in deep. 
 
    While they dated, he had fingered her a couple of times, so he tried to use that knowledge against her. Throughout time, women had accused men of being dumb because they were horny. The same would probably apply to females once they could command this kind of authority. Right? 
 
    Zack could only hope. 
 
    For the first time, Zack focused completely on her pleasure. He needed to listen to that exact moment when she would be at her dumbest; she had to be completely and utterly distracted so she wouldn’t realize he was reaching for the controller. 
 
    There. 
 
    He thought he heard that eager pant, the quick gasp that came just before her orgasm. 
 
    He reached up, and his fingers brushed along something plastic. His fingers started to tighten around it, but she pulled it away from him. “No, no,” she said in a chiding voice. She grabbed him by the back of his head, pulled on his hair, and looked down into his eyes. “You don’t get this. This is something a woman uses to control a boy like you. A boy doesn’t need to have a controller like this.” 
 
    Before he could say anything, she pulled him back between her legs. 
 
    “You know what to do,” she said. She didn’t compel his obedience. This time, she allowed fear to do it for him. After all. He had tried to take the projector. He had tried and failed, which meant there would be consequences. He had no idea what she had in mind, but he would find out soon enough. 
 
    In the meantime, maybe he could excite her enough to get her off… 
 
    Maybe that would tame her temper… 
 
    Zack couldn’t know one way or the other, but he had to please her. That much was obvious. 
 
    All the while, the shame of failing burned bright through his body. 
 
    “Keep licking,” she said. “Oh, and this is a long-term command,” she said into the projector, “Do not try to touch the projector ever again. As far as you’re concerned, this is off-limits. Boys don’t need to use this kind of technology.” She chuckled. “In fact, I bet it won’t be long before there is lots of technology designed for males. Think of it. You could have a phone that only calls me.” She chuckled at the prospect. 
 
    He bristled, yet his tongue continued to slide up and down just the way she expected and demanded. 
 
    When she climaxed, she cried out, savoring the pleasure and command she had over her ex-boyfriend. 
 
    Another word popped into her head, but she didn’t dare say it, not yet. 
 
    After her orgasm, he tried to pull away, but she put her hand on the back of his head and told him, “I’ll let you know when you’re done.” 
 
    Bristling with fresh embarrassment, he slid his face back between her inner thighs and continued clicking, sliding his tongue up and down for her pleasure and her satisfaction because nothing else mattered. 
 
      
 
    “Look at what you’re doing right now,” he said. “You have to know this is wrong!” 
 
    “Are you sure about that? Are you sure you don’t owe me?” 
 
    “Owe you?” He sounded genuinely indignant. 
 
    She lifted the controller to her lips and issued her command into the microphone, “Tell me the truth about why you broke up with me.” 
 
    His eyes widened, but he felt the words as they simmered in his brain and ultimately jumped from his lips, “I broke up with you because I was already cheating on you with another girl, and I worried I would get caught.” 
 
    “Interesting,” she said. She didn’t seem disappointed. She didn’t seem upset or angry. That probably made her the most dangerous of all. 
 
    “Do you remember that when we were together, you loved the idea of punishing me and tying me down? You remember how you loved to feel like you were in control. And not just control. You wanted to feel like you owned me. And I let you get away with it. I let you put a collar around my neck, I let you spank me, and I let you tie me down. Guess what, Zack. We are going to do that again, only it’s going to be a little bit different this time.” 
 
    She lifted the microphone again, “Close your eyes and be quiet. Stay right there.” 
 
    Amanda came back within two or three minutes. She dropped the gear in front of her naked, kneeling boy. 
 
    “Open your eyes and look down.” 
 
    He saw the pink collar, the shackles, and the paddle. “I used to let you use these on me,” she said. “But now it’s your turn.” She stood right over him. Her bare feet and naked legs filled his vision. Her skirt just barely covered her dampened slit. 
 
    Holding out one hand, she said, “Give me the collar.” 
 
    He understood what this meant and what she had planned for him. She would draw it around his neck, tighten it, and click it on. 
 
    She didn’t use the projector, but she didn’t need to, not this time. After that last command, he wouldn’t be able to touch it ever again. The thought horrified him, but he already knew it was true. She had locked off one neurological path within his brain, making it impossible for him to break the device that allowed her to control him so thoroughly. 
 
    He picked up the collar and handed it to her. Just as he feared, she pulled it around his neck and locked it on. 
 
    “Give me the shackles.” 
 
    He obeyed. Picking them up. He hated being complicit in his own subjugation, but what else could he do? 
 
    “Hold your hands behind your back,” she ordered. 
 
    He obeyed. 
 
    She locked the cuffs around his wrists. 
 
    Next, she reached over and opened one of the drawers by her couch. “I never got around to putting this away,” she said as she pulled out the leash. She attached it to his collar, stood, and walked. Just as she was about to force him to follow, she glanced over at him. “Don’t forget the paddle.” 
 
    He picked it up. 
 
    She brought him right back into her bedroom. 
 
    The last time he had been here, she had been strapped down, her arms and legs spread. But now she climbed onto the mattress, yanked on his leash, and forced him to follow her. Moments later, she placed one hand on his shoulder and shoved him to his back. 
 
    Theoretically, Zack possessed the strength necessary to fight back, but he already knew how easy it would be for her to seize control. 
 
    No, it was easier to give in and let this woman own him. Tightening her grip on the paddle, she smacked it down against the palm of her hand. Simultaneously, the corners of her eyes tightened as she grinned down at him. 
 
    “Roll over,” she said. 
 
    She didn’t use the projector on him this time, yet it hardly mattered. He obeyed, throwing his chest down onto the mattress. With his hands cuffed behind his back, he could hardly stop her. But she picked up the paddle, touched it to to his backside, and he started to beg. He did this without thinking as the words tumbled from his mouth, “Amanda, please—” 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    The paddle came down hard. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    The pain rocketed through his body. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    Words formed at the edge of his brain, but he couldn’t make them jump out onto the air.  
 
    THWACK! 
 
    She threw her head back and laughed.  
 
    THWACK! 
 
    Amanda couldn’t help herself; she needed to tease this helpless boy. “Do you remember? Do you remember how much you loved having me tied down and helpless? Guess what, Zack. It’s your turn. You lied, you cheated, and you stole. So now you’re going to be my obedient slave boy. I’m going to keep you like this. I’m going to work on taming you every single day. And when I succeed, you’ll just be a servant. You won’t worry about any of your vaunted ambitions because you’re just a boy. But hey, you get to be the first one brought in from the wild.” 
 
    He didn’t understand, but it hardly mattered. 
 
    The moment she decided to punish him again, she swung down. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    The sound of his punishment reverberated through his body. 
 
    “Now beg me to fuck you,” she said, savoring the vulgar term. 
 
    “Please. Please, take me. Use me, own me!” 
 
    Sex would be humiliating, but it was better than getting paddled by his ex-girlfriend. 
 
    No, he realized with a start. She wasn’t his ex-girlfriend anymore. Just as she said, Amanda had become his owner… 
 
    She obliged. Tossing the paddle aside, she climbed up on top of him, spread her legs, grabbed his shaft, and aimed it for her opening. Then she slid down, enveloping her boy. The heat and tension of her body squeezed against his shaft, nearly making him climax right there. 
 
    “No,” she said as she bent forward, breathing down into his ear, “You can’t have an orgasm yet.” 
 
    He bit down, uncertain about whether or not she could control his release. 
 
    It hardly mattered. If he disappointed her, he would be punished again. 
 
    He couldn’t dare make that mistake. 
 
    So she rode him, lifting her hips and gently gliding her slit along his shaft. She toyed with him, savoring the movement and heat of her body against his. 
 
    “Tell me you’re a slave.” 
 
    “I’m a slave,” he replied right away. He hadn’t been owned for long, yet he adapted. She giggled at the prospect. “I think boys are going to get used to becoming property!” She laughed as she threw her head back and let her dark hair splash against her shoulders. 
 
    She rode him, moving up and down, taking him. 
 
    Before long, she was on the verge of another orgasm. 
 
    Owning this boy so completely was intoxicating and amazing. 
 
    She pumped him harder and faster until she finally decided she couldn’t take any more. “Now! Come for me now, Zack!” 
 
    He surrendered, his shaft pulsated, and she savored the heat of his body as he jerked his hips up, plunging his shaft deeper into her. 
 
    She lost herself as she rode this boy to completion. Her orgasm overwhelmed her. Better yet, she knew that this would only be the first of many. 
 
    Exhausted now, she pushed down against his naked shoulder, curled up on him, and used him like a pillow. With his hands cuffed behind his back and a collar around his neck, Zack knew better than to defy his owner. He couldn’t risk disturbing her, so he stayed quiet. As Zack and so many other boys would discover, this would be one of their most useful skills in a world where women could effortlessly tame any male. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
Michelle
Means

The
Projector






